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​Chapter 1
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Vampire... Princess. I have been a vampire for thirty seconds and I am supposed to lead a coven. How can this even be possible? Certainly, this is another nightmare. But if it were a nightmare, I wouldn’t experience this intense thirst coursing through my body. My mouth is dryer than it has ever been in my life and when I try to lick my dry lips, I cut my tongue on my razor-sharp teeth. Those are new. How did my teeth get so sharp?

I can feel the fire building within me. I feel myself tensing up. The thirst is driving me mad. I must control myself, but it is harder than before. I feel more powerful than ever. It is a struggle to hold it back. The voices start. So many voices. Why is everybody yelling at me? I close my eyes and put my hands over my ears, but it does not stop the voices.

“Try to block it out.” One voice screams louder than the rest. I glance to the side and notice the young vampire who helped us during the fighting. She intensely stares at me, trying to get into my head like her life depends on it. And it just might. If I can’t get myself under control, everyone here might be in danger.

I redirect my attention to the beautiful blue eyes gazing down at me. His hand touches my face and for the first time, it doesn’t feel cool. Tomas’s presence has a calming effect on me, but the intensity within me is fighting back. I don’t want to hurt Tomas or anyone else here.

“Evie, you need to feed. Please sit up.” I comply and look around. How am I supposed to feed? As if to answer my question, Reyna moves through the crowd with Devon. Not Devon. I just rescued her. I cannot chance hurting her. Not my friend.

“No! No, I can’t. What if something goes wrong? What if I take too much?”

“It’s okay, Evie,” Devon says, “I can handle it. But somebody owes me a steak dinner after this.” Is she telling jokes at a time like this? She holds out her wrist for me, but I am not sure what to do. I think back to my anatomy lesson. Cassius may have taught me about the anatomy of feeding, but all I can think about is what happened the first time he fed on Thea. Cassius was supposed to be with me for this. To help control me. To prevent me from hurting my entrée—my friend. But Cassius is not here.

Tomas reaches for Devon’s wrist and bites it quickly. He presses it firmly against my lips and the warm, thick fluid spills into my mouth and over my tongue. The metallic taste repulsive at first but suddenly the most delicious flavor I have ever experienced. Tomas pulls Devon’s arm away from me, licks her wrist and sets her arm back down.

“More,” I plead wantonly.

“Take it easy. Let’s make sure we have you under control first.” 

“I think in her case it will be better to quench the thirst,” Reyna whispers to Tomas. “We need her in control of her actions. There is a whole coven here ready to bow to her.” Reyna has been immortal for thousands of years. She has witnessed many transformations. She is likely right. But why is she helping me? She doesn’t even know me. Her involvement is peculiar.

I can perceive my head calming down. I can still hear the thoughts but in a toned down, organized way. I gaze around the room at everyone staring at me.

“What happened?” I ask Tomas, still confused as to how we got here. “We agreed you wouldn’t turn me. I should be dead.”

“You did die. You died Evie. I held you in my arms as you took your last breath.” I close my eyes and remember. Immortals cry tears of blood. A fact no one ever talks about. Was secrecy due to the rarity of it? Because it requires a semblance of humanity which most immortals lack? It doesn’t matter. 

“How am I here?” I need answers. I was under the impression it was against the immortal code to transform a human without their permission.

“Reyna turned you. I tried to stop her, Evie. I did. I promise. This is not what I wanted for you. But she said it would all work out. She said you had to turn.”

Reyna turned me. I ask myself, “Why?” Why would the original immortal care if I lived or died? How was she even here? Presumed dead, the Queen of the Immortals was supposed to be gone hundreds of years ago. It’s hard to think clearly. My head is spinning again, and the voices are louder.

“More blood.” I am losing focus on what he is saying. Do I really care why I am an immortal? I can’t change anything. It’s done. And this thirst is overwhelming. “Tomas,” I grab his arm tightly, “I need more!”

“We either need another human or someone needs to go hunting,” Tomas shouts to those gathered in the room. Immediately, a small group rushes out.

“Just hang in there,” he whispers softly. “Do not show any weakness.” He climbs up behind me and wraps his arms around me. I feel a wave of emotions flow through me. Relief... joy... love. So much love. Just like Cassius used to do. But Tomas does not possess that specific endowment. He has no ability to flood me with his emotions like Cassius could. Am I somehow absorbing his emotions on my own? Can it also work in reverse? Or do I merely have a heightened awareness of the warmth emanating from Tomas?

The warming feelings too soon interrupted by my thirst. I want to experience his love and I want to bathe in his tenderness but all I can think about is more. I need more. 

“You will be okay, Evie.” Devon’s wrist presses to my mouth again. This time I pay attention to what I am doing. I only take a small amount, enough to wet my mouth, and stop as I feel her heartbeat increase. It is still not enough though. I stare in the direction my new followers went, wondering how long it will take them. The blood I drank is enough only to temporarily appease me. I swing my feet over the side of the altar and gaze out at my coven. My coven. The words sound so foreign. 

I catch my appearance in a mirror. I don’t look like I arose from the dead. My black shirt and running pants bear no signs of the battle which occurred before my transformation. I look more like a sentry than a leader. I want to feel underdressed but observing the faces staring back at me, I realize I am one of the few without rips in my clothes.

Someone returns with a dead animal I cannot identify. I’m however, not so brave yet.

“Can I have it in a glass?”

They disappear with the carcass. I feel myself tensing up. I need more. I should have just taken the animal instead of acting like a pampered princess.

Princess! Oh, God! I am a princess according to immortal standards. Not important right now. I need to feed.

Just in time, a short guy returns with two cups. He hands me one and Tomas the other. The warm fluid goes down so rapidly. Drinking is a lot easier when you don’t have to worry about an annoying little thing like breathing. In no time, the glass is empty, but I feel so insatiable. I reach to take the other glass, but Tomas holds it back. 

“Let me,” he says as he softly puts the cup up to my mouth. He lets me have tiny sips, a little at a time. Every couple of sips he takes the cup away completely.

I turn to him, “Tomas, give me more.”

He tips the cup to my lips, allowing me just enough to wet the dry sandpaper feel developing in my mouth, little at a time, until I’m finally near sated. Calmer. 

I look down and see the body of Draven, decomposing right before my eyes. His black clothing engulfs his shriveled corpse. His black clothing almost identical to Cassius’s choice of attire.

Cassius. Does he know what happened? Do I want him to know? I left him without a word and so much has happened since then. Does he understand why I had to leave? I want to know how he reacted. I need to know. How will he react when he finds out I was turned? Turned without my permission. I want to know what he is doing right now, but I cannot risk letting anyone else in my head, so I shut my thoughts off to everyone.

I look down to the little girl who helped me when I awoke. I slide off the table and step over to her. I reach out for her hand, and she sets hers in mine. 

“What is your name?” I ask her. 

“Giavianni, but everyone calls me Gia.”

“Gia... I like it. Thank you.” I don’t elaborate on what I am thanking her for. I know she knows but I don’t want everyone else to know. Now is not a time to show a weakness, as Tomas said. As I move around, I notice all my pain from earlier has disappeared. I no longer feel broken. I feel strong. Revitalized. 

Do I want to lead a coven? I am completely lacking in what I assume are the necessary qualifications to properly do so. Starting with the fact I have only been immortal for about five minutes. Can I renounce my position? Looking around at all the intense eyes staring at me, I consider I should hold off on making any important decisions right now. Our survival may depend on my ability to prove myself as a leader. My claim to the position of leadership may be the only thing keeping Tomas and myself alive right now. And Devon. I look around to make sure she is okay—that first, I did not harm her and second, she is not in imminent danger from the other vampires present. I need more information before I make any hasty decisions, but I can’t leave her in danger. Though... she has survived with this group for months, which is way better than I did—I lasted less than an hour in this house.

“I need to speak with the two of you who were closest with Draven. Also, Gia, and...” I look around the room for honest eyes. I hear two guys cursing me and point to them, “You two. Follow me.” I walk towards the steps. “Tomas, would you please introduce yourself to everyone else and learn a little about them?”

“Of course, Your Highness.” It does not sound right coming from Tomas. I am going to have to find something different in the future, but I don’t correct him now. Remembering he might not be safe in this company, I address the room. “Reyna and Tomas are under my protection. As well as Devon. No one is to harm any of them.” I turn away without waiting for acquiescence.

I lead the five I selected up the stairs into the office I viewed when we arrived. I offer them all seats before moving the black leather desk chair in front of them.

“I appreciate and respect your custom which named me your new leader. I don’t know much about your coven, but I do understand all immortals have a need to belong, just like humans. There’s no doubt in my mind you all respect your coven laws. The immortal code I am most familiar with is far different from yours. I will try to catch up as quickly as possible.” I glance at their faces without reading their thoughts.

“My name is Genevieve Amara Fairhaven. I prefer Evie.”

“Princess Evie,” Gia says. “I like it.”

An overweight, bald vampire says, “Your Highness, you will have to forgive us, we have never answered to royalty. We do recognize you as our leader and you are, by right, a royal, but it might take a while for everyone to adjust.”

“And you are?” I ask him. 

“My name is Joshua, but everyone calls me Slick.” I cannot help but smile.

“Well, Slick, thank you. I am sure there will be a period of adjustment for all of us. Up until an hour ago I thought you were all a bunch of wild vampires who answered to no one and didn’t respect any codes or follow any leader. It is still hard for me to believe you feel obliged to accept me as your leader considering I was not even immortal when I killed your leader.” I look around the room trying to decide where I should start. I have so many questions I need answered.

“So, all of you Nomads...”

“We do not like that term. We call ourselves the Sol Invictus.”

“So, the Sol Invictus has had the Queen of the Immortals locked up for almost a thousand years?”

“Obviously we didn’t know who she was,” Slick responds sheepishly.

“Honestly?” I ask.

“Most of us have only been turned in the past hundred years. We were instructed to keep her alive and locked away, so we did as we were ordered.”

“Did anyone question those orders?”

“No. Draven said we needed to keep her until the time was right to reveal her existence.”

“How many vampires has she created since she has been here?”

“I don’t believe any.”

“I don’t understand. She has just sat locked away as a prisoner for almost a thousand years with no purpose?”

“As far as I understand.”

I shake my head in confusion. I don’t understand why Draven would keep Reyna here for so long without a reason. And why did they keep her locked away? After all these years, hasn’t she become one of them? Do they recognize her position and only want to keep her away from the Feggári? Are they punishing her for creating Cassius? Holding her prisoner instead of killing her. Something does not make sense. Prisoner for a thousand years!

“Okay. Well, I guess things are done a little differently here, so I am going to need your assistance acclimating to my new life and position.”

The two guys I picked out of the crowd stare at me peevishly. The fifth vampire is a female. She oozes sexuality in a way I could never accomplish. She has straight shoulder-length, flaxen colored hair, and bright green eyes. Her fit, long limbs look stunning in her sleeveless top and linen shorts. She looks at me and says, “Your Highness, we are willing to help in any way we can.” Did I notice some contempt in her voice? She smiles pleasantly, but I sense deception. Or perhaps it is merely what I expect. I suppose there is a chance she is truly genuine.

“I appreciate your cooperation. And you are?”

“Charlotte.” I nod in acknowledgement.

“Why don’t any of you seem too broken up about your leader’s death?” I inquire.

“Draven was always creepy even for an ancient vampire. He killed those who questioned him or thought anything bad about him. It is hard to hide your feelings from a mind reader. He has been in charge for hundreds of years and many have sought to take him out, but once again, he always saw the attack coming before it occurred.” It is a relief to learn Charlotte thought Draven was creepy too. I am glad I was not alone in my feeling. Still, it is not promising his own followers attempted to dispose of him on many occasions.

“Is that what I can look forward to? An eternity of coups and plots to kill me?” I ask her.

“Not if you do a decent job.” This is a lot of pressure for a new leader and... vampire. She used the word vampire. Do they not consider it a derogatory word?

“You don’t like Nomad, but you are okay with vampire?”

“Vampire has become a socially accepted term for the Sol Invictus. We feel it sets us apart from the pretentiousness of the Feggári.” They all nod in agreement with Slick.

“Do you all know about me?” I ask them not knowing if they are aware of my endowments.

“Between rumors and witnessing your abilities, we are somewhat familiar with you.” Slick speaks for them again.

“You two,” I direct my attention to the two who are still giving me dirty looks. “I can read your thoughts if I want to, but I like to be respectful of other’s privacy. What do you think of this? Please speak honestly.”

“Well,” the man, tall, thin, blond with hazel eyes, starts to speak, “I don’t consider following someone who wasn’t even a vampire an hour ago is in the best interest of this coven. Add to that your allegiance to the coven we are at war with, and I predict this could end badly.”

“Do you like moving around all the time?”

“I like having options.”

“Do you like always being at war?”

“I would love to be free to live as I choose.”

“You follow some rules?”

“Yes, of course. It is necessary when living in a large group.”

“I killed dozens of your members before killing your leader. Not by choice but by necessity. I don’t enjoy killing others even if they are technically already dead. I combined natural talent with training to become more powerful than vampires, an unquestionably superior being. Turning was not my idea. But here I am, now one of you. I don’t know how my abilities have been enhanced yet because I have not had time to experiment. I anticipate I am going to be fairly powerful.

“I want to get to know you all. I want to learn why you thought you could hunt me down and turn me into a vampire and expect me to not kill you in return. My parents were killed, my aunt is still in the hospital, the result of a brutal attack, and I was hunted down several times.” I stand up to make my point. “Now, I am what you wanted me to be, and though I am sure you didn’t plan for it, I am your leader. Tell me why I should not kill all of you for supporting the slaughter of my loved ones.” I speak calmly but firmly. When the hostile pair tries to get up, I use my telekinesis powers to hold them down in their seats, not allowing them the opportunity to move even a finger. My eyes burning into them. They don’t say anything.

“What’s wrong? Is someone stopping you?” I release them and they scurry back in their chairs. “Would you like to challenge me for my position right now? I am hungry and require feeding. This is your best opportunity.” They both shake their heads emphatically.

“I didn’t ask for this or expect this, but it happened. I know I cannot do this alone and in addition to my trusted friends, I would like you five to be my advisors. Two of you close to your previous leader, and so I assume familiar with how you operate, one of you already proved herself to me, and two of you, my adversaries.” I look around and see all of them nod in acceptance. “I have lived a life of fortune and spoils. I don’t care to live like a homeless person and this house is not big enough for all of us. Let’s work on housing everyone first. I am open to suggestions.” I sit back down in my chair. Ready to get down to business.

“It is not like we have not tried,” Slick bemoans.

“What has gone wrong? Why haven’t you established yourselves anywhere? You all have brought the wrath of the Feggári upon yourselves because of your disregard for vampire secrecy.”

“Many of us have established communities in other parts of the world. Some have even managed to stay under the radar. More times than not, we have found a place and set up a residence, but your boyfriend downstairs and his Feggári friends have destroyed our homes. We don’t even have time to set up a community, and we are driven out.” Slick sits back in his chair like he is expecting me to deny it. I get a sickening feeling. This is going to be an incredible challenge. Then, a scarier recognition, the Feggári are now my enemy. Crap!

“We have amassed a fortune, but we don’t stay anywhere long enough to build a community.”

“What is your name?” 

“Emilio.”

“Emilio, of all the places you have been, where was your favorite?”

“Dubrovnik.”

“Croatia?”

“Yes.”

“You know one of the largest vampire communities in Europe is there, right?”

“I knew there were some vampires there.”

“Some is an understatement. What about you?” I address the question to the other guy who looks like he is a Harley away from leading a motorcycle gang.

“I was happiest in Cairo.”

“Egypt? Really? Wow, you guys get around... What is your name?”

“Sammy.” I nod.

“Where is the fortune kept?”

“In the bank,” Slick looks like I asked a dumb question. Maybe I did. I possibly expected a treasure of gold coins and gemstones, in an underground vault or something ridiculous along those lines. “The other valuables are kept in a house we keep in Greece.”

“You have a house, but you don’t stay there?”

“It is just a house, not a castle. We can’t all stay there. We have managed to keep it under the radar by only keeping a few of us there at any given time.”

“How many of us are there?”

“Eighteen hundred or so?”

“Eighteen hundred!” I exclaim in disbelief. I was expecting fifty or a hundred. “How the hell am I supposed to lead eighteen hundred vampires?” My head starts spinning. “How are so many vampires staying hidden?”

“All the vampires who left the Feggári, and those created since, have all joined as a unit. They’re spread out on six different continents. Draven used his telepathic abilities to monitor all of them. Maybe you could do the same.”

“How do we even get ahold of them? It is not like I can just dial people with my mind. How will they find out I am in power?”

“We will take care of that, ma’am,” Charlotte chimes in. A southern U.S. accent breaks through when she talks.

“Perfect. Slick and Charlotte please oversee that. Sammy and Emilio, could you two help me find a huge estate or something we can purchase and convert for our needs. I would ideally like as many of us as possible in one place.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“Oh, and starting right now, if any of my vampires kill a human, their immortality will be forfeited.”

They all just give me blank stares.

“Is that understood?”

“Yes, Your Highness,” they all answer together.

“Good. Spread the word. That’s all for now. Gia, walk with me.”

I move out of the room with Gia beside me. We head back downstairs where everyone is talking. After a quick headcount, I determine there are forty-five vampires here, not including Tomas, Reyna, and myself. Tomas notices me and quickly moves to my side.

“Are they all treating you alright?” I ask Tomas, knowing many of these vampires have millions of reasons to hate him.

“Yes. I believe they are still in shock.”

“Well, they should be. This has been a shocking evening. What do we conclude about Reyna?”

“She looks pretty good for someone who has been held captive for a thousand years.”

“I don’t owe her anything as my maker, do I?”

“That is entirely up to you.”

“Slick,” I look around for my new advisor. He steps up to me immediately. “Please have someone take Reyna back upstairs and chain her.

“Evie, what are you doing?” Tomas asks me horrified.

“Reyna turned me into a vampire without my permission and against my direct wishes. The Feggári would not allow it and neither do we. Queen or not, she broke the rules.”

Two vampires escort Reyna back upstairs, and she doesn’t fight them. Tomas strides away, clearly upset by my decision. I look around for Devon and find her chatting up a group of young female vampires.

“Devon, how are you? Are you comfortable?”

“I am jealous you get to be a princess.” Only Devon would find herself in a house full of vampires who recently kept her captive and not be the least bit scared but instead focused on the frivolity of the situation.

“Don’t be. I have a feeling this title is going to bring me a lot of hell. Do you want me to arrange a trip home for you?”

“I am actually kind of interested in staying here with you. Do you think that would be okay?”

“Devon, I don’t think it is safe for you here.”

“I think I could be useful here.”

“Won’t your parents want to see you?”

“I am pretty certain they did something to cause my parents to forget about me. I got ahold of a phone one day and tried to call my mother, and she claimed no knowledge of having a daughter.”

“They were more than likely compelled, so they would not look for you. An incredibly old and powerful vampire kidnapped you.”

“Yeah, and you killed him. What’s up with you superwoman?”

“He just about killed me first.” It is so weird to be having this conversation. “I have special abilities. I am telepathic, telekinetic, and pyrokinetic. Now that I am a vampire, those powers will surely be amplified in some way.”

“I would like to stay and help you in any way possible. You have saved my life twice now.”

“Okay. But I don’t want anyone feeding on you. And please don’t find it necessary to address me as anything other than Evie, ever.”

“Deal.”

I turn to Gia. “We need to figure out a way to feed all these vampires without draining humans.”

“I will go do some research.” 

I look over and see Tomas with his phone out, so I approach him. “Who are you talking to?”

“Cassius has been texting me. He wants to know you are okay.”

“What have you told him?”

“Not much. Only that you are fine.”

“Thank you for not giving him any more details than that. I have not decided the best way to approach them with this. You know... since we are now essentially enemies.”

“Perhaps you can use your new position to change that status. You could bring all the immortals back together.”

“I think peace is an admirable goal, but I think there are a lot of things we have to do first.”

“Such as?”

“Find a sustainable diet. Find a place for everyone to stay. Figure out how I am going to communicate with eighteen hundred vampires on six continents.”

“Eighteen hundred? That is twice our estimate.”

“Yes, the Sol Invictus have been busy producing new vampires. The amazing part is most of them are living under the radar. I would like to know how they are doing it.”

“I would like to know that as well. You should find a place to stay before the sun comes up. Being a new vampire, you should rest.”

“I can’t rest. I have too much to figure out.”

“Well, if you will excuse me then, I will go out and try to find some more food for you.”

I follow him upstairs and to the front door. I grab his hand before he leaves. “I don’t know whether what has happened here is good or not, but I know I never could have gotten through any of this without you. Please promise you will come back.”

“Always, Your Highness.”

“Tomas, please don’t call me that.”

“Of course, Sunshine.” Finally, a moment of normalcy. I pull him towards me, and he wraps his arms tightly around me. “You will be good at this. I have no doubt.”

“As long as I have you by my side.” After a brief kiss on my cheek, he heads down the driveway. I watch him until I can no longer see him.
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​Chapter 2
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I go back to the office and spend the next hour covering up the windows until I am sure no sun will peek through. I sit behind the bulky wooden desk and start writing down lists of what needs done. 

I dive into Gia’s head and ask her to send Emilio and Sammy to me. I am only waiting a few minutes before they come in.

“You asked for us, Your Highness.”

“Have you had a chance to look into housing yet?”

“We just started, but we have come across one place which seems to work in every way but one.”

“What is that?”

“Location.”

“Tell me about it.”

Sammy brings up the information on his phone and hands it to me. I am pleasantly surprised when I see it. It is a girls’ preparatory school which closed fifteen years ago and has been sitting vacant ever since. There are central gathering areas, dormitories, headmaster and faculty suites and according to the pictures there are few windows due to the downtown location and it being sandwiched between buildings on both sides.

“Is this a heavily populated area?”

“It is well populated. It is one of the heavier populated cities in Greece.”

“That might make it easier to find sources of food. I like it if you guys think it looks good.”

“We think it sounds like a good fit.”

“How far away?”

“Two hours.”

“How far away from the Feggári? I don’t want to be too close to them.” An entire continent away would be preferable, but right now time is of the essence.

“About two and a half hours.” 

“I am going to send Devon to check it out tomorrow during the daylight. Is there another car here besides mine? I don’t think Devon should be trying to drive my car.” From what I remember, Devon is not a great driver. I don’t want to give her Cassius’s car to drive. He might not appreciate it if Devon wraps it around a tree, and I am sure he is already furious I stole it. I do fully intend on returning it to him. 

Maybe. 

Probably.

“Yes, there are a few options in the garage.” 

“Excellent. Hopefully, we will all have a new permanent home soon.”

Both Sammy and Emilio have slight smiles on their faces. They both bow their heads at me and leave the room. I smile thinking this just might work out. If I can put a smile on their faces, I might be able to reach more vampires than I ever imagined.

I start another list. This list is everything about the Feggári Coven I don’t agree with. The preparation process for starters. Why does it need to last so long? I learned so much useless information and not enough practical information. I did not even know how to feed off a wrist. I knew how much to take but not how to do it. I know a ton about Greek mythology but nothing about how to find people to feed from or how to find other sources of blood. Helena created a program focused on what she thought was important and not on what is essential.

Also, on the list, the crazy formalities. I don’t need anyone bowing down to me, and I want everyone to feel like they can approach me if they have something to say. Not all eighteen hundred at once, but in small doses I would welcome the opportunity to consult on matters.

I don’t want to be a dictator. This is why I have already established a council to assist me. I want to make sure I am not the sole decision maker. I think if everyone has a say and a vote, things will go much better, and I will be less likely to get killed. Also, if I am to understand correctly, I already have community leaders set up. I would like to meet with them and make sure we are all on the same page regarding our future and the direction we want to see the coven go. Once again, me not dying for doing the wrong thing.

The Feggári had me believing the Nomads were a chaotic, lawless bunch of vampires. Unarguably, they have established their own form of government. Strangely, it seems they have allowed themselves to submit to the regime of a singular leader. That puts significant pressure on the individual in charge. Even the Feggári have a team making the decisions. A team who all—for the most part—thinks alike and is stuck in the past, but a team, nonetheless. However, they did not consider the wants and needs of their descendants. One mistake I will not make. Especially since my new life may depend on it.​

I am reexamining my list when Tomas comes in with two full glasses. He sets one in front of me and sits down in a white leather chair with the other. His eyes scan the room taking in the surroundings. My gaze follows his. My attention has been so task oriented I have not taken the time to observe the room’s details past the window fixtures. It has a modern vibe with seaside undertones. The desk faces a large seating area. The six televisions mounted on a whitewashed shiplap wall seem redundant, while a massive bookshelf sits mostly empty except for a single row of books and a bizarre looking sea glass sculpture. It is safe to say this office’s previous occupant was not a reader. 

“It’s nice to see you are putting your own distinctive touch on the place,” he gestures to the windows. His face slowly changes from curious, to concerned, as he observes me. “You do know you need to sleep, right?”

“I can’t right now. There’s too much to do.”

“Paris ne s’est fait en un jour.” I give him a look to remind him I don’t speak French, and he translates, “Paris was not made in a day!”

“Do you keep a French proverb book in your pocket?” I laugh. “And isn’t it supposed to be Rome wasn’t built in a day?”

“Either way, I am merely saying you do not have to do everything right away. Let me take care of things while you are asleep.” I am not surprised Tomas would choose to risk his own safety for me. Does he not know how dangerous it is for him right now? I adore his blind loyalty, but I need him and do not wish any harm to come to him. 

“Tomas, you have spent hundreds of years fighting against these vampires. You cannot expect them to just trust you. I have already selected a council of advisors. As soon as I am sure everyone is okay with you, I will add you to the council, but until then I need you to just keep being supportive.”

“I understand, but you cannot keep going like this. You are a new immortal, and you need to rest.”

“Just keep the meals coming and I should be okay.”

“No, you will not!” he scolds me. More quietly, but still adamant, he adds, “Your body is still adjusting to its new existence, you need to rest.”

I look up at Tomas, startled he raised his voice to me, not because of my newly acquired position but because Tomas hardly ever shows such brazenness towards me. He usually handles me in a gentle manner, allowing me to get where I need to go at my own pace. My affected response must be wearing on him because I can physically see his boldness fading away.

“Did you know Saint Genevieve is the Patron Saint of Paris?” A sudden change of conversation and more like the Tomas I know. Sounds like it is time for a lesson—he has always been my favorite teacher.

“I did know.” It is my name after all, but I wonder if there’s a reason he is bringing it up.

“Did you know it is said she persuaded the people of Paris to stay and pray instead of fleeing the city when Attila and the Huns were set to invade? They believed prayer was the reason the Hun army bypassed Paris. It is common belief her courage, and that which she instilled on the people, saved the city.”

“What are you trying to tell me, Tomas?”

“You need to be smart about how you lead. Set a good example. They will follow you and do what you say but you need to be at the top of your game.”

The expression on his face has far surpassed worried. His thoughts, which I am strangely unable to block out, express his extreme distress at my disregard for my own wellbeing. I don’t know how I will convince him I will rest as soon as I have a plan. Which would be easier if I understood a few things about the Sol Invictus.

“Tomas, every time you spoke of the Nomads, you made it sound like they were savage, unrefined vampires who answered to no one. How is it all this time they had a single leader?”

“I only recently learned about Draven after he kept showing up at the castle. But I did not know how far his control went.”

“Was he going to turn me or kill me?”

“I would guess he would have turned you.” I think about how horrible it would have been to have such a vile vampire as my maker. I wonder what effect he would have had on me. Would I have felt any loyalty to him as my maker? No. Definitely not. I don’t feel any differently about Reyna now, than I did before I became a vampire. In fact, I despise her. I was explicit I was not to be turned. What right did she have to violate my wishes? Reyna only knew me for minutes. Why would she even care if I lived or died? She knew nothing about me. Did she save me solely because I saved her? It seems to me the courteous thing to do would have been to abide by my wishes.

“Why did she do it?” I look to Tomas hoping he can give me the answers I so desperately seek. I need to understand why I am in this situation. I need to know the motives behind Reyna’s complete disregard for her own rules. Hadn’t she learned the consequences of such an offense before. It started a war last time she changed someone in discordance with the Coven’s laws. Surely, she does not expect it will end any better this time.

Cassius has spent a thousand years trying to overcome what she did. He was just starting to get over the guilt of being turned without coven approval, and she goes and does it again. No doubt Cassius will find a way to blame this on himself as well. He could not convince Helena to change me, so I was changed elsewhere in an objectionable manner, against my will.

Tomas has no answer for me. I can tell by his face he is at a loss. Reyna never knew me or Tomas and owed neither of us anything. I watch him as he simply shakes his head and says, “I have been wondering the same thing. But I must be honest, I did not fight her as much as I could have. I know you did not want to change, and I never would have done it. I would love to be your maker but would never have changed you against your will. When she stepped up to do it, I tried to argue against it but... I will be honest with you... my heart wasn’t in it. I wanted you to come back to me.”

I gaze at Tomas and cannot help being touched by his honesty despite my disappointment. I know how much he has risked for me many times. All he has done to protect me. I cannot ever be mad at him for anything. I gulp down the glass he brought me too quickly and some blood spills down my chin. I wipe my mouth and chin with the back of my hand and wrist and then lick the blood off my skin, like a cat. Tomas gives me an amused smile and chuckles as he watches me.

“Do you know what Sol Invictus means?” he asks.

“Invincible Sun?” I suggest based on my Latin knowledge.

“Kind of. More like Unconquerable Sun.”

“Seems fitting. Do you think they chose to relate to the sun because Feggári means moon?”

“Probably. Regardless, I find it even more appropriate my Sunshine is now the leader of the Sol Invictus. It is as though it was always meant to be.”

I am not sure I want to be discussing signs and what was or wasn’t meant to be.

“Why don’t we both go lie down?” I ask him as I step around the desk and reach my hand out to him. I don’t want to think about being destined to lead a group of misfit vampires. Tomas drinks his cup without spilling a drop and sets it on the desk before standing up and accepting my hand. 

We go down to the lower level and inquire about a place to get some rest. Immediately we’re directed to Draven’s suite where the similarities to Cassius’s old decor are remarkable. I’m painfully reminded of his betrayal and the lies, whether straight up or by omission, the deceit creates the same feeling of disgust in me. I believed Cassius and I had something real. Something special. But it was all a lie.

In the bed, Tomas and I lie about a foot apart, both on our sides facing each other. I examine the black decor, a more modern interpretation of Cassius’s black on black preference for everything. It lacks any character or charm, just like Draven.

“Remind you of anyone we know?” I ask, laughing at the ridiculousness of the situation.

“I can recall an Evil Prince who has a similar affinity for black.”

“When he changed his room, I honestly believed he had changed. Perhaps his soul was lightening.”

“Are you going to tell me who it was you saw in his room with him?” I think I would rather not know for sure what I witnessed. My fear is as soon as I give Tomas a name, he will confirm what I perceived. Whether what I saw was real or not, there’s still no mistaking what I heard. I was without a doubt betrayed—the only uncertainty is to what extent.

“Why?” I ask with a shy smile. “Do you want to send her a thank you note?”

“No, I am still having a tough time believing you actually saw what you think you saw.” He has been adamant in his support of Cassius’s faithfulness. Maybe I should just get this over with.

“He called her Fiona.”

The silence from Tomas confirms my accusations are not unfounded. He looks like he wants to say something, but he is carefully considering what he wants to tell me. The longer it takes for him to deny my claims, the more I am certain I was right. I roll over onto my other side to hide my disappointment.

“Sunshine, it’s not what you think,” he quickly tries to stop my sulking.

“Then what is it?” I ask without looking at him.

“Fiona was my second progeny as you may or may not remember.” I vaguely remember the name, but I was never introduced, so it did not occur to me it could be the same Fiona. Though, I don’t know why I never made the connection. “I was not looking for a progeny at the time, but it was three months before the transformation, and the council suggested I consider it. Fiona is telepathic and telekinetic.

“So, I met with her and decided to give it a try. Obviously, others were interested as well. Then, Cassius started showing an interest in her skills. So, everyone else of course backed off. When it was time to start the matching process, it turned out Cassius backed out for reasons unknown and insisted I take Fiona on as a progeny.”

“What did Elizabeth think of that?”  

“She thought it was an excellent match. And she figured Fiona would be a beneficial addition to our team.”

Tomas goes quiet. I roll over to look at him and see the tear streaming down his face. With my thumb I wipe away the tear and ask, “What happened next?” Not sure if I actually want to know.

“While I was helping Fiona acclimate to becoming immortal, doing my duty as her maker, Elizabeth and two others were sent out to deal with a Nomad situation and due to unforeseen circumstances, Elizabeth never made it back. I was too devastated to finish Fiona’s acclimation, so Cassius took over. She was mostly ready, but Cassius could help her with telepathy in a way I couldn’t.”

A fantastic story, but I am still failing to understand how this helps Cassius escape culpability. If anything, it increases the likeness what I saw was accurate. Especially added to me observing her with Cassius twice while he was not fully clothed.

“So, yes,” Tomas continues, “they have a history, but I do not believe their relationship was ever romantic in nature.”

“I am sorry to remind you of such poor memories.” I reach out for his hand and hold it tightly. I never want to cause Tomas pain, though it seems to happen quite regularly.

“I have made peace with Elizabeth’s passing. It merely has been a while since I recalled the details of it. I was furious with Cassius when I found out he stole Fiona from me but what could I do? He is the prince. He should have been her maker to begin with.”

I try to imagine being Tomas and going through all that. He hadn’t wanted a progeny but was talked into it and due to his loyalty, he lost the love of his life. Had he never taken the progeny, he would have been with Elizabeth, and she might still be alive. 

Then, after losing his love because of an order from Cassius, he lost his progeny to Cassius as well. It is no wonder he and Cassius quarrel so frequently. Yet, I would never question his loyalty to the prince. Likewise, Cassius would never hurt Tomas. Sure, they scuffled every now and then, but it never went any further than that. 

“How is it Cassius and you have come to be so close?”

“We aren’t close. I am usually out of the castle.”

“How was it you were assigned to train me two years ago?”

“Everyone else with multiple endowments has telepathy as one of them. To keep you from having two trainers, they chose me. You were my first future progeny student.”

“Really? But you were so good with me.”

“If you will remember, I was a professor before I met Elizabeth. I always wanted to get back into it and had centuries to think about what kind of trainer I would be.”

“I would have sworn you had done it hundreds of times. I never would have guessed I was your first endowment student.”

I move in closer to Tomas and rest my head on his shoulder. 

“Dormez bien, Princesse.”

I would normally be comforted by Tomas speaking French lullabies to me and easily fall asleep, but presently I have no desire to rest. My mind is thinking about a million things, and I still hear an insane number of voices in my head. It is astonishing I can have a conversation at all. It constantly sounds like there’s a group of people conversing around me in an echo chamber. None of the thoughts seem of any importance, so I keep trying to block them out.

Tomas is quick to fall asleep. Lying in his arms I continue to think about Cassius. Had I misinterpreted what I glimpsed between Fiona and him? Twice? Was it just a business relationship? Does it really matter one way or the other? He told her things he would not tell me. He admitted to her it was a mistake to be with me. He clearly has a different relationship with her than with me if he can tell her things he wouldn’t tell me.

The mistake was mine from the beginning. I never should have allowed myself to trust him or love him. I knew what he was truly like. The horrible things he did should have been unforgivable, but I found myself constantly wanting to forgive him. Even now, I want to forgive him, but what difference would it make? He does not want to be with me. That is harder to live with than everything else he has done to me. He was simply waiting for the appropriate time to break up with me, but I saved him from the need to do so. I left and will not allow myself to turn back. I corrected my biggest mistake. Loving Cassius was a brief glimpse of happiness, but it was all an illusion. The trust was never there and love without trust is impossible.
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Unable to sleep, I slide out of Tomas’s arms and off the bed. I quietly exit the room and go down to the living room. I know the sun is up but there’s no sunlight shining through from anywhere. I look around until I hear some voices and notice a light coming from under a door. I knock lightly before opening it. Leader or not, I don’t want to just barge in on anyone. Inside I find Devon amidst a group of vampires. Somehow, she looks relaxed among the same group which held her captive for seven months.

“Evie!” she says excitedly. “Come in.”

“Your Highness,” another says, and they all bow down.

“Please stop. You don’t need to bow to me. A smile is fine, maybe a high five, or a fist bump. Please don’t presume I require any sort of recognition like the Feggári insist upon. In a formal setting... possibly. Hanging around, not a chance. It’s just a title due to who changed me. It has no other significant meaning.” I smile at all of them. One guy sitting in the chair closest to me raises up a fist to me, and I pound it with my own. 

“Actually, the closer to the originals your blood is,” he explains, “the stronger the effects, and the more powerful you are. You will find your endowments will increase significantly over the next month or so.”

Wonderful! Now I will have to learn to control my powers all over again. Just another item to add to the list.

“I was just introducing myself to your new coven,” Devon says, cheerfully changing the subject. “Of course, I have met a few of them already, but we never talked much.”

“You should be sleeping,” I tell Devon.

“I have been locked in a small room for months with nothing to do but sleep. I don’t need more sleep.” Since she has so much energy, I decide to use it to my advantage.

“If you are feeling up to it, I could use your help checking out a property today. It will be a bit of a trip. Are you up for a drive?”

“Yes, I would love to. Are you coming with me?”

“No, I can’t go out in the sun anymore.” A poignant thought that has not fully set in yet. 

“That’s right,” Devon’s voice is full of pity.

I go over the details of the school with Devon and invite the others in the room to discuss our needs. Vampires don’t need to sleep, so sleeping quarters are not as important as having a private space. Some women are interested in shared spaces as they have developed sister-like relationships. Also, some have partnered up.

“Do vampires have weddings?” Devon asks, no doubt, excited to plan a party in the future.

“There is an exchange of vows done in front of the coven, similar to a wedding ceremony, called an immortal life joining, and usually some sort of party afterwards. Some more elaborate than others,” the only other female in the room explains. A shorter girl with dirty blonde hair and green eyes. She has a tough tomboy style, but behind the backwards baseball cap, I can tell she is a pretty girl. I imagine she beat up a few boys in her life before becoming a vampire. Maybe even a few after becoming a vampire. She is definitely tough. I can just tell by her eyes.

“What’s your name?” I ask her.

“Olivia, but almost everyone calls me Livi.” I am beginning to learn nicknames are common in this coven. Slick, Gia, and now Livi. Nicknames suggest a level of closeness and says a lot about this group of vampires. There’s a sense of community or even family.

“Livi, I was wondering if you might stay with Devon and help her out as much as possible? I am about to take advantage of her humanity, and she might need help. I also want a security team with her at all times. At least three constantly and fifteen additional assigned to find her if anyone shows up from the Feggári.”

“I can handle that,” Livi agrees.

“Devon, you of course have final say in who Livi assigns to you. Once we get into our larger residence, I will be bringing in more descendants for you to choose from.”

“Do you want me to go with her to check out the school?” Livi asks, confusing me.

“I want her to see it in the daylight.”

“I can do that.”

“How?”

“When you move around all the time, you find ways to get around in the daytime. It can be dangerous and sometimes a little painful, but usually it is manageable.”

“If you think you can do it without bringing attention to yourself, I would love for you to go with her.”

As I am talking with Devon and the others, Gia comes in. “I think I found a solution to our food needs. There’s a slaughterhouse not far from here. We could certainly find blood there. We just need to find a way to properly transfer it.”

“Sounds promising. Find a few others and figure it out. If you need help to negotiate a deal, let me know.”

Just as I am sitting back to relax, knowing two things on my list are proceeding nicely, Charlotte and Slick find me.

“Word is out,” Charlotte says.

“Is everyone okay with the news?”

“The details confused them. No one would believe a human girl took out Draven. Other than that, they are willing to pledge their allegiance on at least a trial basis.” Slick says this like it is normal. I did not realize I would be subjected to a formal evaluation. This adds a new urgency to my getting everything taken care of as soon as possible.

“How long is my trial period?”

“The community leaders are awaiting an invitation to meet with you.”

“Okay, next time you talk to them, tell them I need to establish a larger home before I call for them. Hopefully, it will not take longer than a couple of weeks.”

“You should be resting,” Charlotte encourages me. It is comforting to know my new advisors are looking out for my wellbeing, but I don’t appreciate the nagging.

“I tried, but I have too much on my mind. Maybe when things settle down a little.” Charlotte gives me a disapproving smile but does not say anymore.

“Devon, you and Livi should get going.” They gather their belongings, and after Devon gives me a hug, they leave.

I motion for Charlotte and Slick to follow me and lead them back to an empty room.

“What is the general opinion about Tomas?” I inquire.

“He destroyed many of our homes and has killed a lot of us.” I am waiting for Slick to add a “but” however, it clearly is not coming.

“He is my closest non-human friend.”

“I thought you were involved with Prince Cassius.” My eyes snap to Charlotte, shocked she knows this information. More shocked, given this information, they are still comfortable having me as a leader. The expression on my face must show my shock, and she quickly elaborates. “He was supposed to change you, correct?” I am not sure if she said that because she thinks she overstepped or because that is all she thinks we were.

“Yes, but that did not happen. The Feggári rejected me. They did not want me to be a part of their coven. I was not up to their standards.”

“Are you looking for revenge?” Slick asks me, clearly hearing the disdain in my voice. He seems too gentle to have been close to Draven. I think about my answer for a little while before answering. I would love to rub it in their face I changed without their approval. I don’t feel particularly vengeful, but I do believe they should be messed with a bit. I would like to know Helena regrets her decision.

However, the most critical issue at hand is establishing a peaceful existence. The Feggári are not going to stop coming after the Sol Invictus unless a truce can be established. I must find a way to make that happen. If I go in all vengeful, peace will never happen.
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