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“You will do it?” I need to be sure I heard him correctly.

He nods his head and I eagerly wrap my arms around him, “Thank you, Cash!”

“Evie, I will do it, but if you have any doubts, you need to tell me right away.” He tilts my chin up, so I am staring into his dark blue eyes. I know it bothers him that he can no longer read my thoughts. I know he is searching for any sign of doubt on my face. I am certain he never expected he would agree to turn me into an immortal. Especially since for the past year and a half I had been adamant I would never become a vampire.

But now... 

“I have never been so certain of anything in my entire life,” I say with a firm nod to reassure him.

“Okay then.” We stand up, and he looks around the room and cringes. I follow his gaze and realize the destruction I caused. My out-of-control powers once again wreaked havoc on a room in his castle, burning it to a blackened mess. I truly wish it could have been any other room than Cassius’s private suite.

“I am sorry about your room.” An apology does not seem adequate, but I don’t know what else to say. 

“It is merely a room. This will force me to redecorate.” 

I can’t believe he is being so nice to me after I annihilated all his things—paintings, furniture, chandeliers... everything. He has never been known for his kindness and understanding. It’s not only unexpected but unnerving. 

“Maybe I will consider some of your suggestions about color,” he adds to make things even stranger. Cassius doesn’t do color. He wears and decorates with black. All black. And he certainly never does anything for the sake of pleasing me.

“It’s your space, you should have it however you like it.” Maybe when he let me in his head to read his mind, a little bit of me stayed in there. This is so uncharacteristic of him.

“Once we clean up in here, you will be staying in the adjoining room until we can tell everyone you have returned.” 

“There’s an adjoining room?” I look around for another door.

“Behind that tapestry, I previously used it as an office but haven’t in many years.” He points to a singed tapestry hanging on the wall, behind the charred remains of his desk.

Oh, hell!

There’s no way I want to stay that close to the Evil Prince. We will have to discuss this later, but I recognize now is not the time. Although, I suppose if I am going to become his progeny, I may have no choice. I will have to acclimate to always having him around if he is to help keep me under control. I must be ready to submit to his demands.

What have I gotten myself into?

“So, how does this happen? What is the procedure? Do we just do it here?” I think it will be best to get it done and over with before I change my mind. It’s not every day I decide to become immortal. I am confident of my decision, yet there’s still a chance that recent events have driven me to insanity. The death of my parents, my aunt and guardian, Bridgette, in a coma, and my friend Devon kidnapped by the worst sort of immortals. It’s not that farfetched to think I may have lost my damn mind.

“It cannot happen here or now, Evie. We must follow tradition no matter how dire the situation. That includes getting the approval of the royal council, who, believe it or not, may not be on your side anymore.”

The princesses. They were supportive before, so I am sure we can convince them again. Cassius was the only one Who needed convincing two years ago, and he is on board now.

“You are on my side... and that is all I need. I am confident the rest will happen.” He places a hand on the small of my back and leads me out of the room. 

“Keep that optimism. You are probably going to need it.” 

We head up a spiral flight of stairs and down a hall that opens into the throne room. The princesses are sitting in their thrones displaying their own signs of nervousness. Ambrosia is playing with her vivid red hair, Thea is tugging at her necklace, and Helena is tapping her foot. My best vampire buddy and endowment tutor, Tomas, is sitting on a chair along the wall. Beside him, Stella, my personal assistant from my prior stay at the castle is talking to the castle doctor who has cared for me on numerous occasions. They all look tense and stare eagerly as Cassius ushers me up to his sisters and places his hand on my shoulder for support.

“Brother, is everything under control?” Helena asks peevishly.

“It is. Sisters, Evie has reconsidered her previous stance, and would like to ask you to reconsider her for the Transformation.”

I can hear Tomas screaming inside his head. Vehemently expressing his displeasure about my decision. He is especially unhappy about Cassius talking for me and touching me. He keeps recalling me plummeting from the balcony before I left Greece two summers ago. Okay, I can admit I jumped, but it was just a foolish attempt to get away from Cassius’s wicked clutches. I try to shut Tomas out of my head, but I am having trouble blocking him completely. His thoughts are so loud.

“She has already missed so much of the preparation process,” Helena points out. “Seven months is not a lot of time to prepare.” She is looking at me like I am an annoying bug that will not go away. Like she wishes she could simply swat, and I would fly off. I always thought Helena was the kind one, but maybe what I mistook for kindness was simply polished politeness, developed by being the oldest of the immortal royalty.

“We know, and she is willing to put in the extra work to catch up.” Cassius is once again advocating for me. It reminds me of the last time, and I almost change my mind... but I don’t. What he is advocating for this time goes against his code, and he must recognize it’s for the greater good.

“Cassius, you were the one who was insistent she would not be accepted for transformation. Have you changed your mind?” Ambrosia asks. As my father’s maker, I expected Ambrosia to give me her support.

“I have. Realizing what she is capable of, I think it would be best if we were responsible for her. If another coven were to change her... it could be catastrophic.”

A little extreme... I’d like to imagine no matter who changed me, I would still have a sense of right and wrong.

“I will support her if this is what she honestly wants,” Ambrosia speaks up without needing to hear anymore. She is supporting what my father would have wanted. She looks at me and gives me a supportive smile. Maybe one day she can tell me stories about my father. She must have known him well, before and after he became an immortal.

“If she can get caught up and shows enhanced control over her endowments, I will consider supporting her for transformation,” Helena says. “We cannot be setting fires in the castle though.”

“Am I the only one who remembers what happened last time she was here? Why are you suddenly so supportive of her Cassius?” Thea asks, her voice elevating. Cassius starts to speak, but Thea raises her hand to stop him. “No, wait... Evie... why are you suddenly so tolerant of Prince Cassius?”

A legitimate question. I, too, have asked myself why it’s different this time. I just need to trust this experience will be different. But how do I explain the peace Cassius and I have reached over the last two weeks? How can I convince Thea we have developed an understanding? Or express how I can already feel the difference in our interactions?

“I have been with him for two weeks straight and not wanted to jump off a balcony once.”

Pause for reaction... none... tough crowd.

I am the one who almost died, not them. I explain more precisely, “Cassius and I have come to a mutually beneficial agreement. I recognize I need him, and I feel safe with him now. I am more understanding of what is behind his... passion.” That was putting it mildly, but I don’t think now is the time to call him malevolent.

“I am going to need some time to decide. Catch up. Join the initiates, and then we will see how it goes. No promises.” I am a little stunned I don’t have Thea’s approval. I thought she was my biggest supporter. We sang show tunes together... but I understand I caused a disturbance in their perfect little world and now I must make up for that. But... was it ever truly that perfect?

“We should probably hold off on announcing her return until she has caught up,” Helena suggests. I get the feeling she is hoping she never needs to announce my return.

“I agree,” Cassius says. “I do not think her return should be known outside of the present company.”

“Agreed. Now, let’s get her cleaned up and to bed,” Ambrosia says. I look down at the white and silver dress my friend Joel designed and gifted me as a Christmas present. It’s no longer white but blackened by smoke and soaked with blood. 

Cassius leads me toward the door. “Evie.” I turn as Tomas approaches with Stella and the doctor behind them.

“Not now, Tomas.” Cassius stops him from coming towards me. We both know what he wants to say.

“Tomorrow, okay?” I give him a smile and Cassius and I walk out of the room. “Where are we going?” I ask.

“I am going to take you to your mother’s room.”

“What? Why?” I ask in a panic. My mother has been dead for not even two weeks. I don’t feel ready to delve into her world, which was probably my father’s as well.

“Because you need a place to stay where no one will notice you.” We head down the stairs across from the throne room with Stella and the doctor behind us. Near the end of the corridor, Cassius lets me into a room and turns the lights on. I slowly walk into the modest space, immediately overwhelmed with the scent of my mother. Roses. I walk over to her vanity and see pictures of me and Dad. One of the pictures is from my first night in Greece when I was standing in my pink chiffon dress in front of the sunset.

“You gave this to her?” I ask Cassius. A single tear streams down my face.

“I did. She was so grateful. I talked to her quite a bit after you left. She kept me updated on how you were doing.”

I sit down in a plush chair and allow the doctor to look over my injuries. The ever-helpful Stella cleans me up, as the doctor patches up my wounds. Merely a couple bites, that’s nothing compared to the injuries I sustained my last time here. Stella retrieves a nightgown out of my mother’s closet and Cassius leaves me to Stella’s excellent care. I change and crawl into bed. Sleep comes instantly. 
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“Wake up!” I open one eye and behold Cassius standing over the bed. Reminding me that when living with vampires, waking can have the same terrifying effect as my nightmares. What a horrible alarm clock he makes.

“Just a half hour more, please.” I wish Cassius had a snooze button. I’m not ready to wake up, my body feels as though it suffered an attack by a hoard of evil vampires.

Oh wait... it did.

“I have let you sleep for twenty-four hours—it is time to wake up.”

It does not seem possible I could have slept so long and not woke from a single nightmare. I question whether I was truly asleep, or in a coma, like Bridgette. Either way, a little more rest would be greatly appreciated. Sleep is important for healing, and my body still feels battered.

“If it’s okay with you, I think I will sleep a little longer,” I inform the Evil Prince.

“Shower and get dressed. I will be back in twenty minutes.” How does he expect me to be ready in twenty minutes? I have no belongings and I don’t observe Stella in here... nor my breakfast.

“It takes me twenty minutes to dry my hair,” I say with an immense yawn.

“Evie, this was your idea, remember?”

Not really. My idea was merely to change into a vampire—immortal—whereas this preparation crap, was his requirement.

“I can’t be expected to function properly without a cup of strong coffee.”

“No more coffee. You are on a diet.” 

A diet?

“I didn’t know I needed to lose weight but thanks for pointing it out, jackass.” The nightgown Stella gave me was one of my mother’s slips—a short, black, silk nightgown-like piece of clothing meant to be worn under a dress. It’s a little tight on me, but mostly because my chest is much bigger than hers was. I notice Cassius is smiling at me, so I throw my pillow at him and pull the covers over my head.

“Well, a couple pounds would not hurt,” he says. “It is probably all that takeout food you have been eating. However, I was talking about your favorite brain food diet.” He peeks under the covers. “Time to get out of bed, Princess.”

“You just called me fat, forgive me if I am not in a hurry to get out of bed.”

Cassius violently tugs the covers from my body, tosses me over his shoulder—knocking the wind out of me—carries me into the bathroom, drops me in the shower, and turns it on. Already struggling to breathe, the frigid water does not aid me in catching my breath.

“Ow! Cash! What the hell!” My bottom hurts from where he dropped me and my stomach hurts from him throwing me over his shoulder. The cold, wet, silk is clinging to my body, and I feel exposed.

“Isn’t that better than coffee?” he smirks.

I splash him with the water, but he doesn’t even flinch. “How would you know? You have never had coffee! You’re not familiar with the miracle of caffeine.” I happen to know coffee was not around when he was still consuming real food and he most certainly never had the sweet deliciousness of a caramel macchiato.

“I will be back in an hour. Be ready.” He turns on one foot and strides out.

Stella arrives as I am stepping out of the shower. She has a simple, black, long-sleeve dress for me to wear and lingerie. 

“The rest of your new wardrobe will be here later,” she tells me. “Your breakfast is on the vanity.”

“Thanks.” I sit at the vanity, eat my smoked salmon and cream cheese bagel, then drink my pomegranate juice and still, I want coffee. Stella quickly dries my long hair and together we get me ready to go about twenty seconds before Cassius returns.

“Can’t you knock?” I say rudely and then must endure the pithy expression which reminds me I am supposed to be formal when there are others present.

“Thank you, Stella, we will see you later.” She bows politely to Cassius and hurries out.

I return my attention to Cassius, disappointed to discover he has reverted to his all-black wardrobe. “You look like a mortician. You could throw a blue shirt into the mix.”

“And then everyone might think I have gone soft. I cannot have everyone treat me like you do.”

“I took excellent care of you for two weeks!”

“That is one way to look at it. Let’s move on. You have missed a year and a half of preparations. Most of which is learning our customs and traditions. Initiates have come in late before but usually not this late. You are going to have to get a crash course in immortals and their history.”

“I feel like I have had several crash courses in vampires.” Like there have literally been many crashes, many caused by the Prince of Evil himself. I rub the painful bruise forming on my butt from this morning’s wake up call.

“Immortals,” he stresses. “And yes, you have. However, we must work to get you caught up on the less violent information before we announce your return.”

“Yay,” I try to sound excited.

“I will be your main source of information for your immortal etiquette catch up. But this,” he slams a giant book in front of me and sets an iPad on top of it, “is everything I expect you to know. Nobody is supposed to see this book, so you are not to take it out of this room. Which should not be a problem because I forbid you from leaving this room.”

I open the book and browse through it quickly. I look for the English section, but the whole book looks like the sign on a fraternity house. “This book is in Greek! How am I supposed to read this?”

“That is going to be the hard part, but since you are so motivated... it should not be a problem. The iPad has a translation app on it for you which should help.”

“You expect me to translate this whole book with an app on an iPad? Are you insane? Can’t you get me a translator?”

“I could require you to learn Greek.”

“You have been sitting around brooding for a thousand years and you never thought to maybe translate this into other languages.”

“One copy. Not supposed to leave the vault. I am merely trying to expedite your Preparation process.”

“Can’t you just sum it up for me?”

“This is for when I cannot be with you, so you are still working. Remember, we do not have to turn you into an immortal. You do not have to do this if you decide you want to stay human. If you want to change, you need to know all this.”

“Will there be a test?”

“No, there will not be a test,” he answers frustratedly, like a volcano ready to erupt.

I am not sure why he is frustrated since I am the one with the impossible task before me. Then to find out it’s simply busy work... “What is the point?” I protest.

“Because I said so!” he growls at me, his frustration evident.

“Wow, maybe you should go get a snack, you seem kind of cranky.”

“What the hell have I gotten myself into?” he grumbles before striding out of the room.

I grab the iPad and open the translation app. I open the book and begin translating the first word. It takes me forever to figure out how to get the Greek alphabet on the keyboard and by the time I figure it out, I lose my motivation. So instead, I decide to try to add my social media apps and email to the iPad. It’s so convenient the castle has Wi-Fi, but these stone walls severely affect the connection speed. 

I check in with Joel and tell him everything is as expected here. I am not certain of what Cassius told him before abducting me and taking me to Greece against my will. I ask for an update on Bridgette and hit send. I know I would have heard something if she were out of her coma, but I would still like to hear it from him. 

I check all my social media accounts and determine Cassius successfully compelled everyone to forget about the vampire attack which broke up the party. The posts about the evening are all positive. I get a little wistful knowing the New Year’s party will be my last high school experience and when I come across a picture of Patrick—my ex, who I asked Cassius to compel to forget about me—I fight back tears. Maybe I should have asked Cassius to compel me to forget how much I love Patrick. I can only tell myself so many times I did it for a good reason.

“Working hard?” I fall off my chair and crash to the floor hitting my head. I look up and see Cassius standing behind my chair.

Sneaky bastard, sneaking up on me.

“You suck!” I yell at him. Now my head hurts in addition to my bottom. I make no attempt to get up.

“You were supposed to be studying. What did you learn so far?” He stands over me waiting for an answer.

“That I am glad I will never be going to college and joining a sorority because the Greek life is not for me.”

“Did you get anything done or were you only staring at pictures of your boyfriend?”

“Ex-boyfriend. If you will remember, he does not remember ever being in a relationship with me. And if you must know, I was making sure you erased everyone’s memories properly and kind of wishing that would have included mine.”

“No, you do not.”

“I know you expect me to be an emotionless robot, but I do have feelings. I feel both emotionally and physically. This trip to Greece is turning out to be just as painful as the last trip.”

“I am sorry you keep falling, but we truly must get started.” I want to argue with him, but I have learned better.

“Proceed, my Evil Prince.”

“Quick math lesson. You weigh what, fifty-six kilograms?”

“That better be the equivalent to one hundred and twenty pounds.”

“I genuinely do not want to keep pointing this out, but I do think you might have put on a few pounds. I am usually spot on when it comes to weight.”

“Why does it matter?” My head is aching from the fall and this impromptu math lesson is not helping it.

“To make you feel better, let’s say you weigh one hundred and twenty pounds. About seven percent of your body weight is blood. So, eight-point-four pounds, which means you have just about a gallon of blood in your body or eight pints. Anything less than fifteen percent blood loss will mean nothing to a healthy human, maybe slight dizziness. When you donate blood, you give a pint of your blood, or about twelve percent. I only took a small fraction of this from you daily over the past two weeks. 

“Over fifteen percent, more symptoms will start to present. Weakness, pale skin, and increased heartbeat. Over thirty percent and your donor will probably need a blood transfusion. It is essential to adequately estimate how much your donor weighs so you can correctly determine how much blood you can take. We recommend no more than twenty percent. So, from you... around one point six pints.”

“How much did you take from me the last night I was here?” I ask curiously.

“Probably two pints.” He shrugs and I surmise the “give or take a bit” he does not voice out loud. 

“Based on my math, two pints is twenty-five percent.” I am grateful he gave me a whole number. My head is throbbing too much for me to be figuring out fractions right now. “A little much, don’t you think?”

“Probably explains why you deemed jumping off a balcony was a superior idea.”

We have not discussed my plunge off the balcony. In fact, except for when Tomas caught me, I have not talked about that night with anyone. Not my friends, parents, or psychiatrists. Well... Bridgette, but she was unconscious, so she doesn’t count.

“Had Tomas not stopped me... my parents would still be alive, Bridgette would not be in the hospital, I would not have put all my friends in danger, and Devon would not be missing.” That is why I did it. I was trying to protect those I love from what happened anyway. I know it was the coward’s way out and I would never do it again. Not like that at least. I will allow my life to be taken in seven months but then it will be different. It will not be permanent, and it will ensure everyone’s safety. I must keep telling myself it’s best for everyone. I don’t want anyone else I love to get hurt because of me.

“And I would be reading a book instead of aiming to teach you how to drink blood,” Cassius interrupts my brooding. He does not look his usual calm self. Maybe thinking back to that night makes him uncomfortable as well. He was brutal and out of control. Knowing him like I do, I will admit he was entirely out of character immediately prior to the balcony incident. Yes... he had been violent before, but he was never out of control. I remember chaos... and turmoil.

“You genuinely messed me up,” I say, reflecting on the sequence of events which preceded my leap off the balcony. A shiver racks my body as I remember the way I felt that night, the utter despair, and helplessness. I should probably be thankful my current lessons will not be as horrible as the lessons I received that summer. Where my lessons involved strangling, being locked up with a bunch of savage vampires, and severe blood loss. At least not so far. 

“Well, you did not listen. You still do not listen.” I might sense a bit of regret in Cassius’s voice, but then again, he might just be bored with the conversation. 

“I think I have gotten a lot better at listening,” I mumble to myself.

“Do you know what it feels like to drink a pint of something?” He changes the subject back to the lesson.

“Like a beer?” I verify.

“Sure, like a beer,” he says with disgust. “Though you are not even of a legal age to drink a beer.”

“Don’t act like you’re surprised.”

“Princesses do not drink beer.”

“Still not a princess.”

“You are going to have to act like one if you want to do this. As the progeny of a prince, you must strive to uphold a higher standard of behavior.”

“What do you mean?”

“Feeding aside, have you ever seen an immortal act anything other than proper?”

I just tilt my head and look at him sideways. My whole introduction to immortals has been vampires acting other than proper. And he is the number one offender. He looks like he is waiting for an answer, but I am afraid my answer will only anger him. I am still trying to think of what he could be referring to. What precisely is his definition of proper behavior?

Cassius repeatedly attacked me, several times in public. Tomas wears cargo shorts and fights with his superiors. My mother smacked me twice, once after dragging me through the entire castle by my arm. The traitor, Stefan, wanted to have sex with me before killing me. Princess Thea got me drunk with a bunch of strangers while we sang show tunes in a secret garden. Maybe Helena and Ambrosia but then again, I never spent time with them outside a dinner or two.

“Cash, I am desperately trying to figure out what the hell you’re referring to, but I think I have had a rather negatively skewed exposure to vampires.”

“Immortals.”

“Vampires, immortals... same thing.”

“No, it is not the same thing and since you want to become one, it is time you start using the correct terminology.”

“I don’t understand why vampire is so objectionable.”

“It carries with it a negative connotation which contravenes the exacting standards we have strived to adhere to in our two-thousand years of existence.”

“You’re such a snob.”

“This may be impossible. How am I going to refine you?”

“Are you trying to be the Henry Higgins to my Eliza Doolittle? Cause I can already say, ‘The rain in Spain stays mainly in the plain.’”

“Who is Eliza Doolittle?”

“My Fair Lady?” He gives me a blank stare. “You’re sometimes very disappointing,” I confess.

“I know the feeling. Why are we talking about this?”

“I think we should have another movie night. I will bring the popcorn and you bring the blood donor.” Anything to get out of these painful lessons.

“Maybe if you can get through the first section of this book before the end of the week.”

“Piece of cake now that I have some motivation.” 

“Okay, now please focus. I already know you can speak English quite eloquently, Eliza, which brings up another question, do you speak any other languages?”

“I took two years of Spanish in school.”

“So, you can ask where the bathroom is and order at a Mexican restaurant. Not what I had in mind. It would be advantageous if you could learn to speak Greek.”

“Well, after translating the vampire bible... apologies... immortal bible, I should probably pick up a word or two.”

“There is a chance when you encounter your old friends, they may appear dramatically different. For the past year and a half, they have undergone a rigorous grooming routine. With Stella’s help, you will have a routine to ensure you are your most beautiful self by the time the transformation takes place.”

“You immortals are so vain!” I criticize.

“Yes, we are. We like to surround ourselves with beauty. All beings can be beautiful... some simply need more work than others. How you look when you change is how you will look when you are an immortal.”

“Oh, so I will not be made more beautiful by becoming a vampire like in the movies?”

“Did you consider the immortals who attacked you to be beautiful?”

I don’t even have to think about this. They were the motliest crew I have ever seen. They looked like a scary biker gang leader mated with Sasquatch and had babies.

“Definitely not,” I admit.

“You will freeze exactly how you are apart from any wounds on your body. Bite marks or any other healable wounds will heal completely. The blood does that.”

“Like your battle wounds healed?” I think back to watching him get out of the shower. He was unblemished. No evidence of his fatal injury marred his perfect, porcelain skin.

“Yes.”

“And is this why you have a permanent five-o-clock shadow?”

“Yes.”

“Fascinating.”

“Okay, I must be somewhere shortly, so you need to get translating. No Facebook or Instagram or whatever other ridiculous apps teenage girls are on these days. Got it?” 

“You suck! But okay. Can you send Tomas in if you see him? I owe him a conversation.”

“Tomas is not here. He is away for a while.”

“To track down the Nomads?” I inquire nervously. It’s his job, but it always worries me to know he is tracking the worst of the immortals.

“Yes, because that is what he does. He was only here by chance when we returned.”

He leaves the room, closing the door behind him. I kind of get the feeling Cassius had something to do with Tomas’s expedient departure, which certainly could have waited a day or two. I wish he would have let me talk to him first. I put it out of my head. I can’t be worried about Tomas and still achieve all I need to accomplish.

I pick up the iPad and open to the first page of the book. I get overly irritated when I finish translating the first page solely to learn the contents are the names and dates of the immortals who recorded the information in the book. This book is like the Holy Bible in that the stories have been written down well after their actual dates. I question the accuracy of the information as I start again on the next page.


5th Century B.C. Orpheus was a hunter who traveled to Delphi to consult the oracles in Apollo’s temple. He wished to be granted greater skills for his hunting, so he could feed his entire village. The priestess, Larissa, fell in love with him and granted him speed and strength to aid him in his hunting in exchange for his pledge of eternal love and devotion. Her gift included everlasting youth and immortality, so he could return to her throughout the years and bestow upon her his eternal beauty. 

The people of Orpheus’s village were frightened of his immortality and drove him out of his village. The people he has sacrificed himself for no longer wanted him there, fearing he had made a deal with a demon as no other explanation would explain his perpetual youth. Orpheus spent years wandering before returning to the Priestess.

The virgin Priestess had taken a vow of chastity and innocence. So long as she remained chaste and did not harm another, she could retain her mystical powers indefinitely. The Priestess was unwilling to sacrifice her position and power for Orpheus. This restricted her relationship with Orpheus and though she was content to gaze upon his face and admire his strength and courage, he was not as satisfied by the arrangement. Orpheus struggled with the restrictions and one day while hunting, he encountered Reyna in the woods. Like the Priestess had done with him, Orpheus instantly fell in love with Reyna and reveled in the potential for a physical relationship. He surrendered to his desires, which went unfulfilled with the Priestess. He arranged meetings with his new lover in the woods and discussed running away with her.

The Priestess learned of this betrayal and, unable to physically bring harm to him herself, cursed Orpheus so the sun would burn his skin, preventing him from leaving the temple to meet his lover. Orpheus sent Reyna a silver locket which contained a message instructing her to meet him at midnight in their special spot. To stop Reyna from reading the message, the Priestess, unable to harm Reyna herself, cursed the silver locket. Once touched, the silver weakened Reyna, preventing her from meeting with Orpheus. Unaware of the curse on the locket, Reyna refused to remove it and remained sickly and helpless until the locket was pulled from her throat by a mystic healer who recognized the curse.

Once healed, Reyna was unwilling to give up on Orpheus. Though she never discovered the note in the locket, she kept meeting at their spot daily, waiting for Orpheus to show up.



I must stop. Every time I close my eyes, I am visualizing weird Greek symbols. It’s like a bad dream. The translation app leaves a lot for interpretation, so I hope I am getting the story correct. 

Having completed a considerable portion of translating, I believe I deserve a break. I check my email. Joel has responded already. No change with Bridgette and everything else is good. He wants to know why Patrick changed his relationship status to single. My response explains Patrick and I decided to part ways since I don’t know how long I will be away, but I wonder if I should discuss it with Cassius. If Joel were to mention our previous relationship to Patrick, it could create an awkward situation.

I find myself not truly wanting to discuss it further. The pain of being without Patrick and him no longer in love with me tears at my chest again. I crawl into bed and cry myself back to sleep.

Stella wakes me up with my lunch and wardrobe. I eat my food alone and take a glimpse at the new clothes. I don’t have to guess who had a say in the clothing. They are all black and matronly. Either I am officially in mourning or Cassius is paying me back for his Ohio wardrobe. I am less than thrilled with my choices. I decide to look in my mother’s closet, she always wore beautiful clothes.

Upon examining my mother’s clothes, I quickly come to the realization she also had a fondness for black. There are a few gray dresses but nothing with any color on it. There is one black sweater dress I notice, super soft, fitted, long-sleeved, and knee-length. I pull it out to wear tomorrow. 
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​Chapter 3
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I make sure I get up without the Evil Prince’s help today. The last thing I need is another cold shower, and my rear is still sore from yesterday. I shower and dress before Stella brings me my breakfast. I am wearing the sweater dress from my mother’s closet. It looks impressive on and though I feel a little guilty admitting it, the dress makes me want to dance. 

Why should I feel guilty? Would it truly be the end of the world if, for merely a few minutes, I allow myself to forget about all the horrible things which have happened? Bridgette would want me to try to get by. My parents would be satisfied I have embraced the immortal lifestyle. Convinced it will not be wholly reprehensible, I grant myself one song to dance to, and forget about everything for a few minutes.

I unlock the iPad and search for a song that embodies how I feel in this dress. A song that will allot me a couple minutes to forget all the serious stuff and focus on something empowering. I decide on a Beyoncé song, crank up the volume, and award myself a three minute and fifty-six second pause from real life.

Stella comes in carrying my breakfast tray, laughs at me, and dances back out. The same breakfast as yesterday, only today, my pomegranate juice is in a pint glass. Must be for practice. I grab my bagel and eat while I dance. Multitasking. Hopefully, I don’t choke on my food. Suffocating would not be a pleasant way to end my escape from reality. I’m lost in the music, allowing myself to be numb to the tragedies of my life, until my music turns off. Startled, and peeved, I turn around to see Cassius holding the iPad.

“We are supposed to be keeping your presence here a secret. Blasting hip hop music through the hall is not the best way to go unnoticed.”

“That was Beyoncé, and it wasn’t so loud.”

“These halls are like giant echo chambers.” He is always trying to squash my happiness. Does he have any idea how hard it was for me to muster up a couple minutes of happiness?

“I was trying to take a few minutes to forget about how depressing my life is. You simply couldn’t give me that?” Emotions begin to surface but I can’t decide whether they’re grieved or furious or utterly worthless. My cheeks burn, my hands clench, my heart stutters. “I am out of bed, showered and dressed. I simply needed four minutes!” I feel a tear fall down my cheek and I turn away from him to try to hide my emotions. Immortals don’t cry and humans who want to become immortals probably shouldn’t either. I wipe my face on my sleeve and find myself overwhelmed by the smell of my mother. Her memory makes me lose it completely.

I trudge into the closet and close the door behind me, wishing there were a lock. I grab one of the suitcoats my father left behind and put it on, inhaling his essence as well. I miss him so much, feel so cheated out of my time with him, and I want to track down the vampire that killed him and drive a stake into his disgusting vampire heart. If I can torture him a little first, it would make it even more satisfying. I wonder if I could get him into my parents’ torture room at the house. 

I curl up into a ball on the furry rug in the middle of the floor. Taking a pause from feeling has backfired on me as I am now suffering the pain twice as much. It’s pounding down on me like a hammer on an anvil. The pressure on my chest is like being trapped under a boulder. It’s pure luck my sorrow hasn’t transformed into anger because there’s no way I wouldn’t be catching the closet on fire given the extent of my emotions.

There’s a soft knock on the door. “Evie, come out, please.”

I ignore him and make sure I am flooding my brain with thoughts, so he can’t read my mind.

“I am coming in.” I hear the door open. “Evie.” He sits down next to me and pulls me beside him, almost onto his lap. “I cannot have my progeny crying on the floor in a closet. I understand you have been through a lot and this existence restricts you from being you. What are we going to do to take care of these... emotions?” I can’t decide whether he is trying to be consoling or scornful. Usually, it’s the latter.

“I really want to kill the bastard that killed my father. Promise me, one day, I will get the chance to slaughter him.”

“I promise. But I cannot send you after him while you are still human. Hence, you need to focus on everything you need to do to gain approval.”

“I know. I just needed a few minutes.” I use the coolness of his face to cool down my own. The stubble on his face tickles my cheeks. He rubs my back to convey his understanding.

“I think this must have been your mother’s favorite dress. She wore it quite often.”

“Really?” It’s hard to believe my mother and I had anything in common. We always seemed so different. I certainly don’t remember us ever being close.

“Yes.”

“I hardly even knew her. But I still miss her so much.”

“I am sure you do. Can we please get out of this closet?” At my nod, he stands, lifting me up with him, and sets me gently on my feet. He sets his hand on the small of my back to direct me out of the closet. “Do you want me to close the door and give you a few more minutes?” he asks me with a gentle smile.

“No, the moment has passed.” I wave my hand at my fleeting attempt at some joy.

“Then please finish your breakfast and get back to your studies. I have a few things I need to address but I will return a little later. If you need me,” he pulls my cell phone from his coat pocket and hands it to me, “message me. You will not have phone service down here, but the Wi-Fi should permit you to text. I have already programmed my information into your phone. It is under Evil Prince.” He flashes me a smirk, winks, and disappears out the door.




On the day of a solar eclipse, Orpheus ventured out to meet Reyna, hoping fate would bring her to him. The Priestess, obsessed with keeping the two apart but unable to kill Reyna herself, insists to her soldiers that any woman found out during the eclipse must be a demon and should have her throat slit. Larissa believed with Reyna dead, Orpheus would return to the Temple and the loss would persuade him to never stray again.

Initially her plan appeared to be a success, her soldiers reported to her they had found Reyna and slit her throat, leaving her to bleed out. They, however, had not waited for her life to leave her body. Orpheus discovered her lifeless body and sacrificed his own immortal blood to bring her back to life. Through the transfer of his blood, they would share each other’s blessings and curses. 

Angered the two managed to stay together, but still unable to kill them herself, the priestess enacts another punishment on them by publicly accusing them of being daemons—evil beings from the underworld. For what else could explain how Reyna survived having her throat slit—a fact attested to by her soldiers. She spreads word through the land that there are two daemons traveling together and knowing they can never change their appearance, she spreads their images far and wide so everywhere they travel, the people attempt to kill them.

Finally, Larissa enacts one last curse upon them—though cast as a blessing and an end to their suffering if so desired. A wooden arrow, pierced through their hearts would end their immortality. She ensured the manner in which to kill the daemons spread to all. As villages reported sightings of the pair, the Priestess dispatched soldiers to hunt them down, and end their lives.

The two would spend five hundred years hiding from villagers, fleeing mobs armed with wooden stakes, and evading archers and their arrows. Though pierced many times, never in the heart. Tired of living on the run, they appealed to the Priestess for forgiveness. Impressed the two stayed in love for five hundred years and realizing the selfishness of her deeds, Larissa relieved them of their burden, allowing them their freedom. She no longer would perpetuate the daemon story and saw the images depicting them as servants of the underworld, all destroyed.

Being immortals, the two could live for eternity in youthful beauty and love. Thankful for the gifts bestowed upon them, Orpheus and Reyna devoted themselves to the gods and goddesses and promised to use their gifts only to make the world a more beautiful place.



Five hundred years is a long time to be alone with someone. I almost went crazy being alone with Cassius for two weeks. I guess it’s different when you are in love. I close the book and set the iPad aside. Out of curiosity, I text Cassius.

––––––––
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ME: If you and I were the only two immortals on Earth, would you stay with me for five hundred years



He responds immediately:


EVIL PRINCE: I would probably drive a stake into my own heart

ME: So hurtful

EVIL PRINCE: I cannot get Beyoncé out of my head. I might do it even sooner

ME: Are you shaking your booty?

EVIL PRINCE: No. Get back to work!



I set down my phone and gaze at the gargantuan book. I have no desire to learn more details about the love life of the first immortals. Not to mention, a girl can only take so many Greek letters before going crazy.


ME: I’m bored

EVIL PRINCE: Ten minutes

ME: You have five before I go out looking for adventure ☺

EVIL PRINCE: There is still an empty cell in the dungeon waiting for you if you step one foot out of your room

ME: ☹



I reach for a hairbrush and pass the time by brushing my hair. I put it up into a ponytail and decide to grab some lotion out of the bathroom. Just as I stand up, Stella and Cassius walk in looking like they are up to something I will not like.

“Sit down,” Cassius says. I obey without question. He pulls the hair-tie off my ponytail, finger combs my hair, lifting it in layers and letting it fall. “Even up these ends. I do not want there to be all these layers. She will lose a couple inches, but it should grow back by August.”

“What are you doing?” I reach for my hair and pull it over my shoulder, so he can’t touch it anymore. Then he moves in front of me and sits on the vanity staring at my face. I have possibly never felt so self-conscious in all my life.

“Once we get the extra weight off her we should be satisfactory for the most part. Let’s make sure to get her face washed three times a day. I will not have a progeny with blackheads.” I instinctively put my hands over my face. Cassius grabs my wrists and pulls my hands away. “Let’s smooth out the curve in her eyebrows a little bit. They are too harsh at this angle. We will see if we can make her appear a little more elegant.”

In my whole life, I have always been confident I was pretty. I never dyed my hair or had crazy beauty regimes. I never used a lot of makeup or spent considerable time picking out my clothes. I was always perfectly happy with the way I looked. Even Joel, the King of the Makeover, never sought to change the shape of my eyebrows. Listening to this assessment of my appearance is making me question my entire sense of being. Was I delusional my whole life? I am taking deep breaths to try to avoid crying but I know my chin is quivering. 

Thankfully, Cassius moves on from my face. He slides his hands from my wrists to my hands, skims his thumbs over my palms and then flips them over to look at my nails. I am confident I hear him groan. “Fingernails... clean up the cuticles, pick a shape and stick to it, I would also like to see these grown out a little bit.” When he lets go of my hands, I tuck them under my arms. “And then all the standard things.”

“What are the standard things?” I ask, but no one answers. It’s almost as though I am not even here. “Hello?”

“Stella, I have never had a progeny before. I am counting on you to mold her into the absolute best. I want her to be as beautiful as the princesses. Please keep in mind what level she will be on. She is receiving my blood and being such, she will need more attention than anyone.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“I will get you some workout clothes and one of those machines. I would like to get rid of the extra weight as soon as we can. Sweating is not good for her complexion so the sooner we can get her back down the better. You will make sure she exercises. Low fat diet with limited carbs.”

I am horrified. I have never felt so wretched in my entire life. I can’t hold back anymore. I bolt out of the chair and move to the far corner of the room.

“What did I do?” Cassius asks.

With a sigh, Stella answers, “You just told a teenage girl she needs to fix her body and her appearance. She is already in a fragile emotional state and well, Your Highness... you basically just tore her apart from head to toe.”

“Can you tell her I did not mean it in a malicious way?”

“Your Highness, I do not think my opinion is going to mean anything to her.” Stella sounds like she is talking to a child, and I hear Cassius grumble in response.

“Evie,” his hand on my shoulder makes me flinch, “the first time I met you I told you how beautiful you are.” I pick at my cuticles, thinking about what he just said. “However, I need you to be more than beautiful, I need you to be polished... exquisite. And you are fairly close already. I would never have agreed to this otherwise. Consider everything I just said to be a little finetuning.”

“Maybe next time you should lead with that.” I sniffle and turn to face him. “How did you become such a beauty expert, anyway?”

“I just know what I like to look at.” He wipes the tears off my face with his fingers. “And I guarantee you, it is not a crying teenager. Not because you are any less beautiful when you cry, but because I do not want to see you upset. “ 

“Stop being such an ass and I will stop being upset.”

“Stella, I wonder if you would explain to Evie some of the things we have done to the other initiates after I leave. I think it might make her feel better.” He kisses my forehead and leaves.

“I really hate him.” I sit back down, and Stella drapes a cape over me. 

As she sprays down my hair she says, “They once restricted a girl from eating and only gave her dietary supplements until she lost enough weight. Another girl’s hair was so bad they just cut most of it off and decided she would have short hair for all eternity. One guy had a back-acne issue, and they were practically bathing him in salicylic acid three times a day. He didn’t even look at your feet, but they have been known to practically take power sanders to some recruits’ feet.”

These people must desperately want to be immortals to endure all that. It’s hard enough to be in the presence of these beautiful creatures without having them be so judgmental. 

“Why do they do it?” 

“Have you ever had a pimple? An imperfection so tiny yet seems so substantial because it is on your face and you assume everyone is focusing on it, but ultimately it goes away in a day or so.” I nod. “Well, now imagine having a slight imperfection on your face and forever being eternity, and not being able to correct it with Photoshop. If that imperfection bothers you for a day, imagine having it forever.”
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