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About This Book
Hunter knows his family, and Jordan’s family, were a bunch of psychos, and Jerry and Connie, their adoptive parents, turned out to be the same.
Hunter’s not just another regular nineteen year old vampire, he was spawned from the f+cking devil, and if it’s the last thing he does, he’ll get out of his family of death, even if it kills him.
Thirteen Years Later | There is one loose end. The head of the hydra, the one no one speaks of anymore. There are only whisperings of his existence, and Rosea Bacopa...she was not part of Hunter’s plan.
This story has mature subject matter, and concludes Rosea and Hunter’s story. It should be read in series order. Approximately 24,500 words.
| rich boy | alpha male | anti-hero | dark side | rich girl | dancer | twenty something | age-gap | orphans | strangers to lovers | dual narrators | stand alone | part of a series | ‘vampires’ |
Light heals all wounds.
chapter one
 
JORDAN
My adoptive father stares at me sternly, with black, dead looking eyes, dressed to kill, from across his mahogany desk. I stare vehemently back at him. The steeliness of his posture makes me wonder, do I hate my adoptive father, Jerry, more for not revealing all of these sick truths sooner, or do I hate myself more for what I have to do to Jerry?
I'm going to hate myself far worse. I won’t be the same after.
I feel my chest tighten, even though I’m lacking a physical, tangible, moving heart...the mere thought of Milla not being in my life...I feel like I'd loose a part of myself, if I lost her.
“If you don’t fall in line, I know of a mistletoe or two that could be useful to me,” Jerry threatens.
Over my dead body!
I walk out of Jerry's office, without the promise he wanted me to make. I head into the hallway towards my old room, and trip over Hunter, my younger, vampire cousin – my only cousin, who’s like a sibling to me. A sibling I never had. His features are much lighter than mine, including his dirty-blonde hair.
Hunter’s sitting on the floor, wearing his usual dark hoodie and dark jeans look, right outside of our adoptive father's office, and he catches me, by fisting his hand in my shirt, before I face-plant on the floor. I’m out of sorts, forgetting my vampire abilities momentarily. I usually have quick reflexes.
Honestly, I would have rather face-planted to the floor, trying to knock myself out, than be in this hallway. In this house. Anywhere near Jerry and Connie. Anywhere near my dead father’s house, that Jerry and Connie currently have ownership of. I want none of it! I want out.
This world is FUCKED UP, and I'm not the first one who wanted to escape it.
Hunter reaches his hand out for my trembling hands, that are full of anger, and pulls me up, and leads me to my bedroom quietly, gripping my shoulders with his hands as we go. His room is across the hall from mine.
I stay at my place in Zelo half the time, but come back here to keep Hunter company, the rest of the time. He needs some kind of father figure to look to, and Jerry ain’t it. Hunter’s dad and mom went missing, years ago, just like my parents. I know what happened to all of them.
Of all the secrets I've confided to Hunter, this one with Jerry – I really, really wish he hadn't heard. It would have been safer that way.
I’ll never be part of Jerry and Connie’s sick and twisted – I never meant to walk in on the truth of what my adoptive father and mother were capable of – I need a drink, or ten!
chapter two
Family Lies
HUNTER
Our adoptive dad, Jerry, hadn’t known I’d been home. I levitated up to Jordan’s room, and listened in on a conversation I wish I hadn’t heard.
Jordan is currently going through his closet, trying to find something to wear. I’m sitting on his bedroom floor, watching him.
“Do you want to talk about it?” I ask.
“I’m drinking tonight, at Parcin Pacific. I said we would have a birthday party there for you tonight, before you get out of this place, overseas, – you finished your last exam today, and our crazed, adoptive parents, won’t mess with you leaving for a few days with friends.”
Jordan says you, not us. We were supposed to get out of here together. Leaving later tonight. Before I start school again in a few weeks, for a new semester.
“Millan?” I ask.
Millan may be Jordan’s ex-girlfriend, but that doesn’t mean he wouldn’t kill for her. Millan was likely the one Jerry had threatened him with tonight, and likely Millan’s sister, too.
“I’ll get it sorted, or someone’s going to die.”
“A little ominous, Jordan. Don’t you think?” I say, twisting the black, fae, wrist charm-band around on my wrist. Jerry doesn’t even know I’m home, or where I am, because of this charm.
Jordan says nothing more to me. We both are dressed in black, like we’re going to a funereal. Jordan gets two small metal flasks from the back of his closet, filled with magic and boos, that will get us wasted in no time. He gives me one of the flasks.
The flask he hands me has Milla and J scratched into the metal, with an arrow through the names. How old is this thing?
I choose not to ask. Jordan has enough to deal with, without me asking more questions he won’t want to answer.
Jordan and I have had drinks on more than a few occasions together with friends, but I don’t think we should drink tonight...a feeling or something.
“Jordan, I don’t think we should...drink tonight. We can do something together, just you and I, and figure what to do with Jerry and Connie. Go to a pool-hall?”
Jordan glares at me, takes the cap off of the lid of the flask he’s holding, swallows some of the liquid inside, and says, “If you think Jerry and Connie are the only ones in our family left, getting into fucked-up shit – Hunt, don’t be so naive. It will get you into trouble. Everyone has a dark side, and going to a pool-hall won’t fix it.”
“Drinking won’t fix it, either,” I mumble. “Who else?”
“I don’t know, but Jerry and Connie ain’t the shit-heads behind this, there’s someone else,” Jordan says, then he pulls on his black motorcycle boots by his bed, walks over to his open bedroom window, and jumps down into the grass below, surrounded by dark, because the sun had set a few hours ago.
I jump down after Jordan, flask in hand.
All that visibly guides us to Parcin Pacific is the light of the moon, and the shades of gray of our vampire vision in the night.
When we get to the party, after walking at vampire-speed, and jogging up a thousand granite stairs to the party’s entrance, to a mountain-top bar, I see Jordan easily find Millan. They get into an argument right away, and I lean on the cave wall nearby, taking the open flask of boos to my lips – boos with an added shot of blood, that I’d bought from one of the bartenders here. I drink. And drink. And drink.
No one gets carded in this place. No one cares.
Within minutes, I’m almost seeing double of Jordan and Millan, and then I don’t see them at all.
When I see Jordan again, I’m sitting on the floor with some friends from school, and Jordan’s walking off with some girl wrapped up in his arms, that goes by the name of Kat Chase. Everyone knows her as the yes girl. Not much she says no to. She’s everything Jordan isn’t into. Thin, short, a little angry, has a kid already, and is in love with him.
I’ve just turned sixteen, and the world weighs heavy on my shoulders – why had Jerry and Connie carried on with mine and Jordan’s parents’ killings…they wanted Jordan to be part of it...I thought we could try our best to move on from that tainted and sick, bloodline truth...
I take the flask to my lips once again. It’s empty.
All creatures have chemicals coursing through them, and that’s why Parcin Pacific is a mountain-top bar run by a fae family with the last name Moongale. They have a drink-list for every sort of creature, to get them tipsy to wasted. The tier system is one-five, and one is the weakest shot, tipsy, and five is the heaviest shot, wasted. I’ve had two drinks, both tier five, to try and forget the things I’ve learned tonight – and try to forget the bloodline-stain that neither Jordan or I can escape.
Drinking is not really working. I’m still sitting up, somewhat straight, and non-wavy.
Vampires and coyotes may not like fae because of their self-important attitudes about themselves, but the Moongale family makes a mean spirit. I like boos tonight. I like the blood in the boos tonight. I like the metal music blasting from the band on the stage, near the top of the cave.
Jordan on the other hand, had had enough fae spirits for him to fall over dead for the night. Given the news about our family – he’d drunk enough for both of us, plus ten, and I won’t fault him
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