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Niomi always found a way to keep Caleb company.

Tonight was no different.

The two of them wandered through downtown beneath the glow of streetlights, enjoying a rare night away from campus. Principal Santiago had been handing out privilege passes more frequently lately. With vampire attacks nearly nonexistent for the past four months, the academy had finally loosened its restrictions.

Not that Caleb was complaining.

Four hours outside the school walls wasn't much, but it was enough.

Enough to breathe.

Enough to feel normal.

The streets were nearly empty. Their footsteps echoed against the pavement as they walked side by side.

Niomi laughed.

Caleb smiled.

He hadn't realized how much he'd missed hearing her laugh until now.

"Thanks for helping me pass alchemy," he said.

Niomi rolled her eyes.

"You mean thanks for carrying you through alchemy."

"Same thing."

She laughed again.

"Caleb, you almost blew up the lab twice."

"Only twice."

"That's not helping your argument."

He groaned.

Why alchemy was even a required class remained a mystery to him.

The conversation continued for another minute before something changed.

The smile faded from Niomi's face.

Caleb immediately noticed.

Lycan instincts made certain emotions difficult to hide.

"What's wrong?" he asked.

Niomi stopped walking.

She opened her mouth.

Then closed it again.

Her gaze drifted away from his.

For the first time all night, she looked nervous.

"Caleb..."

Her cheeks turned red.

Whatever she was about to say never came.

The wind shifted.

Caleb froze.

A foul scent slammed into him.

Death.

The smell rolled through the street like a wave.

Fresh blood.

Rotting soil.

Something old.

Something wrong.

Beside him, Niomi covered her nose.

She smelled it too.

Both of them turned toward the opposite side of the street.

Two figures stood beneath a streetlamp.

Watching.

Waiting.

Neither moved.

Neither spoke.

The city suddenly felt much quieter.

Caleb stepped in front of Niomi without thinking.

The strangers smelled familiar.

Yet completely wrong.

There was vampire in their scent.

There was wolf too.

His stomach tightened.

Every instinct in his body warned him that something wasn't right.

"What do you want?" Caleb called out.

One of the strangers smiled.

The other summoned a massive purple scythe.

The weapon appeared from nowhere.

Just like that.

Caleb's muscles tensed.

Trouble.

Definitely trouble.

The vampire ignored the question entirely.

Instead, he asked one of his own.

"Where's the academy?"

Caleb narrowed his eyes.

Not a chance.

Gray spread across his skin.

Claws extended from his fingertips.

Fangs pushed past his gums.

"If you think I'm telling you that," he said, "you're out of your damn mind."

The silver-haired vampire grinned.

"I was hoping you'd say that."

The silver-haired vampire glanced toward his ally.

Almost as if he were asking permission.

The other vampire closed his eyes and sighed.

"Go ahead," he said. "Get it out of him. Just don't overextend yourself."

A grin spread across the silver-haired vampire's face.

His attention shifted back to Caleb.

Caleb lowered his center of gravity and raised his guard.

If this turned into a two-on-one fight, he'd need to be smart. More importantly, he'd need to buy Niomi enough time to escape.

The vampire took a step forward.

Then another.

And vanished.

Caleb's eyes widened.

Too fast.

A blur raced toward him.

Before he could properly react, the vampire appeared directly in front of him.

Caleb barely managed to raise his arms.

A knee slammed into his stomach.

Pain exploded through his gut.

The air rushed from his lungs as his body folded forward.

Spit flew from his mouth.

No sooner had the attack landed than a shadow spread beneath their feet.

Caleb's instincts screamed.

Something shot from the darkness.

The vampire's scythe.

The blade drove upward and crashed into Caleb's chin.

The world vanished.

One second he was standing on the street.

The next, he was flying through the night sky.

The scythe hadn't cut him.

Instead, its blade seemed attached to him somehow, dragging him through the air like a hooked fish.

Wind roared past his ears.

Buildings blurred beneath him.

The silver-haired vampire effortlessly kept pace, gliding alongside him as if gravity didn't apply.

He looked completely relaxed.

Amused, even.

Caleb grabbed at the scythe lodged beneath his chin.

The thing felt impossibly heavy.

No weapon should weigh that much.

No person should be able to swing it around like it was nothing.

The vampire laughed.

"I was hoping you'd resist."

His voice carried through the rushing wind.

"And you did."

The grin on his face widened.

"Now I get to dissect the information out of you."

Caleb's teeth clenched.

"It'll be an interesting death."

With a growl, Caleb forced both hands onto the weapon.

Every muscle in his body strained.

The blade shifted.

Barely.

But it was enough.

The moment the scythe lost its grip on him, gravity took over.

Caleb plummeted.

The side of a nearby building rushed toward him.

Impact.

His face smashed against concrete.

The collision spun his body sideways before he crashed into the street below.

Pain shot through every bone in his body.

Several snapped.

Several more cracked.

By the time he pushed himself back to his feet, they were already healing.

Torn flesh stitched itself together.

Broken bones reset.

Across from him, the silver-haired vampire landed smoothly.

Not a stumble.

Not a wasted movement.

His scythe rested lazily across his shoulder.

Like the entire exchange had been nothing more than a warm-up.

Then he attacked again.

Caleb saw it coming this time.

The vampire vanished.

A split second later, he reappeared directly in front of him.

A punch came flying toward Caleb's stomach.

Fast.

Heavy.

Deadly.

Caleb caught it.

Both hands wrapped around the vampire's wrist.

The force behind the strike nearly shoved him backward.

But he held.

For the first time, surprise flashed across the vampire's face.

Caleb tightened his grip.

One good pull and he could tear the arm clean off.

Then something invisible struck him.

A violent force blasted his hands away.

His grip broke instantly.

Caleb's eyes widened.

An opening.

The vampire saw it too.

The scythe materialized in his hands.

Without hesitation, he swung upward.

Caleb threw himself backward.

The blade barely grazed him.

A thin line of pain burned across his skin.

Too close.

Way too close.

Then he noticed something strange.

A black line hung suspended in the air between them.

The shape matched the exact arc of the scythe's swing.

Caleb's stomach dropped.

The dark energy shot forward.

There was no explosion.

No dramatic flash.

Just pure force.

The attack ripped through his clothes and tore into his flesh.

A second later, his body crashed through the wall of a nearby building.

Concrete exploded around him.

Dust filled the air.

For several seconds, Caleb remained buried in the wreckage.

Across the street, the silver-haired vampire watched calmly.

"I was hoping you wouldn't take this long."

His voice carried through the dust.

A ripple appeared beside him.

Gizer emerged from thin air.

Niomi was in his grasp.

One arm wrapped tightly around her throat.

Caleb's heart sank.

Anger immediately followed.

He shoved himself from the rubble and staggered to his feet.

"Let her go!"

Both vampires looked at him.

"Cowards," Caleb growled.

The silver-haired vampire blinked.

Confusion flashed across his face.

"Cowards?" he repeated.

The word seemed to genuinely puzzle him.

He gestured toward the destruction around them with his scythe.

"How exactly am I a coward?"

Caleb clenched his fists.

The vampire continued before he could answer.

"We fought one-on-one."

His tone remained calm.

Matter-of-fact.

"You couldn't beat me."

The vampire pointed the blade toward Niomi.

"You couldn't save her."

Then he lowered the weapon.

"So tell me..."

His crimson eyes locked onto Caleb's.

"What part of this makes me a coward?"

Caleb's jaw tightened.

A growl rumbled from deep within his throat.

The vampire chuckled.

The sound echoed through the ruined street.

With a casual flick of his wrist, he spun the scythe once before resting it across his shoulder.

"Did I lie?"

Caleb didn't answer.

He didn't need to.

Nothing that came out of the vampire's mouth mattered.

Niomi was still in Gizer's grasp.

That was all Caleb cared about.

The silver-haired vampire's grin slowly disappeared.

The amusement left his eyes.

For the first time since the fight began, he looked serious.

The conversation was over.

He wanted Caleb's head.

The night breeze stirred his silver hair as he lowered the scythe into position.

Across from him, Caleb shifted his footing.

Every muscle in his body tensed.

His wounds had healed.

His stamina hadn't.

The vampire was faster.

Stronger.

And worst of all—

Caleb still had no idea what his next attack would look like.

The scythe user smiled.

Then he leaned forward.

Ready to charge.
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Niomi struggled against Gizer's grip.

"Caleb, run!" she shouted. "Just leave me!"

Caleb barely heard her.

His mind had already gone somewhere else.

The Alpha transformation.

His final option.

His last chance.

If he pushed beyond his current lycan form, maybe he could reach the level Jason once had. Maybe something even greater.

An Alpha.

An Omega.

Anything strong enough to win.

The thought died almost as quickly as it appeared.

Niomi was too close.

The town was too close.

And Caleb still couldn't fully control that transformation.

If he lost himself...

If he became a true Omega...

The vampires wouldn't be the only ones in danger.

Niomi would be too.

Before he could think any further, movement flashed in front of him.

The silver-haired vampire attacked.

Death seemed to rush toward him.

Then everything stopped.

Luis froze.

Caleb blinked.

Someone stood between them.

Dawn.

The tip of Dawn's dagger rested against Luis's neck.

A single inch closer and it would've pierced skin.

For the first time since the fight began, Luis looked shaken.

Even Gizer's eyes narrowed.

Neither vampire had expected this.

Neither had Caleb.

"Dawn..."

The name barely escaped his mouth.

Relief wasn't what he felt.

It was shame.

Once again, Dawn had arrived to save him.

Dawn didn't turn around.

His attention never left Luis.

Still, his voice carried back toward Caleb.

"You did the best you could."

The words were calm.

Genuine.

"I appreciate that."

Caleb's chest tightened.

"But this fight isn't yours."

Something cold entered Dawn's voice.

Something dangerous.

"This is my war."

The temperature of the entire street seemed to drop.

"You and Niomi are going back to the academy."

Dawn tightened his grip on the dagger.

"The others are already on their way."

Caleb wanted to argue.

Wanted to tell Dawn he couldn't handle both vampires alone.

Wanted to point out how strong Luis was.

The words never came.

Only now did Caleb realize Niomi was standing behind him.

Free.

Unharmed.

Somehow, Dawn had rescued her before Caleb had even noticed.

Niomi looked just as stunned as he felt.

"I want you two gone," Dawn continued.

"I'll handle these guys myself."

The confidence in his voice was unsettling.

Almost threatening.

Even the vampires felt it.

Luis still hadn't moved.

Hadn't dared move.

As if one wrong decision would cost him his life.

A vein twitched in Luis's forehead.

His pride had finally snapped.

With a growl, he lunged.

Not at Dawn.

At Caleb.

The vampire wanted an easier target.

Someone he could punish.

Someone he could dominate.

He never made it.

Dawn disappeared.

A blur crossed the street.

Luis vanished as well.

The next thing Caleb saw was something spinning through the air.

It landed with a wet thud near Gizer's feet.

An arm.

Luis's arm.

Still clutching his scythe.

For a moment, nobody spoke.

Then Luis screamed.

The sound echoed through the neighborhood.

His eyes widened in disbelief.

Dawn kicked him square in the chest.

The impact launched the vampire backward.

Luis crashed through the side of a nearby house.

Wood shattered.

Concrete cracked.

Part of the structure collapsed around him.

Dawn didn't even blink.

Caleb stared.

Jason had been powerful.

Everyone knew that.

But this...

This wasn't even close.

Luis would've slaughtered Jason.

Caleb knew that now.

He had felt Luis's strength firsthand.

Yet Dawn was dismantling him.

Effortlessly.

A dangerous feeling crept into Caleb's chest.

Jealousy.

He wanted that power.

Blood trickled down Luis's forehead as he climbed from the rubble.

The human expression he'd worn earlier was gone.

Only the beast remained.

His fangs were exposed.

His breathing had become ragged.

Fear and rage mixed together inside him.

A wounded predator.

Gizer noticed it too.

So did Dawn.

Without hesitation, Dawn shot forward.

He wasn't about to let Luis recover.

Not this time.

Purple lightning crashed into the street.

The explosion forced Dawn to stop.

Another bolt followed.

Then another.

The pavement shattered beneath each strike.

Dawn moved between them effortlessly, avoiding every attack.

When the lightning finally ceased, Gizer stood between Dawn and Luis.

Protecting his ally.

The masked vampire folded his arms.

"That'll be enough for tonight."

His calm voice contrasted sharply with Luis's fury.

Luis staggered upright.

"Move."

His severed arm had already begun regenerating.

"I'm killing them."

His eyes locked onto Dawn.

"I'll use my second form."

Gizer didn't move.

"No."

Luis snarled.

Gizer ignored him.

Other scents were approaching.

Reinforcements.

The same ones Dawn had mentioned.

Retreat was the smarter option.

Dawn stepped forward.

"If you're staying, then fight me."

For the first time, Gizer reacted.

His green eyes flickered beneath the mask.

Perhaps he was smiling underneath it.

Perhaps not.

"You think too highly of yourself."

His gaze never left Dawn.

"If I had been the one fighting from the beginning, all of you would already be dead."

Dawn didn't respond.

Neither man looked away.

For several seconds, the entire street fell silent.

Predator versus predator.

A promise of a future battle.

Then it ended.

Both vampires melted.

Their bodies collapsed into pools of black blood.

Within seconds, they were gone.

No corpses.

No footprints.

Nothing.

Just blood staining the pavement where they had once stood.

Caleb stared at the empty street.

A chill ran down his spine.

He realized how badly things had gone.

And how much worse they were about to become.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ViOLUMESS: A' y

@)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





