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Three Years Ago 
My face peeked out from under the green fleece blanket I had wrapped around myself as the fresh Seattle air caressed my cheeks. While I sat in the aged, white wicker chair on the front porch of Mom’s quaint blue bungalow, I watched the steam rise from the teacups Mom had set out on the matching white wicker side table.
“This is that black tea Abuela used to send us, right?” I said, sniffing the air in front of me, as if I could scent the hints of fragrant fruit from a few feet away. “I used to love it when you made it. Thanks.”
My mom gave me a small nod then turned her attention to the sunset that lit up the sky in warm oranges and yellows. I swallowed hard and began counting in my head until I spoke again. I counted the tulips that were beginning to poke out from the winter-hardened soil.
One tulip…
Two tulips…
Three tulips…
Two years after Lotus, my vampire best friend, had her family drama aired all over the news, I still felt like I had to hold my breath when Mom would turn on the TV. While I inherited many things from my mother, like my emerald eyes and curly hair, I certainly didn’t inherit her hatred toward vampires. She didn’t always need to say anything, because I could feel the moment her energy shifted. Today was no different as she sat back in her chair. Her hair was down in a mess of beautiful brown curls that framed her slender face, but already I could tell she was moments from letting it contort into sharp angles and furrowed brows.
Unable to take the silence anymore, I tucked a strand of my curly lavender hair behind my ear and leaned forward to finally pick up one of the teacups from the table. It was no longer steaming.
“Would you like your tea, Mom? It cooled down enough,” I said, holding the cup out to her.
“¿Puedes creerlo?” She clicked her tongue then tapped her nail against the wicker armrest.
It didn’t matter that the herbal aroma was tempting her senses as it did mine—no, not when her attention was fixed on the sidewalk at the start of the stone path that led to the front of the house. Passing by the front yard was a young-looking vampire woman walking a large Doberman. She kept the lean dog on a leash, gave him a quick pat on the head, and smiled at us as she walked by. I raised my hand in greeting as there was nothing threatening about her, or even remotely annoying, and yet that was enough to stir my mother. Without breaking her eye contact with the vampire, she leaned to the side and spit on our porch.
I could have sworn I heard the poor woman gasp before she quickly pulled her dog away from Mom’s property.
Mom was acting out like some old lady on a stoop, chasing hooligans away, not like a fifty-eight-year-old woman whose genes might as well have been blessed by the fountain of youth itself. I didn’t even have enough time to react before she was pushing herself up from her seat with a sigh and retreating inside, her navy knitted cardigan flowing behind her like a cape.
I couldn’t exactly tell how long she was like this, but if I was asked to put a marker on the timeline, then it would have to be the feral vampire attack in our neighborhood when we lived in Sequim nearly thirty years ago. The night I had my first encounter with a vampire, and it almost ended with me becoming her next meal. I didn’t remember much from that night except for some details I heard repeated between my parents. What I did recall, however, was that after that terrifying experience, Mom became more outspoken about her issues with vampires.
I followed her inside, my heart already hammering in my chest. “What the hell is going on, Mami? She’s just walking a dog,” I stated, recoiling instantly when I heard how loud I spoke. I might have been in my thirties, but nothing sent me back to my youth like the passion of a mother with Puerto Rican roots. This was a woman who took no shit, and my age or maturity had nothing to do with it.
“Just walking her dog?” she repeated with a hiss before walking straight to the kitchen that was a portal to life before Dad died almost twenty years ago. I watched as she hastily opened up cabinets and pulled out spices and rice, then set them on the counter. “The vampiros have tainted everything,” she cursed under her breath. “First you then your father—as if they don’t have enough!”
Mom continued muttering in Spanish too fast for me to even pick up, leaving me to only watch as she frantically measured out spices into a bowl. For years, I watched her slip further away, pushing the blame for everything that had gone wrong in her life onto vampires. If only she knew how many of them didn’t choose that existence willingly. But after watching Lotus go through all the questioning and sentencing—I couldn’t just brush this off in order to simmer Carla Ortega’s temper. 
“How many times do I need to remind you that you can’t just group all vampires into this big bad pile?” I said, shifting my weight to lean against the kitchen counter. “What about Lotus? You welcomed her and even invited her to family dinners. Is she no good because she’s a vampire?” It was amazing, really, to see how quickly her energy shifted once she found out that Lotus was one of “them."
“Ay, mija, enough of this,” she said, swatting at the air.
“Is it because of Dad?” I asked, glancing at the portrait of Dad that Mom had hung on the wall in the kitchen, as if he’d magically join our discussion. Nearly every room had some memory of him, haunting each corner like he never left us. I took a chance and pushed off the counter to approach her. “I mean, there has to be a reason—”
Mom slapped her hand against the counter, her bloodshot eyes holding back a flood of tears. “Because they almost took everything from me. First, one hurt you, and then another was a medically incompetent surgeon who let your father die. How could I ever forgive that?”
My expression softened, our eyes staring back into each other’s. I thought to bring my hand back to the crescent-shaped scar on my shoulder that has been with me since that horrible night. The final straw before my family left Sequim and moved to Seattle. “But Mom,” I begged to pull her back to reality and not the memories of blood dripping onto my sandals. “Don’t you remember what Dad told you? A vampire saved me. How could they all be bad if one made it so I’m here with you today?”
She scoffed and looked away. “And what about your father? That surgeon just let him die; he didn’t even try!” She crossed her arms over her chest, pulling the long navy cardigan tighter around herself. 
It didn’t matter how nice of a day we were having. If the topic of vampires came about, then we’d always end up here, landing back where our memories plagued the present. The conversation was a stalemate, and I really didn’t feel like trying to push it till Mom’s temperament became inconsolable. Plus, I wasn’t in the mood to get yelled at for standing up for a community, the same way we wished others would stand up for us.
I glanced at the time on my watch and rolled up the sleeves of my grey sweatshirt before I walked back out into the living room where I left my purse on Dad’s recliner. I dug through my belongings before pulling out a glossy blue flyer for the grand opening of Books & Bats, the new bookshop and café I owned with Kait and Lotus. It was years in the making and now, we were only a week away from opening the doors to a community of readers and caffeine connoisseurs.
Kait and Lotus chatted excitedly about who they wanted to invite to the grand opening while I only mustered a pathetic smile, because the one person I really wanted to see our accomplishment was my mom. Maybe if she saw that it was actually happening and how much it would mean to me, then perhaps she’d come. Though she never visited me in Fairhaven before, I didn’t want to stop reaching out to the only immediate family I had left.
When I returned to the kitchen, Mom was still standing with her cardigan wrapped snug around herself.
“I have to get going, Ma,” I announced, leaning against the arched doorway separating the kitchen from the hallway. The longer I hesitated to bring up the grand opening, the heavier the flyer felt in my hands. I had to ask, because I wouldn’t have another opportunity to invite her in person before the big event. I extended my arm toward her, offering a kind smile. “Our grand opening is next weekend. We’ll have some local authors signing their books. Plus, there will be music and light treats for everyone.” I paused and cleared my throat quietly before setting the flyer on the counter when Mom didn’t budge from her side of the kitchen.
“I see,” she said, her eyes looking anywhere but me.
“It would be nice if you’d come,” I confessed, hoping I sounded just needy enough to convince her to come. “I know there’re vampires, but everyone is super nice, and they’re just excited to welcome a new business to Fairhaven.”
Even as I said those words, I knew what would happen the following week. There was no denying that it was a nice thought, a hopeful one, that almost let me believe that she’d show up to support her only daughter. But when the following week came along and the grand opening of Books & Bats was in full swing, there was no sign of my mother.
While she wasn’t there, I looked upon my chosen family of Lotus and Kait, and I just had to believe that this would be enough.







  
  
Abeam of light pierced the darkness of the room with the intensity of a freaking laser beam. And here I thought fucking a vampire would mean I’d get to sleep in. 
“Don’t you have places to be, human?” the blond man hissed from where he stood beside the heavy curtain, casually sipping on a glass of what I only assumed was blood. Because of course—I wasn’t donating, and the dude was getting hangry.
I lifted my pounding head from the softest pillow I’d ever slept on and rolled my eyes. “Human? Really? What happened to the ‘Goddess who rocks my damned world’?” I said, mocking his vintage accent. 
Moving quickly to gather my clothes off the floor, I didn’t bother listening for a response. As much as I didn’t want to admit it, I was working this morning, which meant I absolutely had places to be. I just didn’t want to give Alistair or Aaron—whatever the fuck he wanted me to call him—the satisfaction of being correct. After getting dressed in yesterday’s outfit of tight blue jeans and a retro-style crop top, I zipped up my black hoodie, tossed my blue pleather purse over my shoulder, and walked out before the blond vampire could hiss and slam the door behind me. Listening to him grumbling on the other side of the door, I quickly pulled my lavender curls into a loose bun and got the hell out of that apartment building.
At least getting out of there a little earlier meant that I’d have enough time to fix myself up at work. Nothing a quick brush and rinse couldn’t fix to make me look less disheveled. Whatever. Not every hookup was going to be something to write home about, so I continued to cycle through the available dating apps on the market. That’s how I stumbled upon Fangerz. Stupidest name I’ve come across, but it wasn’t the name that captured my attention, but the app’s intention. Anonymous meetups. No strings attached.
This last match brought me a few miles outside of Fairhaven, and it reminded me exactly why I always drove myself or walked. Before hitting the road, I tapped on my phone quickly, pulling up the profile of the blond vampire.
“And that’s what you get for blinding me this morning, Nosferatu,” I scoffed, then tossed the phone onto the passenger seat. I glanced at the rearview mirror. At least the evidence of last night’s activities wasn’t smeared all over my face anymore after I snuck out of bed for an improvised skin care routine, leaving me with a bare reflection that reminded me of where I came from. From my deep emerald eyes to my warm chestnut skin, I was the product of my parents’ love, who never made me feel like I was too much, or undeserving of the kind of love they had.
I lowered my gaze and exhaled before turning the key in the ignition, pushing away the phantom of my father’s memory.
The drive back to Fairhaven wasn’t long, but it allowed me to enjoy the feel of the sun’s rays on my skin after I rolled up my sleeves to expose my forearms. While that was pleasant, there was no better sight than the approaching chalkboard sign placed on the sidewalk outside of my beloved Books & Bats, ready to welcome our customers inside. After three long years of paperwork, real estate agents, and loans from the bank, our bookshop and café finally got to join the many businesses that operated in downtown Fairhaven.
After parking my car, I walked up to the cerulean-colored door and smiled at the sound of the gentle chime when I stepped inside. I could already hear the sound of steam rising from the espresso machine, which meant that Kait was out front. Holding up my purse to my face, I did my best to rush past her before she’d start to ask me about last night.
“Hey—” she started.
“YOU SEE NOTHING!” I exclaimed, rushing to the back where I wasted little time in grabbing my hair brush and a change of clothes. Fortunately, we had a separate bathroom in the back. Last thing customers needed to see was their friendly bookshop co-owner fumbling with a bra in a public bathroom.
As expected, I found Kait standing on the other side of her counter with a mug of coffee in her hands. All I could see was the ridiculous smirk on her face while she extended her hands for me to take the drink from her.
“Have a good night?” she asked.
“Coffee first, please,” I whined, bringing the mug to my lips. I barely stifled a moan at the first taste of freshly brewed coffee and homemade blackberry syrup. “Holy fuck, Kait. If you weren’t dating Sofie, I would probably take you home.”
My darling friend all but smirked and rolled her eyes at me before walking back behind the counter. She pushed her sleeves up to her elbows, displaying her intricate floral tattoos.
“How do you think I won her over? I kept sending her drinks when she’d come to the shop.”
“Damn, that’s right.”
I licked the foam from my upper lip and walked back to her, glancing at the front of the store. It was still early in the day, which meant that we wouldn’t see too much business until around midday. These early hours were mostly set for us to restock inventory and plan for the week ahead. Because a good chunk of our customers were vampires, it meant that they wouldn’t come out to enjoy our store until after sundown. That’s when Lotus would finally join us, too. Well, typically, except she was still in Seattle with Silas.
“So, I take it last night was fun?” Kait smirked, swinging us back around to the topic of my physical state.
“Well, the guy wanted me to call him a Count, even though I’m pretty sure he’s from like…Staten Island.”
Kait choked back a laugh. “No…”
“Oh yeah, guess what he asked me to call his penis?”
“Stop!”
“Yeah, that’s what I said before I sat on his face,” I said plainly, picking a fleck of dust off my shirt. “I heard no complaints, so I figured all was good.”
“And it wasn’t?” 
I looked at my coffee, then over at Kait, who looked so well-put together. In the last three years, she let her hair grow out past her shoulders, got some new ink that she didn’t conceal, and she was in a happy relationship that would make romance-haters gag. I was thrilled for her, but when I looked at her and Lotus, I couldn’t help feeling like I was dragging behind by opting for only temporary romances. But was I? Really?
I shrugged. “Well, he did kick me out. Had the audacity to let the sunlight in.”
“Oh?” Kait asked, putting her arm around my shoulder to tuck me into a hug.
“Yeah, you’d think he’d let me sleep in, but dude was huddled over by the window trying his best not to have any of the light touch his skin. It was pretty amusing, but—”
I took another sip of my coffee when Kait moved her arm away. When the door chime sounded, I knew it would grant me at least a moment of distraction before she would let the questions on the tip of her tongue loose.
Why still do this? Why just mess around when you can find a perfectly fine companion? Well, it was either that or her wanting to invite me on a double date with, who I’d assume would be one of Sofie’s single friends. Blind dates? Not my thing. Anonymous hook-ups? Sign me the fuck up. 
“You know you deserve someone who will actually want to let you sleep in, right? Or someone to just talk to without it being sexualized,” Kait stated, glancing at her cold brew container before moving it to the fridge beneath the counter.
“I don’t think the people I match with are really interested in having deep conversations.” I snorted halfheartedly. “That’s why I’m so lucky to have you and Lotus.”
Kait peered from the syrup containers she was wiping down with a damp towel. “You mean to tell me that you haven’t met anyone off of all the apps you’ve tried who genuinely interested you enough to pursue a relationship, or at the very least, a second date?”
I thought about that for a moment before I shrugged and continued to enjoy my morning coffee. Having that type of partner meant sharing things, like my feelings and, of course, my family. Many of the people I chose to invite into my sphere never made it past the first date because they were vampires. And if there was one thing that Carla Ortega hated, it was my fanged companions.
Kait sighed and poured herself a hot cup of tea. “Promise me you’re being careful, okay? Lotus may not be here this week, but it doesn’t mean that she isn’t blowing up my phone when she can’t reach you.”
“She’s so fucking cute.” I pouted before quickly assuring Kait that I was being safe.
While I did not entertain relationships like Kait and Lotus did, I did find comfort in Fangerz. Sure, it was an app for hookups, but there was one contact whom I’d been entertaining for a few months. He was one of the few people who didn’t start off conversations with pictures of their limp dicks.
In fact, he was the only match that didn’t race to invite me out to have sex. It was odd at first until seeing their messages ended up being the best part of my day. Something I looked forward to, actually. When I checked my phone after excusing myself to open up the bookshop register, I smiled, because like clockwork, there he was—my TattedRaven.
TattedRaven: Heading out to work but just wanted to make sure you got home okay.


Before the indie pop playing over the speakers continued to invite customers inside, I sent off my own message.
SanguineSweetie: Got kicked out of a date’s apartment this morning, but you messaged me, so all is well in the world. Kick butt doing whatever you do!


I smiled at the message because, while it wasn’t conventional, it filled in the void of intimate conversation. Sure, it wasn’t anything like my friends had, but this worked for me, and it would take quite a wrench in my path to change my mind.






  
  
5 New Message(s) from SanguineSweetie

My lips quirked at the sight of a new notification while I washed my tattooed hands in the police station bathroom. Five already? Now I really wanted to get this shit solved quickly so that I could pull out my phone and talk. Sorry, SanguineSweetie, I have a temperamental vampire about to be interrogated straight into a confession, but I won’t keep you waiting long. I promise. 
I took one more look in the mirror. My five o’clock shadow had grown out into a short, dark stubble that only made my gold eyes stand out more than they already did. I’ve been chasing Paola for days, and it was starting to show. Even the red rose I had tattooed on the side of my head was mostly covered by my grown out dark hair. After this investigation was put to rest, I planned on taking a long vacation. A humble reward for working myself into exhaustion just to put to rest thirty years’ worth of near-identical crimes. Humming quietly, I straightened the collar of my grey button-down shirt that I had tucked into my black slacks and walked out of the restroom.
It was time.
I put my phone away in my pocket and walked down the hall toward the interrogation room where my suspect was waiting for me, and I just knew she’d be pissed. Paola Sorenko was brought in to the Fairhaven precinct because she was seen sniffing around a deceased vampire that was found on the beach. She was covered in blood, which automatically made her a suspect in a case I’d been hunting for nearly three decades. After trailing her for a week, I finally got her where I wanted, or at least in a position to squeeze a confession out of her.
Inside the room, the walls were painted a dark grey and a dangling light buzzed above the table, where Paola sat wearing a long blue T-shirt and ripped black leggings. If she wasn’t going through substance withdrawal, then maybe she’d react less violently, but I suppose that was why I didn’t uncuff her once she was brought in.
Now, it was my turn to make her sing. I looked down at Paola before taking my seat across from her. Her hair was long, brown, and slicked back, like she hadn’t showered in days. Perhaps weeks, I thought when she leaned forward to hiss at me.
She scraped her short nails against the cold table. They were cracked, bleeding black, and determined to get some reaction from me. But I had seen it all before. I’ve seen the desperation, the scare tactics, and the demand for sympathy from both vampires and humans. After a century of doing police work in some capacity, I didn’t think anything could really shock me anymore.
“Let me go, you bastard!” the woman hollered. “Let me go, or I’ll have my entire nest hunt you down and make that pasty skin sizzle!” She leaned back and looked at me, stopping at my eyes before she spat to the side. “Gold-eyed abomination, would burning you be enough?”
My face remained unchanged, sitting across from her. Rather than give into her empty threats, I opened the folder and pushed it across the table. Once it was close enough, I flicked my wrist and fanned out the photos in the folder.
“Now why would I want to let you go when you’ve made it a sport killing young vampires? That’s a capital offense.” My eyes were cold and steady, watching for even the slightest changes in her expression. 
“I didn’t do shit!”
“You want to try again?”
“Fuck you!”
Booming knocks sounded from beyond the one-way mirror to my right. I lifted my hand up quickly to signal that I was almost done. For almost three decades, I’ve come across cases all over Washington where unidentified vampires washed up on the beach or were found feral and too far gone to save. Since I finally caught Paola at the scene of the crime, I needed to use all the time I was allowed to question her before I’d be forced to cut her loose.  
“Listen to me now, Paola. You were at the beach late last night. The victim’s blood was on your hands,” I spoke quickly, enunciating each word, but it did nothing to stir the woman before me.
“I was just checking them out to see if they had any cash on them.” She snickered. “Not like they’re going to need it now.”
Behind sealed lips, I dragged my tongue under my fangs and tried to think of something, anything to keep this interrogation going.
“If you’re so positive you’re innocent, why didn’t you report this?” I growled, fiercely pounding my fist against the table enough to shift the pictures aside.
Her brows raised, yet she didn’t budge.
I was so close to getting her to snap and admit it all; I could feel it, but the pounding on the mirror continued. 
I huffed a frustrated breath, collected the pictures, and stuffed them back into the folder before walking back to the door. I knocked twice with my fist and waited to be let out.
“So close, yet so far, vampy bitch,” Paola sneered from behind me.
Decades of taunting pressure allowed me to keep my composure. Despite my insides screaming like a kettle, ready to unleash a century of rage, I tucked the folder under my arm and walked back out into the bullpen.
Fairhaven wasn’t even my stomping ground, though recent cases brought me out of my office in Seattle to assist other precincts in Washington. This was often to address cases that had long gone unsolved or cases that dealt with vampire crimes. The Everett case five years ago was one of them.
Catching Everett wasn’t the impressive part, as his sister turned him in, but having him stripped of his kin was what many of us hadn’t even heard of. That was my greatest success—having recognized the abuse of his sister. Ever since Luca Everett’s sentencing, I believed that my fellow peers would finally show me the respect that I deserved. They called me in to clean up a mess they couldn’t handle, and I did it. But the satisfaction and respect that I felt in the time leading up to the sentencing were now all but gone.
“Morello!” 
I stopped with my hand tucked in my pocket to find Captain Landon halfway out of his office, motioning for me to join him. Not paying mind to the few turned heads, I dropped the folder on my temporary desk and walked to Captain Landon’s office.
When I first met him, he didn’t come off as an arrogant prick. Granted, he was pleased five years ago, because he thanked me for not making the Everett case his problem anymore. Now that I served my purpose, was I really worth nothing to them?
“Sir,” I said, walking inside.
“Close the door, Morello.”
I did as he asked and my eyebrow rose when I turned back to him. “Sir?”
Captain Landon motioned to the chair as he took his own seat, taking off his hat and setting it down on his large, wood desk. He was a tall man with his hair cut short the way we’d have in the army. Everything about him was unwavering, even the way his energy commanded the room. I bet if I looked closer, I wouldn’t even find a speck of dust on his shoulder. 
“Please, sit. And enough of the sirs. Let’s cut to the chase, are you getting any closer with this case you’re working?” he asked and folded his hands in front of him atop his desk.
I groaned and leaned forward in my seat. “I don’t know if you see this, but your people are rushing me along and interrupting my interrogations.”
“Morello…”
I clenched my fists tightly, my fang catching on my lower lip. The taste of my own blood on my tongue didn’t phase me. What did, however, was the continued disrespect from fellow law enforcement officers. To be called in to investigate a crime they couldn’t handle themselves was one thing, but to then harass me for working a case that I had been after for decades? Fucking bullshit. This was why it didn’t matter if the treaty was in place, because there would still be humans and other vampires who just wouldn’t cooperate.
“What do you want me to do?” I said through gritted teeth. “This takes time. We’re dealing with immortals, or do you want me to sweep this under the rug like you humans do when it’s too difficult and just mark it a cold case?”
The moment those words left my mouth, I knew I crossed a line. Even I winced.
“Detective!” Captain Landon yelled, and I was already out of my seat. “Solve this fucking case, or I’m sending your ass back to Seattle!”
“Give me more time. I have reason to believe that Sorenko is deeply connected to this case, and I can fucking crack it if your team stops interrupting my interrogations. Keep them off my ass and I’ll solve it.”
Solve what you stuck-up assholes couldn’t solve yourself, was what I wanted to add, but I managed to hold my tongue. 
“You have three months.”
“More than enough.” I scowled and stormed out of the office to find heads turned to see me walk out. 
Fucking fantastic—allow me to investigate a heinous case I’ve been chasing for decades. But stick me in a precinct where vampires are huddled in the corner?
I yanked my jacket from my desk, threw it over my shoulder, and walked out of the precinct. The boisterous rambles from the cops and other detectives would likely resume the moment I was out of earshot. Well, at least out of human earshot.
“You think he’s going back? Sick of his ass,” I heard one man say.
“At least our vamps know their place here. Morello is a fucking piece of work. Solves one case and now he thinks he’s some hot shit?” added another.
In all honesty, I had considered going back to Seattle after the matter of the Everett case was settled. But when I caught wind of a report that sounded shockingly similar to a case I’ve been working for decades, I couldn’t just leave. Young or recently turned vampires were washing up on the beaches in late stages of bloodlust. By the time they were found, they were covered in painful-looking boils and rashes. A side effect of the sun on vampires’ skin.
I requested an extension from the Seattle precinct to stay in Fairhaven until I’d finally brought an end to these crimes. I imagined it could maybe take me another year, but three months? Shit. Sometimes I hated that I let my ego stir me, but I had to solve it. 
If they weren’t going to prioritize getting to the bottom of these crimes, then I knew that it would be up to me to exhaust every resource I could get my hands on to put a stop to the needless deaths of young vampires.
If Cap was going to give me three months to solve this case, I’d do it, just to prove to him that our cases are just as important. Just as in need of justice as human cases.
Despite the heat brewing in me, I couldn’t do much else with my investigation until I confirmed more information. Paola would go back in holding and would remain there until the next day. For now, all I could do was head back to my temporary apartment in Fairhaven and take the edge off yet another fruitless shift.
I tossed my jacket onto the grey upholstered couch and grabbed a few cans of crimson before returning to sit on the one cushion with a visible indent. I plopped down, groaning as I yearned for a moment’s rest from the bureaucratic hell I knew I’d have to return to the following evening.
Once I had my first sip of the spiked blood, I pulled out my phone and opened the Fangerz app to respond to the messages left by SanguineSweetie. After the night I had, I decided that her light was the one I’d hold onto.
TattedRaven: Sorry to hear your date kicked you out. That’s not very nice of them.


 TattedRaven: Regardless, I’m glad you made it back safe. I’m home now, just enjoying your text updates while I have some crimson. You said you liked to read. Think you can recommend me something that will help after such shitty nights?


 TattedRaven: Anyway, hope you have a good day, Sweetie.


SanguineSweetie: Smut.


When her message suddenly appeared, the corners of my mouth lifted. Was she watching my incoming messages, calculating the right moment to reappear? Whoever this person was, I hoped they knew how much peace these simple conversations brought me.
TattedRaven: Got it. Send me some titles and then maybe we can discuss them? ;)


Maybe it was the crimson coursing through my veins, but I didn’t care when I knew it would excite the person on the other end of the text exchange. Till tomorrow, SanguineSweetie.






  
  
Afew days after my disappointing Fangerz match, I felt the need to overwrite my last experience. It was just what I needed after a long week spent unloading inventory, reorganizing the shop, and booking local authors for signings. As soon as the night shift employees clocked in to work, I was out. Normally, I’d try to make some plans with Kait and Lotus, but they both happened to be occupied. 
The profile I matched with was just what I needed—a “by the book” hookup. We met a few miles outside of Seattle, grabbed a drink together at a hotel bar, tumbled in the sheets in a room we split, and then went our separate ways. Some matches were nice enough that they wanted to spend more time together than just a fleeting evening, but that meant a relationship. Each time I felt closer to allowing myself the chance at what my best friends had, my mind swarmed with everything that occupied my waking thoughts regularly. I mean, there was the business, my friends, my mother… who I was supposed to call as soon as I got home—Fuck!
I glanced at my phone as I shut the door to my apartment behind me. Though it was almost midnight, I knew that it was just late enough that I’d likely catch Mom in the middle of watching her telenovelas. She often watched them late into the night, allowing the scripted drama to lull her to sleep. I sent her a text message, letting her know that I’d call her as soon as I finished some errands around my apartment. Otherwise known as a quick shower to rinse off my most recent romp.
I showered to the sound of my wind-down playlist playing from my phone that I left leaning against the bow-shaped soap dispenser. Stepping out from beyond the polka-dotted curtain, droplets of water continued to cascade down my shoulders. With a soft sigh, I moved to wipe the condensation off my bathroom mirror. In it, I saw my hair tucked into a black shower cap and my warm skin still buzzing with the remembrance of the hands that roamed all over me. I could almost feel the way their fingertips pressed into my hips. I couldn’t hold back a soft chuckle. The evidence of my evening activities could be flushed down the drain, but the phantom feeling of calloused hands would remain a few more days, a reminder of the pleasure I received and in turn delivered.
“You’re a bad bitch, Reina,” I recited my mantra softly, taking in my reflection once more.
I stared at it a moment longer, allowing my cheerful front to dissolve after a long day. There were no more customers to entertain, no conversations with strangers—just an evening of peace before I would wake up and do it all again. After I dressed in my cozy pajama pants, tank top, and floral bonnet, I took out a bottle of beer and the box of half-eaten pizza from my fridge. I only hoped that it didn’t go bad, because my bra was off, and there was no way I’d go on a grocery run now.
Ever since I moved to Fairhaven, I’ve loved being able to experience the type of life I always wanted. No one dictated how I dressed, what I ate, and certainly not who I welcomed in my bed. My apartment became a haven for me—the peace I created to escape the stress of the every day. The lights were on low, illuminating my living room in warm pinks, reds, and purples. Before I settled on my black couch covered in crocheted blankets, I turned on the TV for some background noise. 
Mid-swallow of my hoppy beverage, I pulled out my phone and finally dialed Mom’s number. I wondered if I had waited just long enough that my call would go straight to voicemail. Of course, since I mentioned to her that I’d be calling a little later, she picked up on the second ring.
“Calling late tonight, mija.” 
I dragged the phone away from my ear, knowing that the first minutes of our conversation would be her lecturing me about how dangerous it is for a human woman to be wandering around late at night. Vampires are bad—this. Vampires are predators—that.
I loved my mother, I did, but when I heard the same lectures ever since I started going out on my own, there were days where I just didn’t have the mental strength to register her words. I knew the incident in Sequim was a big turning point for my parents, but Dad’s passing was the final nail in the coffin. He was so sick that even the most skilled surgeon on his care team couldn’t bring him back to us. We were told that he suffered a widowmaker heart attack, and outside of being turned, there was nothing that could have been done differently. Mom, of course, didn’t agree with them.
It didn’t matter to her that I was safe in Fairhaven or that Lotus was one of the kindest people I knew. Mom’s disdain toward vampires didn’t change, but I was all that she had left in Washington. After Dad died, she chose to stay in Seattle rather than moving closer to me. I only worried that by staying among our family’s phantoms, Mom would end up buried by her grief.
“Safety is so important, my girl. Now, tell me how you are doing. Will you be coming to spend the weekend with me soon?”
Hearing her no longer going on about her disdain toward immortals, I brought the phone back to my ear and cleared my throat. “Um, yeah. I’m pretty sure I have some time off coming up. I can see about coming by.”
“Good! I miss seeing you. You’re taking care of yourself, right? Getting all your steps in and eating well?”
I glanced down at the slice of pizza I had in my hand and allowed my mouth to tick into a smirk. “Yeah, definitely.”
“¿Verdad?”
“You know, if you ever decide to come spend the weekend with me, then you’ll be able to see if I am in fact lying to my mother or actually taking care of myself like a very capable adult.”
“Reina, you know I cannot…”
I didn’t know why I bothered. If her answer hadn’t changed since I first moved to Fairhaven, then why would a random phone call finally convince her? We switched subjects, talking about how she’s been keeping herself busy while I continued to feed myself and occasionally glance at the television.
“How is dating life treating you?” Mom suddenly asked, pulling my attention from the TV. 
I considered my response carefully since I didn’t want to push Mom to hang up. 
“It’s fine,” I said as casually as possible. Unless Mom was going to miraculously become the number one fan of vampires, it was best I kept my responses vague without even a nugget of truth. “Nothing serious at the moment.”
“I see,” Mom responded, and I swore I could hear the smile in her voice. “Be picky, but not for too long, okay? Unlike the bloodsuckers, you have a biological clock that is ticking.”
I tsked and reminded her that I wasn’t racing to have children. I honestly didn’t know if I wanted any. But once again—careful responses resulted in almost pleasant conversations. I just hated how calculated my responses needed to be to avoid arguments. Eventually, after a few more rounds of telenovela recaps, Mom announced she was going to bed, allowing me to finish my pizza and to finally read the moving banner that appeared on the bottom of my screen. It certainly wasn’t part of the brain-rot reality TV I had on.
FAIRHAVEN, WA: Local Bellingham woman reported missing. Last seen two days ago. If you have any information, please contact Fairhaven PD.

As the banner repeated, I slowed my chewing. Fairhaven was by no means a sanctuary without crime, but these disappearances were hitting too close to home. All those times that Kait and Lotus expressed their concern with my evening activities, I never dismissed them. I always carried my pepper spray on me. I wasn’t that clueless, at least. But these disappearances were raising more concern in the last few months, as there were no reports of these people being found. All those people, men and women…what happened to them?
I pushed the thought away and turned off the TV, returning my attention to my phone. As expected, a handful of messages trickled in from my best friends, making sure that I was home safe. Once I responded, assuring them that my ass was planted safely and securely on my couch for the rest of the night, I opened the app that provided me with the most entertainment as of late. Fangerz. There was peace in this routine for me, for when I felt the walls of my apartment caving in, I could at least escape to my chat thread with TattedRaven. The element of anonymity allowed me the space to not only voice my desires but also the things that I often felt I couldn’t talk about.
SanguineSweetie: Evenin’, Raven. Stay safe out there, okay? Saw another missing person report while I was watching Love After Sunset.


TattedRaven: Hey, you’re up late. Wait… you watch Love After Sunset? 



SanguineSweetie: Listen! I will hear no slander on this season’s casting, okay? It’s going to be so messy.


TattedRaven: LOL I wouldn’t dream of it. I enjoy catching parts of it when I have time. Your night okay besides that? Had a new match?


SanguineSweetie: That and a long ass call with my mom. You ever felt that while you were human? The desire for approval from a parent or sibling that had you muting your personality just to appease them?


I paused, biting down on my bottom lip. Raven usually responded quickly, but the space between his responses settled in the pit of my stomach. Did I get too personal too quickly?


TattedRaven: I have, yeah. Back then, there were days where I felt I had to be someone else just to do right by my family. When I did become “different,” it still wasn’t enough for them. I’m sorry you feel that way though. That can’t be easy.


Even as the ellipses began to flicker again, my heart raced, because I wasn’t sure I wanted to abandon the typical levity of our conversations for something so…real. Before he could respond again, I sent off an emoji of a woman shrugging, hoping it would be enough to let him know I wanted to move on.
SanguineSweetie: Sooo, are you busy?


TattedRaven: Getting ready for work, but I can chat. What are you up to?


SanguineSweetie: Besides wondering what you look like? Nothing much. Thinking of hitting the hay soon.


TattedRaven: Hmm. You’re trying to picture me?


SanguineSweetie: I need some sort of visual for my memory palace ;)


TattedRaven: Naughty.


SanguineSweetie: Ain’t that the point?


TattedRaven: ; )


I breathed a sigh of relief when he didn’t return to my previous question and simply agreed to carry on with a different topic. Once I grabbed what was left of my beer and settled in for the night in my bedroom, I chatted with Raven as long as I could before I drifted off to sleep, no doubt ready to dream about popping Raven’s Fangerz cherry when he’d finally agree to meet me.






  
  
After my interrogation of Paola Sorenko was interrupted, she was released the next day to likely stir more shit up on the streets of Fairhaven. Unfortunately, she couldn’t be considered a suspect in the case of the washed-up vampires after a solid alibi was given, placing her at the scene of the crime hours after the body had appeared on the beach. I was once again no closer to solving this decades-old case than I was when I first found signs of the perp being active in Fairhaven. “Frustrated” was certainly an understatement to how I felt staring at the passenger seat where my files were stacked. 
With no fresh leads, I decided to drive back to Seattle. I hoped that the two-hour-long drive could help me find some clarity in how I was going to move forward. Despite not having any new suspects, I still had the three-month deadline to meet. When I couldn’t think of anything, I allowed my mind to venture further back, to the recesses of my mind I often didn’t enjoy visiting, to my years spent in the military where I was trained to find solutions where there seemingly weren’t any. The memories pained me, but in the midst of all the darkness, I did acquire skills that I was able to use in my investigations. I wondered if there was anything I could find back in Seattle that could help.
Before I could really dwell on my past life, I watched my car’s media display light up with an incoming call. I smirked and tapped the answer button on my steering wheel.
“Morello here,” I announced.
“Detective! It’s Officer Joanne. Wanted to check if you were still coming in tonight?”
I could hear the sound of scattered grumbles soon fade away as Joanne likely moved out of the bullpen and into one of the open offices.
“Yeah. Should be there within the hour if traffic doesn’t change. Everything okay, Jo?”
“Yes, of course. I just wanted to confirm you wanted your old case files pulled upon your arrival. I’m sorry, but did I read your text correctly? Fairhaven PD disrupted your interrogation of an active case you’re working?”
“Ah yes. That would be great,” I replied. “And you would be correct about that, too.”
My lips quirked. Joanne was one of my favorite officers at Seattle PD. She was human, but she never gave me crap about what I was. She treated me like any other person on the squad. She was respectful and honestly, incredibly helpful when it came to this case. Between the Everett case and everything else that came up in the last five years, Joanne was my right-hand coworker, and frankly…friend. Talking to her came naturally, so when I filled her in on all the madness in Fairhaven, she listened and allowed me to vent. Had to admit that felt great after the shit show that was the past few weeks.
“How are things in Seattle, Jo? I asked, turning off the highway toward the city.
“Aren’t you on your way?”
“Yes, but does that mean I should expect smoke signals coming from your direction?” I chuckled. 
“Well…”
I laughed. “All right, well, what about the case?”
Joanne cleared her throat, and the sounds of papers shuffling over the phone filled my car. “Nothing new on the vampire Jane and John Doe’s. Been quiet on this front since you’ve been away. Kinda creepy, don’t you think?”
Hearing that scratched my brain in a way that sounded alarms in my head. No new cases since I’ve been gone? What the fuck? I admit it was a good sign that these crimes had not occurred in Seattle; however, it unsettled me knowing that they resumed in Fairhaven.
By the time I got to Seattle, the vampires started to emerge for the evening. The sun was beginning to set, and I was finally free to step out of my car without dealing with any fatigue brought upon by the sunlight. When I parked my car, it only took minutes before I heard Joanne’s familiar voice behind me.
“Damn, you’re actually late tonight,” she joked, nudging me playfully, then brought her hands to her belt of her police uniform. When I quickly assessed her, I noticed her usually slicked-back bun had some loose strands of brown hair that stuck to her forehead.
How late did she work today?
“Isn’t your shift over?” I asked, rubbing my arm.
“Not quite. I took another shift just in case I could help with your investigation. I know my human brain isn’t quite as good as yours is, but…”
“Hey.” I rolled my eyes and nodded toward the building. “Try to remember that I was human once, too. Now let’s get inside and take a look at those files you pulled.”
Inside the precinct was a breath of fresh air. At this point, anything was better than the bigotry I experienced in Fairhaven. For a place that appeared to welcome vampires with open arms, they sure loved keeping us separate when it came to legal affairs. I could utilize whatever resource I needed, as long as they were vampire resources. Human data and case files? Why would I want anything of that sort? Just the thought made my throat constrict.
I watched Joanne march to the back of the bullpen where my office was located. On top of my desk, I could already see the stack of folders of the incident reports I had collected over the past three decades. The sight of all these files never made me feel good. Maybe if I saw them all stacked and saw just how badly this needed to be solved, I’d be able to come up with something that would get me closer.
“Can you help me look through these again, or are you swamped?” I asked, rubbing my eyes wearily. 
“Happy to help, Morello. But what are we hoping to find here? We’ve combed through all of these countless times. Hell, I’ve done it a handful of times myself, too.”
I didn’t know what I expected to find. Did I expect a magical clue to appear that would lead me directly to the psycho dumping these vampires? Fuck, if only I had a chance like I did over twenty years ago. That bloodlust-driven woman in Sequim. I had a chance to get closer to the answers I was seeking, but my chance of swiftly solving this case was snatched away by a human with a lead finger.
Every time I felt myself getting closer to cracking this case and putting an end to these horrific murders, a new case would fall in my lap, revealing to me how little I knew about the monster behind them. I’d go back to the drawing board, back to reviewing decades-old case files in hopes of finding clues in between the lines. I didn’t want to believe these crimes were following me, but if they were, then I would receive their message and confront the culprit. 
Unfortunate for me, I now had a three-month deadline to accomplish just that.
I suppose I would need more of those dreaded energy drinks to help me along.






  
  
“Gentlemen, today you are embarking on a journey that will take you from pansy-ass boys to invincible men.” Colonel Anderson stomped across the line in his heavy boots. Each step echoed in the room that had only a few beds and medical supplies. 
Project Hellhound was advertised to us as a medical procedure that would make us an incredible asset to the United States military. As we were recovering from a war, we always had to be a few steps ahead. In this case that meant undergoing a procedure that would make us a stronger asset to our country. It also helped that our families would be well-compensated. Ultimately, that’s why I got into the military.
“Morello, Lorenzo.” A man wearing a stained lab coat stepped forward, clutching a clipboard. 
“Sir,” I responded, stepping forward.
“Excellent. Please step to the side here.” They motioned for me to stand beside them.
I did as I was instructed before allowing my eyes to scan the remaining soldiers. There were some that I remembered from my time overseas, and then there were those who looked like they were about to piss themselves. Shame. I knew this secret project was definitely a gamble, but what did I have to lose? All I had was the military and the occasional times I’d get to see my family. Even then, I found that they only liked to see me if I had something to provide them. Now, doing this, I would. 
“Holloway, Theodore,” the lab coat-wearing man called. 
“Jackson, Russell.”
“Olson, Patrick.”
“Larson, Kenneth.”
“Evans, Robert.”
As more names were called, my line beside the doctor no longer felt so lonely. There were six of us lined up while the other four were turned away for one reason or another. It was only when the remaining four were escorted out of the room that Colonel Anderson returned to his position in front of us. 
“Welcome to Project Hellhound, mutts!”
“Sir, yes, sir!” we all responded in unison.






  
  
“Reina, do you have any plans for the weekend?” Kait asked over the divider separating the café from the bookshop checkout counter. “Sofie’s been wanting to drag me to a new metaphysical shop. She’s been getting into tarot lately.” 
I looked up from my phone and arched my eyebrow when I heard two sets of footsteps come around to meet me. Kait’s hair was pulled into a low ponytail, and she was already out of her apron and dressed in a dark green jacket that she kept unbuttoned, revealing a vintage band T-shirt. Beside her stood Sofie. She wasn’t much taller than I was, which made her the perfect height for Kait to put her arm around her shoulder. Her hair was a strawberry-blond that she kept in a messy bun, revealing her diamond stud earrings. She wore a loose-fitting maxi dress that I just knew flowed behind her like some forest sprite. 
“Hey, Sofie.” I smiled cordially and turned my phone over. “Tarot, really? Did you try it out on our dear Kait?”
I could already see Kait covering her mouth as she laughed softly. “Oh, you mean how she pulled a card that she didn’t like, so it caused us to have a little squabble?”
Sofie gasped and lightly shoved Kait away from her. “Oh my gods, I thought you promised not to say anything!”
Kait leaned forward to press a quick peck to Sofie’s temple. “It wasn’t anything major. Plus, you’re still learning.”
I stood straight, enjoying the interaction before me when I remembered that Lotus would be back to her regular schedule soon.
“Hey,” I started with a grin. “Now that Lo is back with Silas, want to plan our next gathering? I’m thinking drinks and self-care? I picked up some new face masks that I think everyone would like. Sofie, what do you think?”
I wasn’t sure if I said something strange, but Sofie’s demeanor dimmed the moment I looked back at her. The bubbly personality I had just witnessed was nowhere to be found. 
“Oh, um, I’m not sure if I can make it,” she said quickly.
“The date hasn’t been decided, so why don’t you send over your availability, and we go from there? Lotus has been dying to see you two. She mentioned something about your scheduling conflicts before she left for Seattle, but no worries. The joys of adulting, right?”
When Sofie didn’t answer, Kait glanced down at her before looking at me. “We’ll let you know, Reina. So, Friday? Got any plans?”
With Sofie now on her phone, I nodded slowly at Kait. “Um, not really. It’s either going to be a nice couch-rot weekend, or I’ll find a match off some app.”
“An app?” Sofie suddenly looked up from her phone and hummed. “Want me to introduce you to some of my friends? What about some coworkers?”
“What?” I chuckled, resting my hand on my hip. “You have some sexy vampire friends you’re keeping from us?”
Sofie didn’t answer at first, but while the tick in her jaw was subtle, I definitely didn’t miss it. “No, sorry. They’re human. Like us.”
I pursed my lips and reached to pick up my phone. Maybe I was just tired, but there was a bite in Sofie’s tone that halted my desire to be playful.
“Okay, then perhaps I’ll pass. Thanks for the offer, though.” 
When I wasn’t sure how to continue the conversation after that, I was saved by the sound of my phone vibrating on the counter. I quickly picked it up and held it up for the two women to see.
“Sorry, Mama Ortega needs me,” I said, hoping the sincerity in my eyes was enough to bookend the topic of my dating life.
Kait nodded and turned around with Sofie nestled under her arm. “Have a good weekend, Reina. I’ll check in with the weekend staff this week, okay?”
“Thanks. I appreciate it.”
After sending them off, I checked in with the night shift employees before it was time to head out for the day. With the store in good hands, I left Books & Bats and walked to my car so that I could finally check in on Mom. She only sent me a text to ask how my evening was going. Rather than bothering with a text response, I pulled up her contact on my car’s media panel and called her.
“Wow—Friday night and you respond with a call instead of a text? No fun plans this evening?” Mom laughed.
“I don’t need to hear that judgment! Yes, I’m spending the night at home. It’s been a long week at work, so I’m enjoying a quiet night in. How are you doing?”
Mom started talking about her garden then skipped over ten different tangents. It was difficult to keep up with at times, but I listened to her voice and allowed myself to sink back into the memory of hearing it every day when I was still going to school in Seattle. It felt like it was a lifetime ago, and I suppose that’s how it went when I surrounded myself with vampires who truly got to live multiple lifetimes. With me feeling so restless as a human, I didn’t know if I could ever put up with that for hundreds of years.
“Reina, did you hear me?” Mom asked. The sound of pots and pans clanked in the background.
“Sorry, what did you say?”
“When are you coming to visit your mother? I won’t be around forever, you know.”
I leaned back in the driver’s seat, sighing softly when my plush black seat cover tickled my neck.
“Mom, if only you came out to Fairhaven, Kait would make you a mean cocktail, or even a latte, if that’s more your vibe.”
Even as the words left my mouth, I knew what her answer would be. And after hearing her excuses over the years, I decided to stop her before she got on her “vampires are bad news” tangent.
“Look,” I said with a heavy sigh. “I’ll see if I can come out this month, okay? Lotus just got back from Seattle, so I need to take care of some work things before I can take a full weekend off. Does that sound okay?”
“Of course, Reiny,” she cooed over the phone, her tongue sweet like candy as soon as she heard something that pleased her. “I just hate to hear you working so much when you could be meeting a nice person to finally bring home to me.”
I pressed a finger to the bridge of my nose and willed myself to let the conversation fizzle out. I hoped that she’d just leave her rants at vampires and leave my love life out of it, but I suppose that was too much to ask. That was definitely the cherry on top to feeling disappointed, yet again, that my mother would rather I drive to her every single time. Not once did she visit me in Fairhaven, but I was the good daughter who refused to give up on her.
When we did finally say goodbye, I pulled out of my parking spot and drove straight home. I originally considered swiping through some matches tonight to blow off some steam, but meeting up with someone random just didn’t feel right. Not tonight. 
By the time I got home, showered, and grabbed a slice of ham to nibble on from the fridge, I knew I made the right decision staying home. Despite not having a body to curl up against, I had my cozy blankets and the entertainment of conversing with anonymous entities on Fangerz. See? Perfect night. Plus, I didn’t even need to put a bra back on.
I pulled up the app and sighed like I was perusing sweets in a bakery. I wondered which one I’d pick first. Would I give my attention to the chat asking if I was willing to donate? Ooh, what about the one saying that “synthetic blood doesn’t taste as good” just to coax me into donating. When none of the pending chats kept my attention, I found my finger hovering over TattedRaven’s chat thread.
We didn’t chat much since this morning when I left for work, but I couldn’t stop myself from smiling when I saw that he was online. See, I enjoyed chatting with him because he understood the concept of the app. Fangerz was meant to be anonymous. Don’t give out your name, description, or any of that shit. Granted, it was one of the main reasons why Kait kept an Air tag in my purse, since I was basically walking a very thin line between horny and irresponsible.  
I needed a rush. And I felt that when I talked with Raven, without needing to go out. Though, I admit I often wondered who I’d find on the other side of that profile. Maybe Mom’s comments were still too fresh on my mind, but I couldn’t help wondering if Raven felt the same pull toward me as I did him. I didn’t know much about him, yet chatting with him made me feel more comfortable than I expected. But while it was nice to chat with him about the things that frustrated us after a long day at work, I also enjoyed the conversations that skated on the edge of salaciousness.
“All right, let’s see if you want to play tonight.” I giggled and finally opened up my chat with TattedRaven.
SanguineSweetie: I see you’re online. Scouting for pussy?


TattedRaven: Not quite.


SanguineSweetie: What? No dates?


TattedRaven: Not yet.


SanguineSweetie: Hmm…


TattedRaven: That a problem?


SanguineSweetie: Just makes me excited to know there’s a possibility that I’ll get to pop your Fangerz cherry once you finally agree to meet me. You’re making me dream up some filthy scenarios, TR.


TattedRaven: Tell me.


My cheeks burned at how short his message was. Two little words carried the weight of the kind of sensuality that made my core ignite. If he really wanted to know, then I would tell him. I would tell him how I would lie awake at night, imagining him walking into my bedroom, climbing onto my bed to settle his body between my legs. How many times I made myself come to the thought of him eating me out before fucking me senseless till my body was nothing but pliable putty in his arms.
SanguineSweetie: Tell you? Hmm, I imagine you kissing me while your hands explore every curve of my body. First, you’d kiss my lips, then you’d move down to my neck until you’d feel my body beg for more.

TattedRaven: What else? Tell me…


SanguineSweetie: I imagine you teasing my cunt with your fingers over my panties. I wonder how long it would take you before you’d give in and move the wet fabric away so you could bury your fingers inside me. You’d start with one before moving to add another. It would be easy, wouldn’t it? Because I’d be so wet for you.

TattedRaven: Yeah?


SanguineSweetie: Mhm. So slick that you’d have no trouble sliding right in.


TattedRaven: And then what?


SanguineSweetie: Well, we’d probably go our separate ways, right? Fangerz rules and all.


I watched the ellipses flash multiple times before disappearing completely. Not even a hint of regret could grip me then when a new message appeared, causing me to toss my phone to the side so I could bury my face in the pillow closest to me.
TattedRaven: When I fuck you, I promise that pretty pussy won’t be able to
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Did you know that a vampires
eyes can help us learn more
about their origin?

Blue eyes: Those with blue eyes were
willingly turned.

Gold Eyes: Synthetic vampires were turned
by consuming altered blood. No known
makers.

Grey Eyes: Those with grey eyes were

turned once on the precipice of mortal
death.

Red Eyes: Those with red eyes had a more
traumatic transition to immortality.
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HAVE YOU SEEN THIS PERSON?

LAST SEEN WEARING: PURPLE T-SHIRT WITH BLUE
JEANS. WHITE SNEAKERS AND BLACK PURSE

If you have information on this person,
please call Seattle PD or 911
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Hello, dear reader!

I'm so thrilled you're here! The Shades of Fairhaven
series is getting darker, and with that come content
warnings I'd like to give you a heads up about. As
always, your mental health is more important, so if
you feel the need to put this book down, that’s okay.

Please, take care.

Coarse Language
Discussion and consumption of blood
Alcohol consumption
Consensual sex (Open-Door)
Descriptions of crime scenes
Descriptions of deceased people
Passing of a parent (mentioned)
Physical violence
Police negligence
Prejudice
Torture (implied)

Suicide (mentioned)





