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Angeline snapped out of her daydream, yanked back to reality by her shrieking siblings. She shivered and glanced at her younger sisters and brothers, who screamed joyously as the falling rain drenched their fancy clothes. The redhead giggled at the sight, but remained in her corner of the garden under the oak tree’s protection. She missed innocence, missed playing in the cool rain. 
Sometimes, Angeline liked nothing more than moping about her life. What she was seeing was that she could not run in the rain, because if she did, she would receive one of those disappointed looks her father, Duke Louis Delacour, was an expert at. It was known he was becoming grumpy with his oldest daughter—or at least the one with a beating heart—who was still unmarried, with no prospects. Not a single prospect, at the tragic age of twenty years old.
Among the many reasons he blamed his daughter for being unmarried, he considered her immaturity at the top of the list. Hence, the forbidden dance in the rain. 
She used to do that a lot. 
Angeline disagreed and thought she was au contraire, quite mature. Not only was she the smartest of the Delacour ladies, all centuries included, but she also had an extensive knowledge of magic and a history of magic. As she tried to remind her father, unlike many ladies she knew, she could converse with any man, either a millennial creature or a werewolf from the wildest pack on Earth. That should count for something, shouldn’t it?
No, it didn’t. Her previous prospects had told Louis his daughter had too many grand ideas.
So, immature? Really? No, Monsieur.
She wanted to get married, just not to the first idiot who presented himself to her, assuring her the world was flat. There’s only so much stupidity a lady can take, after all. She had always known she would have to get married one day and wouldn’t have a choice in the groom, but she had hoped at least to have a few to pick from. 
Angeline sighed and put down her paintbrush. Dark clouds floated overhead, and rain beat powerfully on the ground, with wind coming from the south. She knew she had to protect her work. Gathering her few possessions with haste, she nodded at Markan, her favorite security guard, whom Louis had allocated to her safety. The bulky vampire advanced toward her, holding an umbrella to help the young lady stay dry on the way to the castle.
As far as bodyguards went, Angeline appreciated Markan. He knew how to give her space, which was rare in the castle. Unlike most men she knew, he did not have questionable thoughts about her. Even though he kept calling her “Princess” despite her telling him she was just a Lady.
The young woman walked back toward the west wing, her side of the castle. She had managed years ago to convince her parents to give her some space. They had grudgingly agreed to it after she told them she could feel one too many thoughts coming from their minds, including forbidden desires a young lady should not know of.
Angeline took a deep breath while accelerating her pace. She always regretted her decision to tell her parents about her gift. Well, part of her gifts. 
Her Spirit-Gifts—empathy and telepathy—were not something to be messed with, she knew that now. It was more than a gift; it was a curse that could make your life harder if you were not careful. 
At seven years old, her empathy activated. What was considered simple intuition became more. She could perceive people’s feelings, knowing who to avoid, who to trust, and who was lying. For three years, like a little shadow, she barely left her father’s side, nodding her head toward him whenever she could feel that Louis’s interlocutor was hiding something. As a reward, she received one of his rare smiles.
As a little girl, she enjoyed this; she cherished those moments stolen with her father. Her presence during important meetings allowed parties to come to a peaceful agreement without bloodshed, and Angeline was proud of her contribution.
At ten years old, her telepathic gift—or curse—began. That was when everything changed. Her magic exploded, dominating her. Unwanted thoughts reached her young brain, actual words, images, and sounds. The influx of thoughts perpetually hurt her, resulting in headaches she had never known before, like daggers in her skull.
She wished she were dead.
At the sight of their daughter in pain, her parents showed a slight panic, asking what was happening. A young Angeline made a single mistake.
“I hear voices.” She cried, holding her head between two hands, digging into her flesh with her nails, and rocking back and forth on the bed.
Louis’s first thought? “What is this again? Those damn witches and their weird child.” 
Isabeau’s first thought? “As long as we can still use her.” 
She felt their fear. She heard the word “telepath,” and their reaction to the simple word was nowhere close to the comfort she needed. The fear of her gift evolving into something they would have no control over. Being an empath was fine, but being a telepath? She knew she should shut up, and shut up fast, before her family learned the truth.
She understood that when you live for a millennium, like her parents, you have many secrets—including some you wish nobody ever learned.
So, she lied. She became an expert at it. The lie she had been living for the past ten years ate her up sometimes, but Louis and Isabeau’s reaction was not enough for the demanding child. She kept the full extent of her gift quiet, but they were her parents, weren’t they? Who else could she trust with such heavy information? 
She resented her parents for their reaction; the souvenir of their fear and panic would almost make her laugh if it did not make her so morose. Worst of all, she began doubting their genuine love for her. She already knew her family was different. After all, one does not cherish one-hundred-something children all the same; only the perfect children, the useful ones, were adored. 
After that day, every time her magic evolved, she turned it off. She didn’t say a word. She took it all alone, learning as she went and putting her faith into the few people she could trust.
There was one thing you learn when growing up among vampires: you do not want them to know you can hear their thoughts. 
Angeline despised herself for these thoughts. She hated that she resented her parents for not standing by her when she needed them the most. She abhorred even more that she could hear all of her past suitors’ disgusting thoughts, especially Paul, the most obsessed.
He terrified her, and she did her best to avoid him, making a point to never be alone with him. It sometimes ruined her day, as she had to play hide-and-seek in her home. She knew Louis was close to forcing her to marry Paul, and it was only thanks to her empathic fake gift that she had convinced her father to wait a bit longer. Knowing the right words to say could sometimes be quite useful, and she was the master at it.
Angeline stepped into her bedroom and the hair on her arms raised; she hid a smile while bowing her head and turned toward Markan.
“You can leave now. Jack is here.” 







  
  Chapter 2
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The pale vampire glanced at her. His dark eyes were lifeless, but she was sure he was ready to argue. His sole mission in life was to protect her. Markan had recently started this job and was probably just getting used to her. The creak of the heavy door interrupted him. It opened to reveal Angeline’s favorite person in the world, her brother, Jack the Pirate. 
The young woman laughed heartily and jumped onto Jack’s neck, enjoying his positive energy wrapping around her. Of all the vampires she knew, Jack was the only one who never lied to her. As a telepath, she appreciated it. Her brother was one of the few to know about her talent and had been keeping the heavy secret. He was more than happy to do something against Louis’s knowledge, but secretly wished to be present the day their father would learn the truth.
Everything she knew about intimate relations was from Jack and his dirty memories. The pirate enjoyed sharing a bit too much with whoever wanted to hear about what he called his ‘body count.’ As one of Louis’s Daughters, it was out of the question for Angeline to know anything before her wedding night, which she found hypocritical, knowing what would be expected from her on the day. 
Angeline could still remember what she saw in some of her older sister’s memories, a mix of surprise and shame. For many of them, there was also pain. Jack had guaranteed her it would not last, and if she needed, he would teach her future husband to please her. Angeline had almost choked on her breath and ran away from her crazy brother.
After that day, she took to wearing an amethyst pendant, hanging on a silver chain around her neck. It allowed her to control her gift a tad more, only picking up the thoughts she wanted to hear. The stone was a gift from the witch Nanabrok, blessed with her powerful Earth magic—the healing magic.
She adored Jack with all her might, but he was indeed a notorious nymphomaniac and was fine with it. He loved everything: men, women, men and women together. The kinkier, the better. Outsiders could wonder how Louis was leaving Jack to stay with his children, but she knew why, because she had read it in his mind. Louis only tolerated Jack because he provided his family with all the riches one could hope for. Piracy was a well-paid activity, even in the 21st century. Angeline could not complain about his presence, as he was her best friend, who drowned her in gifts of stolen silk and diamonds.
She pulled Jack into her bedroom and closed the door in Markan’s face before he could protest. 
“New bodyguard?” Jack asked, his head still turned toward the space where Markan had been standing. Jack’s eyes sparkled with his usual lust.
Angeline sighed and gave him a slight tap on the arm. “Yes, and you must not break his heart like the last one. I like this one. He’s giving me space, and he doesn’t talk.”
Jack chuckled and caught an apple from the fruit basket in Angeline’s room. With his mouth full, he asked, “So… what’s new?”
“Do you want good news or bad news?”
“Please start with the good.”
“Well, I have finished a new dress. It’s gorgeous and will fit perfectly with this sapphire necklace you promised me months ago.” Angeline smirked.
Her brother pulled the most gorgeous necklace she had ever seen out of his coat.
She gasped. “Jack!” Her fingers brushed against the sparkling stone. “It’s even better than I imagined.”
“Only the best for the most beautiful woman on Earth.”
Angeline rolled her eyes and turned, showing her neck. She removed her protective pendant with graceful fingers before wrapping it around her wrist.
The dark-haired vampire placed the expensive necklace around her frail neck and whistled. “Damn, it does look good.”
“I know.” Angeline stepped toward her mirror to admire her new prize. She didn’t care about how her brother could bring back all those wonders. Vampires had to steal sometimes—or every time. 
She felt the turmoil in Jack’s brain before he spoke, and turned to him with curiosity. Out of respect, she waited for him to speak. Thanks to her pendant, she could usually not hear him unless she called to the stone. The pendant did not interrupt the gift of empathy, but the gift never disturbed her, especially when her only company was Jack. The vampire placed a hand on his chin, as if he were deep in his thoughts. 
“Jack?”
He sighed. “Louis told me earlier that we will celebrate a wedding soon. I’m guessing that’s your bad news?” 
Her shoulders fell, and life drained from her face. 
“I don’t know what to do, Jack,” she whispered. “I can’t marry Paul.” She barely said his name, but knew her brother could hear her anyway. “We are not celebrating anything”.
“That’s what I told our father. I made it clear that I would not support it and that I was ready to go to the extent of burning Germany to the ground. Nobody would miss them anyway.”
Angeline felt a slight hope rising inside her. “You did? Well, what did he say?”
Jack moved his hand, as if to clean the nasty thoughts flying around him. “He knows I’m serious about it, but… it seems he is more scared of Paul than my pirates.”
Angeline held back a chuckle. She didn’t need to hear his thoughts to know what he was thinking. She could feel his arrogance and pride leaking all over his brain. He held ‘his’ pirates in high regard. They had all been converted to vampirism by him, picked with caution according to precise criteria, and as a result, treated him like a king.
She paced around the room. “Paul has been threatening him, only so lightly that it doesn’t feel like an actual threat. He has this entire plan in his mind, ready to jump to action at the first sight of weakness from Father.” Her lower lip trembled.
“Oh, sister, come here.”
She threw herself into Jack's embrace. There were not many men from whom she could appreciate this kind of touch.
Jack stepped back to lower his blue eyes onto her. 
“I do not want you to stress about this, or to make harsh decisions. Whatever happens, I've got your back. The entire crew of Pirates of the Caribbean has your back.”
Angeline giggled between two sniffles and let her brother continue.
“Here’s what we’ll do, my darling,” he whispered so quietly she had to lean in to hear him, enjoying the soft nickname. Jack was the only one who called her that. Her parents had long ago stopped showing affection to their children, especially her.
“If Louis is making a plan you do not enjoy, I will take you away with me.” To Angeline’s surprise, he continued, “I do not fear our father, and he knows better than to follow us into my territory. He won’t stand a chance there. You do not owe this family anything. You can live perfectly on your own; you can pick the family you want. And your magic, My Love—my God—your magic. It’s amazing, it’s powerful—”
“It’s not—” 
“It is. I talked to Nanabrok, I talked to Misa. They both said that you are going to grow even more once you give yourself to a man. You may even be able to protect yourself. Now, how good would that be?”
“We don’t know that… no virgin ever…”
“Ever survived, yes, I’m well aware. But here you are, twenty years old and nowhere close to danger. Nobody knows how your magic will develop, but I bet you it will be absolutely terrific.”
Angeline threw him a hopeful look, wishing it could be true.
“I promise you, sister, everything is gonna be fine.”
Angeline laughed and wiped the last of her tears, already regretting showing her childish, self-conscious side, but her brother had a way of breaking down her defenses.
The witch he spoke about, Nanabrok, was one of the oldest witches on Earth. She had been the wise leader of the French Coven for the past seven hundred years and had become an excellent friend. She explained to the young Delacour many times, from a very young age, what her magic was and where it came from. 
“Your power,” Nanabrok would say, “comes from the Spirits of the Magical World themselves, a gift that makes you unique.”
Angeline always felt a surge of pride at that idea.
Unfortunately, it also meant she was what the witches called, the dreaded name of “Magical Virgin”. She despised this appellation for obvious reasons. She hated even more that magical virgins could hurt no one, or the magic would turn against them.
What a stupid plot hole.
Her mind drifted back to when she was a little girl, pestering the old witch to explain to her, again and again, all that she knew about her magic. The white-haired, old hag would then bend down over the eager young brat, whispering tales of magic and hope, making sure the parents of the little one could not hear her.
“Magical Virgins are rare, Angeline,” she’d say, her voice soft but intense. “So rare, they’re precious. And so precious, they’re desired. But such desire comes at a cost. Most don’t live long.”
Which is why there were not many of them in the world. There was one. The Spirits seemed quite prudent in allowing one to be born, as their magic was so powerful that it could throw off the balance of the world.
When Angeline was born, and a powerful magic was placed inside her body, Nanabrok knew a choice had to be made. All previous solutions to protect a Magical Virgin had failed over the past centuries. 
When previous witches tried to hide them, they were still found. 
Others tried to raise those girls as one of their own, but it didn’t end well. 
When Nanabrok saw Angeline’s birth in one of her dreams, she tried something new. She placed the adorable baby under the protection of one of the most fearsome vampires in the world, Louis Delacour. She had been at war against the vampires for over 400 years. As a show of peace, she offered them a beautiful newborn with big blue eyes—a little girl. 
The vampires were surprised at first, but Isabeau—Louis’s wife—only needed one look at the baby girl to know she wanted the baby to be hers. They had hundreds of children, all adopted, as vampires could not procreate.
So, what was one more?
The only thing Nanabrok mentioned to them was that Angeline would probably show some magic later in life, but she didn’t tell them anything about the Magical Virgin business. 
“The less they know, the better,” Nanabrok murmured to herself, and the young girl, once she could understand her, determined to see this one live past fifteen. And she did.
But then, thought Angeline, it’s easy not to get hurt when you grow up in a golden cage.
Nanabrok’s plan was good. Angeline was protected, away from anyone who could want to hurt her, with nobody questioning why she would be hidden in a golden cage. This was how Delacour’s daughters were raised. 
The young woman pouted while pulling harder on Jack’s arm, forcing him to keep up with her. She knew her friend Misa, from the werewolf pack, had just given birth to a new baby boy. She thought two days of waiting was polite enough, and now she wanted to visit her furry friends. She and her brother headed for the stables, to Jack’s disagreement. He offered to carry her in his arms or on his shoulders, but Angeline frowned and declared that was not ladylike. 
See Father? How mature am I?
The redhead went straight for the energetic mustang in the biggest stable. Tempete-Storm, her favorite horse. She had not been original in naming him, but after meeting him there was no other name that would suit this ‘demon of a horse’, as her father had called him. Louis had been furious that his new acquisition had shown nothing but rebellion against the vampire and was close to breaking his neck when a thirteen year old Angeline stepped up and asked for a chance to tame the beast.
Which she did. It was easy to tame animals when you could hear them, talk to them, and understand their grievances against you.
She laughed when she glanced at her brother, who was getting confused with the lead of his four-legged partner. A few minutes later, Tempete galloped through the forest with Angeline on his back. She laughed out loud. Riding was one of the best sensations she knew, and trusting her favorite horse with her safety was so natural that she didn’t even try to control him.
Behind her, Jack pestered his horse. He was not an expert horseman. She gave him the kindest horse, Mirana, but even this horse could not deal with the unnatural, dead being on her back.
Poor Jack, she thought.
Not only had Angeline forced him to accompany her to the wolves instead of him sneaking around with one of their new maids, but now she knew she would hear complaints about his hurt bottom for the rest of the day. 
As Angeline and her complaining escort galloped toward the pack’s home, the warm summer breeze carried scents of pine from the forest, almost covering the musky smell of the horses. The pack’s territory was a short ride from Delacour’s castle, which was why they had been busy with multiple wars over the centuries against the Delacour home. Rumors were that the wolves were here before a mortal Louis arrived. Louis, of course, disagreed and insisted—to whoever asked—that he and Isabeau were on the gorgeous land way before the damn beasts.
When Angeline was young, she could only glimpse the wolves from afar. Her parents were strict about keeping her away from them, whispering, “They’re dangerous, Angeline. Unpredictable. They could eat you!” 
The peace between vampires and witches was stable, but as for werewolves, it rested on such a thin layer of ice that she was not allowed to meet them alone. A single bite, and that would bring them into a new war.
The possibility of harmony between all species only became an option when Quentin took his place as the new Alpha, succeeding his demon of a father, according to Louis. The young Alpha was determined to reach trust between vampires, werewolves, and witches, but especially with his closest neighbors, the Delacours. Louis was wary of watching his back on the full moon, so they agreed to peace, thanks to Angeline’s empathy. She assured her father of Quentin’s willingness.
This accord was so successful that nearly every European nation followed in their steps, allowing the most flourishing magical kingdoms in every corner of the Old Continent.
The Alpha of the French Pack, Quentin, was a typical countryside Frenchman; he was abrupt-looking, with fair skin and a permanently grumpy expression. He was quite wide for his height and an outstanding leader to his pack.
He had found his wife, his mate, nineteen years ago in a werewolf tribe in Africa. Unlike him, Misa was the tallest woman Angeline had ever seen. Her skin was of the darkest color, and she proudly showed a shaved head.  
During the third Peace Anniversary gathering, Angeline had her first real memory of the Alpha’s mate—the Luna. The night was humid, as it always was during summer, and the sky was bursting with fireworks. Angeline was a clumsy ten-year-old little girl in a fluffy lace dress. She had a perpetual frown on her forehead due to the cacophony in her young mind, which had just awakened. Amidst the explosions of light and sound, Angeline looked up and saw Misa smiling—her sharp white teeth reflecting the bright colors of the fireworks. Misa didn’t dare talk to her.
Angeline knew it was because of her parents watching her every move, but the following day, they met again. She slipped away from her maids and guards to sneak to her favorite place on earth, the waterfalls. The sun was too strong. It was the middle of summer, and Angeline hated the heat, especially with those gowns her mother forced her to wear. The young girl enjoyed dipping her feet in the freshwater, thinking about how her parents reacted to the simple mention of ‘voices.’ If only they knew all that she could hear, they would either use her till her death, or they would make her disappear.
Angeline bit her lips, still unsure about the whole thing, but Nanabrok always said the most important thing with any magic was to follow your instincts. Her instinct was to yell at her to shut the fuck up in front of her parents, but Angeline was a good girl. She was serious about her studies, always respected the rules—even the stupid ones—and didn’t like lying.
She felt Misa’s presence before she saw her—a gentle, calm feeling, as if the woman knew how to approach the young girl. Angeline turned, surprised to find Misa standing nearby, her towering figure draped in a simple white dress. Without a word, Misa approached and sat beside her on the rocks, keeping her gaze soft, and the sound of her mind as gentle as a river. She was one of the most beautiful women Angeline had ever met, and she was surrounded daily by the mystical beauty of vampires.
Are you all right, little one? Misa’s voice didn’t break the silence; it filled her mind, resonating like a lullaby.
Angeline gasped, scared, but instantly quieted down when she heard the peaceful flow of thoughts of the werewolf. 
Everything is going to be fine, little one. Misa’s thoughts were the most peaceful hum Angeline had heard in weeks.
It made her want to cry. Angeline took a deep breath. I am scared. She answered in her mind, but realized Misa could not hear her.
“I know,” she said out loud.
At the surprised fish face Angeline showed, Misa laughed.
“You can hear or make people hear,” she says. “Don’t be afraid. With time, your magic will be a new hope for many of us.”
“What… Do you mean by that?” 
“You will see. When the time is right, you will know.”
Misa held her hand and caught Angeline’s frail hands in hers. “Do not let anyone dictate how to deal with it. It’s yours, nobody else’s. And you have friends, friends who do not fear what you may hear.”
Angeline bit her lips. “Father and Mother, they don’t like it anymore. I can’t tell them,” she whispered.
“I know.” Misa chuckled. “I don’t think they would have let you out of the house if they knew all those amazing things you can do. Your parents think they protect you, but you are meant to walk paths they don’t understand yet.” She took a break. “At the next full moon, come with us. We won’t hurt you. I think you need to see what freedom means to understand how to use your magic in the future.”
And she had been right. After that day, Angeline found herself returning to Misa’s pack. Sneaking out became her ritual under the full moon’s glow, where Misa and Quentin welcomed her as one of their own. 
It was on one of those nights that she quickly met the spirit she would come to cherish above all others: her twin wolf. A sleek, playful creature, a bunch of fluffy white fur, who was always getting her into trouble. Her She-Wolf. 







  
  Chapter 3
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The evening air in the stables was filled with the earthy smell of hay and the comforting sound of horses quietly chewing. Angeline took a deep breath, savoring the peace as she ran her fingers along Tempete’s gorgeous black coat. She fed him an apple she had stolen from the kitchen. Angeline used to braid his hair with pretty pink bows, but the horse begged her to stop through their mental link after a few days. She enjoyed the quiet of the horse’s thoughts, minding their business, eating sweets, and the adrenaline still running through the black mustang. 
A swirl of anxious thoughts broke through her calm, and she turned to face Jack.
He had been unusually quiet all the way back from the pack, right after checking his mobile phone. She was not allowed to own one at the castle. As expected, Quentin and Misa’s little boy was as cute as possible. Now she was a godmother to two baby wolves, and she was not sure how Louis would react to the news—he had quite a strong opinion about her being too close with werewolves despite the peace between the two species.
Raising an eyebrow at Jack, she patiently waited for him to talk.
Jack smiled, but a tension remained in his eyes. “Damn, you’re good. I was barely figuring out how to talk to you.”
“Since when do you have trouble talking to me?” The redhead retorted, giving a last caress to the horse before heading toward the stable doors, knowing her brother would follow.
“I… have to go away for a little while… again.” His words were hesitant—unusual for Jack—and he grimaced.
Angeline rotated on her feet to face him, tense. “But you said—”
“I know what I said, but Father seems to think I could help with… some trouble we heard from Italy.” His hand shook, holding his damn phone. She hated how those things kept people away from good, old-fashioned communication.
She narrowed her eyes and crossed her arms. “How? There are no pirates in Italy.” Angeline rolled her eyes and stormed off in a huff. She was being selfish, but it was only because she was terrified.
“Angeline, come on!” He ran after her.
“You know Father is getting serious about Paul,” she said. “I told you, you can’t leave me now. He will sneak a wedding on me!”
“He won’t, and even if he does”—Jack caught up with her and took her hands in his—“then it won’t be before at least two or three months, which will give us plenty of time to decide what color you want to paint your room at your new house in the Caribbean.” He flashed her a reassuring grin.
Angeline took a deep breath, blinking away tears. “I don’t want to be this way, Jack,” she muttered. “I feel so weak and useless.”
All the rides and the strength she had gained at her friend’s place faded, and Angeline felt like the useless little girl she was, with magic that could not protect her or the people she loved.
Jack’s expression softened, and he cupped her face in his hands. “Of all the things in this world, Love, you are the least useless. I am going to Italy, just to check out the situation with some old friends of mine, and I’ll come back. If Louis doesn’t change his mind, we will leave together. I won’t leave you behind, ever.”
Angeline could only nod, hoping in her heart that Jack would keep this promise.

      [image: ] After watching him drive away in one of the many cars her father owned, she stood at the top of the stone steps for too long.
She didn’t have time to think more about his departure. It was almost dinner time, and she knew her absence or tardiness would not be tolerated. She had to say goodbye for now. The thought of him going away still hurt, but she knew he would never leave her if he didn’t have a good reason. She regretted not asking him about the Italian trouble he had to check out. It was unusual for Louis to ask anything from Jack except to retrieve diamonds and money. Her father had always considered his son to be too unpredictable, immature. The fact Jack was ruling over an entire ocean with his pirates was barely talked about.
Angeline shook her shoulders, not wanting to think more of it, and hurried inside the manor. She had to get rid of the horse smell on her. The last thing she needed was another disgusted face from her father, which was her fate at least once a week, depending on what she did wrong.  She almost reached the entrance of her wing, but could not help but gasp at who she spotted walking toward the dining room.
Angeline straightened her shoulders, kept her eyes cold, and acknowledged her father’s guest with a simple nod.
“Uncles. What a surprise.” Indeed, a surprise it was.
Leonard and Lucius were far from her favorite beings. Louis’s blood brothers had been made vampires around the same time as Louis, who could not resist having his brothers by his side for eternity. According to most of the vampire Lords she had met in her short life, this was the worst decision Louis had made.
The resemblance to her father was uncanny; it was as if they were triplets. Leonard’s smirk flickered across his face as he extended a hand, while Lucius's lingering, appraising look sent a chill down her spine. She focused on her amethyst pendant, blocking the thought she knew would come her way.
I’m your niece, you freak.
Angeline hated them. Not as much as she hated Paul, but she despised them, nevertheless. She gave a smile that was nowhere near nice, her lips in a thin line. She sighed mentally and offered her hand. 
The touch of Leonard’s lips against her warm skin sent tremors along her body, and not in a nice way. While Louis had tried sometimes to be ‘nice’, her uncles had done nothing over the centuries besides bring pain. She had known that since she was a little girl. Her senses were overwhelmed by their sick minds. When she started hearing their thoughts, she made a point to avoid them.
“Angeline,” Leonard said, “gorgeous as ever.”
She nodded and muttered something about getting ready for dinner. 
“See you at the dinner,” Lucius called.
Angeline didn’t bother answering. She was relieved to spot Markan waiting by her bedroom, with furrowed brows. He kept an eye on the two men who still stood at the wing's entrance. 
“My uncles,” she whispered to Markan. He hadn’t been around long enough to know of them. “Avoid them if you can, and make sure to never leave my siblings alone with them.”
Markan was not an idiot. A look of  surprise flashed on his face, he nodded and opened the door.
The dinner is going to be fun. 







  
  Chapter 4
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The dinner was ‘fun’ indeed. It was two days later, and Angeline paced along the corridor, her mind buzzing. She was still processing the information from the disastrous family meal. Thankfully, her father had other concerns than his daughter, for once. 
At dinner, her arrogant uncles bragged about their troublesome adventures, thinking themselves immortal. Well, they technically were, but they should not be so bold.
Louis shushed them, but not fast enough. Angeline saw their deranged minds and the atrocities they had committed in the last few months. She cut off the telepathic link as fast as possible, rubbing her pendant with insistence.
What she doesn’t know can’t hurt her, right?
The only thing she knew was that they hurt someone they maybe, probably, should not have, and now the one they hurt was going around Europe slaughtering everyone involved. The two brothers, as per usual, had run straight to their big brother for protection, hiding in the name of the Delacour and haunting her family’s castle. Angeline guessed this was where her brother was sent, and she couldn’t stop the fear from gnawing at her.
Blinded by the stunning gold shine, she picked up the pace as she walked down the long, glorious main wing corridor bathed in the morning light. She had convinced Markan to stay with her siblings instead of accompanying her, and she enjoyed a brief moment of pseudo freedom, longing to escape to the falls.
As she walked, she felt the tension rise around the grand entrance, and her interest piqued. That’s what you get when growing up in this house. As a Delacour, you become too curious for your own good. Instead of sneaking through one of the side doors, she went straight to the commotion.
The immense wooden door leading to the hall opened in a blast, and Isabeau appeared. A worried expression crossed her beautiful face for one split second. The view of her almost-distressed mother was something Angeline didn’t see often, save for the dinner with the three Delacour men, when Louis had assured protection to his imbecilic brothers. Besides the rare occasion, Isabeau was never, ever, stressed about anything. Her existence as a vampire since the Middle Ages, and her 1000-year relationship with the most powerful man of France, bolstered her sense of superiority. Being a gorgeous, rich bloodsucker didn’t help her arrogant behavior. 
Smiling, she sped to Angeline before her curious daughter could reach the door and see what was happening further down the hall. Her tight blonde hair, pulled into a bun, didn’t move an inch.
“Angel,” Isabeau said in her soft, high-pitched voice, “you should go back to your room for a while”. Her worried hazelnut eyes, now devoid of a pupil—a weird vampire thing—stared straight into Angeline’s.
“Why?” Angeline was looking forward to her daily run to the falls.
She could not go yesterday because of Paul. He decided it would be the right time to visit her while his old friends, her uncles, were here. It was unsurprising that those three were friends, if you ask Angeline. With Jack away, she didn’t want to take any risks. The wolf inside her had been whining and begging her all day and all night to get out to run, and it was starting to pester her.
“We have an uninvited guest,” Isabeau said, by way of explanation.
Isabeau was not the best mother, but at least she tried to spend time with her children, unlike Louis. Well, let’s say she was spending time with the children she appreciated. It's too bad Angeline was not one of them anymore, but at least the vampire tolerated her daughter, unlike Louis, who wanted to send her off to any potential rich husband.
Angeline pouted, but noticed Isabeau’s distress. The golden branches of her magic reached out to touch the vampire’s mind.
It didn’t take long for the gorgeous blonde to guess what her adoptive daughter was doing. Isabeau’s eyes widened. She might not be aware of the full extent of the girl’s power, but she still knew the redhead could detect lies.
“A dangerous man,” Isabeau said. “He requested a word with your uncles.”
Angeline stopped her branches, intrigued. She was so bored; she could use some gossip.
“Why don’t we send them away?” Angeline asked, shrugging.
She knew Isabeau felt the same about her uncles;  they were more of a
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