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Chapter One

 


Cambridge, 1987

The witch’s kitchen smelt of aniseed and
rosemary. Sharp, brittle scents that reminded Will of the woman
herself. She was all angles and bones, peering up at him from under
a bird’s nest of black hair, dark eyes narrowed and judgmental. A
quintessential witch, he thought.

“You do realize the cost, don’t you?” she
asked Will and Thomas.

Thomas shrugged and waved his hand in languid
dismissal. “Money isn’t an issue.”

The witch, Connie, shook her head. “I’m not
talking about money.” She turned her back on the two vampires,
reaching into her cupboard for a shallow glass dish and a sharp
knife. “Bringing a soul back across the veil is never what people
think. She won’t be your Anne anymore, understand? She will grow up
in a new world with new rules and demands, and the forces that
shaped your Anne won’t be there. She will be very different from
the woman you remember.”

Will hesitated then, watching Thomas. Will’s
own opinion was that it didn’t matter. It had been over four
hundred years since Anne died. Four hundred years of mourning,
raging against the injustice of her murder. Four hundred years of
feeling incomplete. Just him and Thomas, bound together in blood
and love, but missing their third. Missing their heart. Will would
pay any price to have Anne back, even if it wasn’t the Anne they’d
known. Her spirit, her bright soul and brave heart, surely that
would be the same, even if the body housing it was different.

Will believed that completely, trusted that
their destiny with Anne was immutable. But Thomas might feel
differently. And if Thomas didn’t agree, they couldn’t go through
with the spell. It would take both of them to bring their soulmate
back to the world of the living. They both had to live with the
consequences, whatever they were. Eternity was a long time to
regret a decision. He glanced at Thomas, trying to control his
nerves.

Thomas ran his hands through his sandy hair,
sighing. “We’ve waited so long,” he said, more to himself than to
Will or Connie. “What’s the point of immortality if we never risk
anything? If we never try to live?”

Relief flared through Will. He rested his
hand on Thomas’s shoulder, squeezing briefly. “We’ll do it,” he
told Connie. “Whatever the cost.”

She set her bowl on the wooden table in the
center of the kitchen. “I’ll take the blood now,” she said. “On
Halloween night, we’ll perform the spell. The veils between worlds
are thinnest on All Hallows.”

Will and Thomas bared their wrists to her.
They’d both fed just the night before, sharing a beautiful, silly
student they’d picked up in one of Cambridge’s many overpriced
bars. Their blood flowed dark and quick when Connie cut into their
skin, splashing into the bowl. It shone in the soft candlelight of
the kitchen, and Will felt a sudden hunger at the sight. Blood,
Thomas, and Anne’s return: the only things he ever craved.

Connie swept the bowl away without spilling a
drop. “Come to St. Margaret’s graveyard at midnight on Halloween,”
she told them. “We’ll see if we can lure your Anne back to the
world of the living.”

Will and Thomas left, stepping out into the
crisp autumn night. Dead leaves crunched under their feet as they
walked away from Connie’s crooked little cottage. An owl called
somewhere nearby, soft and haunting. “Do you think it will work?”
Will asked.

Thomas stared up at the cloud-ridden sky.
“Honestly, I don’t know. But I’m not sure I care.” He smiled at
Will, delicately curved fangs flashing. “I’m tired of being afraid
to try.”

Will nodded. “I miss her. I always thought
the longing would fade with time, but it just gets stronger.”

“The burden of forever,” Thomas said.
“There’s nothing to do but remember.”

Four hundred years ago, they’d both been
helpless to prevent Anne’s brutal death, despite their immortality,
despite their vampiric powers. They’d been trapped by sunlight
whilst Anne, still human and breakable, was beaten and left for
dead. The memory of their failure haunted Will. This time, if the
witch’s spell worked and Anne’s soul returned to them, they’d
protect her. They wouldn’t leave her mortal and fragile. This time,
she would join them in eternity.

****

Halloween, one week later

The town rang with music and shouts. Every
pub and bar in Cambridge was filled with men and women in garish
costumes: witches, vampires, ghosts, and ghouls. Pumpkins lined
every window and the scent of alcohol-tainted blood drove Will
mad.

“Do they know how tempting they are?” he
whispered in Thomas’s ear as they walked past a group of girls in
fairy-tale inspired costumes. It wasn’t the flesh that called to
him, although there was plenty of that on show. Since Anne’s death,
he’d never been able to bring himself to touch another woman in
passion. Thomas had been everything he needed from their first
meeting. Sir Thomas Langley, the brash, arrogant lord who’d set
about seducing his groomsman with such enthusiasm and charm Will
had never stood a chance. And Will had found every unspoken desire
met by his forbidden lover.

Anne had been the last piece of the puzzle,
perfectly fulfilling a need neither of them had realized they had.
For both of them, it had never been about simply having a woman. It
had been about having their woman.

But still, the tang of mortal blood pulsing
beneath the exposed skin of these revelers, that was almost
irresistible.

Thomas elbowed him in the ribs. “Focus,” he
ordered. “That’s not what tonight is about.”

Will nodded, tearing his gaze away from the
girls as they headed into the next pub. High-pitched electronic
music poured onto the street for a brief second as the door open
and closed. Will winced. “I’ll be glad when this New Romantic fad
has passed,” he said to Thomas. “I hate modern music.”

Thomas chuckled. “You say that every decade.
Focus.”

They moved away from the bustling town center
and headed for St. Margaret’s. It was a small graveyard at the edge
of town, hidden behind high, crumbling walls and sheltered by yew
trees. The full moon cast a cold light over the moss-covered
headstones, and over Connie. She stood under one of the yews,
wrapped in a heavy woolen shawl. The scent of aniseed and rosemary
drifted to Will, and he wrinkled his nose.

“Can you feel that?” she called to them.

They exchanged looks. Thomas shrugged
helplessly.

“Power,” Connie said. She was smiling when
they reached her, almost vibrating on the spot. “Dark currents and
energies, all waiting to be manipulated and worked. This is a good
night to pierce the veil.”

Will inhaled, as if he could sense the power
she spoke of that way. But Halloween was just another night to him;
he’d seen too many of them to feel superstitious about one more.
Even one like this, one that mattered so much.

“Let’s not wait any longer, then.” Thomas
strode past Will to stand at Connie’s side. Will could feel the
energy buzzing off his lover. Hope, excitement, apprehension… It
streamed off Thomas in a torrent as irresistible as the blood Will
had sensed earlier. He joined him, quietly twining his fingers
through Thomas’s.

Connie knelt to rummage in a black velvet
bag. She pulled out a bottle and a smaller bag that smelt sweet and
herby. “Rosemary, althea root, and bay leaves,” she said. “Mixed
with your blood, it should be a potent spell.” She sounded pleased
with herself. She tipped the herbs into a wooden bowl and poured
their blood over it. She held her hands over the bowl, palms down,
eyes closed.

For a moment there was nothing but the
whisper of the wind through the graveyard, and the faint echo of
music from the city center. Then Will felt it. A prickling against
his skin, a tugging at his senses. He couldn’t name the sensation,
but it excited him the same way fresh-spilt blood did, stirring his
body and tightening his chest.

Thomas squeezed his fingers until it was
almost painful.

Connie’s breathing grew heavy and the air
around her sparked. The scent of herbs was rich and cloying.

Will’s breath caught in his throat. Now. Now
he could believe in the magic of this night. There was no mistaking
the power Connie was brewing. The blood in the bowl sizzled and
hissed, smoke rising from it to form strange, sharp shapes in the
night air.

“Call her,” Connie said, voice strained. “The
veil thins. You need to call her!”

Will didn’t hesitate. “Anne!” he shouted,
voice ringing through the darkness. “Anne, come back to us. We need
you… We miss you.” His voice broke, centuries of desire and love
weighing him down.

Thomas took up the cry. “Annie, it’s time,”
he said. “We’ve been too long without you. It’s time we were all
complete again. Come back to us, Annie.”

Will felt a freezing rush of air blast past
him, seemingly from Connie. The witch gasped and collapsed in a
dead faint, sprawling on the grass. Thomas rushed to help her up,
but Will remained rooted to the spot. He didn’t think Thomas had
heard it, but he had. He’d swear to it. A voice, piercing the cloud
of smoke, faint but unmistakable. A woman’s voice. Calling their
names.

For the first time in four hundred years,
Will felt like eternity might have something to offer them.
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