
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Arion gently stroked up and down Evelyn's spine. She sighed contently, curled up beside him.

“My dear,” he whispered, gently lifting her chin to have her look at him, “there is something I must discuss with you.”

Evelyn perked up. It had been three months since their anniversary dinner, and things had been decent between the two of them. She was no longer shy around the Earl; by all means, it was beginning to feel as though she were actually his wife and not a prisoner. The past month, however, the Earl had become busier with work, and so moments like these meant more to her. She would visit her father in the village when she was lonely, but it did not fill her heart in the same way that Arion did.

“I am sure you have noticed I’ve become busier over the past couple weeks, and I am sorry for that.” He kissed her forehead apologetically. “I do not mean to neglect you.” She eyed him.

“That is quite alright, my Lord.” She batted her lashes at him, trying her best to look innocent. Arion smirked at that; using his title had become a habit of hers when she was peeved with him.

“However, there is a reason behind my absence,” he continued on. “We are going to be hosting a ball of sorts.”

“A ball?” She raised one eyebrow in curiosity, then frowned. “With—”

“Other members of the court, yes, vampires.” He cut her off to answer her question before it left her lips. Evelyn stared at him in surprise but paused to process her thoughts. From what the Earl had told her, much of the other earls under the queen were vampires, transformed by the queen herself. This was done for all the lords with lands bordering the aggressive country south of them. They had to behave themselves, however, and were not allowed to drink from humans. Based on what Arion described, not everyone abided by these rules.

“The village,” she stated—an open-ended question.

“They will be safe. It is also forbidden to touch citizens of another’s land unless they are within the court.” Evelyn sighed, somewhat relieved.

“I see. Is there anything I can do to prepare?” She sat up, feeling a new rush of anxiety. Meet more vampires? She had just gotten a handle on this one.

“Not to worry, my dear. You can dance, correct?” Evelyn nodded; she recalled her mother and father teaching her when she was little, insisting that any proper lady should know. “Perfect. The servants will take care of the rest.” He sat up, taking her hand and placing a gentle kiss upon her knuckle. “All you have to do is be as beautiful and charming as always.” She blushed; despite his constant admiration, she still found Arion’s praises made her heart beat quicker.
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