
	A night out turns to terror when Olivia Brown is abducted by an alien vampiric race. She finds herself held captive on BloodDark, a world light years from Earth, but all is not lost. Olivia finds allies and even love in the most unexpected places. Can she and her friends escape the Pure Bloods’ city and find safety?

	 

	 

	Seventeen-year-old Olivia Brown is abducted on her way home from a night out and wakes up to find herself imprisoned by a vampiric race in a dark city bathed in eternal night. Hernando, a handsome half-human slave, reveals what is intended for her-they want her blood for the upcoming festival. Together they escape, and find friends and allies in unexpected places.

	Joining a resistance cell, they help plot a revolution and fall in love. Their group plans to take control of the Portal, a teleportation device that links Earth to the world of BloodDark. Getting into the City of Night is a challenge. A narrow window of opportunity opens-but what awaits them in the caverns located deep beneath the city?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“This wasn’t such a good idea after all.”

	Olivia Brown knew talking to herself looked and sounded weird, but it kept her from freaking out. Besides, her one-sided conversation would scare off any dubious types lurking in the darkness, because who’d want to mess around with a lone psycho who talked to herself?

	I know I wouldn’t. Keep it up, Ollie girl.

	She tugged her denim jacket together, shivering as another early spring breeze hit her full-on and threatened to knock her off her feet. Her thin coat and tank tee, which had been more than warm enough on the dance floor and in Brittany’s car, provided no protection walking the flat streets of a Midwestern town in this weather. She’d swept her long, brownish-black braids into a ponytail earlier in the evening, and the bitter wind now chafed the café-au-lait skin of her neck. If she didn’t get home soon, she’d freeze to death.

	Why in the world did she ever trust Brittany? Yeah, sure Britt had gotten them into the club, and they’d gotten to hear Olivia’s favorite local band, Los Bad Boys, but Britt had ditched her to hook up with some frat brother from the local college and the chance of scoring free beer and more.

	Olivia gritted her teeth. This was the last stunt Britt would ever pull on her. She’d take Britt off her Twitter account as soon as she got home... if she ever got home.

	Olivia wouldn’t kid herself. She was far from stupid, in spite of her sometimes head-in-the-cloud ways. She realized what all could go wrong for a seventeen-year-old girl walking home alone through the worst part of town after midnight.

	Her parents were going to kill her—if someone else didn’t beat them to it first.

	A crash of metal behind had her jumping and her heartbeat pounding in her ears. “What the—”

	Olivia spun around, fists raised, ready to fight. An orange tabby meowed a sad, cold cry as it jumped from a garbage can lid to the top of a low shed. She lowered her hands and placed them on her heart. It thumped faster and stronger than the driving drumbeats of Los Bad Boys’ super-gorgeous drummer. Olivia warmed at the thought of seeing him in person and getting his autograph on her shirt. She vowed to never wash it again. Maybe it had been worth lying to her family and sneaking over to the other side of town to see them play. She started toward home again, quickening her pace.

	“Time to make tracks like you, Mr. Cat. Wish I had your fur coat to keep warm.”

	Doing a half-jog, half-run, it took her ten minutes to reach and cross the railroad tracks, leaving behind the rundown section of her small town where most of the nightclubs and drinking establishments resided. Only two more miles until she greeted her quiet, well-lit neighborhood... Olivia ran full-out, but within a block a stitch in her side slowed her progress.

	“I’ve... gotta get in shape... Bikini season will be here soon enough.”

	She leaned on her knees and took large gulps of the arctic air into her lungs until it felt as if they’d burst. “I’ll walk the rest of the way. There are even sidewalks and more cop patrols on this side of the tracks.”

	Humming one of the band’s better tunes, she shoved her chilled hands into her jeans pockets. After briskly strolling several tree-lined blocks of renovated late-Victorian-era homes, she’d forgotten how angry Britt had made her earlier in the evening. She made a mental note to call her friend before anyone knew she’d returned home and coordinate the cover story they’d both have to give their parents, since it would be obvious that Olivia hadn’t spent the night at Britt’s and vice versa.

	She frowned. Their parents were always treating them like children instead of the mature young adults they were. It was a double insult to Britt since she had turned legal age in October. Olivia promised herself that in June when she turned eighteen, she’d return the favor and borrow her mom’s car and take Britt—and possibly Jace and Alexa—over to the club to rock out with Los Bad Boys.

	“Almost home.” She smiled upon reaching the corner of her street.

	Before she could take a deep, relaxing breath, she heard and felt a whoosh of air, and blackness overtook her senses.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	If her head didn’t hurt so much, she’d swear she was dreaming.

	What a dream! Olivia didn’t care much for horror movies or high fantasy sagas, but the dark stone edifice that rose in front of her would make the perfect backdrop for one of those stories, no problem.

	“Jace must have told me about a game based on a haunted castle or something,” she muttered to herself. “A wizard or an elf would fit in better than these guys, though. What’s with the depressing coal-gray cloaks and hoods?”

	Looking around, she took in the huge cobblestone plaza and the twenty or so figures outlined by a blood-orange light coming from a rather bright star in an otherwise pitch-black sky. What star could it be? Their guides—what else could she call these hooded dudes?—pushed and prodded the group of frightened people forward, toward the stone fortress and away from a high-domed pavilion surrounded by columns. The wall-less structure stood in the center of the square like a giant memorial. Somehow, she knew they all had arrived in this place through the domed structure, but how or when or why she couldn’t say. The low hum of machinery echoed in her ears, and her head throbbed.

	What had they hit her with? She rubbed her temples and neck but didn’t find any bumps or swelling. Had she been tazed? A Taser made your nerves feel like they had been set ablaze according to Jace. What she would give to have her geeky neighbor here! Even a pasty couch potato like Jace would have calmed her nerves. These strangers and... guides... certainly didn’t inspire her with any confidence. Fear and gloom hung heavy in the musty night air.

	Olivia glanced upward at the heavens again. Her eyes had adjusted to the strange star’s glow. She prided herself on her knowledge of the night sky, but these star groupings were unfamiliar. Had she been knocked out and transported to another world?

	Don’t go there, Ollie. You’re weirding yourself out over nothing but a bad dream. Get a grip!

	The blood-red gas giant with dark striations, suspended low on the horizon, was the real clincher. She froze in place and rubbed her eyes. When did Earth get a planet buddy and lose the old familiar moon? Before she could dwell too long on that puzzle, one of their friendly hooded guides poked her with the pointed end of a long pole, shoving her into the back of another young woman.

	“Sorry. I must have been holding up the line.” The joke sounded lame and she knew it, but perhaps humor would put them all at ease? She tried to match her pace with the tall blonde girl in front of her, noting the girl’s fashionable purple silk scarf, designer mini-skirt, and high-heeled leather boots. Her new friend flashed a weak smile. Olivia had a sinking feeling.

	“You speak English?”

	“Français,” the girl replied.

	Before the blonde girl could speak again, a guide—or rather a guard, Olivia surmised—separated them with his cane. She sighed.

	A stickler for the rules obviously. No conversing in line.

	Olivia quickly scanned her fellow... prisoners? Yes, they’d all been brought here against their will. There was no doubting that fact anymore. A United Nations assembly-worth of ethnicities and clothing styles greeted her. Male and female, rich and poor. Most appeared to be healthy and between the ages of seventeen and fifty. The true nature of her situation hit her.

	“We’ve been abducted—from all over. Somehow we’ve all been taken from Earth.”

	She was paid for her last comment with a strong jab in the back.

	“Watch it, fella! My daddy will sue your butt off if you damage the goods.”

	Dad! Mom! Why had she lied to them? Why had she gone to the club in the first place? The guilt she felt over deceiving her parents threatened to drown out the fear of her newfound situation. She’d be home safe and sound in her bed now if she’d obeyed their wishes. What would they do when they discovered she was missing? It would break their hearts.

	Tears threatened to spill down her cheeks, but Olivia blinked them back and set her face into a determined glare at her captors.

	I will return home, Mom and Dad. I promise.

	The forced progression came to a halt outside a high, arched entrance of the stone fortress. Other cloaked individuals came toward the group and conversed in low tones with the guards who indicated with their long canes how they wanted to divide the hostages. A cold tingle of trepidation traveled the length of Olivia’s spine in spite of the heat.

	My African ancestors must have felt like this when they were taken off the slave ships and marched into the market for sale.

	It came as no surprise to Olivia that the French-speaking girl, along with six other young women who appeared under thirty, were herded together and made to enter an arched entrance different from the males and older females.

	“Where are you taking us?”

	No reply and no more hard jabs with the sticks, but still the guards assigned to their group forced them forward, down a long, dark corridor marked by a series of oversized doors with what appeared to be locks on both sides. The scary entryways could only lead to prison cells. After what seemed a mile of walking, they stopped.

	Olivia looked at the tall blonde girl and smiled her support. The poor thing was shaking in her boots.

	“You take care of yourself—and don’t forget about me.”

	To Olivia’s relief, the guards didn’t separate the young women from each other. The group was funneled into a large holding cell, and the door slammed behind them with an ominous clank.

	“I don’t know about you, but I find it stuffy in here.”

	Olivia removed her denim jacket, grateful she wore only the tank top. She took a seat with the others along a wide stone bench built in the back wall facing the door. The room contained no other furniture or windows, but it appeared to have a toilet stall and sink in the opposite corner. Their captors at least understood the basic physical needs of their hostages. The dim lighting came from an odd manhole-cover-shaped fixture in the middle of the ceiling.

	“Wonder where the air conditioning vents are located.” She tried to fill the frightened silence of the room. “I sure hope they turn the air on soon or else we’ll start to smell worse than a roomful of sweaty jocks after basketball practice—like my first period chemistry lab does.”

	The blonde girl grinned slowly.

	She must know a little English but she doesn’t know enough to reply, which is about as good as my Spanish gets.

	She pointed to herself. “Olivia. American. And you?”

	“Claudette. Swiss. I no speak much English. Italiano? Deutsch?”

	“Afraid not. Some Español and that’s it. Languages aren’t my strong subjects.”

	Olivia called over at a petite Asian girl lying on her side, curled up in a tight fetal position. “You speak English by chance?”

	The girl appeared to be in shock. Olivia decided not to press the issue.

	A young woman dressed in a black Middle-Eastern head-to-toe covering pulled her veil even higher across her face. She didn’t seem able or willing to converse at present, either. A young woman with a long black plait clung to a younger girl as if to protect her. Their bowler hats and brightly colored skirts reminded Olivia of a National Geographic photo of women from the Andes.

	“Hablan español ustedes?”

	“Sì,” the older replied, but the rest of her sentence came out in a rushed mixture of Spanish and Indian dialect.

	Olivia nodded, but she really didn’t understand more than their names, Maria and Anita, and the word hermanas in the sentence.

	Sisters. At least they have each other.

	She turned to the last prisoner in the cell. A thin African woman wearing a brightly patterned sarong and a multitude of beads about her neck shyly smiled at her.

	“You don’t speak English, do you?”

	The reply came in a language that contained some odd clicking noises Olivia had never heard before. She acted friendly and not quite as scared as the others but she still appeared worried.

	“You must think I look a bit odd with the hazel-green eyes and brownish hair I got from my mom,” Olivia went on, trying to lighten the mood even if no one in the room could understand her. “My mom is part Irish and part Cherokee. I got my skin color and the frizzy hair from Dad. He’s part Cherokee and part African-American. I don’t know if any of his ancestors came from your area, but it’s possible we’re distant cousins.”

	The African woman nodded as if she grasped the gist of Olivia’s ramblings and pressed a hand to her heart.

	“Are you okay?” Olivia sat beside her. Unshed tears welled in the side of the young woman’s eyes. “It’s okay. I’m going to figure a way out of here, and you all are definitely coming with me.”

	A few words and a motion of rocking a baby to sleep in her arms gave Olivia a sinking feeling.

	Her baby! She misses her baby. These whatever-they-are took her away from her child!

	Olivia’s eyes grew damp. She wiped them with the back of her hands. No time for tears—she had to be brave, if not for herself then for the others.

	A metal clinking sound alerted them they were going to have company. Olivia knew her courage was about to be tested. She rose and approached the door.

	“Hey, we demand to see our lawyers and be told what’s going on—”

	The cloaked guards pushed her back toward the bench, forming a tight circle around another cloaked individual. His satin, blood-red cape with fancy gold embroidered edging spoke of power and money. Two guards wearing a crimson emblem on their black cloaks stood beside him. His personal bodyguards?

	Olivia jumped up on the bench and raised a fist. “Look here! We have rights, and we aren’t going to stand for any more of this silent treatment.”

	A quick nod from the head guy, and one of his foot soldiers pushed her flat against the wall with his staff. Olivia found herself watching helplessly as the guards herded her fellow hostages into a circle. She could do nothing to comfort them.

	Two guards grabbed Claudette and pulled her into the center of the circle. She shrieked. The Peruvian sisters cowered, the Asian girl refused to uncurl from her fetal position, and the Arab woman shielded her face with her veil and turned away, sobbing. The African mother jumped forward to help but was forced back by one of the ever-present sticks.

	“Hang in there, Claudette,” Olivia shouted.

	The red-cloaked individual pushed his hood back. Finally, they could see their captor’s face. A collective gasp reverberated throughout the chamber.

	Olivia laughed to keep up her brave front. “Ha! You’re not winning any contests on looks, mister.”

	Human? Maybe.

	He appeared male and possessed the standard number of eyes, mouth, nose, and ears, but something wasn’t quite right. She squinted and took a careful visual inventory.

	The eyes, dark and cat-like, glowed with the intensity of dying embers, utterly devoid of emotion. The nose reminded Olivia of a V pointing downward. The mouth hung in a permanent frown, accenting his sharp chin, which seemed to match his narrow and sharply edged ears. His ivory skin tone appeared pale and unhealthy as if he’d rarely experienced the light of day.

	He opened his thin, red lips to speak.

	Oh, no... his teeth!

	Olivia suppressed a scream. The man barked a command. His bodyguards each took an arm and held the struggling Claudette still while the red-cloaked demon slowly walked about the blonde girl. He stopped and stared intensely into her face for a brief moment. Claudette’s eyes grew as large as saucers. He pressed his nose close to her neck, shoulders, and lower, sniffing as he went. She whimpered softly but otherwise didn’t make a sound.

	Olivia’s heart drummed faster.

	What is he doing with his nose at Claudette’s hemline? What sort of pervert is he? And what’s up with those teeth? Needle-sharp and longer than any human’s ought to be. He could pass for Dracula on Halloween without makeup or fake fangs.

	Not wanting to jump to conclusions, she’d withhold judgment on their captor’s motives for his odd behavior regarding the girl’s scent. Perhaps he wanted to demonstrate how people communicated here—wherever here was.

	After several minutes of sniffing, he nodded, and the bodyguards dragged the stunned Claudette out of the circle and dropped her unceremoniously onto the stone bench. They seized the Asian girl and tried to pull her to her feet, but she fainted and fell forward. Her unconscious state didn’t delay them. The demon simply sniffed at her as she was propped up by the bodyguards. He made a disparaging grunt, and they dragged her back to the bench and grabbed the next—and the next.

	Each woman in turn was brought forward and sniffed like a piece of meat hanging in a butcher’s display case at the supermarket. The sisters clung fast on to each other, but the cloaked guards separated them with ease. With a look from their captor, their cries gave way to an unearthly silence Olivia couldn’t fathom. What power did the red-cloaked demon possess that could silence healthy young women in mere seconds?

	She would know soon enough.

	“I don’t think so.” Olivia held her ground when the guards grabbed her arms. She locked her knees and refused to budge. “You’ve had enough of your kinky games for tonight, don’t you think? I demand to see someone in charge.”

	Before she knew it, she felt herself being lifted up and carried over the others’ heads to their captor. Only one way to prevent his blatant intrusion of their personal space—she shut her eyes and turned her head away. She wouldn’t let him hypnotize her into cooperating.

	He gave a guttural cry. The guards forced her to face forward, but they couldn’t make her open her eyes. Another grunt, sounding like a cry of anger.

	Demon Dude isn’t happy.

	Olivia laughed.

	“Too bad. You’ll have to release me now. I’m not going to forget your face or what you sound like or smell like ‘cause you really do stink. I’m going to report you to whoever is in charge around these parts and get you in big trouble, because I have a feeling you’re not exactly the nicest of guys or have too many friends.”

	To prove it, a guard wrapped a muscular arm about her waist, and someone else pried her legs open into a wide stance. Her heart sank. He was going to sniff her whether she cooperated or not.

	Maybe it would have been better to let him hypnotize me? I wouldn’t have to feel his stinky, hot breath on my skin.

	Humming to herself, she suffered the indignity of being sniffed. The demon let out a high-pitch squeal, startling her. The guards relaxed their grip, and she ventured an eye open.

	Their captor smiled a horrible, needle-toothed grin. She wasn’t an expert on alien facial expression, but she would have sworn he looked like he had just won the lottery. An evil glint in his dark eyes gave Olivia little comfort.

	“Thanks. I can go—the girls and I can go now?” She glanced over her shoulder and gave them each a nod.

	Don’t worry. We’ll be out of here soon.

	He quickly clapped his long-fingered hands twice. The guards left the circle and grabbed her cell companions. Two of the demon’s personal bodyguards took her by the elbow gently, as if they were afraid they’d bruise her. Why the special treatment all of a sudden?

	Olivia tried to smile. “Uh, are we all going somewhere, guys?”

	The demon gave a quick nod to the bodyguards. She found herself whisked out of the room, followed by the man in the red cloak.

	“Hey, wait! What about my friends?”

	The cell door clanged behind her. She struggled against her escorts’ grip, but they insisted she come along with them. Tired of dragging her feet—since it hurt and made little difference to their progress—she allowed herself to be taken to a flight of stairs and marched up several stories to another long corridor. This time it was well-lit with taper-like lighting along the wall and doors made of what could have been wood.

	The hotel section of the fortress from Hell?

	“What about Claudette and the others?” Olivia demanded. “Are they going to be moved to their own rooms?”

	The bodyguards halted outside a door with a narrow metal hatch built in. The demon growled a few instructions to them, and the door was opened. Olivia peered inside and was surprised to see an actual bed, table, a chair, and a small window on the outer wall.

	“Better accommodations. I’m glad you understood me when I said I’d report you for your treating guests so poorly.”

	With a gentle shove, they propelled her into the chamber and closed the door. A locking sound rattled and then she turned to catch sight of demon dude’s ugly face filling the peephole.

	“Go away!” she screamed. “I don’t want to see your hideous face ever again.”

	He barked something that sounded close to a curse and slammed the peephole door shut. Alone at last, Olivia collapsed onto the bed and sobbed herself to sleep.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	The days passed in pretty much the same way. A cloaked guard brought her food about an hour after she rose and then left her to her own devices. It was quite a lot of food, mostly odd-colored fruits with the occasional bits of what could pass for bread or crackers and something that she took for a meat dish. Most of it tasted all right, and it didn’t seem to be poisoned. After she had cleared the tray—probably about midday Olivia reckoned—another generously arrayed tray of food arrived a few hours later. Dinner and a midnight snack? At least her captors didn’t want to starve her to death.

	They also provided her with clothing and toiletries. She slept in a linen-like, crimson gown and wrapped herself up in a luxuriously soft dark-blue robe made from some sort of fur. House slippers softer than her granny’s goose-down comforter made her feel like she walked on air instead of a cold, hard stone floor. The handles of the hairbrush, comb and... tooth-polisher... were intricately carved from an ivory-like substance.

	The soap and shampoo smell like corn, but maybe that’s considered a rare perfume here—wherever here is. These people really live first-class.

	After five days she finally got the hang of the toothbrush. It had been designed with very long, narrow teeth in mind. She ended up having to brush each tooth separately, but it worked. From the small mirror above the wash basin, she was able to see she didn’t look too worse for wear, but a glint of worry and guilt still haunted her eyes.

	Were they fattening her up? Was she to be the main course at an upcoming banquet? Were the other girls receiving the same treatment and awaiting a similar fate? Had she watched too many horror movies?

	She tried not to dwell upon her fate for long. Gazing through the narrow window high on the outside wall, she hoped to see the sun—her sun. Instead, she gazed upon the small orange-red star bleeding a weak, red light from above and the lumbering gas giant moving lower on the horizon.

	“Still night outside. Maybe this is one of those tidally locked planets like Mercury or Pluto or the moon? But who would choose to live on the dark side of the moon? Whoever heard of a habitable planet that didn’t have a day and night? Crazy, just crazy...”

	Olivia sighed. Being left alone like this, she was bound to go mad and chatter to herself.

	If only I could get out of this prison. There has to be a way! There has to be.

	A week after she’d been locked up, her first hint of a reprieve came.

	She had almost finished eating her lunch when the door abruptly swung open. In strolled Demon Dude the Skirt Sniffer and his bodyguards.

	“I thought y’all had forgotten all about li’l ol’ me,” she said in a deadpan tone as she lay her chopstick-like eating utensil down. “Is my stay up at your luxurious resort spa?”

	Demon Dude seemed to be doing his best to smile. It frightened her. Truth be told, it probably frightened his own mother.

	Olivia stood and glared at him. “You gonna give me my free phone call at last?”

	He pressed a small green button on a band on his left wrist then spun around on his heels and exited, the bodyguards close behind him.

	She sighed. “What a short and friendly visit. It couldn’t have been me. I’ve bathed regularly.”

	An hour later, they returned.

	“You missed me?” Olivia laughed but didn’t bother to rise from the chair where she sat molding a small sculpture of a dog from some of the mashed-potato-like food they’d heaped on her tray. “This is supposed to be Rex. It’s sort of based on our half-lab, half-collie mutt. I sure do miss Rex.”

	“Rex,” Demon Dude said. “Rex.”

	Olivia started. She hadn’t expected to hear him utter anything remotely intelligible. She wiped her hands off on her napkin. “My dog’s name is Rex.”

	He sputtered a sentence that sounded something like Spanish or possibly Italian.

	She shook her head. “Not quite following you, but you’re getting closer.”

	After a few more attempts in what could have been Dutch or Danish, he gave a tweak of the button on his wristband. “You speak a very odd variant
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