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Prologue
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Ryan Baptist-Knight couldn’t say this was a moment she had dreamed of or even had been looking forward to. However, it was here. The night was so perfect or would be if Amelia was here. 

Amelia was her girlfriend, the woman that was slowly stealing her heart and Ryan wanted nothing more than to make a life with her. However, she had to keep this a secret for now because she had no idea what, if anything, Amelia knew about their world.

The society of vampires in the South was a subculture that existed side-by-side with the human world. It mingled with the world of witches and shifter to create an entire world outside of the human one.

Ryan smoothed her hands over her pants. She had chosen navy slacks and a white shirt with a red tie. The tie was a scarf that had belonged to her mother as did the earrings she wore. However, the royal ring she would be receiving tonight had been made of jewels that had belonged to her father. 

“Ryan, it’s time.”

She nodded to the young woman who’d come into the room where she stood.

The young woman exited the room and Ryan waited a full minute before stepping out behind her. She had rehearsed the ceremony twice and knew what to expect. 

Ryan made her way down the corridor of the home that had been her father’s, part of his domain as king of the tri-town area. He had ruled from this home, and it was now her turn. 

He had been a human, who’d become a king. The vampire world had accepted that title and acknowledged her right to that title as his heir. She was a legit princess.

Not that she’d been able to do anything with that title. At least, not in the human world.

She moved to the ballroom where those invited to the coronation awaited. The lights were dimmed, the room awash in candlelight. Everyone stood as she stepped inside, the wood floor hard beneath her feet.

She took an even metered walk to the makeshift stage that had been put together just for tonight. The room was nicely decorated, and bottles of blood and champagne were neatly lined up on the tables to her right. 

There were some appetizers for those who wished to indulge that included fresh fruits and vegetables and bloodcakes—cupcakes made with real blood and decorated with blood red roses and orchids.

The minister was clothed in black with a red carnation in his lapel. 

She walked up onto the stage and faced the guests, and everyone sat.

“Good evening everyone.”

The greeting was returned. 

Ryan stared out at the small crowd. A member of the Elders Council had been invited to bare witness, but the rest were members of the House of Knight and heads of four most influential families of the eastern section of town, her territory.

“We come together this evening to acknowledge the turning of the paternal wheel. We celebrate and honor Ryan Baptist-Knight born of Marcus Knight our king and beloved ruler. Ryan is the legitimate heir of our king and comes to the throne willingly.”

Ryan faced the minister, a man who had been a good friend of her father’s. Ironically, he’d been a catholic priest before being turned. 

The rest of the ceremony went by quickly and a child walked onto the stage with a pillow on which was a crown and some jewels that glittered.

Ryan was crowned and the blue diamond shield ring was given to her. She put the ring on, and a sword was held out to her rather than a scepter. 

The sword had belonged to her father who’d been an excellent swordsman. Etched on the hilt was the bindrune created by her father that meant protection, victory, and success. Just below the handgrip was a circle of black tourmaline and hematite.

Ryan accepted the sword and bowed to the knight who’d presented it to her. Her House had two knights but only one of them was present.

“I now present to the House, its new queen, Queen Ryan Baptist-Knight, her royal Highness.”

Everyone rose.

“Long live Ryan, daughter of Knight,” the minister said. 

“Long live Ryan, daughter of Knight!” The crowd sang. 
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Two Days Later.

“Ryan are you sure this is a good idea?” Jaxon Rider asked. “I know Mihai is pushing you to take your father’s place, but it’s not necessary. However, we are eager to have you join the Council.”

Ryan held the brown gaze of the man seated across from her in his office. The meeting hall had been updated from the old pre-Civil War building to what it was today. A three-story building with the same old wood floors in some rooms and no windows safe in a single office.

The basement and the attic had also been updated, turning them into useful spaces, the basement leading to an underground tunnel that led to a secondary location with no windows allowing a vampire the ease of avoiding the sun in daylight.

“Mihai suggested that I take my father’s seat now, but I’m in full agreement with him that it’s time,” Ryan said. “I know that you’ve been occupying my father’s seat since Mihai moved to the East fulltime. I imagine the double-duty has been a bit of a strain on you with your business.”

“Not really,” Rider replied. “I’m handling it fine.”

She smiled. Rider was able to claim the title of Duke and reaped all the rewards of ruling her seat. Those rewards included a small salary from the rest of the families living in the east of the small town as well as special treat as vampire royalty locally and when he traveled. 

His position as ruler of the East brought with it the added title of head of the Council rather than king because things had been arranged that way by her father. 

However, without her position, he was just another citizen with no right to sit on the Council. Neither did he have a title as the house that he originally belonged to wasn’t ruled by him. Taking her father’s place had allowed him to maintain a small House of his own, but they had no real power if he was no longer in control of her seat.

“I imagine so, but I will be taking my place.”

“You could sit on the council and learn and decide if the responsibility is something you want to undertake.”

“I’ve decided,” Ryan told him patiently. 

“You have no coven.” He gave her an almost smirk.

“Actually, I do,” Ryan told him. “The thirteen original members of the House of Knight all had children. Those children are my coven, and I’ve been coronated as the Queen of Knight House.” 

“I don’t see a ring.”

“That’s because I’m not wearing it—” She paused in her speech to remove the ring from beneath her shirt. 

Rider’s lips twisted in an expression of anger, his brown eyes shining with it. 

“I just wonder though since you’re dating Genny’s niece that you aren’t making a bid to lay claim to the north territory. It would be more suitable.”

“It would be inappropriate, Rider,” she said patiently. “I’m dating Amelia, should we become handfasted, she’ll join my house not I hers.”

“As Genny won’t be there to run it, I’d think it would make sense for you to take it over though.”

“At present, there is no reason for me to even consider such a thing. A suggestion of handfasting is premature as is any such talk of becoming queen of Thistle-Rose.” Ryan rose. “I have to get going. I have some work on my desk that I need to clear.”

“Course.” He got to his feet as well and a look of malice stole into his gaze. “I just have one question. There is no one like you on the Council, and with all of this new wave stuff of pronouns going around I’d like to know how you’d prefer to be addressed.”

Ryan held his gaze as she slipped her hands into the pockets of her casual slacks. He looked away proving what she already knew. She was the more dominant. 

“I’m a woman, Rider, and I was too much for your son,” she told him coolly. “Just because I happen to prefer women doesn’t change my pronouns. You may call me Grand Duchess or Knight.”

He bowed his head, his gaze one of thinly veiled distaste. “Yes, Grand Duchess.”

“Good evening Mr. Rider.”

When he met her gaze this time, Ryan saw the pure dislike bright in his gaze. She was stripping him of his power, and he knew it.

****
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“I called you because it’s time we talked.”

The silence on the other end didn’t surprise her. Novak Rose-Brier had merely walked away from his daughter one day and not looked back. He had shirked his responsibility to the child he’d sired which was unacceptable enough. But to pretend he had no duty to her now that she was an adult was worse.

And she couldn’t allow it given the changes about to occur here in Avon Del.

“My Queen,” he said, a thread of respect in his deep voice. 

“Don’t ‘My Queen’ me,” she said. “We need to meet to discuss your daughter.”

“There’s nothing to discuss,” Novak replied coolly.

“Like hell there isn’t,” she muttered. “I am going to be leaving Avon Del soon for France and Amelia is heir to my bloodline as well as yours considering her mother is my father’s child.”

“Why are you leaving and why not just have one of my cousins take command of the coven. Amelia can’t be anyways prepared let alone knowledgeable about our world.”

“She’s not, but we both know there is so much more at stake than who controls Thistle-Rose in my absence.”

The control of the northern point was at stake, and it was a bigger area as she’d been allowed to have control of all the area that the Avon Del Park encompassed except the area controlled by the Roses, and Knight House.

The Park started in the town’s eastern section and extended north for two small towns onward.

The area gave whoever controlled it a great deal of economic and political power in their area.

“I’ll talk to my grandfather. It’s more his decision than mine, and I’m sure he’d rather have someone other than an inexperienced young woman at the helm.”

She grunted. “Amelia wouldn’t be inexperienced if you hadn’t turned your back on her.”

“I did what your father told me to do. He didn’t want me anywhere near your sister or Amelia.” 

“After he died—”

“I honored the agreement,” Novak broke in, his tone respectful. “With all due respect, Miss Genny, you could have brought Amelia into our world at anytime. I know you had far more access to her than I would ever have been given even if I had wanted it.”

Genny sighed. The difficulty of this entire situation was already draining her. All she wanted to do was gut someone. It was too bad her father wasn’t still alive. She could demand answers of him. 

Then, again, Amelia might be the witch she should be if her father was still alive. 

“Be that as it may, it’s time you honored another agreement.”

“What agreement is that?” he asked carefully. 

“The agreement that will define Amelia’s future now that she’s awake. She was awakened less than two months ago, and you have—”

“It’s your responsibility to take her into the coven’s witch core,” Novak broke in.

“On that we might not get a choice,” she said coldly. “Amelia’s of age and the betrothal is at hand.”

“He had an heir?” he asked curiously. 

“He did.”

“Well, I don’t think it’s important now,” Novak replied. “The heir probably has no idea of the pact let alone the tie between our families. Status quo can remain in order.”

“Unfortunately, I don’t think that’s true and if you forfeit, we’ll all lose a good deal especially your daughter who is more or less destitute given she’s lost her inheritance—”

“I think this is more about your losses than mine,” he broke in impatiently. “I’ve long since cut my ties with the property there. All that I have is here. That’s why I moved here. So, me and my family could have something that wouldn’t be taken from us.”

“I stand to lose a great deal, but Amelia will lose the most if you don’t give this your attention. He will consider this a forfeiture if you don’t agree to the meeting.”

“If you’ve set a meeting, why do you need me? You have my permission to handle things. Amelia isn’t my responsibility. That cord was cut long ago.”

“Insolent and thoughtless boy,” she growled. “How could you care so little for your own daughter?” 

“Your family ensured I had no contact with her—”

“Amelia has been asking about you.”

“Tell her the truth,” he said. “I’m not coming.”

Amelia’s parents were unbelievable. Her father was just as self-centered as her mother. 

“With so much at stake, I’d think you’d consult John Brier and your grandfather first.” 

“After I’ve spoken with them, I’ll get back to you and let you know their decision.” 

“Thank you,” she replied and ended the call. 

Genevieve looked down at the information on her desk. She hadn’t expected to ever have to deal with this matter. She had thought the deal to become a thing of obscurity.

Genny pushed out a rough sigh as she shook her head. 

“What did he say?”

She glanced across the room to the couch where her lover rested with a book in hand.

“He won’t come. Amelia will be disappointed, but I’m going to have to tell her.”

“Do you know why he refused to see her through the years?”

“No. Just what he just told me which was that my father didn’t want him near Amelia or Felicia.”

“Do you believe your father intended to train Amelia as a witch?”

“Not unless he was going to do it in secret,” she answered. “There simply is no way for me to know what he intended since he didn’t discuss it with me. Now, I’m going to have to introduce her to the life and make sure she doesn’t turn her back on it.”

“You intend to act as her guardian?”

“I’ll have no choice, but I’d like you to go over some paperwork. I need as much clarification as I can get.”

It was best to start the ball rolling now rather than hoping for a ninth hour reprieve.
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Chapter Two
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Amelia Rose-Brier pushed out a rough sigh. She had only been doing this for just under four weeks, and she was still getting used to the amount of work required to run an inn. At present, she was merely the manager, still in training. 

This evening’s meeting with the evening staff had been trying as yet another person had wanted to prove she had no right to have this job, but she wasn’t going anywhere.

Avon Del was her home now. She loved managing her aunt’s inn, Willow Inn. She’d only been doing the job a short time since her aunt had fired the last manager who had been suspected of helping the business manager embezzle funds.

“Amelia?”

She turned to see Megan Marcus standing in the doorway of the meeting room, her straight black hair pulled back from her pretty face. Her light brown skin was lightly made up, and she wore a simple indigo dress and knee-high boots. 

“Hi, Megan,” she said with a smile. 

Megan was new in town just like her. However, she was a childhood friend of her girlfriend’s. Amelia wasn’t sure how she felt about that since Megan was clearly gay and very attractive. 

“Are you too tired to go out?” Megan asked and sauntered into the room, hips swaying, and the skirt of her dress swishing around her legs. “We’re heading out to Crow’s Point for a bit of a party.”

“Crow’s Point?” She frowned. She had never heard of the place, but she didn’t do much socializing. “What’s that?”

“It’s a secluded stretch near the lake. There’s a cabin up there,” Megan said with a smile as she came to a stop next to her at the long table. “It’s sort of like a hang out.”

“I don’t know how to get to it.”

“You don’t have to,” Megan said. “You can ride with me. I’ll follow you home and you can change into something that will make Ryan drool—one of those dresses you bought last weekend.”

Last weekend she’d gone into the city with Megan and her friend Pippa, and Hope, who was Amelia’s co-worker.

Amelia smiled. She had bought a few new things that she had yet to wear. Megan was also working with her on a few of the spells from Amelia’s great grandmother’s grimoire. At least that’s what Megan had said that old cookbook was.

Amelia liked them both and working with other practitioners was not only fun but made her craft seem even more real and magical.

“Look at you, blushing,” Megan said reaching out to touch her. “You should totally glam it up. Wear that necklace and that short black dress. Oh, or that black skirt with the red lace-up top or even better the one with the bell sleeves and those cute little boots.”

“I didn’t get the boots.” Her foray into more seductive fashion was slow. She still had a style she liked to stick to despite Megan’s attempts to make her over. 

“Well, the black shirt lace-up shirt dress with the black wedge scandals.”

“Who’s we?” 

“Just our small circle,” she said. “Ryan will be there too.” Megan wiggled her brows at her. “You two are totally cute together.”

“How do you know Hope?”

“We all grew up here and moved away except Ryan, Charlie and Rena.” She shrugged. “So, we were friendly with Hope back then.”

“Why did you move away?”

“Our families chose to.” She smiled. “Are you ready to go?”

“Sure,” she said and began gathering her things from the table.

“I’ll follow you home. Meet you in the parking lot?”

“Sure.” She nodded. 

Amelia exited the room and headed back to her office. She opened her desk drawer and found a note on her desk in bright red.

Go home

She frowned and wadded the page up and tossed it into the trash. 

She grabbed her keys and bag which contained her day planner which acted as her purse some days too. Amelia hurried from her office to her car in the employees parking lot. Amelia moved past some of the inn workers who gave her cool stares as she passed and immediately began whispering about her. 

Amelia frowned but pushed the hint of hurt that shafted her aside. 

“Amelia.” She turned at the whisper of her name and scanned the crowd, her gaze going to the shadows of the building. 

She squinted not that she needed to. She saw things in greater detail and sharper color since becoming a vampire. A figure with a bone white face stared back at her. The clothes were blacker than night itself. Light flashed temporarily blinding her and when she could see clearly again the figure was gone. 

With a frown, Amelia made her way to her car and unlocked the door before climbing in. She dismissed the occurrence as one of those things, and started her car, her thoughts going to her present social status. 

She didn’t have many friends. Never had from the moment she came out. In an effort to get her back on track, to being straight, her mother and grandmother had threatened her with the loss of her inheritance. 

In so many ways that had kept her emotionally isolated leaving her cautious about who she would or would not befriend. Amelia hadn’t been sure what she’d find here, but she hadn’t wanted to take many chances. Hope had been an exception, but Ryan had been a game changer. 

Ryan had helped her find her courage. However, Amelia wasn’t ready to reach too far beyond her comfort level. At the same time, she did want to get to know Megan and Pippa. They were friendly and didn’t appear to have an ulterior motive for befriending her. 

Amelia made it home—home was a guesthouse on her aunt’s estate with a separate entrance. She pulled into her driveway with a set of headlights right behind her. 

Amelia cut the engine and climbed out and Megan was out of her car too. Amelia led the way inside.

“You need a dog or an alarm,” Megan told her. “You’re a woman alone. I know your aunt probably has some security measures in place, but you’re far enough from the house and with that road and those woods—Amelia, this is unacceptable.”

Amelia gave her a quizzical look. Why did she care about her safety?

“I’m safe enough.”

“Do you have wards in place?”

“No. I didn’t think I needed anything, but I only know a few simple ones.”

“Put them in place,” she ordered. “An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure.”

“Okay. First thing tomorrow.”

“Yeah. I’m going to come over and me and Pippa are going to make sure you do. Then, we’re going into the city for a bit. After that, we’re hanging out at the house.”

“The house?”

“Ryan’s. Her dad left her a big house. We all live there. There’s a lake not far, and she has a boat out there. She has a beautiful deck.”

“I can’t do the sun too long,” she said.

“Pippa and I have the same issue. Our cousin Tyler, not so much just like Ryan.” She shook her head. “Cute place.”

“Thanks. I haven’t done much too it yet. I’ve been too busy working.” 

Megan glanced around the foyer. “Mind if I get some water while you change?”

“Help yourself. The kitchen is that way.” She pointed.

“Take your time,” Megan said.

Amelia hurried upstairs and took a quick shower and moisturized. She was standing in front of her closet in bra and panties when Megan rapped on the doorframe. 

She hadn’t closed the door all the way, but she couldn’t see her. 

“I’ll be out in a minute.” 

The door opened, and Megan came in with a bottle of water in hand. “Sweet room.” She nodded, glancing around. “Nice bed.”

“Thanks.”

Megan came over and peered into the closet and selected a dress after a moment. “Get into that while I grab some shoes.”

Amelia took the black shirt dress. It was perfect for a casual evening out with friends. She pulled it on.

“You don’t have to be shy of me,” she said bringing the wedge sandals over. “You and I are going to be great friends.”  Megan gave her a smile. “I like the girly vibe.” Megan walked over to her dressing table and picked up a bottle. 

Amelia put on the shoes before moving to the table to do her hair. 

“I love that rose,” Megan said.

“Ryan gave it to me.” She smiled. It had been their first real date though Ryan had agreed to lie and say they’d been dating for a while.

“She has good taste,” Megan murmured. “Is your aunt not okay with you and Ryan? Is that why you live out here?”

“She likes Ryan just fine. I just wanted some privacy,” Amelia said. 

“Course.”

Amelia released her hair from its knot and brushed it out. The waves coursed down her shoulders over her breasts. She decided to pull a few strands back and secure them with a cute pin. Then, she spritzed on a little perfume.

“Ready,” Amelia said. 

Megan smiled. “Ryan will bring you back. Is that okay?”

“Yeah, fine.” Amelia gave her a smile, but part of her wondered what Megan might have in mind and if she’d regret going with her. 

Amelia got her purse and put a few items in it and put on some lip gloss before dropping that in her purse and they were off. 

Megan’s Camaro was lipstick red, and the other woman barely kept it within the speed limit until they reached a red light. A car pulled up beside them and Megan glanced over and rolled down the window.

“Hey, Megan,” a blonde said. “I see you’ve picked up the ice bitch.”

“I guess Amelia didn’t have to speak to you to recognize what an ass you are, Gretchen,” Megan commented.

“Yeah, right. She’s too stuck up that’s why she has to scrape the bottom of the barrel for friends.”

Megan laughed. “From where I’m watching, she’s got the crème of the crème,” Megan retorted.

The blonde gave her the finger, and Megan returned it. 

“Eat my dust, skank. I dare you.” The blonde hit the gas, and Megan followed suit. 

Amelia let out a squeal as the two cars went racing down the street. Her eyes widened as they took a sharp turn and the two cars almost collided.

They were speeding down a two-lane road with her praying she didn’t get thrown out of the car. Her heart was pounding fast and hard, and fear was a knot in her stomach as she gripped the leather seat.

A car came out of nowhere, and Megan hit the gas, but so did the blonde. Megan inched over and picked up speed and just made it in front of the blonde before the oncoming car got close enough to collide with them.

Megan let out a scream of triumph, and Amelia wanted to check her pants.

“Goddess,” Amelia breathed roughly.

The blonde honked behind them and nudged the back of the car just enough to make Amelia lurch and gasp.

Megan laughed as she picked up speed and raced down the street. “Are you okay, Amelia?”

“I think so,” she answered her heart beating again. 

“That was Gretchen.”

“I met her at a dinner party a few weeks ago,” Amelia said. “I guess you guys don’t like each other?”

“She’s okay,” Megan answered. “She asked you out?”

“No.” She shook her head. “She said I smelled like a dog.”

Megan laughed. “You smell fine. She’s just jealous Ryan’s with you.” She turned off the main road onto a side one and headlights shone into the car from behind. 

“Is Gretchen coming?”

“Maybe, she’s still on our tail.” 

She drove for a mile and a two-story house came into view. Cars were pulled to one side on what looked like a concrete slab and the house was lit up. A few people were outside the driveway leaning on a car.

Megan pulled onto the slab and parked next to a pick-up truck that looked suspiciously like Ryan’s. Amelia released her seatbelt and climbed out.

Megan was out on her side and when Amelia rounded the car, Megan linked an arm through hers and tugged her up to the patio where Charlie and Bailey, friends of Ryan’s occupied the porch swing while Ryan was perched on the edge of the railing.

“Hey, guys,” Megan said.

“Meggie,” Bailey said. “What’s up, girl?”

Megan smiled. “Bailey, you look hot. Save me a dance?”

“You got it. Amelia,” Bailey said giving her a nod.

“Hi, Rena, Charlie.”

Ryan came to loop an arm around her. “Hi, gorgeous.”

“Hi,” she said breathlessly.

Ryan dipped her head and kissed her, and Charlie let out a whistle that made Amelia’s cheeks hot.

“What do you see in that snot?” Gretchen said coming up the porch with Annie, a woman Amelia had met at her aunt’s in tow. 

“Don’t be ridiculous, Gret,” Annie muttered. “We all know what Ryan sees in that tart.”

“Amelia let’s take a walk,” Ryan said. “It’s a bit crowded here.” 

Ryan took her hand, lacing her fingers through Amelia’s and led her around to the back of the house. The deck was a rustic wood one with several chairs along with other furniture. 

They walked down a path that led to the wood and a trail. The moon shone down lighting the way.

“She asked you out?” Amelia asked curiously. She knew Ryan had had a life before her, but the very thought of that life intruding on theirs angered her. 

“We went out a few times, but Gretchen and I were going in different directions,” Ryan answered. “There was really no way to change that.”

“You wanted to?” Amelia asked quietly.

Ryan sighed. “I didn’t want to change her.” She shrugged. “It was a heartbreak for both of us waiting to happen, and I didn’t see any reason to walk down that road with those rose-colored glasses.”

“She’s pretty.”

“She is,” Ryan agreed.

“So is Megan and Pippa. She said you guys were living together in a house your father left you.”

“We do,” Ryan said looking at her. “We all knew each other as kids. Their parents were friends with mine, so when they said they were all coming back to town, I gave them rooms in the house.”

“There isn’t—I mean, I don’t know what I mean.”

“No,” Ryan said. “Don’t do that. You’re a grown-ass woman. You don’t have to pull your punches.” Ryan’s voice was firm yet gentle. 

Amelia looked at her. “Are you—I mean do you like her?”

“Yes, but not like that,” Ryan said. “Megan is like a sister to me. You’re the one I want to be with.”

“Whose house is this?”

“It’s a place my father put together,” Ryan said. “It’s like a club.”

“A club?” Amelia asked. 

Ryan nodded slowly. “You want to go in? We can get some drinks, dance, just hang out.”

“Sure,” Amelia said with a smile.

Ryan took her hand and led her back to the house. There were people on the back patio lounging now with the fire pit going as they talked and laughed. There was an outside bar and some music played low from an outdoor sound system.

Amelia took stock of all she saw as they made their way into the house through the back door. It opened into a long corridor with no windows. Ryan led the way to the kitchen, which smelled of sweets and fruit along with something else. 

She couldn’t place it but if she had to say, Amelia would call it blood.

The center island was a bar and two people manned it.

“Hey, Ryan, drinks?”

“Yeah, Nadi,” Ryan said. “Just iced tea for me. Amelia?”

“Umm, red wine.”

The woman gave them a smile. “You’re Miss Genny’s niece, right?”

“Yes,” Amelia said slowly.

“Love Miss Genny,” she said. “She’s a great lady. My uncle works for her.” She poured their drinks.

“What does he do?” Amelia asked with a frown.

“He’s one of the gardeners,” she said. “Everybody calls him Big John because he’s so tall.” She grinned. Ryan’s iced tea was filled with fruit and ice. “Ryan, I hear congrats are in order?”

“Thanks,” Ryan said. 

“What are the congratulations for?” Amelia asked curiously, hating the thought of being left out of an important milestone in Ryan’s life.

“Just finally getting my house,” Ryan said with a smile.

“Right,” Amelia murmured not believing her but deciding not to push it. 

“It’s a beautiful place,” Nadia commented. “Will the rest of the originals be coming back? I’d love to see Liam again.”

“Not soon,” Ryan said. “They’re staying up East.”

“Issues with you?” Nadia asked.

“Maybe,” Ryan said with a laugh. “You never know.”

“Mind if I come around sometime, G—Ryan?”

“No.” Ryan shook her head. “You still practice?”

“Yeah. Mom’s worried I won’t take vows into Dark Moon, and honestly, I don’t want to. The coven’s too rigid. I’m hoping to find a coven that’s younger but still organized. Megan and Pippa invited me to a circle. Will you be there Amelia?”

They were talking about magick?

“Megan invited me to come,” Amelia said. “I might be able to make one.”

“You’ll love it,” Nadia exclaimed. “There is nothing like living here in Avon Del among the kin.” She poured a goblet and handed it to her. “Looking forward to getting to know you better.”

Amelia was at a loss for words, but Nadia didn’t seem to notice. She merely grinned at her. 

“The kin?” she asked. 

Nadia laughed. “People like us,” Nadia said. “Oh, hey you should try the mini bunts, Amelia. They are awesome.”

“Thanks Nadi,” Ryan said. “Come on, Amelia. Let’s try out the goods.”

Ryan led the way to the counter where baked goods and fruits were lined up in glass covered dishes. Ryan lifted a lid, and Amelia grabbed a napkin and helped herself to a mini cake with strawberry frosting. 

She took a bite while Ryan picked up a pineapple slice before urging her to the door. As they got there, Gretchen came in. 

Gretchen gave her a cold look. “Entitled snot,” she muttered. “Majesty,” she said to Ryan giving her a bit of a curtsey.

Ryan allowed her to pass without replying. 

“What was that about?” Amelia demanded. 

“My dad was royalty. He moved here, but he still used his title.”

“Right. Yeah? What’s your title?”

“Princess,” Ryan said giving her an uncomfortable smile. “You can just call me Ryan though.”

Amelia laughed, and Ryan led them out into the corridor and out into the spacious cabin. They ended
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