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Born against the odds,
Elurra is hunted by her aunt and saved by seven miners who whisk
her to safety until her prince can claim her.

 


 


Elurra’s mother was
infected by a vampire. Magic held the effects at bay, but when her
daughter was born, her mother left the world. Raised by her doting
father, Elurra was content with the arranged marriage to a young
sandman. His species was known for their skilled and devastating
armies, and hers was known for magic and agrarian skills. It was a
match that had to wait until the timing was right.

Elurra’s father
is poisoned, and her stepmother immediately begins a systematic
regimen of starving Elurra of the blood that her vampire nature
requires. Days stretch into years, until one day, seven dark
strangers announced that the sandmen are on the move, and they are
coming for Elurra.

Her aunt moves
to kill her, the miners set out to save her, and her prince comes
to her in her dreams. Elurra is tired of being tossed around, and
she gets ready to make her own place in the worlds.

Survival is no
longer enough. She wants to win.
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Chapter One

 


 


Raina held onto the
side of the carriage as it careened toward the castle. She kept a
hand to her neck and chanted over and over to hold back the change.
What should have been the happiest day of her life was now a day of
horror and loss.

The unmanned
carriage barreled through the gateway. It rolled up to the main
doors of the castle, and a beloved and familiar voice called out.
“Raina!”

She smiled and
waited for her fiancé to come and get her. She just wanted him to
hold her before she died. The vampire’s curse was crawling through
her veins.

 


Light filled
her eyes where darkness had been closing in on her. The bedroom was
bright and cheerful. Her nightgown was clean and soft, and the
tearing at her neck was healed. She also wasn’t alone anymore.

Raina looked up
at the man who should have been her husband. “I am alive.”

He nodded.
“Yes, dearest. I used everything I had to keep you going. The
wedding is still on, no matter what.” He stroked her forehead.

She swallowed
and looked at him. “I don’t know why he attacked me, but he did. He
forced his blood into me, and all I wanted was to get to you before
it took me over.”

“You burned him
to ash, so you won’t feel the tethering to your maker. You are safe
now.” He knelt at her side and kissed her hand and pressed it to
his cheek. “The wedding is still on.”

She smiled, and
she saw her future with him. She would hold their daughter and
breathe her last. That was ten months of joy with him, and she was
willing to do it. Her handsome king. The love of her life.

 


* * * *

 


Ten years later

 


“Elurra. Stop running.”
Her nanny was huffing as she tried to catch up.

Elurra slowed
but dodged her nanny, pelting down the hallway to the throne room
where the visitors were.

She sprinted to
the back of the throne and peeped out from behind it at the strange
golden men who were in her father’s court. They looked sort of like
her father, but they were younger and far more intense. Her
father’s good nature always preceded him and wrapped around those
around him with a golden glow.

One of the
older of the men was very serious, another one looked bored, but
the youngest man was just barely an adult. He was lanky and was
paying attention to the conversation taking place in the room. He
met her gaze and blinked in surprise.

She stared at
his golden eyes and giggled. People were always surprised by her
gaze. Her mother’s people had brilliant blue eyes, and she looked
just like her mother.

Her father
paused. “Elurra, come out here.”

She stepped out
from behind the throne, and the older men gasped.

Her father held
his arm out, and she bit carefully so as not to cause him pain.

“This is the
daughter that you are making a suit for, Emric. I only have one
child. The man who marries her will be a rich man and in control of
a very healthy trade corridor and a lush world, but there is a
price.”

Elurra stopped
drinking and used healing magic to seal his wounds. He had taught
her himself when she was old enough.

“This changes
things. I had no idea she was a drinker.”

Elurra looked
at the older man. “You consume animals wholesale, you tear their
flesh and roast it. I take a few ounces of blood from voluntary
sources. No one dies. There is no madness, no violence, and there
is consent. Always consent.” Well, aside from defending herself but
that had only happened once.

The man
blinked. “Apologies, princess. I did not mean to offend.”

“I am a drinker
by curse. A vampire by design. A princess by birth, and a debater
at heart. I am my father’s daughter and my mother’s orphan. Do not
play politics with me. Speak plainly.” She smiled. “Oh, and I also
absorb what I consume, so as I have been drinking from adults, my
mind is the equivalent of three dozen adults, and I can hold
infinitely more.”

Elurra smiled,
and her father chuckled. “That is enough, dearest. Go and climb
some trees.”

She curtsied
formally, and then, she sprinted past the men and out the main
doors. From there, she ran around the castle and to the gardens.
She loved the gardens.

Elurra was up
in the tree and hanging upside down an hour later when the young
man came to find her.

“Good
afternoon, princess.”

She stared at
him and finally answered. “Good afternoon.”

He bowed low.
“I am Alric Kharmin. Prince of the dream hunters.”

She grabbed the
branch and jumped to the ground. “Princess Elurra of Metguard,
owner of the interstellar trading route for the sector and chess
champion of the castle.”

She looked up
at him and cocked her head. He was very tall. If he filled out
similarly to his male relatives, he was going to be massive when he
was done.

He knelt down
and extended his hand to her. “I am pleased to meet you,
princess.”

She opened her
mouth to bite his wrist, and then, she closed her jaws with a snap.
“Apologies. This is how blood is offered to me.”

He looked at
his wrist and then her. “Take what you will.”

She bit him and
took a sample. His blood was rich, and there was something else in
it. She was almost drunk, and that wasn’t good.

She opened her
mouth and healed him. “What is in your blood?”

He held her
hand. “Nothing. Just the way I am.”

Elurra nodded.
“I see. Why did your people come here?”

“Your father
sent for us and offered your engagement as part of a very nice
financial package if my father could come up with a husband for
you.”

“A husband?”
That thought was alarming.

He chuckled. “A
fiancé. When I have finished my service and you are an adult, I
will return, and we will be married.”

She scowled.
“Why would you want to do that? Your father really doesn’t like
me.”

Alric smiled.
“He likes the potential of the union. I think you are going to grow
into an interesting woman. I like your ears.”

She covered the
pointed ears the vampire curse had given her and made a face.
“Interesting is another word for weird.”

Alric eased her
hands down to her sides. “They are adorable and part of you. Come
on. Your father wants to speak to you.”

She went with
him, holding his hand, walking through the gardens.

He asked, “How
did you get so far up the tree?”

She smiled.
“Matter manipulation. In this case, my own matter. I make myself
lighter to climb the tree. It makes up for my lack of upper body
strength.”

He paused.
“Where did you learn that?”

“My father. It
is the same as the healing that he taught me from my mother’s
books. Stimulating the clotting factors and generating new skin is
surprisingly simple.”

“I see. Are you
going to continue your studies?”

“Of course. I
read everything that I can get my hands on. My situation means that
I don’t socialize with others much.”

He chuckled.
“If you are vampire, how is it that you are out during the bright
daylight?”

She sighed. “My
mother was on her way here for the wedding. A vampire of an unknown
species attacked her. He infected her with the DNA-altering virus,
but she defended herself, blasting him to ash. She kept enough of
her own blood to keep herself alive until she arrived at my
father’s castle. He gave her what she needed, and he kept her safe
and well until she had me. That is when she died. She could only
keep one of us alive, and she and my father agreed it would be me.”
Elurra frowned. “I am still not convinced she made the right
decision. My father has been so sad without her.”

“Parents choose
what they think will be the best in the long run. That is why I
ended up here. After meeting you, I think that the decision is
correct. I think you are clever, and that is something that I
admire most in the people I associate with.”

She snorted.
“It will be at least ten years.”

He shrugged. “I
have to serve my world for the next twelve, so it’s fine. You will
grow up. I will survive my service, and then, we will be
together.”

She chuckled.
“Well then, hooray for survival.”

He smiled, and
when her father saw them standing a normal distance apart, her face
cheerful and Alric’s face serious, he signed the contract.

Elurra
chuckled. Her mother’s sister was coming next week, so her life was
going to change for the better. More social interaction was always
a good thing.
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