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Prologue
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For days he had been frozen in time, captured by a man he once considered his ally, a friend even. In his head he could hear the words that came to mind, but he could not speak them out loud. Behind his frozen eyelids he could see the visions of a dream, but he could not open his eyes. Later, though how many days had past he could not say, he was rescued by the woman who not long ago tried to kill him. A woman who he had known centuries ago. A woman he had called his wife. They had once shared a life and dreams of building a family together until the night tragedy struck. A night that had changed the course of both their lives and would leave them separated throughout the ages until they would eventually be reunited through one man’s acts of greed, revenge, and quest for power. A man Nikolai had learned was the son he once believed to had never been born. The son he conceived with his wife many years ago who he thought had been killed with the child still inside her womb.

The night that Una and Alex both showed up back into his life they were intent on destroying him and they had almost succeeded. Now Nikolai found himself standing next to Una in the warm summer night air taking his first breaths in days. The blood he drank from her veins had filled him enough to walk out of that mortuary, but he would need more if he was going to survive this night. Brand new dangers had come to light over the last few nights as Una had informed him. Alex was after the power which only one vampire possessed. Dac and Luca were on a new course of rivalry. Last but certainly not least there were vampire hunters, one of whom they had just left behind in that room in the mortuary. 

“You should have killed him,” Una had said about Jace. The wind blew her long black hair, and she brushed it from her face. Her voice carried with it the disgust she felt for the human they had left behind.

“I’m not worried about Jace right now, nor Luca or Dac fighting for that matter. They can work out their problems on their own.  We need to get to Alex first. He will never be strong enough to defeat Luca and his plan as you’ve told it to me is ludicrous. Where is he? We need to go there now.”

“And you need to feed. You won’t be strong enough without more blood in you.” Una insisted.

“Fine we’ll head to the blood bank first, but then we go find Alex.” Nikolai began walking in the direction that would take him to the blood bank that supplied the vampires with their blood, but Una grabbed his arm stopping him in his tracks.

“There’s no time for that,” she said.

“I will not drink blood from a human,” Nikolai protested. He had not drunk the blood direct from a human in a long time and he was not about to start again tonight, no matter how much Una insisted. But he knew she was right. He could feel the weakness in his limbs. Una’s blood had awakened him, but it was not enough to revive his full strength and as much as he hated to admit it, he was still recovering from when she stabbed him. “But you’re right, we won’t have time to make it to the blood bank and find Alex in time,” he admitted before she had time to protest. 

“There’s a house on the edge of Aura Springs. That’s where we’ll find Alex. We’ll figure something out on the way.” Una led the way with Nikolai trailing behind her. What she meant by they’d figure something out was, whether it be human or animal, tonight Nikolai had to act like the vampire he was and use the tools he’d possessed to nourish himself. Otherwise, Alex will have his wish and Nikolai wouldn’t make it out of this night alive.   

They traversed at vampiric speed along the edge of the main highway covered over by the canopy of trees that stood tall and full. Nikolai knew why Una had taken him this way. It would provide him with plenty of opportunity to feed on humans who stalled their cars along the roadway or wildlife that roamed amongst the thickets. Either way, he would have to make a decision, and soon, as his body was giving him no other choice. The hunger forced its way through him, and he felt his energy steadily draining. His knees became unstable as he fell to the ground. He grasped at the dirt under his fingertips and tried to pull himself up. But he was weak from days of malnourishment and the poisons that had yet to fully leave his body. 

Something slumped on the ground beside him. He looked over to see the half lifeless body of a man and standing above him was Una. Blood dripped down the corner of Una’s lip and from the fresh wounds in the man’s neck. Nikolai could smell the blood so fiercely he could already taste it. “Drink it,” Una had yelled at him as she kicked the body closer. Nikolai snatched the body off the ground, bringing it close to his mouth. He could hear the man’s faint heartbeat in tune with his own. Then instinct took over and he sunk his fangs into the already exposed artery and drank.

What you do in the name of survival is not the same as what you do in the name of pleasure, Dac had once said to him. It was these words that would ring true this night as he took a life for the first time in almost 70 years even if he had not been the one to have taken the first bite. 

Nikolai’s strength quickly returned with the fresh human blood that now flowed through his veins. Una led him to a car on the side of the road buried just far enough into the bushes that no human would have seen it in the dark cover of night. The keys still hung in the ignition. Una jumped into the driver seat. Nikolai hesitated but then climbed into the seat next to her. The man’s smell still lingered in the car and the taste of his blood still lingered on Nikolai’s tongue. 

Moments later they pulled up to the place Alex was supposed to be. It was a wreck of a house long abandoned by its owners. The ceiling had long ago caved in from storm damage and years of neglect. The yard was littered with debris, dead leaves, and overgrown weeds. 

The moment Nikolai and Una stepped inside they knew they were too late. The trails of blood and dirt across the floor told them so. The place was quiet except for the sound of a beating heart that echoed off the vacant walls. The cold touch of Una’s skin sent a chill through Nikolai’s spine as she grasped his hand intertwining her fingers with his. He squeezed her hand and together they followed the sound of the heartbeat. A door slightly ajar down the dark hallway showed the body of Alex. His throat split, his spine crushed, and all the blood drained from his body. He was dead the only way the undead could be. Nikolai and Una both choked back a gasp. Nikolai felt the tears from Una as they fell from her eyes and landed on the hand he was holding. Though he had not the chance to get to know his son, a pang of sorrow settled into his heart. He squeezed Una’s hand just a little bit tighter than before. 

Across from the carnage that had become of their son, in another room stood Dac. The knife in his hand dripping with blood from the still beating heart that rested on the tip of the blade. Luca’s body lay on the floor. His chest open from where the demon’s heart had been extracted. Dac cupped the heart in his hands letting the bloody knife fall to the floor. Nikolai and Una watched as he consumed the heart the same way his brother had once done, fulfilling his destiny. Fulfilling the curse of the demon. The curse of the seventh son. 
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It had been ten years since Jace had last stepped foot in Aura Springs. The day his house sold, and he packed his bags he swore he would never return to this place, and he mostly kept that promise. Of course, his cousin and his best friend lived here so he had to come back a few times, especially when the two got married and had their children. That was something Jace hadn’t expected, but he guessed he shouldn’t have been too surprised. He did see them together a few times and honestly, he was happy for the two of them. They made a sweet couple, and Alan was good for Janice and a good stepfather to her three other daughters. Which was the reason Jace was back in Aura Springs now. Janice’s oldest daughter, Maeve, was turning sixteen in two days, and she had begged him to come to her birthday party. How could he refuse that? 

The party was being held at the same hotel that his ex-fiancée Cloe had worked at before she died ten years ago. And three years before that he had lost one of his good friends, Harper. She had disappeared and was never found. Everyone knew that was the reason he left. It had been too hard for him to stay after all of that loss. If only they had known the whole truth. 

“Will you be ok?” Janice had asked him over the phone when she first told him where the party was going to be. He’d be fine, he had told her. He had to be. It was a long time ago. He had moved past it all. Plus, he wasn’t about to disappoint his favorite niece on her special day. “Better not let the other kids hear you say that.” Janice laughed. 

Jace was happy with how close the two of them had gotten over the years since she married his best friend, Alan. It was weird how it worked out. They hadn’t been very close before, even when she first moved to Aura Springs. But now, even with him being so far away they had grown that close familiar bond that he had longed for. Even calling her kids his nieces and nephew and them calling him uncle, even though they were actually cousins. They felt like more than that now and having them in his life meant everything to Jace.

He, however, decided to stay someplace else during his time in Aura Springs. A small motel along the beach that he always stayed in when he came to town. He did his best to keep his eyes on the road ahead of him as he drove through town instead of taking in the scenery around him. A scenery of distant memories. Things he had rather forgotten. He stopped his car at the red light. The Aura Springs Café stood to the right of him. The smells of coffee and sugary baked goods filled the air around him or maybe it was just his mind remembering what it felt like to be inside that place. He swallowed hard pushing down the lump that grew in his throat. He rolled up his window, turned up the radio and waited impatiently for the traffic light to turn green so he could get to his motel. 

It was late October. The leaves on the trees had all turned to pretty colors of yellow, orange, and red. He passed the train station that no matter what time of year it was it always looked like it belonged in another time. The wind began to pick up slightly and the smell of saltwater coming off the ocean filled the air. The number of other cars on the road beside him dwindled. With the weather cooling there were not many people staying at the motel or even on this side of town for that matter. After checking in at the front desk, Jace drove his car around the beige and blue building and parked as close to his room as he could. Once inside he placed his bags on the floor unzipping the smaller of the two.  He pulled out a small tub of cream, a spray bottle and a plastic bag filled with bundles of hawthorn tied tightly together and placed them on the table. He opened the jar of cream rubbing it across his neck, temples, and wrists. Then he sprayed the room with his essential oil mixture and hung the hawthorn branches across the front doorway and the glass door leading to the balcony. He may not have seen any vampires in ten years, not since that night, but he still wasn’t taking any chances. 

Outside on the balcony the wind blew in brisk off the ocean. Jace stared out at the waves as they crashed against the shore. The sky was still blue with daylight. At least he still had that in his favor. A stranger ran along the shore with their dog running beside them splashing in the cold water. Jace breathed in the cool air and slowly exhaled as he tried to calm the jitters that crawled up his skin. Memories of a past life that he never truly forgotten threatened every corner of his subconscious.

He never knew what happened to the rest of the vampires after that night. He had kept to his word as best he could. He couldn’t help the two vampires that got in his way. They had come after him. He had to kill them. That was an act of self-defense. But other than that, he killed only the vampire he set out to destroy. Then he walked away never looking back. Never coming across another vampire and never seeking one out. He put that life behind him. He wasn’t a vampire hunter. Not truly. He was just an ordinary man once put in an extraordinary position. And over the last ten years he had lived an ordinary life. He still ran his business with Alan, although remotely from the other side of the country. He was here now for ordinary reasons, his niece’s birthday party. But as the sun began to set his memories were anything but ordinary.  

He stepped back inside his room, shut the door tight, locking the sliding door in place and closing the curtains making sure to cover every inch of the glass. He made sure all the hawthorn was still secured in its places. He switched on the desk lamp and turned on the tv, flipping through the limited channels that the motel offered looking for anything to distract his thoughts. Time to unwind and relax before going to see his family tomorrow. No one was expecting him until the next day. Any time he made this trip to Aura Springs he always done the same thing. Arrived a day early. Set up his room to protect it and himself from any vampires. And most importantly give himself time to decompress and sort out his thoughts before being dragged into whatever family chaos was about to ensue. 

The problem was when he closed his eyes, he only saw her. The fiancée he lost ten years ago. Her golden skin and curly brown hair. Her smile that could light up the whole world. Then he saw the bloody water, the cuts in her wrist, and the puncture wounds at the back of her neck. He saw her lying in her casket looking like someone other than herself. Then he saw the pale skinned face of the vampire that had done that to her. The one who when she was human had once called herself Cloe’s best friend. The one who begged for Jace’s help and threw him into the world of vampires. He saw her eyes when he realized it was her that had killed Cloe. And then he saw her head roll to the floor when Sarah struck her with the axe after he had stabbed her in the heart with the dagger. The dagger she had given to him to protect himself. He often wondered in the days following if Harper had known he would find out the truth. Did she suspect he would end up killing her with that very dagger or did she think she would keep that secret forever? He wondered why Dac led him to her that day. Was it jealousy that she had turned to his brother for help, or had he truly been that evil once he felt betrayed? Luca had told him Dac had evil inside of him. Jace knew it to be true. He could feel it. How could he not? He was a vampire after all, but he also knew Dac truly cared for Harper. Whatever the reason, he would never know, and he was better off for it. He had not heard from Dac, Luca, or any of the other vampires since that night and he intended to keep it that way. His part in the vampire world ended the night he killed Harper.   

He shuddered at the memory of it all. No matter how much he tried to escape it, it was always there. Lurking in the back of his mind. Following him wherever he went. Every dark shadow, or cold chill reminded him that monsters prowled beyond this world that humans knew. That every myth and every story had a little bit of truth to it. He had lost the love of his life, his best friend, and even a piece of himself to that world. Now he only wanted to hold on closely to those he had left. To protect them at all costs. So, he stayed away as much as he could. He cut ties to the vampire hunters and to this town as much as it would let him. Coming back only a few days at a time, only a few times throughout the years. And always keeping his deterrents with him and never letting his guard down. 

He leaned back on the bed, resting his head against the headboard. The tv was still on though he did not pay much attention to it. Outside he could hear random cars passing by or kids playing across the street. He could tell the sun had fully set by now by the darkness beyond the curtain and how little the tiny desk lamp brightened up the room. 

The stress of the long drive and the even longer day began to wear on him. He sipped from the water bottle on the nightstand next to him. He finally kicked off his shoes and pulled his legs up fully onto the bed. Maybe he could get a little rest before the morning. He pulled his cell phone from the pocket of his jeans and placed it on the table, not even bothering to put it on its charger. It would be ok until morning he thought as he sunk down into the bed, closing his eyes.  

When he opened his eyes the next morning the room was bright despite the closed curtains. The sun was hitting directly in through this side of the motel. Jace didn’t mind. He had slept a dreamless sleep and woke up refreshed before remembering where he was. He climbed out of bed and walked over to the bathroom to wash up and reapply his cream. He looked around the room. All the hawthorn was still in place untouched, unmoved. He breathed a sigh of relief, grabbed his room and car keys, and walked out to the front desk area where they offered a free breakfast of stale bagels and tiny boxes of cereal. He mostly just wanted a coffee since there was none in the room, but he grabbed a bagel anyway and ate it on the way to his car. Time to get over to Janice’s. They would be expecting him to arrive any minute. 

He was holding the coffee in one hand and the half of bagel he had left in his mouth so he could open his car door. When inside he placed the coffee down in the cup holder. Bit off another piece of bagel and then reached for his phone. It was still upstairs. “Damn,” he muttered to himself. The morning air was cold compared to the day before. At least he hadn’t parked too far away from his room, so he didn’t have far to go to retrieve the phone. 

He slipped the key in the lock and opened the door. His phone was buzzing on the table where he had left it the night before. When he reached for it, the screen had lit up with one missed call and one new text message. His heart sank into his stomach when he read the name on the screen. He swiped to read the text message. 

I heard you were back in town. We need to talk. It’s important.
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There was a familiarity about him, yet she couldn’t place where she had seen him before. His face was like porcelain. His eyes were dark and hypnotic. He leaned in close to her. Chills ran down her spine. His mouth grazed her ear, she breathed in deep as he whispered, “come to me,” before he disappeared. 

Who was this man that haunted her while she slept? And why was she suddenly on her way to a place she hadn’t been to in years? Why had both of her parents died? And most importantly, why couldn’t she remember what happened the night they died? No, not just died, were murdered. Her parents were murdered, brutely murdered, right inside their very own home and yet she could remember nothing of that night.

Sophia was nine years old the night her parents died. She had hidden in the closet under the stairs in the foyer of her house the night it happened. But that’s all she remembered about that night. Her mother shuffling her into the closet and closing the door. She sat there for what felt like hours in the dark with her hands over her ears and her eyes shut tight until the morning when her uncle found her. The next thing she remembered was waking up in her uncle’s house, in a bedroom that wasn’t hers knowing that her life was forever changed.

Now ten years later on the anniversary of her parents’ death Sophia found herself ready to board a train to a place called Aura Springs. It was just before midnight when she packed a duffle bag full of clothes, pulled on a jacket, and snuck out of her uncle’s house into the cold, dark night. The roads in Noxwood are steep in the mountains. Thick woods cover most of the grounds. Sophia stood at the edge of her uncle’s property and waited for the rideshare service she ordered to come pick her up and bring her to the station. When she got there a light rain had begun to fall. She pulled up the hood of her jacket to cover her hair and sat on a bench under the wooden awning while she waited for the train. Noxwood had been her home for her entire life and now she was about to leave it without telling a single person and probably, she felt, for the last time.  

She slept the entire ride from Noxwood to Aura Springs. The loud screech of the train’s wheels against the metal tracks awoke her and the conductor yelled out, “last stop!” as he passed through the car. The abrupt awakening made her stomach queasy, but she hurriedly grabbed her bag, flinging it over her shoulder as she stepped off the train. The morning sun felt warm in contrast to the cool winds. She could almost smell the salt in the air coming from the nearby ocean. 

Only two other people had exited the train along with Sophia. Not too many people are looking for a seaside vacation in the middle of fall, she guessed. Standing on the middle of the platform, Sophia looked around at her new surroundings. It had been years since Sophia had last been in Aura Springs. A few summers she had spent there with her parents when she was a kid. They had owned a house near the beach, and just recently Sophia learned they still owned it. She had thought her uncle had sold it off, at least that was what he had told her when she asked once if they could come here. As it turned out the property was part of the trust she received when she turned nineteen. She had no idea why her uncle had lied to her, but she knew even from a young age that her mother and father never truly trusted him. But when her parents died, he was the one that took her in and took care of her and for that she was grateful. Despite all his shortcomings he made sure she had as good a life as he was able to provide for her. So maybe she did feel a slight ache in her heart when she left town without saying goodbye, but what she was doing she needed to do on her own and she knew he would never approve. 

Sophia gave the address to the taxi driver as she hopped in the back seat. On the drive to her new house, she glared out the window watching the town pass by in a blur. When she arrived, she felt a pang in her heart with the vague memories she had of being here as a child. The key, she was told, would be in a lock box on the front door that only she had the code to open. The house was still fully furnished and when she opened the door and stepped inside a wave of unexpected emotions took over her. 

She carried her bag up the stairs to her parents’ old bedroom. After a nice warm bath and maybe some breakfast, next it would be time to find the woman that was supposed to help her get her memories back. 

When Sophia had first told her best friend about the dreams she’d been having, at first, they both shrugged them off as stress dreams. The day of her nineteenth birthday a lawyer had reached out to her asking to meet with her privately without her uncle. That was how she learned about the trust her parents left for her, including this house, but as the days passed and the dreams continued, Sophia began to feel there was something more to it. It was like her mind was trying to tap into a memory she couldn’t quite access. It was then her friend told her of this woman in Aura Springs that might be able to help her. She had offered to come along but Sophia wanted to come alone. So, she told her she changed her mind about making the trip out here and left another person in her life without so much as a goodbye.

Now in Aura Springs Sophia realized she couldn't get around much without a car, so she decided to rent one, but she only had cash because she did not want her uncle tracking her by her debit card usage. She found a local store within walking distance that sold those prepaid credit cards and bought one. Back at the house she used her phone to get online and reserved a car. Luckily, she found a place that would bring the car to her, so she didn’t need to order another rideshare or a taxi. Once the car had been dropped off, she decided it was time to find this woman who could help her. 

She pulled the rental car into the plaza parking lot. The shop she was looking for was fairly easy to find. The little bells over the door chimed when she stepped inside. A young girl stood behind the counter; Sophia was sure this wasn’t the woman she was looking for but maybe she would know where to find her. 

Sophia walked up to counter and asked the girl, “Do you know where I can find Sarah Higgins?”

“Oh, Sarah’s not here today. Do you have an appointment?” The girl asked.

“Um. No, I don’t. I was told she be able to help me with something. Do you know when she’ll be in?”

“She doesn’t spend much time here lately since taking care of her grandmother. Would you like to make an appointment?” The girl began clicking on her computer keyboard.

“Sure, that would be fine. How soon can she see me?” Sophia shifted from one foot to the other.

“She has an opening next week.” She said glancing from the computer screen to Sophia.

“Nothing sooner? This is really important.” Her voice cracked a little and the desperation in her tone surprised even herself.

“I’m sorry she doesn’t. Like I said she doesn’t have as much time these days as she used to, but how about I put you down for next week. I can pass your number and a message to Sarah and if something opens up sooner, she’ll give you a call.”

“That will be fine.” Sophia gave the girl her information. She didn’t expect to hear from her but what other choice did she have? So, she was surprised when Sarah called her a few hours later asking to meet. 

The woman who had met her wore her copper-colored hair in a high bun on top of her head. She wore a long skirt with black boots on her feet. A black leather jacket covered her shoulders from the cold temperatures. It was after hours when Sophia met with Sarah outside of her shop. All the other shops had closed and hers and Sarah’s cars were the only two in the parking lot. It was past dark, and the plaza was quiet. Sarah opened the door to the shop and led Sophia to the back room. She lit some candles and sprayed a mist of essential oils around the room before she began to speak. 

“I have a feeling that what you are about to ask of me will require a bit of confidentiality.” Sarah said.

“Yea, I suppose it does, but how did you know?” Sophia asked.

“Because your phone number is from Noxwood. I assume you made the long trip out here for a reason, otherwise you could have sought someone out a bit closer to home.” Sarah flashed a comforting smile her way.  

“A friend of mine gave me your name. She said maybe you could help me interpret this recurring dream I’ve been having.”

“I’ll do my best. Tell me about it. Try giving me as much detail as possible,” Sarah said, and Sophia began describing the dream to her. She described every detail she could remember from the way she felt to the details of the man’s face and the sound of his voice. Then Sophia saw the look on Sarah’s face and a cold chill ran through her body. 

“What’s the matter? Do you know what this dream is?” Sophia asked her.

“This isn’t a dream. It’s more like a vision.” Sarah stood up and walked over to a shelf pulling down a couple of glass vials of oils and a small plastic jar. “Take these,” she said. “Keep the oils on you at all times and rub the cream in this jar on your wrist, neck and temples each day, after you wash up in the morning and before you go to sleep at night. This will keep the visions away for now.” She then handed her a spray bottle like the one she just used when they first entered the room. “Go back to your hotel or wherever you’re staying. Spray this around your entire space like I just did here. I will call you in the morning and we’ll set up a time to meet again soon. I will need to get in touch with an old acquaintance. Until then stay safe.” 

Sophia nodded. She took the things from Sarah and put them inside her purse. As she walked back to her car suddenly, the night felt colder and darker than when she had arrived. An uneasiness settled in the pit of her stomach. Whatever this dream or vision was it had Sarah frightened and now Sophia was too. 

Back at her beach house Sophia did as Sarah had instructed her to do and sprayed the contents of the spray bottle all over her house. She washed up and changed into a nightshirt and a pair of fleece pants then rubbed the cream onto her wrists, neck, and temples. She settled into her parents’ old bed in the master bedroom. She wrapped the plush comforter all around her and for the first time in weeks slept a dreamless sleep.

She awoke in the late morning with an overwhelming feeling she needed to be somewhere. She glanced at her phone. She had seven missed calls. Four were from her uncle and three from her best friend. None of the calls came from Sarah as she had hoped. 

Downstairs in the kitchen she poured herself a glass of water. Her stomach rumbled as she realized she had no food in the house. She needed to go shopping so she went back upstairs to get ready for the day. An hour later she was in her rental car, but instead of driving to the store she drove herself to the train station. The feeling in her gut was leading the way and that feeling was no longer hunger, but something else.  

The late October weather was slightly milder than Sophia had expected. Aura City was a bit different than the mountain town of Noxwood that she was used to. The brisk wind that blew in between the tall buildings that littered every inch of the city barely made her shiver. Instead, she welcomed it as she kicked the leaves from under her feet. She kept her eyes to the ground as she walked the blocks that made up the city streets until she came upon a house that made her take notice. 

The property stood back amongst the otherwise closely neighboring houses. High iron gates surrounded the place. The windows were boarded up and the front door hid behind locked iron bars. Sophia was drawn to the house as if it had meant something to her, though she had never seen this house in her life. Yet somehow, she could not turn her eyes away from it. Her feet stayed planted in place. Her hands stretched out and she wrapped her fingers around the cold bars of the gate. Out of the ground daisies grew along the edge of the yard. Did daisies grow in October, Sophia wondered? They must have because there they were. Their white petals and yellow middle stood out against the green grass and brown and red leaves that had fallen to the ground from the tree branches above. The late afternoon sun reflected off the white façade of the house in front of her. 

“You shouldn’t be here,” a voice said to her. “If you knew what was good for you, you would stay as far away from this house as you can.” The voice said. “Evil lives in that house.”

Sophia dropped her hands to her side. She turned her head in the direction of the voice. A man stood to the right of her. He was older. His complexion was an ashen grey, much like the color of the grey sweatshirt and pants he wore. His eyes were void of life. His lips chapped and teeth yellow. “Sorry,” Sophia had said.

“You will be if you don’t leave from here right now,” the man said as he walked away leaving Sophia standing there confused and frightened. Mindlessly Sophia reached down and plucked a daisy from behind the gate. She twirled the flower between her fingers as she walked away. Sirens blared as a fire truck raced down the street next to her. Cars moved over to the side of the road to get out of the way. She turned around watching the truck pass by. The odd man was at the opposite corner. He turned back to face her then continued walking away in the opposite direction. Sophia wrapped her sweater tighter around her shoulders and walked on. To where she did not know.
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Three 
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Jace looked at the text message on his phone from Sarah. It’s important, the message said. He had not spoken to nor seen Sarah in the ten years since he moved away from Aura Springs. What could be so important that she was texting him now? The thought of it made his stomach turn. He had ignored the message all day while he spent time with this family, and even last night when he got back to his motel room. But now as the morning was fading into the afternoon another message came through, please can you meet with me? Text me back, the new message read, and he was finding it harder and harder to avoid the anxiety this message brought with it until finally he agreed to meet with her.

He parked his car at the edge of the driveway. Standing in front of Sarah’s house brought back more memories of his past life. The last time he was here he and Sarah were getting into her car and driving off to Noxwood to confront vampires. When they returned from that trip, he didn’t even say goodbye to her. He just got in his car and drove home. She had understood. He could see it in her eyes when she watched him leave. They both knew that would be the last time they would see each other. How could their friendship continue after she had helped him kill his best friend. It was necessary. Cloe deserved justice for what Harper had done to her, but it didn’t heal the hole it left in Jace’s life. If anything, it only made it bigger. Don’t consume yourself with revenge, forget you knew us, allow yourself to heal, those were the words Harper said to him when she was trying to get Jace to drop his search for Cloe’s killer, but who was she really trying to protect? Him or herself? He never would have believed Harper was the vampire who fed off Cloe. They were best friends when Harper was human, but he saw the guilt in her eyes and then she allowed him into her mind for a brief moment. Bitterness and rage were all he felt at that moment when he stuck the dagger through her heart. It was afterwards that all the pain and grief sank in. Pain and grief for the losses he felt and sorrow for Cloe who had been betrayed by her best friend the one person beside himself, human or vampire, who should have kept her safe. 

Sarah had greeted him as soon as he knocked on her door. “Hi. Please come in.” She lowered her gaze and stepped out of the way allowing Jace to pass through the doorway. An awkward silence followed their initial greeting as Jace followed Sarah into the kitchen. Jace took a seat at the round kitchen table while Sarah offered him a warm cup of coffee. 

“So, what’s this
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