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A world unknown, a destiny discovered, and a blood oath that will change her life forever.

Sadie McKenzie has no experience with love, giving or receiving. She’s never had a family of her own and lives her days alone with a dream to become a published author.

The day of her first ever book signing, she takes a short cut down a dark alley that leads her on an unexpected path, altering her life forever. Sadie is about to discover her life up until now has been a lie, nothing is as it seems, and her new world has creatures she’s only ever read and fantasized about.

In her new life, she’ll never want or need for anything. 

What does she have to lose?
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Hurrying down the sidewalk wearing heels and a halter dress, while visiting New Orleans in August, wasn’t the best-laid plan. There was a book signing today at the convention center and Sadie McKenzie longed to visit her favorite authors. She carried a large messenger bag with a few books she’d hoped to get signed, a map of the floor, pens, highlighters, and a bottle of water. Not knowing what to expect, she wanted to prepare for anything. With the wicked humidity in the air, she didn’t plan on rain. The air grew thicker and the smell of rain was evident. She had everything except her umbrella. 

Her heel tip caught in the sidewalk and she stopped. She looked down, then groaned when it pulled off. “Fantastic. Can today get any worse?” She glanced to her side, down an alley between two buildings. She could see the top of the convention center and knew she was close. 

Maybe I can take a short cut down this alley and cut a few blocks off.

Sadie had begun writing a story a few months ago and was excited about where it was going. A vampire lost the love of his life centuries ago and, as a cruel joke, his soul mate continued to reincarnate every decade. Her soul was born into a new body, but in time, she would begin to regain her memories of her past lives. The vampire would find her, and she would suddenly become struck ill and perish. The loss of his soul mate would wreck him harder each time he found her, until one time, she was finally able to remain alive. She would live long enough to find her vampire, and he would finally change her to be with him forever.

She smiled as she thought about her story. Had stories like this already been told? Of course, but her story, her characters were different.

She crossed the street, her heel clicking with each step on the blacktop. The dark alley smelled like old liquor. The walls were old brick and dirty, some painted with street art. Passing a dumpster, she held her breath as the stench was undeniable. 

Sadie was close to the other side and watched cars pass the back street entrance. Hurrying through the alley, she’d almost reached the end when a set of hands gripped her by the arms, thrusting her against the brick wall.

She dropped her backpack and purse, then coughed as the air from her lungs was expelled. She looked up to find her attacker, but no one was there. 

What the hell just happened? 

“Oww.” She groaned and rubbed the back of her head. 

Had she just had a seizure? 

No, she was still standing. 

Maybe a strong wind burst? 

No, someone grabbed her. She wanted to call out ‘Hello’ but decided a quiet approach was probably best. If someone was trying to attack her, she didn’t want to give him or her any indication of where she stood.

She bent down and picked up her bag and, as she began to stand, a set of footsteps sounded near her.

She gasped and looked in the direction of the sound. In the shadows, she could just make out the large shape as a man approached. The closer he came, the more his physical features became visible. Sadie could see a tall, light-skinned man, topped with unruly hair, but that’s as far as she could get with the murky shade still covering his facial features.

“Who’s there?” she called out. Fear clamped down on her chest and she regretted coming down this shortcut.

No answer. 

She pushed away from the wall and reached inside her bag, hoping to find something, anything, she could use to protect herself. She felt one of her pens against her trembling fingers and pulled it out. She grasped it in her fist, brandishing the ball-pointed end like she would a weapon toward an enemy. She only hoped it did the job.

“Thirsty,” the man called. “So fucking thirsty.”

She swallowed the dryness in her throat. “I—I can help get you something to drink and eat. Just let me go, okay?”

“You can’t help me, poppet,” he groaned back at her.

“Poppet? I’m not a device you can toy with,” she said, and took a step back. “Now, let me go before I scream for help.”

“Go ahead,” he threatened. “I like it when they scream.”

“Shit,” she whispered, and took another step back. 

What does he want? 

Money? 

Sex? 

Her life? 

“Tell me what you want, and I’ll give it to you. Just let me go, okay?”

“I can’t do that, little lady.” The man was then in her face, his death-like breath wafting over her face in sour waves.

She gagged and took a step back. 

How did he move so fast? 

He was just over there, and now he’s here?

The man opened his mouth in an evil sneer and his elongated teeth glimmered. 

Fangs? 

The man had fangs!

“What...wait, is this a joke? Did someone send you after me as a prank because of the book I’m writing?” Pressed for time, she frantically tried to think of a way to get away from this man. He wasn’t a prank. His eyes were wild and dark, very dark. Up close, now, she could see his pale, almost luminescent skin was caked with dirt in multiple areas, his clothes bore dark, crusty looking stains she wasn't even willing to guess the nature of, and he smelled like decay. 

“No joke, blood bag. But now you’re mine.” The man had her pinned to the wall in a second, his thick arm spanning her chest and causing the breath to hitch in her chest when she attempted to inhale. He gripped her hair and yanked her head to the side, exposing her neck. He leaned in and inhaled.

She shook, scared, panic rising, and pressed her hands against his chest. “Get off of me,” she screamed. “Help! Help me!” 

Her heart raced in her chest and she kicked at her assailant, her high-heel-clad feet connecting several times with his shins, but nothing deterred the man. “Please, someone help me!”

Then, a sharp pain exploded in the side of her neck. It throbbed and burned, and a dizziness flooded her mind. 

“Stop!” She pushed against him again, but he wouldn’t move. It was as if the man was stone in human form. He was strong, too strong for her. 

He lifted a filthy hand to her neck and began to squeeze. The pain in her neck grew and, even as the pressure across her chest lessened, she still couldn’t catch a breath. She was going to die. No one knew where she was other than in New Orleans for a book signing. This man had bitten into her neck and she would die of infection or strangulation. 

Tears slipped from her eyes as her air supply dwindled and she sagged against her captor. She tried once more to catch a breath, sucking at the foul-smelling air surrounding her, but she couldn’t fill her lungs. The feeling of helplessness settled over her like a weighted blanket.

In the distance, she glimpsed a man running toward them. His mouth was open as if he was screaming a war cry. 

Was she hallucinating? 

Then, suddenly, the blood-stealing man’s hand was removed from her neck, his body ripped away from hers, and thrown across the alley, smacking into the opposite wall with a sickening thud. 

Sadie sucked in the glorious, fresh oxygen with a deep gasp. She then dropped to her knees, rolled to her hip, and collapsed on the ground. Her eyelids fluttered closed as she felt warm liquid ooze from her neck, down her chest to puddle on the ground at her side. She imagined she could hear the drip drip drip of her life-fluid hitting the dingy pavement and, oddly, she found the sound somewhat comforting in its steady repetition. 

As blackness clouded her vision, the shadows creeping closer and closer, she heard a voice call out, “Call Malik,” followed by, “Holy hell, she’s losing a lot of blood.” 

In the distance, or perhaps simply garbled by the encroaching waves of dizziness, someone else ordered, “Get Chayton Blair.”

Screams, loud, ravenous screams, filled the afternoon air. 

A breeze caressed over Sadie’s body and she flitted in and out of consciousness, barely awake, struggling to sense anything happening around her as the murky blackness fought to claim her. 

“We do not feed on humans, you piece of shit,” growled a man’s voice.

“No! She’s mine! I found her, she’s mine! I’m so fucking thirsty...please, I’ll petrify soon if I don’t feed!”

“Get him out of my sight. Where is Malik?”

Who were these men? 

These voices?

She should be scared out of her fucking mind, but the only thing Sadie felt was numb. 

“Did you reach Malik?” asked the earlier male’s voice.

“Yeah, he’s on his way,” came a new tone. Now there were three in total, the attacker and two men. 

Who is Malik? 

“He’ll be here shortly.”

“We need to stop her bleeding,” the first one said.

“What is that sweet smell?” asked the second one.

“I smell it, too, and I'm trying not to think about it.” 

The two men smell what that’s sweet? 

My blood? 

What about the attacker? 

What did he mean he was thirty and needed to feed? 

Was he a fucking cannibal?

Suddenly, the two men were bent down in front of her. Sadie’s eyes took in the blurred images of two figures, one moving her hair from her face, the other pressing a wrap to her neck.

“Shit, what happened?” came a new voice. “We need to get her to a safe place.”

“We can take her to our home,” answered male one.

“No, we can’t,” said the second.

A growl passed between the men. Sadie should have felt frightened but instead, she grew more tired and colder with each passing second. She felt her chest rumble and one of the men gasped.

“She’s still awake? We need to move her now! Pick her up. Let’s go.”

“Not our home,” came voice two.

“You don’t get to bark any orders right now. It’s up to us to save her life,” came the new voice. “If you let her die because you don’t want her in your home, then you’ll be held responsible for not offering her the safety of your home.”

“No fucking way,” growled the man. “Her life is not on my hands nor will her blood be my responsibility!”

Whoever this douchebag was, Sadie did not like him.

Someone scooped her limp body in their arms and held her close to their chest. The right side of her body leaned against a strong, well-defined chest. She expected to hear a heartbeat, but it was only silent. Alarming, yes, but the least of her concerns now. She was going to die soon if someone didn’t cauterize her wound. 

“Fuck,” growled the man who held her. It was the first voice, the one who found her being attacked. “Her blood...it’s, damn it, it’s intoxicating.”

“Give her to me,” called the new voice. “I’ll carry her.”

“No,” growled the first man. “I’m fine. Let’s just get out of here before any officers show up asking questions.”

“Chayton Blair,” called a new voice. 

Who was this Chayton?

“Malik, good you’re here. The one in the alley down there attacked this woman. We’re bringing her back to William’s home for observation and healing.”

“Is she a human?” asked the voice of this Malik person.

“No,” called the man holding her body. “I mean, I don’t think she is. Smell her blood and you decide for yourself, sir.”

“No, get her to your home. I’ll be there as soon as I deal with this one. Stay to the shadows, and hurry.”

A rush of wind surrounded Sadie’s body and she wondered if she were riding on a motorcycle while this man held her. It would have been impossible but that’s how it felt. Curious, she opened her eyes long enough to find the man holding her was running. Her lids blinked slowly, and she whispered, “How?”

“Shh,” he said and looked into her eyes. “You’re safe. Just rest.”

He was beautiful. Dark brown hair and light blue eyes, fair complexion and scruff on his cheeks and chin. She leaned in closer to the man and decided if she were to die, he at least attempted to save her life. She would hold onto this point until she could no longer cling to anything.

“I’m losing her,” the man yelled, his voice rumbling in his chest.

Then, with a sigh, everything went dark.
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Sadie blinked a few times as she pulled herself from sleep. She inhaled, stretched, and yawned, then hissed from pain that radiated from her neck. It was then she realized she wasn’t in her bed.

Or the hotel. 

She sat up and gasped, pulling the comforter up to her shoulders. The room was enormous, the size of a studio apartment. She sat in a four-poster bed. Gazing at her surroundings, she noted the fabric draped across the top of the frame from each pillar. There were paintings of figures hanging on the wall, and she wondered if she was in some type of mansion or castle. 

Across the room was a bathroom, and next to it, a large wardrobe. She pulled the covers back and gasped. Her clothes had been removed and she was in a silky top and matching bottom. 

Who the fuck saw me naked? 

Where am I? 

What the hell happened?

She spied her messenger bag sitting on a wingback chair. She climbed from the bed and rushed over to it. She picked it up and opened the bag, finding all her contents inside, except her cell phone.

“Shit.”

She sat the bag back down and realized her feet were cold. She stood on a hardwood floor and it was chilly in the room. Next to her bag, placed on a stunning cherry wood side table, she noticed a handwritten note. She grasped the elegant, thick paper and opened it, unsure what to expect.

Good day, Ms. McKenzie. 

First, please trust you’re safe. I only know your name because I looked to see who you are on your driver’s license. You’re in the home of William Thomas, a friend of mine. My name is Doctor Chayton Blair. Once you’re dressed, you’re welcome to join us downstairs. We have a lot to discuss, including your welfare. 

Regards,

Chayton Blair, MD to the Covenant

She folded the note, tucking it into her bag, and decided to have a look around, her thoughts running wild with curiosity as she perused the room some more. 

Who or what is the Covenant? 

Sadie stood in the chilly room for a moment, thinking over the events of the last few hours—wait, had it been hours? 

How long had she been asleep? 

Looking up at one of the portraits, she decided it reminded her of a painting she would see in an art gallery. The woman featured in the painting appeared to be dancing, garbed in a brilliant red, Spanish style dress. A man playing the guitar stood next to her. She was surrounded by onlookers, and behind them, a restaurant. Maybe it was a cafe. The portrait was beautiful.

Across the room on the other wall was another painting like this one. However, instead of a cafe, it was a woman walking along the beach in a brilliant blue dress while the wind gently blew her hair about her and the skirt of the dress billowed out behind her. She held a hat in one hand; the other held her hair back from her face.

The painter captured the woman beautifully. Glancing between the images, Sadie decided it was clear the woman was the same person. 

Maybe she captivated the artist?

Sadie made her way to the wardrobe and pulled open the double wooden doors. Having no idea what may be on the other side, she was pleasantly surprised to find dress shirts, dresses, pants, and shoes. There was a drawer and she was curious about the contents. Sliding it open, she found under garments, including bras, socks, hose, and thigh highs.

She lifted one of the bras and admired the silky, thin material. Having a larger bust size didn’t agree so much with wearing a padded bra. The size was hers and she pulled out a pair of matching panties. She grabbed a lavender pull over, a sleeveless top, and tan pants. She picked up a pair of beige ballet flats that were on the floor amid a number of other bits of footwear tucked under the garments, and headed into the bathroom.

She gasped when she walked in. This was no simple bathroom. There was a shower large enough for two to three people to fit comfortably, and a Jacuzzi tub big enough for her to stretch her long legs in. At five foot eight, it was almost impossible for her to bathe in a tub and completely submerge herself. 

Most men were her height or taller and she tended to intimidate people with her presence, but it wasn’t anything she ever intended. 

“Good lord. I could live in this bathroom.”

Instead of partaking of the amazing bathtub at the moment—which she seriously wanted to do—she used the potty and figured she would go meet her rescuers. 

Well, hopefully, they were rescuers. 

Why would a kidnapper give her such luxury, right? 

Her thoughts flashed back to her novel for a moment and she realized a concept such as she'd just been through would be interesting. The thought set the ideas to blooming in her mind. 

She found a new toothbrush on the vanity and opened it from the packet, then brushed her teeth. A moment later, she was dressed and ready to meet whoever was downstairs. She was nervous, having no idea where she was, who she was with, but the luxury she was given at least helped calm some of her nerves. 

She found a hairbrush in one of the drawers and stared at her hair for a long moment. It was naturally curly and running a brush through it would make her look like Bozo the fucking clown. 

Fuck no.

She put it back up and opted for a messy bun. She pulled a few strands down around her face and liked the way it looked. 

Professional, yet, easy going.

And now she was stalling.

With a sigh, she left the bathroom and picked up her messenger bag. Maybe they had her cell phone? She’d find out in a few minutes.

Opening the door, she peeked out before stepping forward. The hallway was empty, but she heard voices that echoed from downstairs. The hallway, like her bedroom, had paintings hanging along the walls. Some were of forest scenery; others were of books, scenes in shops, or animals.

She found a staircase and took it down, hearing the voices as the chatter continued. She couldn’t quite make out what they were saying. Her heart began to race as she approached the bottom. 

In front of her was what appeared to be the front door. It was a double door with a chandelier hanging over the middle of the entry. The floor was a beautiful gray marbled tile. Next to the door was a table to hold keys, books, or whatever needed to be dropped off when someone returned home.

“How long has she been asleep?” asked a male’s voice.

She looked to her right, hoping to see the source of the voice. She walked toward the room and found four men inside, three sitting at a rectangular dining room table, one standing at the head of it. All four of them were beautiful, the most incredible looking men she had ever looked upon her entire life. It was like GQ happened right here in this house.

She wanted to remain invisible hoping to hear their conversation. She hid behind the wall to the room and waited for a moment. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then slowly exhaled.

Someone attacked her, then someone else rescued her. 

Who was in this room? 

Who were these people? 

Why would someone bite her? 

And why did he have fangs? 

Her mind screamed vampires but there was no way this was possible. Vampires were myths and not real. Nothing of the paranormal was real. Well, except for the occasional spiritual encounters people tend to have. Not that she did, but she believed her friends’ stories.

The front door was right there. She could just leave and be done with all this. She didn’t have a phone to call for an Uber or Lyft, but she could walk to a gas station.

Well, that was if the house she was in wasn’t on a cliff over the ocean. Or in the middle of nowhere and the nearest neighbor wouldn’t hear you scream. Or worst yet, she could be in a situation like the movie, Deliverance. If she left and they decided to hunt her down like she was some type of prey.

Fear clamped her chest and she wanted nothing more than to just leave. Panic jolted through her and her chest rose and fell rapidly. She would hyperventilate if she didn’t get help or calm herself down.

“Well, it’s right here, in black and white. She’s a blood demon.”

“And you’re positive the Covenant has no record of her?”

“Malik
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