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!Stalk me!

Santos takes Caterina to his cousin, Lord Barth’s cave, when they both find out they have the same deadline. Neither of their mates are pregnant yet, and the Millennial ball is two weeks away.

Between laughter and excited chatter, their mothers arrive with advice. But is it too late?

The Ball is a horrendous affair that leaves Caterina and Michaela in tears. The human blood bags are creatures without emotion or fight left in them. Except for one.

Alexandre tastes one blood bag after the other and finds them off putting. Never in his entire existence has he ever not found a delicious human to suck from at the Millennial Ball, where the servers are allowed to be fucked and sucked. None of them appeal to him, until his nose catches a fragrance that makes his fangs ache and his cock hard.

Only problem is, she’s on the auction block, and his brother's mate has chosen her.
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Chapter 1 Alexandre
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I drank from the neck of my blood bag thinking about the upcoming ball. Selene was so over the moon with the two couples, it was disgusting. Why would you want to drink from one person for the rest of your existence? You could drink from others, but they would never taste as good as the mate, or so I’ve been told.

“Alex, stop.”

Distracted, I lifted my head to watch Mary approach. “What’s your problem now?”

She didn’t backpaddle, something I hated, but at the same time, admired about her. “You’re at the point of draining your last blood bag. We’re not allowed to get another before the ball.” I looked at the pale face of the woman I’d been drinking from. Disgusted, I threw her to the ground.

“She’s still breathing. Plus, we’ve got yours.” Mary avoided my gaze.

“Again?” I threw my hands up when she nodded.

“I was so hungry, and his blood was flowing so smoothly.” A dreamy expression crossed her face.

“I changed you nine years ago, you should know to control your thirst by now.” I rubbed my face.

“Like you?” She giggled and ran off, knowing that I would have her by the throat if I wasn’t so distracted.

“Brian, can you clean this up, please?” I pointed at the female blood bag.

“Of course, sir.” The butler muttered something under his breath, and a fog surrounded the girl, before disappearing.

“Any ideas in regards to acquiring a new blood bag before the ball?”

“My daughter sucked hers dry again?” He raised an eyebrow.

“Yes.” We couldn’t drink from Brian. He was a warlock and Mary’s father. Drinking from me and combined with his magic has extended his life.

“She’s going to need to behave at the ball, or my grandmother will kill her.” I sighed.

The warlock sighed and nodded. I’d changed his daughter not out of kindness, but because I wanted power and Brian offered that in return for her life.

“Selene is excited with all the mating going around, but I need to introduce Mary.” Grandmother Selene, the demi-goddess creator of vampires, was draconian with pro-creation. Natural born vampires were favored over made. I hoped my brother and cousin Barth couldn’t get their mates pregnant. That would make my night way better. And maybe they refused to change their mates without pregnancy. Selene’s wrath was legendary, she’d kill them for sure. If she killed Santos, I’d be the heir. We only differed one year in age, but he thought himself superior, even living in the new world. Disgusting. Our parents applauded it, Selene definitely not.

I loved the old ways, blood straight from the vein, no hiding my true nature, and except for the blood moon ball, I could take whichever human I wanted for a blood bag, as long as it was kept alive for a year minimum.

Brian’s daughter shouldn’t be so special, but she had the rare ability to stay hidden unless she wanted to be noticed. Eavesdropping was her favorite thing. Maybe I should send her to check out the state of Barth’s mate?

“Mary, get your ass over here.” My voice boomed through the castle, which was empty except for the three of us. Or four if you counted the unconscious human.

“You yelled, master.” The cheeky little twit curtseyed. Her pink dress was frilly and wide enough to hide the giant cat.

“Cat outside, now,” I ground out. That beast was a menace.

“Princess is a leopard, not a cat.” She pouted, but the cat’s eyes bored into mine. I squinted and hissed, and ‘princess’ ducked behind the skirts.

“Don’t be such a bully.” Her arms were crossed, and I closed my eyes, hoping for some patience, which I didn’t possess.

“If you get any juicy information from Barth’s cave, I’ll allow the cat to stay inside.” She cheered, and I held my hand up. “If I see her once, I will give animal blood a try.”

“I promise she’ll be good!”

I waved her off, and she left, the leopard following closely.
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Chapter 2 Louisa
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The town was in uproar with the upcoming blood moon ball. I rolled my eyes at people prancing around, showing off their dresses and suits.

Don’t they realise that no one knows what happens after the ball? You get to attend, but you never get to talk about it since those people just disappear. Never to be seen again.

“Louisa, would you please wash your hair.” My mother was excited, sure I would be picked this year. Not because I was pretty or anything. I was pale, and as she so delicately likes to put it, fat.

I hurried to the back of the house to wash my hair in the cold water bucket she’d put there for me. Rubbing the soap in my hair worsened the knots. I sighed knowing the torture session that was to follow.

“Get over here.” She pointed to a chair and pulled the comb through my ratty hair. She paid no attention to my squalls. The woman lived to torture me. I never combed my hair. No one cared, why should I bother?

“The royals will be here soon. Is she almost ready?” Father didn’t acknowledge me.

“Once I get this rat's nest untangled, yes,” mother grunted.

She must have pulled out enough hair to make a wig. I knew not to make a fuss. It would only end with a hidden bruise from either or both of them. My mind wandered to the forest. Just so I wouldn’t hear their thoughts. It was an annoying mental illness I had. I heard people’s thoughts, and I didn’t want to know what happened in my parents’ minds, ever. As a kid, I did, and it was ugly. I cried for weeks, but never told them why.

By the time I was fifteen, they tried to marry me off, but my looks weren’t good enough, and without a dowry, no one wanted me. I didn’t mind because what went on in those men's dirty minds was disgusting.

I was now eighteen and on my way to becoming a spinster. My parents wanted me out of the house, and their hope was set one hundred percent on the drafting for the ball.

“Well, I tried my best. It’ll have to do.” Mother sighed. Wow, thanks, woman. It almost made me want to be picked. But running away from town would be a better option.

I jumped when a trumpet announced the arrival of the royals.

“Every single man and woman between the ages of eighteen and thirty-five, present yourself in the square immediately.” A booming voice echoed throughout our small town.
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Chapter 3 Alexandre
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I jumped as grandma Selene popped in out of nowhere. “Jeez, woman.” 

“Watch your tongue,” Selene snapped.

“You scared the c.. hell out of me.” I held my non-beating heart.

“I need your help with the drafting in your neighboring watering hole.”

I raised an eyebrow at her description of the small town that set roots on my land a long time ago. They were fertile, and with some mental coaxing, I kept them busy. My blood supply was insured. Fingers crossed she didn’t take too many youngsters for the auction block.

“Can I have a taste before you take them to your castle?” I tried and failed at making pleading puppy eyes at grandma Selene.

“Why?” Her eyes narrowed, and I knew I shouldn’t tell her about Mary yet. Neither about the nearly empty blood bag recovering upstairs. Though she might have smelled it, she didn’t mention it, and neither would I.

“To see if I should take a special interest in one.” I checked my nails, studiously avoiding her too keen eyes.

“Okay, I’ll allow it. But you can’t take advantage before the bidding starts. You know the rules.” She warned.

Stupid rules. I wanted fresh blood now. Out of the corner of my eyes I noticed Mary, and shook my head. She slid back into the shadows. Good girl. That was a close call.

I took a deep breath. “Right, when do we leave?” Before I finished the question, the bloody woman
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