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Why have I changed my name? In short, Red Dawn is the new Tracey! I’ve entered a new phase in my life. One in which I will not be taking my former name with me. All books previously published as Tracey H. Kitts will now be listed as Red Dawn titles. My erotic horror novels will now be listed as Red Dawn writing as T.K. Hardin. The quality of my books/types of stories will not change, except in a positive way as I grow as an author and a person. I’ll still be kicking ass, only better. And from this point forward, I’ll be kicking ass under the name Red Dawn.
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Chapter One
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“Dracul,” I said out loud. “As in Dracula? What the hell?”

I stood there for several minutes, just staring at the drawings in the book. When Max wrapped his arms around me from behind I jumped.

“Sorry,” he said. His deep, rough voice was a welcome sound. “Did you find something?”

“I think so. Do you know what a Dracul is?”

He moved from behind me and took a closer look at the drawings. “I can’t read German,” he said. “So, I’m not positive what this says, but it looks like some kind of shape shifter. This first drawing shows a man, then look at these.”

“I know. And it looks a lot like Siegfried.”

At one time, I thought I knew who Siegfried was. He was the vampire who bit my ancestor, Oriana. Thanks to that act of brilliance, she enacted a curse on future generations of our bloodline, descended through her sister, Holly. What was this curse? Every one hundred years (give or take), a new woman in our family would be chosen to be the current vampire slayer. Her job was to track down all those of Siegfried’s bloodline and slay the hell out of them. In order to pass on the curse, the next chosen one must drink a vial of blood, taken from a master vampire descended from Siegfried.

The most recent slayer, before me, was Elaina. She showed up just a few weeks ago and laid this fresh hell on my doorstep, so to speak. I was the only female in my family who met all the criteria to be the next slayer. In other words, I was single, past twenty-five (I’m twenty-eight) and unmarried. She said the blood would give me the strength and speed to hunt and kill the vampires. Did I want to drink the blood? Of course not. Besides extending my lifespan, the curse, once accepted, also made me infertile. I was all right with not having children. But, having the choice taken out of my hands pissed me off. What made me even angrier was the thought of having to pass this along to another poor woman in a hundred years. So, with the help of my friends Maggie May Stewart, and Lori Clark, I broke the damn curse. Unfortunately, the curse was only broken for future generations. I wasn’t getting off so easily.

Despite my best efforts to avoid it, I ended up drinking the blood. It was either that or let my friend Lori be killed for the second time, by the same werewolf. Instead, I drank the blood, and tore his furry ass to pieces. Literally. Killing the werewolf, Bruce, wasn’t what broke the curse. 

The curse was broken by a true love spell, one that Maggie, Lori, and I worked together. Lori isn’t a witch, but she is fascinated by magic and often helps Maggie. What I didn’t realize at the time was that Maggie had already been working spells on my behalf. She wanted to bring the “men” that I needed into my life. She believes that all her past lovers have helped to make her the awesome witch she is today. She wanted the same types of experiences for me.

Thanks to the wording of her spell, I got those men all at once. Max, sexy alpha werewolf, and my neighbor, was now my lover, but he wasn’t the only one. My other lover, Vlad, a badass half-demon half-vampire werewolf hunter, was out of town at the moment. Oh, I almost forgot another interesting detail about Vlad. The vampire who bit him was descended from Siegfried’s line. The last time I saw Elaina she tried to kill Vlad, and I nearly did kill her. I don’t have a problem with vampires. Apparently, that’s a very radical attitude for a newly “chosen” vampire slayer. It’s true though. I support vampire rights and everything.

Both men were indicated by the spell, within the same day, to be my true love. Surprisingly, they were both open to the idea of a ménage. Lori said I’d won some kind of karmic sex lottery. To say that my life is complicated is such an understatement.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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“Yeah, I can’t read any of this either,” I said to Max. “It looks like the whole book is in German.” I glanced at the clock and sighed. “It’s too late to call anyone. Vlad is probably right in the middle of packing all those books, and Maggie is asleep.”

“What about that wizard who was helping you?”

“Alek Ambrose. He is a dream expert. I don’t know if he’d know anything about Dracul. Wait a minute. He is friends with Dracula. The fucking Dracula. I wonder if the two are connected somehow, or if they just sound alike?”

“You could always call him and ask.”

“But it’s after midnight, and I barely know him. I don’t want to impose. He’s been very gracious so far in his offer to help me.”

Max ran a hand through his long, brown hair. “At least leave him a message.”

I thought it over. “I might do that. I’m sure he won’t be answering the phone at The Bleeding Heart this time of night. I’ll leave the message there.”

The Bleeding Heart was a theatre, a few hours away from where I lived. The cast was entirely made up of vampires and werewolves. Plus, the plays were directed by a wizard, Alek, and Dracula was part owner.

When I dialed the number, I expected to get Alek’s voice mail. I never expected the smooth, sexy voice that answered softly, “Hello? This is The Bleeding Heart, may I help you?”

I stammered a bit before saying, “I was going to leave a voice mail for Alek Ambrose. He’s been helping me sort out some dreams.”

“Ah, you must be Nicole,” the voice purred. “What specifically did you need? I might be able to help you.”

“It’s not about a dream this time. I wanted to ask him something about Dracula.”

Deep, throaty laughter floated through the phone and tickled my senses. “You are in luck. I am Dracula.”

I almost asked if he was joking, but I could feel the power in his voice. This guy was for real.

“I hope my question doesn’t sound stupid.”

“You will never know until you ask,” he said. I could hear the laughter in his voice.

“Do you know anything about a creature called a Dracul?”

“That is an unusual question.”

“I know.”

I summed up my interest in the subject as briefly as I could.

“And you think that your ancestor might have been one of these creatures?” he asked.

“Yes, but I’m not even sure that Siegfried is my ancestor. You’ve been around a long time.”

“That I have,” he said, laughing. 

“Do you know anything about Siegfried?”

“A little. I know that after he became a vampire he wiped out his entire human bloodline. It is said he drank their blood to the last drop. As for the word Dracul, it means dragon. It is my family crest, but for different reasons. One of my ancestors, a wizard, was able to speak to dragons. They were his familiars. That is why my family crest remains a dragon to this day.”
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