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K I E R

AN EARTHQUAKE BROUGHT me to San Francisco to check the condition

of my family's properties after fires ravaged the city. That earthquake

ultimately led to my imprisonment after I was accused of a murder I

didn’t commit, abducted from my hotel room, and trapped in an

underground cell in the hills along the northern coast far from civi‐
lization.

Another earthquake ultimately freed me from that prison more

than a century later.

One hundred and ten years of captivity, deprivation and despair.

The only thing that kept me alive during those long years of darkness?

A strong will to live and an intense desire for revenge.

I HAD BEEN TOURING the city of San Francisco, checking out the

building where our investment company had been located. It had

been razed to the ground in the fires and nothing was salvageable.

Our employees had fled the city or been killed in the aftermath.

We would have to start from scratch.

I was ready to roll up my sleeves and get to work, rebuilding the

San Francisco office. I could have sent one of my staff to oversee the
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work, but I loved that part of business. I was a builder, someone who

liked to start with an idea and see it take shape before my eyes. It was

the only thing that kept me sane, and gave my existence meaning,

with an eternity before me.

After the fires finally died down, once night had fallen, we scouted

out locations for the rebuild. We checked out three potential sites and

when finished, I went back to our family friend’s mansion outside the

city for the rest of the night, to discuss our options and what our next

moves were. We had to rebuild, we had to find new staff. We had to

run our business out of a temporary office.

I spent that evening discussing all of this with my benefactor, not

suspecting for a moment that I was being set up for a fall. Yes, there

had been several beautiful young female mortals in attendance, acting

as donors for the family and for me. I had partaken of some of their

blood, but I had retired early that morning, alone, to go over my

papers, write letters to my family about what I had seen.

Mid-way through the long day, I was interrupted from reading the

local papers by the sound of knocking at my chamber doors.

"Enter," I said, folding up the newspaper, expecting that it would be

a servant come to provide me with a light meal. Instead, several

soldiers barged into the room, their weapons drawn. At the head was

the local magister for our kind, wearing the black robes and a thick

gold chain around his neck marking his office.

"Kier McDermott, I hereby charge you with the murder of a

mortal outside of the terms of our laws and regulations. You will be

taken from this place and imprisoned pending a trial by your peers."

"What?" I stood, shocked at the magister's words. I glanced around

the soldiers, looking for my benefactor, but he was not in attendance.

"Where's Mr. Henderson? He's my solicitor. I have a right to speak to

him first."

"Due to the fire, we're taking you north to an area unaffected by

the destruction. We can't follow the usual protocols due to the

damage. You must understand."

"I don't understand," I replied, angered that I would not be
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afforded the basic rights my kind were given when charged with a

crime. "Surely we can wait here until Mr. Henderson can attend…"

"We must take you now," he said, shaking his head. He nodded to

one of the guards, who came to me and grabbed my hands, pinning

them behind my back before I could respond. The guard attached

silver manacles, which burned my skin, causing a great deal of pain

and sapping me of my ability to resist.

When I protested further, one of the other guards struck me on

the side of my head with his weapon, and I fell into darkness.

DURING MY IMPRISONMENT, I held out hope that one day I'd escape or

be freed, so I could hunt down those who gave false testimony against

me, depriving me of even the most basic of a defense. No solicitor was

there to advise me, no investigator gathered the evidence that could

prove me innocent, no impartial judge sat at the bench to weigh the

matter and come to a just decision.

I was summarily charged and found guilty, forced into the dank

underground cell in which I remained for over one-hundred and

ten years…

There had been other earthquakes over the decades, rumbling the

ground beneath my cell, but none had been strong enough to destroy

the walls or bring down the ceiling. The one that freed me almost

killed me, the roof caving in as the ground beneath me swayed and

buckled, the ancient wooden beams that supported the underground

cavern collapsing on top of me.

Only my adamantine nature kept me alive.

Even in my desiccated state after all that time without blood, I

managed to drag myself into the shade, saving myself from burning to

death when the sun broke through the clouds.

I waited all day like that, jammed under fallen timber and dirt until

just after dusk when a mortal came by who happened upon me quite

by accident while exploring the cliffs. He had been checking for a

THE VAMPIRE’S  PET

3



place to stop and watch the coming storm, finding the cave in and

calling down to where I lay.

“Is someone in there?” he called out, shining a torch of some

design into the pit. I gazed out at him and saw that he looked to be in

his seventies, his hair and beard grey. He wore a pair of overalls and a

cap, and looked every inch a workman.

“Yes,” I said, barely able to speak. “I’m trapped.”

“I’d call 9-1-1 but I don’t have a cell phone. Let me see what I

can do.”

The man climbed down into the rubble and over to where I lay,

several timbers covering me. When he saw me, the poor man almost

jumped out of his skin. I would look like a corpse, of course, my skin

white and leathery. He leaned down to me, and took my hand and it

was his willingness to touch me despite how hideous I was that saved

him — and me.

I had little energy remaining, but I had enough to calm him and

compel him to let me feed off his wrist. Dutifully, he held out his arm

and I bit down, drinking deeply, his blood reviving me immediately.

I almost lost control and drank him dry, but stopped myself in

time. I felt bad about it, but he’d recover. He lost strength and had to

lie down on the bare ground next to my hiding place.

Revived, my skin no longer like that of a white raisin, I was able to

climb up the almost-vertical wall of rocks and lumber, until I reached

freedom.

“I’ll send someone for you,” I told the man while I covered him

with branches to shade him from the sun. Then, I left, tasting freedom

for the first time in years.

I stood at the edge of the cliff, gazing up at the rapidly darkening

sky, and watched as the first stars twinkled into view.

There would be time to enact my plan for revenge. First, I had to

find another blood meal and soon, or I'd never be able to find a new

place to stay so I could escape the coming daylight.

I could have killed wildlife, but I didn’t want animal blood – I

wanted – I needed human blood.

I walked down a road to a cabin in the woods and watched the
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inhabitants. Several young men in their twenties sat around a camp‐
fire and drank alcohol. They were loud, laughing and joking, taking

about a ball game and various women they had been with.

I waited in the shadows until they went inside and were getting

ready to sleep. When one came outside to use the outhouse, I grabbed

him and fed on his forearm, calming him first so he didn’t fight me.

That first mouthful of blood was refreshing for the blood of the

young was much more potent than that of the elderly. It never failed

to arouse a predator like me, and I drank the just enough to give me

strength to last the night. When I had finished, I compelled him to

return to the cabin and say nothing of what happened. He dutifully

used the outhouse and then went back to the cabin, without even

looking back at me.

I left, quickly moving away from the cabin in case anyone became

alarmed about the wound on his arm.

Still, I needed more.

Even with that amount of blood from two victims, I grew strong

enough to dematerialize and fly up the coast in search of a place to

stay for the next day. I found my way out of the cliff-top forest to a

small settlement a few miles away. The sign outside of town read

Shelter Cove, California. It was more than one hundred miles from

San Francisco. The homes were of a strange design, the streets lit up

with electricity, and I knew when I stood at an intersection with

flashing red yellow and green lights that I was in a different world.

Down a back alley in the center of the town, I found a vagrant

passed out behind a large garbage bin. He smelled of beer and stale

sweat, but was fat and otherwise healthy. I drank from him, stopping

only when I could tell he'd die if I took another mouthful. I left him

still alive, shocked at my own self-control given my years of depriva‐
tion. The last thing I needed was another charge of causing the

unlawful death of a human. Like the other two mortals I had fed off,

he’d wake up the next morning, with a headache, weak and in need of

sustenance, but he'd live.

I found yet another vagrant underneath a bridge near a highway

and another along passed out beside the railway tracks. Soon, I was
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almost back to my natural state of vigor. Although I wasn't as strong

as I had been before my imprisonment, I was able to escape detection

using my stealth and speed. In the town, strange motorized vehicles

sped down the streets, the look and speed of which were beyond the

technology I was familiar with before I was made a captive. The few

mortals who passed me by in these motorized vehicles saw nothing

more than shadows on shadows.

I stopped beside a warehouse and waited, watching in the dark‐
ness until the streets became quiet. I took pains to remain hidden

from view by staying in the shadows, taking the back alleys until I

found my way back to the cliffs along the coast. Beneath me, at the

base of the cliff, waves crashed against the rocky shore, the white

foam of the surf glowing in the moonlight.

Standing on the edge of the cliff, I breathed in the fresh salt air,

filled with new life and new hope. I had never given up– not even in

the darkest moments of captivity when I feared I’d never see my kin

again. I was the eldest son of a prince of my kind, the heir to an

ancient principality, and I was determined to return to the world I

once commanded. Once I did, I would hunt down those who betrayed

me and put them all into their own prisons.

I knew what I must do.

I must find a refuge until I could understand the current world.

Once I found shelter, I would contact my family. When I did, they

would send guards to retrieve me, and bring me back to The City,

where my family ruled over more than a dozen covens who made

Montreal their home.

I needed an ally – someone who understood the current world and

could help me traverse it. I was strong enough by midnight that I

could dematerialize, flying along the coast in the moonlight in search

of a suitable home in which to stay, and a vulnerable mortal I could

control and use to reconnect with my family.

I relished the freedom, pleased to return to my vampire nature

after being practically immobile for so long. Emboldened by my

escape, I allowed myself to feel real hope

As I flew, I scanned the coastline, looking for a suitable refuge far
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enough away from civilization that I would be undetected. I flew as

far as my strength would take me, as far away as I could get from San

Francisco and the enemies who would no doubt be looking for me

once they realized that my prison had been destroyed and I had

escaped.

I found such a place after several hours, nestled in a copse of

redwoods at the edge of an old forest. An abandoned shack, the roof

still intact and offering enough shelter that I could stay during the

day, protected from the sun's killing rays. I broke open the floor‐
boards and crept under the timbers, wanting to ensure I would be safe

while I slept and recovered my strength.

The next day I would find a place for a longer stay.

WITH ANOTHER DAY BEHIND ME, and hundreds of miles from San Fran‐
cisco, I set off to search the coast for a suitable place to stay until I

could contact my family. I was heading towards Portland – I knew

that from having studied maps of the Western Coast of America

before my trip. I should arrive soon, if my strength held out.

Finally, about an hour after sunset, I found it.

A house on a cliff at the edge of a small redwood forest, the

windows overlooking the ocean. In addition to the main house, there

was a small cottage and a private road that led away from the coast to

the main highway. The home was secluded and perfect for my needs,

so I stopped at a nearby cliff and watched for an hour, counting three

people in the house – a man and what I assumed was his wife and

their daughter. While I watched, the parents loaded the motorized

vehicle with suitcases while the girl assisted. She looked to be nearing

adulthood and I guessed that she was at most seventeen or eighteen

by her height and level of development.

As I flew around, planning my approach, I watched her leave her

home and walk along the lonely coastline, her long dark hair blowing

in the brisk wind that blew off the ocean.

She was vulnerable.
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Now was my chance.

I truly didn’t want to involve her in my drama. She was an inno‐
cent, unaware of the darkness surrounding her, but I had no other

choice. Not only did I need blood, I needed someone who knew how

to maneuver this new world into which I had been suddenly thrust. I

needed someone who knew how to help me, to rescue me from the

oblivion in which I had been trapped for all those years. I craved

contact with others, even if they were mortals, for I knew that they –

that she – would be the only way I could find my own kind.

As I watched her walk along the pathway leading between the

dunes, I felt such sympathy for her. She was young and unaware of the

predator watching her, coveting her blood, planning to use her for my

own ends. Becoming a vampire’s next meal was probably the worst

fate she could imagine. I would be kind. I would take away her fear so

her time with me wouldn’t be so terrifying.

Most of all, I would not harm her more than was necessary. That, I

promised myself. I would not start my new life a murderer. That

accusation — a false accusation — cost me over a century in near-

stasis in the cliff-top prison.

I had my freedom now and I wouldn’t risk it for anything.

Even a beautiful young woman full of blood…

From where I stood, high above on a nearby cliff, I could see she

was a beauty and young enough that her blood would revive me. I

hated myself for what I was about to do, but it’s impossible to escape

our basic nature.

I was a predator — the supreme predator of humans.

I needed blood the way trees need sunlight or fish need water. I

transformed and flew off the cliff, on my way to the first human

contact with a woman I’d had for over one hundred years…

S.  E.  LUND

8



C A L L A

 

OUR COTTAGE PERCHED at the edge of a cliff facing the pacific where it

rained practically every day. I stood on the beach and threw rocks at

the surf, which broke a few yards from my bare feet. They say every

seventh wave was special – supposedly bigger. I counted them, but

they all seemed the same size to me. 

I grew up in Sonoma, California but after my mom and dad

divorced, my mother and her new husband Todd moved us all to

Portland, Oregon. Here, a few miles north Waldport, Oregon, at our

summer cottage, I felt like a ghost wandering the beaches, the grey

clouds blocking out the sun. We had eight days of sun that month.

Eight days...

Chelsea would soon arrive -- thank God.  My best friend from

forever, she was driving up from Sonoma for the last two weeks of

summer before school started. Mom and Todd were going to some

hippie music concert in Berlin that week and didn't want to leave me

here alone, so at least I'd have some company.

Then school would start again -- my senior year at Cleveland High

in Portland. I was one of the oldest grads, having been kept out of
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school for a year when I was six because my mom thought it would be

better that way. My birthday always screwed me up. January 1. New

Year's baby. It sucked because I was a whole year older than everyone

else. Mom said it was why my grades were so good but it was really

because I didn't have a life.

Mom was a teacher before she married Todd and stayed home to

write her great American novel. She policed my life like a hall moni‐
tor, checking whether my homework was done, my project timelines

drawn neatly on a whiteboard in our home office.

"You'll be happy I was such a slave driver when you get into

CalTech or MIT," she said the last time I complained. Like every other

senior, I'd be applying to colleges around the country this year. My

grades and SATs should be great and thanks to Todd, I had some

really fantastic community service on my record. I should get into

MIT to study engineering.

It was just after dusk when I was sitting on the huge log down on

the beach while waiting for Chelsea that I noticed a flock of birds

circling around in the gathering darkness. Crows? Or bats? Whatever

they were, they flew out over the waves, rising and falling in unison

until they appeared to gather into one huge swarm and dove down to

the beach in a dark cloud.

Out of this cloud emerged a figure. It appeared bird-like at first,

with huge black wings, but soon the dark cloud formed into a young

man dressed in a long leather trench coat. Part of me thought I should

run, but for some reason, I couldn't. I sat staring at him while he

strode up the beach to stand directly in front of me. He looked human

-- very human. Handsome in his pale beauty, his longish black hair

slightly wild, his dark lashes over blue-grey eyes the color of stormy

seas. I didn’t know who or what he was, but I knew one thing: he was

dangerous.

He smiled at me, but his smile made my skin go all goosebumpy,

the hair on the back of my head standing on end. He looked a few

years older than me – maybe twenty three or four. His leather

clothing was scuffed and torn like he’d been in a battle, the skin on his

face marked by dirt and dust.
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“Don’t be afraid,” he said, and held out a hand. “I won’t hurt you.”

His voice was cool and melodious. Definitely British.

Completely shocked, I said nothing in reply for a moment, still

unnerved at his appearance despite how polite he was.

 “What’s your name?” he said after a moment. When I didn’t

answer, he raised his eyebrows expectantly.

“Calla,” I said despite my determination not to answer.

Okay, it seemed my mouth could work, my lips move, and I could

breathe, but as much as I wanted to turn and run, I couldn't.

Why was I even talking to him?

“Calla,” he said, repeating my name like he was trying it out. “Calla.

After the lily. I like that. How old are you, Calla?"

"Eighteen."

He glanced left and right like he was checking to see if there was

anyone else on the beach. Satisfied, he turned back to me and knelt in

front of me, his eyes moving over my face, and then down my body

and up again. 

"You're beautiful, Calla." He ran his fingers through my long dark

hair, twirling a lock between his index finger and thumb. "Beautiful

Calla. My lucky day. The gods must be smiling down on me."

Then he laughed ruefully as if that was supposed to be funny.

I flushed, my cheeks heating beneath his gaze. 

"Who are you? What’s your name?" I managed to whisper,

although my throat was suddenly dry. "Where did you come from?"

He smiled at me. "So many questions. I need a place to stay for a

few days." Then he touched my face, his fingers curving around my

cheek and I shivered for his hands were cool. He rubbed my skin with

his thumb, his eyes on my mouth. "Are those your parents?"

"Yes. They're leaving tonight for Berlin. My best friend Chelsea’s

staying with me for the week."

What the hell? Why did I say that? I shouldn’t be telling him

anything…

"Perfect timing. I'll be back. Don't say anything to anyone about

me. Not even Chelsea. Do you understand?"

"Yes," I said even while my mind rebelled against it, but somehow, I
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agreed not to say anything. I tried to say "I'm going to tell my parents
about you..." but the words wouldn’t come out of my mouth.

"Good. Don't worry. I won't hurt you. I've run into a few..." he said

and paused as if choosing his words carefully. "Complications. I'll stay

at your place," he said and pointed up to the cottage, "just until the

complications work themselves out."

"Why here? I mean of all places?”

He smiled. “I’m on the lam and need a place where no one will

look for me.”

“On the lam?” I said, confused. When I frowned, he bit his bottom

lip as if deciding whether to tell me.

“I’m hiding. My usual haunts aren’t safe.”

“You can't stay in the house," I protested. "Chelsea will see you."

He touched my cheek again and this time he didn't smile. There

was something darker in his eyes - something heated.

"You can hide me under your bed."

When I made a face, he laughed lightly, his eyes twinkling. Then,

he grew more somber once more, his smile disappearing. "What about

the guesthouse?"

"How do you know about it?" I said, unnerved that he knew about

the guesthouse.

"I just know. I’ll stay at the guesthouse.” He stood and stared down

at me for a moment. “Until later." He turned and walked down the

beach towards the surf.

“You’re a vampire,” I called after him, instantly regretting it. I real‐
ized that might not be a good thing to say.

He stopped abruptly, his head down, but he said nothing in reply.

Before my eyes, he disassembled into a thousand parts, back into the

swarm of bats flying off until they disappeared into the darkening

clouds. 

If I hadn't seen it with my own eyes, I wouldn't believe it. Was he

really a vampire?

Everyone read stories of vampires and other mythic creatures as a

kid, but I thought they were only stories. A sense of dread filled me

that now I was forced to admit they were real.
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I walked back up the path that led to the cottage, my knees weak,

my hands shaking. When I entered, I stood at the sliding door and

watched my mother, who was busy portioning up lasagna for the

week. She was wearing her "travel outfit" -- a khaki dress with low-

heeled shoes, her dark hair pulled back in a high ponytail. She even

had a fanny pack fastened around her waist. 

"What's the matter with you?" she said while she covered a

container with plastic wrap. "You look like you've seen a ghost."

Not a ghost, I thought to myself. A vampire. Of course, the words

wouldn't come out. Instead, I shrugged.

"Nothing."

Then my cell pinged and I checked my messages. Chelsea had just

driven through Waldport and would be at the cottage in less than ten

minutes. 

"Chelsea's almost here," I said, tucking my cell back into the pocket

of my sundress, useless in this summer without sun. 

"Good," my mom said and wiped off the counter. "Your dad and I

have to leave in less than an hour. We're staying at the hotel near the

airport overnight and will be flying out early tomorrow morning. You

and Chelsea will have a great time. Girl's week. But no parties."

"Mom, I don't know anyone. Who could I party with?" I forced a

smile I didn't feel while my mind screamed "There's a vampire flying
around in the clouds waiting until you go. Don't leave!" 

But nothing came out.

I was so in trouble...
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K I E R

I WATCHED the cottage from my perch on a nearby redwood, my view

of the building unhindered. My excellent hearing told me that Calla

was accompanied by her parents, who were preparing to leave on

their trip. I saw a motorized vehicle in the driveway and was impa‐
tient for them to leave so Calla could invite me to the small guest

house, where I could be safe from any prying eyes.

I felt guilty for involving her in my drama, but there was nothing

to do about it.

I had to survive.

Luckily, a vampire had amazing capabilities and I was able to fly

down and materialize in the shadows beside the house, listening in to

the family as they finished their preparations.

The scent of their blood was intense, especially to one who had

been denied it for so long. I could have, if I'd been less ethical, killed

them all, drained their blood, and become far stronger but I didn't

want to harm Calla or her family. They were innocent – unaware of

the existence of my kind or our power over them.

That lack of knowledge saved their lives and kept the peace

between vampire and mortal.

I listened to Calla speaking with her mother and heaved a sigh of
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relief. My compulsion had been successful and she said nothing about

meeting me or my existence.

Not all mortals were as susceptible to compulsion. Some resisted it

better than others, and a very few were completely immune. Those,

the ruling council destroyed as soon as they were discovered. It was

the price humanity paid to keep the truce. If those immune were to

learn of each other and band together, they would be a formidable

force. One that could threaten us and that could not be allowed.

I lingered in the shadows outside the cottage, standing beside the

windows, my extreme senses picking up every sound in the building.

I heard the vehicle arrive long before I saw it, attuned to the

strange sounds of the internal combustion engine – something so

foreign to me that I couldn’t help but notice it.

It was a strange vehicle, small compared to some I had seen on my

trip up the coast.

The young woman – Chelsea -- squealed when she saw Calla,

waving out the window.

"Hey, girlie!" Chelsea said as she stopped the automobile in an

empty spot beside a much larger vehicle. "I missed you so much!"

She climbed out of the driver's seat and ran to Calla, throwing her

arms around the smaller woman and picking her up in a hug.

Chelsea was dressed in strange clothing, her blond hair unruly and

tied back with a colorful scarf. She was also tall -- almost six feet.

They hugged and laughed, began speaking about the trip from

Sonoma while she removed her luggage from the back seat.

The two women went into the building and I moved closer,

standing in the shadows beside the window, invisible to all but the

most attuned eye. I listened with interest as they talked, learning more

about this world as I did. I felt like such an outsider as I lurked in the

shadows, waiting for my chance to be with Calla alone, and drink

some of her blood to revive me more fully.

While the two young women spoke, the parents were finishing

their own packing. I learned that they were taking their vehicle to

Portland where they would take an airplane for the trip across the

ocean to Europe.
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This new world amazed me and I was shocked at how fast people

could travel compared to the last time I was a free man. Back before I

was imprisoned, we traveled only via train and ship, the few motor‐
ized vehicles used for local travel.

When the time came for Calla's parents to leave, I watched as they

hugged, kissed and said their goodbyes. Watching Calla with her

parents made me feel a deep melancholy for my own family and my

past. How long had it been since I felt the touch of a loved one? Felt

their embrace?

It had been so long, I ached for it.

"If you need anything, you can charge it at the grocers on our

account.," Calla's mother said. "If any kind of emergency should

happen, I have all the numbers on the refrigerator. We'll call you

once we get into our hotel room." She brushed a strand of hair from

Calla's cheek and smiled. "This is the first time you've ever stayed

alone."

"I know," Calla said.

"You two will be fine."

She kissed Calla and then her father kissed her and they

were gone.

At my first opportunity, I’d get Calla to invite me into the guest

house.

I needed shelter.

I needed blood.

THE TWO YOUNG women went into the house and I kept in the shad‐
ows, standing in the darkness outside the window and watched as

Calla turned to Chelsea.

"There's something I have to tell you."

I tensed, wondering if she’d be able to resist my compulsion. She

might have some degree of resistance and so I hoped it wasn’t too

strong, or I would have a lot of trouble with her.

Chelsea leaned against the kitchen table and crossed her arms.

"That doesn’t sound very good. What is it?"
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Calla opened her mouth, but no words came out. I sighed in relief.

She was unable to completely ignore my compulsion.

Finally, Calla spoke. ”I can't say."

Chelsea made a face of confusion, her brows knit over her blue

eyes. "What? Why?" 

Calla tried to speak. I could see her mouth open and close. "I

can't say."

Chelsea shrugged. "Okay, then, Miss Cryptic. I need to use the

bathroom. When I get back, maybe we can play twenty questions so I

can figure out what this great secret is you can't tell me."

Calla stood like a statue as Chelsea walked by. I went to the patio

and stood outside the sliding door. When she turned and saw me, I

smiled, trying not to appear too menacing.

She slipped out the sliding door and came to me, closing it softly

behind her.

“Is that the guesthouse?" I asked and pointed to the small building

off the main cottage.

"Yes."

"I'll stay there. Your friend doesn't even have to know I'm here." 

She nodded. "Let me get the key." 

She ran inside and then ran back, breathless when she reached me.

"Here," she said. "Feel free to stay as long as you need."

I took the keys, my hand catching hers and holding it. She tried to

pull her hand away but I wouldn't let go.

I smiled. "Is there food?"

She shook her head. "The kitchen hasn't been stocked. Do you eat?"

she said, her voice wavering. "Food?"

"Yes." I let go of her hand, but then I touched her cheek, cupping it,

my eyes on her mouth as I spoke. "Find an excuse to bring food as

soon as you can. Then I want you back after your friend has fallen

asleep."

She nodded obediently. My compulsion was working and she

couldn’t refuse. She was strong, but not strong enough to resist.

"Good girl," I said softly. "You and I are going to get along

very well."
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Then I turned to the guesthouse. “Take me there,” I said. She

obeyed and went to the door and opened it with the key.

“Invite me in,” I said simply.

“I don’t even know your name.”

I sighed. “The less you know the better, but very well. Considering

I’m staying here, you might as well know. My name is Kier.”

She hesitated for a moment, but then, she turned to me.

“Please, come in, Kier.” She pointed to the interior, which was dark

and smelled a bit dusty from non-use. I stepped across the threshold,

and then turned and stood in the doorway for a moment.

“Bring me food, soon.” Then I closed the door behind me.

Calla stood there for a moment, but then she dutifully left me

alone. I had no doubt she would return later, but sometimes, with

some mortals, they were able to resist vampire suggestion if they were

long enough and far enough away.

I hoped Calla wouldn’t resist me. If so, it did not bode well for my

stay and I’d have to wipe her memories of me and leave, finding

another, more easily compelled mortal to assist me.

I hoped not. She was a pretty young thing, innocent. If she

complied, she would help me find my family and return to my home,

for the first time in over a hundred years…
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C A L L A

 

Back at the cottage, Chelsea poked her head out of the sliding

door.

"Hey, kiddo, what are you doing?" 

"Looking," I said, shifting my gaze from the guesthouse to

the ocean. 

"Nice view," she said after glancing beyond the cliff's edge to the

sea. "I need to eat."

I followed Chelsea back in, and when I closed the sliding door, I

saw the curtain pulled aside and the face of the vampire.

Kier.

 

Chelsea hadn't eaten, so she warmed up some leftover lasagna

while I cut up some baguette. While she ate, she told me all about her

summer spent as a waitress back in Sonoma. We finished up and after

I tidied the counter and she put the dishes away, she yawned.

Although it was only just after eleven o'clock, she was tired from her

trip and from a late night at the restaurant.

"I think I'll have a bath and then go to bed," she said and stretched.

"Sure," I said, smiling, thinking all the while about taking food out

21



to the vampire. To Kier. He asked for food and I promised it. While

Chelsea was in the bath, I'd take something out to the guesthouse.

Then, I’d try to forget about him until the next day. I wouldn’t go back

to him after Chelsea was asleep. That would be crazy.

After Chelsea closed the bathroom door and I heard the water

running, I quickly gathered up some food to take over to the guest‐
house. A box of crackers, some cans of soup, a can of beans, and some

fruit from the crisper in the fridge -- an apple and an orange. I took

one of the servings of lasagna in a plastic container and some bread as

well. A can of ice tea would have to do for a drink. There was already

a kitchenette with utensils, plates and cups, so I didn't have to worry

about dishes.

Satisfied that I had enough for him to eat, I left the cottage as

quietly as I could, leaving Chelsea singing off key in the bathroom.

The sky was dark as I crossed the yard to the guesthouse. A huge

weather system was moving in from the west so we were in for

a storm.

I knocked on the door but there was no answer so I opened it

cautiously and went inside. The room was dim, with only one small

table lamp lit beside the sofa. He was in the bathroom, so I placed the

food on the small counter in the kitchenette and was just about at the

door when I heard him speak.

"Where do you think you're going?"

I startled at the sound of his voice, thinking I'd sneak in and out

without having to actually speak with him. I stopped where I was,

hand reaching for the doorknob, and turned to watch him emerge

from the bathroom.

He wore nothing but a towel around his trim waist. His body was

wet from a shower, his hair dripping. He body was well muscled, his

shoulders broad. His skin was pale and smooth, with not a hair on

him except for a thin dark line threading down from his navel, disap‐
pearing below the towel, which hid a thick bulge.

Several long cuts crossed his chest and shoulder, the seams bloody,

oozing red.

“You’re injured,” I said, stepping closer.
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“Surface wounds. Luckily, not silver blades or I’d be in worse

shape. They’ll heal soon enough. Sooner, if I had something

to… eat.”

I glanced up at his face and saw that he was smiling, an amused

expression in his eyes. Then I turned to go.

"Don't rush off. You just got here."

"My friend will wonder where I am..." I said and gestured to the

cottage. 

"Tell her you were looking for something. Make up an excuse. I've

been alone for a very long time and feel like company."

He came to my side and reached out to touch my face once more

as he had done earlier. I tried to avoid him, but he was faster than me

and cupped my cheek.

"No, no, no," he murmured. "Let me touch you. Your skin is so soft

and warm."

I was unable to resist and slowly met his eyes, my cheeks hot

under his piercing gaze. He was beautiful, his face perfectly symmetri‐
cal, all angles and straight planes, his jaw square, his nose strong and

straight. Dark brows arched over large blue eyes fringed by thick dark

lashes.

His black hair fell around his face and down to graze his

shoulders.

"What are you?" I managed, despite being immobilized. “Are you

using magic on me to keep me from talking about you?”

"Not magic,” he said, a slight quirk of a smile on his mouth. “I'm

someone who needs refuge for a few days," he said, his voice was soft,

and not at all impatient. "That's all you need to know. To tell you more

would put you in danger." He stepped closer and brushed my hair

back from my cheek. "I've been imprisoned, held captive against my

will and have a need for safety and secrecy until the danger I face

passes."

"I saw you disappear into thin air," I said, wanting to know more

about him. "If I'm letting you stay, I think it's only fair that you tell me

what you are."

He smiled. "Letting me stay?"
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I frowned at that. Of course, I wasn't letting him do anything. At

that moment, I had the sense he was letting me live.

"As to what I am?" He exhaled and considered for a moment. "You

wouldn't understand."

"Try me," I said, unwilling to give up so easily. "I'm going to study

engineering next year in college. I'm majoring in bioengineering. I

think I can understand most things. How is it that you can demate‐
rialize?"

He said nothing for a moment and then sat down, his feet propped

up on the coffee table, one arm thrown over the back of the sofa.

"I can't tell you," he said simply. "It would put me in a great deal of

danger. It would put you in even more. Just know that I won't

hurt you."

I said nothing, not satisfied with his non-answer, but I couldn't

exactly force him to tell me anything.

“Are you a vampire?” I said point-blank.

There was that smile again. Coy. “What do you think, beautiful

Calla?”

I shook my head. It was ridiculous to suggest he was a vampire,

but I had seen him materialize out of the flock of bats.

"I have to go," I said and pointed back to the cottage. 

"Come back later." He rose from the sofa and came to my side. "We

need to talk." Once more, he touched my face, his skin cool on

my cheek.

"About what?" I managed, my voice barely audible.

"Things. Just come back once Chelsea's asleep."

I wanted to say no, but found I could say nothing. Finally, he let his

hand drop and I was free to move.

I opened the door, crossing the threshold, a sense of relief flooding

through me that he was letting me go.

"Remember, come back later."

I glanced at him one last time where he stood a few feet from the

doorway, almost naked, his pale skin glowing in the light from the

lamp, the scars already healing. 
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When I arrived back in the cottage, Chelsea was in her pajamas

and was in the kitchen heating up some water for tea.

"Where the hell were you?" she said, frowning.

I was in the guesthouse with a nearly naked man who came out of the sky
and apparently can dematerialize at will.  As crazy as it sounds, I think he’s a
vampire.

That was what I wanted to say.

"In the guest house looking for a book."

"What book?” she said, her face softening. “Did you find it?"

I shook my head. “Dracula, by Bram Stoker,” I said, saying the first

title that came to mind.

She shrugged and pointed to the kettle. “That’s weird. Want some

tea before bed?"

"Yes, thanks," I said and sat on a stool at the island. While she

poured hot water over the tea, I wondered if I would actually go

through with it and return to him once Chelsea was asleep.

Despite my fear, and despite knowing I shouldn't go to him, I

knew I would.
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K I E R

EVERYTHING WAS NEW TO ME.

I wandered through the cottage, examining the devices in wonder

at what the world had become since I'd been imprisoned. The material

the devices were made from was like nothing I'd ever seen – dark

glass, hard shiny materials. It was a fabrication that was unknown

to me.

The lights were electrical in design, emitting a hum that was

always just in the background of my super-sensitive ears. While we

had electrical lights in Montreal where my family lived, they weren't

like these. This light fixture turned on at a touch, increasing in inten‐
sity each time I touched it, before turning off. I explored every device,

eager for Calla to return so she could show them to me and explain

their function.

It was a world of wonder.

What had become of my family in my absence? When I left for San

Francisco, my father had been sleeping for over a century and

planned to sleep for another, disturbed with the wars in France so

much that he vowed to sleep for three centuries, in the hopes that

humanity would find its way to peace instead of incessant war. He

was only to be woken in the event that anyone in his family was
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harmed or in any way threatened. With my abduction and imprison‐
ment, I expected that my brother would wake him and the other

elders so they could find me and bring me home. That over a century

had passed and I still had to escape on my own was shocking to me.

Surely, my family had sent soldiers to find me?

While my prison was well-hidden, it was difficult for me to believe

no one had thought to look there. I would be extremely curious to

discover the efforts my brother made to find me, and was eager to get

back to The City and the bosom of my loving family. Knowing they

were looking for me was the only thing that kept me alive for all those

years I spent as a dried out husk of a vampire.

I waited until close to midnight, not wanting to leave the cottage

until I knew Calla's friend was asleep. No need to involve another in

this drama. I would if I had to, but I didn't want to endanger yet

another young human.

When Calla still hadn't arrived despite how quiet the house had

become, I slipped out of the cottage and went to stand in silence

outside the window to the main house.

All was quiet except for an old grandfather clock in the living

room. I stood outside the window to Calla's bedroom and watched,

then went to the side door and waited, wondering if I could cross the

threshold. As I waited, Calla walked through the house towards the

door, wearing only a thin night dress. When she opened the door, she

saw me and gasped, covering her mouth. When she jumped back, I

stopped her, a finger to her lips.

“Shh. Don’t want to wake Chelsea.”

Then I held out my hand and she took it, obedient to my

command. I had already implanted a suggestion in her mind using my

powers of compulsion so she would obey me, not resisting anything I

requested. It was the only thing that kept humans from killing us off

and vampires coveted our ability to control them.

Calla looked frustrated, her pretty brow furrowed. “Do you have

some kind of vampire power to make humans do what you want?”

I smiled and pulled her away from the cottage. “Something like

that. Come.”
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She complied and together, we walked hand in hand down the

path to the guesthouse.

I opened the door and waved her in.

“I thought you weren’t able to come to me,” I said and closed the

door behind us, locking the deadbolt. “I see you were obeying me. I’m

pleased.”

“I don’t really have a choice, do I?”

“No, but you’re quite impertinent,” I said and smiled, enjoying her

rebellious nature. “I like a bit of a will, but not too much. Now,” I said

and pointed to the sofa. “Please have a seat. Can I fix you something to

drink? I found a stock of alcohol in the kitchen cupboard. There’s

scotch and white rum.”

She made a face. “No, thanks.”

“Very well.”

I stood across from the sofa and watched Calla for a moment. She

sat still, averting her eyes. I could sense her fear, and could only

imagine what she was thinking. Did her kind know much about

vampires? Or had we succeeded in keeping our presence a myth, a

story to be told around the fireplace?

I hoped the latter, because I couldn't imagine we would be able to

fight modern humans if they knew we existed. The weapons I had

seen while perusing a magazine I found in a pile on the coffee table

were advanced beyond any design I knew.

I sat beside her and smiled when she jumped, shocked at how fast I

had moved. I took her hand in mine, enjoying the feel of her warm

skin in my much cooler hand.

“Are you going to kill me?” she whispered.

“What?” I frowned when she met my eyes and shook my head. “I

told you I wasn’t going to hurt you, but you have to realize that I need

more than leftover lasagna to survive…”

I let my voice trail off, hoping to prepare her for the inevitable.

While I had fed well on my way up the coast, I needed more to main‐
tain my strength. Besides, I left her chaste and one of my enemies saw

her, they could in law claim her as their own. My enemies were not

nearly as ethical as me nor would they fear assaulting her — or worse.
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Calla tensed when I raised her wrist to my mouth. I stopped, my

mouth poised over her veins, and then looked in her eyes.

“Don’t worry," I said softly, trying to calm her. "There are two

kinds of humans: feedstock and pets. You’re not feedstock so please,

relax.”

“Pets?”

I nodded and sniffed her skin, enjoying the scent of her blood. .

“Yes. Pets. There are humans, like you, with blood so sweet that we

don’t kill you—at least, not intentionally. It does happen on occasion

when someone gets carried away, but most of us are very careful with

a pet. We want to make you last for a very long time. You’re like a very

fine bourbon—not to be drunk down like beer, but sipped and

enjoyed.”

“You have pets?”

“I have had,” he said and nodded. “Obviously, I haven’t had one for,

oh, about a hundred and ten years, so Karen is probably dust now

unless someone turned her.”

Karen. My last pet. I wondered where she was and if she were

dead. I was silent for a moment, remembering her with a fondness I

that surprised me. The memory hurt.

“I suppose I have no say in this,” she said, and I knew she hated the

thought that I could do what I wanted and she couldn’t resist.

“Pets don’t choose their masters, Calla. It’s the other way around.

Be thankful it’s me who found you and not one of my brethren or

you’d be sorry. Not all of my kind have as much self-control as I do.”

I pressed my lips against her skin, relishing the feel of her flesh, the

scent of her blood. I could feel her body tense, sense her fear rising,

but instead of biting down, I kissed her wrist and then pulled away.

“Why do you have so much self-control?” she managed to say

despite her fear.

I glanced up knowing she'd see my true nature when aroused by

human blood, my eyes bloodshot, my fangs extended. When I saw the

fear in her eyes, I deliberately calmed myself, gaining control over my

baser animal instincts. I kept hold of her wrist, my fingers over my

pulse so I could check her response to me.

S.  E.  LUND

30



“I’m old.”

“You don’t look much older than me. You look twenty.”

I smiled. “I was twenty when I was turned but that was so long ago

that I can scarcely remember.” I glanced around the room. “So much

has changed. There are so many things in this world that are new to

me. I’ve only been awake for three days and have had so little time to

adjust.”

“You’ve been asleep?”

“Well, technically, I’ve been desiccated. I was locked up and denied

blood for over one hundred years. That eventually leads to the body

drying out, and you exist in a kind of limbo, your mind only dimly

aware of the surroundings, except you feel an incredible thirst that

drives you almost mad.” I paused for a moment, remembering my

long years of hell. “I was held prisoner, trapped in a dungeon beneath

ground for over a century.”

“You were in California when you were imprisoned?”

“I was in San Francisco to examine the damage to our properties

due to the earthquake and fire. Later, I was taken north and impris‐
oned underground.”

“That was in 1906,” she said, her voice sounding surprised. “You’ve

been imprisoned since then? That’s over one-hundred and ten years.”

I nodded, wondering how much she knew about the world, and

what level of schooling she'd acquired. There was so much to learn. I

was eager to find out more about the modern era and most of all, why

my family had failed to rescue me all these years.

“Who had you imprisoned?”

“A rival family who I believe wanted me out of the picture so they

could have their way on the Ruling Council.”

“The Ruling Council?” she said. I knew she would be confused by

what I said, but I didn't want to give too much away about vampires –

not yet. The less she knew the better so that when I left her, when I

was rescued and returned to my family, she could go on living her life

the way she had before I came along and found her. I followed the

treaty. I was head of the Ruling Council – at least, I was before I'd

been imprisoned.

THE VAMPIRE’S  PET

31



I had ethics.

I patted her hand and smiled. “There’s a lot you don’t know. None

of you know, and that’s the way we keep it. You won’t be able to speak

about it to anyone except one of us, and only if we give our permis‐
sion. Our secret’s safe.”

“How many of us know?”

“Enough, but none of you can reveal it to each other without our

approval. Calla, there’s a whole other world that exists under the

surface, right there side by side with yours, but none of you can see it

because we don’t let you. If we let you, we make sure you can’t talk to

anyone about it, or write anything down about it. The secret remains

safe.”

“So you do have mind control…”

“Of a kind.” I nodded, smiling at the look of awe in her eyes.

“Along with the curse, there are certain gifts, such as compulsion.”

“Curse?”

I shook my head and picked up her wrist again. “Enough talking

for now. I’m going to have a sip. This will hurt, but not for long.”

Then, I could feel my face transform and I bit her wrist. I knew the

pain would be sharp and she cried out, trying to pull her wrist away,

but I was far stronger than her and held on with no difficulty, my lips

on her skin, my mouth covering her wrist, sucking the wound. I

pulled away almost immediately, and then ran my fingers over the

wounds until they stopped bleeding, leaving two red punctures.

Finally, I let go of her wrist and she examined the wound, cradling

her arm against her body.

“That much can keep you alive?” she asked, her eyes wide.

I shook my head and licked the blood off my lips. “No, but that

much will keep you alive. Now that I’ve tasted you, I’ll be able to find

you wherever you go, in case you need my protection.”

“What do you mean?” She shrank back, apparently horrified at the

thought.

I leaned back, my arms spread out across the back of the sofa. “I’ve

claimed you as my own. Now, none of my brethren will touch you

unless I give them permission. However, there are a few who don’t
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obey our laws. If any of them were to try to take you by force, I’d be

able to find you.”

“That’s terrible,” she said, frowning. “That sounds a lot like

slavery.”

I shrugged and rubbed my chin, feeling a considerable amount of

stubble on my jaw. “Life isn’t fair, Calla. You’re old enough to under‐
stand that. Now, the rules are as follows,” I said and tilted her chin up

with a finger, staring into her eyes, using my powers to implant a

suggestion. “You are not permitted to speak to anyone about the exis‐
tence of vampires. If someone asks you if you believe in them, you say

something like, oh, they’re just an old superstition. If anyone asks you

about your bite mark, tell them a dog bit you. That’s it. Reveal noth‐
ing. You are not allowed to mention anything about me unless I give

you permission. While I’m staying with you, you many not leave

without my permission. Do you understand?”

She nodded.

I could feel her desire to resist, but of course, my powers were

stronger and she was unable to argue.

“You’re going to let me go, right?” she asked, moving a little farther

away from me. “You just need shelter for a few days until you can,” she

said, “do whatever it is you need to do.”

I moved closer to her and stroked her hair gently, trying my best to

calm her. “I wasn’t planning on taking you with me, although you’re

quite lovely and very tasty.”

“Good,” she said, relaxing visibly. “I have a life. I have a family and

friends. People would miss me if I was to go away.”

“Don’t worry,” I said, and shook my head. “If I were to take you, I’d

make sure they were compelled to accept it. I wouldn’t want them

trying to track us down or raising any alarm.”

“You’d make them happy that I was gone?”

I nodded and straightened my jacket. I had no plans to take her

with me, but if, for some reason, I had to, I would ensure her parents

wouldn’t come looking for her. It would be the humane thing to do.

Besides, parents who thought their daughter had been abducted

would move heaven and earth to find their beloved. “They’d believe
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you were off to college and would be back for the holidays or some‐
thing. They’d miss you but they’d be so proud of you…”

“That’s so deceitful.”

I frowned. It was deceitful of course, but it was necessary for our

very survival. “Vampires exist today because we’ve managed to hide

ourselves in plain sight all these thousands of years. Our ways work

and so we all follow them religiously. I certainly wouldn’t want to be

the first to not follow them and get us in trouble. Humans have

weapons that could eradicate us if they wanted.” I smiled and touched

her cheek, not wanting to scare her. “But don’t worry about that. I

won’t be taking you with me.”

She nodded and exhaled in relief, the tension in her body dimin‐
ishing slightly.

“Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked, keeping my voice light,

watching her response. The last thing I needed was a suitor showing

up looking for her.

She shook her head. I relaxed a bit more. A boyfriend would be a

complication I did not need to deal with. They'd often risk their lives

to protect what they saw as their own.

“So there won’t be a boyfriend dropping by to visit you in the next

few days.”

“No, but my family will be back soon.”

“Don’t worry, Calla. I won’t take you,” I said. “You’ll keep me

company until my allies come to take me back to the City. I have a few

friends on the Council, and will contact my brother and soon enough,

I’ll leave you alone.”

“I start school soon. Will you be gone by then?”

“Doubtless,” I said, certain that it would take only a few days for

someone to come for me. There would be trains they could take, and I

might have to stay elsewhere for a week or two, waiting for rescue,

but they would be coming for me. That was all I needed to know.

“So your allies will take you to wherever it is you need to go and

then you’ll leave me home?”

I nodded. “Once my brother comes for me, I’ll go back to the City.

Until then, I need a place to stay and you’re very sweet.”
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She frowned. “So I have no other choice but to let you stay.”

“Something like that," I replied, for she had no real choice. "But

you’re one of the lucky ones. Most humans would be dead by now.

You might like to come with me to the City and see things very few

get to see, but I understand that you’re young and need to stay home

and go back to school. You’ll be none the worse for wear when I leave,

except for a few bites here and there.”

She turned to him. “What do you mean by here and there?” she

asked, touching her neck.

I smiled at that, but said nothing. She was innocent. I could tell

that when I touched her, but it was hard for me not to let my mind

wander there. Because of our powers, vampires had complete control

over mortals. We could take what we wanted, when we wanted it. For

the most part, it was limited to blood, but some of us preyed on

humans for more.

For pleasure.

I wasn't one of them, but it had been over a century since I had

been with a woman, mortal or vampire. I craved a woman's touch…

But Calla – I could tell she was a virgin and I was determined not

to exploit my power over her for anything other than a bit of blood

and some assistance contacting my family.

“Where’s the city you talk about?”

“There are several cities around the world where vampires live,

but my city is Montreal,” I said, remembering the city in eastern

Canada that reminded me the most of my home in Scotland. “It’s one

of the oldest settlements in North America, and I find it retains the

sensibility of Europe rather than North America. Many vampires live

there. It’s the center for vampire culture in North America. I wonder

how much it’s changed…”

“Are you from Montreal? You sound British.”

“I’m from Britain, originally, but I moved to Montreal in the 90s.”

“Which 90s?”

He smiled. “1890.”

“What were you doing in California?”

“On business.”
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“What kind of businesses do vampires own?” she asked, a look of

amazement in her eyes. Many humans found it surprising when they

learned that vampires lived amongst them and engaged in daily life

just as much as they did – only our business was conducted solely

during the hours of darkness.

“Any business. My family was in the investment banking business.

I was in San Francisco to review our investments after the fire.”

She sat quietly after that, her pretty brow furrowed.

“Your family? Are they vampires as well?”

I nodded, a surge of affection at the thought of my siblings and

father. “A very old family. My father made us all when we reached

adulthood so that we’d always be together. He couldn’t imagine eter‐
nity without a family and so the entire group of us were turned, each

one of us once he felt we were ready.”

“So you have vampire brothers and sisters?”

“Seven, all told. Three sisters and four brothers. My father even

turned my grandfather before he died so he’d always be at the head of

the family but he’s now a figurehead. My father is the real power

behind the throne, so to speak. I’m the eldest and so I stand in for him

on business matters or when he rests.”

“What year where you turned?”

I sighed, not wanting to get into too many details. The more she

knew, the more she'd have to forget when it came time for me to wipe

her memories. “That’s enough of your questions about my family,

Miss Calla. Suffice to say that I’ve been around for a while.”

She glanced at the clock on the wall, which read almost midnight.

“I guess I should be getting back,” she said in a soft voice.

I shook my head and held out my hand. “Not so fast. I want

some company. I’ve been alone for a very long time after all. I need

you to explain everything to me, so I have some questions of

my own.”

“Like what?”

I pointed around the room at the devices whose purpose I was

interested in learning. “There are so many things that rely on electric‐
ity. I’m at a loss for most of this.” I gestured to the device on the wall
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and then at another in the kitchen. “I understand about electric lights,

but these other devices…”

“This,” she said and took a small device off the table, pointing it at

a large black device on the wall, “is called television. It’s like a moving

picture except the device receives the pictures from the Internet

and—.”

“Internet?”

She sighed, a hint of exasperation in her tone. “I have a lot to

explain.”

For the next three hours, we sat together and I peppered her with

my own questions about her world – the world in which I must now

exist. She explained to me all the developments since 1906 – a revolu‐
tion in technology that I still could not quite grasp or appreciate.

Suffice to say that mortals had succeeded in using electricity to make

many devices that assisted them in daily living. The internal combus‐
tion engine, communications technology that surpassed the telegraph

and telephone.

It was a lot to take in, but what surprised me the most was flight.

Mortals had mastered the sky and had even developed machines that

could leave earth completely, travelling to the moon, landing on it,

and sending other rockets to the distant planets.

“The moon?” I said when she told him about the Apollo missions.

“We’ve sent a rocket out beyond Pluto.”

I stood by the television and examined it up close, touching the

surface gently. She held the 'controller' and moving images flashed on,

people's faces, their voices. It was the most amazing spectacles I had

seen since I escaped my prison.

I turned to her, unable to hide my awe. “It’s an amazing world.”

On her part, Calla yawned and tried to hide it behind her hand.

“Poor dear Calla,” I said and came to the sofa where she sat. I

reached down to take her hand and lifted her up so that she stood

before me. “Staying up past your bedtime to tell an old vampire all

about the modern world.”

“What choice do I have?”

I nodded. “I know. It’s difficult to lose control. Haven’t I felt that
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for the past century? I promise I won’t detain you for very much

longer. You should go back to the cottage and sleep. I have a few

hours left before dawn and think I’ll go in search of someone to

feed on.”

Her mouth opened in shock at that. “You’re going to kill someone?

Someone from here?”

“Not kill. Just feed," I said quickly, not wanting her to think me a

monster. "I’ll only take enough so that I won’t be too tempted to drain

you dry.”

Then I led her to the door. When we reached it, I opened it for her

and bowed low.

“Sleep well," I said and my gaze moved over her pretty face. "I’ll

spend the day in the dark, waiting for nightfall. When the sun sets, I

want you to return and spend some time with me again, after your

friend goes to sleep. I need to know more about this modern world. I

may need your help contacting some of my associates.”

I bent down and kissed her knuckles and then I turned my hand

around and pressed my lips against my bite mark affectionately. She

was mine now, and even if I was honorable and wouldn’t kill her, that

meant something special to me.

“Until tomorrow night.”

She stepped out of the guesthouse and went down the path to the

cottage. Before she was inside, she glanced back and saw me standing

in the shadows of the door.

I smiled, but I doubted she could see me in the darkness, for her

eyes would not have adjusted yet. Mine, however, could see her in

minute detail – her flushed cheeks, red from excitement and lingering

fear. I could hear her heartbeat even from where I stood in the door‐
way, hear the blood pulsing through her veins. I could hear her breath

in her lungs, and practically hear her hair rustling against her gown.

At night I came alive, my senses enhanced. I would know where she

was at all times when I was this near to her, now that I had claimed

her and tasted her blood.

It was the vampire's curse – to need mortals and to desire them –

sometimes even love them at the same time.
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I intended not to hurt Calla. I wouldn't, if I could help it.

I'd contact my brother and leave as quickly as possible and Calla

would be just a memory on my way to freedom.

Before I went to sleep for the day, I went to the house and stood

outside Chelsea’s bedroom, intending to compel her obedience so

neither she nor Calla could resist or go for help, in case Chelsea

discovered me with Calla.

As luck would have it, she went out of the sliding door to the patio,

standing and looking out at the night sky. I used that opportunity to

compel her, coming up behind her using my stealth, touching her

before she could resist or cry out in fear.

I took her face in my hands and stared into her eyes. “Chelsea. You

are not going to mention anything about the bite marks you may see

on Calla’s body. You won’t talk to her or anyone about me. Do you

understand?”

“I understand,” she said in a soft monotone.

“Now,” I said and turned her around, walking her back into the

house, my hand on her arm to maintain physical contact. “Go to bed

and sleep until dawn. Leave the door unlocked. You don’t need to

worry. Tomorrow night, you’ll go to sleep before midnight. You’ll

sleep deeply until dawn. Do you understand?”

She nodded. “I understand.”

“Good girl. Now go.”

I watched as she went back inside. She left the door unlocked as I

demanded. That way, I could go inside if I wished or needed and the

next night, she would go to bed and leave Calla alone so I could spend

time with her.

I went inside once she was in bed, her door closed, and checked on

Calla. She lay on her side in her bed, the covers pulled up around her,

sleeping soundly.

Satisfied that my two mortal charges were safely asleep, I went

back to the guest house and spend the rest of the night reading every‐
thing I could find in the hopes of catching up with a century of news.
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C A L L A

HOURS LATER, I woke to the sound of my bedroom door creaking

open.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” Chelsea said, poking her head into my room.

Sunlight streamed across the bedroom and fell warm on my bed. “I’ve

been up for an hour, waiting for you to wake up.”

I yawned and stretched under the coverlet, then glanced at the

clock radio on the bedside table. It was already nine thirty. I sat up

and tried to smooth my hair back, braiding it once again to keep it out

of my eyes.

“I had a hard time sleeping,” I said. “I needed to sleep in a bit.”

“Well, get up and come have some coffee. I just made a pot.”

I slipped out of bed and padded to the bathroom, where I took a

pee and then splashed my face with water. It was while I was drying

off that I saw my wrist and was shocked to remember the bite, the

brief pain of it, and how quickly it stopped bleeding. I held it out and

ran my fingers over it.

Chelsea popped her head in and watched as I touched the wound,

but she said nothing about it.

“Here’s your coffee,” she said, handing me my favorite mug. I took

it and frowned, surprised that she said nothing about the bite mark. I
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couldn’t believe she’d say nothing. She noticed when I had a larger

than normal zit on my chin.

I followed her out of the bathroom and down the hall to the

kitchen where her own cup sat waiting. I took a stool at the island and

watched as she flipped some bacon in a frying pan and pushed a

couple of slices of toast down in the toaster.

“Bacon and eggs sound okay with you?”

I nodded, my stomach growling. I really wanted to hold out my

wrist and show her the bite mark but I didn’t. I didn’t try to hide it

either. In fact, I purposely let my arm fall on the counter so that she

couldn’t help but notice.

She never said a word. I was certain she saw it but why wouldn’t

she say anything? Then I wondered if Kier had already compelled her

not to talk about vampires and anything to do with them.

“Are you okay, Chelsea?” I asked. “Is there anything wrong?

Anything you want to talk about?” I peered at her, trying to see her

reaction. If a vampire—if Kier—had compelled her, she wouldn’t be

able to tell me anyway, but I wanted to give it a try.

She made a face and took a carton of eggs out of the refrigerator.

“Why would anything be wrong? I’m fine.”

“You seem a little preoccupied this morning,” I said. “Is there

anything you want to talk to me about? Anything at all?”

I waited for her reply but she merely shrugged and cracked an egg

into the pan beside the rashers of bacon.

“What would I want to talk to you about?” she said as she threw

the eggshells into the trash bin beneath the sink. She turned and

looked in my eyes in a very pointed way. “I mean, if I wanted to talk to

you about something, I’d just come out and say it, right? There’d be no

reason for me not to talk to you. Nothing’s keeping me from talking

to you or you to me.”

I nodded. Was she trying to tell me she knew? “Of course. It’s not

like there’s anything keeping us from talking about anything we want

to talk about.”

“Nothing at all.”
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She stood at the island facing me, a smile on her face. Just like the

big fake smile plastered on my face.

Okay. This was definitely weirding me out. This was definitely not

a conversation two best friends had on a sunny morning while

cooking breakfast.

Kier had obviously been in to visit her as well. I glanced at her

wrists but saw no bite mark there or on her neck. Had he visited her

and compelled her to prevent us from talking to each other while he

had his little vacation away from his enemies?

My back stiffened at the thought. I didn’t like to be lied to or to be

deceived.

What the hell would we do?

I couldn’t say anything outright about Kier and vampires. If Chelsea

had been compelled not to talk, neither could she. We’d have to wait it

out until Kier had gone. Would we ever be able to talk about it?

Then, I had an idea. I’d see if I could, in a roundabout manner,

reveal something.

“Hey, do you feel like watching a movie tonight?”

She placed the eggs on a plate with bacon and buttered toast and

handed it to me.

“Sounds great. What did you have in mind?”

I shrugged. “You’re a big horror fan. I saw that Dracula Untold is on

iTunes. We could rent it using my mom’s account.”

She smiled. “You know, I loved that movie. It was so sad when his

wife died at the end. Guess it was a hazard of whom she was married

to. Stick around long enough with the Impaler and you’re eventually

food for the worms.”

“Yeah. Definitely food.”

Okay… so we could talk about vampires, but not directly. And not

about Kier, obviously. I tried to think of what else we could do.

I thought I’d give something a try.

“Do you have much room on your credit card? I feel like a

road trip.”

She shook her head. “I’m at the limit. All I have is cash. Not enough
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for a hotel room or anything. Do you have any friends where we

could stay, if we wanted to?”

I shook my head. “No. They’re all friends of my mom.” I ate my

breakfast, but my appetite was gone.

I sighed. “Maybe we could get into the car and drive. We could go

to your place.”

“We could try.”

We ate in silence, but I wondered if, when the time came, whether

I’d be able to get in the car and leave. It was worth a try.

When we were finished, we left the plates in the sink and went to

our rooms to pack. Wordlessly, we knew what to do.

I packed my knapsack, putting in some underwear, my nightgown

and a change of clothes. I took out a pen and piece of paper on the

desk in my bedroom and tried to write something down.

Dear Mom and Dad,
Chelsea and I have gone on a road trip. Will be at her place in SF.
Love,
Calla
I went to the living room where Chelsea stood with her overnight

bag.

“Are we going to do this?”

“Let’s do it.”

We left the cottage and I locked the door behind me. When I

turned around, Chelsea was already in her tiny car, starting the

engine, her bag thrown on the back seat. I went to the car and stood

there like a statue.

I couldn’t get in.

Then I remembered that Kier had said I wasn’t able to leave

without his permission while he was staying at the guesthouse.

“Get in,” she said, peering at me from the driver’s side.

“I can’t.”

We sat there at an impasse for a while. I tried to reach out to open

the door, but I couldn’t.

“I can,” Chelsea said finally. She sat in the driver’s seat, her hands

on the wheel. “But if you can’t come, I won’t go either.”
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I shook my head. “You go. If you can, you should.”

“I couldn’t leave you.” She got out of the car and retrieved her bag.

“We’ll stay together. Keep each other company.”

I smiled sadly and shrugged my shoulders, hating the helpless

feeling that enveloped me. “I’m sorry about all this.”

She came around the car and threw her arm over my shoulders.

“Not your fault. It’s a bitch, but we’re in this together.”

Arm in arm, we went back into the house and waited.

HOURS LATER, after we’d spent the afternoon reminiscing about our

years together, and all the silly things we had done, all the times we

cried on each other’s shoulders, and after we ate the last of the left‐
over lasagna, we sat down on the sectional and I turned on Apple TV.

“Are we really going to watch it?”

I shook my head. “I don’t want to. I mean, he’s incredibly hot, for

an impaler,” I said, thinking of Kier.

“Oh, definitely. As far as impalers go, very hot. But still…”

“Yeah…” I said, wondering if she was talking about Kier or the

actor who played Dracula in the movie.

Kier was beautiful, in a pale Byronic-hero way with his dark hair

and blue eyes, very fair skin and black leather clothes. Gothic rather

than Goth

I flipped through the movies. “Oh,” Chelsea said when World War Z
appeared in the lineup of suggested movies. She pointed to it eagerly.

“Brad Pitt. I love him in this.”

I shook my head. “Undead zombies who want to eat your brain? I

don’t think so.”

She made a face at that. “Sorry. You know I love horror movies.”

“I feel like I’m living in one,” I said and laughed nervously.

She nodded. “Yeah, I know what you mean.”

We passed another movie that attracted me. It was Byzantium with

a vampire mother and daughter. I’d watched it before and loved it.

“This looks interesting,” Chelsea said. “Is there a happy ending

in this?”
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“Depends on what you define as happy. In the end, the human

becomes… an impaler.”

“Oh,” Chelsea said and made a sad face. “Maybe not.”

I flipped through a few more. Then I saw a movie choice pop

into view.

The Only Lovers Left Alive…

Was Fate trying to tell me something?

“I liked this one,” Chelsea said. “It’s about an old … impaler…

couple who’ve been married for forever. He’s a dark gothic hero from

the time of Jane Austen, I think. He's a rock star. One of my favorite

actors. She’s like thousands of years old.”

“Does it have a happy ending?” I asked, curious about vampires,

but somewhat afraid of gory ones, considering.

She shrugged. “They’re still together at the end, so maybe.”

We watched it, and it was good and not what I expected. The

vampires were married and had been for quite a while, but had been

living separately, one in Detroit and one in Morocco. When the hero

became depressed, the heroine came to Detroit and cheered him up.

The chief problem they faced was getting clean blood. Human blood

was generally contaminated and it made them sick. They went to

Morocco together and although they’d did their best to get clean

blood from blood banks, they were unable to find any and ended up

attacking a young couple.

I liked it because it was rather artsy and deep rather than a horror

film and I was surprised Chelsea liked it.

In truth, it only made me more preoccupied with Kier and what

would happen when Chelsea went to bed and I was supposed to go to

him in the guesthouse.

Would I go? I did the night before. I knew that as soon as she went

to bed, I would as well.

WHEN CHELSEA YAWNED a few minutes before midnight, I turned

to her.

“Maybe, you should stay up a while longer.”
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She shook her head. “I want to but I’m so damn exhausted.”

When she stood up and started towards the bedroom, I turned and

watched.

“Stay here instead,” I said. “Sleep on the couch.”

“I can’t,” she said and shrugged helplessly. “I’m going to fall asleep

standing up.”

Damn… Had Kier compelled her to go to bed at a certain time so

he could count on us being undisturbed?

“Just come back for a little while, please…”

She sighed and plopped down beside me, her long curly blonde

hair splayed out on the back of the couch. “I can barely keep my

eyes open.”

“I have just the solution,” I said and went to the kitchen where my

mom kept a spray bottle of water for her plants. I grabbed it and went

back to the couch. After I was seated, I sprayed it directly in Chelsea’s

face. She startled and sat up, blinking.

“Hey!” she said and wiped her cheeks. Then, she smiled. “Great

thinking. Keep it up whenever I look like I’m falling asleep.”

“I’m sorry to do this,” I said, “but I really really don’t want you to go

to sleep.” Once she went to her bedroom, I knew I’d have to go

to Kier.

We put on some music and I grabbed her arm and forced her up to

dance with me, holding her hands and swinging them to the beat of

some dubstep on the satellite station. It was totally surreal, for there

Chelsea was, exhausted, her eyes blinking whenever I sprayed her

with water. The rest of the time she yawned and rubbed her eyes,

barely moving to the beat.

Finally, she flopped back down on the sofa. “I’m done, really.” She

laid her head back on the sofa and closed her eyes. “Just so sleepy…”

I switched off the music and when I turned back, Kier was

standing in the house, watching us.

“It’s time for bed, Chelsea,” he said, his voice soft but with a thin

edge to it. “Say goodnight to Calla and go get some sleep. You’re so

tired, you can’t stay up a moment longer.”

Chelsea nodded and stood up, her eyelids heavy. “Nite nite, Calla,”
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she said with a yawn, her arm draped over my shoulder. “Sleep tight.

Don’t let the impalers bite.”

Then she left us and I was alone with Kier. I didn’t want to look

him in the eye because I knew he’d be mad that I tried to resist his

compulsion.

He held his hand out, and I didn’t reach out to offer him my hand.

“You’re very strong willed to even try to disobey me.”

“I don’t feel very strong willed,” I said, clasping my hands behind

my back. “I feel like a slave if you can make me do anything you

command.”

He nodded. “I understand, but I haven’t compelled you to obey me

completely. I could but I don’t like doing more than is necessary for

safety. I understand the human need for a sense of free will. However,”

he said and narrowed his eyes, “if you become too difficult, I may

have to.”

I made a sour face. “I don’t want that.”

He stood waiting, his hands on his hips. “I can’t afford too much

disobedience from you. I must prepare to leave and I need your help.”

He held out his hand once more and, finally, I took it. His skin was

cool to the touch, but not unpleasant.

“Thank you, Calla. Perhaps I’ll be leaving tomorrow night and you

can go back to your little life. Until then, I’d appreciate cooperation.”

WE WALKED hand in hand to the guesthouse where he opened the

door for me, ushering me in again like such the gentleman. We sat on

the couch and I saw that he had a tray of hot tea, milk and sugar and

teacups all ready.

“Tea?” he said and held up the old flowered teapot that my grand‐
mother used for her afternoon tea.

I nodded, not wanting to appear ungrateful.

“Sugar and milk?”

“Please,” I said, watching him pour and stir. He handed me the cup

and poured himself one and then we each took a sip. The tea was

good and like my grandmother used to make. Proper British tea.
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Then Kier put down his cup, and turned to face me once more, his

arm on the back of the sofa.

“So, Calla,” he said, his eyes moving over me. “I spent quite a long

time watching news, but it was confusing. Please tell me about the

government and the election. The US is at war?”

“Civics was never my thing,” I said but did my best to explain the

current state of the nation, including all the wars, past and current

from the time of the San Francisco earthquake and fire. For the next

hour or so, we touched on so many subjects, going on tangents when

he had a question. He had a bright mind. That, even I could tell. He

understood politics far better than I did.

“I bet you never thought you’d get a history lesson from a teenag‐
er,” I said with a laugh when we finished our tea.

“Certainly not,” he said and smiled. Then, his expression changed

from amused to serious, and he moved a bit closer.

“Now, Calla, I want you to contact someone for me using your

internets. It’s my brother, who was living in the City the last time I

was free. I have absolutely no idea how to do it. We didn’t have tele‐
phones or internets when I was captured, so I don’t know how to

use them.”

“Tell me his name and I’ll Google it.”

“Google?” he said, frowning.

“It’s a way of searching all the information in the world using very

powerful computers.”

He nodded. I’d told him in detail about the development of

computers and how amazing they now were.

“I need to go back to the cottage and get my computer first,” I said.

“I’ll escort you.”

We left the guesthouse and went to the cottage, where I found my

MacBook Air. We passed Chelsea’s room and I peeked in and saw that

she was fast asleep.

I didn’t feel any real threat from Kier, so at that moment, I wasn’t

too worried. He really did want to find his family and leave. He had

only one small taste of my blood and seemed intent on not drinking

any more.
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I relaxed for a moment and it was a relief.

We returned to the guesthouse and I sat down on the couch and

opened the laptop and a browser.

“What’s your brother’s name?”

“Evan MacLaughlan. MacLauchlan Investments.”

I Googled both terms and came up with dozens of hits. One was a

LinkedIn profile for Evan MacLaughlan, Investment Banker with a

firm called MacLaughlan Tyerman Investment Services. Another was

a link to a website for the company.

“Is this him?” I asked and showed Kier the page. On it was an

image of a man in his twenties with short dark hair, blue eyes and a

sober navy suit smiling at the camera. There was a resemblance to

Kier, but Kier was so much more attractive.

His eyes widened. “Yes, I think so,” he said and took the laptop, his

fingers touching the screen. “His hair is much much shorter and he’s

shaved, but I’m sure it’s him.”

“Short hair is the fashion,” I said. “Except for hipsters and

bikers.”

“Hipsters?” he said and looked at me quizzically.

“Hip,” I said. “It’s a term from the hippie era in the 60s and is used

to refer to someone who goes against the fashion trends or, in this

case, create a trend. Most men are more conservative and have a basic

short haircut and a clean-shaven face. Only the hipsters and lumber‐
jacks have beards or scruff.”

“Scruff?” he said and rubbed his jaw. “You mean unshaven?”

I nodded. “It’s definitely a sign of being a hipster. Or lazy.”

He laughed out loud at that. “In my youth, most men had longer

hair and beards. I haven’t had a chance to shave since I was no longer

a dried piece of meat. I’ll have to find a barber once I get back to the

City. If the style is for short hair and a clean shave, I don’t want to

diverge.”

“Women like scruff,” I said, thinking of him without the dark

grizzle on his chin and jaw. He was very attractive and I kicked myself

mentally for thinking it once again. “And hair that is a bit longer.

Women today like rebels. Outlaws, bikers, gangsters.”
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“They do?” he said and smiled. “In my day, women liked rich hand‐
some men. Are they out of fashion?”

“Women like rich and handsome, too.” I blushed furiously,

thinking of all the romance novels I read on my tablet.

“What about you, Calla? What do you like?” he asked and moved

closer. “If you met me and didn’t know I was a vampire, would you

find me attractive?”

I glanced away, my cheeks hot. As much as I didn’t want to answer,

I had to tell the truth.

“You’re very handsome.”

“Look at me,” he said and turned my face towards his, his expres‐
sion serious, his brow furrowed. “Tell me the truth. Would you

consider me as a suitor if we met under different circumstances and

you had no idea what I was?”

“Yes,” I said and swallowed hard, hating to admit it, but unable to

resist.

He held my gaze for a moment before nodding.

“Send my brother a message if you can,” he said and turned back to

the computer. “There is a place for messages there,” he said and

pointed to a comment box on the visitor’s page. “Tell him Kier is safe

and ask him to send you a message back.”

I shook my head for the message would be public. It was a guest

book rather than a contact form. “I don’t know if the visitor’s page is

the safest way to communicate with him,” I said. “Anyone in the public

or who works for the firm would see it. You need to send him a

private message. You need his personal email.”

I took back the computer and did some more searching, looking

on Facebook and doing a phonebook search for Montreal.

“I might be able to get his phone number.”

I searched the Montreal listings but there was no E. MacLaughlan

or any with a name in Kier’s immediate family. Finally, I found a

reference to MacLaughlan Tyerman Investments and a phone number

for the Montreal branch.

“We could call the business and leave a voice message.”

He nodded. “Whatever you think is safe.”
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We discussed the message he would leave and then I took in a deep

breath and dialed the number using the landline in the guesthouse. I

got an automated message in both English and French and selected 1

for English. Then I had to dig down in the system to leave a

voice mail.

I handed the phone to Kier, who took it awkwardly and held it to

his mouth like a microphone.

“Hello, this is Kier MacLaughlan calling for Evan MacLaughlan.

I’m safe and want to speak with Evan to arrange a meeting. He can

call this number.”

Kier repeated the landline number for the guesthouse, which I had

written down on a piece of paper. When he was done, he handed the

phone receiver back to me. I hung up and looked at him expectantly.

“I guess now we wait.”

He nodded, but was focused on the website for his family’s

company, scrolling down to see what it said.

While he was busy, I checked the messages on my cell and saw that

there was a text from my mother, who had arrived safely in Berlin. I

smiled as I read her description of the flight and the taxi ride to their

hotel.

“Is that a message from your parents?” Kier asked.

“Yes. They’re in Berlin for a concert.”

“Berlin,” he said and sighed, pushing the computer away. “I haven’t

been there for quite a while. They have great theatre, food and many

nice coffee shops.”

“How long has it been since you were there?” I asked, thinking of

the division of West and East Germany during the war and the

breaking down of the Berlin Wall.

He pursed his lips. “I was there in…1874?” He gazed off into the

distance, remembering. “A performance of Julius Caesar by the

Meiningen Court Theatre Company, which was on tour at the time. I

was there with my father, who’s a big supporter of theatre, especially

Shakespeare.”

I shook my head in awe that he had been alive—or dead—for over

one hundred and forty years. He might be even older.
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“When were you turned into a vampire?”

He smiled softly and shook his head. “Enough tales of my past. It

makes me feel very old to speak of it. What matters is the future. You

say that my message will get to them immediately?”

“It’ll go to their message center. It depends on how often they

check it. Maybe no one will get it until tomorrow morning, so you

might get a message back sometime tomorrow.”

He nodded and took out a pocket watch and checked the time.

Then he turned and leaned his head against the back of the sofa,

gazing at me, his eyes moving up and over my body to come to rest on

my eyes.

“I’m hungry.”

I swallowed hard at that. “For food or…”

“Both.” He jumped up suddenly and went to the kitchen, where he

opened the refrigerator and pulled out a serving of leftover lasagna.

He turned to me. “Can you do me the honor of heating this up? I’m

not quite sure about this machine…”

He pointed to the microwave. I smiled at went to his side, taking

the plastic container and removing the lid so that it wouldn’t get

too hot.

“It’s easy,” I said. “You have to take the lid off or else it might get

too hot and melt. Put a piece of paper towel on top to stop splattering

when it boils. Put it in for a minute and a half, and voila.”

I put the dish inside and covered it, then closed the door. I set the

microwave for ninety seconds and pressed start. We both stood and

watched the dish spin around inside the microwave as the timer

counted down the seconds. I stopped it just before the timer hit one

second and then opened the door.

“You stopped it early?”

I laughed. “You’d know why if you used it enough. Here,” I said and

slipped the piece of lasagna onto a plate and put a fork next to it.

Then, I gave him a paper towel for a napkin and handed him the plate.

“Dig in.”

“Thank you.”

I sat across from him at the dining room table and watched as he
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ate, my chin resting on my hand, my elbow on the table. He seemed

voracious, focused completely on eating, although he was quite the

gentleman and wiped his mouth frequently. I could tell he enjoyed

the dish.

“What would my mother think if she knew a one hundred and

forty year old vampire was eating her lasagna?”

He looked up from his food and smiled ruefully. “A bit older than

one hundred forty, I’m afraid.”

“How much older?”

He shook his head and forked another piece of pasta. “A man has

to have some secrets, Calla.”

“Where were you born? You can at least tell me that.”

He finished his mouthful and wiped his mouth with his paper

towel. He studied my face, as if deciding what to tell me. Finally, he

put down his fork and took a sip of his water.

“In a place called Caledonia in what is now known as Scotland. I

was born in the eighth century.”

I sat in silence for a moment, doing a mental calculation. “You’re

over a thousand years old?”

“A little more than that, but close enough.” He nodded, his eyes

half-hooded as if assessing my response. I sat in shock for a moment,

scarcely able to believe he was that old.

“So you don’t age at all after you’re turned?”

He shook his head and pushed the remaining food around on his

plate with his fork. “Look, none of this is necessary. I’ll be gone

tomorrow and I’ll compel you to forget you ever met me. I’ll compel

Chelsea to forget she ever met me. The two of you will go on with

your pretty little mortal lives completely unaware.

I frowned. As much as I didn’t like the idea that vampires existed

or that they could compel us to obey, I didn’t want to forget. I didn’t

want to forget him, despite everything.

Nothing exciting had ever happened to me. Nothing.

Meeting Kier and learning there were vampires was the most

exciting and scary thing that ever happened to me or would likely

ever happen.
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“I don’t want to forget.”

He glanced at me and made a face of regret. “Sadly, that’s not

possible. You must forget for your own good. For my own good.”

“How is that? If I can’t talk about you or vampires, what harm

is there?”

He shrugged. “Think of it. If you remembered everything, you’d

always be looking behind your back, worried that a vampire would be

lurking about. You’d always wonder where I was and maybe, if you

were foolish enough, you’d try to find me. That would get you in

immense trouble. No, sweet Calla,” he said and put his folded paper

towel on the table. “The best thing all around is for me to compel you

to forget.”

I sat and fumed for a few moments. “If you’re going to make me

forget, tell me everything.”

He studied me, his blue eyes intense. He chewed his bottom lip as

he considered. Finally, he exhaled.

“All right. Why not? I haven’t spoken to anyone since I escaped

captivity. Here,” he said and pushed back from the table. “Let’s take a

walk along the beach.”

“This late? It’s almost midnight.”

“Midnight is my time, Calla. I live in the night. It’s all I have.” He

held out his hand and as usual, I took it, becoming used to his chival‐
rous ways. “Come,” he said and opened the door. “I love the roar of the

surf in the darkness. You can feel the ocean’s power.”

I made a face of doubt. “It scares me.”

“The ocean scares you? Why? It’s just water.”

“After the tsunami…”

“Tsunami?” he said, frowning. “There was a tsunami here?”

“No, in Japan and before that in the Indian Ocean. Over a quarter

million people died. Ever since the tsunamis, I feel nervous around

the ocean. Especially at night.”

“Oh, dear,” he said and we walked out of the house and down the

path to the trail leading to the beach. “You have so much modern

history to catch me up. It’ll be a long walk.”
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K I E R

BECAUSE MY EYES were as good in the dark as hers were in the light,

she held on tightly to my arm as we walked along.

“Can you see in the dark?” she asked, her voice soft and tinged

with fear.

“Yes. Very well. As well as the day, but don’t ask me to explain why.

I’ve become a creature of the night. I see you beside me clearly.” I

turned to her. “Your eyes are wide, your face is pale from anxiety.

Relax,” I said and patted her hand. “I won’t let you fall into a hole or

step on a dead jellyfish.”

While we walked, Calla told me about the major events of the past

century that I was imprisoned – great wars, earthquakes and

tsunamis, and the developments in technology that I still found

confusing.

“Tell me about your life before you were turned," she asked after

she'd relaxed enough to enjoy our walk. "Tell me about your family,”

she suggested when we came to a large log. “You’re British, I know

that much. What part are you from?”

We sat on a huge log and I thought about how to explain about my

family. How does one tell a mortal about being immortal? Things

changed as soon as eternity stretched in front of you instead of immi‐
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nent and inevitable death. Until you experienced it, there was really

no way to understand.

“I have to go a long way back to remember my life before,” I said,

casting my memory back to the start. “The Vikings invaded Scotland

during the eight-century, and established colonies along the coast.

One of the raiders raped the daughter of a powerful chieftain they had

killed and kept her as a slave.” I turned to look at her. “She gave birth

to my mother, who had very dark hair and fair skin like a Scot but the

blue eyes of a Viking. She married my father, Kenneth, who was a

Chieftain in Caledonia.”

“So your grandfather was a Viking?”

I nodded. “Harald of the Uplands, son of Thorir. You know the

history of Scotland? Invasion by one group after another. The original

inhabitants were called Pictii by the Romans, because they wore paint

and had tattoos. Fierce warriors who fought almost naked so they

were more agile. The Scots came from the coast of Ireland and

invaded, intermarrying and claiming the lands. My father descended

from those warriors. Scotii means ‘invader.’ So we had the Irish

invading and the Vikings invading. The Picts fought them all. I’m a

mix of all three.”

“How did your father marry your mother? Wasn’t she a slave?”

“He bought her freedom, knowing who her grandfather was. He

was smart, as his children were able to claim two titles as a result.”

“There were wars when you were a child?”

I shrugged. “No, not wars like have happened in recent memory.

They were more like local skirmishes over territory. Nothing that

hadn’t been happening for centuries before or after. Men always fight

over territory. Over riches.” I turned to her. “Over beautiful women.”

I smiled at the flush that spread over her cheeks.

She was young and still uncertain of her beauty. It was an attrac‐
tive feature in her – modesty. Many beautiful women I had known

over the centuries were very aware of their attractiveness to men. Not

Calla. She was very unaware.

She turned away and watched the clouds move away from the

rising moon.
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“Your family?” she asked.

“My parents had eight children before my father was turned when

I was twelve. Once you’re a vampire, it’s a dead end when it comes to

progeny.”

“You never had children? You can’t reproduce?”

“I did, once. A very long time ago before my father turned me. And

no, I can’t anymore. Vampires are sterile.” I said nothing for a

moment. “But not impotent.” I glanced at her, noting the way her

cheeks flushed red.

So she wasn't entirely innocent of the ways of love.

“Are they alive? I mean, did you turn your family like your father

turned you?”

I shook my head and a surge of regret filled me. “They all died

before I could turn them. A plague struck when my sons were chil‐
dren. We were hoping for more and so my father hadn’t turned either

my wife or me. You don’t turn babies or children under puberty so I

lost them all.” I said nothing for a moment, my memories of their loss

so vivid it stopped me from speaking.

“I’m sorry,” she said, her voice soft.

I glanced at her, and saw she truly felt bad for me. She was a sweet

young woman. There was no artifice in her – no guile.

“It was so long ago," I said, "but no matter how many years pass, I

can’t forget as much as I wish I could. I felt so guilty for I was away

with my father inspecting our lands when the plague struck and it was

too late to do anything when we returned. He wanted to turn me right

away to protect me from it but I was completely broken by their

deaths and wanted nothing more than to die myself. When I became

ill soon after, he turned me to prevent me from dying as well. Now?” I

said and glanced around before meeting her eyes. “My only children

are those I turn.”

“How many have you turned?” she asked, frowning. I could see

disapproval in her eyes and hear it in the tone of her voice.

“Not many,” I replied. “You have to think very carefully before

turning a human. Condemning them to an eternal life of bloodlust is

no small thing.”
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It was the mention of bloodlust that seemed to wake her back up,

make her nervous again and she slowly drew her hand away

from mine.

“No, don’t, please,” I said and pulled her hand back, squeezing it

between mine. “I know it must disgust you to think how old I am, but

you make me warm. It’s a blessed relief after all those years in the

dungeon.”

As if she felt sorry for me, she let me continue to hold her hand

in mine.

“Whoever did that to you is a monster,” she said, her voice filled

with emotion. “Do you know who it was?”

“A rival family, I’d wager. One who wanted to punish my father by

taking me away. I was his right hand when he decided to sleep.”

“Vampires sleep?”

“We can put ourselves in a trance-like state, entering into a condi‐
tion of near-desiccation.”

“Why would you do that?”

“We often retreat from existence when it gets too hard. I can sleep

for a month if I want after a big feed, but longer than that without

blood and I start to desiccate. If I’m active, I need to feed daily.”

“So, tell me about your father. How did he become a vampire?”

I took in a deep breath. “The Vikings who invaded our lands

brought a vampire along on the journey, unbeknownst to them. He

turned my father in return for a safe haven in his lands. MacLaugh‐
lans is not our real surname. We took it on when it became oppor‐
tune, and gained a title and lands. We’ve had several names, from

several lands, but our origin is Norse and Scots.”

“So you’re…” she said, and I could see her do the math.

“I’m old,” I said, not really wanting to admit just how old I was.

“You don’t look any older than when you were turned.”

I shook my head. “That’s our blessing. Immortality. For me, it’s

eternal youth. For my father, he’s eternally a middle-aged man with a

touch of grey at his temples. My grandfather is eternally old, grey and

bent. Distinguished. No matter how long I live, I’ll always be viewed

as a boy.”
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“But you’re not. You’ve lived so long. Seen and done so many

things.”

“I have,” I said and sat up, straightening my jacket. “Now, enough

of me. Tell me more about Calla. What are you planning to do once

you finish school?”

“I want to be a scientist,” she replied, her voice hesitant. “An

engineer.”

“An engineer. Who would think a pretty young thing as you would

want to do such masculine work?”

She shook my head. “You have a lot to learn about the modern

world. Women and men are equal today. Well, at least, in the law.”

“You’re a suffragette?”

She smiled. “They won. Women have the vote.”

I raised my eyebrows at that. “You won the vote? Well,” I said,

rubbing my chin. “That’s something to consider. This world—your
world—is so new to me. I can see it will take some time to acclimate

myself to it.”

She yawned, hiding it behind a hand.

I frowned, disappointed that she was leaving so soon. “Oh, don’t

go to bed so soon. We’ve just started talking about things and I’ve

been alone for so long…”

She met my eyes for a moment like she was considering. “Maybe

just a while longer.”

She stayed for another hour, and together, we walked back along

the beach to the narrow pathway that led to the guest house.

"Tell me more about the advances made in science," I asked, sitting

next to her on the sofa. “I’ve seen amazing things in my long exis‐
tence, but this century I’ve missed? I can scarcely believe it. So much

has happened. I’ve been asleep before for long periods, but not nearly

as much has happened as this time.”

She yawned again, this time not even trying to hide it. I finally felt

far too guilty to keep her up any longer.

“You should go,” I said and stood up, offering her my hand. “It’s

getting late and I’m getting hungrier by the moment. I found a vagrant

behind a building in the town and had some blood last night, but not
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nearly enough to quench my thirst. You’re becoming far too desirable

for your own good. I’ll have to travel more widely to find another

vagrant or else people will become suspicious about two animal

attacks in two nights so close together.”

She frowned. “Is it safe for you to go out? Won’t your enemies be

looking for you?”

“I had a good head start and so I doubt they’ll find me. I left a few

clues to mislead them about the direction I took, so hopefully, they

won’t be looking for me here.”

I stood, holding out my hand to her. She straightened her clothes

and then went to the door. I opened it for her, but before she could

leave, I took her hand once more and kissed my bite mark. She pulled

back a bit, most likely afraid I was going to bite her again.

“No, no,” I said, and held her hand firmly. “I wasn’t going to bite

you. Just enjoying the feel of your skin against my lips.” I looked in her

eyes. “It’s a vampire thing.”

I pressed my mouth against her wrist again, opening my lips so

that I felt her skin against my tongue, tasting her. As a predator, I

couldn't help but respond to the scent of her blood and the warmth of

her flesh. She gasped and her heart rate increased. Fear and wonder

filled her – I could sense her emotions through our contact.

I glanced up from her wrist, knowing that I would be transformed

by how close I was to her blood, my eyes bloodshot, my fangs elon‐
gated. Finally, I let go of her wrist and cleared my throat. I didn't want

to harm her. I wanted to protect her from myself – and any of my

enemies who might have followed me to Oregon.

“Good night, sweet Calla,” I said. “Sleep well. Perhaps your

personal nightmare will be over and tomorrow night my brother will

be here to take me back to the City and you’ll be free of me.”

“Good night,” she replied and almost ran from me when I let go of

her hand,

I went back inside the guest house once I saw that she'd entered

the cottage and closed the door behind her. She was a lovely young

woman, sweet natured. I could tell from touching her that she didn't

have a mean bone in her body. One as innocent as her could be
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exploited by my kind. I didn't want that to happen, intending to leave

as soon as I had made contact with my family and they sent someone

to return me to my home.

Having been so close to her, smelling her human scent, seeing the

blood pulsing beneath her skin, made me hungry.

I FLEW off in search of a meal, landing in the dark alley behind a busi‐
ness, looking for a vagrant or someone to feed on. I wouldn't kill

them. No use in raising alarm amongst the local inhabitants. I'd

merely take a small amount of blood from several people, but not

enough to make them sick or raise concern.

It was very late by then and there was no one out at that time of

night. I was unsuccessful and was considering a trip into the forest to

look for nocturnal creatures to feed on. Instead, I went back to the

guest house and had a hot bath, trying an old vampire trick to warm

up our bodies. Sitting in the water, I felt better, but without blood

soon, I’d feel sicker and weaker — and colder.

Finally, once the water had cooled enough that it no longer offered

any comfort, I got out of the tub and dried off, dressing before

returning to the living room.

I sat and read for a while, but the urge to feed — or to find some

warmth — was overwhelming. Soon, I found myself back at the

cottage, standing outside her window.

I wanted to go inside and lie with her, use her body for warmth if I

couldn’t feed. It would keep me from feeling too ill without blood to

sustain me.

She gasped when she saw me, pulling the coverlet around herself.

“What are you doing here?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“You said you wouldn’t hurt me.”

“I won’t. I haven’t been able to find anyone to feed off. The streets

are bare and I couldn’t enter anyone’s house without being invited.

Seems that even the vagabonds are inside tonight.”

“Why are you in my room?”

I said nothing for a moment, considering whether it was better to
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just leave now, make my way closer to Portland. But I'd tasted her

blood and that changed everything.

“I’m so cold.”

She pointed to a cedar chest at the end of the bed. “There’s a wool

blanket in there for spring days when it’s cold in the mornings.”

“Wool won’t do the trick,” I said, my voice low.

She hesitated. “What will?”

“I’ve already had a hot bath, but without blood, I can’t get warm.”

I watched her recoil, shrinking away from me when she thought I

was going to feed off her.

“I’m not going to offer to let you drink my blood, so you’ll have to

force me.”

I fought with myself. I could use my powers to glamor her so that

she'd welcome me into her arms, but that went against my ethics. No

matter how hungry or cold I was, I wasn't used to forcing anyone into

my arms against their will. Even feeding on the tramps by the railway

tracks made me feel incredible guilt. I fed on them so I wouldn't feed

on her.

“Let me lie with you,” I said finally. “I need body heat if I

can’t feed.”

She pulled the covers more tightly around her. “You want to have

sex with me?”

“No,” I said firmly. “I mean, yes, of course, but I won’t. Just let me

lie with you under the covers. Your body heat will warm me. I

promise nothing will happen.”

“How do I know you’ll keep your promise?”

I shook my head. “You can’t know. I haven’t harmed you yet. You’ll

have to trust me.”

She sat back against the headboard. “What if I say no?”

I sighed. “I’m so cold, Calla. Here.” I went over to the side of the bed

and held out my hand. She didn't touch me. I sat on the bedside and

took her hand, holding it in mine. Then I placed her hand on my neck

so she'd know just how cold I was.

“Please,” I said, keeping my voice soft. “I don’t want to force you.”

“Then don’t.”
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I sat for a moment, my eyes never leaving hers. Finally, I went back

to the door. When I reached it, opening it without another word,

she spoke.

“Wait,” she said.

I turned slowly, wondering if she'd had a change of heart.

“You can lie with me for a while,” she said, her voice wavering

with emotion, “but I’m a virgin and I don’t want anything to

happen.”

“Of course,” I said and shook my head. “Calla, I would never…” I

went to the side of the bed and stood beside it. “I’m just so cold.

Nothing else will work. I won’t feed on you. I won’t touch you. Just let

me lie with my body against yours so your heat will warm me.”

She nodded and pulled back the covers. She wore a tiny gown, her

legs and arms bare.

On my part, I removed most of my clothes, watching her face as

I did..

“Wait,” she said, holding up her hand. “You’re not going to get

naked or anything, right?”

I smiled in spite of myself. “I’d like to, but I won’t. I’ll keep my

undershirt and boxers on.”

“Okay,” she said and eyed me suspiciously while I continued to

undress. Once undressed, I sat on the side of the bed and removed

my socks.

Then, I stood at the side of the bed and held out my arms. “See?

Boxers and undershirt.”

She glanced at my body, her eyes wide. I wondered if she had ever

seen a man half-naked before.

“May I?” I asked and pointed to the bed beside her.

She nodded. “Yes, but no funny business,” she said, her brows

furrowed.

“Funny business?” I crept into the bed beside me. “Whatever could

you mean by that?” I tried not to smile.

“You know what I mean,” she said, creeping back under the covers,

her back turned to me.

“I don’t have a clue what you mean, Miss Calla,” I said. “I’m a
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perfect gentleman and I can assure you that we do not engage in funny

business.”

I snuggled close to her, my arm slipping around her waist and my

feet touching hers.

“Oh, my God, your feet are like blocks of ice,” she said, giggling.

“I’m like a giant block of ice. I need you to melt me, sweet Calla.”

“You better not get too hot,” she said, and I could hear the smile in

her voice.

I squeezed her but then did nothing more, my body nestled against

hers, my face at the back of her head.

“Your hair smells nice,” I said, inhaling slowly. “Like jasmine and

oranges.”

“It’s my shampoo.”

We lay together like that for some time, and I was uncomfortably

aroused but tried to hold myself in check. Her warmth took away

some of my pain, and soon, I was more comfortable.

“You breathe,” she said, sounding shocked.

“I do,” I replied, smiling to myself. “If I didn’t, I couldn’t speak.”

“Do you need to breathe? As in you need air?”

“Yes, my little scientist. I need air.”

She said nothing for a moment. “I thought you were dead. I mean,

undead.”

“Undead is not the proper term," I replied. "It should be undying.

Vampires are immortal. We won’t die of old age. We need blood to

function and food to fuel our bodies, and air for our blood. If we don’t

get a blood feed every day, we become weak and cold. The longer we

go without blood, the weaker we get. Eventually, we’ll dry up like an

old piece of leather. Only blood revives us.”

She nodded, but said nothing in reply. Finally, she spoke

once more.

“Where did vampires come from? Is it a mutation?”

“Curious Calla,” I said, holding back a chuckle. “I don’t know what

we are or where vampirism comes from. I suspect it’s a disease that

makes you immortal and in need of blood. Vampires have been
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around for a very long time, and our history is as old as human’s.

That’s all I know. Now, you should really go to sleep.”

She yawned audibly. “Did you just compel me to go to sleep?”

“Shhh,” I said and kissed her shoulder. “I didn’t compel you, but I

will if you don’t go to sleep, Calla…”

“Okay,” she said, and shifted in the bed beside me.

Finally silent, we lay that way, bodies pressed together, the covers

over top of us, and I listened to her breathe.

She was awake, and I was sure she was afraid for her pulse was

rapid and it took quite some time for her to calm down. I knew that

she was uncertain whether I would try to take advantage of her, but I

wouldn’t.

I may have been a monster, but I wasn't a beast.

It took more than an hour for her to finally sleep, but I lay awake

beside her, soaking up her warmth, planning my next move.
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C A L L A

I WOKE up when it was still dark. I was lying on my back facing Kier,

whose own eyes were open and staring into mine in a very intense

way.

His arm lay across my waist, cradling my body. I blinked as my

body instantly responded to the look in his eyes and the feel of his

body warm against mine. He was wide awake and instead of feeling

cold, he felt very warm.

“You’re awake?” I said, exquisitely aware of how close he was to

me, how it would be only a few inches and he could lean down and

kiss me.

“I don’t sleep at night,” he said, his voice deep.

I nodded but said nothing more for a moment, wondering what

time it was.

“Did I snore?” I said and waited for his answer. My eyes flew open

and I saw his grin.

“No, you didn’t snore,” he said with a laugh. “Not that I’d tell you if

you did. I have some sense.”

Then he leaned down and pressed his forehead against mine,

smiling the whole time. Before I knew it, he kissed me, his mouth
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pressed against mine, softly at first. Just a light press of our lips

together. More affectionate than sexual.

I didn’t fight it nor did I pull away but my heart rate increased as

soon as his lips touched mine. That familiar ache in my groin

returned, and I felt a little breathless. Instead of pulling away as I

should have done, I kissed him back, pressing up slightly, my mouth

opening under his.

I wanted him to kiss me.

I wanted him to touch me, to lie on top of me.

When he opened his mouth against mine, his tongue exploring my

mouth to find mine, I moaned, and that seemed to encourage him so

that he lay on top of me. To my surprise, my thighs parted and he lay

between them without hesitation. We kissed deeply, our bodies

pressed together, and I became lost in the sensations of his mouth and

tongue, our breathing loud in the stillness of the room. I could feel his

hardness against my thigh and I shamelessly ground myself against it,

surprising myself that I was that bold, but I was so aroused I ached to

feel anything against me.

His hand slipped down from my cheek to my shoulder and then

down my body to my breast, cupping it over the fabric of my night‐
gown, squeezing gently and tweaking my nipple between his finger

and thumb. At that, I groaned against his mouth and thrust my breast

up into his hand.

When his hand moved down even lower, finding my hip and then

slipping over towards my groin, I shivered, my flesh throbbing with

desire despite the warning bells going off in my head.

His hand slipped down between my legs and that shocked me back

into the present. I gasped and he moved back, his face dark, his eyes

bloodshot.

“Calla, I’m so sorry,” he said and moved away. “This can’t happen.”

I wasn’t sorry, but I knew instinctively that it would be dangerous

for us to do more.

He rolled off the bed and quickly dressed, pulling on his clothes,

and then his jacket. On my part, I lay recovering, my body still throb‐
bing with lust, my heart rate fast, my breathing shallow.
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I wanted it. I wanted him to keep touching me.

“I don’t want you to leave,” I whispered.

He shook his head and sat back down on the bed. “No,” he said and

cupped my cheek. “In my current state, I don’t think I could stop. I

couldn’t hold back and I’d bite you.”

Then he leaned down and kissed my forehead and I wanted to pull

him down on top of me and have him kiss me on the mouth once

more but he was right.

“Go to sleep,” he said and stroked my forehead.

Then he was gone and I lay alone in my cold empty bed.

I WOKE up some time later to the sound of noise outside the house in

the driveway.

Startled awake, I sat up in bed and glanced out the window. It was

still dark, so I checked my clock radio. I’d been asleep for only

an hour.

Then I heard a shout and the sound of vehicles in the driveway

screeching to a halt. My heart rate increased, my pulse hammering as

adrenaline coursed through me. Was it Kier’s brother already here to

take him back? It seemed far too soon but they were wealthy. Perhaps

they had a private jet?

Evan couldn’t have got here from Montreal so fast…

Then I realized it must be his enemies and so I crept out of the

bed, tiptoed to the window and pulled aside the venetian blind to see

the yard. Three big black SUVs had driven up and several men

dressed in what looked like SWAT gear stood in a semi-circle, their

weapons drawn.

I hunched down and went to my bedroom door, opening it a crack

to see if Chelsea was up, but the hallway was empty and her light was

still off. I tiptoed to her room, and opened the door.

“Chelsea,” I said in a hoarse whisper. “Chelsea, get up.”

She didn’t move a muscle. I crept to her bed and shook her shoul‐
der, but she still didn’t wake up. Kier must have compelled her to stay

asleep until dawn.
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Damn him…

How could he know I’d need to wake her up early?

Desperate, I went back to my bedroom and peered out the window

once more only to see men dragging Kier out of the guesthouse. He

was wearing one of my grandfather’s beach robes and his boxer shorts

and must have had a bath, for his hair was wet. Then I saw there were

three holes in his chest, and streaks of blood running down his

abdomen.

I gasped when someone struck him with the butt of their gun,

knocking his head to the side with a sickening crack. A guard turned

towards the house and I pulled back, but the blinds swayed from the

motion. I crouched by the window, a hand over my mouth. Had the

guard seen me? Did they know someone was inside the house

watching?

I could only wait and see.

Fearing that I’d be discovered too easily, I slid under the bed and

lay on my side, clapping a hand over my mouth to keep from making

a sound.

The front door banged open as someone kicked it in. Heavy foot‐
steps sounded on the floor. Doors to the bedrooms slammed open one

by one. They must have found Chelsea for I heard someone trying to

wake her.

“She’s compelled to stay asleep,” I heard Kier say. “Leave her. She’s

of no use to you.”

“There’s another one,” someone said. “I can smell her. She’s sweet.”
Footsteps approached my room down the hallway. I could see

them through the open door—three sets of black leather boots and

one of Kier’s bare feet.

“Where is she?” said a gruff male voice.

“She must have run out the back door,” Kier said, and it was then I

knew he was trying to protect me, preventing them from finding me.

“Really, let the poor girls be. They’re not involved in any of this.”

Then one set of boots came to the side of the bed and in a second,

the bed was flipped over against the wall, box spring, mattress and
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frame in one swift movement, exposing me where I lay cowering on

my side.

“Grab her,” one of the men said who was holding Kier.

“Don’t touch her,” Kier said, his voice almost a growl. “She’s

my pet.”

“All the more reason to bring her along and ensure you behave,”

the guard said.

I screamed when the soldier grabbed me and pulled me up by the

arm. I hit at him, trying to struggle free, but his hand was like a vise

grip on my arm. He pulled me up and threw me over his shoulder as if

I was nothing more than a bag of feathers.

“Let’s go,” he said. Kier caught my eye and shook his head, an

expression of horror on his face, which was blood-spattered.

“I’m so sorry, Calla,” he said as they pulled him behind me. “I

wanted to spare you any danger…”

“Shut the fuck up, MacLaughlan,” the man holding him growled

and struck Kier again, knocking Kier’s head aside with a terrible

sound. Kier’s eyes remained closed and he slumped for a moment but

then seemed to regain his composure. He was able to walk and

together, the five of us went past Chelsea’s bedroom.

“I’m taking this one as booty,” one of the men said from inside her

bedroom. He hauled Chelsea out of the bed and threw her over his

shoulder as well.

“No,” I called out. “Please, leave her!”

“Shut up, bitch,” the man holding me said and shook me hard.

“Leave the girls,” Kier said once more, this time his voice sounding

conspiratorial. “My brother knows I’m here and it’s only a matter of

time that he figures out who has me captive and comes for me. We

can work out some kind of financial arrangement. Whatever your

master is paying you, I’ll pay you more.”

The man holding him laughed out loud. “Who the fuck do you

think hired us?”

Kier was silent for a moment. It was then I figured out what the

man meant. Kier’s brother hired them.
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“Then why are you using force?” Kier said, for he hadn’t figured

it out.

“Your dear brother was the one who put you away in the first place,”

the man said. “He’s now the big cheese in your family business and

prince of the city. Guess he wanted you out of the way so he could

take over while your father slept. Take the business in the direction he

wanted it to go.”

I felt a stab of fear in my gut at that revelation. Whoever these men

were, they meant Kier harm. Although I had only known him for a

few days, and although he was a vampire who could kill me easily, I

felt afraid for him. I felt afraid for Chelsea.

I felt afraid for myself.

Before we left, one of the guards took Kier into the guesthouse

where he dressed in his clothing. I did as well, pulling on my sundress

and sandals. They took Chelsea as she was, in her babydoll pajamas.

Kier wanted her to stay asleep and so he didn’t awaken her. He argued

with the guards but they finally agreed that it might make the trip

easier without another mortal to control.

We were forced into the SUV and the guards threw a black hood

over Kier’s head and fastened his arms with zip ties.

The trip took several hours, during which time I sat on the floor in

the back of a van and felt every bump in the road. Although blind‐
folded, I could feel Chelsea lying on the floor beside me. She was still

asleep and I thought she was the lucky one, unaware of what was

happening. They blindfolded me and then I was unaware of where we

went for the rest of the trip.

I figured that some kind of commando squad came for us and

captured us – like something I would see in Iraq or Afghanistan.

Did Kier’s brother arrange to have him captured? For what

purpose?

The drive seemed to take hours, but finally, the truck stopped and

I heard the crunch of someone’s boots on gravel and the side door to

the van slid open. Cool air brushed my face and it was a relief after

being in the cramped and hot back of the van for several hours.

Someone grabbed me under my arms, which were handcuffed
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behind me and pulled me unceremoniously out of the van. I stumbled

and almost fell to my knees, but strong arms held me up.

“Watch it,” a gruff voice said and I stood there, unable to see

anything but darkness. I felt completely upended, and helpless. The

men spoke about taking Chelsea inside and someone took my arm

and walked me slowly up some steps, and inside a building.

The cool air of shade was a relief. Cement floors were smooth

under my feet. Were we in some kind of warehouse?

Finally, I entered a bright room and was plunked down onto

a chair.

“Sit there and don’t move,” a gruff voice commanded.

Where the heck am I going to go?

“Where are we?”

“Shut up,” the voice said. “No talking.”

I bit my bottom lip and waited. I heard noise around me, the

scratch of heavy furniture on the floor, which was cool under my bare

feet. A door opened and in swept someone. I could tell by the scent

that it was a man. I could smell his cologne from where I sat.

I heard a chair scrape across the floor and I felt as if the man was

sitting across from me.

Someone pulled the blindfold off my head and I blinked in the

brightness, my eyes not yet used to the light.

Across from me sat a very handsome man with blond hair and

blue eyes. By his pale skin, I could see he was a vampire. His hair was

shorn almost to his skull on the sides but longer on top. His square

jaw and muscles suggested he was a fighter or soldier. Kier lay on a

couch beside me and I couldn’t see Chelsea anywhere.

“Hello, beautiful,” the man said and I jerked my head back to look

in his eyes. He smiled slowly. “So you’re Kier’s pet?”

“I’m no one’s pet,” I said, my voice shaking from nerves.

“My boys tell me that Kier claimed you as his pet. If you aren’t, it

means any one of us can claim you,” he said, waving at the other men

standing in the room, staring at me. “I kind of like your scent. You’re

sweet. I’d like you for myself. If you say you’re not Kier’s…”

I frowned. “I’m not anyone’s—.”
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“She’s mine,” Kier said from the couch, the black hood still over

his head. “She’s new and doesn’t understand our ways. Leave

her alone.”

His voice sounded strained, as if he was in pain, and of course I

remembered the blows that landed on him during the fight and the

sound of gunfire.

“Fair enough,” the man said. “I’ll respect the rules, but I don’t know

how you’ll care for her since you’re going back into hibernation. You

have to pay me if you want to keep her alive and out of someone else’s

clutches. Do you have any funds to transfer?”

“I just got out of hibernation,” Kier said, his voice sounding frus‐
trated. “Give me some time. I’ll pay you handsomely, if you return her

to her cottage and compel her to forget.”

“No,” I said, looking at the vampire’s eyes. “I don’t want to forget.

Compel me to silence, but don’t make me forget.”

“Aww, isn’t that sweet, Kier?” the man said. “She doesn’t want to

forget you.” He smiles evilly at me.

“She should, even if she doesn’t want to,” Kier said, his voice

resigned. “If I can’t be free, I don’t want her part of our world. She

should be made to forget me and that vampires exist.”

“If you can arrange the funds, I’ll comply,” the vampire replied.

Then he motioned to a guard who sat Kier up and took the hood off

his head. The man cut the ties that bound Kier’s hands so he was free.

He rubbed them and I could see the red marks where the ties bit into

Kier’s skin. There was some blood on his face, and his eye was swollen

almost shut. He was still handsome, despite the bruise flowering

under his eye.

“Are you okay?” I asked softly for I did worry about him, even

though I was afraid.

“I’m fine,” he replied, and his expression softened. “You don’t have

to worry about me. I’ve done longer time before. Someone will

rescue me.”

I nodded, and bit my bottom lip, feeling all emotional all of a

sudden. “I don’t want to forget you,” I said truthfully, for I didn't. I

wanted to remember him. He was the scariest and most exciting thing
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that ever happened to me. “Don’t make me forget you. I want to

remember you. I want to remember all this.”

Kier shook his head. “If you remember, you might become

involved again in our world. It’s best for you to escape now, while you

can. I’m telling you the truth, Calla. This world will kill you, eventu‐
ally. You'll either be dead or vampire. There is no other option unless

you forget.”

I frowned, for as much as I was glad to be going back to the

cottage, I felt a heaviness in my chest at the thought of never seeing

Kier again. I didn't want to forget him – what happened between us.

Our kiss…

“Please…”

He shook his head. “It’s for your own good. This is your chance,

Calla. You have to take it. Now, no more arguing.”

I said nothing, sadness enveloping me that I’d forget him. If I could

at least remember, it would be something exciting I could think of

when I was living my very ordinary and boring life back in Portland.

Instead, I’d go back to my dreary life, back to my dreary school, and

I'd never know what happened and what might have happened, if Kier

hadn’t been put back into hibernation.

Despite everything, my mind went to what might have happened –

maybe Kier and I would have become lovers. He’d be the one to take

my virginity. He’d take me on a trip to Montreal and I’d get to see the

vampire world.

Somehow, it seemed so much more appealing than going back to

my safe world in Oregon.

Then I remember Chelsea.

“You’ll let Chelsea go too, right?” My heart rate increased.

“Sorry,” the man replied, shaking his head. “No can do. I’ve claimed

her as booty.”

“I’ll pay you to let her go,” Kier said. “I’ll pay nicely.”

“She’s too sweet,” the man replied, his arms crossed. “I already

claimed her. She’s mine. Sorry.”

I panicked, glancing from the man to Kier and back again,

desperate to convince him to let her go.
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“Please, no,” I pleaded. “You have to let her go. She’s my best

friend and—.”

“She’s mine, now,” the man said, taking the chair and placing it

back at the table. “She’s coming with me to Montreal. I’m flying Kier

there as well, since his brother’s putting him in the family crypt.”

“What makes you think you can get me there without any of my

people stopping you?” Kier offered. I hoped he was right but all I

could think of was that Chelsea was being taken by this vampire to

Montreal and I’d be sent back to Oregon with my mind wiped clear of

memories.

“Your people don’t even know you’re alive.”

Kier frowned at that. I couldn't let them take Chelsea to Montreal.

I had to go with them so I could try to save her.

“Let me come with you,” I pleaded once more to Kier, desperate to

be allowed to go with them. “Take me there and let me stay with

Chelsea. I don’t want her to be alone.”

Kier frowned. “No, Calla, you don’t understand. She’ll be his pet. If

you’re there, you must be under someone’s protection and I won’t be

there to protect you. You won’t be safe.”

“Neither will Chelsea. Let me go with her.” I turned to Gerard.

“Take me with you. I’ll be your servant or something. Anything. I

don’t want to forget and I don’t want Chelsea to be alone.”

Gerard glanced between us like he was deciding.

I turned to Kier but he shook his head. “I’ll pay you extra not to

take her with you.”

“No, please!” I pleaded. “Anything. Let me go with you.”

Gerard held out his hands, pleadingly, a grin on his face. “How can

I turn down such a lovely young woman?” He turned to me. “You can

be a servant. You’ll help around the house, cook, clean. Don’t go

looking for any help from Kier. He’s going to be nothing more than a

dried-out piece of rawhide in a few weeks. You’ll answer to me.”

“I’ll pay you extra to keep her intact,” Kier said and I wondered

what he means by intact. Did he mean my virginity? I turned to him,

frowning.
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“Don’t let anyone even touch her,” Kier said once more, his voice

low. “I’ve claimed her and my claim is legitimate.”

“You know the rules. If you can’t protect her, the claim will be

invalidated.”

“I also know that I can transfer her care to someone else who

accepts it. I’ll transfer her care to you along with all the funds in my

bank account. Calla told me that you can transfer money from one

bank to another with a touch of a key on the keyboard.”

Gerard smiled, his arms crossed. “My, my, my,” he said. “You really

like this girl.”

“I want her cared for as if I was returning soon. I may not be, but I

want her parents compelled and I want her to be safe. She should get a

proper education and be looked after according to tradition.”

Gerard nodded, seemingly accepting Kier's terms. “You need to

wake the other one,” he said, gesturing with his head to Chelsea who

still lies sleeping on the other couch. “She’ll need to eat and shower

before we leave.”

Kier struggled up and went over to Chelsea, grimacing, his face

contorted in pain. He finally knelt beside her and touched her face.

“Chelsea,” he said in a soft voice. “It’s time to wake up.”

She blinked and startled, then jerked upright, her expression one

of total shock.

“What happened?” she gasped, glancing around. “Where are we?”

“Shh,” Kier said, and took her face in his hands. “You’re fine. You’re

not at all upset. You’re with Gerard now as his pet. You think it’s

going to be great fun and are not upset. Your parents will be happy to

know you’re going away to school in Montreal. Everything’s going to

be fine.”

She nodded, her expression blank. Then, she smiled. “Everything’s

going to be fine.”

“Put something in about obeying me,” Gerard said and I made a

face at him, rolling my eyes.

“Do you have to compel human women to obey you?” I can't help

saying in a disgusted voice.
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“Of course,” Gerard replied. “It makes it easier. Everyone wants a

well-trained pet.”

“Unbelievable,” I muttered and turned to Kier, who raised his

eyebrows.

“Calla, you’re going to have to be well-behaved with Gerard, who

will now be your master. Do I have to compel you as well?”

I shook my head quickly, not wanting to be compelled at all.

“No,” I replied, chastened. “Of course not. I’ll behave. I promise.”

“Compel her too,” Gerard said, waving in my direction. “I don’t

want any problems.”

“I’ll pay you more—.”

“No,” Gerard insisted. “Compel her to be obedient. I can’t promise

anything unless you do.”

“All right,” Kier said and came to my side. He sat beside me and

took my face in his hands, looking in my eyes, his expression very

serious and stern. Since Gerard was standing behind him, he couldn't

see Kier’s face when Kier raised his eyebrows suggestively.

“Now, Calla,” he said, his voice firm. “You’re to obey Gerard. No

disobedience. He is not going to touch you or drink your blood or

give you to anyone else, so you must obey him until I return. Do you

understand?”

I didn't feel compelled, but I thought he intended me to pretend, so

I didn't hesitate.

“I understand,” I said, keeping my voice flat.

“Good girl,” he said and smiled briefly. “No disobedience. Watch

out for Chelsea and look after her. I hope I’ll be able to see you again,

and I’m so sorry this happened. I never meant for any of this to

take place.”

I heard the regret in his voice.

“I know,” I said softly and at that moment, what I wanted most was

to kiss him once before we go, so I did. I leaned closer to him and I

didn't care if Gerard or Chelsea were watching. I kissed Kier on the

mouth, and as I closed my eyes, I saw that his were wide open in

surprise.
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When the kiss ended, he pulled back and stroked my cheek.

"Sweet Calla. How sorry I am that I ever met you, and yet, how

glad as well. Thank you for everything. I'll do everything in my power

to get both you and Chelsea back home safe."

"I know," I said, tears in my eyes despite everything.
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K I E R

WE DROVE through the deserted streets to a highway bordering the

ocean. I’d been shot, the silver bullet preventing me from fighting

back. I was losing blood, my strength seeping out of me with each

passing moment. My hands were shackled behind my back and I

couldn’t move. A sign beside the road read Wakonda Beach State
Airport. Soon, the vehicle left Waldport city limits and drove on the

deserted road.

Helpless, I lay in silence and glanced out the window. The moon

was almost setting by the time we reached the airport a couple of

miles outside of town. It cast an eerie light over the runway and

hangar.

"Here we are," Gerard said. "I have a private plane from your

brother. We'll fly to Montreal and he'll deal with you. I don't want any

resistance on the trip or our deal will be off."

I nodded. "I won't fight you. Neither will Calla or Chelsea. Isn't

that right?"

I turned to them and both Chelsea and Calla nodded. Calla had

understood my intent when I didn’t compel her completely. She

would pretend to be under my control, and would remain that way as

long as she was obedient and didn’t show any resistance. If she did, I’d
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have to compel her in truth. I wanted to afford her as much freedom

as possible.

We drove up to the building and the soldiers dragged the three of

us out of the vehicles, before loading us unceremoniously into a small

airplane. I was unfamiliar with the design, and marveled that the tech‐
nology had improved so much that mortals could actually fly. Of

course, there had been zeppelins in use before I had been imprisoned,

but not this kind of machine.

There wasn’t much room, and so Calla and I were seated together

in one row and Chelsea was placed in the row behind us.

"My hands hurt," Calla said quietly. "Can I have them moved to

the front?"

Gerard looked at her closely, then nodded. He gestured to one of

the soldiers, who came to Calla and removed the old restraints,

allowing her to rub her wrists. She placed them in front of her and he

put new restraints.

The men who held us had special weapons armed with silver

bullets. Gerard loaded his weapon, holding up each bullet, the smooth

metal catching the light of the moon as he clicked it into the weapon’s

magazine clip.

“This is insurance," he said, eyeing me with a slight grin on his lips.

"When the time comes, you cooperate or I’ll have to put another one

of these inside of you."

I said nothing in reply. I was still bleeding, a dark stain spreading

out from the bullet wounds in my chest. I seemed became weaker by

the moment, and was barely able to hold myself up. Finally, I slumped

in my seat. My eyes closed tightly as a wave of pain swept through me.

“You’re really bleeding,” Calla said in shock. “I didn’t think

vampires could bleed. I thought you said vampires are undying. Can
you die?”

“Damn hard to kill us,” I managed between teeth gritted from pain.

“Silver weakens us, prevents us from healing. Beheading kills us as

does the sunlight and fire. I won’t die, but I’ll wish I could. I’ll be too

weak to do anything until I get more blood.”
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“Keep quiet,” Gerard said. He knocked me on the side of the head

with the muzzle of his weapon. I blinked, the pain almost blinding.

“He’s bleeding,” Calla said in protest.

“He’s fine,” Gerard replied. “Just weakened. I don’t want any resis‐
tance. He doesn't need to reveal all our secrets to you.” He pointed the

weapon at Calla. “Now, keep your mouth shut or I’ll shut it for you.”

He held up a roll of duct tape and looked at Calla pointedly.

“I won’t fight,” she said and leaned back in her seat.

Finally, I felt the vehicle move. It left the building and we drove to

a long strip of pavement before rolling with increasing speed until I

felt the airplane lift off softly, rising up into the night sky. I watched

out the window beside me and wondered if I’d survive the flight.
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C A L L A

JUST OVER TWO HOURS LATER, we arrived at the small private airport

outside of Denver. The guards moved us to a larger jet, and we were

separated by several rows of seats so we couldn’t talk to each other.

This flight took hours – I had no way of knowing how long, but I

knew that the trip from Denver to Montreal had to take at least five

hours, depending on the route we took and how many times we

stopped.

When it started to get light, Gerard threw a hood over Kier’s head

and roughly pushed him down. The blinds on the windows were all

closed so no light could get in. I sat two rows behind Kier, and as

much as I wanted to check on him to see how he was, I couldn't, not

wanting to anger the guards or Gerard.

Before we landed, after a stop in some unknown airport along the

route, hours had passed and I needed to use the bathroom terribly.

"Can I use the restroom?" I asked Gerard when he passed, on his

way to check on Kier.

Gerard frowned, but nodded, admitting me to the washroom,

cutting the ties that bound my wrists. I took a quick pee and then

stared at my face in the mirror as I washed my hands. I looked a mess,

my eyes bloodshot, my hair a mess, a bruise on my cheek.
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"Thank you," I said when I left the toilet.

He said nothing, and fastened fresh zip ties around my wrists

once more.

I went back to my seat, glancing at Kier on my way past.

"Are you okay?" I whispered.

He didn’t answer but I saw his head move up and down briefly.

"Go back to your seat," Gerard said, his voice gruff.

I did, resigned to being unable to do anything but comply.

We landed at a small airport somewhere outside of Montreal. The

plane taxied into a hanger and once we were fully inside and the

hangar doors closed, the guards hauled Kier off the plane. Chelsea and

I followed, walking beside each other.

She met my eyes and gave me a smile. "Are you okay?" she

whispered.

"No talking," a guard said and shoved Chelsea.

We said nothing more after that.

The three of us were loaded into a limousine with darkened

windows. Kier was thrown in and sprawled on the seat, while Chelsea

and I sat across from him on the bench seat facing him.

He still had his hood on, his arms zip-tied behind his back. Blood

stained his shirt and jacket.

We drove in silence through the streets. Dawn had just come and I

was able to watch the city as we drove through it. There appeared to

be two parts: one modern, with new buildings and roads like you'd see

in any city in North America and a second city, this one old, with

cobblestone streets and old gothic buildings.

We finally arrived at a huge mansion in the hills, surrounded by

thick trees and high wrought iron fences with barbed wire and secu‐
rity cameras. We stopped at a gate, and then when the gate opened, we

drove through to the front entrance of the huge house. Red brick,

Victorian style, with quaint shuttered windows, it was impressive.

The guards picked Kier up roughly and dragged him up the stairs to

the entryway and through huge double doors. There was a huge

vaulted ceiling in the entryway, marble floors and a wide staircase

leading to the second floor. It was just about the biggest house I had
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ever been in. We were greeted by another thuggish-looking vampire

who spoke to the others, and then glanced at me.

“Who the fuck is she?”

“His pet,” Gerard said. “She’s marked. By all rights, I had to bring

her along.”

“The Master didn’t say Kier had a pet.”

“Rules are rules,” Gerard said with a shrug. "He was the prince."

"Not anymore."

While Kier lay bleeding on the floor, his face mushed against the

marble, I listened to the vampires debate the rules about pets and

whether Evan would be angry.

“When’s he scheduled to arrive?” Gerard asked.

“Tonight,” the other thug said. I named him “moustache” because

of the neatly trimmed moustache on his upper lip. I named the third

vampire Baldy because he had a shaved head. They all dressed in a

similar manner, in black, with jeans and black windbreakers, as if they

were ATF or FBI.

They turned to look at me with what felt like anger. I realized I

was a complication for which they hadn’t planned.

Moustache seemed to be the superior, for he strode over to me and

stood before me with his hands on his hips.

“What’s your name, cherie?” he said in a voice that sounded toler‐
ant, if a bit frustrated.

“Calla,” I said, my throat dry from fear. “Calla Franklin.”

“Who are you?” he said, gesturing to Chelsea.

"Chelsea McDonald."

"Kier has two pets? My, he worked fast…"

“She’s mine,” Gerard said with a shrug. “I’ve already claimed her as

a spoil.”

With that, Moustache left us, leaving through a side door. Baldy

motioned to two vampires, who took hold of Kier under his arms and

began to drag him towards the back of the house. One of the other

men escorted Chelsea. I walked between them and Gerard.

I glanced around, wondering whether I could escape and what I’d

do if I could. There was a lot of security. I noticed guards at the door
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and walking around the perimeter of the building when we drove up.

There was probably no escape, but still, I tried to memorize the layout

of the house as we passed through a long hallway to the rear of the

building and to a set of stairs leading to a basement.

The building was old, with stone walls and smelled of wet rock and

damp wood. We passed a furnace room and I saw inside a huge boiler

heating system, with pipes clad in aluminum. The next room was a set

of jail cells, complete with iron bars, a single toilet and a cot inside each

one. The guard unlocked one of the cells and pushed Chelsea inside.

"You're staying in here until we come to get you."

She sat on the cot. The other guard opened a cell and threw Kier

onto the cot as well.

“What are we going to do with her?” one of the guards asked.

“She’s his pet, so she goes in with him," Gerard replied.

“But he’ll feed off her and regain his strength,” the guard, his voice

doubtful.

“Rules are rules,” Baldy said, his hands on his hips. “She’s his pet.

By all rights, she has to be in with him.”

“You,” Baldy said to me. “In with him.” He motioned to the cell and

I went inside.

“Can you take these off?” I asked, hoping he’d free me so I might be

able to escape. “I need to use the toilet.”

Baldy shook his head in disapproval, but complied, using a knife to

cut the plastic ties. “Don’t try anything funny. There are guards

outside the door and cameras watching you. You can't escape so don't

bother trying.”

He pointed to the ceiling. There, I saw a video camera pointed into

the cell.

“I don’t get any privacy when I have to use the toilet?”

“Get used to it,” Baldy said, shaking his head. “I don’t know how

long Mr. MacLaughlan will keep you and Kier here so you better just

ignore it.”

I glanced up at the camera and sighed heavily. I’d hold it as long as

I could. I did not want to be watched when I was using the bathroom.
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Instead, I went right over to Kier and checked him out. He looked

terrible, his face deathly white – even more so than usual. He was

unconscious, or seemed like it, his breathing so slow I was afraid he

was dead dead.

“Kier,” I said softly, turning his face to mine. “Are you awake?”

I saw his eyelids flutter and knew he could hear me, but perhaps he

was too weak to speak.

“Please,” he whispered. “I need your blood…”

I pulled away, not wanting to really offer him my wrist.

“I don’t know…” I said tentatively.

“Please, Calla,” he said once more. “Just a mouthful. As long as I

have this bullet in me, I can't heal. Take it out.”

"I can't take it out. I'm not a surgeon."

"Just dig in and remove it. You must."

I grimaced. When I pulled his jacket open and unbuttoned his shirt

to reveal his bare chest, I saw the gaping wound.

"You want me to dig in with my fingers and pull it out?"

He nodded. "Quickly. Give me something to bite on. There's a

handkerchief in my pocket."

I removed the handkerchief and rolled it up, then I placed it in his

mouth. He bit down and in a muffled voice, spoke.

"Now."

I took in a deep breath and pushed my finger into the wound,

feeling around for the bullet. His flesh was cool and wet and I felt

something hard just an inch deep. I pushed my finger down along side

it and tried to pry it out.

In response, Kier grimaced and groaned. I tried harder, finally

prying it up and out. Once it was out of his body, he seemed to

improve immediately.

I didn’t want him to drink my blood, but I thought I’d be safer if he

were stronger so once he was able to sit up on his own, I relented

finally and held my wrist out to him. He reached up and took it in his

hand and pulled it to his mouth. I felt a sharp bright pain as his teeth

pierced the flesh again and then a sucking at the wound. His grip
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tightened and he sucked harder, and for a moment, I worried that he

wouldn’t be able to stop.

“Please,” I said and tried to pull away, but he held firm. I pulled

hard and then finally, he released me, a red stain of my blood on his

lips. His eyes were closed and he panted for a moment, but then he

opened his eyes and stared into mine. I could see the strength return

and even a touch of color in his cheeks.

I held my wrist, examining the wound, but it had already stopped

bleeding.

Kier struggled to sit up but then straightened his clothes, his jacket

and shirt. He ran a hand over his hair and cricked his neck.

“That’s better,” he said and took in a deep breath. Then he looked

in my eyes. “I’m sorry this happened to you. I never meant any harm

to come to you.”

I said nothing in return but I was thinking that he put me in

danger when he showed up at my cottage. He was on the run from

what he thought were his family’s enemies. How could I not be in

danger from him?

I turned away and sighed, not wanting to get into an argument. He

was a vampire. He could kill me if he wanted. None of the guards or

even Kier’s brother would care.

Then, a guard came and unlocked the cell, gesturing to me.

"You," he said and pointed to the door. "You and your friend are to

come with me."

"I'm Kier's pet," I said in protest, not wanting to leave Kier.

"You're no one's pet until my Master says so. He'll decide what to

do with you. You're in the City now and he's the Prince."

He unlocked Chelsea's cell and the two of us stood, leaving our

adjoining cells.

Kier stayed behind, and as I went through the door, I glanced back

and saw him sitting there, his dark hair falling into his blue blue eyes.

I hoped against hope that it wouldn't be the last time.
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K I E R

I SPENT the entire day in my cell, pacing, wondering when one of my

family members would finally come and speak with me, explain to me

why I was being held captive.

Had they all betrayed me? Even my sisters?

Certainly Laurice would be on my side… She was the one closest

to me of all my siblings. We were temperamentally opposite but

complemented each other’s personalities. She was bubbly to my sober

reflectiveness, yet we seemed to understand each other on a deeper

level.

I couldn’t accept that she would forsake me, believing the terrible

lies that had been told about me and what happened while I was in

San Francisco.

When a guard opened the door to my cell, I sat up, wondering

which one of my brethren had come to visit.

Jerome Montague, my family’s solicitor.

I recognized him despite the fact he was now clean shaven and had

his head shaved, wearing clothing that was unfamiliar to me. A

vampire did not age once they were turned, but they could grow pale

and thin if they did not drink enough blood. He looked plump and

flush. Well-fed, in other words.
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“Kier,” he said and came into my cell, pulling a chair with him. He

held a file under his arm and a bottle of blood for me, which he

handed over before he sat on his chair.

“Why are you here?” I asked, drinking down the blood, in need of

its healing properties. I leaned forward. “Where is my brother and

why am I being imprisoned?”

“You must know of the charges against you?”

“I do, and they’re all false,” I said, anger boiling up inside of me

once more. “I had no trial. There was no solicitor to represent me. I

saw none of the evidence they brought forward. I was set up.”

“That may be but you were found guilty in absentia based on the

evidence we saw. Evidence that put you in the house where the two

young mortals were murdered, drained of their blood without lawful

permission.”

"I had nothing to do with it. I never touched either one."

"You were the only new person in the home at that time."

"Any one of a number of vampires present could have killed her. I

assure you, it wasn't me."

He shrugged, unconvinced. I could not fathom why he would not

believe me but would instead believe those who falsely accused me.

"Evan intends to maintain you in a prison in the city, now that

we've found you again."

"I demand to speak to him. I demand to speak to the city magister."

He stood, and adjusted his jacket. "You have no power to demand

anything. Laurice is coming to visit you – against advice. You can

speak to her, have her plead your case, but that's all. You'll be moved

to cells as soon as one has been prepared for you. You'll stay there for

the rest of your sentence."

I frowned. "Which was?"

He went to the door and held onto the knob. "Two life sentences.

You have at least another fifty years to go on the original two. More,

once you're prosecuted for the death of several mortals in California."

"What?"

"Three dead, all within twenty miles of your cell."

I thought back to the man who rescued me and the two men I had
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drank from immediately after escaping. All three had been alive, but

weak, when I left them.

Surely they would have survived?

”I killed no one,” I said in protest. “I made sure the mortals I drank

from were all live when I left them."

He raised his eyebrows. "After one hundred years of incarceration,

I'm sure you had no control over your bloodlust. You can expect

another three life sentences. You'll be gone for at least another two

hundred and sixty years, depending on whether we find any more

victims."

With that, he closed the door, leaving me alone to stew.

I had done nothing. I killed no one.

I hadn’t purposely killed anyone since the wars of the sixteenth

century among my kind that put my father on the throne. Since that

time, vampires had divided ourselves into those who abided by The

Law and those who were outlaw. As King of the McDermott coven,

which included minor families in Scotland and England, plus

everyone in Upper and Lower Canada (now, Eastern Canada), our

family protected all those under our domain, including mortals.

We didn’t kill.

I didn’t kill.

HOURS LATER, the lock on my cell clanged and the door opened to

admit my sister, Laurice.

“Finally!” I stood, my hands still shackled, wanting to embrace her

but being unable. “I thought no one from the family would come to

my rescue.”

She came to me, her hands on my shoulders, and looked me in the

eye. Her expression said everything. She thought I was guilty as well.

“I’m not here to rescue you, brother,” she said softly. “Just to say

goodbye.”

“What?” I looked deep in her eyes, unable to accept that she’d

believe I could kill. “I haven’t killed a mortal for hundreds of years.

How can you even think it?”
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She sighed and sat down on the bench. I sat beside her, my chest

heavy with sadness that she believed me a killer.

“There was evidence,” she said softly. “Your possessions left in the

room where the girls were found. After you escaped, the bodies of the

men you killed… There were no other registered vampires in the area.

Just you.”

“I didn’t do it,” I said, a sinking feeling overtaking me. “I didn’t kill

any of them. I swear to you on my family’s memory — on my sons’

memory — that I never killed them. I never touched the girls. The

vagrants I drank from were all alive when I left. They had enough

blood to survive, although they’d be weak.”

She looked deeply in my eyes once more. “You swear to me? On

your sons’ memory? On our father’s memory?”

“I do swear to you on all of it. My sons. Our father’s name. On our

family’s honor.”

She exhaled, and leaned back. “I’ll talk to Evan, but he’s deter‐
mined to put you in prison.”

“What about my right to a trial? What about waking Father?”

She reached out and touched me. “You don’t know?”

I shook my head, a feeling of dread seeping into my very bones.

Then of course, it hit me. “He’s dead?”

She nodded. “Soon after you were imprisoned. There was a

battle… The Spencers attacked the mansion and it was taken. Father’s

crypt was opened. He was staked, his body exposed.”

Grief gripped my heart. “Mother?”

“She survived, escaping with Evan and the rest of the family.”

“How did they get into the crypt?”

“Dynamite,” she said, her voice low. “They blasted through

the walls.”

I covered my face and tried to comprehend the reality that now,

my brother Evan was the Prince of The City. It would have been me,

but I had been imprisoned for all this time…

“Evan won’t even see me?”

She shook her head. “He says you’re a traitor. That you arranged

the attack with the Spencers before you left and it’s because of you
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that Father’s dead. He thought it was suspicious that you went when

you did instead of sending someone else to set up the new offices. He

said it was too convenient.”

“So he thinks I’m a parricide as well as an ordinary murderer…”

She gave me a sad smile.

“Laurice, I went to San Francisco because I love to build. You

know that. I went to every new office when the locations were being

selected and during the build. I hired the staff…”

“I know that, but Evan said the timing was so suspicious. Your

encouragement of our alliance with the Spencers just added to the

suspicion. Then, you killed those young girls… It seemed you

went rogue.”

“Impossible.”

I sat and passed the whole business over in my mind, trying to

determine who my true enemy was — the Spencer family or my own

brother.

“What happened?”

“Our forces eventually pushed the Spencers out and the Elder

Spencer was sentenced to death. The sons are imprisoned and their

children are now in our service. Their family is disinherited. We’ve

taken their lands and titles and awarded them to the Campbells, who

fought with us.”

I held my head in my hands and tried to absorb it all.

I sat up. “What will happen to the girl who came with me and her

friend? They’re innocents in this.”

“Evan said he’d award them to the soldiers who captured you,

as booty.”

“But Calla is my pet. I’ve claimed her. I’ve asked Gerard to be her

protector in my absence. He’s sworn to return her and her friend to

their families. To wipe their memories…”

“You can’t pay his price. Your inheritance has been frozen. You

have no money, Kier. If you can’t pay, he won’t take them on.”

I ran my cuffed hands through my hair, exasperated.

“Please, ask Evan to come and see me at least once before he

sentences me.”
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She stood and straightened her dress. “I’ll try but his heart is hard‐
ened because of Father’s death, which he blames on you.”

I stood and went to where she was beside the door. “Is this good‐
bye? Please come back and see me again, no matter what happens.”

“I will, brother,” she said and stroked my cheek with clear affec‐
tion. “I still love you, even if Evan has shut off all emotions towards

you.”

“Thank you,” I said and she embraced me, and I was helpless to do

anything because of my restraints. She kissed my cheeks and then left,

her eyes brimming with tears.

HOURS PASSED, and I watched the small beam of sunlight move across

the far wall of my cell as the day ended and night came around once

more. I lost all hope that Calla and Chelsea would be returned to their

homes and families. The fate that awaited them made my heart

squeeze for I knew that they would become nothing more than food

to my brother’s guards — a rough lot who saw mortals as feedstock

rather than people.

Finally, more than twenty four hours after Laurice left me, the

guards opened my door and admitted my younger brother, Evan.

They entered the cell with him, their weapons drawn and at the

ready — as if I could do anything to him, considering my silver

restraints. I’d had nothing more than a small cup of blood since earlier

the previous night and was weak.

“You wanted to see me?”

I frowned, scarcely believing my brother could be so cold-hearted

towards me.

“Of course I did, brother,” I said, trying to stand, but having to sit

back down again due to weakness. “I want to plead my case with you,

and ask that I be given a fair trial with counsel. I’ve not had that. I

protest my innocence completely of all charges.”

His face remained like stone, his eyes half-lidded. He so resembled

my father despite the fact that his hair had been shorn and his beard

shaven. Dark eyes glared back at me, accusatory. His fists were
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clenched at his side, like he was holding himself back from attacking

me.

“I’ve seen the evidence as has the magister. It’s clear enough you

conspired with the Spencers, with Mark Spencer in particular, to kill

our father and take over as Prince.”

I shook my head vehemently. “I did not. I deny it completely. I

never met with Mark Spencer — not in the year before I left for San

Francisco. You can ask him.”

“No, I cant,” Evan said, one corner of his mouth turning up in a

grin. “He’s dead. Killed when our forces retook the mansion.”

I stared at the floor, not knowing how to appeal to my brother. He

truly believed I was guilty of arranging the murder of our father.

“If you won’t grant me a trial, please send the two young women

back to their homes for me. They’re innocent bystanders in all this

and should have their memories wiped and returned to their

families.”

“The guards have already asked to claim them because of your

inability to protect them.”

“Please,” I said, my gut in a knot over the fate Calla and Chelsea

would face if they became pets for the guards. “Let me wipe their

memories and please send them back. I appeal to your mercy, brother.

It’s the honorable thing to do.”

He stared at me, a muscle in his jaw tensing. “All right. I’ll send

them to you. You can wipe their memories and I’ll return them. But

you must promise me that you won’t fight me in this matter. You must

swear allegiance to me and accept whatever the outcome of your trial

may be.”

“I’ll get a trial?”

“Of course you’ll get a trial,” Evan said, practically spitting the

words out. “Do you think I’m a corrupt tyrant?”

I shook my head, not wanting to enrage him any further. “No, not

at all. You must understand how I feel.”

“I don’t. I don’t know how you could conspire with the Spencers to

kill our father. How you could plan the deaths of our family with the

notion that you could take over as Prince of the City.”

THE VAMPIRE’S  PET

99



“I didn’t,” I said, pleadingly. “Evan, you must believe me. I would

never do such a thing. Never.”

“Spare me your protestations of innocence. Save it for the

magister.”

Then, he turned and left, the guards closing the heavy steel door

behind them, leaving me alone once more.
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C A L L A

CHELSEA and I were thrown unceremoniously into a cell a few doors

down from where they were keeping Kier. The room had a tiny

window in the upper corner admitting only a thin sliver of light,

which shone on the far wall. The walls were thick and damp, and the

floors smelled of wet earth. A bucket sat on the floor beside a cot with

a stained mattress and a hard stone bench.

That was it.

“What now?” Chelsea asked as we sat together on the mattress.

“I have no idea,” I said. “Kier’s brother is supposed to decide what

to do with us. Maybe he’ll pay Gerard to protect us while we’re here.

Kier promised he would…”

We sat in silence for a moment, both of us lost in our own

thoughts.

“Do you think they’ll let us go back?”

I shrugged, unsure of what Kier’s brother would decide.

Time passed and no one seemed interested in us. Several hours

later, a guard opened the door and admitted a beautiful young woman

inside. She wore a long black jacket and black slacks, and her dark

hair was piled high on her head in a messy bun. She was a vampire,
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her skin white. She resembled Kier in her bone structure, but had

dark eyes.

She glanced at us both, her eyes moving over us. “My brother

wants to protect the two of you. He wants to send you back to your

home and families.”

“He apologized to us both,” I said, defending him. I believed him

that he was set up, and had been falsely accused of killing someone.

“He never meant either of us to be harmed. He planned to wipe both

our memories before he left, when his brother came to rescue him.”

She nodded. “Tell me what happened — from the beginning,” she

said and motioned to us both to sit.

I did, recounting everything I could remember about Kier from

the time I saw him in the flock of bats to the time the guards showed

up. I even told her about him lying in bed with me but not touching

me. Only taking a mouthful or two of my blood.

She sighed like this whole thing was a burden. “I’ll plead your case

with my brother, the Prince, but you must know his heart is hardened

against Kier. He believes that Kier arranged with an enemy to kill our

father.”

I frowned, unable to believe that Kier would do that. “He never

said anything bad about Evan or your father. He had no idea that your

father was dead. He only wanted to get back to his family. He was sure

that Evan would rescue him. He’s innocent,” I said, convinced of it. “I

know he is.”

She nodded her head, her eyes softening. “I believe he is as well. I’ll

do what I can to convince my brother to send you two back at least. I

can’t promise anything else. Hopefully, you’ll wake up back in your

home and remember nothing of any of this.”

I bit my tongue, wanting to protest, not wanting to forget Kier or

any of what happened to Chelsea and me. I wanted to remember Kier.

“Can I see Kier before we go back?” I said, not wanting to leave

without saying goodbye.

“As his pet, he has rights to remove your memories. You’ll see him

once before you go — if I can convince my brother.”

“Thank you.”
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She left us, the guards closing the door behind them and then

Chelsea and I waited, wondering what our fate would be.

HOURS LATER, two guards came and opened the doors, motioning to

us to come with them.

We obeyed, walking between them down the hall to the cell where

Kier was being imprisoned. The door to Kier’s cell was open and

inside I saw the back of a tall man wearing dark clothing, jacket and

slacks. His bearing was regal, and his hands were on his hips. When he

turned, he had a scowl on his face.

Evan.

I’d seen his photo on the business website. He looked enough like

Kier, except for the dark eyes, that even if I hadn’t seen his picture, I’d

know who he was.

“There you are,” he said, his voice impatient. “Come in and let’s get

this over with.”

We were shoved closer to Kier, who stood, his hands in silver

shackles, a heavy chain attached to similar shackles on his ankles.

“Calla,” he said, his voice soft, apologetic. “Chelsea. Please accept

my apologies for this—.”

“Get on with it,” Evan interrupted, his voice impatient.

“Come closer,” Kier said. “Chelsea first.”

Chelsea stepped closer, glancing at me before she did. I nodded,

urging her forward.

Then, Kier raised his cuffed hands up and held onto Chelsea’s face.

He looked in her eyes and spoke to her, his voice firm.

“Chelsea, you’re going to go back home to your family. You won’t

remember anything about what happened from the time you arrived

at Calla’s cottage to the time you return. You won’t remember

anything about vampires once you cross the threshold of this house.

When you get off the plane, you will forget everything that happened

up until that time. You will think that you had a wonderful time with

Calla while her parents were away. The two of you talked about

everything, spent time on the beach, and nothing more. You won’t
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remember anything about me as soon as you leave this room. Do you

understand?”

Chelsea nodded, her voice low. “I understand.”

“Good,” Kier said and pointed to me. “Now, you, Calla.”

I went to where Chelsea had stood and Kier took my face in his

hands as he had Chelsea. He looked deeply in my eyes and I expected

him to start compelling me but instead, he leaned down and kissed

me, his eyes closing as he did.

We kissed, our mouths pressing against each other, and I felt so

much emotion sweep through me. My eyes tearing up at the thought

I’d never see him again or remember him.

“Get on with it,” Evan repeated, his voice gruff.

Our kiss ended and Kier’s eyes were soft when he pulled away. He

wiped my tears off my cheek with his finger and then cleared his

throat.

He repeated what he’d said to Chelsea. I didn’t feel compelled, but

what did I know about vampire compulsion?

When I looked in Kier’s eyes, I tried to see meaning in them, see

some kind of message in his voice or the way he held my face in his

hands, but I could detect nothing different.

I repeated the words “I understand” even though I didn’t feel

compelled, but I knew that if I didn’t, they would never let me leave.

When we were escorted out of the cell, I glanced back before I left

the room and saw Kier standing there, such pain on his face, like he

regretted that I’d forget him, and that we’d never see each other again.

His kiss had been passionate. He didn’t want me to forget.

When I left the room, though, and as Chelsea and I were led out of

the building to a waiting SUV, I remembered him.

I remembered him…

END OF PART ONE

PART TWO of THE VAMPIRE’S PET to be released in August!

S.  E.  LUND

104



A B O U T  T H E  A U T H O R

S. E. Lund is a writer and former policy wonk who lives with her
family of humans and animals in a century-old house on a quiet tree-
lined street in a small city in Western Canada. She dreams of living in
a warmer climate by the ocean where she can smell the salt air when
she opens her window and snow is just a word in a dictionary.

Sign up for the S. E. Lund Mailing List and get free eBooks,
updates on new releases, upcoming sales and giveaways as well as
sneak previews before everyone else. She hates spam and will never
share your information!

Sign up below:

http://eepurl.com/1Wcz5

For More Information

www.selund.com
selund2012@gmail.com

 





A L S O  B Y  S .  E .  L U N D

PARANORMAL ROMANCE

THE DOMINION SERIES

Dominion: Book 1 in the Dominion Series

Ascension: Book 2 in the Dominion Series

Retribution: Book 3 in the Dominion Series

Resurrection: Book 4 in the Dominion Series

Redemption: Book 5 in the Dominion Series

THE VAMPIRE’S PET SERIES

The Vampire’s Pet: Part One: Prince of the City

The Vampire’s Pet: Part Two: The City on the Hill (August 2017)
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THE UNRESTRAINED SERIES
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Unrestrained: Book 3

Unbreakable: Book 4
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Drake Restrained

Drake Unwound

Drake Unbound
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Mr. Big Shot

THE BAD BOY SERIES

Bad Boy Saint: Book 1
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Bad Boy Soldier: Book 3
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