
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


A VAMPIRE IN A PEAR TREE

A Ravenfall Novella

Katie MacAlister

Copyright © 2025 by Katie MacAlister

All rights reserved. 

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in, or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise), without the prior written permission of the copyright owner.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated. 

Without in any way limiting the author’s exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

No artificial intelligence was used in the creation of this book.

Cover by Croco Designs

Formatting by Racing Pigeon Productions

http://katiemacalister.com



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


ONE

[image: ]




OWAIN

“And a merry fucking Christmas to you, you ungrateful whelp!”

Owain ap Aidan eyed his mother and wondered what bee had gotten up her bustle. All he’d done was to wish her a happy holiday.

“No matcha latte available at the local shop?” he asked, taking a seat in the sitting room of an expensive house in the middle of an exclusive area in London, mindful of the raven perched on his shoulder. 

“No, and don’t think the manager didn’t hear about his fundamental failure when it came to the bare minimum of organizational responsibilities demanded by his position. How hard can it be to keep suitable amounts of matcha powder in stock? Mortals these days really grind my gears,” she said, pacing across the somewhat dark room, one hand gesturing sharply as she spoke.

“Angharad—” he started to say, one eye on the street beyond the window. It was supposed to snow later that day, and he wanted to get this audience with his mother over quickly.

The rest of the unspoken sentence dried up when she whirled around, her long blonde hair whipping out in a manner that had him involuntarily flinching backward, causing Orla to squawk a protest when her tail feathers were squished.

“You idiot! Have a little consideration for my feathers! You’re so careless with me! If you keep treating me this way, I’ll leave you!”

“Promises, promises,” he murmured under his breath, shooting a warning glare at the raven when she made a movement like she was about to poop on his shoulder.

“I’ve told you to stop using that name! It’s my ... what do people call it? ... dead name.” His mother donned an expression that Owain assumed was her version of being nobly martyred. He knew she understood Orla’s raucous caws as well as he did, but was evidently not offended by the bird’s comments toward him.

“Angharad ferch Cailitin is a dead name?” He wondered what she was up to by denying her identity. “I admit the ferch Cailitin part is not commonly used these days, but you could simply adopt Cailitin as your surname.”

She squared her shoulders, causing Orla to take a step back and flap her wings in obvious warning. “I will do no such thing. For one, I wouldn’t dream of honoring that fatheaded druid who calls himself my father by using his name as my surname, and for another, you’ve been in the mortal world for almost a year now—surely you must know that it’s highly improper for you to call me by a name I don’t want.”

“Would you prefer Morrigan?” he asked, throwing caution to the wind. The meetings with his mother were growing increasingly tense due to her stubbornness.

She came perilously close to spitting words out at him, jabbing a finger painfully into his chest. “Are you deliberately trying to enrage me? Do you want me to smite you and that moldy bird on the spot? You will not use my dead names!”

He didn’t think it was possible for a raven to gasp in outrage, but Orla managed it before cawing, “I am not moldy!” 

“You are not transgender that I know of,” he told his mother. 

“I am the most feared hedge witch in all of Dalriada!” Orla glared at the woman before them.

“In addition to which, I don’t think simply calling yourself by a new name is the same as someone who is no longer comfortable with their birth name for reasons of misgendering.” He ignored Orla’s comments in order to focus on hurrying his mother along. He had places to be, and elusive dragons to find.

Orla ruffled up her feathers and stomped her feet on his shoulder. “My cousin was wed to a friend of a groom of one of the stewards to a great king!” 

“Pah,” his mother said, waving away his explanation. “I took the name Jericho when I was with the Court of Divine Blood. You can call me Jerry if you want to keep up with the times. That point aside, no one has called me the Morrigan in centuries. Not since my father dragged us from Ireland to Wales. Besides, the Morrigna is no more.”

He frowned. What was this? “It’s not? I thought the Morrigna was made up of three Morrigans, aka you and two of your four sisters?”

“Yes, well ...” She gave a little cough. “It so happens that one of those sisters is no more, so technically, the Morrigna doesn’t exist.”

“Which sister?” he asked, noting the way she refused to meet his gaze.

“She offed her own sister. Her own sister!” Orla gave an avian snort. “I don’t know why you act surprised. You know how your mother is!”

“Ozy. She died last year, right before you came out of the Hour.” His mother flicked a gaze toward Orla. “And I am the daughter of a druid, bird. Remember that when you think to speak ill of me!”

“Shite,” Orla swore under her breath, scooting over closer to his ear. “Can all your family understand me?”

“Yes.” He thought of asking what had happened to his aunt, but decided he really didn’t want to get involved in his mother’s latest scheme. Those seldom ended well for anyone. “I’m sorry to hear about the death of Ozymandra. As regards your choice of names, I’m happy to call you Jericho, or whatever name you like, so long as you get to the point of this meeting. I am working hard to find a solution to the problem at hand.”

“Bah,” she said, pacing to an elaborately decorated Christmas tree at the window before turning back. “You’ll never get that curse lifted. Not without my help, and you won’t have that until you return my powers to me.”

“The very same powers that are keeping me sane?” He gave an abrupt shake of his head. “You’ve gotten along fine without them for almost two millennia. Not to mention that you must have taken back that which you gave to Cadell.”

She gave a derisive snort. “Of course I took it back from that idiot. I never should have bestowed him with it, but I was misled by you boys until I fell into your plans. Well, no more! That fool Cernunnos has taken over as head of the Celtic Pantheon, and instigated a new rule that prohibits membership from those who don’t possess all their powers. I refuse to be treated in such a cavalier manner! I am a Morrigan!”

“You just said you didn’t like that name—” Owain pointed out her hypocrisy even as Orla gave a burst of laughter that emerged as a rusty caw.

“I am the goddess of war and fate, daughter of the druid Cailitin, and sister to twenty-seven brothers!” Jericho said even louder, drowning him out.

Owain, knowing well what was coming, and waiting for the count of three that his mother always took before reciting her greatest life moments, said in perfect synchronicity with her, “I tested the courage of kings, and would withhold my blessing should they not sufficiently impress me!”

“I heard that she used to bed the kings, and the ones who didn’t please her were left without her grace on the battlefield. I can’t imagine being so callous,” Orla said with a pointed sniff.

“Says the woman who tried to decapitate me,” he told the bird, unable to resist responding to her unwarranted scorn.

“What?” Jericho, who had been going on about how important she, her sisters, and the brothers who made up Clan Cailitin were to the rulers of early Irish history, missed Orla’s comment.

He gestured away the question. “It’s just Orla being her usual self. Regardless of your importance, I think you’ll survive the few months it will take me to find someone who can break the curse.”

“Usual self? Usual self!” Orla turned her head so one beady yellow eye stared balefully at him. “My usual self is a comely maiden with the ability to beguile men and make the rowan bloom. And the sooner you hurry up your pitiful attempts to rid yourself of that curse, the sooner you can return me to my natural state, and I can go back to Ireland where I belong.”

“They’re my powers!” Jericho raged, slapping her hands down onto a small chess table in front of him. “I never intended for you and your brothers to keep them! They were supposed to help you and Rhain take down those pesky demon lords. That’s all! Now that you’ve escaped from the Hour where your brothers are still being held captive, you can bloody well give back what is mine. If for no other reason than as penance for abandoning your beloved brothers by thinking only of yourself and your selfish needs.”

“I doubt if anyone who had their soul ripped out while the curse of bloodlust was placed upon them would view having said curse removed as selfish, but this is an old argument, and a false one at that. I didn’t escape the Seventh Hour; I was ejected from it without warning. As for my beloved brothers—the last time I saw Rhain, he lopped off one of my arms and would have gelded me if Rhys hadn’t stopped him.” He flexed his left arm, the memory of the month it took for a mage to reattach the severed arm still a cause of irritation. “I don’t know what Cadell did during that time, since I assume he was re-imprisoned in the Hour when I was expulsed.”

“Tch,” Jericho said, storming past him only to spin on her heel and return. “He was almost as useless out in the mortal world as you are.” 

He stood up, having caught the slight movement of white out of his peripheral vision. “I’ve sworn to return the power you bestowed upon me as soon as I break the curse, so if that’s all you want to say to me, I’ll be on my way. I have a lead on a charmer who might be able to help, but she’s not easy to contact.”

“A charmer?” Jericho made a noise of dismissal. “I told you at the time those demon lords cursed you boys that no mere charmer could break it.”

“Which is why I’m trying to contact a charmer who is a dragon’s mate,” Owain answered, picking up the fedora he had taken to wearing in the daylight. While he didn’t suffer the same effects of the bloodlust curse that had resulted in modern-day Dark Ones, being out in daylight wasn’t overly comfortable. “She has more abilities than a normal charmer. Unfortunately, she’s being particularly difficult to find, and I may end up resorting to a thief taker to find her.”

“A what?” Jericho asked, her frown prodigious. Owain watched her with a wariness born of long familiarity with both his mother’s mood swings and the power she still commanded despite bestowing much of it on himself and his brothers. 

“Thief taker. Someone who will find a person being sought, in this case, the dragon charmer.”

“Oh, them.” She gave a roll of her eyes as she strode across the room again, ignoring him standing near the door. “I don’t know why you refuse to listen to me about this—no charmer is going to be able to break the curse, dragon-born or otherwise. Not now that Desislav is out in the mortal world again.”

He had reached for the doorknob when she spoke, but he froze as her words percolated through the desire to leave, his fingers a scant inch from the glass doorknob. Feeling as if he were as frozen as the ground outside, he asked, “You—he’s out? How can that be? He was in the Thirteenth Hour. No one can escape from there.”

Jericho shrugged and strode past him, her hands moving in a way that had him wondering if she was about to cast a spell. “I don’t know how he got out, but Vera says a fury is hunting for the blood moon, and has offered some big reward for it.”

Owain could swear he turned into a man-sized block of ice. A livid block of ice. “The blood moon is still in existence? It’s being hunted by others? Who?” 

“Vera told me there were mercenaries popping up all over the place to try to find it and claim the reward.” She straightened up a vase filled with holly, sliding him a look that had warning bells sounding in his head.

He thought seriously about hyperventilating, but decided it was beneath him. He’d wait until he returned to his temporary lodgings before he gave in to the panic attack that was threatening to swamp him. “The blood moon was destroyed,” he said in a voice that rivaled Orla’s roughest croak.

“So we thought, but evidently it isn’t. Regardless, you see why I need to be back on the Celtic Pantheon. If I had my full complement of powers, then that annoying Cernunnos couldn’t ban me from rejoining, and I could help you all, my most beloved sons.”

Owain wasn’t at all fooled by the sudden syrupy tone of his mother’s words. “If what Badb said is true—”

“Vera,” Jericho interrupted him. “Badb calls herself Vera now. You really need to get with the times, Owain. Even Cadell gave himself a modern name, although it was foolish and I don’t remember what it was.”

“The last thing I need is the blood moon falling into Desi’s hands. He’ll throw me back into the Hour again!” Fury roared to life within him. “I must find it before anyone else. It’s the only way I can ensure our freedom.”

“Yes, yes, but you see that I can help you if I have my power back.” Jericho had donned her most persuasive of attitudes, patting him on the arm as her black gaze burned deep into the spot where his soul once resided. 

“How?” he asked, too shaken to phrase the question nicely. “What can you do? You can’t lift the curse. You couldn’t when Desi and the two other demon princes placed the bloodlust upon us, and it’s had time to strengthen over the millennia.”

“No, of course I can’t remove the curse, but I can do other things.” Her look turned coy as she absently moved a particularly hideous Santa figurine. “I can get your brothers out, for one.”

He thought about it for a few moments, really thought about it. “You may believe me to be unfeeling when it comes to them, but Rhain harbors too much rage to be anything but a danger to the mortal world, and should not be released. Rhys ... Rhys is Rhys. I have no idea what he’s thinking. I never have, but he has never been fond of mortals. Cadell is evidently not a threat, but regardless, until I can have the curse lifted, it’s better if they stay where they are.”

“You refuse my request, then?” Jericho said, her voice as soft as the wind as she faced him, but instantly, Owain was on his guard.

“Goddess! She’s going to smite us on the spot! Run! We must escape! You can’t end my curse until your own is broken, and there’s no way you can do that if you’re dead!” Orla flapped her wings in warning, making him squint to keep her feathers from his eyes. 

“I will return what was given to me as soon as the curse is broken,” he said, anger rising at the idea of Desislav the Destroyer being once again in possession of the blood moon.

Bitterness mingled with regret. Why his brothers and he had thought destroying Abaddon was a good way to save mortals was now beyond him. He’d had almost two millennia to realize the sheer folly of their plan. 

It didn’t mean he was ready to martyr himself by imprisonment in the Hour, however. 

There was no doubt that Desi in possession of the blood moon was a direct threat, one he would move the stars in the sky to avoid.

“Very well,” his mother said, and, before Owain could say another word, threw her hands wide, the spell she’d been weaving slamming him in the face and sending him reeling backward into darkness, her words following him into its inky depths. “You want me to be part of the Morrigna again? Far be it from me to deny my child at Christmas. I will summon my sisters, and with their help, I will extract from you what is mine.”
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BERRY

“The Respectful Order of Knockers, Coblyns, and Bluecaps can bite my shiny pink ass. The nerve of them kicking me out over nothing! And so close to Christmas! I tell you, Savian, it’s all politics with the knockers now. You put so much as one toe out of what they consider a reasonable line, and boom! You’re booted out into the cold, hard, unemployed world. It doesn’t matter how many decades you’ve devoted to them, oh no, you take a stand to protect Gaia, and they have the hissy fit to end all hissy fits. I won’t even repeat the things they said about me, but you can rest assured that it was all bull.” I panted a little at the end of the rant, but that was mostly because I’d worked myself into a rage during the walk to my cousin’s house.

Savian, who sat in a wheelchair at the front door of his house in a London suburb, blinked at me a couple of times before he gave me a bright smile. “Hullo, Berry. I suppose you shouldn’t have helped with the downfall of that fracking company if it was going to get you fired.”

“Fracking is bad,” I reminded him, entering the house when he wheeled backward and gestured me in, careful to avoid his legs, both in casts from the knees down. “It’s harmful to the earth, and what is a knocker if not a being who devotes her life to protecting said earth. How are you feeling? You have color back in your face, so Maura must be taking good care of you.”

“She is, I have, and better, thank you. Still can’t take a shower, but Maura has been very inventive in helping me bathe.” His eyebrows waggled even as he grinned before spinning around and preceding me into a sunny sitting room that faced a narrow, but tidy, back garden. “She and the kids are off seeing her mum, but they’ll be back by dinnertime, if you’d like to stay.”

“Wish I could, but I have to try to find someone who’ll take on my unemployed self. If you have any ideas, I’d love to hear them, because I can’t even get an interview.”

“As a matter of fact—oh, ta. No milk, and one sugar, please. As a matter of fact, I might have something you could do, although it would require you to pass a background check with the Committee.” He accepted the cup of tea that I’d poured him when I realized his wife, Maura, a lovely dragon with a wicked sense of humor, had set an electric kettle and tea makings on a side table within his reach. 

I paused in the act of pouring myself a cup, studying his face. Although Savian had been born mortal, he was now a dragon’s mate and, as such, had stopped aging. His long, very English face had a few more lines than I remembered the last time I’d seen him, but he looked much the same. Spurred by a sudden rush of emotions, I gave his arm a squeeze and said, “I’m so glad you found Maura. Life with her and the kids obviously suits you. You look happy despite two obliterated legs. Speaking of that, did they ever find the troll who threw you onto the train tracks?”

He gave a little shudder, and took a sip of tea before answering. “Yes, although since there were no cameras around that section of the track, it’s my word against his. Luckily, I’m healing two shattered legs faster than a mortal, so I should be mobile in a few more days. And I agree with the sentiment that Maura and the sprogs make my life worth living. But we’re here to talk about you. It’s why I invited you around.”

“And here I was hoping you wanted to feed me so I wouldn’t expire of starvation,” I said with a wry smile, one that acknowledged there was little chance my substantial self would fade away anytime soon. “How are the kids? The baby is almost a year, yes?”

We spent a good ten minutes talking about his life pre–troll attack, and I admired many photos of his two daughters and one son, as well as a smiling Maura. 
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