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AUTHOR’S NOTE:

I hope you enjoy stepping into my fantasy universe. There’s no prior reading necessary; this is a self-contained novel. A story of forbidden love, magic, and spellbooks. At the end, you’ll also find more information about my other novels and my new romantasy series.

I sincerely hope you enjoy this adventure!
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The plot combines the best of the paranormal with the best of romance... an irresistible read. — BookLife Prize

Enchanting; I was hooked from the first page

Romantic, mysterious, and very well-written.

A magical story with characters that stay with you.

Surprising: not your typical vampire and witch story.

A quick read to get lost in and dream; it leaves you wanting more.

Reviews for The Witches of Ibiza and The Vampires of Emberbury, from the same universe as Solstice of Wolves.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​BOOKS BY EVA ALTON

[image: ]


THE VAMPIRES OF EMBERBURY SERIES

Stray Witch

Witch’s Mirror

Witches’ Masquerade

Witches’ Elements

*
[image: ]


The Vampire’s Assistant

A Winter's Cobalt Kiss 

THE WITCHES OF IBIZA SERIES

Iris – The Witch’s Blood Spell

Selena – Wolf Moon

Mina – Spirits of Shadows

Oksana – The Fallen Angel

THE SCRIPTRIA SERIES

Scriptria

CARPI CAFÉ SERIES

Love in the Footnotes

Love Under Construction

My Imperfect Roommate

Love with a Hint of Vanilla

The Horoscope of Heartbreak

STANDALONE NOVELS

Hidden Notes

[image: ]

EVA ALTON

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Mailing List

[image: ]


The Solstice Circle

Join to receive book updates, exclusive previews, and free reads.

When you subscribe, you’ll receive a welcome eBook, short stories, and notifications about upcoming releases.
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https://sendfox.com/lp/1gykjx

"In the midst of winter, 

I finally learned that within me 

there lay an invincible summer."
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— Albert Camus
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Tanaya

A SHARP, UNBEARABLE wail tore me from my sleep in the middle of that December night. I was buried under the blankets because the firewood had run out hours ago; as always, we were trying to be frugal because Damir confiscated half of what my mother gathered, heedless of the fact that she was getting old and suffered from terrible back pain.

I shot upright, covering my ears, and ran to the adjoining bedroom.

"Mother... can you hear it, too?"

She pushed the stray gray strands from her forehead and nodded, with the grim calm of someone who has seen too many things go wrong.

"That's not a sound of this world," she murmured in her weary voice.

"I'm going to see where it's coming from," I told her. "You stay here. Put some cotton in your ears and don't come out until I'm back."

I threw a coat on over my plaid pajamas and went to the door of our stone house in the middle of the woods. In the distance, the neighbors' lights were coming on; I heard a clamor of worried voices, growing as more people joined in. I walked toward the main road that cut through the village. Uphill was the Muñoz' house, an elderly couple whose children, like my older brothers, had left long ago, fleeing the alpha's tyranny. I was one of the few young people who had stayed, mortgaging a brighter future elsewhere. But I had done it out of loyalty to my mother. I would never have left her alone in a place like this.

I found several neighbors in their dressing gowns, arguing loudly in the frosty night.

"Has anyone spoken to the alpha?" Daniel Muñoz asked.

"Not me," replied Sara Lacasa, whose breath created a white cloud of vapor in the frigid air. She turned to me. "What about you, Tanaya? Do you know anything?"

"Not yet," I replied. "I'll go see him."

Our alpha was a disgrace. He never did anything for us and always looked out for his own interests. But still, he was the only one we had, and as wolves, we had to respect him. It was in our blood. Wolves don't rebel lightly: it would have been the end of the community and the beginning of chaos.

"As soon as I know something, I'll let you know," I told the neighbors. "In the meantime, you'd better wait inside. This sound is unbearable. 

Ignoring the cold and dampness seeping up my pajama pants, I wrapped my coat tightly around myself and went to Damir's house. Once, before my father died, my family had lived there, in the alpha's residence. It felt strange to knock on the door of what was once my home.

He came to the door bare-chested and looked me up and down with that unbearable superiority.

"What do you want, Tanaya?" he spat.

"What do you think I want? Can't you hear it?"

"Of course I can hear it. So?"

"I don't know, what are you going to do about it? People are going crazy from this excruciating sound. You're the alpha, aren't you? Do something."

"I'm not discussing this with you, woman. I will announce my decision at the Council."

"When?"

"At sunrise. Tell the others to gather in the clearing."

I ran from house to house. Everyone was nervous, on edge from that shrill noise that grated on our ears and made our brains vibrate inside our skulls. The entire village was in the clearing long before sunrise, and long before Damir and his stupid brother Chamuel arrived.

The alpha and his right-hand man stood in the center of the circle, on a large, flat stone.

“Pack!” Damir barked. “I want that damned noise gone. Whoever finds the source and shuts it up will be rewarded and get  to enjoy Christmas Eve properly.”

That "reward" he mentioned would surely come from the spoils he stole from us every day. Still, I felt tempted to try. If I succeeded, Mother and I could finally have a proper Christmas dinner. Since my father's death and the flight of my two brothers, we rarely went to bed on a full stomach. I fantasized about a table laden with roasted meat, oven-baked potatoes with rosemary, and a glass of fine wine, while the firewood crackled in the hearth and many more logs waited in the basket.

I clenched my fists where no one could see.

I was going to find the source of that dreadful wail, and I was going to put an end to it.

"Go now," Damir said with a clap of his hands.

He didn't even need to raise his voice to remind us who was in charge. Last winter, he had emptied the granaries of two "disloyal" families. One of the elders had frozen to death before spring. "Let that be a lesson," he'd said when he found out, while breaking the whitest bread I had seen in years.

Sometimes, I dreamed of biting his throat out.

But then I would wake up and go hunting for him.

When Damir dismissed the meeting, I returned along the stone path to my house. I heard other young people talking about the search; I wasn't the only one who was hungry.

As I rounded the last bend, a frigid breeze washed over me from the forest, and I caught a strange scent. It reminded me of dried blood. A lethal aroma, of death... and something reminiscent of old wax seals.

I ran into the kitchen, where my mother was boiling thyme in a saucepan to make a breakfast infusion.

"What did they say, Tany?" she asked, hugging me.

I explained what Damir had proposed, and she didn't seem happy with my decision.

"It could be dangerous," Mother replied. "Let the others go."

"Mother, no one in this village is more capable than I am, and you know it. I'll find the source of the wail. Do we still have those iron chains in the shed?"

"Iron chains?" she asked, surprised. "What for? They're very heavy. You're not planning on walking up the mountain lugging those around, are you?

"That'll keep the cold out. And you never know what you might run into," I answered, ignoring her worries.

She pursed her lips but didn't protest any further.

"Be careful, my child."

She didn't say it, but I heard the subliminal message in her words: "You're all I have left." For that very reason, I didn't tell her I had just caught a vampire's scent nearby.

A vampire in wolf territory was never good news.
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I BRAIDED MY HAIR, bundled up as much as I could, and went out into the forest.

I wasn't the only one to leave the village that morning, but I was the only one carrying a backpack full of stakes and chains. They were heavy, but my legs were strong: the forest, hunting, and firewood were my daily life—on top of all that, there was my job at the town's supermarket, where I would surely be late today. But I wasn't afraid of getting fired: there were few people left here, and the pay was abysmal anyway.

What worried me was that unsettling scent of a vampire, which grew stronger with every step.

I walked for hours. I soon lost sight of the other searchers, who had scattered in different directions. I followed the sound of the wail, which seemed to be coming from the same place as the vampire scent. At times, the stench would intensify, but when I reached that point, I found nothing. It was as if the creature was dodging me, or playing a macabre game of cat and mouse.

As dusk fell, I sat down, sheltered from the wind, and ate a little bread, cheese, and cured meat. Now the air also smelled of imminent snow, which would make my progress more difficult.

When I'd finished my meager dinner, I bent down and sniffed the ground. As I did, I found human-shaped footprints in the snow: delicate leather soles, from elegant footwear; long, light strides. They weren't one of my kind. I guessed the vampire had transformed with the fall of darkness and was now prowling in human form.

I continued on all fours, silent as the forest creature I was.

And then, I saw him. 

He was sitting on a rock, reading a crumpled sheet of paper with rapt attention, his hands stained with red ink. The ink was dripping, and a small, disturbing puddle of ink—or perhaps blood—had formed on the ground.

I crouched in the bushes and studied his face. I was expecting a horrible, emaciated creature, but I was surprised by a pleasant face with large, almost electric blue eyes. He had light brown hair, too long for these times; an old-fashioned beard and mustache, the kind you'd only see in a black-and-white photograph. He was wearing a white shirt and suit trousers, just like that
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