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Preface

As a young girl, I remember picking up a book from my favorite
author excited to see through the eyes of her characters. The world she
let me step into for brief moments of my life allowed me a spectacular
escape. Reading was something I enjoyed. As time passed and I accumulated many life experiences, my perceptions of the world changed,
too. When family illness pushed me to places of strength I was not
aware I owned, there emerged a world from within that begged to be
written. Each of the characters has a specific meaning to me, and I am
excited to introduce them to you as well. My hope is to blend a world of
reality with the myths from around the world, giving the reader over the
course of this series the opportunity to travel and see the world’s many
types of vampires in unusual constructs. Almost every country around
the world has myths of vampires, each with its own charm as well as
restrictions. It is my pleasure to bring them to life with colorful storylines and vibrant characters.
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Introduction

Witchcraft traditions blend with the cryptic world of vampires to tell
the story of a witch, willing to give all she has for the purity of a love
and a man who is willing to live against all odds to carry on the love
they share. Traditions of the Strega, the Roma Clan, and a breed of
vampire known as the Strigoi, come together in a mysterious tale filled
with betrayal, intrigue, hope, and immortal love. One thing is certain,
the Lady Renata LeSabitine and Lord Delane DeLuca will never be the
same once their world is turned upside down by outside forces they
cannot foresee or control.
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Chapter 1

It was the summer of 1713 in the exquisite Roman countryside. The warm
breeze spoke of love to everyone in the village. Before I become too involved
with the telling of my story, let me pause to introduce myself. I am the Lady
Renata LeSabitine and what some might call a practicing witch. This has been
my calling for as long as I have been aware.
After twenty years of life, I am about to become wedded to a man for
whom I have neither love nor a flicker of feeling. At this historical time, a
daughter is merely a piece of property to be disposed of in such a manner as
deemed appropriate by the paternal order of laws. Laws that now condemn
my body to a loveless existence control my future.
Night after night, I have sat in solitude, attempting to draw down the moon
and beg my goddess to free me from the mundane hell that dooms my future.
Yet, the Supreme Goddess has seen it not fit to rescue me from my fate. Have
I unknowingly offended her in a manner that causes her to refuse my request,
or does she have a path for me to follow with a fate yet to be revealed to me?
After one particularly lonely, uneventful night, I quietly watched the sun
rise in the sky and glisten beautifully through the morning window. As the sun
warmed my skin, I decided to travel to town for I would need some supplies to
create my offerings to my goddess. My offerings would also be my torturous
farewell, as the Count would become my master and sentence me to death for
my eternal worship to my craft and my goddess. My plan was to openly play
this farce until I could complete a ritual to release me from the bond that I
share with my goddess; once that would be accomplished, I would continue
my craft in the shadow of darkness, as I was a daughter of Venus long before
the Count decided to covet me. My body might have to be in his keeping, but
my heart and soul still belong to my matron goddess, Venus.
1
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As I approached the city, I was reminded that once I had noticed amidst the
bustle in the streets of town something new to my eyes. Nestled amongst other
small shops was a café that traded in specialty wines, breads, and cheeses.
Quickly my heart raced wildly in my chest as I began to hope that that little
shop would have the cabernet I so desperately needed to complete the false
ritual; after all, I would not be bidding my goddess farewell. As if there were
wings on my feet, I raced toward the shop. The welcoming smells of yeast,
herbs, and wines found their way to my nose as I entered. Suddenly, the scent
of adventure was in the air; and I felt it seep into my bones. Since no other
patrons were present, I began to search among the dusty, dark racks for the
cabernet of my choice.
Becoming enthralled in my search, I was suddenly interrupted by a voice
unlike any ever heard by my mortal ears. The words from the voice echoed
across the room, “What is your pleasure, my lady?”
Slowly I turned and encountered a vision like none I had ever witnessed.
There stood a dark stranger. His eyes shone like a tiger’s eyes brightened by
the fires of Dionysus. “Intoxicating” is the only word adequate to describe
that smile, as well as his long wavy brown hair, the color of chestnuts, with
small streaks of gold throughout his tresses. Eventually, the wave in his hair
set into motion a vibrant chill, which raced through my body. I struggled to
speak, but for the longest time, no words would exit my lips. As I looked into
his eyes—for I could not seem to look anywhere else, I managed to utter, “I
am the Lady Renata. It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Signore.”
To my surprise, he held my hand and pulled me close to him. As he spoke,
his touch and words vibrated my emotions. In a voice as smooth as silk, he
crooned, “I am Lord Delane DeLuca, and most refer to me simply as Lane. I
now am the owner of this establishment.”
As his lips hovered above my hand, he expertly kissed the tops of my fingers before adding, “It would be my most sincere pleasure to serve you in any
way your heart desires.”
Caught off guard, I blushed prettily as I managed a smile with my response.
“Um,” I stuttered slightly. “I am in search of a ceremonial wine, one of such
proportions that Venus will be satisfied of its worthiness.”
With an intriguing smile, he inquired, “My fair lady, dost thou walk among
the gods, goddesses, and fairies of the night?”
Lowering my eyes from his face and turning slightly away from his gaze, I
stated, “You are too personal, my Lord. Perhaps you have not what I need.”
Immediately he rushed to detain me by responding, “Wait, my lady. Allow
me to serve you a glass of wine for my forwardness. You, if I may be so bold,
are the most exquisite vision of beauty I have ever beheld, causing me to
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abandon my good sense. The desire to know you has momentarily overcome
my upbringing. Please join me in the partaking of this humble wine.”
Although part of my mind screamed to turn and leave the shop, unfortunately his voice was so soft, sweet, and hypnotic that it seemed to seduce me.
I feared that I had no choice but to obey his request. So, we sat sipping wine
for what seemed like a lifetime. Never had being me been as easy as during
those few minutes that elapsed while we enjoyed the wine. I realized that his
smoldering eyes comforted me all the while seeing deep within my soul. I
knew it was time for me to leave his presence; so making an excuse, I stated,
“My, the time has escaped me. I am due for a dinner engagement and must
take flight at once or I will be rudely late.”
In an effort to detain me longer, the Lord reasoned, “I have not located the
wine that you requested yet, so your presence will be required a little longer.”
Fearing that I may never see him again, I proffered an invitation, “Lord
Lane, I cannot stay, but beneath the forest’s eyes, by the still, sacred pool,
come to me at the midnight hour with a wine to please Venus. I shall meet you
there amidst the darkness. Do you know of where I speak?”
“Yes, my lady, many nights I have gone to that pool for mediation and divination.” With a smile on his lips, he nodded and placed one last kiss upon my
fingertips as I slipped from the shop.
Even though I needed to hurry, I continued down the street trying to walk
like a Lady for I was so desirous of impressing Lane. When I knew for certain
I was out of view of the store, I began to run as fast as I could. I knew my
father would be infuriated by my tardiness. With no time to spare for freshening up my person, I paused momentarily in the garden to kneel and ask for
permission from the guardian fairies to select from their bountiful garden;
hence, I would gain wisdom and beauty from what was touched by the hands
of grace and magic. I would need all assets to survive the evening that lay
ahead. A warm wind swept my hair back as the light of twilight shown ever so
brightly on the exquisite beauty of the moonflowers my late mother had
planted. I tenderly plucked enough to twist up my copper hair and whispered
into the wind, “Blessed be.”
Sensing that someone was watching me, I turned and saw the figure of a
man walking in my direction. He stepped in front of me and announced,
“Good evening, my fairest love. I have been disposed to seek you. Your father
would like for you to join the festivities.”
“I beg your pardon, but you need to introduce thyself and explain why you
speak so intimately toward me.”
“I am the Count Sacha Borishauski, your master to be once we have wed. I
have been purchased to marry you in two weeks from this eve. Indeed, you
are more beautiful than I envisioned or hoped you would become when you
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reached the age of marriage. I want you to be aware that I understand you
have childish notions of being a priestess of Venus with powers given by
divine hand. However, you must now remember to heed my instruction. You
will be permitted by my will to practice your craft for thirteen days. As such
an hour of your choice on the fourteenth day, you will complete a closing ritual to end all ties with the worship of this goddess. All your feminine weaknesses will have to be shed, come one hour past sunset on the fourteenth day.
You will embrace me as your lord and master, you will never place any above
me, and you will answer and worship unto me. Simply stated, I will be your
only world. Should you in your naïve youth and foolish heart not heed my
will, you will find that much ill regard will befall you. Your beauty and purpose will be sentenced to die for mutiny and betrayal of your master. You look
like you have an abundant intelligence inside that beautiful package, so heed
my words and make the right decision. Come now, my wife to be, our guests
wait.”
Tears filled my eyes as I froze in disbelief. My feet seemed to be planted
into the ground. Not wanting an audience to witness my emotional dilemma,
the Count volunteered, “Take a moment, if you must, to settle your emotions.
I won’t wait all night, so join us very soon.”
I stood in amazement after listening to the loathsome monologue presented
to me. My premonition had proven true. I felt my heart sinking with grief at
my doom. With a deep breath, I progressed into the chalet maintaining the
spirit and confidence of the Goddess Diana. As I entered the room, I couldn’t
help but notice how actively each noble was playing his own role, the role that
had been dictated through years of societal demands. I had never been content
with courtly life or pompous activities. My heart was wild of nature and
nature’s daughter by blood rite. I had always felt out of place in this world, but
secrets and lies were my only family for now. In my most sacred of thoughts,
I knew that I had been placed here, not born here. Consequently, my inner self
encouraged me to follow my heart and my spiritual beliefs to find the strength
I needed to survive in this revolting atmosphere. If I were not born here, then
where would I find my true family and my heritage? Why had they abandoned
me in my hour of desperation?
There was no doubt in my mind that it was the Count approaching me from
behind since I could feel his presence in my bones. His arrival brought his
breath, cold as ice, on my bare neck. Placing his hands on my shoulders and
lowering his mouth to my ears, he whispered, “Let us dance in celebration of
our union. Allow the village nobles and the like to see our happy destiny to
come. Forever you shall be mine.”
Something was not right about the Count. I could not explain why his presence emitted such an eerie aura, which caused me to shutter inside. His long
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fingers moved around my waist, spinning me into his body. Only as a small
child had I been embraced so firmly. If only I would be able to remember
either embrace as a delightful experience, if only. However, his touch was
repulsive to my skin, which led to my breath’s escaping me with a mighty
blow as he began to effortlessly waltz me around the room. I moved, yet my
feet did not touch the ground. Gradually, I drew my head backward to look
into his eyes. I was unprepared for the cold emptiness I witnessed in those
eyes staring back at me. If one is to believe that the eyes are a mirror to one’s
soul, I must confess that his soul was truly dead. The music ended as suddenly
as it had begun. Hastily I managed my escape and strolled to the doorway.
Once there, I began bidding our guests farewell.
I noticed my father and the Count secretively chatting. Having glanced
away for only a second, I looked back to discover the Count had vanished. He
was eccentric, strange, and at the very least, my worst fear. Evidently it was
not meant for me to comprehend how my father could bless this clearly
unholy of unions. What was being hidden from me? Somehow I must gain
knowledge of my situation for my own protection. Tonight was not the night
to question my father. As he approached, I turned and bid him goodnight.
With heaviness in my heart and soul, I retired to my gilded cage.
Upon entering my room, I took a seat at my vanity and looked thoughtfully
at my face in the mirror. As I prepared my nightly ritual for bed, I combed my
long hair, placed my sacred necklace around my neck, and wrapped my body
in a white gown with a black cloak. When my preparations were completed, I
decided to step out on my balcony. The position of Jupiter in the sky told me it
was time to journey into the wood.
With my lantern in hand, I climbed down from my balcony and disappeared into my world of comfort and security. My heart quickened with
excitement as I approached the sacred pool. I held my breath in anticipation of
seeing Lane again. I remembered there was something familiar in his eyes,
and I realized it was a comfort that soothed my aching existence. Pausing, I
could see the reflection of his outline in the pool.
I became overwhelmed and instantly chanted, “Lord DeLuca, I do pray.” In
this most glorious instant, I felt rejuvenated.
He turned with a smile and responded, “I knew not if you would come, but
my heart would not allow me to remain in the city. You are so much more
beautiful than in the hour of day. I truly feel blessed by the Goddess Aphrodite, who permits me to share your company.”
With an ethereal smile, he had my keeping. Yes, although I had only just
met him physically, my soul knew that in many lives past, we had been as one.
We danced to the music of Dionysus, which played in the wood. Then, as we
stared into each other’s eyes, we tumbled to the ground in love’s embrace.

6

WYNTER WILKINS

At that moment, I knew that I must talk of my impending doom. Hesitantly
I began to explain, “For my future, neither my love, nor my body is mine to
give you. In fourteen days, I am to marry the Count Borishauski, not by my
hand or will. It is the will of the societal order, and my father has made the
arrangements.”
For an instant, Lane only stared into my eyes. In a mesmerizing voice, he
reassured me, “I care not about these matters of which you speak. I care only
that before today love was a promise yet to be fulfilled. I know now my place
is to be with you. I cannot accept this. We are to be together, and my every
fiber of existence screams this knowledge throughout my being.”
“My love, I feel the same, yet night after night, I have pleaded to my goddess to help me find exodus from this problem. To my immeasurable sadness,
none has been forthcoming. My goddess—well, I just do not understand.”
Staring intently at me, Lane acknowledged his understanding of my plight
with his response. “I, too, know of your ways because I have performed divination rituals by this sacred pool many nights. I make my craft in the kitchen
healing with wines, potions of love, and the bread of substance. Together we
shall perform a great rite, a hand fasting. In our hearts we will be bound. The
land or law might bind you, but our life will continue among the shadows
until together we can proceed in flight. At that point we can be eternally free.”
As we held each other, I knew suddenly my goddess’ will was not that I be
bound to my mundane life, but that I seek a new future with my consort by all
rights. She had in fact sent me my exodus, Lane. All too soon morning was
upon us. Hence, we vowed to meet night after night in our church. My walk
home was filled with the enchantment of a lover’s eyes. Never before had I
truly envisioned all the glorious beauty nature had so wisely prepared to surround us.
I barely made my bed as the morning’s sun greeted the countryside. Before
I could lay my head down, my lady-in-waiting came to me with a good morning greeting and a request, “My lady, your father demands your presence at
his morning table.”
I grumbled, “Good morn indeed. Help me on with my blue dress.” Once I
was finished dressing, I strode at a casual pace to my father’s presence. In my
present frame of mind, I was totally unaware of his power to suck the life out
of my hopes and dreams.
I had no sooner arrived that father put a terrible cloud over my heart by
commenting, “My daughter, it would serve you to forget your childish ways
as you must now serve your duty.”
With fear in my heart, I responded, “I know not what you mean, father.” I
knew more than I wanted. The Count had spoken with him and now my father
was to correct me.
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“Ah, why play this game? You know you are to marry the Count in two
weeks. Do not be this unwise, my precious girl. It is required of your place in
life, and he will make a fine husband. Your children will not want for anything, nor will you. They shall become noble by right and not risk living the
life of a commoner. It is essential that you do this. Since it is not your choice
to make, I hoped I could reason with you, my child. You must understand my
reasoning for allowing the merger to proceed. I do this for your future.”
I couldn’t hold my tongue for another moment. I had to take one more
opportunity to change my father’s mind. My voice pleaded, “Father, I do not
love him, but there is one I do love and crave his soul to be mine. He is young
and a Lord by birth right, so he would make a suitable mate for me. I beg you.
Please allow me to have love.”
A sad expression came over his face as he began to speak, “If only I could.
I never wanted you to know, but now I must explain the past. Although I have
claimed you as my own, you are not mine by birth. You were left on our doorstep as a child. We have adored you as our own, but this union with the Count
will guarantee your children’s security without question. Should the truth ever
become known, I fear you are doomed a common existence instead of the
courtly life of the aristocrats.”
His words ran through me like ice water through my veins. “Why now? I
have questioned before as my heart knew I had a different family, yet now this
becomes known. I wish to be a good daughter, but you must know that now
more than ever my belonging falsely to you has created more of a burden than
I can bear.”
Fleeing from the house, I did not stop ’til I was deep into the forest. I fell
beside my love’s sacred pool and began to pray to my goddess. How could it
be this falsehood? I remained by the pool for the rest of the day, waiting for
my love’s return. Finally, Lane appeared with a basket filled with the finest of
wine, bread, and cheese.
I began to sob from the cruelty of my father’s words. My tears summoned a
rapid response as Lane pleaded, “My love, do not weep, for I have devised our
road to happiness.”
Looking at him through flowing tears, I sobbed, “Lane, do you not realize
that I have no will or influence in this matter. Marrying the Count is my only
choice.”
“My beautiful Renata, listen to my words. Tomorrow night, as the moon
shines high, we shall flea here not to return. I have a friend who will sail us to
a new land where our love can blossom for all of time.”
As he enfolded me into his strong arms, I felt warmth like never known. At
this point, I chose to reveal to Lane that I had remained chaste. It had been my
dream to give my maidenhood to my legal husband. Next I assured him that I
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belonged to him heart and soul. Never had I felt this way. With love in my
eyes, I made my vow to Lane, “You have my eternal love, and with that I beg
of you to claim my body as well.”
In response, Lane held me and whispered, “Renata, you are the only
woman I have ever loved. I knew not what that meant before you. To take
your body would be a pleasure beyond any I have ever known, but we must
wait until we are hand fasted in the eyes of your matron, Goddess Venus. We
must not let their society rush our beliefs.”
I lightly stroked his tan cheek with my hands and knew this man was unlike
anyone who had ever walked this Earth. The love, light, and ancient wisdom
that eluded so many individuals consumed every ounce of him. It was so easy
to indulge him with my inner feelings as I whispered, “I love you, Lane. You
must know that I will meet you tomorrow for our ceremony. We must unite
now and flee before it is too late.” I just knew that no one must discover our
plan and that tomorrow I would go forth and grab my chance at happiness.
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