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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


[image: ]




I was sitting on the steps of the front porch, covered in werewolf blood, when Vlad and Max arrived. I noticed the house didn’t absorb any of Bruce’s blood. I couldn’t say I blamed it. Bruce was a miserable piece of shit who killed my best friend. Fortunately, I was able to bring her back to life, even if I had no idea how I’d done so.

“Jesus,” Max said. “What happened?”

Vlad knelt in front of me and began searching my body for injuries. “Where are you hurt?” he asked.

“It’s not my blood,” I answered softly.

“She tore Bruce to pieces,” Lori said, looking pleased.

“Damn it,” Vlad said fiercely. “I’m sorry. We should have been here sooner. We were tracking Bruce in the woods near—“ He stopped abruptly and gave me a strange look. “Did she say you tore him apart?”

“We were alone, I’d already emptied a clip into him, and I didn’t have any silver bullets.”

Max sat beside me and took one of my blood-covered hands in his. “What did you do?” he said softly.

“I drank the blood. I had no other way to defend us.”

The part that I didn’t need to say out loud was, the blood carried a curse. A short while ago a woman named Elaina had showed up at my door with the vial of blood and a family history lesson. My ancestor, Oriana, was a witch who was unfortunate enough to marry a vampire. This vampire, Siegfried (who was also a legendary dragon slayer) bit her on their wedding night. Well, that really pissed her off. She invoked a curse that was meant to fuck him, saying that future generations (descended through her sister, Holly) would hunt down the very last of his bloodline and turn them all to dust. The problem is, Siegfried was already around two-thousand years old by that time and his bloodline was quite extensive. The blood that I drank was extracted from a master vampire, descended from Siegfried’s line, during a ritual. Drinking the blood is how the next vampire slayer claims their “prize.” Whoever drinks the blood will be the next vampire slayer for at least one hundred years. During that time you won’t age. You will have superior strength, speed, and who knows what other kinds of abilities. Unfortunately, drinking the blood also makes you infertile. I’d already come to the decision that I didn’t want children, but to have this become a reality for me was still unsettling. 

“It wasn’t a choice I made lightly. I needed the strength and speed to take down a werewolf.” I looked up at Lori, standing behind Max. “I couldn’t let him kill you again.”

Her eyes filled with tears as she said, “I know. Thank you.”
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Chapter Two
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I looked at Max then and his aura had changed.

“There is a warm, fuzzy, glowing sort of feeling I get from being close to you now,” I said to him.

“You didn’t get that before?” he said suggestively.

Max is around six-foot-three with long, wavy brown hair, and a body that could stop traffic.

“Not like this,” I said, giving him a genuine smile.

I looked at Vlad then and felt a change as well. Vlad is a six-foot-five, badass half-demon werewolf hunter. So yeah, he already has a different vibe.

“There’s something different about you too, but I can’t quite put my finger on it.”

“Would you like to try?” he said, opening his arms in invitation.

“You guys don’t seem to notice that she’s covered in blood,” Lori said. “That’s too kinky, even for my tastes.”

Did I mention that I’m kind of dating both of them? Another of my friends that I considered family was Maggie May Stewart. Lori and I mostly call her Mags. She is a very powerful witch, and she thought that I could benefit from dating more. Before Elaina ever showed up with news of the curse, Mags was casting spells to bring someone special into my life.

The conversation went something like this. Maggie told me that she’d been working spells on my behalf for the “men” I needed to come into my life.

“Men? Plural?” I asked. I couldn’t help laughing. “What the hell, Mags?”

“I didn’t mean all at once,” she’d said. “Different people influence our lives for different reasons. I’ve had many lovers and they all contributed to the woman I am today. I thought it would do you good to have someone in your life.”

I saw her point and appreciated her thoughtfulness. Mags didn’t work spells for just anyone. It meant something that she’d taken the time to do this for me.

Whether she intended it that way or not it seemed like I was going to get my men “all at once.” I met Vlad the same day she told me this, and Max and I had just started to develop a relationship. He’d been my neighbor for three months. It took me a while to work up my nerve to talk to him, mostly because he’s a werewolf.

Ah, but the plot thickens. After Eliana’s visit, I wanted to talk over this curse business with Maggie. Yes, I am a witch. I’m sorry to say that I haven’t been using my powers until recently. That means that I’m really, really out of practice. There was no particular reason for this lack of use. I’d simply never taken much of an interest in the craft. But that was changing quickly.
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