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Chapter 1
He had better things to do, more important schemes to maneuver, than watch over an imbecile
who wasn’t smart enough to drag his meal behind a dumpster or into an alley before he ate. Patrick
closed his eyes and let the night breathe into him, fill him, and energize him. He hadn’t fed yet. He’d
been waiting for Dmitri to come out of the bar before seeking his own nourishment. His fangs ached,
throbbed with the desire to sink into flesh and taste the warm rich scent of blood on his tongue.
As Ethan’s right hand, he had too many obligations to be sitting on a roof top, monitoring
Dmitri’s hunt. Ethan must be losing his mind, finally toppling over the edge of sanity. Being more than
400 years old, Vampire Liege, and almost half a century without Margo – his mate of more than 300
years –, had finally taken its toll on Patrick’s vampire father.
The breeze whipped around Patrick’s hair, pushing the scents of alcohol, horny college students,
and grease from the nearby campus bars through his nostrils, barraging his senses with debauchery.
Dmitri’s reason for hunting the incredibly inebriated young coeds was understandable, however, the
vampire was reckless. Dmitri was incapable of being circumspect, drawing attention to himself and their
kind which was strictly forbidden. Feeding in public was something only young vampires and those that
had succumbed to madness did.
Perched on the ledge of the roof along High Street, Patrick watched young men and women
stumble from bar to bar, laughing, touching, fondling each other. He studied them with envy. He hadn’t
touched someone with abandon in decades. He’d occupied himself with quick, uneventful liaisons and
blood-whores.
“What is the point of dwelling on something lost to you almost a century ago?” Patrick
whispered into the silence, remembering-not for the first time-his human life. He leaned over the edge
and kept his gaze trained, waiting for Dmitri.
The wind shifted and brought a familiar musky scent to his nose. “I wasn’t expecting you this
evening. How did you locate me?” Patrick asked without turning.
“Wasn’t hard. You stink,” the deep bass voice said with what he thought was a chuckle behind
him. Patrick smiled to himself without turning. Dean, werewolf, alpha, Pack King, and his friend was
nothing if not precise. He never said two words when one would do.
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“So you’ve said,” Patrick replied as he turned to face his friend of decades. The two men were
complete opposites in every way. Patrick was tall, lean, and muscular with a runner’s body. Patrick had
dark hair and dark eyes that stood in stark contrast to his pale skin. Dean, on the other hand, was tall,
and muscular in way that showed defined bulk. He had rich, welcoming olive green eyes, dark
Mediterranean skin and a completely shaved head. Although Dean was older than Patrick by quite a
few years, their appearances gave nothing of their actual age away. Vampires and Werewolves didn’t
age.
“Pat?” Dean’s deep voice rumbled behind him. Dean sounded unsure and Patrick knew it was
his fault. Patrick had been avoiding his friend for weeks, months really. It wasn’t safe. Ethan didn’t like
that he was friends with the werewolf king. Ethan didn’t like that Dean had a power he couldn’t control
and couldn’t curtail.
“Yes,” Patrick answered, keeping his gaze on the street below.
“You alright?” Dean asked as he stepped up beside him. Patrick glanced over at his friend
without taking attention from the street below. Dean, standing tall beside him with his arms crossed,
followed Patrick’s sightline.
“Perfectly,” Patrick said. “I’m babysitting this evening. And you?”
“Looking for you,” Dean mumbled.
“Is something wrong?” Patrick asked with dread filling his middle. He’d been balancing on
tenterhooks for years now, moving his pieces and allies around the board, while manipulating his
enemies into a vulnerable place so that when the time came, the colony would thrive again. Very few
knew of his machinations within the colony; his next in line, Alejandra-Alex, and Dean. He hadn’t dared
share his concerns and long term plans with anyone else.
“Not anymore,” Dean responded succinctly.
Patrick looked back at his friend with sudden understanding. Dean had been worried.
“It was not safe,” Patrick answered. “It still isn’t, I’m afraid.”
“That why you’re babysitting?”
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Why was he babysitting? Ethan had been acting strange. He had been like Patrick’s father since
he rose that first night as a vampire but in the last few months, Ethan had been second guessing him,
demeaning him in front of the others, and relegating him to the sidelines. Ethan had stopped sharing
confidences with him, seeing enemies everywhere. He’d been with Ethan for the better part of a
century. Why would the man second guess his trust now?
“I don’t know why I’m babysitting, actually. Dmitri should have been put down long ago. He is a
danger to all of us and much too public,” Patrick scoffed.
“Hmph,” Dean snorted.
“What does hmph mean?” Patrick snapped.
“Just . . . hmph.”
Patrick, ignoring the noncommittal response from his friend, turned his gaze back to the street.
Where was Dmitri?
Two women stumbled from the bar beneath Patrick and Dean. They both seemed unsteady,
inebriated as the dark haired woman with hair down her back and hips a bit too wide for Patrick’s taste
fell into her friend. The other woman-tall, muscular, well endowed with thick thighs and hips that
swayed when she walked, and shimmering blonde hair-caught his eye. She seemed irritated as she
carried her friend down the sidewalk, taking most of the other woman’s weight. Under closer
examination, Patrick realized she wasn’t intoxicated at all. The wind shifted, blowing the scent of the
two women up. Their scents mingled, creating a confusing mix of details for his brain to sift and sort.
One was deep, musky, and tangled with the acidic scent of alcohol. The other was soft, carrying the
scent of jasmine oil and something else . . . something old.
“What is that?” Dean asked, leaning over the edge. He took a deep breath, filling his nose with
the mixed scent trails again.
“She smells of magic,” Patrick whispered.
“None that I’ve smelled before. It’s old.”
Patrick watched the blond as she and her companion crossed the street toward the university
dorms.
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“Dmitri,” Dean growled low in his chest.
Patrick’s gaze shot back to the sidewalk below. The vampire he’d been following all night, now
lurked in the shadows like a common vagrant. Dmitri crossed the street, following the two women
down the sidewalk into the darkness. The streetlights grew farther and farther apart as the two women
stumbled and Dmitri stalked. Shadows snaked across the parking lot, creating spaces for Dmitri to hide
and the women to die.
“Stop him,” Dean growled.
“Why?” Patrick asked simply but a twinge in his gut agreed with his friend. He should stop
Dmitri. Magic still tingled in his nose, pulling at his brain and his being, screaming for recognition of
something he didn’t understand. He couldn’t place the draw he felt in every fiber of his being or the
magic. In its very essence the energy radiating from that girl seemed basic, primal, complex, and new all
at the same time. What was she?
“I don’t know,” Dean answered, confused. “But something’s gnawing at me to stop him.”
Before either could move, Dmitri pounced.
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Chapter 2
Damn her! My plan for the night had not been to carry her drunk ass across campus. I’d just
met her a few weeks ago for Christ’s sakes. I wasn’t her mother but I couldn’t leave her there alone
either. I hadn’t been the only other in the club.
“I love you,” Lisa slurred up at me.
“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “Sure.”
Hoisting her weight up again, I fought to get a better grip. She seemed so small but this girl was
heavy. I tripped on her clumsy feet but caught myself before both of us hit the ground. We stumbled
through triangles of shadow as I tried not to keep my feet as I moved across darkened pavement. The
street lights were getting farther apart, keeping us in darkness longer and longer. A chill swept up my
spine that sent the hairs on the back of my neck on end. My stomach turned, clenching into tight knots.
“I do, you know,” she slurred again.
“That’s great, Lisa. Now, hurry the hell up,” I snapped. I had a bad feeling churning in my
stomach. We needed to get back inside somewhere but the closest door was the dorm, maybe 150
yards away.
“Can I help?” a man asked behind me. His voice was rough, filled with gravel that rumbled
around his thick Eastern European accent. He was too close. Much too close.
I dropped Cindy and turned.
“Hey,” she snarled as her ass hit the cement, hard.
“Shut up!” I snapped. We were in trouble. I could feel it down to my toes. I didn’t have any
cash on me if this was a mugging. But then again, this guy didn’t look like he wanted cash.
“You should listen to your friend,” he said, smirking at Lisa and then fixing his gaze on me as if
he knew what I tasted like.
“What do you want?” I barked, stepping in front of Lisa still sitting slumped over on the
sidewalk.
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“I think I’m going to be sick,” Cindy groaned behind me, just before she retched a few times,
spilling the foul smell of vomit into the air. Perfect!
The man looked down at her and then back up at me with a disgusted look on his face. He
turned his nose up at the stench. “I will leave that one.”
“You’ll leave both of us,” I said, thrusting everything I had into that one sentence.
“I don’t think so,” he cooed as the corners of his mouth turned up in a lecherous, hungry smile.
He lunged at me, too quick for my eyes to follow. His hands gripped my throat, squeezing until I
couldn’t breathe and my lungs burned with the lack of oxygen. He lifted me from the ground with one
hand as if I weighed nothing. Dangling from the ground, I kicked out at him as I clutched his hand. He
had an iron grip around my delicate throat and fire burned as I fought for air. Panic surged through my
entire being as his fingers dug into my flesh and my trachea began to give under the pressure of his
hand.
My heart pounded in my head, filling my ears with the steady thump thump-thump thump of its
beat. Staring at his face, I watched my death materialize in his mind as a malicious smile spread across
his lips. Exposing a straight line of white teeth . . . and . . . fangs, I knew this night wasn’t going to end
the way I’d thought. SHIT! I kicked at him again but each time I made contact, he shrugged it off
unfazed.
“You smell too good to resist,” he drooled in his thick accent. Shoving his thumb up under my
chin, he tilted my head away, exposing my neck. He leaned into me and ran his tongue up the long line
of my throat in a languorous stroke of saliva. I shivered at the feel of him on my body.
I’d had enough. My instincts took over before I could think too hard about what I was about to
do. I didn’t want to think. I wanted this thing’s hands off me. I wanted to get Lisa and me back to our
dorms in one piece. I wanted this asshole to know he couldn’t just walk up to anyone and hurt them. I
wouldn’t let him hurt me or anyone ever again.
Kill him, a voice whispered in a deep husky enticement. Unfamiliar and commanding, the voice
was too close, whispering through my mind like a light summer’s breeze. Kill him, it said again. He’s not
one of us.
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No, he wasn’t. My body stilled and I stopped fighting his hold. My mind cleared and a peace I’d
never known settled over me. I was going to kill him. I knew that I would kill him in a matter of
moments and I felt . . . good about it.
He lapped at my neck one last time, bringing his tongue all the way up to my ear and I shivered.
“You taste like power,” he purred in my ear. Rearing his head back and exposing his fangs, he
lurched at my exposed skin.
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Chapter 3
“What is that?” Patrick asked in a hushed whisper. Panic and dread turned his stomach as he
watched the blond woman struggle in Dmitri’s grasp. Dmitri was playing with her, in the open, in full
view of anyone who wanted to watch.
“I don’t know,” Dean said as his fingers gripped the edge of the roof with white-knuckled
intensity. There wasn’t a speck of light around them as Dmitri gripped her by the neck in the shadows.
Everywhere around her, illuminating the shadows like a beacon a soft, red glow of magic. Patrick
watched Dmitri lick a long line up her neck, oblivious. Dmitri was a dead vampire. Patrick would kill that
sonovabitch himself and enjoy it.
She stopped struggling.
“What’s she doing?” Dean snapped. His voiced rung with the same fear Patrick felt. He’d
pegged that girl as a fighter. Something inside him didn’t want her to give in, didn’t want her to just lie
down and die. The soft red glow around her became a harsh scarlet slash of light through the darkness
as Dmitri reared his head back to strike.

9

THE BLUSHING DEATH
SUZANNE M. SABOL

Chapter 4
I reached out and grasped his head in my hands. Before he could think to push my hands away,
I twisted his head sharply, snapping his neck. He let go of my throat and I dropped to the ground,
crouching low as I caught my breath and waited for the sound of his body to hit the ground.
It never came.
I looked up at the man still standing in front of me with his head twisted at an unnatural,
uncomfortable angle. If he’d been human, he would’ve been dead. But he wasn’t human and I was in
more trouble than I thought.
“Fuck,” I breathed.
Reaching his hands up, the vampire placed them firmly on either side of his face. He twisted his
neck back into place. “You stupid little BITCH! That hurt,” he growled, once his head was adjusted. I
scrambled backward on my hands, dragging my ass across the pavement as I climbed over Lisa’s passed
out, limp body.
Kill him, kill him, through the heart, she whispered inside my mind like a mantra. I tried to
grapple with the idea of a man who didn’t die when you broke his neck. I’d definitely felt the pop. I’d
definitely felt the pop. At the very least, it should have slowed him down.
If this attack had happened to anyone else, vampire would not have been the first guess. I was
different though. I’d seen spirits, ghosts, and poltergeists since the age of five, been attacked by a ghoul
in a cemetery and felt the pull of magic too often to count. Just because I’d never encountered a
vampire before, didn’t mean I couldn’t believe they existed. Looking up into this guy’s eyes, I believed.
Holy fuck, did I believe.
Through the heart then.
I had to find something sharp and long enough to hit the heart. I didn’t have any weapons, why
would I? I was a God’s damned college student. Moving to my right, I tripped over Lisa’s outstretched
arm. Stumbling for purchase, my ass hit hard, landing into the soft, warm mound of vomit. Vile retch
soaked through my jeans, turning my stomach. Now, I was pissed.
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The vampire, watching the entire debacle took careful steps toward me, slow, calculating. I
wasn’t the weak little girl anymore. The wariness in his gaze made me feel powerful and every doubt I’d
had fell away.
I reached out, spreading my arms wide, searching for anything that I could use to defend myself.
My fingers wrapped around a long flimsy branch from the nearby oak tree. It was blunt and would
probably snap on impact but it was all I had.
He stepped over Lisa, too casual and much to focused on me. I hated her all the more for
passing out and leaving me alone with this asshole. If I lived through this, I’d have to carry her back and
she’d be deadweight. I hated drunk people.
Reaching down, the vampire grabbed the front of my shirt. He yanked up and onto my feet,
whipping my head back with his strength. I was going to live. Damn it! If it was the last thing I did, I was
going to survive this!
He snarled at me, exposing teeth and fangs in a glistening white sheen. I tightened my grip
around the branch and thrust it up. The branch punctured his thin t-shirt and pierced his body, through
flesh and muscle. As the branch punched through his ribcage and drove straight into his heart, I felt the
finality of what I’d done in my bones.
The cool, sticky sensation of his blood spilling over my hand, turned my stomach. His eyes
widened in disbelief as he met my glare. He turned his head down to look at the branch sticking out of
his chest. Releasing my shirt as his fingers lost strength, the vampire shoved me away before he fell to
his knees. Scrambling to tug the branch from his chest, the vampire’s skin grew sallow and tight across
his bones.
I took a step back, out of reach as he swung his arms out to me, flailing in the death throws.
“You stupid cunt!” he bellowed. Skin shrank over the flesh and bone, tightening and tearing
from his bones. The skin, muscles, and fat of his body shriveled away.
“Christ-on-Crutches,” I gasped, watching him dissolve before my very eyes.
His head. Take his head, the voice whispered.
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“His head? What the hell with?” I screamed out into the darkness, frustration making my anger
seep into my blood, making it boil through my veins. I staggered back another step as he fell forward,
attempting to grab me one last time. Slamming face-first into the ground, the branch drove further into
his chest, and up through his back.
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Chapter 5
“She killed him,” Dean said with an uncharacteristic smile tugging the corners of his mouth up.
“Yes, she did,” Patrick answered, surprised. That girl stood like a Fury over her kill; her chest
heaving with each earned breath of freedom and life. Adrenaline made her scent a heady mixture of
Jasmine, magic and power. The harsh red glow she’d emitted, simmered down to a soft blushing pink as
Dmitri decomposed on the ground.
“His head? What the hell with?” she screamed in frustration, speaking as if to someone else.
“Do you have your knife?” Patrick asked. Dean nodded and pulled the eight-inch silver plated
bowie knife from the sheath in his boot. Dean flipped the knife in his hand, gripping the blade in his
palm. “Be careful,” Patrick snapped.
“Hmph,” was the werewolf’s only reply.
Dean brought the knife back and threw it. Soaring through the air, across the street, over the
grass, it sunk into the ground a few feet behind her.
“Excellent shot,” I said, pleased in way I hadn’t been in decades. The girl backed up another
step, tripping over the knife in her haste. She stumbled a bit but caught herself. Glaring down at the
knife sticking out of the ground, she glanced around. Without hesitation, she grasped the exposed
handle in her hand and ripped it from the ground. Two long strides toward Dmitri and she closed the
distance, prepared to do the dirty work herself.
Watching with unadulterated awe, Patrick couldn’t take his eyes from the girl. “Do you think
she’ll actually remove his head?” he asked with anticipation thick in his roughened voice.
“Hope so,” Dean answered, the werewolf’s tone harsh and eager. His voice demonstrating just
as affected the man was.
The woman knelt down at the vampire’s shoulders, raised the knife above her head without a
single hesitation, and brought it down hard. The knife’s blade sliced through the shrinking flesh of
Dmitiri’s neck, severing his head from his body in a single clean stroke.
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Once his head and heart were separated, Dmitri erupted in a puff of ash. His decomposition
sped up and destroyed any evidence that he’d ever existed.
“She didn’t even flinch,” Patrick said, transfixed.
“The red glow around her flickered,” Dean replied.
The woman, a girl really, stood and brushed the ash from her jeans. She shoved the knife in her
back pocket and glanced around. Twisting her body around, she tugged her jeans to get a look at the
mess on her pert, round ass. She released a frustrated, defeated sigh up to the heavens and shook her
head.
“Hey, Lisa,” she snapped at the woman passed out on the ground. Reaching down, she tugged
at the woman’s shirt. When the girl didn’t wake, she struck her across the face . . . hard. The crack of
flesh on flesh rang in Patrick’s ears, making his body tingle from head to toe with the violence, the
power, and the determination of this woman.
“I’m not carrying your heavy ass after the night I’ve had,” she hissed. The inebriated girl finally
opened her eyes and staggered to her feet. Striding off, she left the girl to follow or not.
“That was . . .” Dean started.
“Incredible,” Patrick finished.
“What are you gonna do?” Dean asked with a hush still in his voice.
“Nothing,” Patrick said with a mischievous smile cresting his lips. He had a plan that could turn
the tide to everything he’d ever hoped. “If he’s stupid enough to get staked by a coed then he deserved
it.”
“She’s a bit more than just a coed.”
“Yes, she’s The Blushing Death,” Patrick said with a satisfied smile.
“What?” Dean asked, glaring at Patrick with that Alpha stare that only a werewolf could perfect.
“Even little children have a boogey man. Spread the word. There’s a new boogey man in town.”
Patrick answered.

14

THE BLUSHING DEATH
SUZANNE M. SABOL

“No more babysitting then?” Dean asked with an understanding nod.
“No more babysitting. If I can make her a bigger threat, maybe he’ll forget about you for a
while.”
“And give you a chance to keep an eye on her,” Dean scoffed.
“That too.”
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