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Dedication


For anyone who’s ever stood at a crossroads
and chosen the harder path…
the one that leads to healing, to truth, to peace.
You don’t owe your past your future.
Never Again is a promise kept.



Prologue










Alaric felt the bond pulse—a sharp, searing pain nearly bringing him to his knees.

Ailith.

He could feel her agony, the assault on her mind and body, and the intense struggle she was enduring. Kyra was attacking her, and he was too far, too late.

The distraction Kyra and Andrea had planned had worked. They'd drawn him away at the crucial moment, knowing he would feel her pain but would be just out of reach.

Yet, even with the curse in effect, his connection to her remained strong. He could feel her slipping away. Alaric pushed harder, his shadows spilling out ahead of him, racing through the streets as he tore toward the theatre. His mind, his very being, reached for her, pushing thoughts through their bond.

Breathe, my love... just breathe. I am coming for you.

Inside the theatre, Ailith was faltering. He could sense it, the weakening of her defences as Kyra's dark power consumed her. He sent more thoughts, his desperation bleeding into every word.

Do not give up... fight... FIGHT!

She was fighting—he knew it, but she was losing ground.

His own body ached as her suffering rippled through their bond. Her screams, the disorientation, the blinding agony she was experiencing, it all hit him like a tidal wave. Still, he pressed forward, ignoring the pain, the curse, the suffocating sense of being too far. She needed him, and he would reach her.

Fight... please fight back. Use your power, let your walls down and fight her.

The theatre loomed ahead. Alaric's heart surged as he approached, just a little farther, just a little more time. But then, before he could reach her, it happened.

The explosion of power ripped through the night, with a blinding flash of light. His shadows recoiled from the shockwave as it sent debris flying. Ailith was flung from the wreckage. Her body was encased in a brilliant aura of power. The force of her transformation was palpable, raw energy cascading off her in waves.

For a split second, Alaric stood frozen, his mind struggling to comprehend what he was seeing. This was Ailith in all her terrible, radiant glory. The prophecy, the curse, the centuries-old battle they had been fighting was all converging in this moment.

But she was falling, her body tumbling toward the ground, and Alaric snapped back into motion. His shadows lunged forward, desperate to cushion her fall.


Breathe, my love. Just breathe! 


His thoughts were a frantic, continuous plea. He was nearly there, but she was slipping, her power consuming. Alaric was close now, so close. His shadows wrapped around her falling form, catching her just before she hit the ground, gently lowering her to the street. But she was still thrumming with power, barely conscious.

"Stay with me," Alaric whispered, the desperation clear. "I'm here."

The power radiating off her flickered, dimming momentarily as if she were responding to him. Alaric knelt beside her, his heart pounding as he cradled her in his shadows.

"Fight, my love. FIGHT!" His voice was raw and filled with determination.

Her limp body was lying in the midst of broken glass and debris. Blood painted her lips, and her chest rose and fell with shallow, uneven breaths. She was alive, but barely.

He cupped her face, his fingers trembling against her pale skin. There was so much blood, too much blood. He could feel her slipping away. 

"I'm sorry," his voice cracked. "I should have been faster. I should have protected you."

The curse, the god's twisted punishment, pulsed through his veins, reminding him of its cold grip. He wasn't allowed to save her completely—not without a price.

But he could save her just enough.

"I won't fail you again," he promised, his voice thick with emotion. Biting into his wrist, he tore at his flesh, offering her the blood she needed. His blood—strong, ancient—poured into her, soaking into the wound on her chest. 

He pressed his wrist to her lips, urging her to drink. "Just a little more, Ailith. Hold on, please."

Her lips parted, her body responding to the power in his blood, but he could feel the curse tugging at him. The gods wouldn't let him stay. The bond stretched thin, pulling him away from her like a cruel reminder that he was never meant to save her fully. 

The curse bit into him, tearing him back. He gritted his teeth against the pain, his shadows recoiling, unravelling from around her. He could barely make out the sound of footsteps approaching. Her team was coming. 

Alaric's heart ached as he leaned closer, kissing gently against her forehead. "I'll never stop protecting you, even if I'm not there. But this time... fight. Fight for both of us."

His shadows dissipated, and as he was pulled into the darkness, his last vision was of her fragile body lying on the cold ground. 

"I'm sorry," he whispered into the void.
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Alaric stood on the compound's balcony, staring into the distance. The night was endless and suffocating, each moment a reminder of the curse—three hundred years.

He closed his eyes, the memories of her last death haunting him as they had every night since. That life... she had been so close to breaking the cycle. He could feel it. She had been strong, determined, and fierce even in the face of death. But it hadn't been enough. It never was. Those fearful of the prophecy always found a way.

And now, here he was, counting down the days, hours, and minutes until the anniversary of her last death until he could finally go to her.

Alaric's hands tightened on the railing, the weight of his power doing nothing to ease the helplessness gnawing at him. He could feel her, as he always did, even from afar. The bond was there, a tether that connected them across time and space. But it wasn't enough. He couldn't reach her or keep her safe—not yet.

Mike was with her. That much he knew. For centuries, that damnable thorn in his side always found a way to be near Ailith in every life. Always able to get to her when Alaric could not. And it burned him, this knowledge.

Mike had no such restrictions. He was free to walk beside her, to be with her. The curse was a cruel joke—forcing him to be her shadow, bound by rules that allowed others to meddle while he could do nothing but watch. 

Alaric's breath came out in a slow hiss. Twenty-five days. Twenty-five more days until he could go to her again. Until he could finally step into her life, without the curse pulling him back, and do what he had failed to do for centuries—save her.

But even with the curse nearing its end, the worry gnawed at him. Would it be different this time? Could he protect her from what was coming, or was it too late? Every lifetime she lived, the dangers grew greater. And in this life, Kyra was positioning herself as the villain.

Alaric's chest tightened at the thought. The thing with so many lives, centuries between them all... those feelings don't fade and sometimes, when left untended, can fester.

And still, Mike was with her. Protecting her, fighting for her... winning her heart? The thought clawed at him. Did she remember all the things Mike had done to her over the lives they lived and lost? In every lifetime, Mike had been there, pulling Ailith into his orbit. And though Alaric told himself it didn't matter—that her heart was hers to give—he couldn't ignore the jealousy that gnawed at his soul.

In this life, he'd had to stand back and watch as Mike and Alexander took their places by her side. And Alaric... he remained the distant figure, the shadow looming over her existence, always there but never truly able to be with her—not until the curse was resolved. 

Would she remember what they had?

He stared at the moonlit horizon, feeling the weight of time pressing down on him.

Twenty-five days. And then, he would be free to go to her, to protect her from the storm he knew was coming. If only Mike weren't already there. If only he could trust that he wouldn't let her slip away again. But he couldn't.

Alaric had learned long ago that in every life, something went wrong.

Every time.

Alaric turned away from the view. His hands were still clenched tight, jaw set in a line of grim determination.

He would not fail her again. 

She was out there. Living her life. And Mike was with her.

Twenty-five days.

And then... she would be his to protect again. 
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The morning air was still, almost as if the world held its breath, waiting for what would come. Alaric stood outside her home, hidden in the shadows, his eyes locked on the dim light flickering through the window.

His heart raced with a mix of anticipation and fear. Ailith, the name echoed through his mind like a soft whisper. His Ailith, reborn once more, the woman he had loved across countless lives, had never been so distant from him in spirit. She didn't remember him, didn't know the depth of the bond they shared, and it cut him deeper than any blade ever could.

His love for her was constant, unwavering. Through the centuries of pain, betrayal, and death, he had never stopped loving her. But there was fear now, too. What if she pushed him away? What if the fallout with Mike had left her so scarred and mistrusting that she wouldn't even let him in?

Alaric clenched his jaw, his piercing eyes softening as he watched her through the window, her figure illuminated in the soft glow of the morning light. She looked… weary, as if the weight of lifetimes pressed down on her shoulders, even if she didn't fully remember them. The sight tugged at his heart. She was fighting her battles alone, struggling to piece together the fragments of her past. And he had been forced to wait. Every moment apart was an agony he couldn't describe.

He knew the argument with Mike had shattered something inside her. He could see it in how she moved as if she was holding herself together with sheer willpower. The betrayal had cut deep, leaving wounds that hadn't healed, leaving Alaric wondering if there was any place left in her heart for him.

But he had to try. He had waited too long. If he didn't make her understand who she truly was, she would never be ready for what was coming. 

Taking a breath, he stepped forward, his body moving with the fluid grace of centuries of immortality. He entered her home in a blur, faster than she could perceive, and sat in the living room, waiting for her. His eyes flicked to the hallway, where he could sense her and hear her soft footsteps. His pulse quickened. Soon, she would see him, and everything would change.

When she entered the room, her reaction wasn't what he expected. She froze, her eyes wide as they locked onto him. There was fear in them, but not the kind of fear he anticipated. She didn't fear him as mortals often did—there was something deeper, a wariness born of hurt and mistrust.

"Ailith," he said softly, his voice a low rumble. The name slipped from his lips like a prayer. He had spoken it countless times in the silence of his own mind, but it never felt as real as it did now. "You're safe. I'm not here to harm you. I need you to trust me."

Her expression didn't change, but he could see the conflict in her eyes. She didn't move, didn't speak right away.


Damn Mike, Alaric thought bitterly. His betrayal had made her question everything, and now Alaric had to bear the weight of that fallout.


"Trust you?" Kelly's voice was steady, but Alaric could feel the tension radiating from her. "How am I supposed to trust you when I can't even trust myself anymore?"

Her words pierced him. He could see the walls she had built, the armour she now wore to keep people at a distance. He hated that he had been forced to wait, unable to help her through the darkest moments, but the curse from her last life had tied his hands. Now, all he could do was try to rebuild the trust they had lost.

He stood, careful not to startle her. He moved slowly, deliberately, like he was approaching a skittish animal. "Because you know me," he said quietly. "You've always known me, even if you don't remember. I'm here to help you, Ailith. You've been betrayed by those you loved, I know. But I am not your enemy. I'm here for you."


Please, he thought. Don't push me away. Not again.


She looked at him, her eyes searching his face for any sign of deception. He could see the flicker of recognition, the small spark of familiarity that couldn't be fully explained. It gave him hope. But it wasn't enough.

"Why now?" she asked, her voice trembling slightly. "Why didn't you come to me before?"

Alaric's heart ached at the question. He wanted to scream, to tell her that he had always been there, always watching, always waiting. But the curse, the prophecy, had bound him to certain rules. "It's the anniversary," he explained gently. "The anniversary of your last death, 300 years ago. Your memories are returning because it's time. The prophecy is coming to fruition, and you need to understand it fully. You need to remember."

He saw the tears well up in her eyes, breaking him. She was overwhelmed, just as he had feared. She had been through so much, and now he was here, adding more weight to her already burdened soul.

"I don't know what to do," she whispered, her voice so small, so fragile. So unlike the women he knew her to be.

Alaric took a step closer, desperate to comfort and hold her the way he had in so many lives. But he held back. He couldn't push her. Not yet. "Come with me," he urged softly. "Let me help you. I know who has Alexander. I can help you find him. Together, we can unlock your memories and face what's coming."

She was silent for a moment, weighing his words. He could feel her uncertainty, her fear, but there was something else—a tiny flicker of hope.

Finally, she nodded. "Okay," she said, her voice trembling but resolute. "I'll go with you."

Relief washed over him, but it was tinged with caution. She was coming with him, but the road ahead was still uncertain.

Could he make her trust him again?

Could he make her love him again? He didn't know, but he would die trying.

Alaric moved swiftly, closing the distance between them.

"You don't need to bring anything," he whispered, his lips brushing her forehead. "I will take care of you."

"Where are we going?" She asked.

He wrapped his arm around her, pulling her close, feeling her heartbeat quicken against him. She tensed, but she didn't pull away.

"Do you trust me?" He asked, searching her eyes for the answer.

Her breath caught as they stared into each other's eyes. Her beautiful brown eyes almost looked gold in the early light. She didn't speak, but her soft nod was more than enough confirmation for him.

The shadows began to swirl around them, blocking out the light, and for a brief moment, he felt her instinctive fear. She grabbed onto him, her fingers digging into his arms. He bent down, his lips warm against her skin as he whispered the words that came naturally to him. "It's okay, my love. We're going home."


Chapter 1










The dream came in fragments, a mosaic of half-formed memories and shifting faces. One moment, she was standing in a dimly lit forest, the wind whipping through her hair, Alaric’s piercing gaze locked on hers. His hand was outstretched, warm and familiar. The next, she was in a candlelit room, Mike’s arms around her, the warmth of his breath on her neck as he whispered her name.

But then, it all fractured.

The dream turned cold. Panic rippled through her as everything blurred and warped. The faces shifted again—Mike’s loving gaze twisted into something unrecognizable, his hand now holding a knife, glinting in the dim light. She felt a sharp sting in her side as the betrayal washed over her like ice water. His eyes, the eyes she once trusted, now burned with regret, sorrow, and something darker, something dangerous. She tried to scream, but the sound wouldn't come.

Andrea's voice echoed next, taunting her. Her best friend, whom she had trusted more than anyone, had helped orchestrate her downfall. Kelly could still see Andrea’s smile, false and sharp like broken glass. And then Alexander's face, a fleeting image of him, slipped away into the shadows. Her heart pounded in her chest, the fear for him overwhelming her.

Where was he? What had they done to him?

Pain ripped through her chest, a sadness overwhelming her.

The memories merged, twisting and unravelling into chaos—her past lives bleeding into one another. Flashes of another time, another world where Alaric had held her in his arms after a brutal battle, and Mike had sworn to protect her, only to turn away when she needed him most. Love, betrayal, fear—all tangled together in an endless loop.

A distant voice, familiar yet far away, called her name. It was a low, soothing murmur. Alaric.

His presence pulled her from the dream, from the swirl of confusion. His final words to her echoed in her mind, a promise whispered in the darkness: “It’s okay, my love. We’re going home.”


Kelly gasped as her eyes flew open, her body jerking awake. She sat up quickly, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts as if she had been suffocating in her sleep. Her pulse raced, the remnants of the dream still clinging to her like cobwebs. Disoriented, she glanced around, taking in her surroundings. Breathe


Shadows seemed to pull away from her as she orientated herself in the unfamiliar space.

It was a room she didn’t recognize. Not her home, not anywhere she had been before. The walls were smooth, a pale, warm colour that didn’t give anything away. A large, ornate window let in faint traces of sunlight, and the room smelled faintly of something earthy; remnants of lavender mixed with the cool winter air. A lush, comfortable bed beneath her, the soft sheets wrapped around her legs. Her muscles felt stiff but not in pain, just... tired.

She blinked several times, trying to clear the haze from her mind. Where was she? And why couldn’t she remember getting here?

The last thing she recalled was Alaric. He had been there and... she had agreed to go with him. Hadn't she? He had told her he knew where Alexander was and could help. She had hesitated, but something in him had seemed truthful, genuine. After everything, she didn’t know who to trust, but she had gone with him. If he knew how to get Alexander back, she could risk it, risk the unknown. She had no idea how to navigate this new world she was uncovering. These new truths. She remembered him holding her close, his arms a protective cage around her, and the strange, swirling shadows that had enveloped them both. Then... nothing.

She rubbed her temples, trying to force the rest of the memories to the surface.


Mike. The thought of his name made her chest tighten.


He had broken something between them, shattered the trust built. And then the NYPD—closing the case on the murders, brushing it all under the rug like a dirty secret. They hadn’t believed her, hadn't wanted to stand by her. They had betrayed her, too, covering up the vampire attack and writing it off as something mundane. She had been alone, left to pick up the pieces, until Alaric had come.

Not knowing who she was... not really. She knew how to be Detective Kelly Munroe, but did not know how to be Ailith, a being reborn connected to three others... that she had no idea how to navigate.

Slowly, she swung her legs over the edge of the bed, her feet touching the cool tile floor. Her muscles screamed in protest, but she forced herself to stand. She needed to figure out where she was and, more importantly, what came next. The room was sparsely decorated, with a single armchair near the window. A soft blanket lay draped over the chair, and a glass of water was on the bedside table as if someone had been waiting for her to wake.

She approached the door cautiously, her hand hovering over the handle for a moment before she twisted it. To her surprise, it opened without resistance and was unlocked.

Her heart quickened. Part of her had feared she'd be trapped, a prisoner of whatever this place was. But no, Alaric hadn't locked her in.

Kelly steeled herself, her mind running through the possibilities. She didn’t know what to expect beyond the door—Alaric, or worse, something she wasn’t prepared to face. But she wasn’t about to cower in this room, waiting for someone to tell her what was happening. She needed answers, and she needed something to focus on beyond her pain and fears.

Taking a deep breath, she stepped out into the hallway, her muscles tense as she braced herself for whatever awaited her.

The soft whisper of her footsteps was the only sound as Kelly wandered through the grand corridors of the manor. Polished wooden floors gleamed under her bare feet, cool to the touch yet somehow comforting. Sunlight streamed through tall windows draped with elegant fabrics, casting intricate patterns of light and shadow that danced along the walls adorned with timeless artwork.

She moved slowly, her fingers trailing lightly over the smooth surface of a mahogany table adorned with a vase of fresh winter flowers. Everything about this place exuded warmth and history as if each object held a story waiting to be told. The scent of aged wood mingled with something else—a faint, enticing aroma that drew her forward.

A hint of smoke and the earthy fragrance of burning logs reached her senses. A fireplace. The subtle crackling sound guided her down the hall. The corridor opened into a vast living space, and she paused at the threshold, momentarily breathless.

The room was magnificent. Its high ceilings were crowned with ornate mouldings, its walls lined with bookshelves filled to the brim, and its plush furnishings arranged around a grand stone fireplace where flames danced. But it was the windows that captured her attention. Floor-to-ceiling panes of glass offered an unobstructed view of the landscape beyond.

Outside stretched a tapestry of winter's finest artistry. Rolling hills blanketed with a thin layer of frost glistened under the pale January sun. The sky was a crisp blue, dotted with wisps of clouds that seemed close enough to touch.

Kelly felt a strange sensation, a mix of awe and déjà vu. This place... had she been here before? Something about the way the light filtered into the room and the hills rolled in the distance stirred a memory just out of reach. She closed her eyes briefly, trying to grasp it, but it slipped away like a wisp of smoke.

She should have been anxious, maybe even terrified. Waking up in an unfamiliar place, with only fragmented memories of how she got there, should have set her nerves on edge. Instead, a profound sense of peace enveloped her. For the first time in a long while, she felt... settled, as if she were exactly where she was meant to be.

Glancing down, she became aware of her attire. She wore a long silk nightdress of soft ivory, the fabric cool against her skin. Over it, she wore a cozy cardigan that wrapped her in warmth. Her feet were bare, but the floors here didn't bite with cold. It was as if the entire manor adjusted to her comfort.

This isn't what I was wearing... Who... Who changed me?

A subtle prickling at the back of her neck alerted her to another presence. Lifting her gaze, she saw Alaric standing near the fireplace, his eyes already on her. The steely blue pulled her in. He seemed almost a part of the room, standing so still, his dark attire complementing the rich tones of the surroundings. The flames cast a golden glow across his features, highlighting the sharp planes of his face and the depth in his eyes.

For a moment, a flashback overwhelmed her. She saw herself standing by a similar fireplace, warmth radiating not just from the hearth but from the man beside her. Laughter, a soft touch, a whispered secret. A glimpse of a wedding band on her finger. The feeling of desire and need, of love and belonging, wrapped around her. The memory was vivid yet fleeting, leaving a lingering longing and a confirmation that their connection was deeper than she had remembered.

"Good morning," Alaric greeted, his voice smooth and inviting, pulling her back to the present.

Kelly blinked, steadying herself. "Morning," she replied softly. She took a tentative step forward, her eyes never leaving his. "This place... It's beautiful."

A gentle smile touched his lips. "I'm glad you think so. It has been a sanctuary for me for many years."

She glanced around again, absorbing the details. "It feels... familiar somehow. Like I've been here before."

"Perhaps your memories are starting to surface," he suggested, his gaze intent.

She hesitated. "Maybe. I keep having these flashes—images of places, moments. Us." She met his eyes, searching for confirmation. The look she found there took her breath away.

"Yes," he affirmed softly. "We have a history that spans many lifetimes."

She took a deep breath. "I remember bits and pieces. Fragments, really. It's confusing."

"I can imagine," Alaric said gently. "But it's a sign that you're beginning to unlock your true self."

True self, what does that even mean?

She moved closer to the fireplace, the warmth soothing her. "In one memory, we were together, happy. I was wearing a wedding band." She looked at him, vulnerability evident in her eyes. "Were we...?"

He nodded slowly. "Married? Yes, in the past."

She absorbed this, a mix of emotions swirling within her. "So, you're one of the three linked to my soul, the prophecy." She knew it was true before the words left her mouth, but somehow, saying it out loud changed things.

"That's correct," he acknowledged. "Our destinies are intertwined until the prophecy is fulfilled."

She wrapped her arms around herself. "It's overwhelming. Part of me feels like I should be angry or afraid, but... I'm not. Being here feels right, somehow."

"That's because your soul recognizes this place," he said. "And me."

She glanced at him again. "But I don't have all the pieces... I barely have any. There are so many gaps, and I don't understand why this is happening now."

As she spoke, Kelly found herself studying Alaric more closely. The soft light from the fireplace accentuated the strong lines of his face—the high cheekbones, the firm set of his jaw, and the slight curve of his lips, which hinted at a depth of emotion beneath his composed exterior. His dark hair framed his face, contrasting with the intensity of his eyes, which seemed to hold entire lifetimes within them.

She felt an undeniable pull toward him, a magnetic force that both intrigued and unsettled her. It wasn't just physical attraction... it was as if her very soul craved him, resonating with a familiarity she couldn't fully grasp. Her heartbeat quickened, a subtle warmth spreading through her chest. Standing there with him, she felt a connection that defied logic, as though he was a missing piece she had been searching for without realizing it.

She noticed how he carried himself, with a confidence and grace that spoke of centuries of experience. His presence was comforting and exhilarating, stirring emotions she couldn't name. The air between them seemed charged, filled with unspoken words and shared history that lingered beyond her reach.

Kelly swallowed softly, trying to steady herself. Her conflicting emotions were overwhelming—a mix of curiosity, need, and a hint of fear. She wanted to step closer, bridge the distance, and delve into the mysteries surrounding them, but uncertainty held her back.

Alaric seemed to sense her inner turmoil. "The awakening of your memories and powers was inevitable," he explained gently.

She looked back at him, her eyes searching his. "I feel like I'm standing at the edge of something vast and unknown. And despite everything, being here with you feels..." Her breath caught, and it felt like tears were trying to force themselves out. Feeling raw and vulnerable was never something that came naturally to her. She had been through so much and felt like she was barely holding herself together.

A soft smile touched his lips. "Our souls have always found their way back to each other. It's natural that you would feel that connection."

She hesitated before asking, "Do you really think I can handle what's coming? That I can fulfill this prophecy?"

"I have no doubt," he said firmly. "You are stronger than you realize. And you won't have to face it alone."

The sincerity in his voice wrapped around her like a protective embrace. For the first time in a long while, she felt a glimmer of hope. "Thank you," she whispered.

"Always," he replied, his gaze resolute.

They stood in shared silence for a moment, the weight of unspoken promises hanging between them.

Her hand dropped to her side, feeling the soft material of the silk dress. A panic started to bubble up. It had been so easy to feel okay here, but she didn't even know where she was. "Who... Who changed me? And how did we get here? Where am I?"

Seemingly sensing her panic, Alaric took a tentative step towards her, hands outstretched in front of him. "I wanted you to be comfortable as you slept off the travel, and Valeria offered to change you and get you settled in one of the guest rooms."


Kelly felt a pain of jealousy and confusion... what is wrong with me... I have no right to feel jealous... But before she could stop herself, the question bubbled out. "Who is Valeria, and why would she think it was ok to dress me?" Without realizing it, her hand traced up to the scars on her ribs, the scars that were now a little bigger... thanks to the confrontation with Kyra. Kelly sucked in a breath and closed her eyes, pushing the feelings threatening to overwhelm her behind the walls.


Breathe, just breathe.

She opened her eyes and felt Alaric watching her, his eyes trailing from her side up to her eyes. "I am sorry. I didn't think about it bothering you. She was so excited to have you here after so long... I didn't think about the fact that you wouldn't remember her."

Kelly studied him for a moment, "I know her?... is she...with..." Not knowing how or why she was asking, she gestured to Alaric, hoping she wouldn't have to ask if Valeria was with him out loud.

He smiled, but it looked pained. "She has worked with me for a very long time. You were close to her. She and a few others are waiting to see you again. I asked them to give you time." He paused for a moment, looking like he wanted to come closer to her, but held back. "I would never have anyone here other than you... not like that."

Her first instinct was to go to him, to ease the pain she could feel coming off him in waves. She could feel a tug, a pull towards him, like something deep within was urging her to close the distance between them. Forcing herself to stay put, to think about what her instincts brought her to with Mike... the pain... the betrayal. Everything she still didn't know.

Yes, so many things were pulling her to Alaric, and part of her knew, deep down, what it would feel like to give in. But she learned the hard way with Mike... and what about Alexander? She was here for the truth and to find him.

She swallowed hard and cleared her throat when something Alaric said caught her attention. "Others? How many people live here? It seems so quiet. Do they know me? They know her... Ailith?"

Alaric watched her for a moment before nodding, "Yes, they know you. The compound is rather large and has different facilities on the property. We are in the main house. You won't see people here... not until you are ready. I don't want to overwhelm you."


Kelly let out a huff. I don't know if I will ever be anything other than overwhelmed again.



So many questions ran through her mind... Is everyone here a vampire, am I safe, what if I fail... what if I am not who they remember?


"It is okay, Ailith," Alaric said in a reassuring tone. I know it must feel impossible, but I am here, and I will help you through this. We will take it one step at a time."

He seemed so sure, so patient, and so solid in his words. She couldn't help but feel a little weight lift off her chest.

Kelly felt the corners of her mouth lift in a tentative smile. "So, where do we start?"

He returned her smile warmly. "Perhaps with some breakfast. You must be hungry."

Her stomach gave a soft rumble as if on cue, and she laughed lightly. "I suppose I am."

"Come," he said, gesturing toward a side door. "Let's eat, and then we can begin."


Chapter 2










As they walked toward the dining room, Alaric felt cautious optimism. Ailith seemed open to learning about their past and didn't seem fearful of him, which was more than he had hoped for at this early stage.

They entered the dining room, which was bathed in natural light. A table was set near the window. Plates of fruit, freshly baked bread, and various cheeses and pastries awaited them.

"This looks wonderful," she remarked, taking in the options.

"I thought you might enjoy a variety," he said, pulling out a chair for her.

"Thank you," she said as she sat down.

He sat opposite her, watching as she began filling her plate. "How are you feeling? Headache, nausea?"

She considered the question. "Tired, mostly. Wait... why are you asking... that seems very specific."

He chuckled, something he hadn't done in what felt like forever. "You asked how we got here. We used my shadows to get to the airfield, and from there, we flew on my jet. I wanted to bring you somewhere where you would be safe, so I brought you home."

Pausing, he looked at her to gauge her reaction. He watched her process what he had shared, playing with the food on her plate. She looked at him and swallowed.

"That is what wrapped around us at my place?" She paused for a moment sucking in a deep breath, closing her eyes she looked to be struggling with something.

He wanted to reach out and touch her but didn't want to spook her, to push her further than she had already been pushed so early. "Ailith?" He asked.

Her eyes opened and he could see the tears welling that she was so desperately trying to keep from falling. "You..." She said in a whispered breath. "I... I don't remember everything from that night, but I have felt your shadows before."

He could see the question waiting to be asked, so he offered a gentle nod. Hoping she would continue.

"The theatre..." swallowing hard, she continued, "You... the last thing I remember feeling is being wrapped in shadows. You... you saved me?"

He watched her struggling through her memories, processing what she was remembering with what she was learning. He nodded again.

Sucking in a rough breath, a tear fell loose tracking down her cheek. Alaric had to clench his hands in his lap to keep himself from wrapping her in his arms.

"It wasn't the first time... was it?" she whispered.

He didn't know how much she remembered from that night with The Collector. If she knew specifically when he'd helped her in the past. So he just answered, "No it wasn't."

She lifted her shaky hands and wiped the tears from her face.

He noticed a soft glow emanating from beneath her skin, but she didn’t seem to notice and he didn’t want to break the moment they were in. So he remained silent. Emotions were always such a big trigger for her powers and he was curious about what power she would wield in this life.

Staring out the window, she spoke softly. "I feel so lost. I don't feel like myself, I don't even know what that means. I have so many questions, things I feel like I should know. But I feel like I don't know anything."

"That's understandable," he said. "You've been through a lot."

She looked up at him. "Alaric, I need to know—why now? Why are my memories returning like this?"

He leaned forward slightly. "The prophecy speaks of a time when you would begin to awaken fully, reclaiming the knowledge and power from your past lives. Recent events have acted as a catalyst."

"Recent events?" she prompted.

"The confrontation with Kyra, your time with the others, the surge of your powers," he listed. "They've all contributed to breaking the seals placed on your memories."

She absorbed this. "So, everything that's happened—it's all part of some plan... by who? The Fates....Gods?"

"In a manner of speaking," he agreed. "Though not all of it was predestined. Free will still plays a significant role."

He watched her as she toyed with a piece of bread. She was always breath-taking to him. The sun played with the gold in her dark brown hair, and even though her eyes showed the weight she was carrying, they sparkled and drew him in. He so desperately wanted to reach out and touch her. Feel the soft warmth of her skin. She was so close. He had thought that after her time with Mike, she would be guarded and withdrawn after the fallout. But somehow... the experience softened her. He would never wish for her pain, but he couldn't help but feel relieved that Mike was out of the picture and that he had a chance to get her back.

As if sensing his thoughts, she asked. "And what about you? What's your role in all of this?"

"I am here to support you," he said as honestly as he could. "To help you navigate the challenges ahead and to fulfill the prophecy."

She met his gaze. "Do you know what the prophecy entails?"

He nodded, "I do. The thing about prophecies is that people often interpret them differently. Take from it what they want. I know that you are central to it. That your choices will shape the future of all our worlds."

She sighed softly. "No pressure, then."

He offered a sympathetic smile. "I can only imagine how overwhelming this must be for you."

"Overwhelming is an understatement," she said wryly. "But I appreciate your honesty."

They ate in companionable silence for a few moments before she spoke again. "There's so much I need to know, but I don't know where to start."

"Perhaps after breakfast, we can begin with a tour," he suggested. "It might help you feel more at home."

She nodded. "I'd like that."
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After they finished eating, Alaric led Ailith through the manor, pointing out various rooms and their histories. She seemed particularly drawn to the library, her fingers tracing the spines of ancient books.

"This place is incredible," she said.

He watched the wonder dance in her eyes and smiled internally at the parts of her he was so happy to see carry into this life. He used to love watching her get lost in books, finding her in a nook by a fireplace, engrossed in a story, before carrying her off to their room, to their bed. She walked past him, and he caught a whiff of her scent from her hair. It took the centuries of built-up control to stop himself from devouring her.

Clearing his thoughts, "It's all at your disposal," he told her. "Feel free to explore any time."

"Thank you," she said, genuine appreciation in her voice.

As they continued the tour, they found a gallery filled with portraits. She paused before one depicting a woman who looked strikingly like her, dressed in attire from a bygone era.

"Is that... me?" she asked quietly.

"Yes," Alaric confirmed.

She gazed at the portrait, her expression contemplative. "I look different, yet the same."

He stood beside her. "Your essence remains constant, even as your form changes slightly. You always look like you, though."

She glanced at him. "Were you with me then?"

"I was," he said softly. "I have been a constant, even though that has looked different for you over lives. I have always been here."

She turned back to the portrait. "It's strange to think about."

"I know," he acknowledged. "But it's also a testament to the strength of our connection."


He watched her, lost in thought. She brought her hand to her ribs and brushed her finger along them. Something she hadn't done before but had noticed she had done as a form of comfort in this life. She was silent for a moment before asking, "And the others?"


"Mike and Alexander," he supplied, even though he hated the taste of their names from his mouth. "Yes, they are part of the prophecy as well."

She sighed. "I don't know how to feel about that."

"It's complicated," he agreed. "Your relationships with them have been varied throughout your lives."

She rubbed her temples. "This feels like it's too much."

He placed a gentle hand on her shoulder, careful not to overstep. "Take your time. There's no rush."

He braced himself for her to pull away, and when she didn't, he let himself have a flicker of hope. He couldn't help but be in awe at how this morning had gone so far.

She looked up at him, a mix of gratitude and uncertainty in her eyes. "Thank you, Alaric."

They continued, eventually arriving at the enclosed courtyard.

Alaric stepped aside into a nook and returned with a pair of boots. "These should still fit."

She looked at him in question, so he answered softly. "They are yours."


She looked away quickly, and he saw her breath catch. He could sense her heartbeat picking up.  Is she feeling this too?


Ailith closed her eyes and took a deep breath before putting on her boots in silence and moving out into the courtyard.

She broke the silence turning to him and saying, "This place feels... peaceful.".

"I'm glad you think so," he said. "It's one of my favourite spots."

She wandered over to the fountain, watching the water flow. "Do you ever wish things were simpler?"

"Often," he admitted. "But those are selfish thoughts on my behalf... and then we wouldn't be who we are."

She studied him, an array of emotions moving through her eyes and then gave a small laugh. "I suppose not."

They stood for a while before Ailith spoke again. "I want to understand more about my abilities. If I'm supposed to fulfill this prophecy, I need to know what I'm capable of. I need to be able to defend myself against threats that I didn't even know existed."

"And you will," he assured her. "I know it is hard, but you must let your walls down and embrace your memories. I can help answer as much as possible and sort out anything you don't understand. Your memories are likely blocking your powers. You need to embrace who you are fully."

He watched her study him, absorbing what he just said. "You call me Ailith... is that who I need to be?"

Alaric smiled and couldn't hold back from stepping closer to her. "You will always be my Ailith. It's your first name, from your first life... what your soul is attached to. Our first connection. Where everything started."

He watched as sadness crossed her face. "I am sorry. Do you not want me to use that name? I didn't think..."

Before he could finish, she placed a hand on his arm, and a single tear dripped down her face. "It is okay. You would think being called a name you don't know would feel weird, but it's almost soothing."

Grabbing her hand, he fought against the desire to pull her into him. "I didn't mean to make you upset."

She let out a sad laugh, "You didn't. I..." She looked away like she was trying to compose herself before looking back at him. When her eyes met his, his heart skipped a beat. They swirled with warring emotions as tears lined them. "I have been so overwhelmed and have been flooded with all these feelings I am trying to process. But until now, I hadn't thought about what this must be like for you. You seem to know everything about me. You have all these feelings and memories that are still there, and I... I know we were... we have history.  I have feelings for you that I can't understand because I don't remember. And I feel like I jumped into things before... and that was a disaster." She let out a rough sigh.

This time, he didn't stop himself. He pulled her into him for comfort and held her for a moment before responding. "You don't owe me or anyone else anything. Yes, we are all entwined for the prophecy, but that doesn't mean you have to give anyone any part of you that you don't want to." He wanted to continue. Tell her he's loved her for so long, and he wasn't about to stop now. But he knew that would push her away. He felt her relax in their embrace, so he held back and allowed them to be in the moment and take whatever he could get until she was ready.

He felt her take a deep breath and heard the softest, "Thank you."

He couldn't help but smile. He wanted to support her, to be who she could lean on. “We can begin your training whenever you're ready."

She nodded before softly pulling away and looking back up at him. "Then let's start soon. I don't want to be unprepared for whatever's coming."

"Very well," he agreed. "Tomorrow, we can begin with the basics and build from there."

She offered a tentative smile and whipped away her tears.

As they made their way back into the manor, Alaric felt a sense of hope. He knew there were still many hurdles to overcome, but they had taken an important step forward for now.


Chapter 3










He sat at his desk, processing the day. She was here and safe. They had spent the day together, exploring the main house of the compound and talking. When the weight of the day seemed to be too much, he convinced her to rest, promising that they would work together tomorrow.

She is finally here. My Ailith.

He sensed her before he heard the knock. "Come in, Valeria." Alaric offered.

He sat up in his chair and turned to watch his second enter his office. Even though they had worked together for centuries, he always found it amusing how young and petite she came across. She stood at 5'6, with delicate features. Short dark brown hair framed her face, and her wild green eyes that almost looked too big for her petite stature never missed a thing. Valeria was one of his fiercest, most loyal warriors. That fact and the love he knew she held for Ailith was the only reason she was allowed to be anywhere near the main house while Ailith was developing her powers.

She cautiously approached his desk, holding her hands in front of her. "How is she?"

Alaric let out a sigh. "It's hard to know. She is doing better than I thought she would be at this point, but that could mean she isn't actually processing everything. She has walls up, blocking me out... blocking out her memories. But they are still making their way to her."

Valeria seemed to study him for a moment, asking, "What does she know?"

Alaric pushed back in his chair, dropping his head back. "I don't know. I don't think Mike told her anything, but based on what happened between them, I think she must know parts of their history. She knows at least a little about the prophecy, and she had a relationship with Alexander." Sighing, he tilted his face back down to look at Valeria. "I hate that they got to her, this is it... I can feel it. Not only do I have to work through her memories to get her back to me, but I also have to contend with what she's experienced with them in this life. It's her, but she's different... more unlike herself than in any other life."

Valeria tilted her head to the side. "Is that a good or bad thing?"

Alaric let out a sigh of frustration before pushing up from his chair and moving around his desk and towards the windows overlooking the frost-covered lavender fields. "That probably depends on who you ask. I can feel it... This is my last chance to get it right. She's never had access to all her memories like this, neither have they. I can feel the shift, what everything has been building for, what she has suffered over and over for. I hate that I had to sit on the side and wait while everyone else got to interfere. I almost lost her... too many times in this life." He put his hand on the cold glass, hoping to ground himself. "I have this feeling that everything is at stake, but she is so fragile right now."

He could see Valeria in the window's reflection. Moving up behind him, she cleared her throat. "Don't let your love for her cloud who she is."

A low growl slipped past his lips. "And who do you think she is?"

Valeria squared her shoulders and held her chin up, looking every bit the general and second, she was. "She is The Warrior."

Alaric spun around, staring down at her. "She is MINE!"

She didn't back down, didn't cower. "She is our queen; she is prophesized to be the strongest of us all, our hero or our undoing."

Clenching his hands into fists at his side, Alaric had to remind himself that Valeria wasn't an enemy. "You don't think I know that... I KNOW!"

She gave him a simple nod. "Good! Then you know she is not weak, she is strong, and we need her. Her powers are awakening. We need to ensure she is on our side and ready for the coming war."

"She is not just a weapon, Valeria! She is everything!" He could feel his darkness pushing to be freed.

She nodded, looking up at Alaric, "You are right. She is not just a weapon... she is The Weapon, and we need to know what side she will stand on when everything comes to light." Alaric growled and took a step towards Valeria. Standing her ground, she continued, "We love her too, Alaric. We've lost her and grieved her. But that does not take away from the fact that if this is it... We need her. We need her ready, standing by your side and fighting to save us all. This isn't just about her. It is about everyone."

Closing his eyes, he tried to center his anger and hear the truth in what was being said. "I can't lose her again."

"I can help with her training... You don't have to do this on your own. Let us help."

Opening his eyes, he studied Valeria, knowing that she was right. He could use help, and maybe Ailith would come into who she needed to be faster and stronger with more of who she used to be around her. "She wants to learn about her past and her powers. We will start training. I will gauge where she is and let you know how and when you can help. But Valeria, until then, you stay away... everyone needs to stay away. If she sees something that scares her, or she is not ready to face... we could push her away. I... I could lose her forever."

Valeria nodded and turned, moving her way back towards the door out of the office. Stopping at the edge of the room, she looked over her shoulder. "Alaric... if I can feel her powers growing, then chances are so can he."

Alaric sighed and moved back to the chair behind his desk. Sitting down, he answered, "I know."

"What do you want me to do? Should we move him?" she asked.

"Is the new facility ready?"

"Not yet."

He thought for a moment before replying, "Get it ready, and then we can move him. But we can't chance him being moved and exposed before then."

Nodding, Valeria said, "Understood. I will see it done." With that, she left Alaric alone again.

He closed his eyes and allowed himself to revisit the first time he saw her, the moment when it all started. Ailith was born, and so was the prophecy.

I won't lose you, Ailith.


Chapter 4










She stood in the familiar field, the sun’s warm rays kissing her skin as the tall grass swayed in the breeze. It was almost too peaceful here, as if the world beyond didn’t exist. But she knew better now. This place, though beautiful, was always the prelude to something more—something exposing.

The sky above darkened as if sensing the weight of what was to come. The air grew heavy, and the soft rustle of the wind quieted, replaced by footsteps.

Kelly turned, her heart tightening, as she saw Zephyria approaching. The dimming light framed her ethereal beauty.

“Zephyria,” Kelly whispered, feeling the weight of the woman’s presence in her chest.

Zephyria’s silky dark brown hair shimmered in the fading sunlight. Her eyes were ancient and filled with sorrow. She stopped a few feet away, studying Kelly with a tenderness that made her chest ache.

“My daughter,” Zephyria said softly, her voice carrying centuries of pain. “It is time for you to know the truth.”

Kelly blinked.

My daughter...

Her heart skipping a beat. “The truth?” Her throat tightened, sensing the weight of what was to come.

Zephyria reached out, and though her touch was gentle, its significance sent tremors through Kelly’s body. “Your origin,” Zephyria whispered, her eyes dark with old grief. “The prophecy, your first life... and the choices that bound you to them.”

As Zephyria spoke, the field around them blurred, transforming into a grand throne room. Kelly’s breath caught in her throat as she stood before a man—a king—whose presence radiated power. His skin was pale, his silver eyes glowing with the same eerie light she had seen in Alaric’s gaze. You could feel the power radiating from his very being. His hair was so dark that it seemed to absorb the light. Deep within, she knew who he was.

“He is your father,” Zephyria said, her voice quiet. “Dravyn, The Vampire King. He was powerful, ruthless… but I loved him.”

Kelly stared at the man on the throne, her heart pounding. Even though she knew this wasn't real, it felt like he was staring directly at her, the cold, piercing depths of his stare reaching deep within.

“You… loved him?” she asked, her voice trembling. “But how?”

Zephyria’s lips curved into a sad smile. “We were never meant to be,” she admitted, her voice tinged with regret. “I was a goddess, a being of the ethereal. He was one of the original vampires, bound by blood and immortality. I watched him from a far for so long, and even though I know I shouldn't... I went to meet him. I knew it was wrong and that the Gods would be... But love, as powerful as it is, defies rules.” She took a step closer, her hand brushing Kelly’s cheek. “I chose him, and for that, I was punished.”

Kelly swallowed hard, her mind spinning, trying to figure out what to grab onto, what to question. “Punished?”

“The gods were furious with me for defying them,” Zephyria continued. “As a result, I was cursed to be the Fate Weaver, forced to watch over you—my daughter—and all your lives, never able to interfere, never able to stop the prophecy born from our love.”

Kelly’s breath hitched. “The prophecy…”

Zephyria nodded, her gaze softening. “Your birth caused an imbalance. Ailith—your first life—was destined to shape the world in ways no one could foresee. And because of that imbalance, your fate became intertwined with three others.”

Kelly felt her heart squeeze painfully as the world around them shifted. She was no longer standing in the throne room but in beautiful gardens stretching around a castle.

"Where are we?" She asked.

Zephyria looked pained. "He loved me, just as I loved him. And I know he loved you. But his thirst for power, to rein not just over the vampires, but over all beings..."

She saw a king and queen holding a baby in their arms. The joy radiating from them was palpable. "What am I seeing?" Kelly asked.

A tear fell down Zephyria's cheek as she moved to hover over where the baby was held in the queen's arms.  "When he... when your father discovered how powerful you were meant to be... I knew. I saw it unfold... the end. What would happen if you were raised by him. So, I found a family who would love you as much as I did and who could protect you. I just wanted to keep you safe... I wanted you to have love and light in your life, Ailith."

The scene before her morphed: The baby was a small child, and Kelly watched Ailith running through the garden, chased by a blonde boy with blue eyes. Her breath caught. "Alex."

She couldn't help it a single tear escaped and ran down her cheek.

Zephyria moved beside her once more, placing her hand on Kelly's shoulder. "He was the King's Guard's son, raised by your side... like your shadow... your other half. Taught from the moment he could hold a sword to protect you at all costs. But you were always more than that for him, like you were his moon and stars."

Kelly watched as they grew together, and scenes unfolded between them over the years, side by side.

Ailith sitting in the gardens reading, with Alexander standing guard behind her watching her like she was his everything.

Kelly watched Alexander, missing him, missing the connection that she knew deep down was always there.

"I think he loved you before he even knew what that was."

Kelly swallowed thickly. "Did he or did he feel compelled because of the prophecy?"

Zephyria turned Kelly to face her. "Is that what you think? That the love you have felt was only because of the prophecy? Oh, my dear... love can't be forced or controlled; it's an entity all of its own. There is a draw for all of you involved, a pull because of how intertwined you've been for centuries. But love is not a part of it. You can serve someone, protect someone, fight for someone and not love them. He loved you before the prophecy and still does, despite it, not because of it."

Kelly felt a sharp ache of loss and longing in her chest and brought her hands up to rub the spot, trying to ease the ache.

The scene changed again; Alexander was standing beside her. His youthful face was filled with the same devotion she had always known. They had grown up, bonded by years of trust and friendship.

“Princess, you look troubled,” he said, his voice soft yet strong.

Ailith—Kelly—felt the flutter of her heart at his words. Alexander was her protector, her steadfast rock in a world she didn’t fully comprehend. His loyalty never wavered.

“I don’t understand what’s happening to me,” she whispered, her gaze drifting to the horizon. “There’s something powerful inside me, and I don’t... I am scared.”

Alexander reached out, taking her hand in his. “Whatever it is, we’ll face it together,” he promised. “I’ll always be by your side.”

Kelly felt her heart ache as she remembered this moment. The love between them had always been pure, but as her memories surfaced, she worried it was more than just love. It was the pull of destiny.

Sensing her pain and worry, Zephyria said, "Alexander was not born Man’s Defender. The choices made in this first life for all of you defined the prophecy, and it was born from those choices as fate's way of correcting the imbalance. Who you all are at your core and the relationships from this time are what locked in the prophecy and your roles in it."

Tears were falling down Kelly's face, the weight of choices that weren't hers defining the suffering of many across centuries.

The scene shifted around them.

Ailith stood in the marketplace, disguised among the common people. It had always been her way of escaping the suffocating responsibilities of royal life. But today was different. Her mind was preoccupied with the energy surging through her, with the dreams that haunted her every night. 

Suddenly, there was a loud crash—a carriage lost control and barreled toward a group of children playing nearby. Without thinking, Ailith raised her hand. A surge of unbidden and wild power leapt from her fingertips, halting the carriage inches from the children. The force of it rippled through the air, stunning everyone around her.

The market fell silent. The people stared at her with wide eyes, frightened and awed. She could hear the whispers—witch, demon, cursed—but she didn’t wait to hear more. Fear propelled her as she fled from the scene, her heart pounding in her chest.

Moments flashed before them, from the catalyst of Ailith using her powers for the first time.

"He felt your power and had Alaric track you down to bring you home. This event pushed an already strained balance between the humans and the vampires. The King and Queen considered Alaric taking you as an act of war, and Alexander prepared their armies."

"There was a war over me?" Kelly asked.

Zephyria grabbed her face and looked deep into her eyes. "No, my dear, this was not your fault. They went to war for power. You may have been the excuse, but the war between them was already in motion. This was just the tipping point, and Dravyn knew it."

It all felt like too much. "So, I am... what? The mistake that broke everything?"

Zephyria looked like she had been slapped. Taking a deep breath, she moved to be right in front of Kelly. "Listen to me. You are not a mistake, and you didn't break anything. The gods were terrified of you because you were a being of both light and darkness. One that didn't have an inherent side. You hold so much power in you; that is true. But you also hold one of the biggest hearts I have ever known. With all you have been through, you still persevere, you still believe, you still stand for those who can't on their own."

Zephyria tensed and then looked behind her shoulder, but Kelly couldn't see anything beyond the field. When Zephyria looked back at Kelly, a sense of panic emanated from her.

"You need to remember this first life, my dear. You need to let your walls down and trust yourself. This life is important because it sets up everything after it. But you also need to remember the rest because you will see what changes and what stays the same."

The light seemed to be dimming around them as if life were being drawn away from the dream-like world they were in together.

"Trust yourself and let your walls come down." Those were the last things she heard.

Kelly could feel herself leaving the dream, and the pain and pressure of what she had seen and learned of herself, and her origin felt immense. Could she do it? Take down all the walls and protections she had given herself in this life against the pain of her past. Who could she trust, and what would she discover if she let everything in?


Chapter 5










Kelly sat up in bed, the remnants of her dream clinging to her like a second skin. Her heart thudded painfully in her chest, her mind racing with the truth she had just learned. She couldn’t shake the image of Ailith, her first life—the product of a love between a vampire king and a goddess.

I am a goddess and a vampire.... what does that even mean?

That knowledge settled over her heavy, suffocating, and yet strangely comforting. The clarity she sought had come, but it brought more questions than answers to it. A rush of emotions overwhelmed her—rage, sorrow, confusion.

The memory of Alexander filled her with a yearning to find him again. She understood now why she always felt like he was trying to protect her... that was who he was to her.

She knew that regaining this truth, a glimpse at her first life, was just the beginning. She had made the mistake of diving into something with Mike without knowing all the information, and she wouldn't allow herself to make that mistake again.

She had to regain all her memories, gain access to her powers, and figure out how to resolve the prophecy. In this life, she had to face them all again. The prophecy had started with her, and it would end with her. 

But this time, she had to choose. 

She had to end it.

She ran a hand through her hair, her fingers trembling. She couldn’t go back to sleep, not now. Not with the weight of her past lives pressing down on her. She swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood, the cool air brushing against her skin. There was no point in lying there any longer.

Her eyes drifted across the room, her attention on a door near the corner. She padded over to it, her bare feet silent against the floor. When she opened the door, she found a walk-in closet.

The air inside was rich with the scent of old wood and fabric, and as she stepped in, her fingers grazed the clothes hanging neatly on racks. They were an eclectic mix of elegant dresses, worn-in leather jackets, and practical clothing for training. She touched a flowing gown, and a strange warmth fluttered through her as if she could feel the weight of memories tied to it—moments of tenderness, of passion. She closed her eyes, and for just a second, she could almost hear laughter and feel the brush of Alaric’s hand against her back.

A swell of emotions tightened in her chest, and she shook her head. Moving her hand to a simple outfit—a fitted shirt and soft pants that seemed perfect for training and exploring—she pulled the clothes, studying them briefly before turning toward the mirror.

The reflection that greeted her was a stranger. Kelly, the girl who had survived a serial killer, the detective with a hardened resolve and scars—both emotional and physical—stared back at her. Her eyes dropped to her ribs, where the intricate tattoo of birds in flight hovered over the scars. The reminder of her past, of why she had become a detective in the first place, stared back at her from the mirror.

Her fingers brushed the tattoo gently, and she remembered. The pain, the struggle, and the vow she had made to herself to protect those who couldn’t protect themselves. That had been Kelly's driving force, but now, she was learning that she was more than just the woman who had survived.

Her eyes flickered upward again, meeting her own reflection as Ailith began to surface. The first memories of her first life wove themselves into the tapestry of her identity. She was not only Kelly but the daughter of a goddess and a vampire king, destined to carry the burden of the prophecy that could change the world. She was both halves, bound to a bigger fate than she could have imagined.

With a deep breath, she tore her gaze from the mirror and entered the adjoining bathroom. As the warm water from the shower hit her skin, she let herself stand there, her mind circling around the two parts of herself that now fought for dominance. One a girl shaped by pain, and the other a woman shaped by power.

But they were both her. Both Kelly and Ailith.

As the steam curled around her, she wondered what it would take to reconcile them.
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Alaric stood near the fireplace in the main living area, the gentle crackling of the flames doing little to calm the tension that had settled in his chest. He had felt the shift in the air the moment she woke. The change in her energy was subtle but undeniable. Something had stirred within her, something he had both hoped for and dreaded. Her memories returning were exactly what she needed, but depending on how they unravelled, they could be exactly what could be their end. He turned, his gaze landing on the hallway that led to her room, waiting for her to emerge.

The soft sound of her footsteps reached his ears before she appeared. And when she stepped into view, Alaric’s breath caught in his throat.

Ailith was dressed, her dark hair still damp from the shower, but it wasn’t her appearance that struck him. It was the look in her eyes. There was a depth to her gaze that hadn’t been there before, a heaviness that told him she had remembered something more.

She paused at the entrance to the room, her eyes sweeping across the open space, taking in the large windows that overlooked the frost-covered landscape outside. Alaric watched her closely, his heart aching at the sight of her. She looked both lost and found, as though she were trying to anchor herself in a world that kept shifting beneath her feet.

“Good morning,” Alaric said softly, taking a tentative step toward her.

Ailith glanced at him, her expression unreadable, and for a moment, he wasn’t sure if she would speak. But then she gave a slight nod, her eyes flickering toward the fire before settling back on him.

“I couldn’t sleep,” she admitted, her voice low, almost as if afraid of shattering the quiet around them.

He nodded, understanding. “I thought you might come out.”

She didn’t respond immediately, her gaze drifting to the windows again. Alaric could feel the distance between them, not just physically but emotionally. He could sense her reluctance, the way she seemed to weigh every word before speaking.

“I remembered,” she said quietly, still not looking at him. “My first life. I saw... moments.”

Alaric’s heart clenched at her words. He had known this moment would come, but it didn’t make it any easier to hear. “What did you see?” he asked gently, trying to keep the strain from his voice.

Ailith finally turned her gaze to him, her eyes searching his face. “I saw my father, who he really was. I saw you. I saw my life as the princess of the human kingdom, and when my power manifested for the first time,” she said, her voice steady, but her expression clouded with emotion.

Alaric’s jaw tightened, the memories of that first life flooding back with an intensity he had tried to bury for centuries. "What else did you remember?" He asked.

She shook her head, her face solemn. "Zephyria said I need to trust myself and let my walls down to see the rest. To learn what I need to from all my past lives and let my power come through."

He swallowed hard. She didn't know what his part was yet, how he had failed her in that first life, and how hard he had worked to make it up once he realized she was being reincarnated again and again. Alaric struggled with what to say next. Should he tell her what she had yet to learn about his part in that first life, or should he wait until she remembered on her own and answer the questions and anger that would inevitably come?

She studied him for a long moment, her gaze unreadable. Then, to his surprise, she took a step closer, her voice softer now. “Tell me.” Like she knew he was keeping something from her.

He hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. He had never been one for vulnerability, but with her, it was different. It had always been different.

“We didn't know what Zephyria had done, and Dravyn didn't know where she had taken you. When he felt your power manifest, he raged. You were so close, hidden in the very kingdom we were planning a war against,” he began, his voice barely above a whisper. "When I first saw you... Ailith, you took my breath away. I didn't understand at first; it didn't make sense to me. Vampires aren't known for being soft or for being in love. We aren't like most creatures in that regard. But from the very beginning, you held my heart and soul in your hands.”

Her breath hitched, and Alaric could see the conflict in her eyes. She was listening, but the weight of the past—of what they had been through—hung between them.

“I was a fool to think I could protect you from everything,” Alaric continued, his voice hoarse. “And I failed you. When you died, it broke me. I realized then what that feeling was, what I never thought myself capable of... ”

She stared at him, her expression unreadable, and for a moment, Alaric feared she would pull away. But then she took another step forward, her voice trembling. “How long?” she asked, her gaze locking with his.

Alaric swallowed, his heart aching. “I have loved you for a thousand years,” he said softly, the truth echoing in the quiet room.

Ailith's eyes flickered with something he couldn’t quite place—was it pain? Understanding? He wasn’t sure.

She moved taking another step towards him, until she stopped suddenly grasping at her chest and gasping his name. "Alex."

He didn't know what was happening, but he could sense her pain.

Tears started to stream down her face, and she was gasping for air. "What is this... I can.... I can feel..."

Before she could finish her eyes widened and darkened. Darker than he'd ever seen them before. It was like what she was experiencing wasn't in this room. He wasn't sure if she was experiencing something with her powers, with the bond or a memory.

He moved towards her, to comfort her, when she cried out the last words he ever wanted to hear again.

"I chose him... you took that from me. YOU TOOK EVERYTHING."

Before he could respond, her eyes cleared and went back to their usual brown. The tears slowed, as she gasped for air.

He waited, terrified at what would come next.

She looked to him, confused... but not scared. Not angry.

"What happened?" She asked.

And Alaric let out a heavy breath. Because how was he going to answer that.


Chapter 6










Time didn’t exist here.

Alexander wasn’t sure how long he’d been in this place—only that the cold had seeped into his bones and refused to let go. The walls were made of concrete and steel, reinforced with runes that pulsed when he so much as twitched. His arms were chained above his head, his body suspended just enough to keep him off balance. Magical cuffs bit into his skin, dulling his strength, his senses, and whatever remained of his hope.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

        
            Table of Contents


            
                		
                    Blood Secrets
                


                		
                    Dedication
                


                		
                    Prologue
                


                		
                    Chapter 1
                


                		
                    Chapter 2
                


                		
                    Chapter 3
                


                		
                    Chapter 4
                


                		
                    Chapter 5
                


                		
                    Chapter 6
                


                		
                    Chapter 7
                


                		
                    Chapter 8
                


                		
                    Chapter 9
                


                		
                    Chapter 10
                


                		
                    Chapter 11
                


                		
                    Chapter 12
                


                		
                    Chapter 13
                


                		
                    Chapter 14
                


                		
                    Chapter 15
                


                		
                    Chapter 16
                


                		
                    Chapter 17
                


                		
                    Chapter 18
                


                		
                    Chapter 19
                


                		
                    Chapter 20
                


                		
                    Chapter 21
                


                		
                    Chapter 22
                


                		
                    Chapter 23
                


                		
                    Chapter 24
                


                		
                    Chapter 25
                


                		
                    Chapter 26
                


                		
                    Chapter 27
                


                		
                    Chapter 28
                


                		
                    Chapter 29
                


                		
                    Chapter 30
                


                		
                    Chapter 31
                


                		
                    Chapter 32
                


                		
                    Chapter 33
                


                		
                    Chapter 34
                


                		
                    Chapter 35
                


                		
                    Chapter 36 
                


                		
                    Chapter 37 
                


                		
                    Chapter 38
                


                		
                    Chapter 39
                


                		
                    Chapter 40
                


                		
                    Chapter 41
                


                		
                    Chapter 42
                


                		
                    Chapter 43
                


                		
                    Chapter 44
                


                		
                    Chapter 45
                


                		
                    Chapter 46
                


                		
                    Chapter 47
                


                		
                    Chapter 48
                


                		
                    Chapter 49
                


                		
                    Chapter 50
                


                		
                    Chapter 51
                


                		
                    Chapter 52
                


                		
                    Chapter 53
                


                		
                    Chapter 54
                


                		
                    Chapter 55
                


                		
                    Chapter 56
                


                		
                    Chapter 57
                


                		
                    Chapter 58
                


                		
                    Chapter 59
                


                		
                    Chapter 60
                


                		
                    Chapter 61
                


                		
                    Chapter 62
                


                		
                    Chapter 63
                


                		
                    Chapter 64
                


                		
                    Chapter 65
                


                		
                    Chapter 66 
                


                		
                    Chapter 67
                


                		
                    Chapter 68
                


                		
                    Chapter 69
                


                		
                    Chapter 70
                


                		
                    Chapter 71 
                


                		
                    Chapter 72
                


                		
                    Chapter 73
                


                		
                    Chapter 74
                


                		
                    Chapter 75
                


                		
                    Chapter 76
                


                		
                    Chapter 77
                


                		
                    Chapter 78
                


                		
                    Chapter 79
                


                		
                    Chapter 80
                


                		
                    Chapter 81
                


                		
                    Chapter 82
                


                		
                    Chapter 83
                


                		
                    Chapter 84
                


                		
                    Epilogue 1
                


                		
                    Epilogue 2
                


                		
                    Acknowledgements
                


                		
                    Also, by Natasha
                


                		
                    About the Author
 
                


                		
                    Thank you!
                


            


        
    

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg





