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    For Sam and Glarys, two supportive characters who deserve their happy ending…

      

    

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Note from the Author
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Hello, lovely readers.  I’m thrilled to bring you Sam and Glarys’s love story and add to the Etherya’s Earth world.  I originally wrote this novella for an anthology that never came to fruition, which worked out rather well since this story is perfect for a release date near Valentine’s Day.

If you’re new to the Etherya’s Earth series, please note that this novella falls between Books 5 and 6 in the series and, therefore, there are a ton of spoilers.  If you’d like to start at the beginning, I suggest starting with The Dawn of Peace.  If you’re fine with spoilers, then read on, my friends.

I really enjoy writing books with more mature characters and was so excited to see Sam and Glarys get their happy ending after centuries without a soulmate.  Here’s wishing you happiness too, and I hope you enjoy their sweet, steamy story!

––––––––
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Click here to start with The Dawn of Peace
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Chapter 1
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Sam, son of Raythor, sat in the uncomfortable chair waiting for Lila to walk down the aisle.  The sun was high in the clear blue sky, and he closed his eyes, inhaling the fragrant air.  Vampyres had only regained the ability to walk in the sun weeks ago.  For a thousand years, they’d been cursed by the goddess Etherya to live in darkness, a punishment for their role in the War of the Species with the Slayers.  Now that the war had ended and Vampyre King Sathan and Slayer Queen Miranda were married, the goddess had finally rescinded the curse.  So thankful to feel the warmth on his skin, Sam basked in the glorious rays.

“Isn’t it magnificent?” a melodic voice asked beside him.

Lifting his lids, he smiled at Glarys.  The house manager for the sprawling Vampyre royal estate at Astaria was a lovely woman, and he was happy he’d found a seat next to her at the wedding.  He’d met her a few times when he’d come to eat dinner at the estate, and the food she prepared was heavenly.  Although Vampyres relied on Slayer blood for sustenance, Sam had always enjoyed food and had never tasted anything like Glarys’s succulent dishes.

“Amazing,” he said, smiling.  “I’d almost given up hope.”

“For some reason, I never did.  Somehow, I knew our people would find a way to end the war.  After that, I was sure Etherya would let us walk in the sun again.”

“I admire your optimism.”

Light blue eyes sparkled as she grinned up at him.  “I’ve always been pretty optimistic.  It seems like a waste to be otherwise, right?”

Giving a nod, he said, “It sure does.  Life should be lived to the fullest and all that jazz.”

“Exactly.”  The tips of her fangs rested upon her bottom lip as she beamed up at him, and Sam felt a tiny jolt as his heartbeat quickened.  Realization swept over him as he envisioned her scraping the tiny points over the vein at his neck...and then piercing the skin as she drank from him.

Processing his attraction to the kindhearted adopted family member of the Vampyre royals, Sam let the sentiment settle in.  He certainly didn’t expect to feel desire for her, but his body’s reaction was undeniable.

Lila chose that moment to walk down the aisle, saving Sam from further analysis.  As the ceremony progressed, the stub of his arm tingled as if it wanted to reach for her.

Sam had lost his arm in the Awakening but still felt the limb’s presence on occasion.  Nolan, the physician at Astaria, called it “phantom arm” and informed Sam he would most likely feel the sensation indefinitely.  It was a stark reminder that he’d never quite be whole.

Glancing down at Glarys, he wondered if the sight of the missing limb bothered her.  She simply grinned up at him, giving him a wink as Latimus and Lila exchanged their vows, and his throat tightened.  She was so pretty, her cheekbones slightly reddened from the sun, and Sam reveled in the moment.

For the first time in so very long, Sam was attracted to a woman.  Embracing the feeling, he settled into the chair to watch the ceremony.

* * * *
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Glarys flitted around the ballroom of the huge castle at Astaria making sure glasses were full and empty plates were removed.  Doting on people was one of her favorite pastimes, and she was masterful at it.  Perhaps that was why she excelled at running the large royal estate.  Sathan’s father, King Markdor, had hired her centuries ago, before her husband died, and she’d become part of the family.  Since she and Victor never had children, her window had closed, leaving her with a soft spot in her heart for the royal Vampyre siblings, whom she loved as her own.

Glarys had gone through her immortal change at sixty-five years old, locking her into a body that was less agile and more withered than most.  There was no rhyme or reason as to when a person went through their immortal change, but many Vampyres experienced it in their twenties or thirties.

Sighing, Glarys caught a glimpse of her reflection in the kitchen window as she washed the dishes, inwardly remarking that she looked like an old lady.  Her short hair was white as snow, and stubborn little laugh lines extended from her eyes.  At least her irises were blue, and the wrinkles weren’t that noticeable.  She had long, black lashes surrounding her ice-blue eyes and hoped that made her somewhat passable.  Telling herself to release the ridiculous musings and get back to work, she finished washing the dishes and set everything in the rack to dry.

Turning, her gaze fell upon Sam, and she gasped.  He held up his hand, palm out, looking contrite.

“Sorry, Glarys, I didn’t mean to scare you.  Jack sent me back here to see if there’s any orange juice.  He said you squeeze it fresh, and I think he might be addicted to it.”

Wiping her hands on the towel before throwing it on the counter, she trailed to the refrigerator and pulled out the pitcher.  “I made some just for him.  Somehow, I knew he’d ask for it.  Want to grab a cup out of the cabinet?”

“Sure.”  He turned, opening the cabinet and searching inside.

Glarys took the opportunity to steal a glance at his broad back and delicious butt in his dress pants.  His tapered waist was accentuated by the black belt he wore, and she breathed a tiny sigh, wishing she could unbuckle it and discover what was inside.  Of course, the probability of that happening was slim to none, so she waited, smiling when he approached her with the glass.

She poured a generous portion for his nephew, Jack.  Lila and Latimus’s adopted son was hands-down the cutest kid on the planet with his freckled face and mop of red hair.  Studying Sam, she realized his features mimicked his nephew’s.  Reddish-blond hair sat above firm features and lightly freckled skin.  Deep brown eyes seemed to pool like melted chocolate as he grinned.

“That’s real nice of you to make this for Jack.  I know he appreciates it.”

“Of course,” she said, waving her hand and turning to put the drink back in the fridge.  “He’s stolen my heart, the little munchkin.  I’d do just about anything to see that crooked smile of his.”

Turning back, she saw Sam’s gaze lift and wondered if he’d been staring at her backside.  Glarys always carried an additional ten pounds she never had the energy to shed despite wanting to.  Maintaining an estate as large as Astaria was exhausting, and she usually fell into bed each night already half-asleep.

“You look pretty in your dress,” he said, eyes roaming over her blue frock as she damn near shivered.  Telling herself he was just being kind, she gave a slight curtsy.

“Thank you, sir,” she teased.  “You look wonderful too.  I wouldn’t be surprised if one of the aristocratic ladies snatched you up for a dance.”

His features scrunched.  “I’ve never really had much use for aristocrats.  Find them kind of haughty.  Except for Lila.  She’s a damn saint.  And Latimus is pretty great too.”

“Lila has always been such a sweet girl.  I’m so happy she
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