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Darius Wilder is a
vampire of royal blood. His father is one of the most powerful
vampires around. After being ostracized for being gay he’s
currently on the run from those that would hunt him. Phantom Creek
has become his safe haven. The mortuary; his new home, and the
people that work there; his new family. Romance hasn’t come easy
for him and with each failed relationship he prays a little harder
that fate will give him a mate of his own.

Jirga is a demon
bounty hunter. He’s the last person you want hunting you down. When
Aristotle Wilder hires him to find his son and bring him home Jirga
thinks it’ll be a simple snatch and grab. Only, he runs into a
little snag when executing the job he was sent to do.

Darius longs for his
fated mate, not just for the companionship but also so he can gain
the full power of his royal blood. Jirga just wants to finish his
job and move on but Darius complicates that. Will these two be able
to work things out and fight the enemy in front of them or will
Darius’ father win?

(Warning:
Contains sexual content and explicit language. Not recommended for
those under the age of 18.)
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Darius Wilder
(Dar-ee-us, Wild-er)

Jirga (Jeer-gah)

Aristotle Wilder
(Aris-tot-le, Wild-er)
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“You
work where? Dude that’s creepy.”

Every time I
hear that phrase part of me dies a little more. The hope that
there’s love left in the world fades a little more. Creepy. Freak.
Weirdo.

I’ve been
called a lot of things but none of them as hurtful as the venom
spewed by the people I thought were my friends, my family when they
found out I was gay. Can you believe that? A vampire of pure royal
blood, gay. They were livid. I was supposed to procreate. Carry on
the bloodline. Take my rightful place on the throne, but when I
refused, I was stripped of my title and cast out.

I’d never felt
so alone. I spent many years travelling from place to place hoping
to find sanctuary. But word travels fast and when you get on the
wrong side of one of the most powerful vampires in the world,
you’re on the wrong side of them all. I’ve been lucky enough to be
able to avoid conflict. Avoid being hunted. If I refrain from
pissing them off, they won’t come after me. Truth is, I know I
could be stronger than them all, but I would have to find my fated
mate first. Being of royal blood, I won’t fully come into my powers
as a royal vampire until I do. Hopefully, fate will be kind to me
and send a mate my way. It happened for Dimitri. If not, well
then….I guess I’ll face my father’s wrath when the time comes.
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You know your entire
life has gone to shit when everything you own has to be registered
under an alias. I can’t even earn money normally. Technically, I’m
not even on the payroll. After explaining my situation during my
interview, my boss decided it would be best if I were paid under
the table, leaving no record of my employment. Makes things easier
if I ever have to pick up and leave at a moment’s notice. Only, I’m
tired of running. This place has become a home for me and the guys
at work are like family. Even if I were found by my father’s goons,
I’d rather be dragged home kicking and screaming than abandon the
place I’ve come to love so much.

Is it insane
that I’ve turned one of the empty crypts into a home? Truth is, I’m
too afraid to live in the house I bought. The last time I settled
down somewhere like this, my house ended up being destroyed when I
was finally found. I’d fallen in love with that house which is why
I’m half afraid to live in the new one. Sure, all the new things I
picked out are there, but I just can’t bring myself to actually
live there. I’d hate it if I got attached to the house and it ended
up destroyed.

Living in a
crypt isn’t that bad. I’ve got everything I need, and Dimitri lets
me use the personal bathroom in his morgue when I need to shower
and such. For food, I usually have dinner at the IHOP on the corner
but sometimes one of the guys will invite me over for a meal. When
it comes to blood though I’ve had to resort to drinking from
animals. A few of the guys have let me feed on them before but it’s
like drinking an entire batch of energy drinks half the time. I
swear the last time I fed from one of them I was wide awake for two
weeks straight. Needless to say, I’ve been sticking to animals ever
since.

It’s not so
bad though. My limited magic means I’ve been able to really turn
this crypt into the perfect hidey hole. It’s kind of like a mini
house now and entirely self-sufficient. During the night, when I
first started using the crypt as my living space, I installed a
solar panel on the roof. Now, I’ve got electricity and everything.
The only thing I couldn’t hook up was a water source. Otherwise,
I’d have a bathroom. Instead, I’ve got three floors. The top floor
is basically your average crypt; in the center of the floor is the
door covering the staircase leading down to the floors below that
are twice the size of the main crypt itself. The second floor has
my kitchen and living room area and the third floor is my bedroom
and closet space. All in all, it’s a pretty nice spot and I never
have to worry about being late for work since I technically live on
the property.

My only
problem is my limited magic use. What I’ve created here is the best
I can do. Royal blood vampires are different in that aspect. Our
supernatural abilities extend beyond those of the average vampire.
Your average vampire usually has increased strength, heightened
senses, increased speed, and abilities to tamper with the mind.
Whether it’s mind control or memory alteration. A vampire with
royal blood is a bit different. See, the royal blood itself comes
from the very first vampire. With average vampires, the bloodline
has been diluted and they no longer retain the powers of a royal.
However, royal blood vampires are vampires that haven’t diluted the
original bloodline and are closer in power to the original
vampire.

The problem
lies with the power itself. A true, pureblood royal vampire won’t
come into their powers until they’ve met their fated mate, claimed
that person, and been claimed in return. Once that happens their
magic ability increases tenfold and they gain other unique
attributes only the original vampire had. I think that’s why my
father was so pissed at the idea of me being gay. I’m the last
pureblood remaining and according to the seers in our coven may end
up being the most powerful. My father is truly old fashioned and
stuck in the old ways. He believes in carrying on the bloodline
while doing whatever it takes to keep the bloodline as pure as
possible. When I came out, he was livid. I’ve never seen someone so
angry. The truth is, I was supposed to marry someone from another
coven. Someone he chose for me but being gay, I refused.

In hindsight,
that was probably a mistake. If I’d just gone along with his
wishes, I wouldn’t be living a life on the run. I’d probably be
miserable but still at least I wouldn’t be continuously hunted by a
bunch of goons, hell bent on dragging me back home. Oh well, enough
dwelling on the dark shit. I’ve got work to do. These graves won’t
dig themselves. Besides, I’ve been dying to try out the new iPod I
got last week. It took me forever to figure out how to put songs on
it, but I finally got it. I had to get this song I heard Dimitri
playing the other day. It’s about counting assholes. Had me
laughing out loud when I heard it.
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