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Chapter 1


          

          
            Campania

          

        

      

    

    
      My jaw locks tight with irritation as the miles go by over the highways of Italy. Overmaster Descallia has felt the impending danger of our enemies for quite some time. Now, it’s finally clear to all the vampire masters the traitors we must defeat before we can ever hope to get a trail of the rogues. First, we must find the pesky witches and make them tell us what they know about the rogues they’re working for and divulge the names of the other traitors wreaking havoc in our world. Then, and only then, will we be able to end the rogue vampires for good.

      So many traitors among us it’s hard to fathom. Dragos, Corcius, and other warriors we have trusted for centuries. No one would have ever suspected Vince, who devoted his entire life working for the police just to provide us inside information, or Isala, Overmaster’s trusted consigliere, a woman who swore allegiance to him and stood by his side as he picked himself up from the ashes and built the very empire all the vampires enjoy today, yet every single one of them and more turned against us.

      Any number of people could have joined the rogues: a fellow vampire master, a lord, a warrior; our fearless leader did not say who else dared to betray us. There is no doubt, though, that someone we trust is feeding information to the witches for the rogues. I have every intention of finding out exactly who it is and make them pay. They picked the wrong location to hide out when they selected the nightclubs of my region. They won’t be able to blend into the nightlife for long because my hunt for the evil little creatures begins tonight.

      I know the Southern Italy region like the back of my hand. The nightlife activity is a good place to disappear when you don’t want to be found. Our enemies aren’t as smart as they think they are, though. The sneaky witches are about to learn just what a big mistake it was coming to one of the cities under my watch to hide. No place in the region of Campania is a safe haven for them when all of the community members are loyal to me, a trusted vampire master known for taking care of his flock.

      The wheels of the black Maserati Ghibli hug the corners of the winding roads, snaking around Campania as my driver rounds the bends high above the sea. The lights of houses set into the hill, and those shimmering from boats across the water shine against an otherwise pitch-black night as we set out on our search for the pesky witches.

      We may have dealt with the rogue vampires time and time again, but there are more out there now. The rogues, or the orchestrators as they used to refer to themselves centuries ago, are stirring and growing in numbers. Overmaster Descallia and Lucianna have exceptional powers and have felt them for some time, but now, it’s not just the two of them who feel the presence of our enemies.

      Even the twelve masters of the vampire consulate feel it, including me. Even the lords who work beneath us in the regions sense the tides of trouble swirling in the wind. Every time the orchestrators rear their ugly heads, we face a never-ending battle to control the destiny of the vampires and preserve the life we’ve worked so hard to build for the vampires today.

      Not once have we come close to losing that centuries-old war. While the purebloods under Overmaster Descallia’s direction have chosen the path of blending, learning, and adapting to new ways of doing things, the rogues are still stuck in the ways of years ago. We’ve always managed to send the rogue vampires who want to revert us back to the blood-sucking creatures we were of years past back to the dark ages where they belong, but every time they regroup, arm themselves, and come at us with a different method of attack. Even still, we’ve always prevailed.

      But that could all change now.

      The witches have always remained neutral in the war between the rogue vampires and the purebloods of today. The pesky witches are always making trouble, especially about our land in Romania. However, in the greatest battles between the rogues and us, they’ve never taken a side, always taking to their havens until trouble has passed.

      Until now…

      I plan to find out exactly why this group of witches has aligned with an enemy from the dark ages, even going against their own coven leaders. Why they would want us to revert to a time when vampires roamed the streets, snatching humans for snacks is beyond me. Even the witches are safer these days as a result of our power. No longer sought out by the same enemies they seek to protect.

      My jaw locks with irritation. It makes no sense whatsoever for the witches to side with the rogues. Witches have been oppressed, openly burnt alive for having the gifts of magic and healing. If anything, they should be taking the side of the vampire masters who have the power to go up against the rogues and even the humans if needed.

      Whatever the reason, the witches we’re after now should never have gotten involved with the rogues, or left the safety of Devora’s coven. That’s a line even they can’t cross and come out unscathed, and the other vampire masters and I will see to it that they pay for their outright betrayal.

      Just because they’ve blended in with the humans and other underworld dwellers who like the lights and action of the city, doesn’t mean I won’t find them. My region may be vast, but my driver knows exactly where to go for some of the best nightlife in Italy. We continue searching city after city in my region. When we find them, we will get the answers we want and make them pay if it takes all night or all day.

      We reach the outskirts of Salerno, weaving the luxury sedan through the main roads and back alley areas the tourists never stray into. Although almost midnight, the pulsing music from the club not too far up the street drifts over the quietness of the city. My keen ears hear the distinct little cackle of a pesky witch as the sound floats onto the wind along with the rhythmic beat. I gesture to the side of the road. “Pull over here and let me out.”

      I step from the black sedan and tug on the ends of my sleeves, adjusting my cufflinks and suit jacket before walking the short cobblestoned distance to the club just a half a block away.

      The big burly guy at the entrance gives me a nod of recognition. “Evening, Master Campania. Go right in.” He unhooks the red rope and lets me through the red wood double door. Earlier in the night, he probably had to keep the crowd of club goers at bay as they waited until opening time.

      A strand of multi-colored light flashes across the room, blinking in time with the rhythm of the song. I make my way through the throng of small tables filled with people talking and drinking their favorite concoctions while watching a multitude of people on the dance floor who are moving to a popular beat.

      My eyes scan the room, taking in the humans, vampires, and other under dwellers of the night. Everyone mingling under the same roof, as it should be. Divisions that still exist in other regions, even today, do not exist here. The humans and vampires may not see eye to eye on everything, but they respect each other, and the power the other faction holds. At least in most of the clubs.

      I recognize the dark-suited syndicate man in the corner and give him a nod as I pass by his table. Even the syndicate fucks mingle with us all in Campania. They watch the pretty dancing girls strategically located throughout the club just like all the rest of the red-blooded beasts.

      The syndicate knows exactly how the division of power is distributed in south Italy. They know they need the vampires as much as we need the humans. We may not agree on the division of territories, division of product or profits, and other minor things, but all in all we accept the other as a necessary and essential part of doing business in the world today.

      But the witches are a totally different thing altogether. I have no doubt that one of Roman Mancino’s men from the syndicate has no idea he’s hanging out in a club entrenched with the witches the humans and vampires hate.

      A tinkling sound, although soft, captures my attention amid all the other noise in the club. My eyes home in on the shoulder-length dark-haired woman with big green eyes sitting in the center of a horseshoe shaped leather seating arrangement with a tall drink on the table in front of her and others lined up in front of her friends. She laughs again at something her friend says.

      Found you…

      The ladies drinking and laughing at the table in the back are probably trying to blend into the surroundings as though they are human and not of wiccan descent. Probably born with no other intent than to cause the vampires aggravation and grief, any chance they can.

      My eyes track the sway of her perfect heart-shaped ass adorned in a short cobalt blue skirt that leaves a long expanse of creamy thighs and slender calves displayed as she makes her way to the center of the room with her friends. Her silver shortie boots click against the wood of the dance floor as she and her friends begin dancing to the ultra-contemporary beat. She spins and raises her hands in the air, her eyes closed, soaking in the moment, allowing me an unfettered view of her perfectly sized breasts which bounce sweetly with each movement she makes under the thin material of her clingy white bodice.

      It’s hard to believe such an evil little creature can come in such a beautifully wrapped package, but the witches have always had the uncanny ability to lure and ensnare even the most careful of males with their female wiles. She absorbs the music and moves seductively with the beat, causing my dick to shift against the inside seam of my pants. Seductress, enchantress, beguiling little witch.

      The group of four females eventually tire. They make their way back to their table in the back corner where an overzealous waiter meets them to take their refreshment order. The minute he leaves the table, she turns to her friends, and they begin laughing. They won’t find the rest of their evening as enjoyable as it’s been up to this point.

      I stalk forward, intent on catching the pesky witch by surprise, but her eyes suddenly shift, opening wide as she realizes exactly who I am.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Willow

          

        

      

    

    
      I take a sip of wine after a long swim in the pool and an outdoor shower, fascinated as the bright orb of the sun begins to descend over the Gulf of Naples. This far south, the colorful mass falls fast into the darkening arm of the Tyrrhenian Sea that surrounds the Campania region in the southwest portion of Italy. Sipping a wine from one of the local vineyards and watching it from our balcony high above the vastness of the turquoise blue never grows old.

      Darkness will approach quickly, and the breeze from the sea will cool the city, which has become heat saturated by the beating sun of the day. I set my glass on the small wrought iron table and pat myself dry with the cashmere towel before tucking it around my waist and heading inside through the French doors to get ready for the night.

      The porcelain tile feels cool against the bottoms of my feet as I make my way across the dark green flooring of the shared living room with leather couches and recliners in the large open concept space. The adjacent kitchen is pristine with all the amenities four women who are crazy enough to live together could have hoped to find. I pad past my friends’ rooms and down the hall to my bedroom at the very end of the house.

      The lights of the boats on the sea are visible through the floor-to-ceiling windows. They’re just beginning to twinkle, making me thankful I spent the extra rent for the larger bedroom and I declined the afternoon shopping spree with friends in exchange for an afternoon of solitude soaking up the beauty of the Italian Coast.

      A quick glance at the clock on the wall spurs me into action because after a day of voracious shopping my friends are bound to be hungry. It’s not likely they will wait for the likes of me if I’m late for the early dinner planned in town.

      I know the rules of the academy. No using your witchy powers outside the academy walls unless it’s an emergency. A small smile breaks over my face because the last few months have been all about breaking the rules. A twist of my hand dresses me in lacy dainties while another twist causes the fitted blue skirt and white fitted bodice to float through the air. I step into a sexy pair of shortie boots with another twist of my wrist.

      I glance in the mirror and grin, satisfied with the results and with our decision to part ways with the coven in search of a freedom that until recently was never ours to enjoy. Life is short, and living under the thumb of the head witches of the academy was never going to change. Get up each day, go to class, learn about the evil vampires, how to make more potions and drum up hexes and all the other mundane stuff that a witch must do. All in the name of protecting ourselves from monsters who would like nothing but to watch us burn at the stake.

      I pull out the blow dryer and smooth my hair into a sheen, letting it curl slightly as it rests on my shoulders before putting the silver hoops with the hex sign in the middle on for the evening. Pure silver, a gift from my mother long, long ago. My cell buzzes on the counter. I read the message and smile. My zealous friends have no patience for waiting, not when it comes to a planned night of fun in the city. My heels click across the tile floor as I gather a few belongings and toss them into my purse before one last twist of my hand takes me downtown to city center.

      A woman walking at a good pace almost jumps out of her skin as she looks up in surprise. “I’m so sorry,” she says, momentarily confused.

      I laugh. “No apologies necessary. You never know when someone is just going to appear out of thin air around these parts.” She adjusts her purse, gives me another puzzled look, but then keeps moving. I really should refrain from such childish parlor tricks, but once in a while it’s nice to slip into witch mode, especially on a night out with your friends.

      The greeter lets me through the red ropes the minute I flash my VIP card, one of the many amenities of renting our house from owners of the club. My friends are already at the bar as I walk in, settled into the very back table that allows us to see all the comings and goings of the club with easy access to the dance floor.

      They raise their half empty glasses to me as I get to the table, and Belinda slides out and lets me into the booth. “Slide into the middle.” She grins at me as I slide in. “Easier for the handsome men to come by and pick me up for a dance.”

      I roll my eyes at our vivacious friend, who’s always got one man or another on her mind, until one shows any kind of interest. Then she tucks tail and runs for the hills. No doubt from all the mindless drivel the head witches at the academy have been drumming into our heads for years upon years. Imagine my surprise when I signed up for college and learned the other sex wasn’t after our spells and magic at all but something much more fun and sinful.

      I put down my purse and get comfortable in between my friends, and an attentive server stops by to find out my drink of choice. A tall, dark man in a suit saunters into the club, prowling with the grace of a panther on the track of his prey. I drag my eyes away before he locks those dark- souled eyes on me because I know exactly who and what he is. Master Campania. A pureblooded vampire, one of the most powerful vampire masters of all. I don’t even chance a glance up because nothing good ever comes of running into one of them, especially with no safety of the coven and head witches to protect us.

      The dark vampire blends into the crowd, and my attention reverts back to my friends who are talking a mile a minute about their day. They’ve barely had time to fill me in on all their day’s excitement while out shopping for bargains before a popular song comes over the loudspeakers. Belinda grabs my hand and pulls me off of the bench. Our other two friends follow us to the dance floor, and we all meld with another group of women clearly out for a good time too.

      My skin heats as I feel eyes watching me from across the room. I inhale deeply, keeping my focus on the music and friends in front of me. I already know intuitively that it’s the dark vampire master causing my blood to race. It takes effort not to let my eyes be drawn to the tall dark-haired male sitting in the shadows of the corner who should know better than to toy with a witch. He may blend into the club just like all the other humans, but I would know one of our lifelong enemies from anywhere after all the pictures the head witches loved to share. Master Campania, the pureblooded vampire who rules the entire southern region of Italy, and any vampire who originated in this area no matter where they roam or settle afterward reports directly up to him. A powerful beast who could have any female he wants, yet his eyes haven’t left me for more than a few seconds since walking into the club.

      The heat of his eyes stops warming my skin for a moment. I venture a peek, but quickly avert my gaze before his attention turns back to me. I don’t have to look up to know when his eyes rake over me, because I can feel the intensity of their heat on my exposed skin. It sends tingles of desire down the length of my spine and straight to my core.

      I may not want to admit it, but every traitorous bone in my body is putting on a show just for him. Every step of the dance feels as though it’s in slow motion and under intense scrutiny from the powerful and well-dressed beast. His eyes don’t leave me for a second; instead, heating my body and spurring my energy, and my nipples pebble against the thin material of the bodice that hugs my skin so closely. I close my eyes, slowly turning away from his six-foot-four frame as the song comes to an end, and my friends and I head back to our table.

      The young man who stops at our table is attentive and quick to fill our drinks. I’ve barely taken a sip when the heat of the master vampire’s eyes draws me toward him again. This time, the magnetic intensity is undeniable and too strong for even me to resist. His mind is racing with thoughts, though, and if they were pure thoughts, perhaps I’d give him the benefit of the doubt.

      Instead, all my psychic powers can focus on is the thoughts racing through his head. The evil little seductress will pay for toying with me but not until the vampires get what we want from her.

      My head snaps up, and my eyes meet his. He stalks forward as though he owns the club and isn’t just a paying patron like the rest of us, or someone I can send back to the dark nether regions he rose from in a blink of an eye and a wave of my wand.

      I take a deep breath and summon every bit of force that comes with my power, readying myself to do battle with the formidable beast.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 3


          

          
            Campania

          

        

      

    

    
      The witch’s bright green and purple eyes begin to swirl as she raises her right hand. I don’t need more than those two clues to realize she’s recognized me or that I have very little time to intercept before she unleashes whatever hex is in store for me.

      I raise my hand and stop walking, hoping to buy myself time. I could sear the witch with the heat of my eyes right where she stands, but that won’t get me closer to what I need. Instead, I try connecting since most witches are telepathic on some level or another. I don’t mean you any harm, but I do need information.

      Liar, she mouths back, taking me by surprise at how clearly she and I connect. A psychic witch, one with exceptional telekinetic powers that perhaps may match my own.

      I shrug. The vampires intend to get the information we need. That is all. A truce, for the moment?

      Her eyes narrow, but the beating of her heart stays steady as she contemplates my suggestion. Hopefully, a sign that I’m not about to be turned into a toad or any other parlor shop tricks these cackling hags love to play on vampires and other dwellers of the underworld.

      The evil but sexy little witch averts her attention and turns to her friends. I stand impatiently waiting in the middle of the club as people walk around me, with no idea that a vampire master has been stopped dead in his tracks by a persnickety little witch.

      One that will pay for her audacity the minute I have what I want, but for now, I’ll let her think she has the upper hand, until the very minute that I don’t.

      The foursome breaks up after dinner, three of them leaving the enchantress on her own as they walk to the bar and perch onto the empty bar stools for a front row view of our conversation, still cackling softly to themselves. They’ll see who’s laughing when they’re hanging from the cross above a fiery pit of flames for helping the rogues try to get the upper hand of the vampires.

      I gesture to the curved red leather booth as I approach the witch who dares to allow herself to be drawn out by a vampire. An unusual move sends her friends away, one that I can’t help to find exceptionally intriguing given our obvious physical attraction. “Do you mind if I sit? I promise not to bite.”

      Her pretty lips purse, not at all amused with my attempt to bring levity to an otherwise tense situation or to simply deescalate whatever fear she has of me, at least for now.

      I set both of my hands on the table. “I need information, that’s all.” I already know she and her friends aren’t the ones I’m after, but they can sure as hell lead me to the ones who are.

      She grasps her glass and brings it to her lips. Her long, creamy fingers with pointed green fingernails are adorned with multiple silver rings. I watch mesmerized as her bow-shaped lips caress the glass and her throat constricts, leaving it a little emptier than it was before and a red lip shaped design on the glass when she’s done.

      Evil little enchantress…

      She smiles. “The name is Willow. Enchantress is usually saved for someone with far greater powers than me.”

      I smirk… Damn, she’s hot, and she can clearly read my mind.

      The waiter stops by and takes my order of a scotch, although I’d prefer the calming blend of a Descallia Red. A mixture of wine and pureblood created locally from the vineyards thriving in the region. I turn to her after he’s left to get my drink. “So, let’s forget the games. You can read minds, turn me into a frog or some other such nonsense, causing me to have to go to our healer to get it sorted. I can scorch you, burn you to ashes where you sit without any warning. Let’s forget all of that. I have a proposition for you, Willow.”

      Her eyebrow turns up in an arch as she draws on the long straw from her drink. She keeps me waiting as she swallows, twirling the peach-colored tube between two fingers. “I don’t make deals with vampires, Master Campania.”

      The fact that she already knows who I am could work to my advantage. If she hasn’t figured it out yet, she should be very afraid, because my patience with these games is growing thin. We have a job to do and not very much time to get it done. “The witches we hunt helped Isala. Overmaster Descallia’s previous consigliere turned even more witches against Devora’s coven and intends to harm the head witches and high priestess…”

      Willow raises a hand, stopping me midsentence. “You want me to help you find my sister witches?”

      “I don’t simply want you to—I expect it, if you and your cackling friends know what’s good for you. Did you not hear a word I said? They have sided with the rogues and your head witches, including Devora, are their targets. Surely you don’t want to help them with that?”

      Her eyes begin that swirling thing, and she raises her hand.

      My fangs descend, and a low growl barrels from the back of my throat. “Don’t do something you or I will both regret. Paybacks are hell, Willow. I promise to make your payment doubly hard if I waste needless time having some hex you place on me reversed. Do we understand each other, witch? I am not the vampire you want to mess around with. I have no time or patience for it.”

      Her eyes continue to swirl, but she relents with a dramatic sigh. “Fine. What do you want to know? Maybe I’ll tell you and maybe I won’t, pureblood!”

      “All you have to do is tell me where they are. We will do the rest.”

      Willow averts her eyes, continuing to toy with her straw. I watch fascinated as her eyes stop swirling and turn the brightest of blue-greens, just like the Tyrrhenian Sea far beyond. “It’s hard to believe Devora is sanctioning the vampires to find my sisters. How do I know what you say is true? What proof do you have, vampire?”

      I gesture to the bauble hanging around her pretty little neck. “Summon her and ask her yourself, but make it quick. The longer it takes convincing you to help, the longer your group of rogue witches have to harm the rest of the witches and vampires too.”

      She strokes the purple glass bauble hanging from her neck with two fingers, but she’s no more going to summon Devora than I would. She has whatever magic it holds turned off for a reason, and we both know what that is. She strokes it again and overplays her hand.

      I go to stand up. “We’re done here. I’ll inform Devora that you and your friends were far from cooperative and let her know exactly where to find you. Perhaps even the owner of this club and the man who rents his house to you already knows you and your friends are witches, yes?”

      Her eyes flash with gold streaks. “Don’t you dare tell him one word of that, pureblood!”

      I glance at my watch. “I have places to be, witch. Tell me what I want to know and quit toying with me if you want to keep any semblance of the life you’ve built here in Campania intact.”

      Fucker…

      I shrug… “It’s Master Fucker to you.”

      The pulse on the side of her neck is beating wildly, a sign that pushing her further is probably not in my best interest, but still, that’s exactly what I do.

      “You have moments before I take the deal off the table.”

      “Some deal,” she mutters.

      I arch my eyebrows.

      She pushes her drink away from her as though it will make her concession easier. “Fine. I don’t know exactly who you’re looking for, but I’ve heard the rogue witch rumors. I believe they’re frequenting a place on the other side of town, a place called the Caposso.”

      Now we’re getting somewhere. Although, still, I watch her carefully for any vestige of deceit before trusting what she’s said. “I know where that is. Do you know where they’re staying when not in the clubs?”

      Willow shakes her head and takes a small sip of her drink. “I’ve told you more than any self-respecting witch should have said. That’s all you’ll get from me, vampire. Go bother someone else now, and leave us alone.”

      I toss some bills on the table and stand. “Thanks for your help.” I turn on the heel of my dress shoe and make my way out of the club and toward my car as it approaches. The back door unlocks as it reaches the curb in front of me, and I slide into the luxurious grey leather seats.

      My eyes meet my driver’s in the rearview mirror. He gives me a nod. “Where to, boss?”

      “Caposso.”

      He arches one brow. “You know who owns that, boss?”

      I nod at his worried reflection in the mirror. “I know it well. At least we’ll have the element of surprise on our side. It had to be the fucking syndicate hang out.” That right there should confirm what I’ve suspected for a very long time. Overmaster Descallia may want to believe only a few of the syndicate elders were responsible for the issues the vampires have faced recently. I, on the other hand, bet every single one of the no-good fuckers is in on the plot to run the vampires into the ground. Try telling Descallia that when he and the new don seem to be in sync.

      This encounter could get messy, and even though I couldn’t ascertain any deceit in Willow’s voice, she is a witch, a cunning and evil little enchantress. I send a text and pocket my cell. “I sent for back up. They’ll meet us there. Let’s roll.”
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