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  Trigger warning:


Please be advised this book contains scenes recounting the kidnapping and associated violence from book 2, Consequences. There is also on page hunting and feeding from wildlife and humans. Deaths of rogue vampires are described throughout this book.
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  Dedication


Granny,  
I'm sorry it took so long for me to let go and even though I'm saying goodbye now know that you will never be forgotten. My mentor, the one who made me laugh and cooked me my favorite foods every summer I came to visit. And even though you kept sending me scary dolls, I still loved you.
I hope I've made you proud and that you're in a better place and reunited with the children you loved and lost.
I'll love you forever.
Your Tam Tam






  
  Chapter One

David
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Don’t pity the dead, pity the living… 
How does that work when you’re already dead?
As the first rays of morning light teetered on the edge of the horizon, I gazed down at Jess’s nimble figure in my arms. Limp, motionless and covered in filth and blood. The life she once had, completely drained from her. I feared my wife, the woman I loved more than anything, may never wake. If she did, what capacity would it be in? Would she remember me? Hate me for what my mother had done to her, or would she still feel the love we once shared as deeply as I did? 
Or worse, would she be reborn a rogue?
“David!” I heard my father bellow from somewhere behind me, but no sound of footsteps followed. “There’s no time, son, the sun is rising. Remember the safehouse.” His words brought forth a sense of urgency. I only hoped the supplies Jess required would already be there. I ran with the speed and agility I’d been blessed with and raced against the horizon and the inevitable death it would bring if I was unsuccessful.
First and foremost, Jess needed my blood. The only problem with that was that I hadn’t fed in some time and was on the verge of devouring the next rat to cross my path. I shivered at the thought. An unfortunate side effect to being one within the darkness was that as soon as the sun rose, our internal systems took control and forced us into an immediate slumber from which I wouldn’t rise until sunset. While we slept, we were at the mercy of anyone who happened upon us—humans and animals alike.
While my mother and her minions had anticipated our arrival, they hadn’t counted on the number of allies our crusade would bring. I’d been laser focused on finding Jess and paid no attention to who fought whom as I passed by those engaged in battle. For me, the fact I took down Amelia was a memory I’d treasure until I drew my last breath. Had I done something about Amelia beforehand, Jess wouldn’t be in the state she currently was, which was my fault. 
As I reached the familiar clearing in the forest, I burst through the door and into the safehouse, and sent it careening into the wall with a loud thud. The caretakers who lived upstairs could deal with it later as I’m sure our less than stealthy arrival alerted them of our presence. As tired as I was, I didn’t stop until we were safely tucked away in the underground basement. Gently, I placed Jess’s lifeless body atop the bed in the first room we came to and removed her shredded clothing to assess her injuries. Not a single one had healed, the bit of blood I’d given her failed to be enough.
Her ashen skin was tacky and cold to the touch. With the utmost haste, I downed multiple blood bags from the fully stocked refrigerator and sliced my wrist open to drizzle the elixir between her parted, cracked lips. When I’d given her all I could, I sealed the wound and ran a warm bath, then sank down into the tub with her tightly clenched to my chest and washed away the remnants of my mother’s evil doing. Never had I felt like I could end that woman’s godforsaken life more than I did in this very moment as I stared down at the massive wounds and puncture marks covering my bride’s shredded body. Her wounds festered with infection which hindered any possible rebirth and thus created a challenge her human body may not be able to overcome. My blood would have to combat all of that while it attempted to bring her new life. I feared the worst.
If my mother were presented to me like a gift on platter, I’d rid her of her black heart first then behead her without remorse. 
An eye for an eye…
“David, are you in here?” Tristan’s voice called out from nearby.
“In here,” I replied. No need to shout, our hearing picked up the faintest of sounds.
“Jesus,” he said as he scanned Jess’s body.
“I fucking hate her!” I spat. “Please tell me she’s dead,” my eyes pleaded with his.
“To tell you that would be stating a lie, but I can tell you that all but she and Akashi are deceased. They have been apprehended and at this time are under heavy guard. At your father’s word they’ve been taken to another safehouse until they can transport them back to the castle at dusk tomorrow. They will stand no trial and will be put to death immediately. Romeo is in the other room pacing. He’s worried sick over what happened to Jess. Seems he’s quite taken with her, as we all are, but he has assumed full responsibility for this. Do you think she’ll be okay?” he asked me, worry lines creased his forehead as he stared down at her limp body.
A normal reaction would be a warning growl having another man stare at my wife, but this was Tristan who’d put his life on the line many times for us. He meant no harm and only wished to help however he could. “Only time will tell, my friend. Both our lives lie in her potential rebirth. It’s hard to be optimistic when my blood has done nothing to help. Without her, I have no reason to carry on.” Then it dawned on me.
“Tell me, Tristan, have you fed?” Oh, how I hoped he had. It was risky to allow another vampire’s blood to enter her system, but there was no other choice. With his blood in her, they could form an unbreakable bond, one that could surpass what Jess and I had. The look in Tristan’s eyes spoke to his fear of that very thing happening. But I was out of ideas at this point, my blood obviously wasn’t strong enough to bring her back and I needed another’s. Outside of my father, the only other two beings I trusted with a task this important were Tristan and Romeo.
“Yes, Romeo and I came upon an unlucky buck on our way back,” he replied, albeit apprehensively.
“Tristan,” I gestured down at Jess as tears filled my eyes. “Please?” My throat constricted, and I could say no more.
I tilted her head back onto my chest. He nodded, seemingly speechless as well as we wordlessly hoped for the best. Intently I watched as he bit into his wrist and his blood trickled between her lips as mine already had. When he was done, he bowed his head and left me to tend to my wife. I finished washing her as best I could and dried her then tucked her into bed. I slid in behind her, and curled my arms around her still, unmoving body, pulling her tightly against me. Silent prayers to whatever deity there may be consumed my every thought as I shamelessly begged them to please return her to me, no matter the cost.
“Don’t leave me,” I pleaded aloud.
Her heartbeat slowed, as it pounded out its final beats.
Thump.
Thump.
Thump…
The sun rose as sleep took me. When I woke hours later, Jess still hadn’t moved.

      [image: image-placeholder]“Why isn’t this working?” I cried aloud.
My father gripped my shoulder in a show of solidarity. He too cared for Jess and wanted nothing more than to see her well again. “It’s been two days.” My eyes never left her as I begged for any sign of life.
“I must admit, I’ve never seen a transition take this long. But I don’t believe she’s gone,” Father replied. 
“You don’t?” I needed him to say something positive, something enlightening, or promising at the very least.
“No. Given the amount of time and what her human body endured beforehand, it may take some time for it to heal enough to fully embrace the transition,” Father replied.
Could she hear my thoughts? Did we still have that connection? Mentally I begged her to listen for my voice and move toward it. 
Please come back to me, Jess.
Still nothing.
Jess was dead.
She died in my arms, and I too was ready to leave this world and meet her in the afterlife.






  
  Chapter Two

Jess
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Is this what it’s like to be dead?
You lie there as life as you once knew it flashed before your eyes.
Would that be the eternity I’d be dealt? Forced to relive all I’d lost on an endless loop?
Fuck, that hurts.
Something wasn’t right. My body was on fire. Was I being burned? Were they done with me and wished to dispose of my remains before David could find me? My heartbeat relentlessly pounded in my ears as I reached to cover them in a feeble attempt to block the maddening sound, but my arms wouldn’t move. Why can’t I feel my limbs? Am I dead? Is this the afterlife? Fire surrounded me. Does that mean I’m in the fiery pits of hell? Or am I being cremated alive?
“Help!” I called out, or so I believed I had. My body thrashed around, fists bound as they struck out to pound on the enclosure that surrounded me as I tried to try and break free, only to find there was no tomb to be freed from. “Someone, please? Can’t you hear me? Help! I’m still alive!” I screamed with all my might. I felt the heat but couldn’t see the flames. How long would it take for this oven to fully engulf me and relieve me of my misery?
Just get it over with.
Will anyone care that I’m gone?
The torture they put me through was beyond inhumane. Granted, they were anything but human, but even so, what kind of evil possesses one to commit such heinous acts? The devil himself could take a couple lessons from them and now their final act was to set fire to me while I still breathed.
I could hear them talking about me as though I wasn’t there. Don’t worry, she won’t survive the night, Amelia cackled. They could’ve easily whispered, an audible far too low for my human ears to detect, yet they chose not to. They wanted me to hear. Wanted me to be frightened. Elevated pulse rate in their prey was like foreplay to a vampire. 
Day after day I hung on this cold, stone wall like a piece of meat. I’d lost track of how many days I’d been here. Why they felt the need to keep me hung with such heavy chains I’d never know. There was no way to escape, even without the shackles I had no strength. I didn’t remember the last time I ate, but I did know it was long before they kidnapped me. Covered in blood and bodily fluids, the humiliation alone should’ve done me in. The putrid smell of the rotting corpses that shared the same room as I no longer assaulted my senses as I’d become used to the odor. Why my body hadn’t already succumbed to the wounds and infection I’d never know. In and out of consciousness I went, wracked with fever. Was it a testament to my will to live that I was still here or were the powers that be so cruel that they’d allow me to continue suffering as I had?
I remembered nothing after that until familiar, yet distant voices came. Clearly, I was hallucinating until I heard…David?
With a sudden burst of energy, as though life granted me one last breath to fight with so I could say goodbye to the man I loved, I cried out, “David!” My love, my last hope. My last thought…
“Jess!” he yelled. “Tristan, Romeo, come quickly!”
“David?” I questioned, was I not yet dead? Or was this just a dream?
“Amor, please open your eyes,” he begged me, but I couldn’t. The feel of his gentle touch as he brushed aside the hair that covered my face grounded me. I wasn’t dead, though how I survived was beyond me. Finally, I garnered the strength to will my swollen eyes open and gazed into the very face that kept me alive during this brutal captivity. The one I pulled from deep within and drew strength from. “Oh my God,” he said, not the words I expected to hear. “What does this mean?” he asked.
“I have no idea,” Tristan replied, his curious gaze landed on David then turned to Romeo. Romeo shrugged, as lost as Tristan and David were with whatever they saw.
“What’s wrong?” I asked
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