
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


Werewolf

Descent

 


 


 


 


Elizabeth J. Kolodziej

 


 


 


 


 


[image: tmp_048bb654e4ea5ab9f069825e1fd85724_Be2kIa_html_651f820d.jpg]


 


Copyright © 2011 By Elizabeth J.
Kolodziej

All rights reserved—Elizabeth J.
Kolodziej

No part of this book may be reproduced or
transmitted in any form or by any means, graphic, electronic, or
mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping, or by any
information storage retrieval system, without the permission, in
writing, from the publisher.

 


Published by Third Broom on the Left
Press

www.vampyrekisses.com

Elizabeth_Kolodziej@vampyrekisses.com

 


This book is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, and incidents are a product

of the author’s imagination or are used
fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events,

locales, or persons, living or dead, is
coincidental

 


License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then kindly purchase
your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author's work.

ISBN: 9780983449423

 


Printed in the United States of America


 


The Last Witch Series:

Vampyre Kisses (book 1)

Werewolf Descent (book 2)


 


I dedicate this book to my dad.



He loved me with all his heart and mine him.
He was a great supporter of my writing. He would always brag about
me to family and friends because he was so proud of me. I always
loved making him proud of me and it broke my heart whenever I
disappointed him in any way. I don’t think I would have found my
passion in life to be an author without his support, comfort,
advice, and love. He was the ying to my mom’s yang and with the two
of them I have made it this far. I think everyday about how proud
he must be that even though he passed three months before this book
I still went ahead and published it. That even though he is gone I
am pushing forward with becoming an author, that I am working on my
own publishing house, getting my MBA all of these adventures in my
life make me realize that I truly am my father’s daughter. He may
be gone but his essence will still venture through me. Though he is
gone I will not disappoint him by falling and not getting back on
my feet. I am strong like him and because of that, his memory will
live on.

 


RIP

David Anton Kolodziej

May
4th 1950 - March 22nd
2011

Beloved husband, father, and grandfather

 


 


“May his spirit always
protect me and his words of wisdom forever whisper in my ear.” –
EJK


 


1

 


The Commencement

 


Water trickled down Circe’s red abundant
locks, hitting the floor with a sound like two marbles when they
knock together. The room was silent; for once there was no laughter
coming from giggling girls attending to Aphrodite’s needs. Circe
was in a room overwhelmed with pink roses and red orchids, purple
satin sheets hanging from the ceiling, and a heart-shaped bubble
bath filled with rose petals waiting for their mistress’s
return.

The robe hanging on Circe’s body clung
against her small figure. She stood with both hands grasping the
edge of the small two-tier fountain in the corner of the room. The
water was a sensual green that smelled of dandelions and lavender.
She wet her lips with her tongue, her purple eyes a deeper shade
than usual. She slowly, yet casually, lifted her right hand and
pointed out her little finger. She let it lightly touch the water
before her, making swirls on the water.

The sound of water
dripping became louder in the large room held up by pillars, with a
gold pattern encircling the top and bottom. The steps from the
fountain led back to the door she’d come in from, but that was not
the plan. Circe had to look into the water and see her exquisite
Faith with her true love, Trent. Looking through this fountain was
different from looking through her own due to Aphrodite being the
goddess of love. The bond of love that Faith and Trent had could
only be shown through this
fountain.

She wanted to know if it
was strong enough to last the years they would spend together. As
she stared down at Faith, her young witch, Circe’s ear twitched and
her focus was broken. Her head jerked up and she glare at the
ever-so-clean white wall before her. Knowing Aphrodite was behind
her, she did not want to move. Her body stiffened at the thought of
being caught, enraging a daughter of Zeus, someone so close
to him.

Circe could not fathom why
Aphrodite had not yet spoken. She is
behind me, is she not? I can feel her
energy pressing me as I stand here.

Behind her, Aphrodite stared at the goddess
of witches, curiosity plaguing her mind. She didn’t know what type
of emotion she should feel. Looking into another god’s fountain
without their permission and supervision was not allowed. Nor could
she fathom why Circe would be interested in her fountain at
all.

What exactly is she trying
to find out? Aphrodite thought.

“Are you going to turn
around and face me? Or do you think by not seeing me I will not see
you?” A smirk touched Aphrodite’s face.

Circe willed her body to move, and ever so
gradually she made herself face the goddess of love. Purple eyes
met those of pinkish hue. With long manicured fingers, Aphrodite
tousled her thick, long blond hair and began to walk toward her bed
only several feet from the fountain.

The king-size bed hung in the air, but it
did not have wires attached to keep it there. Luxuriant, soft
pillows were adorned with pale gold squares, and lavender sheets
lay on the mattress. A fluffy, down-filled blanket lay perfectly
over the mattress. Aphrodite grabbed her satin cherry skirt and
pulled it out as she sat down. A corset made with the finest fairy
silk and whalebone clung to her chest, accentuating her ample
breasts.

“Come and sit by me,” the
goddess commanded of Circe. Aphrodite was the elder of the two and
therefore had the authority to make Circe do, as she wanted, up to
a point.

Circe moved forward carefully, unsure of
what Aphrodite would do to her. She made her way up the steps and,
to show respect to the elder goddess, sat by her feet.

Aphrodite’s lightly colored eyebrows were
completely relaxed, showing no lines at all. Her perfectly
symmetrical oval face lowered to meet Circe’s eyes. “Now then, what
exactly are you doing?” Her voice was whimsical and bright—not a
hint of condescension could be heard.

With a look of admiration for the ever
understanding Aphrodite, Circe began to explain. “I needed to look
through your fountain to see Trent and Faith.”

“Is yours broken?” a quick
breath of air left her lips, the laughter showing behind her bright
eyes.

Circe lowered her head. “No,” she replied,
tight-lipped.

“Then why would you need
to use mine?”

“I needed to see the bond
of love between the two of them.” She lifted her head up, purple
eyes pleading for understanding.

Aphrodite placed a soft hand on Circe ’s
head and began to play with a lock of damp hair. “Why did you not
ask me?”

Circe searched her mind for an answer but
could not find a lie that would do. The truth was best when
speaking to the goddess of love, who normally understood unless
rubbed the wrong way. “I needed to see how difficult it would be to
break the two of them apart.” Her voice became slightly bitter as
she explained her reasoning.

Aphrodite’s fingers stopped playing with the
strand. She pulled her hand away; nails dug into her palms as she
made fists. Her mouth tight and narrow, she asked, “Why would you
want to do that?”

Circe saw the other side of Aphrodite
beginning to come out, the side filled with fury when a pair of her
lovers was threatened by an outside source. Circe quickly got to
her feet, all love and admiration for Aphrodite fleeing her body,
being replaced with anger and frustration.

“You do not understand
what staying with Trent will do to Faith!” Circe raised her voice
as her feet stood steady on the top step; she hovered over the
other goddess.

Meeting Circe’s eyes, Aphrodite flew to her
feet. “What in the world are you talking about? Did you not see the
bond between them? The love that they have is stronger than even
Cupid and Psyche!” Aphrodite crossed her arms over her chest.

Circe harrumphed and turned to walk down the
stairs. Aphrodite was right on her flank. When Circe turned it took
Aphrodite by surprise, almost causing the two to ram into each
other.

“Trent cannot give Faith
what the mortal world needs!” Her fiery eyebrows scrunched down and
wrinkles lined her forehead.

Slowly, the goddess of love backed up a few
steps, a look of disbelief and irritation on her face. “You want to
break apart a love like theirs for your own selfish gain?” It was
only half a question; the other half was fact.

“It is not for selfish
gain.” Her voice began to lower, she couldn’t stand looking into
her eyes, the tiled floor became a good distraction.

A look of understanding
washed over Aphrodite’s face, causing her anger to subside for the
moment. “You are the goddess of witches, without witches in the
world there is no purpose for you. You waited a long time for
Faith—patiently.”
Her voice changed and became sterner as she continued, “But wanting
to cause a rift between the two so there can be more witches in the
world is just absurd and selfish.”

“It is not!” Circe’s
maroon robe swung with her body as she stood up straight, narrowing
her eyes at Aphrodite’s. An aura of deep purple started to form
around Circe’s body, as her emotions grew stronger.

“Yes it is!” As her own
aura turned a deep red, Aphrodite met Circe’s anger with her
own.

Circe turned and started to pace the large
room; the sound of her feet slapping against the tile was loud in
the hush between the two goddesses. Circe stopped for a moment,
holding up her palms. “You must understand what pain this will
cause Faith for the rest of her life.”

Curiosity overcame Aphrodite. “What are you
talking about?”

A sigh fell over Circe. “A witch is filled
with the urge to procreate. Witches, despite what many may think,
are natural-born parents, whether male or female. Every witch that
has ever lived has wanted to have children. Faith will go mad if
she cannot let her witch line be passed down to a child of her
own.”

“That is ridiculous.”
Aphrodite waved her hand and then folded her arms while cocking a
hip to the side.

“It is not ridiculous! It
is true. You can ask Hecate.” Hecate was older than Aphrodite and a
well-respected goddess full of knowledge.

Aphrodite pondered this for a moment before
responding. “Faith has shown no signs of pain thus far. It should
be left up to her.”

This conclusion was not what Circe wanted to
hear. “That will not work, because she loves Trent so much, she
will withstand the pain just to be with him.”

“Then let that be her
will!”

“I will not let her do
that!”

Aphrodite glared deeply into Circe’s eyes.
“There is nothing you can do about it.” A look of triumph replaced
the anger on her perfect face.

Circe grinned and squinted her eyes at the
goddess of love. “That is what you think.” The words calm but
malicious.

Aphrodite was surprised. “What do you mean
by that?”

Circe began to walk with a
swing in her hips. “You will just have to wait and see. We will
find out how strong the love between the two of them
really is.”

“Do not dare test me,
Circe!”

Testing a goddess like
Aphrodite was never a smart thing to do—especially when her father was king
of the gods.

“Faith is
my witch. I am allowed
to help her and guide her in the right direction if I so
chose.”

“We are not supposed to
meddle with mortal or supernatural beings like this. Your scheme
cannot take place without interfering with the fates. They will not
like this at all.” Circe saw the look of rage absorb Aphrodite’s
body, the muscles in her neck taut.

She let out a light chuckle and began to
walk towards the door. “If their love is as strong as you claim it
to be, then why would you bother mentioning this little discussion
to anyone? Did you not compare their devotion for each other to
your own son Cupid and his love Psyche?”

“Yes, but they did not
have a wicked witch from the heavens hailing down on them.” The
comment struck Circe, making her stop before pulling the door
open.

She stared at the handle on the door. “I
care for my kind. I will do what it takes to make sure Faith is
happy.”

“And to make sure Faith
has a child.”

“Yes.”
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Faith

 


A shiver ran down my spine as I looked at
the picture I held so tightly in my hand. The black wooden frame
felt heavy as I put it into the big brown box labeled pictures.

“Do you ever get the
feeling you’re being watched?” I kept my eyes on the mantel, taking
another picture down to store away.

Trent put a box down next to me; he had
brought it downstairs for me, an easy task for someone with
extraordinary strength. “All the time.” Trent came to stand next to
me, and I turned to face him. He put out his hand for me to take
and said, “Hi. My name is Trent. I am a vampire.”

I laughed and hit him on the shoulder. “Shut
up,” I retorted as I shook my head and rolled my eyes. I brought my
attention back to the mantel and went on my tippy toes to reach
another picture.

“Smug-looking guy.” Trent
hung his head over my shoulder, his breath hitting the side of my
cheek.

I squinted and tilted my head slightly. “I
know this guy.” I stared at the picture longer, my mind searching
for the memory. “He was at the funeral!”

Trent lifted his head up and gave a low
growl.

“He gave me one of the
worst looks of them all.” I tossed the picture into the box, not
caring if the glass broke.

I heard the huffing and
puffing of Mac from behind me and turned to find him carrying a
box. “Are we back to the…” He took a deep
breath and let it out. “Evil slayers that hated you at your mother’s
funeral?”

Trent walked toward the couch to be out of
the range of fire. I cocked my hip and folded my arms over my
chest. “I was in mourning. They shouldn’t have been so mean!”

Both Trent and Mac gave each other a quick
look and started laughing.

Between bursts of laughter Mac began to say,
“Faith, sweetie, you did…” He let the end of the sentence trail
off.

I let my head fall and stared at the wooden
floor under my bare feet. “Yeah. I know, I know. I killed her.” My
memories flooded back to Ireland. It was only a month ago that I
was there. My mother had turned into a hybrid of a vampire and
werewolf, wanting to kill me because I was a witch. The old Master
vampire and a werewolf nobleman at her side hoped to kill me,
Trent, Zou Tai, Morgan, Mac, Collin, and all the rest of my
friends. It was all because of Akilah’s training that I was able to
unlock my witch abilities and defeat my mother. But it was Circe
who told me about my locket being the key to defeating them.

“Faith.” Trent walked over
to me and wrapped his cold arms around my warm body, drawing my
head to his chest. He knew there was nothing he could say. At least
this time I wouldn’t burst into tears.

Across the room, Mac broke the silence. “I
look hot in thigh-highs and eyeliner. Pumps would blow minds! Don’t
you think?” I snapped my head up to stare at Mac. He was wearing
one of my mother’s favorite pairs of high heels, the black pumps
from France.

I couldn’t help but burst into laughter;
Trent was right there with me, though. The smile on Trent’s face
made his eyes glitter; I loved that look on his face the most.

“Only if you pair it with
the red scarf.” I pointed down and he followed my finger to find a
red silk scarf on top of the other elegant clothing in the
box.

His eyes became wide with excitement as he
carefully drew the scarf out of the box, wrapping it around his
neck. “Well, of course, darling.” He let the words roll out like
Bette Davies and flung himself onto the ivory damask. He lay on his
side and waved his hands in the air as he commanded, “I want the
car to be ready at eight. I have a very important meeting in the
morning with the director.”

“At his place?” I
grinned.

“Well of course,” Trent
threw in.

Mac looked disturbed. “How dare you!” He
pointed at Trent. “What type of woman do you think I am?” He pulled
the scarf up to cover part of his face and withdrew himself. “They
have to pay for dinner first.”

Both Trent and I burst into laughter again.
At moments like this, I was always glad that Mac was in my life. He
always knew how to break the tension with a little levity.

I let in a deep breath to calm myself.
“Okay, fellas. Let’s get back to work.”

“Yes, master,” Mac let out
with a slur. He tried to get up but forgot about the heels and
began to fall to the floor. Before I could flinch, Trent made his
way to Mac’s side and was holding him up with one arm under his
stomach. Mac’s face went from surprise to relief as he found
himself back on his feet. “I think I’ll take these things off
first.”

I stared at the pumps, realizing he’d fallen
because the heels didn’t fit him at all. My mother did have tiny
feet. I looked around the den at how little was left to pack up.
For some reason, my mother had left me about everything in her
will. I guessed she didn’t have a chance to change it before the
battle in Ireland, or maybe she’d thought she would still be
alive.

I had forgotten how big her house was. She’d
moved a few times in the years following my father’s death. I never
understood why. She finally ended up in an old colonial that had
just been redone in an old Japanese motif. She changed her style so
many times, though; this was just the one that ended up being the
last.

I gazed over to the room divider in the
corner. It had beautiful fabric panels featuring a gorgeous
cherry-blossom tree pattern. I walked over closer and found that it
had solid wood frames in white. The cold wood felt sleek against my
fingers. “I think I’ll take this to my new place.”

“I figured you were taking
everything to your new place.”

I didn’t bother to turn
around at Mac’s question. “No. I’ll need to sell some of the
furniture and what not to pay off my new place. I didn’t get
left all of my
mother’s money.”

Trent cleared his voice.
“The rest went to charities.” He made bunny ear signs
with both hands when saying the word “charities.”

“She left money to the
slayer…organization?” I turned to see the disgusted look on Mac’s
face.

“Yep.” I made my way over
to the damask and lay down. My back began to relax and I lengthened
my arms and legs. The feeling of my body being stretched out felt
good. “She just loved her little friends.”

Soon Trent was hovering over me; his green
eyes stared into mine. “But she still left you a lot.”

My eyebrows scrunched down. “I still can’t
figure that one out.”

“Maybe she felt guilty?”
Mac began to chug down a bottle of water as he leaned against the
wooden panel to the entranceway of the den.

I continued to stare at Trent. I knew that
look on his face. “She wanted to kill me but felt guilty? It
doesn’t make much sense.” I smirked at the twinkle in his eyes and
then it came. In a moment his lips were on mine. I felt Trent’s
hand brush the side of my cheek.

“Oh yuck!” I heard Mac
say, followed by the sound of him running upstairs.

I smiled under the barrage of kisses Trent
was giving me. Knowing Mac wasn’t in the room, I wrapped my arms
around his hips and pulled him on top of me.

He made a low growl of approval and worked
his lips down to my neck. He knew how much I loved to be kissed on
my neck; I giggled as he did.

“Trent,” I let out. “We
need to work.” I didn’t want him to stop.

He brought his head up and smiled wickedly
at me. “A little break time is always needed,” he retorted, his
Irish lilt thicker.

“Well…” I thought for a
moment while licking my lips. “That is true.”

“Except now is not really
a good time for a break.” I knew that voice.

Trent got to his feet, and I brought myself
up to find Morgan in the entranceway.

I looked at Trent, who was already staring
at me. “How come you didn’t hear her?” Trent should have heard or
at least sensed her presence.

Trent looked bewildered. “I do not really
understand it myself.”

Morgan sauntered into the room wearing a
pair of leather pants, a silky long-sleeve red top, and flat boots.
She looked a lot more dazzling than the last time I saw her, which
was only a couple days ago.

“Oh!” Trent let out a
knowing sound. “The Master vampire ritual was last
night.”

I couldn’t help but continue to gaze at
Morgan in amazement. “You look so different.”

She came closer to me, a little too quickly
for my liking. “The blood gem tends to do that to a vampire.”

“I heard it is like being
a fledgling again,” Trent explained. “One tends to see everything
very differently all over again.”

I found it odd to find Trent walking further
away from the two of us. It wasn’t fear that was washed over his
face, but a cautious look. I couldn’t understand why he wouldn’t
stand next to me.

Morgan tilted her head down, but I could
still see the smile that hung from ear to ear on her face. “You do
not need to be so guarded, Trent. I’m not going to do anything to
you.”

My body became stiff. “Why would you do
anything to him?”

Morgan looked up at me with blood-filled
pupils. It looked strange on her. I hoped that wasn’t
permanent.

“Because I am possessive
of you, and Trent’s scent is all over you.”

Trent took a step forward. “When Kali
underwent the ritual, she came to my place after I had fed. My
scent was all over the girl I had chosen to feed upon for the
night. Kali viewed that girl as a threat.” Though Trent was looking
at us, I could tell by his gaze that he was in another place.

“Morgan?” I
said.

She turned her attention to me and I wrapped
both arms around her, embracing her in a hug. I breathed in deeply
to take in her new scent. It was a mix between the smell of fresh
blood and baby powder one smells on a newborn. Almost like a sweet
coppery smell mixed with wildflowers. Then I wiggled around a
little to rub our bodies together before letting her go. With a
huge grin on my face I said, “There! Now I smell like you.”

Morgan and Trent chuckled. Happy that I’d
broken the tension, I made my way over to Trent and pulled at his
silky black shirt to bring him closer to Morgan. “Everything is
fine now.”

It had been less than a few months that I
had known Morgan, but in that short time we’d become very close.
The first time I met her was in a park, when she told me that she
had been a mistress to my father. Somehow my father had fallen in
love with one of the oldest vampires around. However, because he
wanted the witch line to continue, he had me with my mother that
I’d recently killed. These are the days of my life.

“Can I get a little help
over here?” I’d almost forgotten about Mac being upstairs. “I got a
chair the size of a horse that needs to go down.”

Making my way over to the staircase, I found
a huge, feather down easy chair at the top. “Oh wow.” I looked to
find Trent and Morgan at my flank.

“I will handle it,” Morgan
offered first and made her way up the stairs.

I watched as she took the chair by one end
and brought it over her head. She easily made her way down the
stairs as if she were carrying a piece of paper. She placed the
beige chair against a wall and wiped away a fake bead of sweat.
“Tough job,” she joked.

“So Morgan.” I fixed my
black tank top, pulling it over the top of my jeans. “Why exactly
can’t we take a break right now?”

“Come and join me in the
den, everyone.” Morgan swiftly walked past all of us, her hips
swaying seductively back and forth as she made her way into the
den.

Morgan stood by the fireplace while Trent
and I sat down on the love seat. Mac made his way to an empty
bookshelf and casually leaned against it as he folded his arms
across his chest.

“I get the feeling that
this isn’t good news,” Mac nonchalantly said while looking at
me.

Mac had been through a lot with me in the
past few months. He still hadn’t mastered his skills at being my
guardian, but I wasn’t sure there was a way to teach someone how to
do the job. After getting back from Ireland with the blood and moon
gems, we tried looking through tons of books, but nothing explained
what it was exactly a guardian must do. The only thing that had
really changed was his instinct for knowing when I was in trouble,
which, apparently was now.

I stared at her, curious. “What’s up,
Morgan?”

Morgan took her eyes from mine and looked at
Mac. “That is going to be annoying.” She gave a half-cocked smile
and turned her attention back to me.

Even the way Morgan walked was different and
the way she looked at everything anew was intriguing. I continued
to stare back with wonder, my energy growing intense with
impatience. It was just too soon for anything major to happen. I
had just begun to get over the fact that I’d had to kill my mother
since she had decided that killing me was in her best interest.

I couldn’t take it anymore. “Go ahead and
spit it out.”

“Well…” She slowly
swallowed. “Kane came to me and informed me of a new vampire coming
to town.”

Both Trent and I exchanged looks. My left
eye twitched from nervousness as I tried to imagine just what it
was we were going to be in for.

“Is there something
special about this vampire?” Trent finally asked, knowing there had
to be a reason for Morgan to think it was a serious
matter.

She twiddled her thumbs as
if she didn’t want to explain anything. “This vampire is not
a blood vampire.”

I heard a growl come from Trent, but I
couldn’t take my eyes off Morgan. “What do you mean the vampire is
not a blood vampire?” I didn’t think there were any vampires other
than those that live by the substance of blood.

Morgan pushed herself up from the brick and
sauntered around to the mantel. She gazed into the empty hole that
usually held a fire. “There is another kind of vampire that does
not feed on blood. Just like there are types of were creatures
besides wolves.” She held in a deep breath, causing her chest to
rise. A long moment of silence passed before she continued on.
“There is a rare type of vampire you might know as a psychic
vampire.”

I searched through my mind but couldn’t come
up with any information. “I have never heard of such a vampire
before.”

Trent got up from his seat next to me. “I
have.” He lowered his head as if in a defensive posture to a
perceived threat. “It has been a long time since I have heard of
one.” He walked towards the bookshelf that Mac was leaning against.
His defensiveness wasn’t easy to understand.

“Could someone tell me
what it is I should be afraid of?” I wrapped my arms around myself,
my eyes flitting from Trent to Mac. With Mac’s knowing I was in
danger and the way Trent was acting, there was a lot more to this
new vampire in town than met the eye.

I felt a shift in the air and turned my head
to find Morgan sitting on the table directly in front of me. “Kane
could not tell me everything, but he did tell me some.” There was a
look of trouble in her eyes. “There has only been one psychic
vampire ever in existence at one time.”

“Why?” My eyes narrowed on
hers as I listened intently.

“The power that a psychic
vampire holds is more powerful than a blood vampire. This is
because they feed off of energy, not blood. They may not have the
same abilities as myself or Trent, but because they feed off of
auras, it makes them very deadly.” Morgan let my eyes go and tilted
her head up and to the right as she looked back to find Trent
pretending to search through the empty bookshelf.

“I always understood that
these vampires stayed in the Tibetan hills as monks,” Trent chimed
in.

“They do.”

“But?”

“This one found an energy
source he found most appealing.” Morgan brought her bright eyes
back to me.

A light bulb turned on in my head. “Does
this have something to do with the battle in Ireland?”

“Most likely.” She brushed
back a piece of shiny blond hair. “From what I can understand, it
was when you used the powder in the locket your father gave you,
which allowed me and Zou Tai to use magic for the spell that
destroyed Malic and Francis.”

Trent made his way closer to me and
carefully sat down again. It seemed like he didn’t know if he could
touch me with Morgan so close, so he held back. “This vampire wants
Faith?”

“He does not know that it
is coming from Faith; however, he is searching for the
source.”

I noticed Mac take a few steps closer before
insisting, “This doesn’t feel right to me.”

“Or me,” Trent
agreed.

Morgan sighed. “I have to make contact with
him before he finds Faith. I think it would work out to our
advantage if I did.”

“What is everyone so
afraid of?” Why would it matter if a psychic vampire wanted to find
me?

Trent cautiously took my hand. “Faith, what
psychic vampires do is feed on energy. What makes them so strong is
that a person’s aura lasts longer than blood, and is therefore more
powerful. When a psychic vampire finds an energy source, they want
to take it and gain from its power. That person’s soul is lost
within them forever.”

The sound of a soul being lost in
nothingness forever wasn’t appealing in the least.

Morgan decided to take over. “Normally these
vampires stay away from humans except for a given few that they
continually feed on.”

“So they can live off the
same human for the rest of that human’s life without
devouring their
soul?”

“Yes,” Trent and Morgan
said at the same time.

“But feeding off the
energy only fulfills his thirst. He takes the entire soul when he wants the
power.” It was finally making sense.

“You said that the soul is
lost forever,” Mac said. “What happens to the soul when the psychic
vampire dies?” I knew there was a reason I liked having Mac around.
I looked up and smiled to show my approval.

Morgan was first to answer. “That is why
there is only one psychic vampire at a time. The vampire will
choose the one to be the next psychic vampire and train them. When
the mentor dies, the next vampire takes the power and it continues
to grow within them.”

It was my turn to sigh as I thrust myself
back into the cozy, overstuffed love seat. “So we go from finding
stolen gems by Master vampires and ex-werewolf royalty to psychic
vampires.” I closed my eyes and began to massage my temples. “This
is all becoming just a little much.”

I heard a squeak come from above my shoulder
and poked my head around to find Oran sitting above me on the back
of the chair. He motioned his upper body down and made a leap for
my lap. I looked down at him. “What’s up?” I put out my index
finger and petted his tiny head. “Is the vampire in New York? Do we
know if it’s a man or woman?” I began to spout out whatever
questions entered my mind.

“It’s a man, and the last
I heard he was making his way across the states following the
energy.”

“Great.”

Trent hesitantly put a hand on my shoulder.
“It is getting late. I think you should head home.”

I looked at my watch and found that there
were only a couple hours left in the night. “Mac…”

Before I could go on he finished my thought:
“I’ll stay at your place with you until nightfall.” He was my
guardian, and I was glad he took the responsibility seriously.

 


***

 


After getting an intense goodnight kiss from
Trent, I made my way to my new home. Even though we were moving in
together, he still had things to take care of at his other place.
My new house was forty-five minutes outside the city in a little
town called Salem. There was a lot more nature here, and having my
own home made practicing my magic easier. Also, living in my little
apartment wasn’t possible anymore since vampires like Darren and
Salt Whips like Zack knew exactly where I lived.

The place was still in great need of
redecorating and organizing. I just moved in last week after
finally getting the money from my mother’s will. I made sure to go
through the house and lock all the doors before collapsing onto a
plush red leather sofa that felt like butter against my bare skin.
Trent helped me pick it out of course. It had beautiful gold trim
that meant it would need to be surrounded by other elegant items
that I didn’t have yet. Boxes took over most of the rooms, making
it difficult to maneuver around. The only thing close to perfect so
far was my bedroom.

“Can you believe this?” I
asked.

“When it comes to you, I
believe everything.” Mac smiled and sat down next to me. He had
changed into a soft cotton undershirt and plaid pajama pants. His
long hair was tied back into a ponytail as usual. A little goatee
had started to take shape after not shaving it for the past two
weeks.

I gave him a light whack on the shoulder.
“Oh, please. Like I wish for these things to happen to me.”

He put an arm over my shoulder and pulled me
to his chest. “Well, it does keep you on your toes.”

Oran didn’t want to be left out as he made
his way to Mac’s lap and nestled in between where our legs
touched.

“I just want a
break.”

“You got one.”

I lifted my head up to look at Mac’s
stubble. “I did not! Mourning my mother’s death is not a break,” I
whined.

“Well, you always have old
age to look forward to.” He chuckled and I hit him on the shoulder
again.

“Shut up.” I got up from
my seat, ruining Oran’s comfy position. “I need to put a few things
on the stove before I fall asleep.”

Mac groaned with exhaustion. “What spell are
you conjuring up now?”

I shrugged off his annoyance with me and
explained. “It’s a purifying spell for the house. I need to start
cooking a few herbs and spices well before beginning the spell. It
will just take a minute.”

 


***

 


I laid my head on the feather down pillow
covered with a deep mauve sham. My head slowly sunk down as I
blinked a couple times before closing them and falling into a deep
sleep. I could suddenly hear a low ringing in my ears soon lowering
into a hum; my body jerked but I couldn’t open my eyes. The smell
of rosewood filled my nostrils and I knew I couldn’t be on my couch
anymore. Yet… I could still feel the pillow under my head. It made
sense now. My subconscious mind was taking me far away from the
place I knew as my home.

I continued to struggle to open my eyes
before I was able to. Shortly I found myself floating above a dark
space. I was in my astral body and unsure of what I was supposed to
be doing here. I felt my body softly drift around the dark space
surrounding me. Quickly a drop of water from above fell and landed
on what seemed to be the ground.

Carefully I began to descend toward the
water drop, squinting my eyes to hopefully see something more than
unfathomable, obtrusive darkness.

What am I doing
here? I thought, but the words echoed out
as if I’d spoken them aloud. The words were resonant and continued
throughout the room, repeating themselves.

Quickly I brought my hands to my ears to
cover them from the loud, echoing. I felt my feet touch a solid
surface and found myself standing upright. My body felt so light
that I barely noticed coming down. Before another thought could
enter my mind, I began to recall a memory. Pictures in my mind
formed and projected themselves out upon the dark space in front of
me.

A smile touched my lips while I was
enveloped by warm feelings. I was watching my first meeting with
Trent. The way we danced in the club and then, with a flash, it
changed to Trent catching me as I fell off my balcony after my
first meeting with Darren.

“He will always be there
for you.” These words did not echo. These words were deep and from
someone other than myself.

I turned my head around in the emptiness but
found no other being around me. Too afraid to make a sound that
would turn into that awful, head-splitting noise, I continued to
fill the room with memories.

I thought of my father and the time he took
me to the Museum of Natural History. But that only brought forth
pain as I thought of his death. Him, lying on the kitchen floor
covered in blood. Knowing now that it was my own mother’s doing; I
flinched as I saw myself, filled with fright and gloom, run to my
mother, not knowing she was the reason behind my father’s
death.

“That must be awful to
have to remember.” The deep, masculine voice came to life again,
but still I could see nothing.

“Faith.” I felt a cold
wrinkled hand on my shoulder as I tried to force my body around,
but the weightlessness prevented me from turning quickly. “I’m
here.” The hand pulled me back up against the person behind me.
“Save me.” I couldn’t place the voice.

I was able to reach up my hand and place it
on the shoulder of the person. I used it to turn my body towards
them. A light shone so brightly from the figure that I could not
see anything but the brightness.

In just that moment my astral body realigned
with my true self, becoming one again. My eyes came open as I awoke
in my room. Without hesitation I got to my feet and ran to the
corner of the room, where a brown leather chair stood holding my
clothes and shoes. Quickly I threw on my faded jeans and worn-out,
black cotton tank top. My sneakers were the last to put on, which
gave me no trouble since they were already tied.

“I have to find him.” My
hand came up fast as I covered my mouth, waiting for the echoes to
come, but they didn’t. I was
awake.

I glanced at a mirror on the wall and found
that my green eyes were darker than their normal color. I was
scared and unsure of where I was supposed to go, but I knew that
regardless, I had to get there. I ran to the backyard, Oran already
at my feet.

A heavy wind swirled around Oran as his size
grew larger, blond air becoming more defined in color as wings
expanded from his back. His fangs overlapped his bottom jaw like a
saber tooth tiger while more defined black fur covered the tips of
his ears. When he was ready I swung my legs over his back. “Let’s
go,” I said to Oran, who picked up some speed in the backyard
before flying off into the clouds atop the darkness.

I still had some time before sunrise. It
felt like I had been asleep for hours, but I was only out a couple
minutes.

The night air felt cool against my face. We
moved slowly through the sky, both of us unsure where we were
going. “What am I doing?” I said to myself. Oran made a low whimper
and I patted his side to let him know we’d be okay. A sudden chill
crawling up my spine. “Maybe we should just go…” At that moment an
image became clear in my mind. It was a man with dull, straight
black hair that fell over his face, ending a few inches past his
ears. Full, well-defined lips twitched up, while a round-tipped
nose sat right above them. Magnificently thick, defined midnight
eyebrows complemented his pale skin and chocolate, slanted
eyes.

“Help me.” His raspy voice
was a light whisper in my mind.

I blinked and I was back in the sky with
Oran. “Go to the graveyard.”

We landed ten minutes later by a large tree
at the corner of a small graveyard right outside of Salem. The tree
was big enough for Oran to hide behind. I got to the ground with
ease and walked over to face Oran. His brilliant, powder blue eyes
stared at me with worry.

“Everything is fine. There
is someone here I need to help.” I stroked the back of his ear.
“Stay here and keep an eye on me.”

Please be safe.
I heard Oran’s words in my mind and nodded to
him. Ever since we had bonded as witch and familiar, I was able to
hear him speak.

With my backup in place I began to walk
through the graveyard, careful not to walk over the graves. It was
an old superstition. I looked around with only the light from the
moon vibrantly gleaming on the graves around me.

“Help me,” I heard again,
but this time it wasn’t in my mind.

I looked around but couldn’t see where it
was coming from. As I walked forward, I began to feel a tad weak.
My body was beginning to relax and my vision was becoming a little
blurred. I stopped walking and stood where I was for a moment. The
tightness in my stomach told me to run back, but I was too
weak.

“You,” I heard from below
as a hand grabbed onto my ankle. I let out a yelp and looked down
and found the person I was looking for.

“What are you doing?” He
had frightened me but I couldn’t run away. The energy in my body
was fleeing faster as he grabbed ahold of me.

“I am sorry. If I am
lacking energy my body will automatically feed.” His voice was
becoming stronger. “Please don’t be afraid.”

I looked into his orange-colored eyes. They
were so intense. “Your eyes are brown, though.” At least they had
been brown. I couldn’t understand what was happening around me.

I wanted to use the energy of the earth to
help myself, but I couldn’t find the strength to call for her help.
I fell to the ground and closed my eyes as I heard a thud and a
scream. Was I screaming? Then I heard a thud from farther away,
like a body hitting the ground.

I was able to open my eyes again and looked
over to find Oran galloping towards me. The hand was now gone from
my ankle, and my energy was slowly coming back. When Oran got close
enough I grabbed onto his fur, and he pulled me to my feet as I
made a jump to land on his back.

Oran flew up to the sky while I lay close to
his body looking down at the graveyard. The man’s hand was extended
up towards me, and I could hear him calling me to return, but I
couldn’t take that chance.

 


***

 


I was biting the cuticle off my left thumb
while waiting for Trent. I sat with my legs curled up under me on
the big comfy chair.

I know he already
knows, I thought to myself. I realized
that my face was tight and tried to relax it while getting up to
walk around again.

If it weren’t for the damned blood bond we
shared, he wouldn’t know anything. He must have felt how weak I was
earlier. I’d had my energy drained and Trent was going to wake up
pissed. I had gone to his apartment and used a key to get in. His
place didn’t have much left in it since most of his things were at
my house. We had just decided to move in together, but we had to
get his sleeping chamber made up before he moved in.

I had called Mac and left him a message so
he wouldn’t get worried.

“I’m such an idiot,” I
said out loud to myself. “He’s going to be so disappointed with
me!” I fell back into the chair and slouched. I didn’t want to hear
how stupid I had been; I already knew! I looked at my silver watch
with the kitty inside. I had twenty more minutes of worry before I
had to hear it.

“Oh gods, Trent will tell
Morgan too.” I put my head in my hands and tried rubbing my
temples. I felt like a little kid who’d stolen from the candy jar
and was about to get caught. Even though I was twenty-four years
old and I had only done what my instincts told me.

“Isn’t that what Morgan
always said? Rely on your instincts and you can’t go wrong?” I
pulled my head up. “See, it isn’t my fault, it’s Morgan’s fault!” I
knew that wouldn’t work. I tried to lie down on the chair and close
my eyes, but every time I did I saw his face.


 


3

 


Trent

 


“Faith!” My alarm screamed
that the sun had set and I wanted to get to Faith as soon as
possible. The pains I had felt during twilight had caused me to
fully wake but without the ability to rise. I could feel her
presence, though, and I knew she was in my apartment.

The door hit the wall as I flung it open.
“Faith,” I said again until I saw her curled up on my chair with
the side of her thumb in her mouth, tears falling around her
cheeks. “What happened?” My voice was rough from sleep making me
sound angry.

She just shook her head, her curls jumbling
around her neck. “I don’t know.” She looked up at me with wide
eyes. There was something behind them that I had only seen in an
unwilling victim’s eyes before sucking there bodies dry of blood.
Fear.

I leaned down on one knee and put my hands
on her thigh as she sat upright. “Are you hurt?” I needed to stay
calm for her wellbeing.

Again she shook her head. “I’m fine
now.”

I let out a breath and put my head in her
lap. “I was so worried. It felt like I was in some kind of sleep
paralysis.”

I felt a tear hit my ear and looked back up.
“I’m so sorry, Trent.” My mouth dropped a little and I felt my
eyebrows furrow. “I shouldn’t have gone. I should have been
smarter. I don’t even know why I went.”

I got up from the hardwood floor and sat
next to her. While taking her hands in mine I said, “Start from the
beginning.”

I listened intently as Faith told me about
her dream. I began to put the pieces together before she told me
about meeting the man in the graveyard. Bits of dread panged my
stomach as frustration caused me to clench my teeth. I knew Faith
has had dreams and I can understand the urge to follow her
instinct, but how could she be so naïve?

Nevertheless, I held her in my arms while
she continued to cry at her mistake. At least I knew this was
something she would not do again. Maybe this was a good thing in
some way.

“Faith?” I brought her
face up with my hand under her chin.

“Yes?”

As I stared down into her beautiful green
eyes, all the confusion and anger inside of me began to disappear.
“We need to go to Morgan for help.”

I felt Faith’s body rise and fall with a
deep sigh. “I know. I don’t want to, but I know we have to.”

“Morgan might have more
information now.”

“Yeah.” A pout puckered
her lips.

“Let me get changed. I do
not think Morgan wants

to see me covered in snot and tears.” She
let out a faint giggle, and that was when I knew she would be
okay.

I began to walk away but stopped and turned
around, knowing what she needed to hear. “Faith, I am not mad at
you. I love you.”

A smile spread across her face, her eyes
twinkling with delight from the words I’d just spoken.

 


***

 


As soon as we entered the room Morgan put
her head up, her nose crinkling as she sniffed the air. “What is
that smell?” She breathed in, taking a couple deep breaths. “It
seems like flowery oils and tree bark.” Her eyes were a striking
crystal blue in the bright lights of the laboratory.

I had an arm around Faith’s waist. I was not
sure if she could stand on her own yet. “It is the smell of that
psychic vampire of yours.”

“How did his
scent…?”

“I’m so sorry, Morgan.”
Faith began to shake and I looked down. Tears started to stream
down her face.

Morgan’s fingers tightened around the glass
bottle she was holding. If she was not careful it was going to…too
late. Glass flung around the angry vampire. “Did he hurt you?” Her
voice was steady but forceful.

Faith shook her head. “I think it was an
accident. I think he’s weak.”



The thought of him touching her came to my
mind. My muscles tensed and I swallowed down the fury wanting to
surface. “Can you find him now that you have his scent?”

Morgan’s white lab coat rustled as she rose
from her stool. “I believe that would work.” A smiled pierced her
lips. “Jonathan!” Her scream shook my eardrums right before a man
came bursting through the door.

“Yes, Master?”

“Do you smell the scent
that lingers on Faith?”

He was a tall man with a clean-shaven head.
He had on a clean pressed black shirt and a pair of khaki slacks.
“Yes.”

“I need that smell tracked
down. Do you think you can handle that?” She spoke with a stern
authority.

“Yes.”

“Then go.”

He was gone and it was just the three of us
again. I began to walk Faith over to a stool on the other side of
Morgan’s table, where tubes streamed all around the middle and
bottles lay around either side. “What are we doing in here,
Morgan?” I did not even know there was a lab in the Master’s
mansion.

“Well, there is a little
problem right now.”

I moved behind Faith, acting as a cushion.
“You said as much before.”

She stared at me with menacing eyes. I stood
in silence so as not to offend her again.

“There are werewolves that
are dying from exploding hearts.”

“What?” Faith became
excited and I rubbed the side of her shoulder to calm her
down.

Morgan looked down and stared at the table,
her long hair falling around her face. “There have been five deaths
already. Zou Tai came to me for help.”

“Zou Tai.” I did not mind
the werewolf prince as much anymore, but in my book helping
werewolves was still a dangerous thing. “What happened?”

Morgan’s eyes glazed over slightly as if her
mind was back in memory. “It began a few weeks ago. A werewolf that
was part of Zou Tai’s pack had just finished hunting.” By hunting
she meant feasting on animal flesh, unlike the original werewolves
from Greece who feasted on human flesh.

“After several minutes he
got a pain in his chest. After that it was over.”

Faith’s face was twisted with disgust as I
observed her through the beaker in front of us. Her mouth hung
open, the upper lip slightly raised, and her nostrils flared. “His
heart didn’t really explode, did it?”

Morgan slowly shook her head. “I have been
studying one of the bodies. It’s a myocardial rupture, which is a
condition that happens after an acute myocardial infarction.”

Faith stared blankly at her until she
noticed.

“A heart attack with loss
of tissue blood supply due to blocks in the blood vessels supplying
the heart muscles. It can happen when there is systemic
hypertension, or high blood pressure.”

“How does a werewolf
suffer from high blood pressure?” I was a little surprised. In all
my years, I had never heard of a werewolf dealing with such a
problem. Their bodies are made to suffer through a change that
would kill any normal human, and these werewolves were dying from
high blood pressure?

“I’m still studying the
bodies to learn the reason behind the raised hypertension.”
Morgan’s eyes found me and stared deeply. “You know that this makes
absolutely no sense whatsoever.”

I bit my lower lip and nodded. It was the
strangest thing I had ever heard. It would be like a vampire dying
from insomnia. “Werewolves normally have hypertension, right?”

“Yes, it is normal for
them. Their hearts already beat quicker than any human.”

“What can cause the heart
to speed up even more?”

“Poison.” Morgan’s
expression grew dark. “But I tested their bodies for all types and
I did not find a thing.” Morgan began chewing on her bottom
lip.

“What is worrying you so
much about this?” I asked.

“The fact that we do not
know what is causing it.” She got up from her seat and began to
pace. “The fact that if someone can do this to werewolves, what is
to stop them from doing it to vampires?”

Her statement took me aback. “Werewolves and
vampires are nothing alike. Werewolves are living, so of course
they are susceptible to poisons.”

“But they should not
be!”

I did not want to admit it out loud, but she
was right. The amount of poison it would take to kill a werewolf
was too high. For someone to affect a werewolf with poison, they
would have to inject it all at once.

Morgan placed both hands on the table. Her
shoulders tight.

“What if their food was
being poisoned?” Faith suggested.

“No.” I placed a hand on
her shoulder. “The animal would be dead before they could hunt it.
Werewolves do not hunt dead sport.”

“Oh.” After a moment Faith
added, “How did they change if it wasn’t a full moon?”

Morgan looked at me, astonished. “That did
not occur to me. Shit…”

“These werewolves are
being forced to transform somehow.” I interrupted.

I turned to Morgan. “Are you sure you tested
for every poison possible?”

Morgan tilted her head. “I am checking over
my books in case I missed anything, but this is going to take a
little while.”

“That’s fine,” Faith
chirped. “Until you are done we can search for the psychic
vampire.”

“You sound so cheerful,” I
observed.

“Well, it will get our
minds off this and…”

Morgan interrupted. “…and on to something
just as dangerous in our lives.”

I smiled, knowing it was true.

 


***

 


Faith and I went to her house ahead of
Morgan, who had to place the bodies back into the freezer and
change. The night air was full of water as I held Faith close to my
chest. Only when she was with me did she choose not to ride Oran.
She said that she enjoyed the closeness she felt while we ran
through the wind together, me holding her like a bride in my arms.
The wind rushed over my skin trying to whip and sting my face.
Trees flashed by like big brown splotches, and the ground below was
like a long streak of light cast by the streetlights above.

Faith huddled close to me in her black
hoodie, Oran tucked safely between us. Oran traveled similarly so I
was almost positive he could care less. As I took in the scent of
tree leaves and night air, the scent of leather and steel caught in
my nose. I began to concentrate on the smell when a long metal
chain hurled in front of me, I jumped up and over it landing on the
ground in a crouch and let Faith get to her feet.

She pulled her hood up and down, letting her
curls fall around wildly. “What was that?” She staggered out the
words while panting, her chest continuing to heave.

“Slayers,” I replied, a
deep, unforgiving anger in my tone. I could feel my face beginning
to change as my pupils dilated and my fangs grew long. I could only
guess how black my eyes were. “Stay back.”

Faith let out a breath
with a hurrumph and pulled out a knife from behind her back. The blade was
only eight inches long, but I knew how deadly she could be with a
weapon. Still, I did not want her to fight.

With that fleeting thought, another chain
shot out and I turned in time to grab it, pulling it toward us.
Quickly the chain was released, and nothing followed. I decided to
race toward where the chain originated. I wanted to find this
slayer.

I heard Faith’s battle cry and quickly
turned to find Zack Zanwick, Faith’s Salt Whip, swinging a blade
five times the size of Faith’s blade. I was about to backtrack when
a knife came flying by my stomach. A slayer stood five feet ahead
of me. As usual he was masked in black clothing that covered most
of his body. He was a tall bloke.

For a moment I hesitated, I wanted to go
back for Faith, but the slayer was not about to let that happen. He
swiftly came forward throwing punches and kicks I blocked with my
hands and feet. I clawed at the slayer and caught his chest,
tearing at the leather on his flesh. It was not a kill strike but
it sent him back. I lunged and grabbed him by the head, swinging
him twenty feet from me. I needed to go back for Faith.

I turned and made my way towards her, but
when I got there a strange man with black hair and tanned skin was
holding Zack by the throat. His blue eyes were intense as they
stared into Zack’s soul. As the man breathed in, I could almost see
the life energy leaving Zack’s body. I found Faith on her knees
with tears in her eyes.

“Faith!” I did not know if
she was hurt. I could feel from our bond that she was scared and
growing weak, but, at the moment, I could not tell if there were
any physical wounds.

“Please,” she whispered as
I went to her side. “Make him stop.” The tears continued to rush
down her face as I turned to the man sucking the life out of the
Salt Whip.

I let out a growl as I stared at the
stranger. Swiftly I charged toward the two, breaking whatever bond
he had over the Salt Whip, all of us falling forward and then
rolling on the ground. I got to my feet to find Zack lying
unconscious while the stranger was on all fours grinning at the
ground, drops of blood dripping from his nose. He got to his feet
and glared, a look of contempt on his face.

I checked that Faith was where I had left
her while sniffing the air and smelling that the slayer had
left.

“Let me finish him. I do
not want him to hurt Faith anymore.” The stranger’s voice was
resonant and demanding.

All I could do was look at Faith. She wiped
the tears from her eyes. “No.” She shook her head.

Distant sirens wailed. “We need to leave.” I
walked over to Faith and picked her up in my arms.

The stranger just stood watching. “Faith.”
His eyes seemed pleading.

She looked up at me. “That is the psychic
vampire we were talking about earlier.”

Hesitantly I said, “Follow
us.” I would have put up more of a fight but there was so little
time, and I needed to put my own feelings on the back burner at the
moment. Morgan would kill me if she found out I had let
him get away.

 


***

 


I walked into the living room where the
psychic vampire stood gazing out the window into the backyard very
nonchalantly. I walked around the room for a minute and decided to
take a seat on the overstuffed chair positioned by the bookshelves.
I crossed my legs and relaxed my hands on the arms of the
chair.

“The only reason I do not
rip out your throat right now is because Faith begged me not
to.”

He did not even flinch. He just continued to
stare out the window as if lost in the distance. Looking at him in
the light I could see how defined his muscles actually were or was
it that he had just fed? He had sharp features and long
fingers.

Minutes passed before he said, “I did not
mean to hurt her.” He took a moment before continuing. “I did not
realize that she was so sensitive to my energy.”

I clenched my fists and then took a deep
breath, letting it out slowly. “Why is that? What did you do to
her?” I stayed seated, concerned with what would happen if I
stood.

He sighed and finally turned to face me. His
eyes were now the color of the sky on a sunny day. “It must have
happened when we first met in the graveyard. I fed off of her only
because I was starving. I didn’t do it willingly.” He walked over
and took a seat on the couch, a little too close for my comfort.
“Normally I have to feed off of a being in a certain way to get a
connection like the one we have now. However, I have the feeling
that she is connected to my energy in a way unlike anyone else has
ever been.”

“Are you saying that you
will continue to feel each other’s energies like this?” Knowing
that someone was connected to Faith like I was gave me a sinking
feeling. My stomach became weak as I remembered all the feelings
that came over me when I first made a blood connection with Faith.
It was a very intimate moment; I did not want him to be a part of
that.

He was studying his finger-nails as he said,
“No. Do not worry, the connection will fade—or at least it should.”
The way he spoke was so deliberate, his words cautious as if
choosing each one before saying it. It was unsettling.

“It should?” I got up from
my chair and paced around the room. “What do you mean it should?”
All of a sudden I was right in front of him, glaring down into his
sullen face.

He seemed to be studying me. “This has never
happened to me before. I am not sure, but it should go away.”

Now he was just pissing me off. “If the
connection between you and Faith does not fade away, then I will
make it go away. Permanently. Do you understand me?” I hovered over
him, ready to pounce at the slightest action.

He just blinked a couple of times with a
smirk on his face and answered, “I understand.”

I growled and went to the other side of the
room. I felt my cheekbones rise slowly as a smile crept up my lips.
“I cannot wait for Morgan to get here.”

He must have felt a shift in the air; he
turned his head and squinted at me with interest. “Who is
Morgan?”

“I guess you are not from
around here.” I inspected my own nails as I informed him, “She is
like a mother to Faith and the newly made Master.” My smile
widened.

Soon there was a knock and
I was at the door. I opened it and found Morgan in the doorway.
Without a word she sauntered into the house. 
“I have been waiting for you,”
I said.

After locking the door, I made my way around
the room. Her head was tilted ever so slightly as she stared at the
stranger.

“Is this…?”

I pointed to the psychic vampire. “This is
the one you have been looking for.”

“My name is Vincent.” He
licked his lips and slowly put out a hand for her to
take.

“We ran into him while
being attacked by Zack and a slayer. He almost killed
Faith.”

Vincent pulled his hand away as his eyebrows
furrowed while he rose. “I did no such thing!” This was the most
active I had seen him in the past hour.

A low growl came from Morgan’s diaphragm. “I
think someone needs to tell me what happened. Quickly.”

The room filled with tension as the energy
changed again. Vincent’s face was tight with worry or fear, I could
not tell which. He sat back down and began to shift in his seat,
unable to find a comfortable position.

After swallowing hard he began, “I was
tracking Faith’s energy, and when I found her she was in the midst
of a battle with an older man.”

“Zack,” I interjected.
Morgan nodded and continued to stare at the energy-stealing
vampire.

“My instincts took over
and I had to protect her. I grabbed Zack and began draining
him.”

“While Faith sat on her
knees crying from loss of energy.”

He shook his head. “I didn’t realize she was
so sensitive to me! I would never intentionally hurt Faith.” His
hands were now in fists as he glowered at me.

I crossed my arms over my chest. “Like you
did not intentionally take her energy in the graveyard!” I took a
step toward him, my stance wide and steady.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Morgan
move in between us. “Calm down. I do not know how well I am going
to be able to control myself if the two of you let your emotions
take over.”

I stared at Morgan, my lips tight with a
scream deep inside of me that I wanted to let out. I put my head
down and studied the floor. I could tell by the lines on the carpet
that Faith had recently vacuumed. When I felt a hand on my shoulder
I looked up, ready to see Morgan standing there. To my surprise I
found Faith with a small smile on her face.

“How does everyone expect
me to get any rest with all this yelling?” She wrapped her long
arms around my body and embraced me. “Please calm down.”

I let her hold me while I stood still. I
looked over at Morgan, who was staring at the two of us. “Can we
move on from this incident?” Morgan suggested.

“Faith?” Just the sound of
Vincent’s light voice irritated me.

She pulled away from me slightly and faced
Vincent. “Yes?”

“I am so sorry. I have not
made a very good first impression with you.” One hand rubbed the
other as he apologized. Was he nervous?

“Or a second.”

I laughed in my head. That was my witch.

Vincent stood from his seat. “Faith,
please.” He put both hands out.

Morgan took some steps toward Vincent. “Slow
down. You and I must have a talk. Why the sudden interest in
Faith?”

Vincent would not take his eyes off Faith. I
pulled her closer and took a step back.

“I don’t mean anyone any
kind of harm.” His words fell on deaf ears. Everyone stared at him
in disbelief and he bowed his head in defeat and fell back into his
seat with his shoulders slumped.

I felt Faith’s arm fall from around my waist
and watched as she made her way to Vincent. I wanted to stop her
but I knew better. When she saw someone in need, even if they were
evil, she had to help them. She knelt on one knee in front of him
and to my disgust put a hand to his chin. He looked at her with
brilliant blue eyes. For some reason, his eyes always seemed to be
a different color when I looked at them, sometimes they were bright
and sometimes they were darker—and sometimes they were a whole
different color altogether.

“Why have you been looking
for me?”

I could not see her eyes, but I knew what
her expression must have been. I had seen it before when she was
not angry or sad but only feeling empathy for someone she felt
needed her help. She has had that look with me before; it is
something I have never seen or received in another human being.

Vincent just stared at her blankly. “I have
been having these dreams,” he began to say, his eyes centering on
her. “You are always there.”

Faith interrupted him. “Are they
visions?”

“Some of them are.” He
pressed his lips together. “Your energy is so pure and so strong.
You are unlike any kind of being I have ever met. I just had to
find you.”

Faith stood up and looked at Morgan for
guidance, her eyes worried and her mouth frowning. “What does it
mean?”

Morgan stood with her legs shoulder-width
apart, a hand to her chin.

I walked around so I could see her face. She
seemed lost in thought.

“I am not sure, Faith,”
she finally said.

“What are the dreams
about?” It seemed the most logical thing to ask.

Vincent looked at me as if surprised by my
ability to speak calmly. “They’re all so different. Sometimes we
are in battle together fighting against a similar foe. Some-times
we are at my temple meditating together.”

Faith turned to face Vincent. “Is anyone
else ever there?”

“On occasions it feels
like there is a ghost, someone watching over you. It is dark and
does not seem to like me being close to you.”

Morgan snickered and looked at me.

“What?” I raised my hands
in confusion. “I am not a ghost.”

That broke some of the tension. “What do you
want from me?” Faith asked Vincent. “You’re here with me now, what
do you expect from me?” It quickly became serious again.

Vincent put his head in his hands. “I don’t
know. All I know is that I need to be with you.” He stood from his
seat and went to Faith, taking her hands in his, staring deeply
into her eyes.

“That is not going to
happen.” I pulled Faith back toward me and broke the grip Vincent
had on her.
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Faith

 


I felt myself stumble back, but Trent held
me firmly in his grasp. I quickly turned on my heel and faced him.
“What are you doing?” My tone sounded fierce, and I could see by
the look of dismay on his face that it was harsher than I’d
planned.

“I will not let him speak
like that.”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, all
of this was getting out of control and I didn’t know how to stop
the windstorm. “Trent, I am not going anywhere.” I put my hand on
his cheek and looked into his gorgeous green eyes. “He is not
trying to take me from you, are you, Vincent?” I turned my gaze to
Vincent, who was standing behind me.

He was silent for too long a time, before
speaking he rubbed the back of his neck. “I…I do not know what I am
trying to do. I just know what feels right to me.”

“Vincent,” I shot back.
“Trent is my boyfriend. I am not interested in you in any way other
than as a friend.” I wanted to be clear with him right from the
beginning. He had to understand that I loved Trent.

Vincent studied Trent, starting at his feet
and moving up to his face. “I think you should keep your options
open,” he said, never taking his eyes off Trent.

I felt like I had a sour taste in my
mouth.

“You pathetic excuse for a
vampire!” I heard Trent yell.

“Trent!” I looked at
Morgan, standing domineeringly with her hands on her hips. I
couldn’t understand why she was on Vincent’s side. Was there
something more to this psychic vampire than I realized?

I blinked a few times and stared at Morgan
with my head cocked. “Morgan?”

She lowered her arms and bowed her head
before looking back up. “Faith, I do not want any arguments right
now. Vincent has just arrived and we should get to know each
other,” she explained slowly.

“Thank you, Morgan.”
Vincent looked content with a mocking smile on his face. “You are
very wise.”

“What is going on here?”
Trent asked. “There is something that is not being
said.”

“I agree.” I took a few
steps back to Trent and he moved forward.

Morgan began to rub her head as if she had a
headache. “Look, there is something I should tell the two of
you.”

I squinted my eyes as if prepared to get a
verbal smack in the face. “What’s that?”

Vincent shifted his feet. I couldn’t tell if
he knew what she was about to say or not. He glanced over at me and
I brought my attention back to Morgan.

“Vincent, well, he is…” It
was as if the words got stuck in her throat. She kept stuttering
and pausing. “You see my Master is Vincent’s ancestor.”

I was taken aback and looked up to see
Trent’s reaction. His face was like stone. “Morgan, do you want
Vincent and Faith to be together for that reason?” I hadn’t even
thought of that possibility. It made my stomach churn after he said
it.

“No! Of course not!” She
paced to the other side of the room. “I did not know when Kane told
me about this psychic vampire that he would turn out to be Vincent,
but a long time ago I was told that I would meet him one day.” She
stopped, but I knew there had to be more.

“And?” I
pushed.

Morgan bit her lip while trying to find a
position to leave her hands in. “I do not want to start off on bad
terms. I think we should all work on getting along.”

I looked at Vincent who seemed content with
her words. It appeared he knew something just as Morgan did, but
neither of them would say it.

Finally I had enough. “I want you two to
leave for the night.”

“What?” Vincent looked at
me with a frown.

“I need to be alone with
Trent. I need time to think over this whole…thing.” I tried to get
out the right words, but they just weren’t coming.

“But Faith!”

“Please!” My face was hot
and my stomach continued to churn. “I just want to think this all
through.” Those were my final words, and somehow they knew they
needed to leave. So they did.

Morgan put her head down and slowly
sauntered to the door. Vincent dragged behind her. As she opened
the door, he turned and looked deep into my eyes.

Your face will never leave
my thoughts. The words echoed in my mind.
They weren’t my thoughts—they were his. I put a hand to my stomach,
frightened. I just stood there as the door shut behind
him.

Slowly my shoulders relaxed and I closed my
eyes while the knots in my stomach untied. I looked and found Trent
in the kitchen taking out a pint of blood he kept in a plasma bag.
It was for those times when he needed a quick snack. I flinched as
the cupboard slammed closed and the wine glass was set with a noisy
clank on the marble kitchen counter.

“Trent.” I tried to soothe
him with my voice, but he just continued to pour the blood into the
glass. I quickly walked over to him and placed my hand on his
shoulder. “Look at me.” It took a moment before he would. “My heart
only sees you.”

He continued to stare into my eyes for
another moment. I saw the blackness begin to disperse and his face
softened. “I know.”

I lifted my hand so he could drink and
stared off into the distance. I wasn’t sure why Morgan was so
adamant about me being friends with Vincent. In the beginning she
acted like the psychic vampire was a threat, but now she
understood. Was almost thrilled to pieces he was here. I could see
that there was more to what she was telling me, but I couldn’t
fathom what it was.

“Faith?”

I pulled myself back to reality and found
Trent sitting on the couch in the living room. I stared down and
saw the glass was empty. He motioned for me to come over.

As I sat next to him, I curled in and he
wrapped his arm around me. His feet were up on the coffee table, my
own legs bent under me. My body relaxed into his and we just sat in
comfortable silence until it was time for the sun to rise.

 


***

 


I slept in late that
morning. I’d had a restless night, unable to fall asleep in Trent’s
comforting arms. When I did finally wake, I headed for the shower.
As the warm water washed over my body, I began to think about the
events of last night. How did he get his
thoughts into my mind? For some reason
that bugged me the most. Did it mean he
could read my thoughts as well, or just project his thoughts into
my mind? I began to wonder if my book of
spells had a protection charm or something in it for this very
occasion. I decided I would have to take a look into
that.

As I got out of the shower, I wrapped myself
up in my old beach towel I’d gotten while I was at Cape May many
years ago. I cleaned off the mirror and brushed out my hair.

Soon I was dressed. Soft curls bounced
around my face and the smell of lavender from my oils entranced my
nose. I decided to wear a comfortable pair of dark wash jeans and a
red scope-neck top. I walked over to my nightstand and pulled the
bottom drawer open. After removing my socks I found the carefully
placed loose board, which concealed my family’s book of spells, and
lifted the book out from hiding. Both Trent and Collin had
recommended I be careful with so many people now knowing of my
existence.

I placed the book on the bed and sat Indian
style with a couple of pillows behind me for back support. As I
scanned through the pages, I looked for any words to pop out at me.
I had spent many nights looking through this book by now and had
found that there was a pattern to it. Sheaves of paper were
actually inserted into certain parts, so spells concerning
protection from ghosts were in one section while charms for
purification were in another. I tried to figure out in which
section I would find protection for the mind, but it was taking
longer than I’d thought it would.

After it had been several hours, I leaned
back and relaxed my eyes. They felt strained from reading for so
long. I sighed and rubbed my temples. I felt like I was never going
to find anything when finally something stood out to me. It was a
story that an ancestor of mine had written:

While on a journey to find safflower in
Thailand I came across a man by the name of Decha. He had a very
unusual aura around him. It was as if he had two auras—his own,
which lay next to his body, and another that rested above his. The
one on top appeared to be connected to him but from another person.
I was very curious about this but hesitant to ask him.

It was not until nights later, after resting
at his home, that I dared to come close to questioning him about
it. He explained to me that there was a great healer at the top of
the mountain. Decha had had a bad accident many months before, and
he was taken to this healer. Days later Decha awoke and was
completely healed. After this he felt that his energy was
different. He went back to the healer weeks later and asked him why
he felt a shift. Decha explained that he gave Decha a part of his
aura while he healed him. He did this so that he would have a
constant connection with him.

It was his payment. Whenever the healer
needed to, he would be able to connect with Decha and take of his
energy. I asked him if it had been worth doing to save his life,
and he said that he felt indebted to the healer and would have
given more than that to have his life saved. After this I asked
more about the healer. There was not a lot more he could tell me,
but what he did say was that on occasion he heard the healer’s
thoughts in his mind telling him to come to the mountain.

He wasn’t sure if he was actually hearing
the healer’s thoughts or going crazy, but he went up the
mountaintop and found the healer in need of assistance. He had
fallen days before and couldn’t get from under the heavy object.
After saving his life the healer asked if Decha wanted him to take
his aura away, but he did not find it necessary. He said that it
felt nice to be needed, as his son was lost at war and his daughter
killed years ago by raiders.

I was not sure how I would feel if I were
connected to someone so closely that I could hear his thoughts. I
also wondered if the healer could hear Decha’s thoughts. But when I
journeyed to the top of the mountain, I found nothing. I knew the
man wasn’t crazy, though, for I saw his aura and knew there was no
other explanation.

I was amazed. This healer sounded like he
could have been a psychic vampire. I wondered if Vincent would know
who he was, considering there was only one psychic vampire alive at
one time. Even though the story was interesting, it was of little
help. There was still no spell for protecting oneself from this
kind of invasion. But if my aunt had run into someone like this, it
was possible that someone had developed a potion or charm to guard
against psychic attack. There just had to be.

I kept looking through the pages until I
came across something that another ancestor of mine had written.
She explained that she had been introduced to a psychic named
Ramona. She was the most powerful psychic of her generation—so
powerful that she could read the thoughts of others. My ancestor
went on to write that it was unnerving, and after learning this she
went on to find different roots and herbs that could be combined to
protect against such an attack.

It seemed that no combination of herbs and
roots was working, though. I was beginning to lose hope until I
continued to read on. She mentioned running into a crystal healer
that taught her about a gemstone known as kyanite. This stone was
used to bring all the chakras into alignment. It was also a
powerful stone for enhancing communication and psychic
abilities.

“But how could enhancing
my psychic abilities guard against Vincent?” I asked myself out
loud before continuing.

If one is to guard against psychic attacks,
one needs to enhance their own psychic abilities so as to know how
to distract the psychic from his own thoughts.

“Hm.” I put my hand under
my chin and thought for a moment. It sounded a little crazy but
correct at the same time. If I had a better understanding of my
psychic abilities, I would be able to train my mind to block any
psychic advances he made. But did I have any psychic
abilities?

I would need to go to Gordon and speak with
him about this. He was the best and only psychic I knew. Learning
how to block Vincent from my mind would give me an upper hand. Or
at least surprise the hell out of him!

After a couple of hours of unpacking more
boxes and making some dinner, it was finally time for Trent to wake
up. Trent had made it a point to get his room ready ASAP since he
wanted to be as close as possible to me with Vincent running around
New York. I went to the back bedroom and sat, anticipating the lid
to his coffin opening. I had not been in his room much since we’d
moved everything in. I’d left the decorating up to him since it was
his room. There were white blinds covering the window, but Trent
said that wasn’t enough. He screwed in a metal barrier to cover up
the window and hung purple velvet curtains to cover that up. The
room was painted a neutral beige color to add depth, while the
coffin lay in the middle of the room so he would have no trouble
opening and closing the top.

At the far corner sat an old-style desk made
in the 1850s. It was a massive piece with much detail carved into
the wood. An elegant wooden chair went with it. Papers were always
neatly laid out in piles around the desk. Paintings were hung on
the walls; three on the far wall were those of Monet, many bridges
and lots of water. I began to believe that it reminded Trent of a
simpler time, one he’d grown up in, and that was why he liked them.
For now that was all that was in the room except for his clothes in
the closet.

Finally, I heard the hinges to the coffin
creak and watched as slowly the lid skulked open. With the top half
open, Trent sat up. He was topless; his arm muscles well defined
and just utterly scrumptious. He looked at me and smiled wickedly
as if reading my thoughts. I playfully licked my lips while winking
at him. I couldn’t help but giggle, but I knew he loved it when I
did. He opened the second half of the lid and elegantly got out of
bed.

“Hey, babe,” he smoothly
greeted me while taking me by the hips and lifting me to my feet.
The next thing I felt was his full soft lips pressed against my
own. When we parted I continued to stand with my eyes closed,
unaware for a split second that he had pulled away. “How are you
feeling today?”

I blinked and opened my eyes wide to find
him at the other end of the room going through his closet for a new
set of clothes to wear tonight. “Much better.” I smiled, just
staring at him. He was such an attractive vampire, a total hottie.
It was unbelievable, but he still took my breath away.

“Faith?” I shook my head
ever so slightly and stared into his eyes. “What are you doing?” He
had a smirk on his face and one eyebrow higher than the
other.

I let out a breath and walked towards him.
After looking up into his eyes, I wrapped my arms around his neck.
He bent his head to the side and kissed me with a slight roughness.
My tongue played in his mouth, being careful to maneuver it around
his now protruding fangs. He must have heard my heart quicken and
gotten a slight bloodlust from it.

I felt his hands wrap around my hips, his
left hand brushing my skin and coming up towards my back. Trent’s
fingers pressed onto me, bringing me closer to his body. A shudder
went through me as I felt his hardness pressing against me. Quickly
he pulled down my pants while still kissing me at the same time.
Maybe it was his vampire quickness, but it was an amazing feat
nonetheless.

As we stood there, I wrapped my leg around
his naked body. He made his way to my thigh to support my weight
and grabbed my other thigh with his other hand. With one motion, my
back was to the wall, my legs wrapped tightly around his waist.
Slowly he trailed kisses to my neck, his tongue finding my pulse
and licking the spot with great intensity. Suddenly, I felt his
hand grazing against my inner thigh and making its way up between
my legs. As his fingers felt around a moan escaped my lips, causing
them to part further.

“Oh you are a very naughty
girl,” he said to me, his Irish lilt thicker than
normal.

Again I let out a moan as he used three
fingers instead of two. My heart quickened, “Oh!” I wanted him to
stop teasing me with his fingers, but it still felt so good.

When I looked at him, my chest heaving up
and down, he just grinned at me. He pulled his fingers away and
wrapped them around my breast, his finger playing with my
nipple.

The ache between my legs was becoming more
persistent. Especially since I felt him rubbing up against my
wetness but never taking the plunge. I wanted him inside me. I
wanted to feel all of him. The anticipation he could make me go
through was excruciating.

“Please, Trent. I can’t
take it any more.”

After whispering a few words in my ear he
thrust into me deeply. My breath was barely given a chance to catch
up.

“Yes!” I screamed out, my
muscles tightening at the sudden feeling of pleasure as he slammed
into me over and over again.

“Where do you want it?” he
whispered in my ear then licking my lobe.

I continued to moan for a moment. “To the
left,” I finally directed. He did as I wanted, hitting my G-spot.
My arms brought my body closer to his and he moved his hand,
placing it on my ass to support my weight.

“There?” I felt his smile
against my neck, his sharp teeth grazing against my skin,
heightening my pleasure.

“Yes!”

My body was tingling with a small eruption
forming in my loins. Somehow Trent must have known because he began
to thrust in harder and faster, his tongue continuing to lick my
neck, and then his fangs were there again, grazing my pulse that I
felt would hammer its way out of my neck.

“Oh Faith. Can I please?”
I didn’t understand the question at first. I was concentrating on
the tremendous feelings going through my body.

Then, it hit me. We had made a blood bond
not too long ago. He had never asked to drink from me since. I
didn’t know why, but something in me screamed to have my blood run
through his body so I nodded my head, my mouth so dry by now.

“Yes? Are you
sure?”

I nodded again. “Please, do it,” I was able
to get out though raspy.

I felt his fangs sink with such delicacy
into my neck. I thought it would be a distraction from what we were
doing, but it actually intensified the whole experience. He began
to suck while continuing to thrust inside me. After a moment the
little eruption that was forming finally burst.

“Trent! I’m…,” I screamed
again, louder this time.

I felt him pull from my neck. “I am too.”
Looking at him, I saw my own blood dripping from the sides of his
mouth. My eyes found his as we both came together, his hips slowing
as if I were on a roller coaster coming to a stop.

After he pulled out of me, my feet found the
floor. I was weak, though, and he kept his hands on my shoulder for
a moment to help me keep upright. “Are you okay?”

With my eyes half closed, I nodded my head.
I could feel a grin beginning to take shape on my mouth. “I am
splendid.” I moved forward and wrapped my arms around him. I felt
him staring at me and lifted my eyes to his.

“Are you sure you are all
right?”

“Yes.”

He kissed my forehead, and I moved away to
find my clothes. After picking them up from the floor and putting
them on, I took a seat. My head was a little fuzzy from the blood
loss, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t help but stare at him.

“Is there something you
need?” He had a playful look on his face.

“Sorry. I was just
realizing how sexy you are.”

All he did was laugh, and I knew if he were
still human he would have blushed. “You can be so silly sometimes.”
He continued to look through his clothes to find a pair of pants to
wear. He had chosen a flattering V-neck, dark blue short-sleeved
shirt to wear tonight.

After several minutes of catching my breath
and enjoying my new found sensation, I was able to think. “So, I
was looking through my spell book and I found something.”

He perked his head up while putting one foot
into a pair of dark wash, straight-leg jeans. “And?”

“I think I found a way to
block any psychic attacks. It’s by using a gemstone called kyanite.
It will also heighten my psychic abilities, and I will be able to
defend myself that way too.”

“Do you have psychic
abilities?”

I put my head down and looked up at him
through long bangs. “I don’t know. But I know who we should go and
ask.”

Trent gave me his sexy half smile as he
wrapped his arms around my waist. “Would you be thinking that I
should give Gordon a ring?”

“I might.”

 


***

 


Soon we were on our way to Gordon’s place in
Connecticut. I was surprised that he hadn’t moved. He had been
attacked by a group of slayers led by my mother only a few months
ago. But he refused: the place was his home, and he intended to
keep it that way. Trent revved his motorcycle a few times as he
waited at the red light. He was anxious, still not used to us
getting around the normal mortal way, but he was a trooper and had
one of the fastest motorcycles available for two people. Soon the
light turned green and Trent sped off. He had a great handle on the
bike due to his vampiric abilities, and we went faster because of
it, which was a little unnerving for me. I was used to riding Oran
and being in control of what was happening. Oran and I had a
connection different from a blood bond, and that meant that for the
most part, we both knew what was going to happen next. With Trent
driving, I wasn’t sure when we were going to swerve in front of a
car or make a turn. But I just wrapped my arms around him tighter
and trusted in him.

Sure enough we arrived in Connecticut
without a problem. I got off the bike with more grace than usual
and took off my helmet. After placing the big bulky thing on the
bike, I unzipped my leather coat to let Oran out of the inside
pocket. He looked a little dazed but assured me he was fine by the
purr he let rumble through his tiny body. He made his way up to my
shoulder and stretched out on it, ready to see his favorite uncle,
Gordon. I think they had such a great relationship because of
Gordon being a psychic, but I couldn’t be sure and I didn’t feel it
was my place to ask either of them.

As I stared at the one-story, ranch-style
house, little fireflies lit up the night as they moved along the
freshly trimmed grass, the smell still strong. Trent offered me his
hand, and I took it as we walked up the pathway to the big maroon
door.

Trent knocked, and a slit in the door opened
to show a set of wide eyes looking at us. I could see his eyebrows
lower with realization of whom it was standing in front of him. He
didn’t even ask us to state our names. I began to wonder if we were
coming around too often. The sound of the clicks and jingles as the
locks were opened brought my attention out of my head.

“Good evening, Trent and
Faith.” Steven was bulky, the typical bouncer-looking type. After
getting to know him a little, his appearance had become less
intimidating to me.

“Do not forget to welcome
Oran!” was the high-pitched yell I heard from the room around the
corner.

Steven put his head down before saying,
“Oran.” I couldn’t be sure, but it appeared to me that he was a
little embarrassed about having to say “hi” to Oran. I didn’t
understand why.

Oran let out a squeak to let Steven know
that he appreciated the effort. I petted his head and we made our
way into the main room around the corner. The round table was still
there, but tonight it was covered with a white cloth, which was out
of the norm. Candles were scattered all around the room. Some white
tea candles were lit on the table while big purple and blue candles
were set at different points, some on the mantel and some on the
shelves. An ambiance of soothing energy surrounded the room.

“Hi Gordon,” I greeted him
meekly as I made my way to an open chair set across from the
psychic.

While dressed in a traditional
flower-printed kimono, Gordon slightly nodded his head. A black wig
sat on his head while a white face turned to Trent for his
acknowledgement.

He took a seat next to me. “You are kind of
overdoing it tonight, Gordon.”

“There is no such thing as
overdoing it!”

Trent raised his hands palms up in
surrender. “Just an observation.”

Gordon just made a noise of disapproval and
repositioned himself in his seat. “What brings the two lovebirds
here tonight?”

Gordon most likely already knew why we were
here. He was a powerful psychic, but he liked people to be able to
express themselves in their own way. “Well, a psychic vampire has
come to town. He is very powerful, and I want to be able to combat
any type of attack he might use against me.”

Gordon puckered his lips to one side and
stayed quiet for a minute in thought. “Has he done anything that
would make you think he would attack you through your mind?”

I was a little apprehensive about telling
him since I had not even told Trent yet. I tried to get more
comfortable in my seat and Trent saw right through me.

“Faith?” I looked at his
questioning face.

“When Morgan and Vincent
were leaving last night, I heard Vincent say something to me in my
mind.”

“That son of a bitch!”
Trent slammed a fist down on the table. “I am going to rip that
vampire apart!”

Gordon waved a hand at Trent. “Calm
yourself, Mr. Big Bad Blood Vampire.”

“I cannot let him get away
with such an invasion!”

“Well, that is why you are
here” was his simple response. “If Faith learns how to control her
psychic abilities, she will be able to defend herself against such
intrusions.”

I was shocked. “You mean I do have psychic
powers?”

A wide smile was fixed on Gordon’s face.
“Actually, everyone has psychic abilities. Only those that choose
to develop them will be able to use them, though.”

“Really?” A sly smile came
over my lips and I sat back in my chair. I was captivated by the
thought of being able to hold my own against Vincent. “When do we
start?” I quickly straightened up and placed both hands on the
table.

Both Gordon and Trent laughed at my
explosive outburst. Gordon rose from his chair and began to pace
behind the chair. “First we are going to cleanse your chakras and
open up the part of your mind that holds these abilities for
you.”

“When can we do
this?”

“You must cleanse your
body and mind for the next seven days. I will write you out a diet
along with exercises for your body and mind to follow. If you can
do this, then I will teach you. It will show me just how determined
you are.”

Memories of training with Akilah came
rushing forward. He had died because he’d wanted me to be a
powerful witch. My father died for a similar reason. I didn’t want
the same to happen to Gordon. Even though I was hesitant, I
wouldn’t self-sabotage myself with thoughts like that. I needed to
move forward. My father and Akilah died because they believed in my
abilities and me and they would want me to keep going. Demand me to
succeed. I had to do this. I would just have to make sure I kept my
training a secret. The fewer people that knew, the less likely my
enemies would find out what I was doing and try to stop me or harm
Gordon.

“I am very determined,
Gordon.”

“Believe me, she is,”
Trent added. I looked at him and all he could do was shrug. “You
are.”

Gordon began to walk toward his kitchen.
“Let me get you some supplies you will need and write you out a
training plan.”

I turned my attention back to Trent. “You
can’t tell anyone I’m doing this.”

“Why such
secrecy?”

I put my head down, feeling a twinge of pain
in my heart for Akilah and my father. “I just don’t want anyone
finding out I am doing this and someone gets hurt.” I felt his hand
touch my shoulder.

“Nothing is going to
happen to Gordon.” I looked up at Trent and tried to smile. His
eyes were dark and filled with passion. “I will not let anything
happen to you or him.” His words brought a warmth to my
heart.

“Thank you, Trent. I know
you will do everything in your power to keep us safe.”

“Do you want me to keep
this even from Morgan?” He tilted his head slightly waiting for an
answer.

I sighed and thought for a moment. Morgan
was like a mother to me and I didn’t like the idea of keeping
anything from her, but after seeing the way she’d acted around
Vincent I just wasn’t sure. I knew I could trust Morgan with my
life, but I didn’t know how close she was to Vincent. What was it
she expected to happen from the two of us working together?

“No. Not yet. I need more
information about Morgan’s relationship with Vincent before I can
trust her with this.”

He took my hands in his. “I understand.”

“Here we go!” Gordon
squealed with his hands full while walking back towards us. He
carefully placed everything on the table the best he could and then
ran off to the kitchen and back again with a basket in his hands.
“Here is some homemade carrot juice, green tea for the cleansing.
And then we’ve got some special candles you will light every night
while meditating. Then there is this list of exercises you will
practice every day.”

I just stared at everything he was placing
in the basket. “But I like food,” I whimpered.

“Are you sure it is
healthy for her to only drink juice for a week?”

Gordon stopped suddenly and placed a hand on
his cocked hip. “Would I recommend something to Faith that would
harm her in any way?” He snapped a finger to the side and continued
to place the items in the basket.

Trent and I eyed each other with inquisitive
looks. “I’ll just have to suffer through it,” I said and gulped.
“What about some kyanite?”

He stared at me for a long moment. “You have
been doing your homework, haven’t you?”

I nodded.

“Sorry dear but you’re
going to have to wait on that. I need to find a good
supplier.”

I felt like I was in the middle of making a
drug deal. “Thanks Gordon.”

 


***

 


Soon after getting everything I needed from
Gordon, we made our way back to the house. Gordon explained that I
would need to take a long cleansing bath filled with dried rose
petals and lavender oil. After that I had to drink a big bottle of
green juice he had given me. I wasn’t sure what it was and I didn’t
ask. I was hoping to down the whole thing before realizing what it
tasted like. It just looked so…gooey. I shook my head at the
thought and pulled myself out of my head. We were on Trent’s
motorcycle close to my neighborhood now.

As we pulled into the driveway, we found a
BMW parked at the right side. Zou Tai must be here. I got excited
as Trent pulled to a stop, and I quickly made my way off the bike.
The car looked like a coupe with a muscular feel to it, almost a
smooth power behind it with the way the car was shaped. It was
sexy. The door opened up wide and out came Zou Tai. He still looked
the same with his straight, long black hair that shone in the
moonlight and bright chocolate eyes that made him look warmer than
his muscles would first make you think.

“Zou Tai!” I said loudly
while wrapping my arms around his neck. “I haven’t seen you around
in a couple of weeks now!” I breathed in his scent of forest and
sandalwood. It was lovely. Just like a spring night outside would
smell after you planted a bunch of flowers. I pulled away and
looked into his smiling face.

“I have been a little busy
with royal business.”

“Oh?”

“Maybe we should take this
inside?” Trent suggested, and I looked around at the lights on in
the houses around us, some with their windows open.

I grabbed Zou Tai’s hand while Trent grabbed
the basket from the bike, and the three of us made our way
inside.

“How have you been?” I
asked while unzipping my jacket and placing it on a stool by the
kitchen counter.

Zou Tai sighed while his shoulders slumped.
“I have been better.”

I stared into his eyes and could see the
pain behind them. “Have a seat. Do you want some tea or
coffee?”

I watched as Trent placed the basket on the
kitchen counter and made his way to the living room. Even though he
and Zou Tai had a better relationship since the first time they’d
met, he still seemed a tad uncomfortable around the werewolf. I
thought that his natural instincts were partly behind this.

“No, I’m fine.” He undid
the buttons to his black pea coat and made his way to the big comfy
chair in the living room. His white shirt really brought out his
tanned skin while showing off his extensive muscles. Loose-fitting
blue jeans hung around his waist along with a pair of black
sneakers on his feet.

I casually made my way to the living room
and took a seat next to Trent on the couch. Oran was already by his
bowl gobbling up a saucer of milk and a plate of raw chicken.
“What’s going on?”

“Have you seen Morgan
lately?”

I felt Trent’s muscles tense up. “We saw her
last night,” he answered, a hint of curiosity in his tone.

Zou Tai’s body sunk into the chair. “Earlier
tonight Morgan got into contact with my mother and father. She said
that she would have to put the werewolf murders on hold.”

“What?” I looked at Trent
for understanding.

He looked confused himself, though.

Zou Tai continued. “She
said that she had more important matters to attend to.” He put his
head in his hands and stared at the floor. “I went to her for
help!” In one swift movement he was standing, his hands in tight
balls. “She knows that we are going through a hard time right now,
so why put more stress on us by stopping the investigation? Members
of my pack are
being murdered.” Deep into his eyes I saw the pits of sadness that
overwhelmed his heart.

I got up and went over to put a hand on Zou
Tai’s back. “It will be okay. I will talk to her.” He turned to me
with tears welling up in his eyes. I looked away and thought for a
moment. “Trent?” I turned to face him. “You don’t think this has
anything to do with Vincent, do you?”

He crossed his legs and stared off into
nothingness. “I cannot think of anything else that would explain
it.”

“Who is Vincent?” Zou Tai
asked.

I made my way to the kitchen and got a
bottle of water from the fridge. “He is a psychic vampire.”

“Who has an obsession with
Faith,” Trent added.

Zou Tai’s demeanor changed. His body became
stiff and his stance was wide. “What?” The loudness made me jump a
little.

“Don’t worry, I am taking
measures to protect myself.”

“What exactly is a psychic
vampire anyways?”

I made my way back into
the room. “From what I found in my book and from talking to Gordon,
along with meeting Vincent and seeing it all for myself, a psychic
vampire feeds off of a being’s energy, humans only I think. In my
book, I found that they can mix their blood with a human as a way
of connecting to the human’s energy at all times. That way they
always have a source of food.” I took a sip of my water
while my two guests waited for me to tell them more. “It is easy
for them to steal someone’s energy, and there is only one psychic
vampire alive at a time because of the power they possess. Also, he
seems to have the ability to project his thoughts into another
person’s mind. He did this to me last night. It was a little scary,
but I don’t know if he can read my mind or not.”

“Sounds like he needs a
nice punch in the nose.”

“I already tried that.”
They both smiled at each other as if proud of having the same
thoughts.

Zou Tai sat down again and put both arms on
his thighs. “What are you doing to prevent him from harming
you?”

“We went to see Gordon
today. He is going to help me unlock my psychic abilities so I can
know how to protect myself from his advances.” My thoughts went
back to my werewolf friend’s problem. “I just don’t understand why
she would stop looking into the deaths of the werewolves.” I looked
at him. “Have you figured out any new information?”
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