
  
  
      
        
          The Vampire of the Prophecy

          
		      
          Victoria Jayne

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2020 by Victoria Jayne

Edited by Hot Tree Editing
Cover Art by Book Cover Couture

All Rights Reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including informational storage and retrieval systems, without the permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review. 

ABSOLUTELY NO AI TRAINING. Without in any way limiting the author’s exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents, either are products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

This work of fiction is intended for mature audiences only. All sexual active characters portrayed in this book are eighteen years of age or older. Please do not buy if strong sexual situations, violence, and explicit language offends you.



[image: image-placeholder]









  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter 20
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Chapter 21
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Chapter 22
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Chapter 23
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Chapter 24
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Chapter 25
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        Chapter 26
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        Chapter 27
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        Chapter 28
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        Chapter 29
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        Chapter 30
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        Chapter 31
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        32.
        
        Chapter 32
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        33.
        
        Chapter 33
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        34.
        
        Chapter 34
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        35.
        
        Chapter 35
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        36.
        
        Chapter 36
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Author’s Note
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Books by Victoria Jayne
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        37.
        
        Follow Victoria Jayne on Social Media
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  1
[image: image-placeholder]

Standing on a pedestal, before an array of mirrors, Rori got a good look at himself at every angle. He raised his chin, inspecting the cut of the fabric. The tailor had mocked it into trousers and a vest. The bright white lines indicating seams blared at him against the navy material. He turned, watching how the suit, held together with tiny pins, moved with him. 
Behind him, the tailor stood stroking his chin with one hand; the other clutched his measuring tape. Beside him, his ever-present shadow, or bodyguard, Jonas, stood bored. In black tactical pants, matching boots, and a tight plain black T-shirt, Jonas couldn’t have looked more out of place inside the tailor’s shop if he tried.  
“Shall we add the jacket?” the short, white-haired tailor asked, holding up the crudely stitched garment to Rori.
“I think so,” Rori agreed. He shook out his arms for the tailor to slide it on him. 
Admiring himself in the mirrors, he twisted a few times. The way they were angled gave him a better view of his body in a way he wouldn’t normally see. The transformation from nondescript man to a regal figure reflected back at him. The specially tailored garments added a refined flare, denoting an undeniable nobility, and it wasn’t even done. 
A bespoke suit was the way to go. As he ran his hand through his short chestnut-colored hair, he marveled at the difference. He’d never realized just how much clothing impacted how he could be perceived. Once complete, the perfectly tailored ensemble would accent his tight, lean figure and send the message that he was royalty.
Giving a nod, Rori turned fully to the two men. While fiddling with the cuffs of his shirt, he inhaled deeply. “I believe this will do.” He smirked at himself. Even his tone had changed. To his own ear, he sounded more confident and commanding. Perhaps clothing really did make the man.
A large grin grew on the wrinkled face of the frail tailor. “Marvelous.”
“You have the three fabric selections to make the others?” Rori asked with an expectant arched brow.
“Of course.” The tailor scurried toward a counter within the small dimly lit shop. 
There were perks to doing things after business hours. The most important one being he got better service. No phones rang at this time. No other customers came in seeking attention. The tailor’s sole focus was on Rori and what he needed. 
Digging around behind it, he pulled out swatches. “The pinstripe, herringbone, and the…” The man trailed off after having pulled out the two. Frantically, he dug beneath catalogues. “Oh!” he proclaimed, taking out the last. “And the Prince-of-Wales.” The relief in the discovery of the final swatch of fabric rang not only in his words but showed in his expression as he held the final strip of cloth up in triumph.
Rori stepped off the pedestal and headed toward the counter. Running his fingers over the swatches, he looked down his nose, scrutinizing the fabric. “Yes,” he agreed. “These will do.” He turned, his hand still on the herringbone, his cognac gaze falling upon his companion. “Do you have the deposit?”
Rolling his dark brown eyes, Jonas stepped forward. Withdrawing a cashier’s check from one of the many pockets of his pants, he extended it toward Rori. “I’m a fucking knight, not a manservant,” he hissed.
Chuckling, Rori took the check from him and passed it to the tailor. “I know. It’s just more fun this way.”
“Asshole,” Jonas mumbled under his breath.
With a snicker, Rori turned his attention back to the tailor. Having taken the check, the man practically salivated at the amount. When asking a small business to open at midnight, the best strategy was to overpay. In this case, Rori paid double for the older man’s services. 
“We’re settled, then. I shall be by in a week for the navy one. The rest I can pick up as they become available. I’ll give you the balance for each suit as they’re complete.”
Collecting his composure, the tailor let the check drop to the counter and looked up to the two men. “Yes, that sounds right.”
“Again, I appreciate your accommodating my odd business hours.” Rori nodded as though to explain the extra zeros in the deposit.
Heading to the dressing room with the tailor hot on his heels, he sought to strip himself of the in-production suit. He’d never had a custom tailor-made suit before. Even in its unfinished state, it fit him better than any other article of clothing he owned. He could get used to the feeling. 
As he allowed the tailor to undress him, his mind wandered to the reason for such extravagance. He was to be emperor of the vampires in the United States region. He would take a seat on the Council of Others and have a say in all the laws that governed his kind, the wolves’ kind, and witches. While he had never been a schlubby dresser, he felt it more appropriate to dress for that station and level of importance.
Left alone in his bright blue boxer briefs, he glanced at his reflection. Running his hand through the bit of length to the soft brown hair on top of his head, he scrutinized himself. The low light in the closed shop made his pale skin seem less noticeable. Not a wrinkle in sight though. Aging had stopped in its tracks the moment he became a vampire, at his human age of twenty. The closely trimmed goatee gave his round baby face some age. Without so much as a laugh line, his eyes told the story of the time he had seen. 
“It’s only been a few days, and you’re already letting this whole process go to your head,” Jonas mocked from the doorway of the dressing room.
The knight of vampire court with warm brown skin leaned against the doorframe. The curtain draped over his side, blocking anyone else’s view of the nearly naked Rori inside. His arms folded over his broad chest, causing the sleeves of his plain black T-shirt to strain to contain his biceps. His closely cropped military haircut made Jonas look every bit the part of a soldier. 
Rori scoffed off the teasing and picked up his dark-wash jeans. “I’m not sure what you mean.” 
“You don’t think the suits are a little much?” the fully dressed vampire asked. “I mean, they haven’t even chosen you yet. We have what, two more weeks before the new moon?”
Stuffing one leg in and then the other, Rori tugged the jeans up his thighs. “I’m the vampire of the prophecy. I have no doubts it will be me.” The resolution in his tone broadcasted his acceptance of his fate.
Jonas lifted his brows, a smile growing on his face. “This from the guy who was adamant he didn’t want the throne?” Amusement reflected in his words. 
Rori slipped a crisp white shirt over his shoulders. When he turned toward the mirror, his focus shifted to buttons and sliding them through their appropriate openings as he spoke to his companion. “I have come to realize that the prophecy is not a choice.” The bitterness of that mingled with his resolve to be the best vampire king he could.
The swish of the curtain falling drew his attention. His gaze flicked upward to the mirror, watching the reflection as Jonas stepped farther into the dressing room. The cloth blocking them from view offered a semblance of privacy from the tailor on the other side. Without a word, Jonas reached up and corrected the collar on Rori’s shirt. “Your mate rejected you, and you’re bitter,” he said, meeting Rori’s eye in the mirror.
Holding the stare for a moment, Rori cleared his throat. Pretending to focus on tucking his shirt into his jeans, he looked away. “She wasn’t meant for me. The prophecy is clear on that.” He dipped his head down, feigned fiddling with the cuffs of his sleeves. “Mates are a once-in-a-lifetime thing. Luckily”—he glanced up with a false smile—“I have many lifetimes yet to live.” He meant to project confidence and humor in those words. However, he feared they lacked conviction. 
“The vampire whose heart beats for a witch who belongs to a wolf shall save us all. He shall take his throne and rule over all kinds. If not, the vampire who belongs to the witch will end all kinds.” It ran through his mind on a continuous loop amid the conversation.
“Bullshit.” Jonas shook his head as he called Rori out. “You don’t believe that. You’re just all butt-hurt ’cause of the wolf.”
Turning to face the knight, Rori slipped his black vest over the shirt before attending to his fly. “My feelings about this don’t matter. What matters is what the prophecy states and what must be done to protect all supernatural kind. It has to be me, because she chose him.”
Jonas exhaled an exaggerated sigh. Stepping back from Rori, he licked his lips before he spoke. “I liked you better when you were in love.”
Scoffing, Rori turned back to the mirror while he buttoned his vest. “My heart beats for her. I’ll love her forever.”
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The leaves rustled with the slight breeze as the sun warmed Divina’s back. She ran her finger along the line in the old book. Carefully, she double-checked the contents of the small mortar bowl before she picked up the pestle to crush them. Repeating each item, and identifying the dried leaf, the seed, and the root, she nodded. Everything was accounted for. She didn’t want to make another mistake. Her last one cost innocents their lives. The weight of that bore down on her. She couldn’t allow that again. 
Taking a deep breath, she lifted her pale blue eyes to take in the expansive property. The wide grassy space lined by trees gave a sense of openness with privacy. The small, slightly dilapidated double-wide trailer Aric called home seemed tiny compared to the vast land around it. As the breeze swirled around her, she closed her eyes, hoping the wind would rinse some of her burden. 
Returning her attention to the picnic table, strewn with the books given to her regarding vrăji and casting, she refocused on her task. In the past few days, she’d graduated from small parlor tricks to spells that required energy from outside sources. The time had come for her to try something with a bit more gusto.
Using the pestle, she ground together the ingredients. Having practiced her Romani pronunciations, thanks to the internet, her confidence had grown in her ability to cast. Chanting the words over the ingredients she’d borrowed from recipes in different books, she hoped it made sense. 
“Vantul si apa se intalnesc.” 
Smoke rose from the mortar while the trees around her shook with more vigor than before. Tingles radiated from her heart and spiraled around her arms. The energy seemed to reach out from her fingers and stretch toward the small bowl in invisible tendrils. Placing the pestle down, she added some flicks of her wrists, driving the smoke cloud higher, fuller, and thicker while she continued to chant.
“Vantul si apa se intalnesc.” 
Focused on the spell, repeating the words, she watched the smoke swirl in the wind, growing darker as it plumed, hovering over the table. Opening her arms, she moved her wrists back and forth, then around. The energy in her fingers tugged at her with the growth of the smoke. Wider still the blackness billowed out over the table.
“Vantul si apa se intalnesc.” 
A cool sweat broke out over her body as the energy pulsed through her. Spreading from her chest out toward her arms, another jolt funneled to her fingers. Her voice grew in confidence as the smoke and subsequent cloud grew in size. 
“Vantul si apa se intalnesc.” 
She stepped back and lifted her arms; the wall of black clouds now blocked her view of the table. Chanting still, louder and with more force, she watched the smoke rumble as it transformed into a storm cloud. The wind swirled around her, picking up speed and strength. If her dark ebony locks hadn’t been pulled back into a tight braid, they’d be whipping around her face. Pages of the books flipped loudly in her ears, but she kept on going. The cover of one of the thick leather tomes slapped shut with a thud.
CRACK.
The force barreled into her chest, knocking the air from her lungs and sending her sailing back onto her butt. As she skidded in the grass, her chanting ceased. She reached back to brace herself. Blinking, she desperately sucked in air as the blackness lightened to gray and then white. Receding into the mortar, the cloud became smoke before dissipating. 
Gingerly getting to her feet, she stepped closer to the table. Two of the books sat open on the table still. The third had fallen to the ground. In its place, a small black ash burst adorned the table. Tentatively, her fingers grazed the mark before she recoiled from the heat of it. 
Sticking the digit in her mouth, an instinctual response to having touched something burning, she regarded the spot with interest. Not only had she made a storm cloud but she had created a small bolt of lightning. 
Giddy, Divina practically skipped over to the book on the ground. She turned several times before she found the pen she had used. Flipping through the book, she jotted down a few notes in the margin. Listing the ingredients, the chant, and the outcome, she nodded to herself. With practice and more strength, she could definitely use that one day. 
Flipping the page of the book, she spotted her handwriting again. With a frown, she read it quickly and sighed. Sitting with her back to the table, she ran her fingers over the spell she had written there. The intention had been to bring a seed to life. She had brought something to life all right, but it wasn’t a seed.
Glancing back over her shoulder, she saw the soot mark from the lightning bolt. While it was a similar mark, it wasn’t the same one as had been left on Sonia’s table. The giddiness left her, replaced by a heavy feeling in her stomach. She had created something, and that should have been exciting. However, the aftermath of that creation had resulted in two people who had done nothing wrong, two innocents, losing their lives. 
The past few days with Aric had been effortlessly amazing. Giving into the instincts—and to their bonding—had resulted in more than just earth-shattering sex. They had a lot more in common than she could have ever imagined. Though, no matter how happy she had been getting to know him, the prophecy still nagged her. 
Sure, on the surface it seemed the prophecy went ahead as predicted. She gave Rori a heartbeat, check. The wolf claimed her as his mate, check. Preventing humankind from knowing about supernaturals… eh, not so much. That little bit may have gotten away from her. 
While Rori had taken care of that, in the most horrible and bloody way imaginable, something felt unfinished. The guilt of it ate at her when she was alone. Each smile from Aric, each hug or kiss, every sign of affection he gave her felt tainted. The cost of it had been too high. 
She couldn’t be the witch of the prophecy. Which meant Aric wasn’t the wolf. She’d used that justification to continue to stay with him, to enjoy him, to be happy with him in the moments she didn’t think about Sonia or Ted. In reality, she used those moments to distract her from the guilt of what happened to them.
If she wasn’t the witch, then Aric wasn’t the wolf. Which meant Rori wasn’t the vampire of the prophecy either. He’d said he renounced the throne for her anyway. The prophecy was about Perci and his witch. So, the whole thing was moot. 
Yet, it still nagged her. Something within her pushed. Perhaps so the lives lost wouldn’t be in vain. Or maybe it had to do with how wrong Perci felt. 
She shuddered at the thought of Perci. The memory of him cornering her at her vardo seemed so distant, but the helpless feeling he instilled in her was all too current. It happened only days ago. 
How that man would be some prophetic ruler was beyond Divina. He seemed too cold for it, too angry. The thought of him on the Council of Others, who ruled over supernatural kind in this region of the world, made her stomach turn.
Sighing heavily, she ran her hands up and down her jean-clad thighs. It wasn’t her problem. She was just some regular old witch, not one meant for great things. As a regular old witch, she’d be useless if she didn’t learn some spells. Since she wasn’t meant for the Ember Witch Coven—not that she’d want to join that manipulative bunch of wenches anyway—she had to go it alone. 
Well, as alone as a witch with a wolf mate could be. 
The thought of her mate, of her wolf, of Aric spawned a grin. As her heart fluttered, her body heated. Giving in to her instincts, as well as their bond, was the best choice she’d made since this whole prophecy bullshit began. 
Perhaps the prophecy wasn’t all bad after all.
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With the smell of fresh-cut lumber and the heat of the sun beating down on his back, Aric swiped the sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. Leaning back, he took stock of the work he’d accomplished that day. Another twenty or so boards and the decking to Ruby’s porch would be completed. Once done, he could get the spindles in, and then her front porch would be complete. 
The faint scent of cinnamon carried on a breeze tickled his nose. A creaking spring caught his ear. Swinging the hammer down, he turned toward her screen door just as the nail sank into the wood. The chubby woman, wearing a floral housecoat and a wide smile, came out from her old double-wide. Careful to keep her pink fuzzy slipper-clad feet on the fresh boards he’d had nailed in, she approached. 
“Mating agrees with you,” she said, beaming. 
His smile spread across his lips at the thought of his mate, of his woman. He’d left her home in his trailer, his den, that morning. When he left before dawn, she had still been sleeping, and he’d taken a moment to watch her chest rise and fall in slumber. 
Shifting his hazel gaze toward the older member of his pack, he nodded. “It does.” 
Looking off to the open field surrounding her trailer, Ruby tapped her fingers around the ceramic mug of coffee she held. Inhaling deeply, she closed her eyes and hummed. 
Believing the woman had no more to say, he returned his attention to hammering nails into the decking.
“I thought I had found mine when I came to this pack,” she admitted, still looking out to the distance. “Some twenty years later, and I’m still here”—she turned, waving her arm at her trailer—“alone.”
Pausing in his hammering, he shifted his body to face her. Laying the tool down, he canted his head to take in the woman’s solemn expression. Her smile had fallen, and remorse filled her normally warm eyes. 
“I was always told mates come when we least expect them to,” he offered the advice he’d heard himself in his youth when he’d been anxious to find his own mate. 
A placating smile spread on her face. With a nod, she gazed into her coffee. Her fingers tapped again, and she stepped away from the railing. She shuffled her feet as she paced the short length of the completed porch. A look of contemplation crossed her features as she seemed to be mulling something over before she spoke.
“I think a wolf reaches a certain age when she, or he—” She lifted a brow and made eye contact with Aric, offering him a wink. “—stops looking for her mate and resigns herself to finding peace in her own existence.”
Furrowing his brow, he considered her words. “You have so many years left. I hardly think it’s time to throw in the towel.”
An amused chuckle escaped her, and she shook her head. “Oh, you’re so very sweet,” she said, making her way back to the door to her double-wide. “I’ve made my peace with it. I’m not the only one in this pack who’s without their mate. I won’t be the last.”
Inhaling deeply, she looked out to the distance again. He turned in the same direction, scanning the edge of the forest at the perimeter of her property as though he were looking for someone. He suspected she did the same. Perhaps she waited for her mate to come through those trees for her. Seeing no one on the horizon, he hoped she’d find the one who completed her.
“A shifter without her mate is a half without a whole. I can dwell on that and lose myself to the depths of sadness,” she said before sipping her coffee, “or I can take pleasures in the little things. Take care of that mate of yours. Treasure her. Some of us aren’t that lucky.”
He frowned, then nodded. “I will,” he vowed. 
The sadness in the woman caught him off guard. He hadn’t given much thought to those who hadn’t found their mates or what that would feel like. It broke his heart to see her lingering in the doorway with her gaze to the trees. 
Keeping a neutral expression for her sake, Aric watched her turn to disappear inside her trailer. Once she was gone, he closed his eyes, turned his chin skyward, and thanked all that was holy for Divina. His lips moved in a silent prayer to any and all gods listening for her accepting his claim on her and all that would come their way.
Opening his eyes again, he took note of the position of the sun in the sky. He needed to get back to work if he was going to finish this porch before the sun went down. He wanted to get home before it got too dark and nighttime fully set in.
Sure, Divina had said goodbye. Yes, she had ended whatever it was between her and the vampire. Though Rori’s mark from his bite had physically faded from her throat, it remained in his mind. No matter how many of Aric’s marks adorned her flesh—and he so loved marking her as his—the memory of that vampire’s bite taunted him, so he preferred to be with her in the evenings in case one of those parasites came for her. 
He’d sworn that she’d never have to face one of them alone again. He’d vowed he’d stand with her against any threat. As far as he was concerned, the vampires were a threat to her. If it wasn’t for them, she never would have left him, and she never would have exposed herself to a human. Being with her when the sun went down meant he could protect her if they dared to come for her again.
Slamming the hammer down, he got back to work. The nails sank deep into the wood in quick succession as he utilized his preternatural speed to get the job done. Board after board, nail after nail, the decking came together. It wasn’t long before he fit the last spindle in place. 
With the sky tinted pink, the sun disappeared behind the trees. He’d finished in time. He’d be home before the sky darkened. 
Tucking the last of his tools away, he inhaled deeply, taking satisfaction in a job well done. Stepping back, he reviewed his work. He wanted to be sure everything looked straight, even though he’d used a level throughout the process for just that purpose. Ascending the stairs with heavy steps, he made his way to the door and said a quick goodbye to Ruby. 
Just as he climbed into the cab of his truck, his phone dinged with a notification. Anticipating a message from Divina, he pulled the device from his pocket while sticking the key in the ignition. Half paying attention, he started the truck while unlocking his phone. 
When the truck roared to life, he peered at the unknown number that had texted him. Opening the text, he found a video with no message. Pressing the small triangle, he watched a shaky view of a living room. 
“Din aceasta vine viața.” He’d know that voice anywhere. Divina chanted clumsily as the video went in and out of focus on a living room. It seemed to have been taken from outside, through a window.
As she repeated the words, they sounded different each time. Divina pronounced them slowly and awkwardly. Her tongue was obviously unfamiliar with the language she used. Aric watched as she struck a match. 
He shifted on the bench seat of his truck as it struck him what he watched. With wide eyes, he listened as a loud bang interrupted her. Her arm knocked over the small smoking bowl as someone called her name.
Scrubbing his hand down his face, cupping the scruff of his short beard, he continued to watch. While Divina moved out of the frame of the video, the image zoomed in on the bowl. His eyes widened when the little flaming gingerbread man-type creature crawled out of it.
“Shit,” he hissed as he looked out the windshield of the truck. Someone had caught it on video. Someone who wasn’t the human Rori had put down. Someone had a video of Divina doing magic.
Shortly after the video ended, a text came in from the same unknown number.
The vampire who belongs to the witch will end your kind, our kind, and all other kinds.
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“You’re aware that this is a complete contradiction from earlier, right?” Jonas teased from behind Rori as they approached the large concrete corner apartment building atop storefronts. 
Keeping his chin high, Rori snorted as he pulled open the entrance door to the building. “I don’t have the throne yet,” he reminded Jonas as he looked over his shoulder. “And when I do, I’ll need a place to get away from it all, don’t you think? A place for privacy?” He smirked as he waggled his brows suggestively. 
He took the opportunity to gaze over the knight, drinking in his features, his form, and the tight body beneath the dark tactical clothes. Since Divina, he hadn’t looked at another in that way. Sure, he could appreciate an attractive person, but this was something different. A spark he hadn’t felt in a long time flickered within him. 
While rolling his eyes once more at Rori, Jonas shoved him forward. “I’m surprised your head fits through the door.”
Rori chuckled as they entered the grand foyer of the building. With a high domed ceiling, fancy brass and crystal chandelier, and charcoal-colored modern furnishings, it was a mixture of updated décor while keeping true to historical New Orleans. 
A sharply dressed woman in a pantsuit came toward them with her hand outstretched. Her dark hair was pulled back into a french twist, and her features appeared sharper. She regarded them with a pointed nose and narrowed brown eyes. The smile on her face seemed more businesslike than friendly. 
“Mr. Fromm,” she said, eyeing the two of them but not committing to either, “I’m Sasha Bueller, and I will be working with you on the available units.”
Rori stepped forward to shake the woman’s hand while Jonas held back. The ever-present guard continued to survey their surroundings while Rori engaged in polite small talk with the woman. It didn’t take Rori’s supernatural abilities to feel the vibration of his own phone inside his vest pocket; however, with his advanced hearing, he heard that Jonas’s buzzed in time with his own. 
“If you’ll excuse me a moment.” Rori held up a finger to the woman, who had launched into a description of the apartments available. “With the majority of my clients in Australia, I tend to keep odd business hours.” He offered the woman a fake yet professional smile before he turned toward Jonas, who already had his phone out.
Reaching into his vest, Rori withdrew his own phone. Jonas’s jaw ticked as he clenched it. Lifting his dark brown eyes, he shook his head subtly. So the contact wasn’t from vampire court summoning them. Tapping at his phone, swiping the lock screen, Rori cleared his throat.
He stepped away from the woman to open the text message from the unknown number. Tightening his lips, he hit the small triangle Play button to watch the grainy video.
Through a window of sorts, the shaky shot was of a living room that seemed familiar to him. He had been there but couldn’t immediately place it. Then he heard her. He’d never forget her voice. Her voice stroked his soul in a way nothing else had. 
Taking a deep breath, he watched the video of Divina’s little mess-up. He watched the creature she had conjured, a fire critter of some sort, crawl out of the small bowl while she yelled at the human offscreen. The human he had put down to protect her. 
His stomach sank as the video ended. Someone had captured what she had done. Someone other than the human. Someone knew.
Just as he started to tuck the phone back in his vest, it shook in his hand, alerting him to another message. Closing his eyes, he braced himself. Tightening his jaw, he reluctantly opened the next message. Just text:
The vampire who belongs to the witch will end your kind, our kind, and all other kinds.
The fucking prophecy. Stuffing the phone back into his vest, the lazy mostly dead beat of his heart picked up, jumping into his throat. Smoothing his hands down his clothing, he entered himself. Looking at apartments was out for the night. 
Turning on his heel, the fake customer-service smile back on his face, he zeroed in on the real estate woman. 
Sasha lifted her brows. “Everything okay? Shall we—”
“We will have to reschedule,” Rori interrupted. “I have a business emergency I must attend to. My associate and I will be in touch. Please forgive me.” He left no room for discussion when he shifted his attention back to Jonas, who merely nodded toward him. 
The two took their leave from the woman without waiting for her reply. Rori fiddled with the cuffs of his shirt in a nervous gesture while they walked through the foyer of the apartment building. 
He’d taken care of this. He’d gone against his own nature to protect Divina. It should not have been coming back to bite them in the ass, any of them. Least of all Divina. If this got out, she’d get the brunt of it. He couldn’t have that. Accepting his fate to be emperor didn’t change what he felt for his witch or his need to protect her. 

      [image: image-placeholder]As the sky darkened and the natural light flowing into the trailer faded, Divina flicked her wrist. The kitchen brightened as the lights overhead turned on. The scent of oregano, garlic, olive oil, and tomatoes filled the air while the wooden spoon stirred the large pot of marinara of its own accord. Divina hummed to herself as she dug her fingers into the bowl of meatball ingredients. 
The feeling of accomplishment had her dancing to the music on the radio while she made dinner. Swaying her hips, she twirled while rolling a hunk of meat into a ball before plopping it into the hot sauce to cook. 
The sound of Aric’s truck coming down the dirt path toward the trailer drew her attention to the window. A wide grin spread on her face, and elation filled her at the idea of telling him about her progress with her vrăji. Since discovering her ability with Rori what felt like a lifetime ago, she hadn’t had anyone she could share her magical progress with. Her mate supported her. Sometimes it even felt as though he was more excited than her. 
Running the tap, she washed the meat from her fingers while continuing to dance in giddy excitement. He’d be proud of her.
She got that way when he came home. Her heart would pick up speed, her body would get warmer, and the need to be near him, to touch him, to hold him would kick into high gear. If he hadn’t explained the mating thing to her, she’d have written it all off as new relationship infatuation—which she still didn’t entirely rule out. The explanation of the mating bond between them only made her trust the longing for him that much more. 
Still drying her hands, she gasped when the door yanked open with such force that she was pretty sure it’d been ripped off its hinges. Stepping back, she dropped the towel. Aric stalked into the trailer. Gold rimmed his hazel eyes as he scanned the small area wildly. His nostrils flared in further punctuation of his agitation. 
Locking his gaze on her, he closed the distance between them in two strides. He cupped her face with large callused hands and pulled her against his chest in a protective, almost relieved, embrace. 
Lifting her chin, she scanned his features for some sort of indication as to what had him anxious. Through their developing bond, she could sense the fear, anger, and worry flowing through him. Resting her hands on his forearms, she waited for him to say something.
Closing his eyes, he pressed his soft lips to her forehead. Letting out a sigh of relief, he allowed his lips to linger. He stroked her cheeks with the pads of this thumbs. Divina closed her own eyes as the feeling of comfort and affection flowed from the spot he’d kissed down her body, and hopefully to him as well. 
Dropping his hands from her face, he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her tighter against his hard body. One hand held the back of her head, pressing her cheek against his chest while he kissed the crown of her head. The other hand pushed against the small of her back. She slipped her arms around his middle, holding him just as tightly as he held her. 
The silence between them, the emotions surging through their bond, and the way he held her had alarm bells sounding in her head. 
“What’s wrong?” she asked.
Turning his head, utilizing their height difference, Aric rested his cheek atop her head while he squeezed her. “Someone knows,” he whispered.
Knows? She pulled her hands back and wedged them between their joined bodies. Attempting to push against him so she could look up at him, see his expression, was difficult since he held her against him firmly.
She felt his throat bobble in a swallow before he relented. Finally Divina was able to put a few inches between them. Still allowing him to hold her, she looked up at the worry in his face. Her heart stuttered and her stomach flopped. Scanning his features for an explanation, she found none.
“Knows what?” she pressed, unwilling to jump to conclusions or admit she already knew.
Removing his palm from the back of her head, he stroked her cheek. “I got a video of the spell you cast. I saw the creature you made.”
Furrowing her brow, she shook her head. “No.” She blinked a few times. Lowering her eyes, she ran the events through her head. “No. That can’t be possible. Rori took care of the videos,” she insisted.
He frowned and kissed her forehead one more time. “It’s not the human’s video. It’s a different one, from outside the house.” 
“Who?” Her mind rattled with possibilities. “Who would…how would…who knew?” 
Stroking her hair, Aric pressed his forehead to hers again, “I don’t know. But we’ll figure it out. Nothing will happen to you. I promise.”
Lowering her head against his chest, Divina
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