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To my love and life Alex. You are the light in my life
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Pro l o g u e

Selene was weak, so weak. All the running and then…oh 

she wished she could push the memory away but it was 

still too fresh, a fresh wound. Nivette, her friend, was 

dead, and her blood...Gods, her blood was on Selene’s hands, 

her clothes, speckled along her skin and hair. Stumbling along, 

down the empty streets of Seraphim, she wished Nivette had just 

let her be, lied to her brother and left her alone. Her brother. The 

very thought that Eris had sent Nivette after him made her hate 

him even more.

Voices brought her away from her thoughts, driving her into 

the darkness of an alleyway. A girl laughed, and it filled up the 

air, coaxing the Blood Hunger within her. Selene gripped her 

stomach. She was so weak from running, from hiding, from  

fighting. She was so hungry. Her fangs throbbed, and she gripped 

at the brick wall behind her. Waiting there, she stood until the 
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laughter had faded alongside those that carried it. A part of her 

wanted to kill the happy couple. The girl was nuzzled up to him, 

her arm around his waist, and her head on his chest. A moment 

Selene would never have with Jason. Tears joined the thought, 

running down her cheeks as she made her way back down the 

street.

Continuing down the quiet street, she made her way to the 

house. Yellow street lamps lit the way, flicking and humming,  

making the shadows dance around her, reminding her that her 

brother could be anywhere, could be watching and waiting at any  

moment. Make a right, then a left and down straight two more 

blocks, she kept reminding herself. It should have been a quick 

trip but it wasn’t, not in her state, and her thoughts, her worries 

and paranoia only made the trip longer. All she wanted to do was 

postpone giving Jason’s mother the news. Selene wished more 

than anything that it was different, that her brother was dead, 

not Jason.

Wiping away her tears, trying to straighten herself up, she 

knocked on the plain blue door. The moment Uriel answered 

the door she collapsed into his arms, noticing the broken  

windows, the shattered frames, the dead body across the hall. 

Selene hugged him, thankful that he was at least alive.

“Oh my heavens,” muttered Cecilia closing the door behind 

them before helping Uriel carry her to the sofa. Uriel leaned over 

her, examining her face telling everyone else to stay back. Swal-

lowing, Selene tried to ignore the pulsing vein in his neck that 

throbbed loudly, making ears ache.

“Selene where…whose blood is this?” asked Uriel sitting next 

to her. Leaning her head on his shoulder, she noticed a hole in 
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the wall where the rune had been.

“It’s Nivette’s. She should have let me go,” she muttered, her 

lips barely moving. A moment passed before a small pitiful laugh 

escaped her chapped lips.

“Selene,” began Uriel, bending down on the ground before 

her, “you’re not making any sense.”

“Eris got Jason. Jason—he’s gone. I was going to kill Eris, but 

I couldn’t, I promised my dad I would look after him. I failed 

him and you. I’m sorry. I told him, I told Eris that I would kill 

him if he came looking for me, and I said I would kill anyone he 

sent. He sent Nivette and she wouldn’t let me go. S–she didn’t 

give me a choice.” Selene stared down at her blood covered self, 

found herself shaking, and let herself cry again. She wanted to 

tear off her skin, becoming something new, rise from the ashes of 

her very being, but only in death would she able to escape who 

she was. But Selene was too weak to die on her own, and her 

brother had already left her, had already shed his skin without 

her.

“She wouldn’t let me go Uriel. So we fought and Nivette, she 

wouldn’t give up, she kept coming at me, and I—I was so tired 

of fighting her, of trying to run. So I killed her.” Uriel’s arms 

wrapped around her strongly, stilling her sob wracked body.

“So, my son is dead.” Looking up from Uriel, Selene stared 

up at his wife, Jason’s mother, her guilt rising.

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry. I tried! I thought, I thought he was 

safe. I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be Selene. I’m partly responsible for my sons’ death. I 

should have listened to him and now, because I thought I knew 

better, he’s dead.” Tears began to trickle out of her eyes, and  
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hugging herself, she looked away. Uriel stayed by Selene, his  

head down, his hand holding hers.

“So what now,” asked Nicholas gravely, hugging Cecilia.

“Now she goes into seclusion,” came a voice. Everyone  

jerked and Selene saw Gabrielle and Hetiro enter the living 

room, staring at her. “She needs to hide and change her  

identity.”

Uriel looked up at them, his jaw set. “She stays here,” he said 

firmly.

Gabrielle shook her head. “She cannot, and neither can any 

of you.”

“What do you mean?” asked Cecilia, gripping Nicholas’ arms 

around her.

“He’ll come for you to find her; it’s not enough to just 

hide her. He will tear the world apart to find her. Selene is his  

sister, his saviour and downfall.” Gabrielle’s cold eyes met  

Selene’s sympathetically. Selene wished she could argue but  

nothing had gone exactly as planned and she was too weak to 

fight a futile point.

“I have a plan,” said Hetiro. “The psychic at the King’s Court 

said it would work but it will only work if you are all willing to 

agree to the terms.” Everyone knew there was no choice, that 

their lives were in danger, so without hesitation, they nodded as 

one.
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One

Selene stood alone in the middle of the forest on the  

outskirts of Seraphim. Once again she was being tracked.  

If there was one thing Selene hated more than anything, it 

was being tracked. It pissed her off. One day her brother would 

have to come for her himself; eventually people would stop  

risking their lives for him. After three hundred years,  

Selene could not believe that Eris could still convince 

some poor stupid fools to track her down. She wished that 

Lilith would take the challenge, but sadly, she was too  

smart for that.

Sniffing the air, heightening her hearing, she sought out her 

tracker. It had annoyed her enough causing her to miss dinner. 

A twig broke, leaves moved—this Vampyre was sloppy. Pulling 

out Nuri’s Shadow, the blade that was forever latched to her  

thigh, hidden by an invisibility spell, she ran for a distance,  

purposefully leaving deep prints in the ground. Finding herself  
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a tall bushy tree, she hid high in the bushy branches waiting  

for her prey. Her tracker followed her tracks slowly, neither  

sniffing the air for her scent nor listening for her breathing.  

Tsk, tsk brother, you should have sent someone more skilled,  

she thought while moving silently like a cat through the trees,  

landing behind him. Moving up behind him, she pitied him.  

He was so young, probably not past his fiftieth Vampyre  

year, at most. Shefelt a little bad stabbing him through the 

heart before snapping his neck, catching him in her arms as he 

fell back Laying him down, she shut his eyes and took a silent  

moment to pray for his misguided soul. Opening her eyes  

once again, she stared down at his body as she actived her  

Fire Rune, keeping it centered on him, powering up the flames 

until they burned blue. Waiting until there was nothing  

left but bones and ash, she ran the fifty miles back to the city.

***

Selene ran down the paved streets of Seraphim. Thankfully not 

many people were out this late at night to see the red in her eyes 

as she made her way to the blood bank hastily, its clear doors 

sliding open as she approached letting out the cold sterlized air. 

Selene pulled out her wallet from her jacket, searching it. She 

needed her R.I.D.C.—Roamer Identification Card—in order  

to get blood. Once again, thanks to her, the external use of  

Fairy Dust was allowed. Of course, Roamers could only buy  

it legally at authorized shops and were subjected to visits  

by someone of the King’s Garrison every few years. It was a  

price worth paying for living a normal life.

With relief, she pulled out her RID as she approached the 

smooth and gleaming silver counter. She recognized the girl  
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working the counter, Cassandra, who in turn smiled back at  

her in recognition.

“Hello Amelia, RID please.” Sometimes Selene forgot that 

she had changed her name.

“Of course.” Handing over her card she looked at the lies 

printed on it. Her age, her name, her birthplace, it was all lies. 

Nevertheless, Cassandra didn’t know that.

Taking the card, Cassandra, waved her hand over the counter 

to reveal tower for Selene to place her hand.

“Please place your hand on the hand print. As always you will 

feel a little pinch.” While Selene placed her hand on the scanner, 

she watched her RID scanned again, revealing her information 

on a HoloScreen. Technology has improved much over the past 

three centuries.

A little pinch drew her attention back to her hand. The  

purpose was to make sure she was who she claimed, how much 

blood was in her system and how much blood she needed  

to avoid succumbing to Blood Hunger. Looking up at  

Cassandra, whose eyebrows knitted together, worry began to fill 

Selene.

“You may remove your hand.”

“Is something wrong?”

“No—well yes. Your blood levels are incredibly low, not  

dangerously low, but you need at least seven quarts and I can 

only give you a gallon. It’s clear you’ve over exhausted yourself. 

Oh Amelia—”

Selene stifled a laugh. “Don’t worry Cassandra. After a 

few hundred centuries, I’ve learned  how to resist the Blood  

Hunger.”
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Offering her a weak smile, Cassandra looked away. “Right,  

of course. Sorry, I just always forget how old you are.” She  

looked back at the screen. “It says you live with two certified 

blood donors. I can give you a gallon but it’s supposed to last a 

week. Can you get the rest from the donors?”

Selene hated drinking of them, but nodded reluctantly. 

“Yeah.”

“Very good then, I’ll be right back.” Handing her back  

RID, she scurried off. Her white uniform hug her curves  

tightly, highlighting the intense darkness of her pitch-black  

hair. Selene looked around, noticing she was all alone  

before making her way to one of the uncomfortable silver seats.  

Settling down, she felt her ConEx vibrate and pulled it out of 

her pocket. Answering the call, Lily’s face appeared, stormy gray 

eyes worried.

“Selene! Where are you? Why weren’t you at dinner? Mom 

was freaking out! I’m freaking out—”

“Lily if you calm down and give her a second to talk she’ll  

explain everything.” The voice was unmistakably Luke’s, Lily’s 

twin brother. He must be driving, she thought, staring into  

Lily’s face taking in gray background in the fringes. Definitely 

in the car.

“Selene are you okay?”

“I’m fine, at the Blood Bank in district three, the one on 

Ember Street.”

“Why did you miss dinner?”

Selene sighed, briefly looking away from her wide gray eyes 

that filled the small screen. “I’ll explain back at the apartment 

okay.”
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“Why—oh. Yeah, okay. Do you want us to come pick you 

up?”

“No. I would rather you go straight home.”

“But—”

Luke’s deep voice quickly broke up the conversation. “Selene 

I’m gonna drop Lily off at home and come by to pick you up. You 

know she’s not going to let up.”

“Yeah I know,” she sighed, slightly relieved. “See you soon. 

Oh and Lily, I’m fine.”

Hanging up she shoved the phone back into her pocket. A  

familiar scent filled the air as the doors to the Blood Bank  

swished open. Selene didn’t need to look up to see who this  

person was who took a seat next to her.

“Hello Penelope.”

“The Vampyre Queen said you would be here and sent me 

her a few days ago.”

“Took you long enough.”

“Eris knows you’re here.”

“No he doesn’t, his pet did. His pet who is dead and gone 

managed to track me. I’m fairly certain he didn’t get the chance 

to say anything to my beloved brother.”

“You don’t know that.”

Fury rose within her twitching her arms, tightening the  

tension in her muscles. “I’m not running again. I’m not chang-

ing my name again and uprooting them. I can’t. Each time I do,  

Eris wins. So let him come so I can kill him and end this, like I 

should have done centuries ago.”

“The Queen said you would say that and strongly advised me 

to deter you.”
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“It would be an attempt in futility.” Selene kept her  

face down, her mouth set in a firm line. She was so tired 

of running and hiding. This was no way to live her life,  

constantly looking over her shoulder, to keep Lily and Luke  

constantly afraid, everything they owned half packed.

“Just be careful. She told me to give you a warning. ‘The  

day you refuse the choice you sealed his fate. A darkness is  

coming, one you must face alone’.”

“How foreboding.” She almost rolled eyes but hesitation 

calmed her. Omens were not to be ignored.

“Take is seriously Selene.”

“I will Penelope.” Finally looking up at her, she offered  

Penelope, the slightest of smiles, a small crook in the left side  

of her mouth. Dark cherry red bangs fell over Penelope’s face. 

She was dressed in black with red stripes along her black pants 

and leather biker jacket. She could almost pass as Gabrielle’s  

sister if not for her blue/gray eyes.

“Tell everyone I said hello Penelope.”

Penelope tipped her head in a small nodded. “Be safe.” She 

left, her boots making so sound as they made their way out the 

door, once again leaving Selene all alone in the bright white 

room.

“Amelia, here’s your gallon.” Cassandra was smiling at her, 

with no knowledge of what had just transpired. Taking the gallon 

and thanking Cassandra, she let one single thought fill her head. 

Let him come.
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Two

Waiting outside, under the dim cast of a street lamp, 

Selene waited for Luke’s car to pull up to the curb. 

Taking another swig of blood out of her gallon  

of blood, she leaned against the lamppost humming with  

electricity. There was a stillness in the air that she recognized.

Someone was watching her, but it wasn’t a threat. not to her 

anyway.

“So which Shadowling is watching me tonight?” Shadows 

sprung from the ground, rising and swirling, revealing broad 

shoulders and lean body. In seconds, the shadows converged  

to revealed Void. He hadn’t changed much, still following his 

black attire, his leather jacket was shorter though, going down 

only to his hips instead of reaching down to the ground. The 

small changes suited him.

“A bit of a vigilante aren’t you,” he said watching her with his 

sad coal like eyes.
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“I need to be,” she muttered, taking yet another sip from her 

gallon.

“Yes, you do don’t you.” His tone was as solemn as usual, 

bothering Selene to no end. Everyone acted like she was dead, 

or like she was as good as dead. If there was one thing she was 

certain of, it was that Eris would never physically harm her. 

Probably. Maybe.

“I wish people would stop acting like I was going to die,” she 

sighed, eyes rolling.

“You never know.”

“Have you always been this depressing?”

“Only in mre recent enturies.”

Selene stood there, lookinghim over, studying him care- 

fully. “What happened to you? What kept you away for so long  

that you had to re-enter my life so late to make a difference.”  

It was a question that needed answering, one that had always 

been on the fringes of her mind.

“Elaborate.”

“You were gone. After the massacre at the Palace, I  

never saw you again. You were gone and I lost so much, so many 

to death. Knowing you were alive but didn’t want to see me,  

that stung Void. So, tell me, what happened to make you pull 

away. I thought we were friends.”

He looked down at her, as though hurt, his lip tightening  

on the left as if he were struggling eith something. “We are 

friends Selene. That was why I stayed away.”

“I don’t understand.” She could tell that he was beginning to 

pull away again, but this time she wouldn’t let him.

“I didn’t mean to break her wings,” he muttered in a low 
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voice, looking away.

“What are you—” Selene stopped herself, forcing herself to 

remember every detail about that night. The person standing 

over Urit had been a male, broad shouldered and—

“That was you?”

“I saw you, the way you looked, the way you held her.  I 

wanted to say something to you but I couldn’t. I felt so ashamed, 

and that was the f irst time I ever felt ashamed. I’ve killed  

her so many times, it’s what my kind does. I never thought  

about it until I met you, until I saw you and began protecting 

you. I—”

“I understand,” she said, cutting him off. “It’s not your fault 

Void. Shadowlings kill Reborns, that is the unfortunate order 

of things. I won’t hate you for it, I can’t.” Pausing to stare up 

at him, she thought about her friend whom she hadn’t seen in 

decades. “Have you seen her again?”

“Yeah. She works during the Twilight hours in Nephilium. 

Uriel visits her from time to time.”

“That’s good.” A car honked, jerking both of their attention. 

Luke pulled up to the side, waving at Void.

“Hey Void, you need a ride too?”

“No thanks, I’ll see you back at the apartment.” He  

vanished, blowing away into the darkness of the night.  

Climbing into the car, she pulling the door shut behind her. 

Luke put the car into drive, making a very illegal U-turn.

They sat in silence together as rain began to fall,  

pelting against the window, making the only sound in the car.

“So what happened?”

“A Vampyre found me.” The words hung in the car, making 
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the humid air inside the car weigh heavier on them.

Still, Luke shook his head in disbelief. “Can’t believe he can 

still order someone to die like that.”

“Eris is…convincing.”

“Are we going to move?”

“No,” she began, shaking her head, leaning it against the 

cold window, “not this time.”

“So then are we going to do,” he said making a right turn.

“Hope that Eris comes himself so that I can end this.”

“Mom was worried; she sat through dinner thinking you 

were dead.”

“Well someone died, just not me.”

“I can tell. You’re gonna have to give her a call later.”

“I know.” Selene almost laughed. “She worries just like  

Cecilia.”

“Mom was ready to run home and pack.”

“If I were running she would be right.” Selene took her  

ConEx outside of her pocket and dialed. Alexandra’s face 

f illed the screen, blue eyes framed with the slightest of  

wrinkles framed with dark auburn hair stared at her  

relieved.

“Selene! Oh my goodness, why weren’t you at dinner, I was 

so worried.”

“I had a little run in with a Vampyre and before you ask, no, 

we are not running. Well I’m not. If you choose to, you can.”

Alexandra’s face softened. “Selene, if you’re ready to f ight so 

are we. Where are you?”

“Luke just picked me up from the Blood Bank and we’re just 

heading home. There will be no more f ighting tonight.”



SOUL DRINKER | 19

“All right. Take care Selene and send me a quick message 

when you get home.”

“I will.” She ended the call, shoving her Con-Ex back into 

her pocket. “You know, I remember when your mom was just a 

kid. One time when we had to run, we took one suitcase each. 

I carried her and she wasn’t so scared. But now look at her,  

becoming a mother has changed her.”

“Well, you know, it’s the maternal instinct kicking in.” They 

shared a laugh, but it was brief. “Is a gallon enough blood?”

“I need 7 quarts.”

“7! Man Selene, just don’t drain us dry all right.”

“I promise.” There was nothing else to talk about. The rest of 

the ride home was rode in silence as the rain continued to trickle 

down on the car.

***

Lily’s hug could have killed Selene if she wasn’t a Vampyre.  

But it was still pushing it. Prying herself from her grasp  

Selene made her way to the kitchen, putting her half-empty  

gallon of blood into the back of the fridge. Lily stood in the  

middle of the kitchen doorway, still dressed in her silky blue 

evening dress, her hands on her hips. All her jewelry was off, 

and her big gray eyes stared at her f iercely. They reminded her 

a lot of Nicholas. Selene leaned against the white marble count-

er in her very expensive black suit that was torn at the hems  

and frayed along the sides from her run in the forest. The cold 

from the counter penetrated through the back of her blazer.

“We’re not leaving, we’re not running again.”

“Oh—well okay. You could have called though.”

The idea made Selene smile. “All right, the next time I am 
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running for my life I will stop to call and say ‘Lily, running for 

life, don’t wait up’.” Lily’s f ierce face turned into a pout, her 

lower lip sticking out, and her brow furrowed. Luke laughed, 

leaning on the door frame.

“Yeah okay,” said Lily, crossing her arms, “calling would 

have been dumb.”

“Extremely. Now how was the restaurant?”

“Expensive,” mumbled Luke.

“How expensive?”

“The meal alone was three small rubies. It was insane!” Lily 

threw up her arms exasperated. Selene was glad that they knew 

Alchemy and gladder that they used it. No paper trail meant less 

of a chance of being found.

“It was pretty bad,” continued Luke. “Food was good, but I 

don’t think I’ll pay to eat there again.”

“Wish I could have tried it,” said Selene.

“Why not ask Hekate to go with you for lunch?”

Selene gave Lily an incredulous look. “Fancy restaurants  

aren’t eally her scene. She prefers places with outside seating.  

It’s the cat in her.”

“It was stuffy, she really wouldn’t like it.” Lily entered the 

kitchen, taking a seat, sitting cross-legged, allowing her dress to 

ride up in a very unf lattering way. It was a good thing she wore 

shorts under every dress. Hekate rubbed off on her. Looking out 

the window, feeling eyes on her, she tried to push past the rain 

and see who was out there. Nothing appeared, but that didn’t 

mean her instints were wrong. Something was out there and  

Selene doubted it was a Sadowling.
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T hr e e

“He’s dead,” laughed Lilith standing next to the 

f irey f ireplace carved into the stonewall in Eris’s 

room.  Eris had a strong desire to shove her into  

it, but he still needed her. She just stood there, her body  

shaking with humor as she f iled her stained red nails, poison-

ous to the touch, looking as far from innocent as inhumanly  

possible.

“You don’t know that,” he said glaring at her.

“Oh please, he was a youngling! Not even a century old. Did 

you really expect him to honestly handle her?” Eris couldn’t an-

swer, giving her an answer. “Precisely,” she continued, f licking 

her nail f iler int othe air, her ego f lowering, “and a pity too, I 

rather fancied him.”

“He might not be dead,” he growled, unable to  believe the 

words himself.

“He is Eris.” Eris looked at Shira as she seeped from the 


