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“Should the whole frame of nature round him break, 

In ruin and confusion hurled, 

He, unconcerned, would hear the mighty crack, 

And stand secure amidst a falling world.”  

― Joseph Addison  



Chapter 1 

Anna 

 

Although it is night, the streets are bright and filled with light from the houses that burn 

around me. I can hear the screams of the families burning within their own homes and my heart 

cries out to them. The chaos screams up to the heavens but there is no reply. The heavens are 

silent as they have always been. I can still hear the battle going on, the howls of wolves, the roars 

of vampires and swords clashing with the need to win, both sides fighting for their lives. 

Christian had been attacked the moment after Victor’s death. 

 

I had barely escaped from the fight with my life. With Christian’s attention drawn away 

from me in an attempt to protect himself I had the opportunity to run and I took it. Of course he 

was going to be damn right furious that I had escaped but what did it matter to me. He had killed 

Victor. 

 

Victor. The name is a mantra in my mind, Victor, the man that I love, the man that I had 

come to this world for and now he is gone and I’m alone. He’s gone! I pull into an alley between 

two houses and collapse to my knees. I wrap my arms around my knees and bury my head into 

my lap as wave after wave of tears shakes my body in a violent attack. 

 



How could he simply surrender! How dare he just give up! He was meant to fight, to live 

on! There were so much waiting for us after the war and now… now it’s all gone. I cry out as the 

pain becomes like a vice on my heart. Victor. My heart screams his name. All I can think is he’s 

gone! 

 

“Anna,” I can hear someone screaming out my name and I know instantly that it is 

Christian. If I stay here then he will find me quickly and easily. I have no choice but to get up 

onto my feet and continue to run. I don’t know where I’m running to, or where I am going to 

hide. Who would open their door to me? Who would let me in when they all fear for their lives? 

Now that I am awaken from my grief I can no longer hear the battle raging on. When did it stop? 

How long had I been sitting there, overcome with my despair? Did the Vampires know now that 

their King is dead? 

 

“Anna,” Christian screams my name again. He’s searching for me, calling for me to come 

to him but I cannot. I refuse to go to him, to give in to him. He is the enemy. He killed Victor. 

 

“Come back or I’ll kill them! I’ll kill them all!” Christian screams again, and I can hear 

the truth in his words. He’d kill them all, everyone that I love, and everyone that I care for. 

However, I know he’d kill them all no matter if I went back to him or not. Kayden, Shade, 

Augustus, Astoria and even Lord Baron… he’d kill them all in a single heartbeat. 

 



I see a man turning a corner. He appears to be running and I follow him. Perhaps he’ll be 

able to hide me from Christian. Maybe he’s going somewhere safe where we can both hide. I try 

to keep up with him but he runs too fast, making it an impossible task. 

 

I find myself in a row of houses and run to the only one with their lights on in hope that 

someone is home. I knock on the door, praying to whatever god that would hear my cries. My 

prayers are answered and the door is opened by a young boy. He looks like he is no older than 

eight. 

 

“Can I help you?” He says. The boy’s voice is soft and gentle, innocent. He is pure in all 

sense of the word. Although I can see the pale skin that is associated with Vampires, he seems 

healthy and full of life. His blond hair is tousled and his bright green eyes sparkle in the soft 

light. 

 

“Are your parents’ home?” I ask him. He looks crestfallen at the mention of his parents. 

 

“No. They had to leave earlier and told me to stay here. I don’t know where they are 

now,” He says with a sob as tears threaten to fall from his eyes. This boy is all alone and his 

parents they must have gone to fight and now they were most likely dead. I couldn’t break the 

news to the child before me. 

 



“Hey, I have an idea. How about we play a game until they come back?” I say and this 

brightens up the child again and in process stopping the tears that were threatening to fall down 

his cheeks. 

 

“A game? I love games,” The child says as he lets me come into the house. I look around 

to take in the house. It is a small one, a few chairs, a table and a sink. There is a ladder that goes 

up to the top half of the house where I assume the bedrooms are. The house is bare and has 

hardly anything at all to make it a home. On the wall next to the ladder is a single photo frame. 

In the photo is a man and a woman and a small baby in the woman’s arms. The man has brown 

hair and bright, intelligent green eyes. His smile spreads from ear to ear. The woman is pretty 

despite the scar that runs down the left side of her cheek. She has blond hair and blue eyes, and 

her smile is like that of her husband. I make the connection of the baby to the boy with me now 

and thus, the man and the woman must be his parents. 

 

I turn back around to find that the boy is waiting for me to tell him the game. “Yes, a 

game. You can go and hide somewhere in the house and I shall count to ten. Then I will come 

and find you,” I say, teaching him one of the games that I use to play with William as a child. 

The boy is excited to start and he runs off before I can even ask him what his name is. I chuckle 

slightly at his excitement before I close my eyes and begin to count loudly to ten. 

 

I search through the house slowly since it is unfamiliar to me. I search downstairs first, I 

come across a few things. A bottle of ale, a packet of matches, a small oil lantern, a brush, a 

bundle of photographs and a bundle of old letters. I don’t find the child in the downstairs part of 



the house and so I go up the ladder to the top part of the house. Up here is only a single room, 

where three mattresses lay upon the floor. I can see the child simply standing there in plain sight. 

I wonder for a moment why he isn’t hiding and then I see them, the bodies. That of a man with 

light brown hair and pale skin and a woman with soft blond hair dried with blood. It is without a 

doubt the child’s parents. I see the child run to them and then crumble to his knees besides them. 

He shakes his father’s shoulders roughly. 

 

“Dad, wake up,” He cries and I go to sit beside him to pull him away from his parents. In 

the child’s innocent mind he mustn’t be able to see the truth. His parents aren’t sleeping. They 

are dead, murdered in cold blood. 

 

“Dad! Come on, wake up. Wake up…” The boy continues to shake his father’s shoulder 

but each time he lets go his father’s body slumps back down. 

 

“Dad, please,” The boy cries this time begging his father. Slowly comprehension is 

setting into his mind as tears begin to fall down his cheeks. I pull the child into my arms, and he 

throws his arms around me in turn as he begins to cry. He is alone, as much as I am. I let him 

mourn his parents. I wait until I can no longer feel him shaking in my arms and I can no longer 

hear his cries. 

 

I help the child get up to his feet as I say “Come on, we’ve gotta go kid. It’s not going to 

do us any good staying here.” 

 



“My names not kid… its Gillbert,” Gillbert says as he wipes away his tears. 

 

“Alright Gillbert. My name’s Anna,” I say and I hold out my hand for him to shake it. 

Although his eyes hold fear he takes my hand and shakes it. I make sure to get Gillbert and me 

out of there as quickly as I can. It wouldn’t do any good for Gillbert to stay any longer with his 

dead parents. I pick up the bundles of photos that I had found before as well as the letters before 

I lead Gillbert out of the house. 

 

I hadn’t realised it whilst I had been in the house, but now that we were out in the street, I could 

not only smell but taste the suffocating smoke. I hear the cough that racks through Gillbert’s 

chest and feel my heart squeeze in fear. His young lungs cannot stand the pressure that the smoke 

puts upon us. 

 

“Anna!” I hear someone scream my name and I begin to run again, pulling Gillbert along 

with me. I hear them curse loudly and then I can hear them chasing after me. Their footfalls are 

heavy upon the stone road. I try to run faster but I am slowed down by Gillbert who is struggling 

to keep up. I feel hands upon my shoulders and I am roughly turned around. I fear for a moment 

that Christian has found me. Instead towering above me is Kayden. His brown hair is tousled and 

his soft brown eyes burn furiously. He is angry and he has every right to be. 

 



“What the hell do you think you’re doing running through the streets!” He demands, his 

voice harsh and cold like ice. His hands are firm on my shoulders, gripping tightly so I cannot 

escape again. 

 

“Kayden, what are you doing here. If Christian finds you he’ll kill you,” I say. I try to 

make him see what I know. The anger in his eyes vanishes as my words click in his mind and 

what I’m trying to do. 

 

“Anna, what happened back there? Christian killed Victor, didn’t he?” Kayden asks, his 

soft brown eyes filled with agony. I flinch from the use of Victor’s name. As if Kayden had 

physically slapped me. 

 

“Yes, he’s dead,” I say and I can hear the brokenness in my own words. I don’t take my 

eyes off of Kayden and thus I see him pull his fingers through his hair as he paces away from me 

and then back again. I can see his shoulders shaking. Kayden is overcome with grief and agony. 

He had lost his best friend, his brother tonight. 

 

“I felt it, the bond between he and I snapped. The oath we shared is broken. He’s gone!” 

Kayden says as he continues to walk around. He doesn’t stop and he doesn’t come near me. I can 

feel Gillbert’s fear as if it were a tangible thing on the air. 

 



“Who is that?” asks Gillbert and my attention turns from Kayden to the boy beside me. 

His intelligent green eyes are focused firmly on Kayden, watching him as Kayden’s grief 

overcomes him. 

 

“That is a very good friend of mine. I trust him with my life Gillbert and we will be safe 

with him,” I say, sensing Kayden pause as he hears my word. I can see the hideous scars that run 

down the side of his face illuminated in the moonlight. They look painful, and it’s clear that he 

hasn’t attended to them yet. I want to take care of it, to fix it but I can’t not here and not now. 

Not while the city burns down around us. 

 

He sighs for a moment and asks, “Where did you find the kid Anna?” 

 

“In a house that I went to hide in. He doesn’t have anyone else Kayden. His parents are 

gone too,” I say, trying to meet the compassionate side in Kayden. I can see the understanding in 

Kayden’s eyes. Kayden comes back over to Gillbert and me. 

 

“It is nice to meet you Gillbert. You must be a brave boy,” Kayden muses as he tousles 

Gillbert’s hair who tries to make Kayden stop. 

 

“Please Kayden, take Gillbert with you. I can’t leave him alone but he can’t stay with me 

either. It isn’t going to be safe for me, let alone anyone else,” I say. I can see that Kayden would 

have done this anyway without my asking. He would have taken the child from me and protected 



him for we both knew that this world wasn’t safe anymore. Christian was overlord now and it 

was never going to be safe as long as Christian remained in charge. 

 

“ANNA!” I hear Christian scream my name. He must still be searching for me. I freeze in 

fear as my eyes meet Kayden’s. 

 

“Go Kayden. Run and don’t look back,” I say, my voice firm and demanding. I motion 

for Gillbert to go to Kayden and he listens. Kayden doesn’t leave though. His eyes stay firmly 

fixed on me. It isn’t until we can hear the pounding of footsteps and the shouts of ‘we found 

her!’ that he finally leaves. He runs and he doesn’t look back, caring Gillbert as they leave from 

my sight. I keep my eyes on Gillbert and Kayden until I can no longer see them. I feel arms grab 

at me roughly, and I find myself trapped between two werewolves, Christian’s soldiers in this 

battle. Christian walks around us to come and stand in front of me. He grabs my chin roughly in 

one of his hands and forces me to meet his eyes. 

 

“That was naughty of you Anna, to run away like that and to make me have to look for you. 

Do you know how much effort I’ve had to put into finding you?” Christian says, as he releases 

my chin from his hold. He motions for the guards to loosen their grips and I relax slightly in their 

holds. As Christian pulls back I raise up the courage in me to spit at him. The spit lands right on 

his cheek. He moves so quickly that in one moment he is wiping the spit off of his chin and the 

next his hand is flying towards my cheek. I feel the sting of his slap right throughout the left side 

of my face. He doesn’t say anything though. Only gives me a disgusted look. 

 



“Take her back to the castle and then tie her to the post so she can watch The Burning,” 

Christian says. The guards salute him and then begin to walk back to the castle. Their grip firm 

again on my arms so that they can carry me. Christian walks in front of us, leading the way back 

to the castle. What did he mean by ‘The Burning’? What was he going to burn? I watch Christian 

walk for a moment and I wonder how he became like this. Hateful, spiteful. How could an 

innocent boy, who was full of hope, life and adventure turn into someone like Christian? What 

terrible thing in his life made him the way that he is? 

 

I can see Victor’s castle in the near distance and my heart clenches at the sight. The castle 

was no longer Victor’s. It was empty and abandoned as its master has died. On the castle 

grounds are hundreds of werewolf soldiers. Some are in groups around smaller fires, some are 

moving around piling up the bodies of the fallen vampire and werewolf soldiers. I can see now 

what Christian meant by The Burning. 

 

The bodies are a grotesque tower. They reach up towards the heavens as if pleading for 

their goddess to take them home. I can see some of their faces, frozen in horror, their mouths 

open in silent screams. The eyes on the faces that I can see stare down upon Christian’s soldiers. 

I shiver at the thought of being trapped like that forever. I try to see if I can recognise any of the 

faces but none of them are familiar. 

 

The guards haven’t released me from their hold and now they roughly yank me away from 

the mass of bodies. I tear my eyes away from the pile and see the post that they are dragging me 



towards. I can see the shackles lying upon the podium, waiting, begging to be used and I know 

instantly that this is what they intend to keep me bound in. 

 

“The boys and I found the Leech King’s body. We were just wondering what to do with 

it?” Major Patak says. I can see how he trembles in his boots, and although I can see why he’d be 

terrified of Christian, I don’t feel sympathetic for him. 

 

“I’m coming. Get Lieutenant Knox to take this girl here to one of the dungeon cells,” 

Christian says. He then leaves with Major Patak leaving me here. I can see the entire kingdom 

from where I am standing. I can see the burning houses and then further from there I can see the 

No-Man’s lands, where the battle was supposed to be held. I wonder if we would have won if 

Christian had played by the rules. Would Victor still be alive? I shake these thoughts from what 

Christian intends to keep me bound with. Christian is talking to one of his hounds and I watch as 

the hound salutes Christian before walking away. Christian’s eyes meet mine across the distance, 

they dare me to protest and they dare me to deny him. When I don’t make a sound his lips spread 

into a smile and he silently mouths ‘good girl’. 

 

I feel the wolves turn me around. I sense as one of them take their grip off of me and 

without thought I pull away easily from the guard who still had his hand on my arm. I begin to 

run and for a moment I am free, free from the shackles, free from the guards. That freedom 

doesn’t last long. The guards have come back chasing after me and the one who had loosened his 

grip on me now has his bulky arms wrapped around me tightly so that I can’t escape again. He 

carries me back to the post as the other guard waits there patiently, the iron shackles in his hands. 



 

“Did you see that Cyrus. She thought she could get away!” The guard who’s holding me 

says. He has one bulky arm around my waist, pinning me effectively to him. His other hand is 

covering over my mouth and out of desperation I bite at it. He yelps as my teeth dig into his skin 

and his friend - Cyrus - begins to laugh hysterically at his pain. 

 

“Stop mucking around Matt, bring her over here so we can get the job done,” Cyrus says. 

Matt, the one holding me, tightens his hold on me and brings me over to the post. He doesn’t let 

go of me until Cyrus has my hands bound in the shackles. 

 

“Did you see that guy I got before? Tall, bulky fellow. Nothing like those leeches, yet he 

was fighting with them as if he was one of them!” Matt says, grinning from ear to ear. Cyrus 

shakes his head before he runs his hands over his face. 

 

“I might have. What did he look like?” Cyrus asks, moving his gaze from the growing pile 

of bodies to the werewolf beside him. 

 

“He had a deep tan, brown hair and brown eyes. He was fight beside that Vampire you 

were fighting off before,” Matt says, trying to trigger Cyrus’s memory. I feel my gut clench and I 

can feel the bile rise up in my throat. I force it back down my throat. I know exactly who Matt is 

talking about; Kayden. 

 



“Oh yeah! You did get a good hit on him. Almost took off the right side of his face,” Cyrus 

says, grinning now as the memory comes back to him. 

 

“And then how you bit at that leeches hand! That must have tasted bloody horrible!” Matt 

says as he claps Cyrus on the back. I feel the sickness come back to me, this time there was no 

doubt that they were talking about Shade. I don’t remember noticing if Shade’s hand was gone. 

Perhaps the werewolf in front of me wasn’t able to take Shade’s hand from him. The werewolves 

fall silent and I lift up my head to see what they had fallen silent about. Walking toward us is 

Christian, a cocky grin on his mouth as he approaches the podium. 

 

“Has she been behaving?” Christian asks the werewolves. 

 

“No. She attempted to run again when we were trying to put her in the shackles and when I 

caught her she took a bite at my hand,” Matt says, showing Christian the hand that I had bitten. 

He chuckles darkly as he lifts my chin in his hand. His blue eyes are cold as ice, and I shiver 

from his cold fingers that wrap itself around my chin. 

 

“Naughty girl. I’ll have to make sure that you learn how to behave properly,” Christian 

says. His eyes stay locked on me, and I cannot break his stare. It isn’t until he releases his hold 

on my chin that I allow me head to drop. My eyes falling back to my feet. 

 



“Lieutenant Knox, hold her head. Make sure that she watches the Burning. I don’t want her 

to miss a single moment of it,” Christian says to Matt, before he walks away. Christian goes to 

stand in the middle of the stage and when he raises his hands into the air, the crowd of soldiers 

falls silent. 

 

“We have won!” Christian screams his voice like thunder in the night. The soldiers whoop 

and howl, celebrating in their success. “Tonight, in celebration of our success, we burn the 

bodies of the fallen. Once and for all we cleanse this world of the Vampires. No more will we be 

the underdogs. No more will they reign supreme. Tonight begins the era of a new age!” Christian 

lowers his arms and motions for someone to light the bodies on fire. Matt grabs my chin roughly 

and forces my head up. I keep my eyes downcast but then I can feel Christian’s eyes on me and I 

smirk, knowing that he can’t force me to watch. The punishment will be worth it, if only I don’t 

have to watch. I can hear footsteps coming towards me and I smirk, knowing that I’ve angered 

Christian. It isn’t long until my vision is filled with the sight of Christian’s legs and feet. 

 

“Anna, look at me,” Christian says, and I shake my head or at least I try to, since it’s 

impossible to move my head in the werewolf’s grasp. I hear Christian sigh, as if my disobedience 

irritated him. I could only hope that it did. 

 

“Anna, you need to watch. It’s the last time that you’re ever going to see your friends,” 

Christian says and this time my eyes fly up to meet his. I can see the coy smirk on his face, his 

merriment evident that he figured out how to make me look at him. 

 



“You’re lying,” I say, unable to believe his words. I refuse to believe him. They can’t be in 

there. Kayden was safe, I am sure of that but what about Shade, Augustus, Astoria, Lord Baron? 

What about Victor, was he too in the pile of bodies? No, Victor wouldn’t be in there. Christian 

would want to keep his body if for nothing else then at least to torture me with the sight of 

Victor’s lifeless corpse. 

 

“Am I? Are you sure about that, Love?” Christian asks, his smirk growing larger as time 

passes. I am terrified that he is telling the truth. That the people I had grown close to over the 

past few months were burning in that pile of bodies. Behind Christian I can see it, the tower of 

bodies engulfed in flames. I can smell the cooking flesh and I choke upon the stench. I can 

imagine their screams filling into the air. 

 

“Make it stop,” I whisper, begging for silence, for the pain and the torment to end. I want to 

cover my ears, wrap myself into a ball but it’s impossible to when I am chained to this post. I can 

see the need in Christian’s eyes, his need to cause pain and terror. I can sense his satisfaction of 

that need. 

 

“What was that? I don’t think I heard you properly?” Christian says. Cleaning out his ear 

and flicking away what he found on his fingers to mock me. I meet his eyes and I can see the 

wetness there, the tears threatening to fall. 

 



“Please, make it stop,” I scream so that he can hear me. His eyes soften for a moment but 

his smirk stays in place. His hand comes up to brushes the hair out of my eyes. 

 

“Sorry Love. Can’t do that. This isn’t just for you, you know. It’s for them, the wolves, the 

shifters. All hungry to see the Vampires burn and I, as Overlord, need to satisfy that hunger,” 

Christian says, his blue eyes shining brightly. The firelight casts his face into shadows and for 

the first time he looks like an avenging angel. It is terrifying and yet sickeningly beautiful at the 

same time. 

 

“Make sure she watches Lieutenant,” Christian says before walking away. Going back to 

the centre of the podium to watch the Burning himself. I don’t fight it this time. I watch the 

corpses burn and I pray to Manea, the Goddess of the afterlife to take the fallen soldiers into her 

embrace, to the world where Meg is waiting for me. Meg. My mind whispers her name and I feel 

the first tear slide down my cheek. God I missed her! She was the second friend I lost since I met 

Christian and Victor. How many more was I going to lose before this was all over? 

 

I watch the tower become lower; imagine the flesh melting away from the bodies. I can 

smell the burnt flesh mixed in with the smoke from the fire, and it makes me choke upon the vile 

stench. I think of all the people who have died because of this war. Did anyone even remember 

what had started it in the first place? I watch until the fire dies out. No had prayed to Manea for 

the fallen soldiers, except for me. Would she listen to my prayers? Would she listen to the 

prayers of a human?  

 



I can see that Christian has risen his arms into the air again, bringing the werewolves and 

skin-walkers attention to him. “The battle of Sanguise is finished. You are all dismissed, go and 

find a room in the castle to rest,” Christian says. He lowers his arms, tired and weary from the 

battle that he had fought. The soldiers salute him and then they begin to slowly but surely leave 

the field and make their way into Victor’s castle to find beds to rest in. Christian comes back 

over to Matt, Cyrus and I and dismisses the werewolves. 

 

“Now, where did we leave things,” Christian says to me, once the werewolves have 

disappeared. He taps his forefinger upon his lip as he stares at me, thinking even though I know 

that he already has the answer. “Ah that’s right, I think I remember now,” Christian says as he 

takes the few steps towards me. His left arm wraps itself around my waist pulling me in close to 

him, as his right hand comes up to cup my face. His eyes are bright, burning like stars in the 

night. As his eyes meet mine I can see everything he is feeling. His eyes drop down to my mouth 

and I can see the need on his face, his need for me. 

 

“Anna,” He breathes. His breath tickles my neck. His eyes meet mine and I can see the 

yearning in his eyes, a silent plea, begging for permission to kiss me. I simply stare at him, not 

wanting to allow him but afraid of the consequences if I try to pull away. He begins to lean in, 

his lips barely brushing against mine. It’s soft, fragile but it holds his need, his yearning. 

 

“Commander,” Someone says and it’s only at this cue that Christian pulls away. His eyes 

hold nothing now when I catch a glimpse of them. He turns his attention to the intruder.  

 



“What is it Major Patak?” Christian demands. I can’t see his face anymore but I can hear 

the irritation in his voice. I see the werewolf stiffen, terrified of Christian. 

 

“The Iron sisters have demanded for your attention. They say it concerns a matter that you 

will not want to refuse,” Major Patak says. Christian nods his head and grumbles underneath his 

breath after the Major has left. He looks up at me, the icy eyes burning with wildfire as gazes at 

me. I look away, afraid of the emotions in his eyes, afraid of what he is going to do to me. 

 

“I will get someone to take you to a more comfortable room Anna and I promise I will be 

there as soon as I can,” Christian says before he too walks away. He has left me bound to the 

post, my hands and feet are cuffed and there’s no way for me to escape. If I could escape, where 

would I go to? Going back to my old home wasn’t an option and I had no idea where Kayden 

and Shade were, or if they would want to have anything to do with me as I am the cause for 

Victor’s death. There’s nowhere for me to go, even if I could escape. I wish Victor was here, that 

he had won. Maybe if we had won, he could have found a way to move on from his parent’s 

death. Maybe he could have become free of the ghosts that haunt him. I sigh. What was the point 

thinking about the alternate futures? It only gave me a headache and achieved nothing. The 

present was still the present. Christian was Overlord and Victor, he was dead. We lost the war. 

There was no changing that. 

 

I can hear the clomping of boots on the wooden podium. It was the heavy footsteps of 

Lieutenant Matt Knox coming to take me to the dungeons. I doubted that Christian would have 

kept any prisoners but I was about to find out how lenient and merciful he was. As I see the 



Lieutenant come up the stairs, I can see the devious smile on his lips, his eyes are not human, 

they are the yellow eyes of a werewolf. I shiver; I can see it clearly written on his face. He was 

looking forward to paying me back for all the trouble that I’ve given him. I scream but no answer 

comes. The last thing I see is the wolfish grin of a man looking for revenge, before I receive a 

blow on the head which causes me to pass out.  



 


