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Vampires Hate Billionaries (Long Live the Monsters, #1)


Hazel never thought her art degree would come in handy. She took a sip of champagne, looking up at the walls.  The art ranged from old to new. She automatically recognized older pieces, prints of famous works from Van Gogh, Da Vinci, Georgia O’Keeffe as well as some more contemporary artists here and there. Her boss was currently schmoozing so Hazel was left to enjoy the art. She wasn’t a big fan of parties. Okay, that was a lie. A party with her friends was different from a party of the upper class.  She wasn’t sure if any of these people had even gone to college, let alone finished high school. Nepotism made the world go around, once again

These people were also not her peers. They were the one-percenters, the cream of the crop. Or at least that is what they thought. Hazel kept her mouth shut around her boss; being his assistant was a nightmare, but at least she got paid well. She was sure if she ranted about inequality in any way, it would be the one time her boss was actually listening to her and she’d be fired. She couldn’t afford her apartment by just tutoring so Hazel had to sacrifice her morals for rent and food money.

Hazel sipped her champagne again and stopped in front of a print. The Son of Man aka man with fruit in front of his face. 

“Nice to see a fan of René Magritte,” She said aloud. 

“You actually know the name of the artist?”

Hazel turned around, her heart thumping madly inside her chest. She had been sure she had been alone. Standing behind was the tallest man she had ever seen. He towered above her with an air of elegance and grace she had never seen before. His suit was perfectly tailored, clean, and crisp, his shoes shone like a star, and he even wore a monocle. Being in his presence, she felt underdressed. He was pale, like the moon, and she swore his eyes were golden. 

This was the insanely rich, mysterious man who owned the house, Octavian Stoker. He rarely went outside, and if he did, he was accompanied by someone carrying an umbrella. Rumors were that his skin was extremely sensitive to sunlight, and he couldn’t stay out too long.  People would ask him for investments so he would hold these parties to meet future investors. 

“Y-yes,” Hazel managed to say. 

“That’s impressive. Most people don’t even know the name of the painting,” The man said.

“I like art,” Hazel managed to calm down. “Okay, that’s a bit of an understatement. I’m autistic, and art is my special interest. I love all types of art. Painting, sculpting, needlework, I love it all. I can tell you when a piece was made, who by, the year. I—-”

Hazel’s face felt warm, and she took a big gulp of her drink. She was doing it again, just blabbing about herself. 

“Why did you stop talking, dear?” The man asked.

“I don’t want to bore you,” Hazel said.

“Bore me? Please,” The man scoffed. “You’re the opposite of boring.  You’re the first person not to talk about those god-awful electric cars.  I’d rather talk to you than these pompous morons.”

Hazel was shocked.  She had assumed that Octavian was like her boss and his friends.  Hadn’t he invited them to his house? Why have guests you hate? Granted, Hazel wasn’t a one percenter; she had no idea how the world of the rich and the famous worked.  What did she know? Maybe this was how all wealthy people felt during parties. Again, she took a sip of her liquid courage before speaking.

“I hate them too,” Hazel admitted. “They’re not good for the environment, despite what people say.”

“True,” Octavian said. “So, you’re a fan of René Magritte?”

“Oh, yes,” Hazel said. “I love surrealist art. It’s like an inside look at an artist’s mind, to see how they view the world.  It makes me think about how the world could be different.”

“Indeed. It’s interesting to see how the world is viewed from another perspective,” Octavian nodded, looking back at the painting.  “I’ve always liked that about hum—I meant surrealists. It’s also nice to find someone who enjoys art. Tell me, what do you think of Max Ernst?”

Hazel was shocked at how easy it was to talk to Octavian.  She was able to forget about her awful boss and how much she hated working for him.  It felt like hours passed as she babbled about art, literature, and history.  Octavian didn’t feel like a rich person.  Yes, he had wealth but he didn’t act superior to her.  It was so jarring. Most of her boss’ co-workers didn’t even know her name. She was just Von Dusk’s assistant-slash-eye candy. Here, she was Hazel, the girl who adored art and thought Dali was overrated.

Sadly, all good things must come to an end.

“Aw, there she is!”

Hazel tried not to wince, but she couldn’t help herself.  Hearing his voice ruined her mood instantly. Gritting her teeth, she plastered on a weak smile and watched as Von Dusk, owner of Edison electric cars, walked over to her. He was wearing that godawful red baseball cap with a suit that cost more than her car. It was like this man was a perpetual teenager; he even had it on backward! Smile Hazel, pretend you like this nightmare of a man. Her job depended on her acting like she didn’t loathe her boss.

“Hey Hazey,” Von swung his arm around Hazel. “Been looking for you!”

Octavian’s demeanor changed instantly, too. His eyes narrowed as soon as Von appeared, and his smile vanished.

“I was just staying out of the way,” Hazel whispered.

“Why? I wanted to show you off! Why else would I buy you a dress that shows off your tits?” 

Von’s hand motioned to Hazel’s chest. Hazel thought she heard Ocatavian growl, and when she looked at him, she swore his eyes were glowing. He was staring straight at Von; when the idiot noticed, he froze. Hazel felt his arm go limp around her shoulder.

“Remove your arm this instant,” Octavian’s voice was low. “And do not touch her again.”

Von obeyed, his eyes glazed over. Hazel stared at her boss, confused. No one spoke to Von in such a manner, not even his wife or parents. If they did, he would throw a tantrum like a toddler. He would shout, ‘Do you know who I am?’ and go on idiotic rants until he got what he wanted. Never would he obey a command. What had Octavian done?

“Tell Hazel she can go home,” Octavian continued. “And give her your watch.”

Again, Hazel was shocked as he removed his expensive watch and handed it to her.

“You can go home, Hazel,” He said, his eyes vacant.

“What is—-”

“Hazel,” Octavian said, looking at her. “I think you should listen to your boss.”

Octavian was giving her a warm smile, and while she was confused, she felt like she could trust him. She wasn’t sure what was happening, but she trusted Octavian more than her boss. Slipping the watch into her purse, Hazel left.  She stopped at the door and
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