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BY SHANNON A. HINER 

 

 

 

ANY MINUTE, ANY SECOND, HIS LEGS would give out. Connor didn’t know 

how long he could run at full speed. If someone had asked him the day before he 

might have guessed five minutes. Certainly, he would not have said a full hour. 

He couldn’t even be sure that was how long it had been. Definitely over five 

minutes though. 

Air wheezed through his throat trying desperately to reach his lungs. His 

heart thundered almost as loud as the pack behind him. 

He hesitated to think of them as wolves, but they didn’t look like wild dogs. 

Their snapping maws so close to his heels gave him a pretty good view of their 

pointed muzzles, glistening fangs and lean bodies. 

German shepherds on steroids, that’s what they were. The size of Shetland 

ponies, in more shades of brown, black and gray than he could count. 

If he wasn’t running so hard (for his life in fact) he would have shuddered. 

He wasn’t going to escape this. He was in the middle of the forest, no towns 

for miles, being chased by a pack of cracked-out German Shepherds. 

His only hope now was that he would pass out and not feel it as they tore into 
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him. 

A snarl to his right caused him to swerve left; it also knocked out all other 

thoughts from his brain again.  

Run. Run for an impossible survival. Run to deprive brain of oxygen. Run to 

make himself pass out and miss the messy end of his too short life. 

The trees disappeared behind him without warning and he found himself on 

the outskirts of an odd looking town. He ran faster, trying to shout for help. He 

couldn’t, there was no air left for him. 

Something, he couldn’t tell what, tripped him and suddenly he was airborne. 

A few seconds later, Connor hit the ground hard, sliding a few feet. 

This was it then. He thought to himself. Death.  

Mercifully, he passed out before the wolves were on him. 
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RESTING HER HEAD AGAINST THE COOL glass of the window relieved only 

a little of the pain in her head. Honestly, what was the point of living forever if 

you still got headaches? 

A short tap-tap on the office door caused Angela to close her eyes and pray 

for patience. If she had known how much paperwork and meaningless 

bureaucracy leading the clan would produce, she never would have accepted 

the position from Damon. 

Damon Reine, her conspicuously absent Second in Command. All these 

stupid grievances she had dealt with today should be his problem. She should 

only be bothered with the critical decisions. 

The knock on the door came again. Angela barely resisted groaning. Living 

forever with headaches and human medicine that didn’t work on her, was truly 

a punishment designed by the dark lord. 

“What?” She called, irritable at best. 

Her new assistant peeked his meek little blonde head in. “Um, yes, Estrada, 

um Reine is here to see you.” 

Think of the devil, and he shall appear. 

A voice spoke from behind the cowering man. “Oh for the love of! Peter, get 

out of my way!” 

Damon shoved past her assistant and closed the door in his face. Facing 

her, he scowled. The problem with Damon scowling was that, somehow, 

annoyingly, it made him even more attractive. 

At least six feet two inches, his height forced her neck to an uncomfortable 

upward tilt. His short hair was a bottomless black that brought far too many 

memories of another man back. Thankfully, he had inherited his father’s eyes, 
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a brown so deep they may as well have been black, rather than his mother’s 

sapphire blue. As it was, the family resemblance was strong enough to make 

her heart ache every time she looked at him. 

Sharp cheekbones gave his face a hollowed out look, it might have been 

called chiseled on a different man, but his pale skin and dark eyes made his 

angled features harsh, almost gaunt. Still though, the combination was 

astoundingly attractive. The scowling he had taken to made his dark brows 

angle similarly to his cheekbones, creating a symmetry that was almost 

irresistible. 

Being a generally antisocial creature, Damon liked to lock himself away in 

his mansion, or troll the woods for werewolves stupid enough to cross his path. 

Handling the petty grievances of the clan was not his idea of time well spent. 

“Seriously, Angela, how many times do I have to request to be put on the 

no-knock list?” 

“I told him already, he doesn’t listen.” She rubbed her face, “Do you have to 

scare him like that?” 

The look Damon gave her was incredulous to the extreme. “Me?” 

“Well!” She threw her hands up, “At least when it’s me scaring him I don’t 

do it on purpose!” 

She really was just that scary apparently. In the last four months, six 

assistants had accepted, then quit the position. Ever since Toni, her first and 

best assistant, had disappeared no one had been able to replace her. 

Truthfully, it was starting to give Angela a complex. What was so hard about 

working for her? 

Damon shook his head, amusement made his dark eyes glitter, “You need to 

get rid of the meek rabbit and find yourself a lion. That boy nearly wets himself 

every time the phone rings.” 

Angela collapsed into her chair, finally succumbing to the groan she had 

been repressing. “If running a little clan like the Risqueen is this much trouble, 

I can’t imagine what Hadrian goes through.” 
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Hadrian was the leader of the Venaygo, one of the biggest clans in the world; 

he also had responsibility for the Immortal city of Genocide. Full time job was 

an understatement. 

Damon walked to the floor to ceiling windows that made up one whole wall 

of the office. “He has Sarai; she in herself is a whole pride of lions.” 

Sarai was Hadrian’s assistant, a vampire renowned for scaring off all but 

the most determined complainers with simply a raised brow. Angela made a 

face, debated her next words, and then threw caution to the wind, “He also has 

Garran.” 

She regretted saying it as soon as it was out of her mouth. 

Second in Command to Hadrian, Garran was quite popular with the 

Venaygo. He handled far more in menial clan matters than Angela suspected 

anyone knew. 

Damon was silent. In general, silence was typical for him. After a statement 

like she had made, it was decidedly not good. 

Angela sighed, “I’m sorry, Damon. I just have a lot on my mind.” 

He still didn’t respond. Facing her desk, Angela couldn’t see his expression 

from where he stood at the windows behind her. 

Turning, she was about to apologize again, but found he wasn’t even paying 

attention to her. All his concentration was centered on whatever he saw out the 

window. 

Angela stood to see what was going on. At the end of the street, on the very 

edge of town, a body lay face down in the dirt. A few of her people stood on the 

side walk, staring. Others were moving closer, a predatory advance. 

“Ange,” Damon said slowly, his brows creased, “I think it’s a human.” 

If it was a human, it would soon be a dead human. 

Angela stood and moved next to him. “No one has found Discord in fifty 

years.” 

“Well, change the accident sign to zero days, we’ve just been found.” 

“Meirda.” She disappeared from her office and a second later was down the 

street, standing over the body in the middle of the road. 
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As her people saw her they immediately froze, some disappeared completely. 

One though, was hesitating only five feet from her. She turned her eyes on 

him slowly, wanting him to feel every second of her hard gaze. 

“Can I help you, Del?” 

“It’s a human.” 

“Well, the Observation Award will certainly be given to you at the next clan 

meeting, I’m sure.” 

He knew better than to glare at her, but Angela could see what it took for 

him to hold it in. 

“He found our town, he cannot be allowed to live.” 

Angela rose to her full five feet four inches, baring her fangs, “Are you 

daring to quote Hadrian’s Laws to me?” 

Wisely, he remained silent. 

“Because, if you were, I might suggest you go live in Genocide where they 

are much more tolerant of overreaching citizens. This is not the town for you.” 

Del clenched his fists briefly, but backed up a few feet. “I was simply 

demonstrating my own working knowledge of the Law, Estrada. My apologies 

for the misunderstanding.” 

He disappeared. 

“Hmph.” Angela looked around for anymore challengers. Finding none, in 

fact her clan members had all backed away a few paces, she bent to examine 

the body. 

She sniffed. Sweat. And forest. And fear. She grimaced. Many of her kind 

enjoyed the smell of fear, she was not one of them. His heartbeat was wild, 

though slowing to a more moderate pace. 

Her easily made deduction was that he had been running, hard. 

A sound far to her right made her pause her inspection. The feeling of being 

watched settled over her. Not the typical watching the people of her town did. 

No, her seventh sense told her this was something malevolent…and not in her 

town. 
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Her head whipped around to stare into the forest. She saw nothing, but 

eyesight wasn’t her strongest sense. She sniffed, and did not like what her nose 

told her. 

Musty pine and moonlight. 

She opened her mouth in a silent hiss. Werewolves. She would have to send 

out patrols. Usually werewolves were not stupid enough to wander this near 

Discord. 

It would be suicide if they stepped so much as a paw in. 

The sense of being watched faded and Angela went back to her examination 

of the human.  

As she turned him over, he elicited a painful groan. 

 The first thing she noticed was that, despite being streaked with sweat and 

covered in dirt and beard stubble, his face was extraordinary. Not in a 

classically handsome way, his nose was too thin for that, his forehead too 

broad. But those features, when combined with full lips, a sharp jaw and the 

laugh lines in the corners of his eyes, somehow made him extraordinary 

looking. 

Of course, Angela was not one to be overwhelmed by human beauty. Not in 

over six hundred years. She tore her eyes from his face as an icy chill went 

down her back. Impossible, that; she never got cold. Or hot. Her seventh sense 

was speaking to her again. 

Checking his body for injury with her eyes, she tried to dispel that 

unnatural chill. The human was broad in the shoulders with a strong looking 

neck. Jeans and a thick coat kept her from seeing if his arms or legs had any 

injuries. 

Angela frowned at the human. His hair was as dirty as the rest of him, but it 

appeared to be some shade of brown. 

“What are you doing in my city, human?” She muttered wondering what 

exactly to do with him. She wanted to know how he found her city, and if it had 

anything to do with the werewolves lurking uncomfortably close to Discord. 
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The human’s brows pulled together and without opening his eyes he 

whispered, “Angie?”  
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ANGELA WAS STUNNED. 

She rose and jumped back from the human in a split second. 

How did he know her name? How did he find her city? Who the hell was this 

human?! 

“Ange?” 

She jumped again, then realized it was Damon who spoke this time. Her eyes 

rose slowly from the human to find her Second in Command had appeared at 

her side. 

Whatever he saw in her face must have been alarming. His eyes went hard 

immediately and his left hand reached for the sword at his side. “What?” He said 

quickly, “What is it?” 

Angela shook her head slowly, “No se.” 

Damon appeared stumped for a moment, but then his expression hardened 

again and he turned on the human, his hand clasping the sword. 

“No!” Angela said, more forcefully than she intended. Too late to fix that. She 

jumped in front of Damon. “No. I have to know how he found us.” 

He stopped, but his eyes had narrowed to suspicion. 

She did not like that look turned on her. 

“Ange, he will have to die.” 

Damon would not be quieted the way Del had been. She had treated him as 

equal too long. Damon also knew her better than anyone else alive. He knew how 

she felt about killing. 

“It will go better for you,” He said softly, “If you let me do it.” 

Angela shook her head, “I’m not making excuses, Damon. I need to know how 

he found Discord.” And how he knew her name, she added silently to herself. 
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“Fine, let me take him.” Damon stepped forward again. 

If she let him take the human he would go straight to her headquarters 

building. To the soundproof room and tie him down. Normally, it would be the 

correct course of action, but normally suspects didn’t have unknown information 

about Angela. 

The Quiet Room could be a very bad idea. 

“No.” She said again. Good Lord, was that the word of the day? “I’ll take care 

of it.” 

“Ange-“ 

“I need you to make a trip to Genocide.” 

That surprised him enough to distract, “Why?” 

“I want to know what the walls are saying. Check in with Hadrian too.” 

“You want the official report versus the gossip?” 

“That’s the only way to get the truth.” 

Damon nodded shortly and turned to go. He stopped though, and looked back 

at the human, then Angela. He didn’t say anything, but after more than six 

hundred years as friends Angela and Damon rarely needed words to 

communicate. His look was suspicion, warning, and concern all rolled into one. 

After a moment of that look, his form winked out of sight, presumably to 

reappear in Hadrian’s city. 

Angela sighed and bent down next to the human again. All too aware of the 

eyes of her people watching her, Angela cautiously fixed her hand about the 

human’s arm and disappeared from the street. She wasn’t sure it was a good 

idea, but having none better, she shimmered to her small apartment just down 

the street. 

A small compensation to the vampire life was the ease of travel. She didn’t 

understand how it worked, maybe it was truly magic, but they had the instinctive 

capability to teleport. 

Many of their kind referred to it as ‘shimmering’ because of the way the air 

around them would shiver and warp just before they appeared or disappeared. 

The first time she had shimmered as a vampire it had been entirely by 
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accident. Angela had been thinking of her home, her human one. She had 

concentrated so hard on it, had thought of the drafty rooms and humble décor, 

the smell of fresh snow and rabbit stew on the fire. Suddenly she was there, 

standing in that front room and really smelling those things.  

The terror at being discovered there, when she was thought dead by all her 

family, had been overwhelming. She had rushed out of the room as fast as she 

could and into the wilderness beyond. It had taken hours to figure out how to 

shimmer back to her apartment in Barcelona. 

It had taken some getting used to. Certainly a lot of fine-tuning, but after 

hundreds of years she did it without concentration. 

 When they reappeared the human was laid out on the floor of her living room. 

He hadn’t stirred or said anything since that moment in the street.  

Angela winced at his supreme dirtiness and went to get a spare sheet to lay 

over the couch. She didn’t turn on any of the lights in the apartment, not wanting 

any passersby to see the light under the door and become suspicious. Angela 

paused in the hallway and removed her phone from her pocket. She sent the text 

to her assistant, Peter, as fast as her fingers could fly over the keyboard. 

Quiet Room occupied. Lock door. Turn on light. 

With that done, she quickly entered the bathroom and retrieved a clean sheet 

from the linen closet. Once she was back in the living room, Angela stepped over 

the body in the middle of the floor and spread the sheet across her couch. 

Then she bent back over the human and lifted him gently onto the couch. 

One of the biggest benefits to being one of the undead was the unnatural 

strength her 5 foot 4 inch frame and 128 pound body possessed. Lifting this 

human who was easily six feet tall, and a muscled Goliath of a man, was actually 

fairly easy, though awkward. 

When he was settled on the couch she stood back and examined her 

handiwork. His dirtiness had made a mess out of her shirt and pants. 

“Lovely.” She muttered sarcastically and headed for her bedroom down the 

hall to change her clothes. 
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CONNOR WOKE WITH A POUNDING headache that rivaled his worst 

hangover in memory. 

When he opened his eyes, it was with relief to find the room in which he laid 

dark. Thoughts, memories were slowly filtering back to him. He remembered 

driving through the forest in his work truck. He was investigating a tip, 

suspicious activity in the area, too heavily forested to be seen from the air. He 

was only supposed to do some casual reconnaissance, but there wasn’t enough 

visibility from the road either, so he had left the truck and hiked a little ways 

into the forest. 

He frowned, trying to remember through the pounding in his head. An aching 

howl had split the quiet mountain air, too close for comfort. But that was wrong, 

wasn’t it? Wolves hadn’t lived in the forest for decades, they had been hunted to 

near extinction. Not long after the howl, they had seemed to melt from the trees, 

more and more slowly appearing, nearly surrounding him. His head pounded 

more harshly as more came back to him.  Running, terror, giant snapping fangs.  

Connor shuddered. What he couldn’t remember was how he had ended up 

here. His eyes were slowly adjusting. He could make out a TV set in front of him, 

and what appeared to be a couch under him. To either side of the television were 

book cases. He had to assume the rest of the room was somewhere behind him, 

as he could see nothing else. 

With a painful groan, Connor sat up. The air smelled like the ocean, and not 

that cheap candle scent, the real ocean. Kelp, sand, salt and cool sunlight. The 

scent soothed his head a little and he breathed more deeply. The room was cool 

and dark. 

A floor lamp stood to the side of the couch, but he didn’t feel up to the light 
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yet. 

Connor rubbed his hands over his face and winced at the dirt that covered 

him. He didn’t particularly enjoy being dirty, and though it was a hazard of his 

occupation he was usually able to keep the mud off of his face. 

Staggering to his feet, he winced as he felt every single muscle in his legs 

protest. He needed some ibuprofen fast. He walked around the couch cautiously, 

not trusting his legs to hold him up. 

There were doors at both ends of the room, and a hall just across from him. 

One end of the room was a space that appeared to be a kitchenette, with a sink, 

fridge, stove and small dining table. 

The other end of the room was the foyer, and everything in between was 

covered in bookshelves. It had a very homey feel, though it was unnaturally 

clean. He couldn’t explain it, but the room felt like someone loved it, and took 

pleasure from it, but didn’t really live in it. He frowned in consideration. Often 

impressions hit him in just such an unexplainable way. He had no way to prove 

his notions, but that didn’t stop them from coming to him. 

Connor hobbled toward the front door and found it locked from the inside, 

with no less than three dead bolts, two thick chains and a bar. He undid them 

all and opened the door slowly. 

Outside the door was a dimly lit hallway with dark blue carpets and light gray 

walls. 

There were doors every twenty feet or so. 

It looked like an upscale apartment building. No one was in the hall, and it 

was deathly quiet. 

He looked back at the room behind him. Connor didn’t know what to do. He 

didn’t know where he was, or how he had arrived there. If it hadn’t been for the 

state of his clothes and his sore muscles he might have suspected he dreamt the 

pack of canines chasing him through the forest. 

With a resigned sigh, he closed the door again and reset the locks. Someone 

had saved him, who or why he didn’t know, but he wanted to thank them. 

He would stay for now, until he figured out where he was, and whether he 
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could repay the debt of his life. 

In the meantime, he saw no harm in exploring a little.  

  



  SHANNON A. HINER 

© 2017 Shannon A. Hiner  

All Rights Reserved 

 

 

THE CHURCH SURROUNDED HER IN ITS splendor. Columns three feet wide 

rose every twenty feet down the aisles, connected by arches more than fifty feet 

up. 

Giant chandeliers lit the center aisle, and in the alcoves were small candle 

sconces. Combined with rich red and gold tones throughout, the lighting cast a 

magnificent warmth throughout the church. 

Angela knelt near the back, her hands clasped tightly together. Her head was 

bowed, hair falling around her face and giving her the appearance of 

supplication. Her shoulders shook. Anyone watching might think she was crying. 

They would be wrong. 

Angela hadn’t cried since the day Mercedes had found her and taken her life. 

“Lord forgive me. Forgive me for my trespasses. It is a sin to kill, and it is a 

sin to kill myself. But if I don’t kill then I will die. I do not know what to do. Show 

me your will. Help me escape this eternal death. I did not ask for this, God. 

Please, please save me. I know through You, anything is possible. I do not know 

if you listen to the prayers of the damned, God, but hear me.” 

Her words trailed off into the silence. She laid her head upon her clasped 

hands. Footsteps echoed through the church. She knew their cadence well, as 

she knew the calm heartbeat and slight shuffle that accompanied them. 

The young priest had only been with the parish for a year so far, he had yet 

to realize what she was. 

Angela missed the old priest, an elderly spitfire who had turned gentle 

whenever he spotted her at odd hours. 

Father Francis had been at St Catherine’s for twenty years, and died of 

natural, though unexpected, causes at the age of 85. 
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The young priest stopped next to her pew just as she expected. Hearing the 

thoughts of humans made it nearly impossible for them to surprise her. 

“May I?” 

Angela hadn’t looked up, but she felt him motion to the space next to her. 

Since discovering she could still enter a church four hundred years before, 

Angela had known a lot of priests. She could generally tell from one glance, just 

what kind of man one was. 

As this one met her eyes, she saw him work to keep his gaze steady, soft, 

kind. She could feel his surprise at her appearance. His thoughts registered her 

as breathtaking, but his mind was focused on the holy. 

The man was maybe half a foot taller than her with short dark brown hair 

and curious brown eyes. His thin, wiry frame was offset by an almost round face. 

She nodded and rose from the kneeler to sit on the pew. 

“I am Father Esteban.” He sat gingerly, a full foot away, perhaps finally 

sensing the evil residing in her. 

“Padre,” She murmured softly. 

“I have noticed you in here before.” 

She certainly hoped so, if he hadn’t then he was alarmingly unobservant. 

Angela waited patiently. 

“You are in church more than any other member, yet I never see you attend 

mass.” 

That was because there was only one day a year that mass was held late 

enough for her to attend. She didn’t correct him though, Christmas’ midnight 

mass had been crowded and she had remained by the back door the whole time. 

“What is your name?” 

Seeing no reason to lie, she said told him. “Angela.” 

He nodded, “Angela, I hope you won’t think I’m crazy, but I sense a deep 

sadness in you.” 

He seemed uncomfortable with his choice of wording. Even good priests were 

unused to staring the paranormal in the face. 

Angela continued to stare back at him, curious what he would come up with. 
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His mind was struggling with what he wanted to say. 

Finally his face cleared and he said steadily, “God is incredible. He forgives 

almost anything, as long as we repent and ask his forgiveness.” 

She met his eyes deliberately, “Almost anything, Padre.” 

“Would you like to talk about it?” 

“No gracias. Attend your flock, Padre. The children of God need you.” 

Abruptly, Angela stood and made to exit the pew. “Do not bother with the 

damned.” 

Angela did not look back as she genuflected and walked to the back of the 

church. Crossing herself with holy water before she left, she tried not to flinch 

as the cool water touched her fingers and then her forehead. It didn’t hurt, not 

even the slightest sting, but she would never get over the initial fear that it might 

this time. What it meant, that it didn’t affect her in any ill way, she did not know. 

And whether it helped her state to use it now, she also didn’t know, but old 

habits died hard.  

Descending the steep front steps of the church, Angela glanced up at the tall 

Gothic steeple, then let her eyes linger on the stained glassed windows, lit from 

within. She could still feel Father Esteban’s mind close by, hear the beat of his 

heart. It would not be the last she heard from him. In his mind, she was a stray 

lamb from his flock. He had not yet accepted that she was the wolf. 

 “Is your soul saved yet?” His voice came from the rose bushes surrounding 

the church as Damon detached himself from the shadows and came up on her 

left. 

She checked her cell phone and saw it was just after eleven. 

“That was quick.” 

Damon spread his arms wide, “I’m just that good.” 

“Hadrian was expecting you, wasn’t he?” 

“The man knows you far too well.” 

Angela sighed. She knew that Hadrian read her like an open book. He read 

everyone though. He was too old not to have learned nearly everything about 

human and vampire natures. 
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They walked down the deserted street together as was their custom. “Well, 

what’s the news from Genocide then?” 

St Catherine’s was on a quiet street of the city. It was one of the few cities she 

had found where the crime rate was low enough that the church remained 

unlocked at all times. She fully intended to see it remained that way. 

The church had been her refuge for the last 130 years, but only Damon knew 

about her nightly trips here. 

If Angela chose this city over most others to hunt in, it was out of a selfish 

desire to keep the criminals at a minimum. Even though it sickened her to be so 

close to the consciousness of murderers, rapists and thieves, it sure beat the 

guilt that a clean soul would bring her. Angela kept an eye out for any suspects 

as she and Damon strolled leisurely along the streets.  

She had already hunted that evening, and wouldn’t need to again for a day or 

two, but that didn’t mean she would let criminals go unchecked. Besides, Damon 

hadn’t eaten in at least two days. Angela eyed the extreme pallor of her best 

friend, noting the intensity in his black eyes as well.  

Sometimes, Angela wasn’t sure which of them hated their curse more. She 

had lived for a couple decades going as long between killing as she could. What 

she had learned from it was that starving vampires were not as choosy with their 

victims as she preferred to be.  

Apparently Damon felt better about his control, because he often went four 

or five days without feeding. 

Angela didn’t like it, but he had been that way from the beginning. It didn’t 

stop her from worrying for him. 

“Not good.” Damon ticked off one finger, “First, Mariella Casale was murdered 

from within her cell in Venaygo HQ.” 

Angela stopped walking and turned an incredulous look on Damon. “What?” 

He continued, “She was almost certainly killed by a shape shifter, if the claw 

and teeth markings on her body are any indication.” 

“Her body was found?” 

“She was left to die, but not dead.” 
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Angela squinted at him, “Unfinished job or…” 

Damon shook his head, “They wanted her found.” 

She sighed, “Not that I didn’t hate the bitch, but I do not like the idea of rogue 

shape shifters going about killing vampires.” 

“Then you will like this even less. Two Venaygo vampires are dead as well.” 

“Madre de Dios, how?” 

Damon shrugged, “The official report is that they killed each other in a grudge 

match. The street whispers, however, suggest that a shape shifter was also 

involved there.” 

Angela definitely didn’t like this. Venaygo vampires were, as a rule, level-

headed and peaceful. For vampires, at least. They were the strongest and biggest 

clan because there was so little in-fighting. They didn’t die often. 

“Which two, did we know them?” 

“Yes. Anthony Srenair was one.” 

Ah, she thought, the exception to the Venaygo rule. Anthony was a bag of 

mixed nuts to say the least. “He was one of your blood brothers, wasn’t he?” 

An impressive sneer took over Damon’s handsome face. “Please, do not 

remind me.” 

She smiled. Of course, she knew without checking that Damon and Anthony 

were both sired by the long dead and not much missed Lucus. Lucus had been 

a plague on their lives and very few had felt sorrow when Damon had killed his 

sire at the tender age of 107. 

Anthony, only a vampire for two years at the time, had been one of the few. 

He had held it against Damon ever since. 

“Who was the second Venaygo?” 

“David Harper Mikael. I don’t know that you knew him. He was on the younger 

side, only about 250 or so. Typical Venaygo. Not all that remarkable.” 

“One of Mikael’s though? A fourth generation, granted, but sired by one of the 

Ten.” 

She referred to the Black Ten. A group of vampires put together 250 years 

past, during the last war with the werewolves. Only about four of the Ten still 
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lived. Three had perished in the war, two had died in conflicts after the war, and 

one had walked into the dawn. 

Mikael had been killed in a fight with a rogue vampire who had teamed up 

with a lone werewolf. Damon happened to be one of the four remaining. 

He made a face, “He was okay, nothing amazing, but at least he was sane.” 

Few vampires could surpass Damon Reine for pure snobbery. Angela smiled 

fondly, knowing better than to try and correct him. Somewhere around 300 years 

of age a vampire became rather set in their ways. At 600, Damon was definitely 

a lost cause. 

“What else have you got for me?” 

“The hunt for Mariella’s killer is on. Hadrian is not happy that his security 

was breached so thoroughly. The streets aren’t whispering much about who the 

shape shifter might be. I have a feeling the shifter was unknown to Immortal 

society prior to this incident. Though, some suspicion has fallen on Daniel.” 

Surprise touched her face, “Daniel?” Daniel Suthers was one of the few shape 

shifters with whom she was personally acquainted. He was a good man and one 

she knew Damon trusted deeply. 

“He was the last to see her alive.” 

She made a face, “Weren’t they friends of sorts?” 

Damon saw her look and raised her one of his own, “As much as one could 

be with one of her ilk.” 

“Still.” She said, “Danny wouldn’t do that.” 

“No.” Damon shook his head. 

They were silent a few moments, and Angela enjoyed the cool March air that 

slid over her skin. She wished she could feel the bite of it like she had as a 

human, but there was a small consolation in how much more of it she could 

smell as a vampire. 

Day old rain on the side of the buildings, the stirrings of the first spring crops 

a few miles off, and fresh dew gathering on anything that stayed still long 

enough, she could smell it all. 

Lest she become too satisfied with her state though, there was the pounding 
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of human heartbeats all around her, the smell of their skin and memory of how 

their blood tasted to remind her of what she was. 

Damned. 

Confined to the shadows of the world, because the sun couldn’t bear the sight 

of her. And neither, she feared, could God. 

Angela let out a sigh and decided to distract herself from that ancient, 

hopeless thought. 

“What else?” 

Damon eyed her with concern. 

She could read his expression easily enough and knew he would receive her 

answer just as easily. His look asked ‘Are you okay?’ and hers replied, rather 

testily, ‘Drop it.’ 

He shook his head, resigned. Holding up two fingers this time he said, “The 

Madrassi are still lobbying for a meeting of the clans.” 

“Ugh…” Angela drew the sound out, rolling her eyes. “Damn Euro-vamps.” 

That was her private, uncomplimentary name for the oldest vampire clan. The 

Madrassi, named for their founding leader, Roger Madrassi, made their home in 

Western Europe. As the only formal clan on the European continent, the 

Madrassi consisted of vampires from all over the continent, creating a very 

diverse, yet drolly old-fashioned group. 

They were the quintessential vampires, living in covens, haunting graveyards 

and holding grand balls with unsuspecting human guests. When the New World 

had been discovered, most of the clans had relocated to the unpopulated 

wildernesses of unsettled North America. More space meant it was easier to hide. 

The Madrassi had stayed behind though, clinging to their roots, their 

traditions and the fact that they no longer had to share the continent with three 

other clans. 

Damon was accustomed to her ire for the Madrassi. She was far too antisocial 

to appreciate all of the posturing. 

He shook his head again with a small smile, “You realize that you are from 

Spain, right? You are European.” 
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She glared at him, “I’m nothing like those constipated, tradition-hugging 

pains in the ass.” 

“And me?” His smile had grown, softening the harsh lines of his face and 

making her inner teenage fan girl sigh. 

Outwardly, she didn’t soften at all, “You’re from England. That doesn’t count. 

Besides, normally you can control your inner Brit.” 

His smile morphed into his trademark smirk. Tossing an arm around her 

shoulders, Damon let his slowly fading accent thicken back to where she 

remembered it from the first time they had met. 

“Luv, I’ve got a veritable strangle hold on that bloody Brit.” 

Angela smiled tightly, reminded painfully of how Damon and his brother, 

Leon, used to pretend they were a much lower class than they actually were by 

dropping vowels and obliterating ‘h’s. It had driven their mother to distraction. 

Damon was quiet too, probably stuck in his own memories. He gave her 

shoulders a squeeze and then released her. “Anyway,” he said in his normal 

voice, “The Europeans are pushing to have all the leaders meet for some dinner 

party. They want some big shin-dig to discuss clan interrelations and meet the 

Acrien leaders.” 

“Don’t know why, they’re not much to look at.” 

Damon shot her a look that she didn’t feel the need to acknowledge. Everyone 

knew that Angela didn’t get along with Celeste Acrien. Common knowledge was 

an understatement. As to why they hated each other, few understood those 

issues. Damon was one of the few though, as he usually was in all the private 

corners of her life. 

No one knew her like he did. No one could annoy her with that personal 

knowledge like he did. 

She shook her head. “It’s a waste of time. Dangerous too. We can’t have all 

the clan leaders in one place.” 

He shrugged, “Not so dangerous. With a secure location it wouldn’t be so bad. 

Most of us know how to fight.” 

She glared at him, “Whose side are you on?” 
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He only smirked. 

“Tell them exactly what I told you, and you had better not kibitz and 

undermine me.” 

“I wouldn’t dream of it.” 

Angela smiled. Vampires didn’t dream. She didn’t know why, maybe it was 

for the same reason they couldn’t cry, or walk in the sunlight. They were soulless, 

damned. 

God...Being in her head was depressing. 

“Is that everything then?” 

“Mmhmm.” 

“Good. I have business to attend to.” 

“The human?” Damon said, failing to pass for casual. 

She didn’t answer, feeling it was bad form to encourage his questioning. 

Instead, she changed the subject. “What are you up to tonight?” 

“Training some new servants at the house.” 

Damon’s home was a massive mansion seemingly pulled straight from the 

1800s. Well, in fact it hadn’t been pulled from the era; it had merely survived 

that long. 

She stopped under one of the street lights that lined the way. While she was 

bathed in the yellow orange glow, Damon stood back, shrouded in darkness. 

“Good luck.” She said, more reluctant than usual to leave him. She had no 

idea what she faced at home, but she would face it alone. It had been centuries 

since she had been forced to combat any evil without Damon by her side. 

It wasn’t that she didn’t trust him, or that she felt some compunction to leave 

him out for his own safety. No one was more capable of defending himself. No 

one was more trusted by her. For some reason, she just felt sure that she should 

leave him out. Her seventh sense screamed at her, and she had learned long ago 

not to discount what Damon liked to refer to as her ‘hooey sense’. When 

something wasn’t right, she could feel the prickle in her arms and neck. 

His eyes were sharp on her face, but she wouldn’t let them cut her. 

“Be gone with you, Reine.” 
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With a shake of his head, Damon squeezed her shoulder and then stepped 

back to shimmer away. 
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