
  
    
      
    
  


   BEWITCHED BY THE VAMPIRE

Bloodline Vampires

By L. J. Red


  Chapter 2


  Three weeks later...


 

   Sadie waited outside the fair. There was a cotton candy stall just inside the entrance and the smell was so enticing, if her friends didn’t arrive in the next ten seconds, she was buying herself an entire fluffy pink cloud.


  The noise of the fair, tinny music, children’s screams, and the hubbub of conversation, spilled out along with the bright lights and sugary scents. She hadn’t been to a fair in years. Hope had suggested it, and Sadie could never say no to her best friend. They had invited Jo and Emily who shared the dorm room across from them, plus a few people from Hope’s pre-law class. They weren’t Sadie’s favorite people, but they were friendly enough until about eleven pm, at which point they would get totally wasted, stay up all night and then somehow, magically, turn up for classes the next day. Hope said it was a work hard, play hard, law thing. Sadie figured it was an illicit drug use thing, but who was she to judge? Her late teens had been way wilder. Not that you’d know from looking at her.


  She was wearing warm wool tights under a short skirt, topped off with a fluffy jumper, fluffy scarf and fluffy hat. She liked to be warm. Something about the cold always took her back to that night. The night she’d discovered vampires weren’t the glamorous idols she’d thought they were, and her rebellious teenage years had come to an abrupt end. The night she’d almost died.


  Sadie shivered. Nope, not thinking about that. Anyway, Chicago was full of good vampires now. Hope’s sister, Eden, for example. And the doctor Eden worked with, Aisha, who had appeared so suddenly in her dorm room three weeks ago with that strange, pale vampire with the green-eyed stare. Markus, Aisha had called him. Markus…


  “Sadie!”


  Hope’s voice cut across the din. Sadie snapped out of her thoughts. Her hand had strayed to her bag, and she dropped the strap hurriedly, waving wildly at her friend. There was a flurry of hugs as they greeted each other.


  “Sorry to make you wait,” Hope said, jostling her friends aside to reach Sadie. “Some people—” she glanced over her shoulder at Jo “—didn’t want to leave the library.” 


  Jo flicked her glossy mane of hair over her shoulder. “Hey, at least we’re studying a real subject.” Her eyes cut to Sadie. Sadie flinched as Jo led the group past her. 


  “Oh yeah? Tell that to my Intro to Victorian Lit professor,’ Hope shot back. “He’s about this tall and all muscle. He’ll squish your little law nerd brain.”


  But Sadie wasn’t listening. Hope was a good friend, but they both knew Jo hadn’t aimed that jibe at Hope. Jo was talking about Sadie. About the Shamanism and the Occult classes she was taking. She was a running joke amongst Hope’s friends. Sadie, the weird girl who studied magic. Ha, ha, ha.


  What would they think if they knew the truth? That Sadie didn’t study witches. She was one.


  A tingle grew in Sadie’s hands. She could show them, she could… a tiny flash of magic sparked between her fingers, shot through the air and… fizzled, fading away before it reached Jo’s back.


  Well. If she was any good at magic at all she could show them. Sadie hunched her shoulders. Not much of a student, not much of a witch. What use was she?


  “Whatever,” Hope said, and Sadie jumped, shit, she’d forgotten Hope was right beside her. Luckily, she’d been too busy staring daggers at Jo’s back to notice Sadie’s failed magic.


  “We’re here now, that’s what matters.” She linked arms with Sadie and they followed the others in. “Whoa! Check that out.” On the other side of the fair, a Ferris wheel rose up into the air, dwarfing the stalls and rides around it. “That’s massive. It’s like, five times bigger than the fair itself.” 


  Sadie laughed.


  “No seriously!” Hope waved her arms about. “Pile the entire fair next to the wheel and it wouldn’t even come to half the height.”


  “I’ll take your word for it,” Sadie said, giving Hope’s arm a squeeze. Her eyes trailed up the wheel. She’d always loved those things. Perching high up above everyone. The whole world became matchstick sized. Nothing could touch you at the top of a wheel.


  A warm weight grew in her chest and a tingle at her fingertips. She’d sat on a wheel like that a long time ago. It had been smaller than this one, peeling paint with a rickety sign out front. She remembered her little hand in her grandma’s big one. High above the world in their swinging seat.


  “It’s like this little one,” her grandma had said. “A place like this, it’s got its own kind of magic. Laughter and music, sweetness and bright lights.” Sadie tasted cotton candy on her tongue. “We have it too you know,” Her grandma had continued, that spark of mischief in her eyes. “Goldman women, we’re born with it every few generations.” Her gaze had clouded. “It skipped your mother and I, but it’s in you, isn’t it? In here.” Her grandma had laid her hand over Sadie’s heart, thin fingers and papery skin and Sadie had felt it. Magic.


  “Do you want to take a ride?” Hope said, pulling Sadie abruptly to the present. The glittering feeling of magic trickled out of Sadie’s hands.


  Hope didn’t wait for an answer, but began tugging Sadie toward the wheel, when Jo called them back. “Oh, not the wheel, come on, that’s boring, you know there’s only one reason we came to a dump like this…”


  “Oh, not this again,” Hope rounded on her friend.


  They started to argue, and Sadie shrank back, rubbing her fingertips together. She hated fights, she always had. She’d never been any good at conflict.


  “But they’re vampires!” 


  Sadie tuned back in abruptly. Vampires? Where? She craned her head to look past the group, a tingle of anticipation running down her spine. Could it be him?


  In front of them was a big red and yellow canvas tent, the front wide open and above the flap a sign said, “The Vampire Outreach Society.” And in smaller script underneath ‘Fangs for visiting!” followed by a smiley face with two fangs peeking out.


  Sadie slumped back in disappointment. Oh, this. They had a Chapter at college, it was for vampire groupies, the ones who knew nothing about what real vampires were like. They dyed their hair black, wore capes and called themselves Amaltheia or Vertuspina. Sadie avoided them like the plague.


  Hope tugged Sadie to the side. “I can’t believe they’re into all this crap. Real vampires are nothing like… them.” She cast a scornful eye at the stand. It was easy to forget the vampires Hope and Sadie knew weren’t just any old fledglings. They were vampire warriors. Vampires from the elite Bloodlines. These vampires were just normal people who’d been turned. They lead normal lives for the most part, kept normal jobs and stuck to a liquid only diet. 


  Sadie sighed. She agreed with Hope, but their friends were adamant, Jo already leading the way in, and Sadie and Hope had no choice but to follow.


  “We can do the wheel straight after,” Sadie promised.


  The inside of the tent was lit with hanging bulbs, a warm yellow glow, almost cozy.


  Sadie glanced over the stand. Jo and the others were clustered around a sandy haired man with a tight expression. His big muscles strained under his tank top. He was fit, Sadie guessed, in a bland kind of way. He didn’t have that edge the vampires she knew had. That undercurrent of danger, of strength. An image of one vampire in particular flashed through her mind. Markus. He’d been thin when she’d met him, tense, on the run from vampire hunters. Her hand strayed again to her purse. Where was he? Would she ever see him again? She needed to find him, but how?


  Markus was a fugitive, still on the run from the hunters that pursued him. Maybe still crazy. She should put him out of her mind. Leave it to the other vampire warriors to track him down.


  She tried to focus on the vampire stall. A woman at the back was giving out leaflets, a tall man on one side was letting people inspect his fangs. She thought he looked kind of fed up. She’d be too if people were coming in and staring at her all day long.


  A young man, little more than a teenager, with jet black hair and a pale face sidled up towards them. “Discount at the Fang-tastic bar on Fridays,” he said, holding out a brightly colored leaflet.


  “Are you even old enough to drink?” Hope asked, hand on her hip.


  “Old enough to drink… blood.” He grinned widely, as if he’d been hoping for a chance to say that, and exposed his fangs. Sadie’s heart thumped in her chest. They were turning kids now? Who did that? Someone needed to warn the Shadows, tell them to… the fangs went crooked, slipped and fell off.


  “Oh, shit.” The teen’s hand shot to his mouth and Sadie’s heart stopped its drumroll.


  “Plastic fangs? Really?” Sadie said.


  Hope burst out laughing.


  “Shit, don’t tell anyone please.” The teen wiped the fangs on his shirt. “They said I could help out as long as no one realized I was just a human. They wanted some of us here in the daytime, ‘cos it makes the real vamps feel sick so they got me and Kristy to even out the numbers,” he jerked his head to indicate the woman at the back of the tent.


  Sadie realized that must be why the muscled one and the tall vamp at the back looked so nauseous. The day wasn’t quite over yet. She wondered if they got sick pay for working during daytime.


  “Okay kid, chill, we won’t tell.” Sadie elbowed Hope, who turned her laughter into an unconvincing coughing fit.


  “Come on,” she tugged Hope’s arm. “Let’s get going,”


  “I’ll get the others,” Hope choked out.


  Sadie walked over to the entrance. The sun was finally on its way down, setting into a reddish haze. 


  A prickle went up her spine. She was being watched. She glanced round warily, but no one was paying her any attention. She took a step to the side and looked down the side of the tent, still no one. Just thick cabling and the hulking shape of a generator for the funnel cake stall on the other side.


  In front of her the crowd moved past. Kids with cotton candy, or clutching stuffed animal prizes, adults pushing prams, couples with linked arms. Nothing out of the ordinary.


  Then she felt it again, the hairs rising on the back of her neck, an electric crackle that went right through to her bones. Someone was watching her.


  Sadie walked back into the vampire tent. She clutched her bag, rummaging about for her bottle of mace, pushing aside a tightly wrapped syringe. Then she hesitated, her hand going back to the syringe. She kept it on her at all times, ever since Aisha had given it to her. It wasn’t for her. She didn’t need an antidote to the hunter poison that had ravaged her vampire friends. Markus did. Markus who was on the run, sick and crazy and… watching her?


  She pulled her hands out of her bag. She’d felt this tingling feeling before, in the weeks since she’d met him. Could it be him? Could he still be following her, keeping close to her… She wasn’t sure if the thought made her afraid or… excited.


  Sadie shivered. She remembered the intense look in his bright green eyes, that look had made her heart sing. She’d been fascinated by him from the first moment. Then he’d drunk her blood and run. Her hands strayed to her wrist. The tiny pinprick wounds from his fangs had long closed up, but for a moment she felt that flash of pleasure-pain once more. She remembered the roughness of his chapped lips on the sensitive underside of her wrist. Sadie swallowed; her throat dry. It was suddenly too hot in the tent. She needed air. Returning to the entrance, she had a flash of inspiration. What if she could find him? What if she could do what everyone else couldn’t? She had one thing they didn’t… she had magic.


  Sadie glanced around, Hope was still tied up with her friends, the vampires and customers weren’t paying her any attention. She went back outside and picked her way over the cable, hiding behind the tent. No one would see her here.


  That was important. No one could see her. She’d told the truth about magic once before and it had ruined her life. She wouldn’t make that mistake again.


  Sadie shook off her fears. This wasn’t about her


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Ready to dive into the next book?


  Find out how Ben meets his mate in Beloved of the Vampire
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