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Chapter 1 - The Engagement

Alexei

I opened my eyes as a ray of sunlight hit my face, being a pureblood vampire I do not

have issues with the sun, its warmth gently coaxing me into wakefulness. The room

was bathed in a soft glow, the sunlight streaming through the blinds and casting

delicate patterns on the walls. Despite the drawn blinds, the promise of a beautiful

day lingered.

A smile tugged at the corners of my lips as I realized that today was the day. The day

I had been eagerly anticipating, a day that held the promise of forever. Excited and

determined, I sat up and took in the quiet serenity of the room.

Turning on my side, my gaze fell upon the beautiful woman beside me. Evelyn was

sleeping soundly and quietly. Strands of her hair gently framed her face, and her

eyelashes resteddelicately on her cheeks. There was a tranquil grace in her, an

ethereal beauty that made my heart swell with affection.

The room, adorned with memories of our time together, seemed to echo with the

anticipation of the question I was about to pose. The soft hum of the city beyond the

window, the play of sunlight on the walls – everything aligned in harmony, creating a

backdrop for the pivotal moment that awaited.

I gently brushed a stray strand of hair from Evelyn’s face, careful not to disturb her

peaceful repose. With a gentle kiss, I slipped out of bed, knowing her penchant for

sleep would keep her nestled a bit longer. Evelyn was not a fan of mornings.



Heading to the kitchen, I contemplated the calm that had settled over our supernatural

community. It was a welcome change from past tensions. A thought began to form in

my mind as I sipped my coffee – a notion of unity that could solidify this newfound

peace in the town.

I was occupied with scrambling eggs when I felt soft, warm hands wrap around my

waist.

“I’ll never understand why you get up so early. You stay up most of the night because

that's when you feel strongest. Yet, you still wake up so early. How do you do it?”

A smile crept to my face when I heard Evelyn’s voice. I turned slightly to meet her

gaze, the morning light casting a gentle glow on her features. “Well, someone has to

make sure you’re not late for the day, especially when there’s something important on

the agenda,” I teased, flipping the eggs in the pan.

Evelyn chuckled, her breath warm against my neck. “You're my personal alarm

clock, then?”

“Among other things,” I replied, enjoying the playful banter. “But today is special.

I've been thinking about something, something that involves all of us. A way to

celebrate this peace we've found.”

Curiosity sparked in her eyes as she released her hold on me, allowing me to turn and

face her. “What's on your mind, Alexei?”

I paused, taking a moment to appreciate how the morning light accentuated the

warmth in her eyes. “I’ve been thinking… what if we made things official?”

Evelyn’s brows furrowed into a frown. “What do you mean?”



I let out a small sigh and smiled at her confused expression. “I mean that I want you,

Evelyn Williamson, to be my wife.”

Evelyn’s eyes widened when she finally processed what I was talking about. “Oh my

goodness.”

“Well, that wasn't the answer I was expecting. Do you not want to marry me, my

love?”

She playfully slapped her hand on my chest. “Of course I’ll marry you, silly. But it’ll

only be on one condition.”

I frowned. “What's that?”

“You have proposed properly. I mean, I know you're not that much of a romantic, but

really? You won’t even do the whole ‘go-down-on-one-knee’ thing?” she said with a

playful frown on her face.

With a grin, I took a step closer, capturing her hand in mine. The morning light

danced around us, lighting the unfolding moment warmly. “Evelyn, from the day we

met, my world has been brighter. You’ve been my partner through laughter and

challenges, and I can’t imagine a future without you by my side.”

As I continued, her eyes softened, and a tender smile curved on her lips. “Today, in

this peaceful morning surrounded by the harmony we’ve built, I want to ask you

something.” I paused, my gaze locked with hers. “Will you make me the happiest

man in the world and marry me?”

Evelyn’s expression shifted from playful to heartfelt, and she nodded, a hint of tears

shimmering in her eyes. “Yes, Alexei. A thousand times, yes.”



I slipped my hand into my pocket and brought out a small box.

A gasp escaped Evelyn’s lips when I opened the box. Inside it was a small ring with

an emerald stone. It was my family heirloom, and I couldn’t wait to put it on her

finger.

“It's gorgeous, Alexei,” Evelyn said as I slipped it on her finger.

I tilted her chin up with my finger and responded, “You’re gorgeous.” I planted my

lips on hers, and we kissed.

Evelyn suddenly pulled away from the kiss. “I just had the perfect idea for when we

announce our engagement.”
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Still dazed by the intensity of the kiss, I responded, “That was quick.”

Evelyn ignored my teasing comment and kept talking. “We could invite all

supernaturals to a peace treaty at the new museum and use that to make the

announcement.”

“That's actually a pretty great idea,” I said. “I’ll ask the elders of the vampire clan

what they think about it. Now, where were we?” I said, planting my lips on hers

again.

***

Later that afternoon, I found myself in a dimly lit room, seated across from an elder

from the vampire clan. We discussed the critical task at hand – informing the leaders

of all supernatural beings about the upcoming peace treaty. The weight of the

decision lingered in the air as we deliberated on the most effective way to extend the

invitation.

“So, Alexei,” the elder began, his gaze steady, “how do you propose we reach out to

the werewolf pack? It’s not like sending a simple letter will cut it, especially given

their recent re-emergence into the public eye.”

I leaned back in my chair, pondering the challenge before us. After hiding for

decades, the werewolves had just made their presence known to the world. Because

of this, they were very cautious of which events they attended.

“You’re right.” Then it occurred to me. “What if I visited them in person? Building



trust might take more than words on paper.”

The elder nodded thoughtfully. “A personal touch could indeed make a difference.

But you shouldn't go alone. Take someone with you. It’d be good if we had someone

with a more… friendly face talk to them too. Besides, it's a diplomatic mission, and

you're the mayor. You can't go alone.”

He was right. I needed to go with someone who had an approachable personality. I

immediately thought of my sister, Ana. Not only was she my family, but she also had

a way of connecting with different people. Especially now that she’s back to being

her jovial self.

“I'll bring Ana with me. Her presence might help bridge the gap.”

After the meeting, I entered the cool night air and dialed Ana’s number.

Ana’s voice, warm and familiar, answered on the other end. “Hey, brother, what’s

up?”

“Ana, I need your help with something important,” I began, my tone serious. I

explained my conversation with the elder and the decision to invite the werewolf

pack to the peace treaty.

There was a thoughtful pause before Ana responded, “I’m in, Alexei. I need to go to

the Sheriff’s Department first, though. Today is the day for recruits to register, and I

don’t want to miss it.”

Recruits? What is she up to?

“Oh. You could just tell Evelyn about it. I’m sure she’ll let register when she hears

the plan.”



“Alright then. I’ll see you in an hour.”

“Sure,” I said before hanging up.

Chapter 2 - A Witch's Training

Evelyn

"I won't kill you yet, Sheriff," Ryan sneered, his tone laced with twisted amusement.

"No, you'll stay right here while I take control of Harmony Grove. You'll watch as I

dismantle everything you hold dear, and when the time comes, you'll beg me for the

mercy of death."

His words sent a chill down my spine, but I refused to show any sign of fear. Instead,

I met his gaze head-on, my jaw clenched in defiance as I struggled to maintain my

composure in the face of his malevolent intentions.

"You're delusional, Ryan," I retorted, my voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing

through my veins. "You'll never succeed in your twisted ambitions. We'll stop you,

no matter what it takes."

Ryan's laughter echoed through the warehouse, the sound grating on my nerves as he

took a step closer, his eyes blazing with manic fervor.

"Oh, I'm quite sure of my success, Sheriff," he replied, his voice dripping with smug

confidence. "And when I'm finished, Harmony Grove will bow before me, and you'll

be nothing but a distant memory."

I woke up trembling; with no idea why.

Adapting to my new life in Harmony Grove as their new Sheriff, was a journey of



discovery that unfolded in the delicate balance between the supernatural and the

ordinary. As the mayor’s girlfriend and now his soon-to-be wife, I was over the

moon. There was also the fact that I was a member of the witch society. Whenever I

remembered that my life had turned from a regular human to a witch, I felt a strange

wave of mysticism wash over me.

It was like I was living a dream. I couldn’t believe that I was involved with the most

gorgeous man I’d ever seen. And not only that, I was also going to marry him. And

he was a damn vampire. I mean seriously, a vampire.

Most of my mornings were spent at the witch coven, where an elderly witch patiently

guided me and helped me understand how my newfound abilities worked. Today was

one of those days. After Alexei and I had breakfast, we said our goodbyes. While he

went to the vampire council to inform the elders about our plan, I went to see the

witch.
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“Sorry I’m late, Karla,” I said as soon as I entered the spell room. It was a small room

in the coven where the witches practiced their spells.

The air in the room carried a subtle mix of herbs and ancient magic. Karla didn’t

immediately respond.

Without waiting for her reply, I decided to explore the room. The coven was hidden

from the mundane world, and every time I was inside, it felt like I was in a haven of

mystical secrets. The walls seemed to whisper with the knowledge of countless spells

and enchantments.

As I wandered, my eyes fell on a small pot in the corner. It drew my attention, not

because of its size or shape, but because of what it held within – a potion gently

brewing without any fire underneath. The liquid inside simmered with an ethereal

glow, casting a soft light that danced within the confines of the room.

Every encounter with mysterious elements like this stirred a sense of wonder, a

reminder of the extraordinary world I had become part of.

As I observed the potion, a sense of reverence settled over me. There seemed to be

some kind of strange energy oozing from the potion. I took a moment to close my

eyes, absorbing the energy that enveloped me. The air itself seemed to vibrate with

the echoes of spells cast, a symphony of whispers from the past guiding me on my

journey of discovery.

As I opened my eyes, I stared at the potion. The allure of its magical dance enticed

me, and my fingers instinctively reached out, poised to touch the liquid. However,



before I could make contact, a voice broke the tranquility.

“I wouldn't do that if I were you.”

Startled, I turned around immediately to see who the voice belonged to.

It was Karla, her presence emerging from the thought she had been in. “Oh my

goodness, you scared me.”

“I’m sorry, Evelyn. I just didn't want you touching that. It's a potion that causes

brownscale.”

A puzzled frown crept across my face. “What's brownscale?”

Karla shrugged, her expression holding a hint of caution. “It's just small scales that

appear on the skin. Harmless, but quite itchy. Trust me, you wouldn't want to

experience it.”

I recoiled at the thought, grateful for Karla’s timely intervention. “Thanks for the

warning. I guess I got a little too curious there.”

She chuckled, a warm reassurance in her eyes. “Curiosity is a trait we all share,

especially in the world of magic. Just need to be cautious about where it leads you.”

As I moved from the potentially troublesome potion, Karla gestured towards a nearby

table with a collection of spell books. “Let me show you something else. A spell that

might come in handy… Well, someday, I guess.”

“Okay.” My curiosity was piqued once again. I followed closely after her until we got

to the table.



Karla opened a weathered spell book, its pages filled with ancient symbols and

chants. “This spell is for protection. It is a simple but effective way to create a shield

around yourself. Always good to have, especially when dealing with unknown

elements.”

She explained the chant and the corresponding gestures, guiding me patiently through

the steps. The room resonated with the spell’s energy as if acknowledging the transfer

of wisdom from elder to apprentice.

As I practiced the spell, I felt a newfound sense of empowerment grow inside me. I

could sense the subtle shift in the air with each practiced chant.

After practicing for an hour, I was exhausted. The one thing no one told me when I

decided to take being a witch seriously washow exhausting it was. After an hour-long

session, I always felt like I had just run ten miles.

“Can we stop, please? I think I’ve reached my limit,” I told Karla, panting slightly

from the exertion.

The older woman nodded, her eyes filled with a knowing glint. “That’s okay. We’ll

pick up where we left off tomorrow.”

Relief washed over me as I sank onto a nearby chair, feeling the fatigue settle in my

muscles. Karla joined me, her presence a comforting reassurance in the aftermath of

our magical endeavors.

“I never imagined learning magic could be so physically draining,” I admitted,

rubbing my temples.

Karla chuckled, her laughter echoing the wisdom of years spent honing magical

skills. “Magic is a force that taps into the energy within and around you. It’s not just a



mental exercise; it engages your entire being. It’s normal to feel tired, especially

when starting out.”

I nodded, still too tired to respond otherwise.

Karla let out a small laugh. “I completely understand how you feel right now. Don’t

worry; the more you practice, the stronger you’ll be. Your stamina will improve, and

you’ll find a balance. Magic becomes a part of you, and the exhaustion transforms

into a sense of fulfillment,” She explained, her gaze fixed on a distant point as if

reflecting on her own magical journey.

The words resonated with me, offering a glimpse into the transformative nature of my

chosen path.

“Thank you for guiding me through this, Karla. It’s a lot to take in, but I'm eager to

learn,” I expressed, gratitude coloring my words.
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Karla smiled warmly. “You're doing well, Evelyn. Everyone here is proud of you.”

After resting for a few more minutes, I decided it was time to leave. With a contented

sigh, I rose from the chair, thefatigue slowly giving way to a sense of

accomplishment. After my regular sessions at the coven, I would return to my office

at the Sheriff’s Department, where the rhythm of everyday life awaited.

Since there hadn’t been any trouble in Harmony Grove recently, I didn’t have much

to do.

I walked into the Sheriff’s Department and greeted Marie, the new receptionist.

“Hey, Marie. How's it going?”

“Good afternoon, Sheriff. You look radiant today.”

I gave her a bright smile. “Thank you.”

I took a glance at my finger, and Marie followed my gaze.

A small gasp escaped her lips when she noticed the ring. “Oh my God! Is that what I

think it is?”

I chuckled, feeling a surge of happiness. “Yes, Marie. Alexei proposed, and we’re

getting married.”

Her eyes widened with excitement. “That’s amazing, Sheriff Evelyn!



Congratulations!”

“Thank you, Marie. It’s still sinking in for me, too,” I admitted, my hand

subconsciously reaching to touch the ring that now adorned my finger.

Marie leaned in, her voice hushed with anticipation. “Have you set a date yet?”

I shook my head. “Not yet. We’re still figuring things out.”

“Wow. Are you going to make an official announcement?” she asked.

I couldn’t tell Marie I was a witch, and my fiancé was a vampire. Or that we had to

officially announce our engagement at a peace treaty that would be held at the new

museum. So, I settled for a vague answer.

“Nah. We just want to keep things low-key.”

Her curiosity piqued, Marie leaned back, her eyes gleaming. “I completely

understand. Besides, Alexei doesn’t seem like the type of man to publicly announce

that sort of thing.”

I chuckled, appreciating her perceptiveness. “Yes, you’re right. Alexei is exactly like

that.”

Marie was very chatty, and I knew that if I didn’t find a way to interrupt her, the

question would keep coming. “But enough about me. How’s everything on your

end?”

Marie’s enthusiasm spilled into her response. “Oh, it’s been great here! Everyone’s

been welcoming, and I’m still getting used to how things work.”



I nodded, happy to see her settling in. “You’ll get the hang of it. If you have any

questions, just let me know.”

“Will do, Sheriff. And again, congratulations on the engagement!” Marie said,

smiling.

“Thank you, Marie. Now, let’s see what recruits we have today.”

Marie handed me the file containing the information about the recruits as I made my

way to the briefing room.

I entered the briefing room and saw we only had two recruits.

Greeting recruits was somewhat routine, and among them was Ryan, a human

seeking redemption after a challenging past he said. His determination to forge a

more decent path resonated with me, a testament to the transformative power of

second chances.But something was haunting my mind regarding his name, Ryan.

What is it? I cannot seem to recall.

As I mingled with the recruits, Alexei’s sister, Ana, approached with a furrowed

brow. “Evelyn, we need to talk. It’s about Alexei and the werewolf pack.”

Concern flickered in my eyes. “What happened? Is everything okay?”

Ana sighed, her frustration evident. “He’s meeting with the werewolf pack and asked

me to go with him. I thought you should know.”
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My heart sank at the revelation. Knowing Alexei, he immediately decided to act on

the idea as soon as it occurred tohim. I didn’t mind him being determined to secure

peace among the supernaturals. I would just prefer it if he told me first.

“Why wouldn’t he tell me about such an important meeting? I should be there with

him.”

Ana nodded in understanding. “I agree. That’s why I’m going to find him. Want to

come?”

Without hesitation, I nodded. “Absolutely. I need to talk to him. Give me a second. I

need to sign a few documents. I’ll be ready in five.”

Chapter 3 - Meeting the Werewolves

Alexei

Iimpatiently glanced at my watch. Ana was supposed to be here thirty minutes ago.

What was taking her so long?

The werewolf pack was in a secret location that would take us awhile to get to. The

earlier we arrived, the better for us.

A few minutes later, I spotted her. I waved to Ana when I realized she wasn’t alone;

an irritated Evelyn accompanied her.

“Hey, baby,” I greeted, my enthusiasm dimmed by the tension that lingered in her



gaze.

She stopped in front of me, frustration evident in her expression. “Alexei, we need to

talk.”

I glanced at Ana, who gave me an apologetic look. Something had gone wrong, and I

braced myself for the impending conversation.

“Why didn't you tell me about the meeting with the werewolf pack?” Evelyn’s voice

carried a mix of hurt and frustration.

I sighed, realizing my attempt to handle the matter discreetly had backfired. “I didn't

want you to worry. The werewolves are cautious, and I thought it would be easier for

me to discuss things with them alone, without other authorities. Besides it was just

decided at the council meeting.”

Evelyn’s eyes narrowed, and she crossed her arms. “Alexei, we're a team. If you're

facing challenges, I should be facing them with you. Keeping me in the dark only

makes things worse.”

Ana stepped in, her voice calm and diplomatic. "Evelyn, I understand your concern,

but Alexei was trying to protect you. The werewolf pack is wary of strangers and that

means they might be dangerous. I think Alexei just wanted to gauge the situation

first.”

Evelyn’s frustration didn't wane. “Ana, I appreciate your perspective, but I should

have been informed. We're partners, and partners communicate. Besides, we're not

even just partners, we're going to get married. Alexei, we need to trust each other if

we're going to make this work. I'm coming with you.”

I nodded, acknowledging the validity of her point. “You're right, Evelyn. I should've



communicated better. I'm sorry.”

Her gaze softened, and she sighed. “It's just... I don't want to feel left out or incapable

of handling the challenges we might face. We face them together, right?”

I reached for her hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “Absolutely. From now on,

we'll face everything together. No more secrets.”

Evelyn’s smile returned, a mixture of relief and understanding. “Good. I want to be

there for you, Alexei, in every way.”

Ana said, “Hold on, did I hear you just say you're getting married?” She said to

Evelyn.

A very bright smile appeared on my fiancé’s face as she turned to face Ana. “Yes.

Alexei proposed this morning.” Evelyn said, raising her hand to show Ana the ring on

her finger.

Ana’s eyes widened and I could see the obvious joy and surprise in them. “Oh my

God! Congratulations to both of you. I’m so happy for you.”

Evelyn thanked Ana, the smile never leaving her face. Seeing her so happy brought a

small smile to my face and in that moment, I realized that there was nothing I

wouldn't do to make this woman the happiest woman on earth.

I cleared my throat, interrupting their conversation. “I know you both wouldn't mind

spending an extra ten minutes squealing but we really have to get going.”

Ana rolled her eyes at me. “You're such a big killjoy.”

***



“How much longer?” Evelyn asked after we had been on the road for over two hours.

“Not much. Also, this is the fifth time you've asked this question in the last thirty

minutes.” I said, turning to look at her and chuckling.
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“Well, you can't blame me. It's taking us forever to get there.” Evelyn had a small

pout on her face when she responded.

I let out a small laugh. “I told you it would take a while for us to get there.”

She didn't respond, which brought a small smile to my lips.

A short time later, we arrived at the secret pack house.

“Here we are,” I announced as I put the car in park.

“You’re sure this is the place? It looks… empty and too quiet.” Ana said.

“It’s the place. Now, we better get out of the car if we don’t want the werewolves to

attack us while we’re still sitting here. It’ll be difficult for us to defend ourselves that

way.”

“Wait, did you just say attack?” Evelyn asked, her eyes widened.

“Yep. This was why I didn’t want you to come. I was scared something might happen

to you.”

My words seemed to trigger something inside her because her facial expression

switched from fear to determination.

“Don’t worry. Karla taught me some really good defense spells, so I’ll be able to

defend myself.”



She looked so adorable as she spoke. I gave her a warm smile. “Okay then. Ready,

guys?”

“Ready.” They both responded and we got out of the car.

As soon as we were all out of the car, the tension in the air was very evident.

“Where—” Evelyn started to say but was cut off by unwelcoming growls greeting us

from the shadows. That was a clear indication that our presence was far from

appreciated.

This went on for a few seconds until we started to see figures come out of the

shadows.

Ana, Evelyn, and I stood united, ready to bridge the gap between the vampire clan

and the werewolves. The moon hung high in the sky, casting an eerie glow on the

scene unfolding before us.

One of the werewolves stepped forward, his gaze piercing. "What brings

bloodsuckers to our territory?"

I tried to guess his rank from his demeanor but I couldn't.

I took a deep breath, meeting his gaze with a calm resolve. "We come in peace,

seeking an alliance for the benefit of Harmony Grove. The supernatural community

needs unity, especially in these changing times."

The werewolf growled, his distrust evident. "Vampires talking about unity? That's a

new one."

As soon as the words left his lips, the rest of the figures came out of their hiding place



and into full view standing behind him.

I glanced over at Evelyn and saw her staring at them with a determined look on her

face. I had to admit, I was a bit surprised and impressed. I had half expected her to

cower in fear, but she stood strong.

Ana stepped forward, her voice steady and diplomatic. "I understand your

reservations, but we're not here to impose. We believe that the supernatural

community can coexist peacefully, each faction contributing to the well-being of

Harmony Grove. It's a new era and positive changes are possible if we stand

together."

Evelyn chimed in, her words carrying sincerity. "The werewolves are an integral part

of our community. Without you, the balance is disrupted. We want to ensure that

everyone has a place and a voice in shaping the future."

The alpha crossed his arms, still skeptical. "Words are easy. Actions speak louder.

Why should we trust bloodsuckers and…” He sniffed the air then stared pointedly at

Evelyn, “...witches?"

This was one of the incredible talents that werewolves possessed. It didn't matter

what kind of being you were or how human you appeared, werewolves could detect

the true nature of any creature.

Ana stepped forward and looked at the werewolf with unwavering conviction. "Trust

is earned through understanding. We propose a gesture of goodwill – a party where

our communities can come together, celebrate, and forge connections. Harmony

Grove can only thrive if we all stand united, embracing the diversity that defines us."

Evelyn added, "We're not asking for blind trust. Give us a chance to prove that we

can coexist harmoniously."



The wolf considered our words, his stance softening slightly. The tension lingered,

and I knew that our next words would be crucial.
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"We understand the importance of trust," I said, my voice measured. "We're not here

to force anything upon you. The party is an invitation, a chance for us to understand

each other better. The supernatural community is stronger when we stand together,

and we hope you'll join us in fostering better relations."

A moment of silence hung in the air, the weight of our proposition settling among the

werewolves. The wolf turned around and exchanged glances with his pack, a silent

communication passing between them.

Then, he turned back to us, “What are you suggesting?”

I cleared my throat. “We're having a treaty ceremony during the opening of our new

museum. Other supernaturals will be there and we were hoping you would also

attend.”

The werewolf didn't say anything. He stared at me, then at Ana and Evelyn before

returning his gaze to me. Finally, he nodded. "We'll consider your invitation. But if

this is a trick, bloodsucker, you'll regret stepping foot in our territory."

I inclined my head in acknowledgment. "We appreciate the opportunity, and we

assure you, our intentions are genuine."

As we turned to leave, the tension that had gripped the atmosphere began to dissipate.

The werewolf’s approval was a small step, but it signaled the potential for

cooperation between the vampire clan, the werewolf pack, and the witches.

Ana, Evelyn, and I walked away from the pack house, the night enveloping us in a



cloak of uncertainty and possibility. As soon as we entered the car, I heard Evelyn let

out a sigh of relief.

“Well, that was nerve-racking.”

“Tell me about it,” Ana responded.

I couldn't shake the feeling that our actions tonight would ripple through the

supernatural community, shaping the future of Harmony Grove.

We had been driving in silence for about an hour when Ana spoke, breaking the

silence. "I don't know about you guys, but I think we made progress. The party is a

chance for them to see that our intentions are sincere."

Evelyn nodded, her expression reflecting a mixture of relief and grit. "It's a step in the

right direction. We need to show that the supernatural community can be a united

front."

I agreed, realizing that the journey to unity required patience and persistence. "Let's

make the party a success. If we can bridge the gap between vampires and

werewolves, it'll set a precedent for cooperation among all supernaturals."

As I drove, all I could do was hope that things would go well.

Chapter 4 - The Peace Treaty

Evelyn

At the museum, every supernatural creature was present. The air buzzed with a

mixture of anticipation and curiosity as I, the new Sheriff of Harmony Grove,

nervously took the stage. My heart pounded in my chest, but I was determined to set



the tone for a positive gathering. The unity of the supernatural community depended

on this moment.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves, and adjusted the microphone. The

eyes of vampires, werewolves, witches, and various other creatures focused on me. It

was an eclectic gathering, and the diversity mirrored the richness of Harmony Grove's

supernatural tapestry.

"Hello, everyone!" I greeted, my voice carrying a blend of confidence and

excitement. "I'm Evelyn, Harmony Grove’sSheriff. It's truly an honor to stand before

such an extraordinary assembly of beings."

A ripple of whispers spread through the crowd, some curious, others intrigued. I

needed to establish a connection, to make them see me not just as the Sheriff but as a

member of their community.

"As some of you may know, I recently took on the role of Sheriff in this vibrant town.

It's a big responsibility, but it's also an opportunity to ensure that every creature, no

matter their nature, feels safe and heard."

A nod of agreement came from various corners of the room. I continued, the tension

slowly giving way to a shared understanding.

"I understand that Harmony Grove has a unique mix of supernatural beings, each

with their own quirks and abilities. And you know what? That's what makes this town

special. Our differences are our strength."

I felt a surge of confidence, fueled by the collective energy in the room. The

supernatural community, often divided by ancient rivalries, was here, united under

the roof of the museum. My gaze swept across the diverse audience, capturing the

essence of our shared existence.



"So, let's talk about unity. We have vampires, werewolves, witches, and so many

others among us. We're a tapestry woven with threads of diversity. And today, I want

to emphasize that we're not just coexisting; we're thriving together."

A low hum of agreement resonated through the audience. The atmosphere began to

shift from cautious curiosity to a genuine openness.

"To the vampires," I turned toward Alexei and gave him a playful smile, "I promise

not to use the word 'sunscreen' around you. And to the werewolves, I won't be asking

for a full moonschedule. We're here to celebrate each other, not to dwell on our

differences."

Laughter rippled through the crowd, a positive response that eased the remaining

tension. I continued, blending sincerity with humor to create a connection.

"Tonight isn't just about celebration; it's about forging a lasting peace in Harmony

Grove. We stand here tonight with an opportunity and desire to unite in

understanding and cooperation."



Page 8

Source Creation Date: July 16, 2025, 7:46 am

I turned to Alexei, the host of this momentous occasion. He looks dashing in his

black tuxedo. As I watched him, carnal images started to form in my mind and if it

wasn't for the fact that people were in the same room with us, I would have ravished

him right there.

"And now, I'd like to introduce someone who has played a crucial role in bringing us

together. Our host, Vampire leader, and as of this morning, my fiance! …Alexei."

Applause erupted as Alexei stepped forward, a symbol of the bridge between the

supernatural factions. He stood alongside leaders of werewolves, witches, and other

beings, a testament to the unity we sought to establish.

"Thank you, Evelyn," he began, his voice echoing through the museum. "Tonight, we

come together not just to celebrate, but to declare a new era of peace in Harmony

Grove. We've drafted a peace code that signifies our commitment to understanding,

respect, and cooperation."

As Alexei read out the peace code, a hush fell over the crowd. The words carried a

weight that resonated with each individual present. It was a pledge to embrace

diversity, to acknowledge the unique strengths of each faction, and to coexist

harmoniously.

The applause that followed was thunderous, a collective acknowledgment of the

shared commitment. Each leader stepped forward, signing their name on the peace

code. It wasa symbolic act, marking the beginning of a new chapter in the

supernatural history of Harmony Grove.



After the formalities, the atmosphere shifted into a more celebratory mode. The

museum transformed into a vibrant space where vampires danced alongside

werewolves, witches shared laughter with other magical beings, and the barriers that

once separated us began to crumble.

Amidst the revelry, I found myself standing with Alexei, the gravity of the moment

sinking in.

"This is the Harmony Grove I always envisioned," Alexei whispered to me, his eyes

reflecting a mix of pride and contentment.

I smiled, appreciating the significance of the night. "It's truly remarkable, Alexei.

We've taken a giant step toward unity."

As the after-party continued, Alexei and I found a quiet corner to reflect on the events

of the evening. The museum echoed with laughter and music, a backdrop to the

historic gathering.

"Alexei, I couldn't be prouder of what we've achieved tonight," I expressed, my gaze

sweeping across the crowd.

He nodded, a sense of accomplishment etched on his features. "It's a milestone for

Harmony Grove. We've shown that unity is not just an ideal but a tangible reality."

As we continued our conversation, I suddenly felt a wave of weakness wash over me.

My knees trembled, and I instinctively leaned on Alexei's biceps for support.

"Evelyn, are you alright?" concern etched on Alexei's face.

I forced a smile, trying to dismiss the sensation. "I think it's just a stomach ache,

nothing serious."



However, a tingling feeling crept through me, and I knew something wasn't right. My

unique power allowed me to sense the atmosphere, and in that moment, the energy

around me felt disturbed.

"Maybe I just need some fresh air," I suggested, not wanting to alarm Alexei.

He nodded, guiding me toward the exit when one of the elders on the vampire council

tapped him on the shoulder.

“Can I have a word with you Alexei?”

“Um…” Alexei turned to me.

“Don't worry about me. I can take care of myself, okay?” I told him.

“You sure?”

I gave him a nod and he smiled. “Alright, I’ll see you later then. If you need anything,

just call me, okay?”

He kissed me on the cheek and left with the elder.

As I stepped outside, the cool night air did little to ease the unsettled feeling gnawing

at me. The tingling sensation lingered as a subtle warning that urged me to unravel

the mystery of this feeling. With each step, I pondered the inexplicable disturbance in

the atmosphere.

Before I could delve deeper into my thoughts, a familiar face from my department

approached with urgency etched on her features.

“Deputy Rodriguez, what’s going on?” I inquired, my concern mirrored in her eyes.



“Sheriff, we’ve got a situation. You need to see this,” she replied, guiding me toward

a secluded area.

As we reached the spot, my eyes fell upon a scene that sent a rash of shivers down

my spine.
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No! no no no … No!

I recognized his face because Alexei had introduced him to me earlier. The lifeless

body of the werewolf Alpha lay before me, his once commanding presence reduced

to a tragic stillness.

"What happened?" I questioned, my voice laced with a mix of shock and sorrow.

Deputy Rodriguez shook her head, her expression somber. "We found him like this a

few minutes ago. It doesn't look like an attack, there are no signs of struggle or

external injuries.

It's as if he just.….. died."

This was bad. This was really,really,bad!

Chapter 5 - A Supernatural Tragedy

Alexei

After speaking with the elder, I wanted to go see Evelyn when I was stopped by a

group of new vampires.

“Good evening, Mayor,” one of them said.

I wasn't interested in talking to them, but I knew I had no choice.



“Good evening. How can I help you?”

The trio of new vampires exchanged glances, the one who had spoken appearing

slightly more confident than the others.

“Um… we just wanted to say that we're impressed by how well you handle things

with the community and um… we were hoping you could give us a few pointers.”

“Oh. That's fine. Well, I’m not exactly sure what to say but I'm happy to share what I

can. Harmony Grove is unique, and understanding each faction's needs is crucial.”

The young vampires listened attentively, their curiosity evident. I continued,

choosing words that balanced the challenges and rewards of leading a community

such as ours.

"Communication is key. Listen to the concerns of each faction and strive to find

common ground. It's about fostering understanding and cooperation," I explained,

hoping to provide them with practical advice.

The confident one nodded appreciatively. "Thank you, Mayor. We'll keep that in

mind.”

I nodded in return, sensing their genuine eagerness to contribute positively to

Harmony Grove. "You're welcome. If you ever have specific questions or need

assistance, feel free to reach out. We're all part of this community and working

together is what makes us stronger."

As they moved on, I resumed my journey toward Evelyn.

I was already making my way to the door when my phone buzzed. It was a call from

Evelyn. I quickly answered it.



"Hey, baby. How do you feel?” I questioned the weight of concern evident in my

voice.

"Alexei, we have a situation. Meet me at the pool. It's urgent," Evelyn's tone spurred

me into immediate action.

Without a moment's hesitation, I hurried out the door and made my way to the pool

area. My mind raced with possibilities, each more ominous than the last.

Did something happen to her?

I shouldn’t have stopped to talk to those boys when she needed me.

As I arrived at the pool, I could immediately feel the somber atmosphere. Evelyn

stood alongside a vampire from her team,their expressions grave as they hovered over

the lifeless body of the werewolf Alpha.

"What happened? Are you okay? You sounded a bit frantic on the phone.” The words

rushed out of my mouth, my gaze focused entirely on Evelyn before noticing what

she was looking at..

Evelyn glanced up, her eyes reflecting the gravity of the situation. "We found him

like this. It looks like an attack, but there are no signs of struggle or external injuries.

It's as if he just... died."

I knelt beside the Alpha, a surge of regret and sorrow welling within me. The

supernatural community had lost a leader, and the ramifications of this loss extended

beyond the confines of our immediate understanding.
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"We need to handle this discreetly. Move the body to the Sheriff’s Department

basement," I advise, my focus on preserving the fragile peace that hangs in the

balance.

Evelyn nodded in agreement, her determination unwavering. "I'll get my team on it.

We'll make sure no one else discovers the body."

As she left to organize her squad, I scanned the surroundings, hoping no prying eyes

had stumbled upon the scene. The last thing we needed right now was someone

finding out about this incident. It could mean disastrous consequences for the

community, especially since it happened on the day of the peace treaty.

I let out a frustrated breath.

Why did this have to happen now?I thought to myself.

Not long after, Evelyn returned with the four members of her team, each one focused

on the task at hand. The deputies were all supernaturals so at least we were sure of the

fact that no human would find out about the incident. Together, we worked swiftly

and discreetly, ensuring the body was carefully transported to a waiting truck.

With the Alpha's lifeless body safely concealed in the truck, I turned my attention to

the next crucial step—disposing of the evidence discreetly. Gesturing to the deputies,

I spoke in hushed tones, outlining the plan.

"There's an old cabin I own. I’ll text the address to you. It's isolated, and we can bury

him there. Make sure that it's done quietly, without attracting any attention," I



instructed, emphasizing the need for secrecy.

They nodded in understanding, acknowledging the gravity of the situation. As they

left to carry out the discreet burial, I felt the weight of responsibility settle on my

shoulders. Harmony Grove's delicate peace depended on navigating this crisis

without inciting panic.

Turning to Evelyn, I suggested, "Let's review the security footage. We need to ensure

no one entered the pool area before the deputies arrived. We can't afford any

suspicion."

Together, we made our way to the security room, the atmosphere heavy with

unspoken concerns. The screens flickered to life, displaying the events that unfolded

in the pool area without any indication of what actually happened to the Alpha. He

seemed to just collapse. As we continued to observe, a sense of relief washed over us.

The footage revealed no other signs of intrusion or suspicious activity before the

arrival of the deputies.

"It looks like we're in the clear," Evelyn remarked with a hint of relief in her voice.

I nodded, acknowledging the small victory in maintaining the secrecy of the

supernatural incident. "Taking the footage with me I said let's return to the party. We

can't let this overshadow the progress we've made tonight."

As we headed back to the celebration, we made a silent pact to continue the facade of

normalcy. The supernatural communityreveled in unity, unaware of the intricate

dance occurring behind the scenes.

Back at the party, laughter echoed, and music filled the air. I observed the gathered

beings, each engaged in their conversations and celebrations. The delicate threads of

peace remained intact, but an underlying tension lingered.



Evelyn and I seamlessly slipped back into the festivities, masking the weight of the

recent events. Conversations flowed, and smiles adorned our faces, concealing the

shadows that lurked beneath the surface. The night, though still clouded by

uncertainty, now resumed its course toward unity and understanding.

Despite my attempts to maintain an outward appearance of composure, an unsettling

feeling gnawed at the edges of my consciousness. The fragile peace Harmony Grove

had achieved seemed poised on the precipice of disaster, and I couldn't shake the

intuition that darker times loomed ahead.

The werewolves had only just started their integration into the broader society.

How could I possibly convey the tragic news of their Alpha's death without

unraveling the fragile progress they had made?

The weight of that responsibility pressed heavily on me, overshadowing the festivities

that continued in the museum.

My thoughts turned to Beta Oberyn. He was the werewolf we talked to during our

visit to see the werewolves. The encounter with him had revealed his temperamental

nature and if I was being honest, I wanted to avoid him as best as I could tonight. The

news of their Alpha's demise, if mishandled, could ignite a spark of fury that might

lead to catastrophic consequences. If Oberyn as much as caught a whiff of this news,

he would start a war and war was not something we needed right now.

As I continued to move through the celebration, my gaze occasionally shifted toward

Evelyn. The unspokenunderstanding between us resonated with the shared burden of

leadership. We both knew that the challenges we faced were big and we couldn't do

this without each other.

Chapter 6 - Veiled Tensions



Evelyn

After the festivities at the museum, the gravity of the situation pulled us back to the

reality awaiting us at the Sheriff’s Department. Alexei, Ana, and I made our way to

the heart of Harmony Grove—the Sheriff’s Department Building.

The atmosphere in the room shifted as the witch, a somber figure with eyes burdened

by the weight of her findings, broke the silence. The witch was Karla, my mentor. I

believed she was the best person to conduct the autopsy.

“The autopsy results are in," she began, her tone measured. "Wolfsbane was detected

in the Alpha's body."

A collective intake of breath swept through the room. The word "wolfsbane" hung in

the air, carrying with it the ominousimplications of foul play. The confirmation

echoed through the room, reverberating off the walls like a dark refrain.

Ana's eyes narrowed, her features twisting with concern. "Wolfsbane? But that's

lethal to werewolves.

The witch nodded solemnly, her expression mirroring the gravity of the situation.

"Exactly. It's a potent poison for werewolves, ensuring a swift and deadly effect. The

question remains: who would resort to such a method, and why target the alpha?"
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The room fell into contemplative silence as Alexei, his expression grave, pondered

the implications. Scrutinizing the Alpha's body for any signs of a struggle or bite

marks, he found none. The absence of such telltale signs only deepened the mystery.

The Fae in our team, known for her insights into the complex web of supernatural

politics, suggested a motive rooted within the werewolf pack itself. "Maybe someone

within the pack sought the Alpha's position and used wolfsbane to ensure success."

Alexei, however, remained skeptical. His understanding of werewolf dynamics went

beyond the superficial struggles for dominance.

"No, it can't be that simple. If someone within the pack questioned the alpha's

authority, challenging the alpha would be the traditional resolution. Plus, using

Wolfsbane is risky. It affects all werewolves, including the one dispensing it."

The perplexing nature of the crime weighed heavily on our shoulders. The

implications reached beyond the werewolf pack, extending into the delicate threads of

unity woven through the supernatural community. As the Mayor, Alexei bore the

responsibility of preserving the peace we had fought so hard to establish.

A sense of urgency settled upon us. The peace treaty, signed with hope and optimism,

now seemed fragile in the face of this revelation. If the truth about the Alpha's death

was to surface, it could unravel the very fabric of coexistence we had strived to

maintain.

Alexei, with a tone laden with caution, addressed the small gathering of supernatural

beings present.



“We cannot let this information reach anyone outside this room. The peace treaty

we've signed will be futile if the supernatural community descends into chaos. Our

responsibility is to protect Harmony Grove, even if it means shouldering the burden

of this secret."

Everyone nodded in agreement, recognizing the seriousness of this moment. The

delicate balance we cultivated required not only strategic decisions but also a

commitment to shielding the community from internal strife. The supernatural beings

present—vampires, witches, and Fae alike—understood the significance of our

collective silence about the murder.

As we left the Sheriff’s Department, the weight of the secret bore down on me. The

complexities of leading in a world where trust was both a strength and a vulnerability

unfolded before me. Alexei, with his unwavering commitment to Harmony Grove,

carried the burden with a determined grace.

The night air outside the building felt charged with an unspoken tension. The

werewolf pack, unaware of the tragedy that had befallen their Alpha, continued to

navigate the delicate process of integration. The consequences of revealing the truth

loomed large, threatening not only their newfound stability but the broader harmony

we sought to preserve.

The drive back to Alexei's house was silent, broken only by the distant sounds of the

supernatural community celebrating.

As we stepped back into Alexei's house, the heavy air seemed to carry the weight of

unspoken tension. The events of the night,the clandestine burial, and the revelation of

the Alpha's death lingered between us like a ghost haunting the space we shared.

I glanced at Alexei, his usually composed demeanor was marred by the gravity of the

situation. An instinct to ease the burden prompted me to reach for his hand, a small



gesture to offer comfort during turmoil. "We'll figure this out, Alexei," I whispered,

my voice gentle.

His reaction, however, caught me off guard. He withdrew his hand abruptly, a flicker

of frustration crossing his features. "Don't, Evelyn," he snapped, his tone sharper than

usual.

The abrupt dismissal stung, and for a moment, I faltered. The walls of our shared

space seemed to close in, and the weight of the mystery bore down on us. "Alexei, I

just—"

He cut me off, the tension in the room escalating.

“I don't want to hear it right now, Evelyn.”

"Alexei, we can't let this tear us apart. We need each other now more than ever."

His response was a bitter laugh. "We're dealing with a supernatural crime, Evelyn.

Our world is at stake. Don't you understand the consequences of this situation?"

I felt the sting of his words, each one cutting deeper. "Of course, I understand. But

shutting me out won't solve anything. We're a team, Alexei."

He turned away, pacing the room as if searching for an escape from the reality that

confronted us. "A team that's crumbling under the weight of secrets and

responsibility," he retorted, frustration seeping through his words.

I felt a surge of anger, my own frustration bubbling to the surface. "You don't get to

push me away because things are tough, Alexei. We face these challenges together,

remember?"



He halted, his gaze meeting mine with a mixture of conflict and vulnerability. "This

is different, Evelyn. Our world is changing, and I can't guarantee the safety we once

had."

The fear in his eyes mirrored my own, the uncertainty of the supernatural landscape

casting a shadow over our shared reality. Yet, beneath the fear, I recognized the need

for unity. "We can't let fear drive a wedge between us," I insisted, my voice firm.

"I need some air," he declared, his voice strained.

A sense of helplessness settled over me as I watched him storm out of the house, the

door slamming shut with a finality that echoed in the silence that followed. I stood

there for a moment, trying to process the abrupt shift in atmosphere. As I turned away

from the closed door, the remnants of our disagreement lingered in the air. The house,

once a haven, now felt like a battleground of emotions. I retreated to the living room,

the traces of our small fight lingering.

Chapter 7 - Shadows of Suspicion

Alexei

The morning sun painted soft hues across the skyline as I approached the house. The

echoes of the night's turmoil lingered in my mind, a weight that seemed to have no

intention of lifting. As I turned the key in the lock, a sense of trepidation gripped me.
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How would Evelyn receive my apology?

Would the fractures in our connection be irreparable?

Last night was terrible for me. It felt like everything I had worked so hard for was

crumbling right in front of me. I hadn’t meant to but I ended up lashing out at Evelyn.

She had done so much for me, and this was how I was treating her. I drove for hours,

eventually parking the car in a secluded place where I’d slept.

Now here I was, standing in front of the closed door. I opened the door and saw

Evelyn standing there. Her expression, a mix of concern and understanding, mirrored

the conflict that had played out between us. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for

the conversation that awaited.

"Evelyn," I began, my voice carrying a sincerity that belied the complexity of

emotions within me. "I owe you an apology for last night. My behavior was uncalled

for, and I want you to know it wasn't a reflection of how I feel about you."

She regarded me for a moment, her eyes discerning. “You don't have to apologize,

Alexei. We're both going through this awful situation together, and I understand the

pressure you're under."

The acceptance in her words offered a glimmer of relief, but the weight of

responsibility still pressed upon me. "I let my anxiety get the better of me," I

confessed, a vulnerability surfacing that I rarely allowed to show. "The supernatural

world is on the brink of something, and I feel the weight of ensuring Harmony Grove

stays intact. It's a responsibility I never expected."



Evelyn's expression softened, a warmth that reached beyond the complexities of our

roles. "Alexei, you're not alone in this. We're a team, remember? We face the

challenges together."

Her reassurance brought a sense of comfort, a reminder that the burden need not be

borne in isolation. "I appreciate that, Evelyn. It's just... the fear of losing the peace

we've worked so hard for—it's overwhelming."

She stepped closer, a gesture that bridged the emotional distance between us. "We're

strong together, Alexei. The supernatural community looks up to you, and I believe in

your ability to guide us through this."

A small smile tugged at the corners of my lips, her words offering a lifeline in the sea

of uncertainties. "Thank you, Evelyn. I needed to hear that."

As we stood in the doorway, the weight of the previous night's tension gradually

lifted. The shared understanding between us formed a foundation sturdy enough to

weather the storms that awaited.

“Promise me you won't push me away again?" she asked, a determination in her gaze

that mirrored my own.

“I promise,” I said, planting my lips on hers and giving her a kiss that I hoped

conveyed the sincerity of my apology.

***

Later that day, Evelyn and I were sitting in the car, about to leave for the werewolf

pack house. I didn't want to go but Evelyn thought it would be a good idea to see Beta

Oberyn and talk to him.



“That way we can take the suspicions off ourselves. Come on, Alexei, you know I’m

right.” She said to me earlier in the day.

I let out a heavy sigh. “Yes, but Oberyn doesn't seem like a nice person. I don't want

us to put ourselves in danger. Besides, what reason can we give them for our visit?”

Evelyn thought about that question for a while. A few minutes later, she responded,

“We could say we want to send the alpha on a diplomatic mission.”

She was right. That wasn't a bad plan. “Alright. I just hope we're doing the right

thing.”

“We’ll be fine. Besides, he won't have any cause to attack us if we tell the lie

convincingly.”

Frustrated, I ran my hand over my face. “Alright, let's go.”

That was two hours ago. Now, we were on our way to the pack house. Deep down, I

said a silent prayer to whatever god was out there that things didn't go awry.

The sun dipped low on the horizon, casting long shadows as we approached the

pack's territory.

Pulling up to the familiar grounds, I couldn't shake the weight of responsibility that

accompanied each step we took. The werewolf pack, a crucial element in the delicate

balance of Harmony Grove, required attention and vigilance.

Oberyn, the temperamental beta, greeted us with a measured nod as we entered the

territory.

"Alexei," Oberyn acknowledged, his tone a mix of acknowledgment and guarded



suspicion.

I returned the greeting, aware of the delicate dance that awaited us. "Beta Oberyn, we

need to talk."

The beta eyed us, his gaze piercing. "What brings the Mayor and the Sheriff to our

humble abode?"

I chose my words carefully, the weight of the Alpha's secret weighing on my

shoulders. “The vampire council and the rest of the supernaturals think it would be a

good idea to send the alpha on a diplomatic mission.”
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Oberyn's brow furrowed, skepticism etched on his face. "A diplomatic mission?

What's this about, Alexei?"

Evelyn stepped in, her diplomatic skills attempting to ease the tension. "We're trying

to manage a complex situation in Harmony Grove. The supernatural community is

facing challenges, and we believe Mark's diplomatic skills can contribute to finding a

resolution. He’s going to help us to see if any supernaturals in other places could help

us with our issues.”

The Beta regarded us with a lingering suspicion, but after a moment, he reluctantly

nodded. "Fine. But there's something you need to know.”

My throat felt dry when he said those words.

What did he know?

Did he somehow find out that we're lying?

“What's that, Beta Oberyn?” Evelyn said with a sweet smile on her face.

If it wasn't for the fact that I was aware of the alpha's death, I wouldn't think she was

putting on an act at all.

“It's the Alpha. We haven't seen him since the day of the peace treaty. There's also no

sign of the talisman.”

His words sent a ripple of concern through me. "The Alpha and his talisman are



missing? I wasn't aware."

Oberyn let out a heavy sigh. “It’s possible that Mark took the talisman with him but

it's unlike him to leave without saying a word to anyone.”

“Wow. This is the first I’m hearing of any of this. I didn't know Mark well but you're

right, he doesn't seem like the kind of person that would disappear without a word to

his pack. The Vampire council and I will do our best to help with the search.”

Oberyn nodded. “Thank you, Alexei.”

“It's no problem. For now, we need your cooperation in maintaining stability among

the pack."

The door to the room we were in swung open and Gamma Simon entered.

"Simon," Oberyn greeted the gamma as he joined our gathering. "We have company.

The Mayor and Sheriff."

Simon's eyes darted between us, his stance alert. “Have you told them?” he asks, his

gaze resting on Oberyn. The beta nodded, and a small sigh left Simon's lips.

“Alright. But what about the talisman? Did you tell them that it's also missing,

Oberyn?”

I fixed my gaze on Simon. “Oberyn already mentioned it. We’ll try to find it and also

locate Mark's whereabouts. In the meantime, I think it would be a good idea for you

and Oberyn tokeep a watchful eye on the pack and let us know if there are any

disturbances. We need to ensure their safety in Mark's absence."

Oberyn's reluctance lingered, but he nodded in acknowledgment. "We'll do what's



necessary for the pack."

On our drive back to Harmony Grove, the car was filled with thoughtful silence.

Evelyn's gaze occasionally met mine, a shared understanding lingering between us.

The missing talisman, the enigma of Mark's departure, and the looming uncertainty

cast a shadow over our journey.

As the town lights came into view, I broke the silence that enveloped us. "Evelyn,

there's something off about the whole situation. The missing talisman, Mark's sudden

death. It all seems very fishy to me. What do you think?”

Evelyn nodded, her eyes reflecting a mix of concern and curiosity. "I agree, Alexei.

It's very weird. Why would the culprit kill Mark and steal the talisman? That's what

I’ve been asking myself since we left the pack house. Frankly, at this point, my head

is starting to hurt thinking about it.”

We need to find out who did this and we need to find them fast. It's only a matter of

time before the rest of them start to ask questions.

Chapter 8 - The Missing Talisman

Evelyn

As we entered the dimly lit living room, the air in the Luminara coven headquarters

was thick with the scent of herbs and magic. The first thing we saw was a group of

powerful witches huddled around an intricately carved wooden table adorned with

mystical symbols—the soft glow of candles cast dancing shadows on their faces.

I led Alexei through the room, his eyes scanning the unfamiliar surroundings.

“Evelyn, what exactly are we doing here? I keep asking but you won't give me a



response.” he asked, a note of skepticism in his voice.

I let out a small sigh. “Okay, the reason why I didn’t say anything earlier is because I

know you won’t approve but I think we have a shot at solving this case with the

witches on our side.
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Alexei’s eyebrows furrowed into a frown. “What do you mean?”

“I know you're upset but listen. The witches are responsible for creating many of the

magical tools that nearly every supernatural community has, right? So, I figured they

would have made the talisman too.”

I paused, checking for Alexei’s expression for annoyance. He seemed slightly

annoyed by my words.

“And? What did you find out?”

“I was right. Karla said the witches were the ones that made the talisman. If anyone

can help us track it down, it's them. There should be some sort of thing to help track

down the talisman, Karla promised to search for it. Maybe we have a chance at

finding our killer.” I explained, hoping he would see the logic in seeking their

assistance.

He furrowed his brows, still uncertain. ‘But we’ve been investigating on our own.

Why involve your coven now?”

I took a deep breath, choosing my words carefully. “Our investigation isn't getting us

anywhere. The Luminara witches have a connection to the magic they infused in the

talisman. They might sense something we've missed.”

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Fine, let's see what they can do. But we

can't afford any complications, Evelyn.”



I nodded, appreciating his concern.

We approached the table, and I greeted my fellow witches. "Hello, everyone. I know

this meeting was short notice, but we need your help."

The coven acknowledged us with nods, and Karla motioned for us to sit.

I took a moment to explain the situation – Mark's death, the missing talisman, and the

looming threat to Harmony Grove. The witches listened attentively, their eyes fixated

on me the entire time.

"The talisman," Karla began, her voice a resonant hum, "was a gift to the werewolf

pack to maintain the delicate balance in Harmony Grove. It holds the essence of the

moon's magic, a force that strengthens the pack and ensures their connection to their

supernatural nature."

I leaned forward, absorbing every word. "But what happens if it falls into the wrong

hands?"

Karla’s eyes darkened with concern. "The talisman, when wielded by someone with

ill intent, can amplify dark forces. It has the potential to disrupt the harmony between

the supernatural beings in our community, leading to chaos and conflict."

My mind raced with the implications. The talisman wasn't just a trinket but a linchpin

in the delicate balance we fought to maintain. "Is there a way to track it? To find out

who took it and why?"

Karla nodded. "The magic infused in the talisman has a unique signature. We can

attempt a ritual to trace its location, but it requires a connection to the person it was

created for."



Alexei frowned, a hint of frustration in his voice. "How do we establish that

connection? Mark is no longer here."

“Tracking a talisman requires delicate magic. But it's possible. We need a connection

to the item, something personal. Do you have anything belonging to Mark?”

I frowned. “No.”

“Okay. What about something he might have touched while he was here?”

I was racking my brain for what Karla said when Alexei spoke up.

“Um… will this help?” He said, bringing a handkerchief from his pocket and giving

it to Karla. “He was very sweaty on the night of the peace treaty signing. I gave him

my handkerchief to use. It's washed now so I don't know if it’ll be of any help.”

Karla examined the handkerchief, her fingers brushing over its surface. "Good. This

will help us establish a connection. Follow me."

***

We had to wait until it was dark to start the ritual. We didn’t want anybody catching a

whiff of what we were about to do. Mark’s death is still a closely guarded secret and

the last thing we wanted was the wolves coming up against us. The whole peace

treaty would be off the table then.

Karla led Alexei, the other witches, and I to a clearing for a ritual. The air buzzed

with anticipation, the night holding secrets that seemed to whisper through the

rustling leaves.

Karla and the other witches arranged symbols on the ground, their movements



deliberate and purposeful. I exchanged glances with Alexei, a silent acknowledgment

of the hope we invested in this ritual. If anyone could uncover the masked trail of the

talisman, it was these witches.

As Karla started the ritual, her voice resonated through the night, a melodic chant that

blended seamlessly with the rustling leaves and the distant howls of nocturnal

creatures. The moon bathed the clearing in its silvery glow, casting an ethereal light

on the symbols etched into the ground.

The air hummed with magical energy, and I couldn't help but feel a tingle on my skin

as Karla's chants gained momentum. Her voice was becoming louder, and the rest

were catching up too. We all stood in the dark with one unified thought, hoping

theycould establish a connection to the talisman and help us find the murderer before

it was too late.
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The other witches joined in, their voices harmonizing with Karla's, creating a

symphony of enchantment that resonated through the night. Each symbol on the

ground pulsated with a soft glow, responding to the magical currents invoked by the

coven.

As I watched, a sense of hope and anticipation welled within me. It was as if the air

held its breath, waiting for the ritual to unveil the hidden truths we sought. The

moonlight seemed to dance with the rhythm of Karla's words, creating a celestial

ballet that echoed the urgency of our quest.

Karla's movements became more intricate, her hands tracing patterns in the air. The

symbols on the ground glowed brighter, their luminescence intertwining with the

energy she was conjuring.

But then, Karla's chanting faltered, her brow furrowing in concentration. The energy

in the clearing shifted, an unsettling undercurrent.

"What's happening?" Alexei asked, his eyes narrowing with concern.

Karla stopped abruptly, her expression turning grave. "I... I can't trace it. The

talisman's trail has been masked. It’s alive, I can feel the pulse, but I can’t place it."

"Try forging a connection, maybe you’d be able to find it then," I urged. I desperately

hoped she was able to. We needed to get things under control.

Karla stopped abruptly, her expression turning grave. "I... I can't forge a connection

to it. The talisman's trail has been masked and they are teasing me. It's a technique



only accomplished by a banshee."

A banshee. The word echoed in my mind, sending a shiver down my spine. They

were known for concealing magical signatures, making them elusive and formidable.

"A banshee? How do we track something that's been masked by a banshee?" Alexei's

frustration was palpable.

Karla sighed, her eyes reflecting the weight of our predicament. "Banshees are skilled

at hiding magical imprints. It's a rare ability, and not many beings possess it. We'll

need to find a banshee to help us unravel this."

Alexei ran a hand through his hair. I could tell he was frustrated and wished there was

a way for me to help him, but I knew there wasn't.

“Can you try tracing it again? Maybe this time you will get a connection?" Alexei

asked, frustration evident in his voice.

Karla sighed, "Whoever has the talisman knows exactly what to do with it, and they

know it’s being searched for. They let me find it on purpose before making it unable

to be traced. I wish there was a better way to put this. The only other person that can

help is a banshee and they were last heard of in Mystic Vale. Nobody has visited that

town in years."

I could feel the defeat deep through my bones. There should be something that could

be done. This is getting out of hand, and we need to stop it before things get worse.

“Whoever has the talisman is either a Banshee, a powerful witch, or someone with

enough powers to wipe out the rest of us. The air is dark and sinister; they aren’t

joking with us,” another elder spoke up for the first time since we started the ritual,

and we all froze.



What the hell?!

Chapter 9 - Another Dead Body

Alexei

The morning sun cast long shadows across my office as I sat hunched over the

security footage from the peace treaty, scrutinizing every frame for a clue, a hint,

anything that might unravel the mystery surrounding Mark's death and the missing

talisman.

The room was quiet, except for the computer's subtle hum. The air held a weight of

anticipation as if the answers we sought lingered just beyond our grasp.

I scanned the footage again, searching for anomalies or signs of unusual behavior.

The supernatural community had gathered in Harmony Grove for the peace treaty, yet

darkness had lurked somewhere within that congregation's life, claiming the

werewolf alpha's life.

As my eyes fixated on a particular frame, my phone buzzed on the desk. I reached for

it, recognizing Marie's number from the Sheriff’s Department. Her crisp and efficient

voice cut through the quiet of the room.

"Mayor, sir, we've got a murder on our hands. A dead body was found at the

supermarket just now. The Sheriff and others have already gone to investigate the

scene. I sent the address to your phone."

My heart sank. Another death, another murder to solve in such a short time.

“Thanks, Marie.” I muttered before ending the call. Without hesitation, I grabbed my

coat and rushed to my car to prepare to drive downtown. Evelyn needs all the help



she can get right now in solving the murders. We have to find the killer before things

get further out of control.

When I arrived at the supermarket, I found Evelyn and her team already at work,

examining the crime scene. The air in the room was tense, with a palpable sense of

urgency in the atmosphere.

Evelyn looked up as I entered, her expression a mix of disappointment and subtle

anger. "Alexei, another one. It's getting worse."

I nodded, a knot tightening in my stomach. "Tell me what we know."

She gestured toward the victim, a lifeless form on a stretcher. "Scratches on both

arms, blood on the knuckles. Looks like the victim put up a fight. We ran a

preliminary blood test on the knuckles, but there's no match in the system."
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I approached the body, studying the telltale signs of struggle. The supernatural world

was unraveling, and these deaths were ominous threads weaving a dark atmosphere.

"Any witnesses?" I asked, my gaze still fixed on the lifeless figure before me.

Evelyn shook her head. "No one saw anything. It's as if the shadows themselves

claimed another victim, this time a human."

A frown creased my brow as I considered the implications. "We need to find a

connection, Evelyn. Something that ties these victims together. Anything."

She sighed, frustration evident in her eyes. "We're working on it, Alexei. But it's like

chasing ghosts. No patterns, no apparent motive. Just death."

I paced around the crime scene, my mind racing.

As I circled back to the victim, I examined the arm scratches. A thought struck me,

and I turned to Evelyn. "The scratches, they look like more than just defensive

wounds.

Evelyn huddled with her team in a corner of the supermarket, their heads bent

together in earnest conversation. I couldn't help but overhear snippets of their

dialogue as I continued my examination.

Evelyn's voice, authoritative yet tinged with concern, cut through the ambient noise

of the crime scene. "We need to run every test possible. Look for any patterns or

connections between the victims. There has to be something linking them together.”



Deputy Rodriguez, a seasoned investigator, nodded in agreement. "I'll cross-reference

their backgrounds, see if there's any common ground. Maybe connections we're not

aware of."

Evelyn glanced toward the scratches on the victim's arms, her eyes narrowing with

determination. "And focus on these scratch patterns. There might be a message

hidden in them. Something we've overlooked."

Deputy Olivera chimed in, her tone measured. "We also need to reach out to the

bystanders. There might be someone who saw something they do not believe to be

important.”

Evelyn acknowledged their suggestions, her expression revealing the weight of

responsibility she bore as the leader of this investigative team. "Good. Let's work

quickly, efficiently. We need answers before another victim appears on our

doorstep."

As they dispersed to carry out their assigned tasks, I approached Evelyn, my gaze

lingering on the scratches on the victim's skin. "Any insights from the team, Evelyn?"

She sighed, a furrow deepening on her brow. "We're trying to connect the dots,

Alexei. It's like chasing a shadow. No clear patterns between the murders, no

apparent motive yet. It's as if these deaths are meant to keep us guessing.”

I nodded, the frustration in her eyes reflecting my own.

I turned away from her to examine the victim's body again. As I approached the

victim's knuckles, stained with their blood, a sense of frustration gnawed at me.

Whoever was behind these deaths operated beyond the bounds of our understanding.

***



Back at the Sheriff’s Department; "Alexei," Evelyn called out, drawing me back to

the center of the investigation. "We've run every test, but we can't find a match for the

blood on the knuckles. It's like this person doesn't exist in any record."

I sighed, the puzzle growing more complex with each passing moment. "Keep

digging, Evelyn. We can't let this go unsolved."

I was about to say something when an unfamiliar man approached Evelyn and me.

“Sheriff. Mayor.”

I gave him a nod to acknowledge his presence. Evelyn turned to look at me and saw

the confused look on my face.

“Oh. Alexei, this is Ryan. He's a new recruit that started at the Department a few days

ago.”

“Nice to meet you, Mayor,” Ryan said.

I studied him, examining his features. He looked young and bright-eyed. Looking at

him, I could tell he seemed eager to do his duty.

He looked oddly familiar, almost like I had met him before. I didn’t dwell on it too

much; it might just be a harmless coincidence.

“Nice to meet you too, Ryan. So, what do you have for us.”

Ryan handed Evelyn a USB drive.

“What's this?” Evelyn asked, frowning.
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“It's the drive that contains the CCTV footage from the supermarket.”

His expression held a mix of eagerness and trepidation as if he stumbled upon

something beyond his expectations.

Evelyn gave him a nod of appreciation, and Ryan's gaze darted between us before he

quickly returned to his duties.

The bustling atmosphere of the Sheriff’s Department carried on around us, a stark

contrast to the shadows that clung to our investigation.

Evelyn motioned toward her office, and we stepped inside. The door closed behind

us, shutting out the ambient noise, and the room became a haven for our shared

pursuit of truth.

I leaned against the edge of Evelyn's desk as she inserted the USB drive into her

computer. The screen flickered to life, displaying the CCTV footage from the

supermarket. The grainy images captured the mundane moments before the discovery

of the lifeless body, shoppers navigating aisles, oblivious to the darkness that lurked

beneath the fluorescent lights.

Evelyn's brow furrowed as we watched, a subtle realization crossing her features.

"This footage... it's been altered."

I squinted at the screen, my eyes narrowing in concentration. The subtle nuances in

the timeline, the glitches that betrayed a deliberate manipulation—clearly someone

had tampered withthe recording. The shadows that surrounded us extended even to



the surveillance of the supermarket.

"Who would alter the footage, and why?" Evelyn pondered aloud, her gaze fixed on

the screen.

I ran a hand through my hair, frustration mounting. "It could be someone trying to

erase their presence or mislead us. The question is, what are they hiding, and what the

hell went down at the supermarket last night?"

That was a rhetorical question, one that Evelyn and I had no answers to. Ryan stated

he was given the footage by someone at the supermarket directly. We need to find out

who.

Chapter 10 - The Press Conference

Evelyn

Ipaced around the office while everyone stared at the pictures on the evidence board.

We could only get a few from the crime scene of Alpha Mark's death, but we were

able to get more than enough evidence with the new body. It still wasn't leading us

anywhere; we were moving in circles now.

Just like we did with Alpha Mark's body, we cleaned up every trace of evidence of

the murder, and now we are reviewing it internally. We couldn't afford to make

mistakes, at least not now that we had plenty of attention on us. With the treaty

hanging in the air, we have limited time.

"There’s a problem, Sheriff.” An deputy called in from the corner of the room, and it

got my attention immediately. I turned to see him holding up a phone. I walked closer

and tookthe device out of his hand to check what the fuss was about. Cold shivers ran

down my spine as I read the online blog's content.



"Harmony grove’s Serial Killer Returns. Another dead body found downtown,

tortured and killed. The killer still remains unknown, and the picture of the body has

been attached."

I scrolled down to see the attached picture, and I hissed slowly under my breath.I

thought the supermarket assured us that nobody else knew that a body had been found

there?! Tell me why I am looking straight at the victim I logged into records this

morning?

"Ryan and Rodriguez, you are in charge of finding whoever runs this forsaken blog

and finding out how they got the pictures. Go back downtown and find me some

damn answers. I need everyone to play their best game today. We have to control the

narrative before they control it for us. Get me some answers! Find the missing link,

people! There should be something we are missing." I bellowed, and everyone

scrambled around to get their assigned job done.

I sent a quick text to Alexei before going back to the evidence board. There has to be

something that I am missing, and I am determined to find it and win this race against

time. No one at the supermarket knew why the footage was corrupted. Somehow, it

had been done remotely.

***

The press conference room buzzed as reporters shuffled to find seats. Cameras

clicked and whirred, capturing the tense atmosphere. I stood at the podium, the

microphones in front of me, awaiting the truth. The room fell silent as I took a deep

breath, ready to address the rumors spreading like wildfire.

We have been trying to find the blog owner to get them to take down the post before

it spread throughout the community. Still,the reporters surprised us by sharing it with

even more people, and now we are left with no choice but to make them look like



crazy, attention-seeking reporters, desperate to cause panic among the people.

I felt guilty doing this, lying through my teeth to these people. Still, we needed to

control the narrative if we wanted the treaty to hold, especially after how much effort

Alexei put into building a place like Harmony Grove.

"Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. Thank you for gathering here today," I

began, my voice projecting through the room. "I'm Sheriff Evelyn Thompson, and I'm

here to address the recent rumors circulating about Harmony Grove."

A sea of eager faces stared back at me, pens poised and cameras ready. I continued,

"There have been claims of a serial killer in our town, with pictures circulating

online. I want to be clear: there is no truth to these rumors. No murder has occurred in

Harmony Grove and the pictures are doctored to fit the narrative they are trying to

pedal. Yes, someone has died but we haven’t finished our investigation to determine

the cause of death.”"

Questions immediately erupted from the crowd, voices clamoring for attention. I

raised a hand to signal for silence. "I understand your concerns, but I assure you,

Harmony Grove remains a safe and peaceful community. These rumors are nothing

more than baseless speculation. We are working hard to find the perpetrators of this

crime and you can rest assured that they will be duly dealt with."

A reporter in the front row thrust their hand in the air, and I nodded toward them to

speak. "Sheriff Thompson, can you confirm that the pictures online are fake, or are

you saying there was no incident at all?"

I maintained a stern expression. "I can confirm that the pictures circulating online are

not related to any incident inHarmony Grove. They are fabricated, designed to spread

fear and panic. No murder has occurred in Harmony Grove that we can confirm."



Another reporter said, "How can you be so sure, Sheriff? What steps are you taking to

investigate these claims?"
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I met their gaze, unwavering. "We take every claim seriously. However, our

investigation has revealed no evidence of a murder. We are actively looking into the

source of these false allegations, and rest assured, the truth will prevail."

The barrage of questions continued, but I addressed each with poise and confidence.

"Harmony Grove is a town that thrives on harmony and unity. We will not let

baseless rumors tear us apart. I ask the community to trust in our law enforcement

and remain calm during this time. The intention of these blogs is to create fear

amongst us and we will not let them succeed."

As the press conference neared its end, I concluded with a final statement. "In times

like these, it's crucial for us to stand together. We will not let fear and misinformation

divide us. Harmony Grove will remain a haven safe for all its residents. Thank you."

With that, I left the podium, the reporters still buzzing with questions. The room

slowly emptied, and as I walked out, I knew the battle had just begun. Whoever had

that blog up knew what they were doing and calling them a dirty liar meant we just

invited war. I have no idea if we will be able to weather their storm when they come

for us.

***

I walked down the stairs that led to Karla's house slowly. We had our weekly training

today, but my head was everywhere. I excused myself from the work to be here, but I

just needed tospeak to someone who understood me. All of this was driving me crazy,

and I just wanted to get a grip on it.



Whoever killed Alpha Mark was brilliant, but I am wiser; I wasn't the best student out

of Quantico for nothing. I am a trained investigator, and in this deadly race against

time, I will win.

Karla was seated in her usual position and some markings were already in place. I

guessed they weren't for me because she would have waited otherwise. She continued

playing with the crystal while I removed my shoes and placed my bag on the chair.

I slumped down on the floor, too exhausted to even concentrate on learning new

things. I just wanted to clear my head, and my office wasn't doing that for me. If

anything, it was doing a great job of choking me and reminding me that I wasn't

doing my best.

Karla's eyes narrowed as she observed my worn-out state. "Evelyn, what's your plan?

We need to find the killer and that missing talisman. This banshee doesn't mean well

and we are all sitting on a time bomb."

I let out a deep sigh, my mind swirling with exhaustion. "I don't know yet, Karla. I'll

come up with something, I promise. I have been up and running all day trying to find

something that links the alpha and the new person that was killed but it feels like I’m

running in an unending circle."

She sat down beside me, her expression showing concern. "I know you can do this

love you are one of the smartest people I know. You just need to open your mind, let

your spirit guide you."

I closed my eyes, trying to summon some energy from the depths of my weary body.

"I know, Karla. But it feels like my spirit isn’t even listening to me anymore."

But as I sat there, my mind buzzing with fatigue, an idea struck me like lightning. My

eyes snapped open, and I shot up from the floor. "I've got it!" I exclaimed.



Karla looked at me, her eyebrows raised in anticipation. "Well, spit it out, Evelyn.

What's your plan?"

I wasted no time. "I need to go back to my office. There might be something there

that can lead us to the killer and the talisman. There’s something we must have

missed and now I’m going to find it."

Without waiting for Karla's response, I rushed out of the coven and went to my

office. The night air was crisp, and my senses were on high alert. I couldn't afford any

mistakes.

All the feelings of despair that filled me earlier were gone, and all that was left now

was sheer determination to find the killer.

Chapter 11 - The Council Meeting

Alexei

Iwas drowning in the sea of paperwork when my sister Ana barged into my office

with her usual no-nonsense attitude.

"Alexei, you look like you've been hit by a truck. How are you holding up?" Ana's

concern was evident in her voice as she crossed her arms, surveying the chaos that

was my desk.

I let out a tired chuckle. "You know how it is, Ana. Being the Mayor comes with its

own set of storms. And right now, we're in the middle of a hurricane."

Ana raised an eyebrow. "Talking about the murders and the missing talisman?"

I nodded, leaning back in my chair. "Yeah, Evelyn is doing her best to handle it. She



held a press conference today. Smart move, I'd say."

Ana smirked. "Evelyn always knows how to handle the crowd. It's one of her talents.

The press can be a bunch of vultures, but she's got them on a leash."

I couldn't help but smile at Ana's candidness. "You've got a point there. She's got the

town's trust, and we need that right now."

Ana took a seat across from me, her eyes fixed on mine. "How are you holding up

with the treaty falling apart? And the talisman situation isn't helping either."

I sighed, my gaze drifting towards the window. "It's a mess, Ana. The treaty was our

chance at peace, and now it's unraveling. We need that talisman back to salvage

whatever we can. We need the werewolves to trust us and we can’t do it without the

talisman."

She leaned forward, her expression serious. "We're racing against time, Alexei. The

town is on edge, and if we don't find that talisman soon, things could get ugly."
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I met her gaze, determination welling up inside me. "We'll pull through, Ana.

Harmony Grove has faced worse. We just need to stay united and keep pushing

forward."

Ana nodded, her eyes softening. "You've always been the optimist, Alexei. I hope

your optimism doesn't blind you to the reality of the situation."

I chuckled. "I'm the Mayor, Ana. Optimism is part of the job description."

She smirked. "Well, just don't let it get you killed. I can't handle being the sister of a

mayor-turned-martyr."

I rolled my eyes. "I'll do my best to stay alive, just for you."

Ana stood up, walking around the desk to hug me tightly. "Take care of yourself,

Alexei. And don't let the weight of the town crush you. You've got people who care

about you."

I returned the hug, grateful for the support. "I know, Ana. And I care about you too.

We'll get through this together."

With one last squeeze, Ana pulled away. "Keep your head up, Mayor. I'll see you

soon."

As she walked out of my office, I couldn't help but feel a renewed sense of

determination. Harmony Grove was facing challenges, but with the support of people

like Ana and our town's resilience, we would weather the storm.



***

A firm rap on my office door distracted me from the endless paperwork spread across

my desk. I am currently dealing with a lot, and my work keeps piling up. It doesn't

help that my mind is everywhere except here. I glanced up just in time to see a

courier clad in an elaborate cloak that betrayed his Fae heritage.

It was only a matter of time before they stepped in.

"You have a delivery, sir," the Fae said.

"Who's it from?" I raised an eyebrow, noting the peculiar insignia on the sealed

envelope he presented. The Fae inclined his head in acknowledgment, his features

revealing nothing of the message he bore.

"It's from the Council of Elders," he added, his voice carrying a weight that hinted at

the importance of the contents within.

I accepted the envelope, the parchment texture beneath my fingertips resonating with

an authority that transcended the mundane. The Fae lingered, his gaze piercing in a

way that only Fae eyes could be.

My curiosity piqued as the Fae made his exit, his cloak billowing with an ethereal

grace that hinted at the ancient power he bore.

I broke the wax seal and unfolded the parchment alone in my office. The words,

written precisely to mirror the Council's timeless authority, informed me of an urgent

meeting at the Council's assembly hall.

The assembly hall awaited, and with it, the scrutiny of the Council of Elders. I folded

the parchment, the insignia once again hidden beneath the creases. They wanted to



see me to discuss the current situation of things.

An hour later, I arrived at the assembly hall. I was prepared for whatever they would

throw at me.

I let out a heavy exhale as I stood outside the building. "Here we go."

As soon as I entered, I could feel the scrutiny of the council. Their expressions, a

mosaic of ageless wisdom and ancient power, regarded me with stern expectation.

With a regal air that befit his lineage, the Fae elder spoke first.

"Mayor Alexei, we have gathered due to recent events that have transpired in

Harmony Grove. Why did you not inform the Council of these matters?"

I met the Fae elder's gaze, a sense of disappointment seeping through his words. My

eyes flickered toward Karla, the Luminara leader, who stood at a distance, her

expression a mix of concern and defiance.

"I apologize for not informing the council sooner," I admitted, the weight of their

collective gaze bearing down on me.

The Fae elder raised an eyebrow, his voice firm. "Explain the situation. We have

heard that a human was found dead, and rumors speak of supernatural involvement."

I recounted the events—the scratches, the altered CCTV footage, and the recent

information I got from Evelyn—the connection to a supposed banshee who might be

living in Mystic Vale. The Council listened in silence, their eyes revealing a depth of

understanding that seemed to surpass my own.

When I finished, the Fae elder's gaze bore into me. "You allowed the Luminara leader

to inform us. Why?"



I turned to Karla, seeking an explanation. "Why did you inform the council without

consulting me first?"

I felt somewhat betrayed because I was sure we had it all under control, and now,

seeing her tell them without informing me, I felt like she was going against me.
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Karla met my gaze, her eyes holding a determined glint. "Because, Alexei, you were

not making progress in your investigation. I am not doubting Evelyn’s skills as

sheriff, but we all know it’s beyond that. The death, the altered footage—it's beyond

our usual challenges. There's dark magic at play here and if we don’t come together

to find a solution as soon as possible, we will be vulnerable to attack."

"The air has been thicker with bad energy; a lot is hanging in the balance," she added,

and I had to agree with her. I could feel it, too.

The Fae elder, his expression unyielding, continued. "The Council should have been

informed of this immediately. This doesn't look good for us."

I felt a mixture of frustration and understanding. Karla's decision, though unorthodox,

stemmed from a concern for the well-being of Harmony Grove. The Council's

reprimand, however, served as a stark reminder that our actions held consequences

that reverberated beyond our town.

"I apologize to the council for not following the proper channels. I would have

informed you had I been given time" I admitted, my gaze towards Karla.

The Fae elder's stern countenance softened, a glimmer of understanding in his eyes.

"This is a delicate situation, Mayor Alexei. We must navigate it with caution. We

have a killer among us, and we need to find them. something tells me they won't be

that easy to find."

The Council deliberated, exchanging murmurs among themselves. The weight of

their decisions, the ancient knowledge they possessed, pressed upon me.



Finally, the Fae elder spoke, his words echoing with urgency. "Alexei, we expect you

to collaborate with the Luminara leader and any other supernatural entities willing to

assist. We need to get rid of whatever dark energy is swirling around before it gets rid

of us. We have been around for so long that we know the doom dark energy can

bring."

I nodded, acknowledging the Council's directive. As the assembly dispersed, I

exchanged a glance with Karla. The challenges ahead were formidable, and our

shared responsibility to Harmony Grove weighed heavily upon us.

As I left the assembly hall, the Council's words lingered in my mind. The killer’s

actions, if left unchecked, could spiral into a catastrophe threatening Harmony Grove

and the balance of the entire supernatural world. The urgency of our investigation had

reached a critical point, and the unity of the supernatural community became

paramount in facing a threat that transcended the ordinary challenges we had

encountered before.

My phone buzzed, and I pulled it out to see Evelyn's name on the screen. I sighed as I

swiped my hand over the accept button. She probably wanted an update.

"We just saw each other an hour ago. Tell me you missed me and there is no

emergency,” I said, only half-joking, as I picked up, and I waited for her response as I

made my way to my car.

Chapter 12 - The Missing Alpha

Evelyn

Ineeded answers, and I needed them fast. After some thinking, I decided it was time

to dig deeper. At Karla's place, I got a hunch that something was missing, but hidden

in plain sight.



I had this hunch that we needed a closer look at Alpha Mark's body, so I called

Alexei. It was too risky to do it with other people, and I didn't want to draw

unnecessary attention to the murder again; I didn't want to plant ideas, especially now

that I knew we were being watched closely by someone or something.

I called Alexei again, but it went to voicemail, so I decided to leave him one. Maybe

he was busy and would get back to me, but I would keep looking for their similarities

for now.

"Hey, Alexei, it's me. I've got an idea. Let's dig up Alpha Mark's body and run

another autopsy. The first exam was too rushedsince we were trying not to let the

news leak. We might find something else."

I was still working when the loud shrill of my phone interrupted my thoughts. It was

Alexei, and I picked it up before walking into my office for a secure conversation.

"Sorry, I was busy with the Council of Elders. I listened to your voicemail as soon as

I finished. Are you sure?" he said lowly as soon I picked up, and I sighed. This

investigation was taking its toll on all of us.

"Yes, I am. It wouldn’t hurt to take another look would it. It's been just a few days,

and we can still find something useful," I replied, hoping he would see my point of

view.

There was a pause on the other end of the line, then Alexei's voice came through,

determined. "You think it'll give us more clues?"

I nodded, even though he couldn't see it. "Yeah, I do. Meet me later, and we’ll drive

there together.”

"Sure thing, Evelyn. I'll be there."



***

The sun set as we reached the burial site. We exchanged a glance, and without a

word, we began digging.

As the dirt piled up beside us, Alexei finally broke the silence. "You really think this

will help, Evelyn?"

I wiped the sweat from my forehead, pushing the shovel into the ground. "I don't

know, but it's worth a shot. The first analysis was rushed, and we might have missed

something."

We worked in silence for a while, the only sound was the rhythmic thud of shovels

hitting the ground. As we reached the coffin, a sense of unease settled over me. The

lid was open, revealing an empty coffin.

We both stood in shock as we stared at the coffin. Few people knew that Alpha Mark

was buried here. This could mean many things. Most notably, things just got a lot

scarier.
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"He was supposed to be here. What the hell happened to his body?" Alexei asked and

I shook my head slowly, dumbfounded. I couldn’t find my voice, and knowing

someone had just set us a thousand steps back was making me feel dreadful.

I nodded, a sense of urgency coursing through me. "We need to find out who took his

body and why. It is the key to unraveling this whole mess. It's even worse because we

have no idea what they will use the body for. It could set a lot of things in motion."

"We will talk more when we get home. Let’s get out of here first. Right now," Alexei

said curtly, and I nodded. Having sensitive conversations in the open like this,

especially since someone had been here before us, wasn't the smartest thing to do.

We hastily closed the coffin, shoveling the dirt back on top in record time before

leaving the burial site in a hurry. Frustration and helplessness washed over me. "This

just keeps getting more complicated," I muttered.

Alexei squeezed my hand. "We won't let this stop us, Evelyn. We'll find out who's

behind this and bring them to justice."

I looked into his eyes; they gave me the reassurance I sought. "I know we will,

Alexei. We just need to keep pushing forward, no matter what."

As we walked away from the burial site, the darkness of the night enveloped us. The

mystery deepened, but so did our resolve. Together, as sheriff and mayor and, more

importantly, partners, we would uncover the truth and bring peace back to Harmony

Grove.



***

The Sheriff’s Department was dimly lit when Oberyn walked in. His eyes, filled with

worry and frustration, met mine. He didn't waste any time beating around the bush. I

knew he would come here. I just didn't think it would be this soon.

"Evelyn, we need to find Alpha Mark. Some of the pack members are suspecting me,

thinking I had something to do with his disappearance, especially with my initial

reluctance for the treaty. I need your help. The pack members don’t even know the

talisman is missing and we have a full moon approaching, we need to find it before

then and find Mark too."

I took a deep breath, my mind racing. I couldn't tell him the truth about Mark's death.

I had to keep it a secret to avoid chaos within the werewolf pack.

"Oberyn, I'll do everything possible to help you find Mark. We'll prove your

innocence and bring your friend home."

He nodded, a mix of gratitude and tension on his face. "I appreciate that, Evelyn. This

whole thing is still a surprise to me, Mark isn’t a deserter, he would never leave us or

the pack. At least not without goodbye. Something is wrong and I can feel it in my

wolf."

"We'll find him and the talisman," I assured him, though guilt gnawed at me from the

inside. The talisman could be anywhere right now, and Mark's body was missing, too,

but here I was, assuring Oberyn that I would find his alpha.

Oberyn's eyes bore into mine. "I've got to clear my name, Evelyn. I can't have my

pack turning against me."

"I understand, Oberyn. I’ve started the investigation; we'll find Mark, and you'll have



the chance to prove your innocence."

He nodded again, a flicker of hope in his eyes. "Thank you, Evelyn. I'll be waiting for

your updates."

As Oberyn left my office, I sank into my chair. The weight of the secret I was

keeping from him pressed down on me. I promised to find Mark, but I already knew

where he was – sixfeet under. It was even worse now that his body was missing, and

we had no leads on the missing talisman, either.

I forced myself to focus on the task at hand. I couldn't let Oberyn down now that he

had come to me directly. The pack was on the verge of chaos, suspicions threatening

to tear it apart. I needed answers, and I needed them fast.

The pack dynamics were shifting, and I couldn't help but wonder if the killer was

someone within their own ranks. What if Mark had enemies, people who wanted him

gone? I couldn't even tell Oberyn that to his face. It just doesn't feel right.

***

The next day, the pack gathered in a clearing, tension thick in the air. Oberyn stood

beside me, his gaze fixed on the expectant faces of his fellow werewolves.

"I know you're all worried and anxious," I began, my voice carrying through the

silence. "We're working tirelessly to find Mark. It's a complex situation, and we need

your cooperation and trust."

Questions and murmurs rippled through the pack, but I held up my hand. "I can't

reveal all the details yet, but I promise you, we're making progress. Trust in Oberyn

as your beta, and trust in me to bring Alpha Mark back to you."



Oberyn stepped forward, his eyes meeting mine. "I need your support, my pack.

We're facing challenges, but together, we'll overcome them. Evelyn is doing

everything she can to find Mark, and we need to stand united."

The pack members exchanged glances, but finally a sense of solidarity settled in. I

could see the trust slowly building, though the shadows of suspicion still lingered.

As the meeting dispersed, Oberyn approached me. "Thank you, Evelyn. I don't know

how much longer I could have held them together."

I nodded, my mind still occupied with the looming truth. "We'll find Mark, Oberyn. I

promise."

After the pack dispersed, I returned to my office. The weight of the secret I was

keeping from Oberyn and the werewolves pressed down on me like a boulder. I

collapsed into my chair, exhaustion seeping into every bone.

The truth was a heavy burden, but I couldn't let it crush the fragile peace we

desperately tried to maintain in Harmony Grove. I promised Oberyn I would find

Mark, and I intended to keep that promise – even if it meant confronting the painful

reality that Mark was gone for good. I was beginning to get an understanding of how

Alexei must have felt before when keeping such secrets from me.
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Chapter 13 - A Tease at the Truth

Alexei

Iwalked into the Sheriff’s Department, my mind heavy with thoughts. Evelyn was at

her desk, flipping through some paperwork. Judging by the severe look on her face,

she wasn't getting what she wanted. Which brings me back to the reason I am

stopping by now. I cleared my throat, and she looked up, a small smile forming on

her lips.

"Hey, Alexei. What brings you here?" she asked as soon as I got to her desk, and I

smiled.

I leaned against her desk. "I’ve missed you and thought we could grab some lunch.

Take a break from all this chaos, give your head a chance to clear?"

Her eyes sparkled with curiosity. "Lunch sounds good. I’ve missed you and our time

together too. Let me just grab my jacket."

We walked out of the building, and I could feel the weight of the ongoing situation in

Harmony Grove pressing down on me. I needed a moment away from everyone and

the constant reminders of our challenges.

I gestured towards my car. "Hop in. I know the perfect spot for us."

Evelyn slid into the passenger seat, and I started driving. I pulled out of the parking

lot and onto the road. Evelyn reached out for the stereo and pressed the play button.



Beautiful music filled the car, and we both sat in silence with our own thoughts.

I still needed a softer way to tell her what I intended to do, so I glanced at her while

driving. She was leaning against the backrest, nodding her head at intervals as she

enjoyed the music playing, and I could see the stress of the investigation on her.

Everyone was really going through it.

Evelyn glanced at me, her eyes filled with concern. "What's bothering you, Alexei?"

I sighed, my grip tightening on the steering wheel. "It's everything, Evelyn. Mark's

death, the burial, the missing body, and the talisman. I feel terrible lying to the face of

the werewolves like we have, if they were going to trust us at least, I need to give

them a reason to. I think we should come clean about everything."

She furrowed her brow. "Come clean? About everything?" I could see the sheer

surprise on her face, and I knew she wouldn't agree to that, but I hated how much the

guilt was weighing me down.

I nodded. "Yes, Evelyn. They deserve to know the truth. The pack needs closure, and

we can't keep hiding the reality fromthem. And letting them know, contributing their

help to the search would even make your workload lighter."

Evelyn's expression shifted, a mix of surprise and disagreement. "Alexei, I get your

point, but coming clean about Mark's death, the burial, and the missing body – it'll

create chaos. It's exactly what the one who killed him wants. It'll throw the werewolf

pack into turmoil and I just told them I would find him. Remember what kind of

power the person holding on to the missing talisman wields now. Imagine if the other

wolves try to get the talisman for themselves; it would set us back. It would cause

upheaval amongst them, something that could have been prevented."

I gripped the steering wheel tighter, frustration churning within me. "Evelyn, we can't



keep hiding the truth. It's only a matter of time before the werewolves find out, and

it'll be worse if they learn we kept it from them. They would never trust me or the

treaty again."

She sighed, her gaze fixed on the passing scenery. "I know it's hard, Alexei. But

revealing everything now will make things get out of hand. The pack won't be

controllable. Nobody will agree with your treaty anymore, and all the work you've

put into it will go down the drain."

I took a deep breath, trying to calm the storm within me. "I just can't stand the idea of

keeping them in the dark, Evelyn. We owe them the truth."

She placed a hand on my arm, her touch grounding. "I get it, Alexei. But we need to

be strategic about this. We can't let the chaos consume everything."

I nodded, her words sinking in. "You're right, Evelyn. I just don't want to lose their

trust."

"We won't, but we need to handle this carefully," she reassured.

I smiled at her before driving into my favorite food place. She leaned back into her

seat, her eyes looking far away as if deep in thought.

“We are here, love,” I called out, and she smiled before pushing the door open and

getting out. We went inside, and the waiter by the door greeted us with a big smile.

Evelyn perused the menu, her eyes lighting up at various options. "Alexei, I hope

you're not going to pull the 'safe choice' move again. We're here for an adventure!"

I grinned, leaning back comfortably. "Sheriff, you know me too well. But today, I'm

feeling daring. Let's go for the chef's special."



She arched an eyebrow, a playful smile tugging at her lips. "Feeling adventurous,

Mayor? I like it. Surprise me."

As we waited for food, the conversation turned toward the culinary realm. It was nice

to be talking casually and pushing the crazy reality of our life to the back of or minds,

at least for a while.

"So, Mayor, any secret chef talents I should know about? Do you whip up gourmet

meals when no one's looking?"

I chuckled, shaking my head. "Not exactly, Sheriff. But I do have an inside scoop

here. I've known the chef for ages. We go way back."

Evelyn smirked, raising an eyebrow. "Oh, really? And here I thought you were just a

man of politics."



Page 23

Source Creation Date: July 16, 2025, 7:46 am

I leaned in, a conspiratorial glint in my eye. "Behind every successful Mayor is a

secret connection to an amazing chef. It's a well-known fact."

She laughed, shaking her head. "You never fail to surprise me, Alexei. A mayor with

culinary connections – who would've thought?"

As our plates arrived, the rich aromas tantalized our senses. We delved into the meal,

savoring the exquisite flavors. Therestaurant hummed with a lively atmosphere, our

laughter mingling with the chatter of other patrons.

Evelyn took a bite, her eyes widening in delight. "Okay, Alexei, you and your chef

friend have excellent taste. This is amazing."

I grinned, a sense of satisfaction washing over me. "Told you. The mayor knows how

to pick a good place."

She rolled her eyes playfully. "Alright, Mayor Gourmet. I'll give you this one. This

meal is fantastic."

As we finished our meal, Evelyn looked at me with determination. "We'll figure this

out, Alexei. We'll find the talisman, unravel the mystery of Mark's death, and

navigate through the challenges."

I nodded, grateful for her steady presence. "You're right, Evelyn. We'll face this

together."

Our conversation was interrupted by the loud shrill of Evelyn’s phone, and she took it



out of her pocket. She looked at me before raising it up, and I nodded. The caller ID

was Deputy Turner, and I wondered what might have happened.

“What the hell? We are on our way back right now.” She said into the phone before

she started jogging towards the car. I followed, wondering what the hell was

happening at the Sheriff’s Department and why they required our presence.

“There’s an emergency at the office, we need to get there right now. They didn’t say

what emergency though, they just told me to get back as soon as possible.” She filled

me in as I got into the car, and I drove out of the restaurant as fast as I could.

As we entered the Sheriff’s Department, the atmosphere seemed charged with

urgency.

Evelyn and I exchanged glances, silently acknowledging the unspoken tension. How

dire was this emergency?

Deputy Turner greeted us with a grave expression.

"We've got a situation, Sheriff, Mayor," he said, his voice laced with urgency.

Evelyn's brows furrowed. "What's going on, Turner?"

“You need to see for yourself.” He replied curtly as he led to the table where a bulky

envelope had been opened.

Chapter 14 - The Images

Evelyn

Iapproached the envelope cautiously, my gloved fingers tracing the edges before



lifting the flap. Judging by the look on the faces of the deputies, I guessed the

contents would be very strange, and I was prepared for that. The contents inside sent

a chill down my spine – images. Oh my God.

Disturbing images that would forever be etched in my memory. Alpha Mark hung on

a crucifix, eyes gouged out, suspended in the desolation of a vast field. A sickening

feeling of dread gripped me as I saw the gruesome scene captured in those

photographs.

Whoever did this knew exactly what he was doing, and he knew what he wanted to

get out of causing this chaos.

My hand trembled as I reached for the little note attached. The words were taunting, a

sick invitation to a horrifying game. "The games are just getting started," it mocked

me. Whoever sent it was making me a promise, a sinister promise that sent tremors

down my spine.

I took a deep breath, trying to push back the wave of shock and horror threatening to

consume me. The killer was escalating, and the twisted game had just begun. I

needed to act, to find a way to stop this madness before more lives were lost. These

people all trust me, and I would hate to let them down.

"Start a search," I instructed, my voice steady despite the turmoil within. "Find any

trace of how these pictures got here."

The deputy nodded, concern etched on his face. "We'll get on it, Sheriff."

As the search began, I paced the room, my mind racing. The killer was toying with

us, playing a sinister game that seemed to have no end. I couldn't let the fear and

frustration show – not now, when the sick bastard needed a worthy opponent. If he

wanted to play games, I would show him the right way to play.



The deputy returned, a frown creasing his forehead. "Sheriff, the envelope was

brought in by a mailman. We're checking the CCTV footage to identify him."

I nodded, my jaw clenching. "Good. Let me know the moment you find anything."

The minutes stretched into an agonizing wait as we scrutinized the surveillance

footage. The mailman moved with a calculated precision, avoiding the cameras like a

phantom. His face remained hidden, a frustrating mystery that intensified my

agitation.
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"He's good," the deputy muttered, the strain of the day evident in his voice. "We can't

get a clear shot of his face. It's like he knew where every camera was."

I sighed, the weight of the situation settling on me like a leaden cloak. "Keep looking.

We need to find any lead we can."

The deputy nodded and returned to the task at hand. I couldn't shake the feeling of

being played, of being one step behind a cunning and elusive adversary. The killer

was orchestrating this macabre symphony, and I felt like a helpless spectator.

The deputy's voice broke through my thoughts. "Sheriff, we've reached a dead end

with the CCTV. The mailman was too elusive. There's no way to identify him."

I clenched my fists, frustration boiling within me. "Damn it. We can't let him slip

through our fingers like this."

The deputy hesitated before speaking, "Sheriff, I know this is tough, but we need to

consider the possibility that the killer might be someone close, someone within the

department."

I shot him a sharp glance, my eyes narrowing. "I can't entertain that thought. We're a

team here. No one from within would do something like this."

He sighed, understanding the gravity of the accusation. "I hope you're right, Sheriff.

But we need to explore every possibility."

I nodded reluctantly, the shadows of doubt tainting the unity within the department. I



hated that the killer had managed to cast this sinister doubt among us, sowing seeds

of mistrust within our ranks.

As the search continued, I couldn't shake off the feeling that the killer was watching,

reveling in the chaos and fear he was spreading. I hated being one step behind,

reacting to the horrors he orchestrated.

The deputy's voice interrupted my thoughts. "Sheriff, there's something you should

see."

I walked over to the screen, my eyes narrowing at the footage. It was the mailman,

his face still hidden, but something caughtmy attention – a peculiar mark on his hand.

A symbol that seemed vaguely familiar.

"Enhance that image," I ordered, my heart pounding as the deputy manipulated the

footage.

As the image sharpened, my breath caught. The symbol on the mailman's hand – it

was the same symbol as the one on the talisman that had gone missing. A sick

realization dawned on me, and a cold anger surged through my veins.

"We need to find this mailman," I declared, my voice cutting through the tension in

the room. "And when we do, we'll unravel the truth behind these games."

The department buzzed with urgency as we intensified the search, determined to

confront the puppet master orchestrating the nightmare in Harmony Grove. The killer

might be playing a twisted game, but I was resolved to bring an end to it, to unmask

the darkness that lurked within our community.

The shrill ring of my phone pierced through the heavy air of the office, pulling my

attention away from the disturbing images on the table. I picked it up, the urgency in



Oberyn's voice sending almost numbness down my spine.

"Sheriff Evelyn," he spoke, his voice laced with panic. "We just found Alpha Mark.

He's been killed. Hanging in a field not far from the pack territory."

My heart sank, and a cold dread settled in my stomach. The killer had not only sent

us the images but also informed the werewolves.Things are about to go very badly. I

just hope I can contain the situation before it gets ugly if the werewolves figure out

that we already knew about Mark’s death.

"I'm on my way, Beta Oberyn. Gather the pack, and we'll meet you there."

I called for my deputies, and we rushed to the scene. I climbed into Alexei's car, the

engine roaring as we sped towards thepack's location. The atmosphere inside the car

was tense, each of us grappling with the shock of the recent events.

The field came into view, and my heart pounded in my chest. Alpha Mark's lifeless

form hung on the crucifix, a grotesque echo of the images we had received earlier.

The deputies carefully brought down the body, and we began to examine it.

Alpha Mark's Luna, grief etched on her face, insisted on no autopsy. She pleaded that

it was too invasive, and instead, our focus should be on finding the talisman,

preventing it from falling into the wrong hands.

I nodded, understanding the pain in her eyes and respecting her wishes. We buried

him within the pack grounds, a solemn ceremony that marked the tragic end of a

leader.

After the burial, I addressed the pack, standing before them with a heavy heart. "I

promise you all that we will focus all our attention on finding the talisman. We won't

rest until it's secure and out of reach of those who seek to harm us. In these trying



times, we must stand united. Together, we will overcome this darkness."

As I left the pack, a teen boy approached me, his eyes filled with accusation. "If the

other supernaturals hadn't come into our lives, Alpha Mark would never have died."

His words hung in the air, a bitter reminder of Harmony Grove's complexities. I

looked into his eyes, understanding the pain and anger. "We're doing everything we

can to bring justice, to find the one responsible. But blaming each other won't help us

heal. We need unity now more than ever."

He sighed, the weight of grief evident in his gaze. "I just can't believe he's gone."

"I know," I said softly, touching his shoulder. "We'll find the truth, and we'll honor

Alpha Mark's memory by standing strong together."

As I walked away from the grieving teen, I couldn't shake off the heavy burden that

had settled over Harmony Grove. The killer was playing a twisted game, and every

move seemed to lead to more heartache.
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Chapter 15 - The Werewolves’ Ultimatum

Alexei

When I got the call from the Supernatural Council about another impromptu meeting,

I knew it was long overdue. I have suspicions about it being about Alpha Mark's body

that was found and the reaction of the wolves.

I don't want to make assumptions yet, so I will attend the meeting and hear whatever

they say. The drive to the meeting point was slower than it should have been, so I

needed the time to clear my head before heading in.

As I walked in, the first person I saw was Beta Oberyn. I knew my gut was right, and

this meeting was about the werewolves. I wonder what they have to say this time.

Beta Oberyn didn't look like he came here for a friendly visit.

His amber eyes held a simmering anger that sent shivers down my spine despite the

vampire chill already coursing through my veins.

The air crackled with tension as the council elders, ancient vampires with faces

etched like weathered stone, shuffled into the warehouse. The stale air seemed to

thicken under their scrutiny. Oberyn, his face still a mask of fury, barely

acknowledged their arrival.

"Elders," I inclined my head in respect. "Thank you for this meeting."

The eldest, a wizened figure named Tiberius, leaned heavily on his gnarled oak staff.



"Alexei," he rasped, his voice a dry whisper. "Beta Oberyn. We understand tensions

are high, but the council demands decorum."

Oberyn scoffed. "Decorum won't bring Mark back."

Tiberius ignored him. His gaze was sharp as a hawk's.

"Beta Oberyn, you claim to speak for the entire werewolf clan?"

Oberyn puffed out his chest. "I do. We're done with this treaty. Done with Harmony

Grove."

"A historic decision," Tiberius said, his voice betraying none of his emotions. "One

not to be taken lightly."

Oberyn slammed a fist on the table. "We haven't taken it lightly! Our Alpha is dead.

Murdered because of this forced integration!"

One of the elders, a woman named Elara with eyes that glittered like amethyst, leaned

forward. "The investigation is ongoing, Beta. We will find your Alpha's killer."

"Will you?" Oberyn's voice was laced with bitter doubt. "Or will it be another dead

end, another excuse for inaction?"

Silence descended, punctuated only by the ragged rasp of Oberyn's breathing. Finally,

Tiberius spoke, his voice laced with a newfound firmness. "Beta Oberyn, we

understand your grief.The loss of an Alpha is a wound that runs deep. However, the

treaty…"

"The treaty got Mark killed!" Oberyn roared, cutting him off.



I gritted my teeth. "We're still looking for the talisman, Oberyn. We haven't given up

on finding a way to protect you all."

He glared at me. "Don't pretend you care about the talisman when you couldn't

protect our leader!"

"This is unacceptable," I said, my voice echoing in the cavernous space. "We've

enjoyed peace under the treaty. Leaving now, isolating yourselves, is not the answer.

We need to stick together as a team."

Oberyn snorted, a rumbling sound that shook the cobwebs. "Peace? You call the

murder of our Alpha peace?"

My jaw clenched. "We're still investigating, Oberyn. You know we are."

"Investigating what?!" He slammed his fist on the chipped wooden table between us.

"That humans did it? Or that some rogue witch decided to test their power on a

werewolf?"

"We're not pointing fingers," I countered, forcing my voice to remain calm. Evelyn

would have my head if I let my temper flare. We have been working too hard for us

to let all of it go down the drain like this. It took months to convince everyone that

this was a good idea, and all that work wasn’t about to go down the drain because I

couldn’t keep my emotions in check.

If the werewolves pull out successfully, I know the witches would leave next; not

even Evelyn’s affiliation with them would keep things under wraps.

"We're looking at all possibilities," I replied, trying to make him see reason. I knew

he was usually understanding, but this switch overnight was scary.



"Possibilities that lead nowhere," he spat. "Mark wouldn't have attended that event at

all if we hadn't been lulled into afalse sense of security by your precious treaty. At

least now we all know you don’t care about any of us."
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"That is not true! That treaty has benefited everyone," I argued. "Humans and

supernaturals have coexisted here for generations. Pulling out now throws all that

progress away."

"Progress built on a lie," Oberyn countered. "A lie that got our alpha killed."

There was no reasoning with him. Grief had morphed into a dangerous resentment,

and I knew it wouldn't be easy to sway him. His pack members are probably putting

too much pressure on him and he would rather go against us than them.

"We will find Mark's killer," I promised, pushing myself further back in the rickety

chair.

"We will. But leaving Harmony Grove won't solve anything. Your pack needs the

resources we offer, the protection…"

He scoffed. "Protection from you lot? We'll manage just fine on our own, thank you

very much."

Frustration gnawed at me. "Oberyn, this isn't some childish tantrum. Leaving isolates

you and makes you vulnerable. You'll be targeted by every rogue out there, every

hunter who gets wind of your departure."

A flicker of doubt crossed his eyes. It was the smallest opening, but it was there.

"We can handle ourselves we have always done that before you came to us with your

damn treaty," he growled, the defiance in his voice a touch less absolute than before.



Trying a different, dangerous tactic, I leaned forward in the chair, resting my elbows

on my knees and interlocking my hands. “Tell me, Oberyn, did you think your alpha

was strong?”

Oberyn’s head snapped back as if I’d struck him.

“Of course I do! … Or did,” Oberyn stammered, clearly flustered by the change in

topic.

The approach was twofold. On one hand, saying no would strain his relations with

those pack members who were fiercely loyal to the late alpha. On the other hand, if

he says yes…

“Don’t you think, then, that Mark would have fought whatever killed him with

everything he had to get back to his pack?” I met Oberyn’s angry eyes unflinchingly.

I knew I had him right where I needed him.

“Yes, but—”

I cut Oberyn off, earning a low growl of annoyance. He may be the beta, but he was

no less accustomed to respect than the alpha. “Then I think we can agree that

although your pack could take care of itself before the treaty, times have changed.

There is a mutual enemy out there that was able to take down your strongest pack

member. You want to remain part of this treaty. At least until this is all resolved.”

Silence stretched, thick and heavy. Oberyn stared at the chipped table, his breaths

coming out in ragged bursts.

"We'll find Mark's killer—," I pressed, hoping to capitalize on the momentary

hesitation. "Together. That's what the treaty demands. That's what our alliance stands

for." I stood from the chair, walking to where Oberyn sat and extended my hand to



him.

He looked up, his gaze meeting mine. The anger was still there, but a sliver of

something else flickered alongside it – a flicker of understanding, maybe even a

flicker of acceptance.

"Find his killer," he said, his voice rough. "Find him, and maybe… maybe we can

talk about the treaty again." Oberyn grasped my extended hand firmly, jerking my

arm down in the angriest shake I had ever experienced.

It wasn't perfect, but it was a start. A shaky truce, a promise. It wasn't much, but it

was all we had at the moment.

"We will," I assured him, relief washing over me. "We'll find him."

We sat in silence for another minute, the silence thick with the weight of what had

transpired. Then, with a final glare, Oberyn rose from the chair, turning to face the

rest of the council.

"You have ONE week to find the killer," he declared, his voice heavy with finality.

"If Mark's killer is not found by then, we handle things our way."

I took a deep breath. "We respect your decision, Beta Oberyn. The search for the

talisman and the killer will continue. It's in everyone's best interest to find both, as we

don’t know who might be next."

My stomach clenched. It wasn't going to be easy to resolve this in a week but we had

to try.

Tiberius turned to me, his gaze unwavering. "Alexei, ensure the investigation into the

killings gets wrapped up swiftly. The humans cannot afford another reason to fear



what lurks in the shadows."

The weight of his words settled heavily on me. Harmony Grove, the fragile peace

we'd built for centuries, was teetering on the brink.

Oberyn stormed out of the meeting, leaving me alone with my thoughts in the

council’s chambers. My head throbbed, exhaustion settling in alongside the worry.

It was time to head back, clear my head, and give Evelyn the time constraint issued

by Oberyn. We have a crazed killer roaming free after all of us.
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Chapter 16 - The Supernatural Library

Evelyn

Alexei returned from the supernatural meeting just in time to join me and the

remaining deputies heading to the supernatural library to do some digging around and

find out more about Banshees and the possibilities of them being behind the attacks in

Harmony Grove.

From the look on his face, he looked like the pressure of everything was getting to

him badly. After getting the news of the one-week deadline I had to step up my pace

if we were even going to come close.

Hour after hour, we sifted through dusty tomes and ancient scrolls, chasing elusive

answers. The banshee's secrets remained in mystery, leaving us grasping at shadows.

As the night wore on, exhaustion clawed at our resolve, and the weight of our failure

pressed down on us.

Stepping closer, I hesitated before wrapping my arms around him from behind. The

raw power emanating from him subsided as he sagged against me, the tension

draining away.

My voice was a soft whisper in the quiet library, "Alexei, we'll find a way. Losing

control won't solve anything." Frustration simmered beneath the surface as Alexei,

unable to contain it any longer, unleashed his strength on the library wall. The impact

cracked the stone, a visceral manifestation of the turmoil within. I watched, my heart

aching for him, as the crack spread like a web, echoing the fractures in our attempts



to unveil the banshee's truth.

His shoulders relaxed, and he turned to face me, the weariness etched in his eyes. "I

know, Evelyn. It's just frustrating. I promised to protect the town, and now it feels

like everything is slipping through my fingers."

I met his gaze, my fingers tracing a reassuring pattern on his arm. "We're in this

together. We'll find a solution. Let's regroup and approach this with a clear mind."

With a reluctant nod, Alexei signaled to the team to wrap up their research. The

others gathered their findings, expressions mirrored with the same frustration that

clouded the air. We left the library, the heavy door creaking shut behind us, sealing

the secrets of the banshee within its dusty confines.

Entering the house, the air felt heavy with unresolved tension. The banshee's enigma

lingered like a ghost, a constant reminder of our inadequacy. Alexei paced the room,

his frustration evident in every step.

"I can't shake the feeling that there's something we're missing," he muttered, his voice

carrying a hint of self-doubt.

Sitting on the edge of the couch, I motioned for him to join me. "We'll figure it out.

Sometimes answers come when you least expect them. Let's take a moment and clear

our minds."

He sank down beside me, running a hand through his hair. "I just hate feeling

powerless. Like I can't fulfil my promise to protect Harmony Grove."

Leaning against him, I traced comforting circles on his back. "You're doing

everything you can, Alexei. We'll find a way to stop the banshee. Right now, let's

take a break. We'll start fresh tomorrow."



He let out a deep breath, the weight of responsibility momentarily lifted. "You're

right, Evelyn. I just need to regroup."

But the anger still lingered, a storm within him. "It's frustrating, Evelyn. I thought

becoming the mayor would mean I could protect the town, keep everyone safe. Now,

with the werewolf alpha and a human dead and the banshee haunting us, I feel like

our peace plan for the treaty is coming apart. I need to step up my vampire intuition

into who or what is doing these things in our town."

I shifted closer, placing a gentle hand on his arm. "Alexei, being a leader doesn't

mean you have all the answers. It means facing challenges head-on, even when they

seem insurmountable. You're fighting for Harmony Grove."

His gaze met mine, the frustration and doubt reflecting in his eyes. "What if I can't

find a way to stop this banshee? What if more lives are lost?"

I cupped his face in my hands, forcing him to look at me. "We can't predict the future,

Alexei. But we can control how we face it. We'll find a way. Together."

His shoulders slumped, the weight of his burdens lifting as he allowed himself to lean

into my touch. "I just want to protect everyone."

"I know," I whispered, my thumb brushing away the tension on his forehead. "And

we will, but you can't carry it all on yourown. Lean on me, on your friends, and your

sister. We're here for you."

He nodded, the vulnerability in his eyes reflecting the toll this responsibility took on

him. Our shared silence speaking volumes. The banshee's threat seemed distant,

overshadowed by the quiet reassurance of our connection.

As the minutes passed, the tension melted away, replaced by a shared understanding.



Alexei's anger transformed into a subdued determination. I sensed a shift, an

acceptance that the path ahead might be challenging, but he wouldn't face it alone.

Finally, breaking the quietude, he looked up at me. "Thank you, Evelyn. I needed

this."

A soft smile played on my lips. "Anytime, Alexei. We're a team, remember? And I

love you. Now, let's get some rest. Tomorrow is a new day, and we'll face whatever

comes together."

He nodded, and as we embraced, the walls of the house seemed to hold the promise

of resilience. In that moment, our shared strength drowned out the haunting threats,

leaving only the calm of a newfound unity.

***

As we entered the bedroom and sat next to each other, Alexei turned to face me.

“Thank you so much for today, Evelyn. You don't know how much I love you.”
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Before I could respond, he pressed his lips on mine and kissed me.

In that moment, everything seemed to stand still. I cupped his face with my hands and

heard him groan. He reached for my neck and held my head in place while he kissed

me. The gentle pressure of his firm yet soft hands on my neck sent shivers down my

spine, as if his touch held the power to ignite themost profound of emotions within

me. The warmth of his mouth pressed against mine felt amazing, and he tasted so

good that I couldn't hold back the soft sighs that escaped my lips. I was filled with an

undeniable yearning that had been building inside for far too long. Work had gotten

in the way of our love. No more.

Soon, the kiss turned hungry and our mouths kept moving in perfect harmony. His

fingers reached down from my neck and found the buttons of my shirt. Gently, he

began to release each button. When the shirt was finally off, he unhooked my bra,

releasing my breasts from their restraints.

He pulled away from the kiss and stared into my eyes for a moment. My nipples had

formed rock-hard pink peaks, and I felt a wetness between my thighs. It had been too

long. We had been so busy.

"Fuck, you have really perfect breasts, Evelyn. " He whispered.

I moaned when he began to squeeze my left breast gently. As his right hand busied

itself with my left breast, he took the nipple of the right breast into his mouth.

"Oh," the small moan escaped my lips before I could stop it. "Please don't stop. That

feels so damn good."



After a few minutes of playing with my nipple oh so lightly with his tongue, he

switched to the other breast and kept sucking.

As he sucked and fondled them, he allowed his hands to roam down to my ass and

before I knew what was happening, he spanked it gently.

I was shocked and turned on at the same time. I had never had anyone do that to me

before and the sensation was amazing.

I moaned and the sound must have pleased him because he did it again. My hands

reached into his hair and I tugged on it lightly.

I couldn't wait any longer. "Fucking make love to me, please." I whispered.

"What?" he asked, releasing the nipple he was sucking with apop!sound.

"I want you to fuck me, Alexei. I don't think I can wait any longer."

Immediately, he started to tug on his tie and struggled out of the rest of his clothes. I

did the same and in a matter of seconds, we were both naked.

Alexei's engorged cock stood majestically, and I could only marvel at it. It was so

big, and I wanted every inch of it inside me, now.

Without warning, he picked me up and laid me down on the bed.

I didn't need him to tell me before I opened my legs.

Alexei looked down and I saw him visibly pause. "You're so wet for me."

I bit my lower lip, his eyes drawn to the act. For some reason, seeing me do that made



him groan and he grabbed his cock before gently easing it inside me.

"Oh my God!" I moaned, my eyes rolling to the back of my head.

Alexei held on to my waist as he thrust into me. With every inch of his dick buried

inside me, I nearly lost my mind.

I slowly started to match his thrusts with my hips and soon, we were going at the

same pace. Not long after, I began to feel the familiar buildup of my orgasm in my

lower abdomen.

"I'm coming," I whispered into his ear, and he let out the most satisfying groan I had

ever heard. Just as I was seconds from reaching the peak of my orgasm, he looked up

and groaned, releasing all of himself into me.

Chapter 17 - Back Off

Alexei

The stack of paperwork on my desk mocked me. Budget reports, zoning permits,

council agendas – all the mundane trappings of being mayor. Yet, none of it held my

attention. My mind kept replaying the last meeting with Oberyn; everything is truly

falling apart and there’s nothing I can do about it.

The loud shrill of the telephone interrupted my train of thought, and I reached for the

receiver before picking it up.

“Mayor Alexei here,” I said, and the low hiss I got as a response confirmed who the

caller was–Beta Oberyn. He didn’t sound like he called to change his mind, so I

wonder what he wanted this time.



"I agreed to give you one week. I did not agree to take part in your process or grant

you access to my pack. Tell the Sheriff to keep her questions and prying away from

my people!” he roared.
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"We just want to grieve our alpha and adjust in peace without smearing his memory

with this investigation. This would never have happened if we hadn’t attended your

stupid peace ball.” The line went dead before I could issue any response.

This wouldn’t be an easy conversation to have with Evelyn.

The drive to her office was a blur. Every traffic light felt like an eternity, every car

horn, a personal attack. By the time I pulled into the dusty parking lot, my stomach

was churning with a mixture of dread and determination.

The fluorescent lights of the room hummed overhead, casting a sterile glow on the

cluttered desk. Evelyn, her brow furrowed in concentration, scribbled notes on a case

file. I cleared my throat, and she looked up, surprise flickering across her face.

"Alexei?" she said, setting down her pen. "What are you doing here?"

My stomach twisted with a knot of apprehension. This wouldn't be an easy

conversation. "We need to talk," I said, my voice tight.

She gestured to the chair across from her desk. "Sure," she said, her voice cautious.

"About what?"

"The investigation," I blurted out, hating the way my voice lacked conviction.

"The investigation into the talisman and…" Evelyn started, her eyes sharpening. "The

murders?"



I took a deep breath. "Both." Saying those words out loud felt like betraying Evelyn. I

know how badly she wants to solve this case, and having access to the pack was her

best avenue to get information about Mark since no one else really knew the wolves.

"Alexei," she started, her brow furrowing further. "What's going on?"

"The werewolves," I began, forcing myself to meet her gaze. "They want us,

specifically you, to stay away from them for the duration of the investigation into

Mark’s murder."

"Stay away?" she echoed, incredulous. "Mark deserves justice and Oberyn knows that

too. We need to include them in this investigation!"

"I know," I said, my voice a hoarse whisper. "Believe me, I know."

"And what about his wife and children?" she pressed. "Don't they deserve to know

whoever killed their father?"

"They no longer want to be involved. The council already gave an official order. We

are to steer clear of the werewolves while we finish Mark’s murder investigation.

They said they want to preserve whatever is left of his memory and not taint it with

us snooping around." I continued.

Evelyn leaned back in her chair, her jaw clenched tight. Silence stretched between us,

thick with unspoken tension. I knew what she was thinking – appeasement wasn't an

option. Not for her.

"There has to be another way," she finally said, her voice low and determined.

"There is," I countered, a plan slowly forming in my mind. "We just need to be…

creative."



Her gaze narrowed. "Creative?"

"We don’t involve them in the official investigation," I explained quickly, "but keep

digging quietly. Discreetly."

She snorted. "Discreetly? Me? Alexei, you know that's not exactly my style."

A small smile tugged at the corner of my lips. It was true. Evelyn, the sheriff with a

badge as big as her personality, wasn't known for subtlety.

"We'll figure something out," I said, more to myself than to her. "Together."

She didn't respond immediately, weighing the options in her mind. Finally, she let out

a sigh, a sound of defeat laced with frustration.

"Alright," she said, her voice resigned. "But if this blows up in our faces…"

"We'll deal with it then," I interjected, squeezing her hand across the desk. "For now,

we need to appease the council and the werewolves."

Evelyn nodded curtly.

She walked out of her office with me trailing behind her and she walked to the middle

of the investigation room, she cleared her throat.

"Alright, everyone," she announced her voice firm. "Effective immediately, we will

no longer involve the werewolves in the missing talisman and the recent… incidents."
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A collective murmur of surprise rippled through the room.

Evelyn continued, ignoring their reactions. "And from now on, any inquiries you may

feel need to involve them are to be forwarded to the mayor's office."

The room erupted in protests, a cacophony of confusion and discontent. Evelyn raised

a hand for silence, her expression hardening.

"This is a direct order from Mayor Alexei," she stated firmly. "Does anyone have any

questions?"

There were none that mattered. The deputies, well aware of the power dynamics at

play, simply exchanged uneasy glances. With a nod, Evelyn dismissed them, leaving

us alone in the tense quiet of the office.

"That went well," I muttered, a hint of sarcasm in my voice.

"It went as well as it could have, considering the circumstances," Evelyn retorted, her

eyes flashing. "This whole thing stinks, Alexei. And I don't like it."

"I know," I said, pulling her into a hug. The warmth of her body was a small comfort

in the face of the storm brewing around us.

"We'll get to the bottom of this, but it makes me feel the werewolves have something

to hide," she murmured against my shoulder, her voice firm with resolve."

I held her tighter, the weight of responsibility pressing down on me. Together. It was



all we had, and right now, it felt precariously thin against the growing darkness.

***

The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the asphalt as I walked out of the

building. Evelyn trailed behind me, her expression a stormy mix of frustration and

concern. We were headed home after a long day.

"Alexei," she started, her voice tight, "are you sure about this?"

I stopped, turning to face her. "About keeping them out of the investigation?" I raised

an eyebrow. "The council made their position clear. We can't afford to push the

werewolves further."

"But what about the victims?" she countered, her fiery spirit evident. "What about

justice? We can't just pretend they might not be involved."

"We're not pretending," I said gently. "We're taking a… different approach."

"A different approach sounds suspiciously like burying our heads in the sand," she

retorted. "This killer isn't going to stop, Alexei. They'll keep going until we catch

them."

I knew she was right. The cold, methodical efficiency of the killings chilled me to the

bone. There was a darkness at work here, something ancient and predatory.

"The werewolves don't want our help and want to be left alone," I pointed out, a hint

of frustration creeping into myvoice. "The sooner we stop involving them, the better

it is for everyone involved."

The shrill blare of the police scanner cut through the air, shattering the uneasy



silence. Evelyn whipped out her ringing phone, her face hardening as she listened.

"Another body," she said, her voice grim. "This time at the high school."

My stomach lurched. "Another one?"

"Another victim," she confirmed, slamming the car door shut. "Looks like I was right.

This killer isn't slowing down."

We raced to the high school, sirens wailing in the quiet evening air. The scene was a

chaotic mix of flashing lights and yellow police tape. Pale with shock, students

huddled together on the lawn, murmuring amongst themselves.

Evelyn flashed her badge, and a nervous-looking young deputy ushered us through

the cordon. A white sheet covered a still form in the back hallway near the science

labs.

"What do we have?" Evelyn asked, her voice clipped with authority.

The deputy cleared his throat. "Female teacher. Looks like a similar situation to the

others. No signs of a struggle, and her eyes are wide open like life was forced out of

her."

Evelyn knelt beside the body, her brow furrowed in concentration. I stood beside her,

the metallic tang of blood heavy in the air. This was the third victim in as many

weeks. The fear that had been simmering beneath the town's surface was now boiling

over.

"Any leads?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

The deputy shook his head. "No security cameras in this hallway. No witnesses. It's



like…" he trailed off, unable to finish the chilling thought.
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"Like a ghost," Evelyn muttered, her voice tight.

A ghost. Or something far worse. The thought sent a shiver down my spine. We were

dealing with a creature of shadows, a predator that moved unseen amongst them.A

Banshee?

Chapter 18- The Dead Teacher

Evelyn

The sterile white sheet was pulled back, revealing the lifeless face of Ms. Moore, our

high school biology teacher. She looked peaceful, almost serene, if not for the telltale

puncture wound on her neck, a stark crimson stain blooming around it.

It was the third victim in a month, each drained of blood with the same mysterious

wound. Each death felt like a punch to the gut, a grim reminder of the monster

lurking in our midst. The paramedics zipped the body bag shut, the sound echoing in

the silent classroom.

Alexei, ever the diplomat, offered a few consoling words to the head custodian, who

was looking ashen faced. I, on the other hand, couldn't waste time on pleasantries.

"Alright," I announced, my voice firm. "You ladies found Ms. Moore first?"

A gaggle of girls huddled together, their faces pale and streaked with tears. One, a tall

redhead with glasses, stepped forward.



"Yes, ma'am," she stammered. "We were in the middle of our dissection lab when

Julie peeked in the prep room and… and saw her." Her voice choked up, and several

of the other girls started sobbing.

"It's okay," I said gently. "Just tell me what happened."

The redhead took a shaky breath. "We were dissecting frogs, you see. When Julie

screamed, we all ran in. Ms. Moore… she was on the floor, like this." She gestured

down at her body.

The other girls chimed in, their stories a chorus of fear and confusion. They hadn't

seen anyone, hadn't heard any noise. Just Ms. Moore, crumpled on the floor, as

lifeless as the frogs they'd been dissecting moments before.

Alexei interviewed the teachers who'd rushed in after hearing the screams. Their

accounts mirrored the students'. A lone figure found dead, no witnesses, no clues. It

was maddening.

Thankful for a chance to get the girls out of the oppressive atmosphere, I finally

dismissed them with a promise to update their parents. As they shuffled out, wide-

eyed and terrified, I exchanged a frustrated glance with Alexei.

"Another dead end," I muttered, the weight of the unsolved cases pressing down on

me.

"Not necessarily," Alexei said, a thoughtful look on his face. "These girls saw Ms.

Moore right before she died. Maybe, just maybe, they noticed something, anything,

unusual. Call them back before they leave."

He was right. Leading them through the events again, I focused on details. The girls,

still shaken, struggled to recall anything specific. But then, one of them spoke up



hesitantly.

"There… there was a weird smell," she said, wrinkling her nose. "A kind of earthy

scent, like… like after a rainstorm in the woods."

An earthy scent? It wasn't much, but it was something. Thankful for any lead, I

pressed them further, but they couldn't provide anything else. With a final sigh, I

released them back to the chaos of a school on lockdown.

"Back to the office?" Alexei asked, leading me out of the now-empty classroom.

"No," I said, a newfound determination hardening my voice. "We're widening the

investigation."

Alexei stopped short, his brow furrowing. "Hopefully not to include the

werewolves…"

"The werewolves be damned," I snapped. "Three people are dead, Alexei. Innocent

people. We can't just pretend this isn't happening."

He sighed, a flicker of frustration crossing his face. "I know, Evelyn," he said softly.

"But the werewolves… they're already on edge. Pushing this could…"

"Could what?" I challenged. "Piss them off further? Make them leave Harmony

Grove altogether?"

He winced. The unspoken fear was hanging over our heads, the potential fallout of

this investigation.

"Look," I said, softening my tone slightly. "We don't have to go directly to them. We

can… unofficially keep digging. You talk to the council, keep them appeased. I'll



handle the investigation here, discreetly."

Alexei stared at me for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Finally, a hint of a

smile tugged at the corner of his lips.

"Alright, Sheriff," he said.
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A comfortable silence settled between us as he climbed behind the wheel of his car.

As we drove back to the Sheriff’sDepartment, I knew this wouldn't be easy. An

undercover investigation with limited time.

***

Frustration gnawed at me as I stared at the mess of photos scattered across my desk.

Each image from the high school crime scene was a grim reminder of the baffling

mystery we were facing. Just then, my phone rang, the sound shattering the tense

silence.

"Sheriff Evelyn," I answered, forcing a semblance of cheer into my voice.

"Sheriff," the familiar voice of Dr. Ramirez, the medical examiner, crackled through

the receiver. "I think you might want to come down here. We have something you

need to see."

My stomach clenched. "Another development?"

"You could say that," he replied cryptically. "It's… different."

The word hung heavy in the air, and I knew it wasn't good. "On my way," I said,

hanging up and grabbing my jacket.

Alexei, who had been pacing restlessly around the office, stopped short at the sound

of my phone call. "Anything?"



"The medical examiner wants me to take a look at something," I said, my voice tight.

He raised an eyebrow, a flicker of concern in his eyes. "Something new?"

"He wouldn't say," I admitted. "But he said it's different."

That wasn't reassuring. We hurried out of the building, the weight of the unknown

pressing down on us. The drive to the morgue was filled with an uncomfortable

silence.

The sterile white room of the morgue felt colder than usual as Dr. Ramirez pulled

back the sheet. The lifeless face staring back at me was unnerving. But it wasn't the

sight of death that sent a jolt through me. It was something else.

"These weren't the same kind of wounds we saw on the other victims," Dr. Ramirez

said, pointing to the women’s arm. Two small, almost pinprick-sized punctures

marred her pale skin. "These are… different."

I leaned closer, my heart hammering in my chest. The wounds weren't gaping,

bloodless holes like the previous victims. These were smaller, more precise. But there

was an undeniable similarity – the drained blood.

"And there's one more thing," Dr. Ramirez continued, his voice grave. He gestured

towards a silver pendant nestled against the woman’s chest. It was a crescent moon,

intricately carved and glowing with a faint inner light.

Besides the pendant, a small crescent moon tattoo on her arm. It clicked. This wasn't

just any victim. This was a Luminara witch. She was one of my people.Karla will

hate this so much.This is one of her worst fears.

My breath caught in my throat.



"Do you think it's connected?" Alexei asked, his voice barely a whisper.

"I don't know, an Alpha wolf, a human and now a witch..." I admitted, the pieces of

the puzzle refusing to fit. But a gut feeling, a cold certainty, told me this was more

than just a random coincidence. We were dealing with something bigger, something

far more sinister.

"We need to talk to Karla," I said, pulling out my phone and scrolling through my

contacts.

Alexei's eyes widened in surprise. "Karla? Are you sure?"

"We need all the information we can get," I countered. "And the Luminara might hold

the key to what's going on."

Karla answered on the first ring, her voice laced with suspicion. "Hey, Evelyn? Is

something wrong?"

"Karla," I began, choosing my words carefully. "We have a situation. It involves…" I

hesitated, unsure if revealing the girl's identity was the right move.

"Involves what?" Karla pressed, her voice sharp.

Taking a deep breath, I plunged ahead. "It involves one of your coven members. A

young woman named…"

"Sarah Moore," Karla finished, a tremor of fear creeping into her voice. "What about

her?"

"I'm afraid she's… deceased," I said gently.
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There was a long silence on the other end of the line. Finally, Karla spoke, her voice

thick with emotion. "Murdered?"

"We're not sure yet," I hedged. "But there are… unusual circumstances surrounding

her death."

I explained the situation, the strange wounds and the drained blood.

"This sounds… horrible," she finally said, her voice cracking slightly. "But why

Sarah? She was young, barely initiated."

"That's what we're hoping you can help us figure out," I pressed on. "Did Sarah have

any enemies? Did she notice anything strange happening lately?"

Karla sighed, a heavy sound filled with worry. "We'll need to come down to the

department and discuss this further. But first…" a tremor of anger edged into her

voice, "I want to see Sarah."

Respecting her wishes, I agreed to take Karla and a few of her coven members to the

morgue. The sight of Sarah's lifeless body brought a collective gasp from the witches.

They examined her with a mixture of grief and a strange reverence, murmuring

amongst themselves in a language I didn't yet totally understand.

Karla placed a delicate hand on Sarah's face, her eyes filled with unshed tears. "Let

Dr. Ramirez examine the bite marks,"she said, her voice tight with control. "We need

to know exactly what we're dealing with."



Dr. Ramirez, ever the professional, nodded curtly. He quickly scanned the small

punctures while the witches watched intently, their faces etched with concern.

After a few moments, Dr. Ramirez lowered the device. "The wounds are unlike

anything I've seen before," he admitted. "There's no trace of struggle, no external

damage besides these tiny punctures. The blood seems to have been… siphoned out."

Karla's lips pressed into a thin line. "Siphoned," she repeated the word as if tasting it.

A flicker of something dark crossed her eyes, a mix of fear and a strange glint of

recognition.

"Can we take care of Sarah's body now?" she asked, her voice low.

Dr. Ramirez nodded with a respectful silence. "Of course."

The witches, their faces grim, helped lay Sarah down and chanted a short, mournful

prayer. It was a beautiful, haunting melody that sent shivers down my spine.

When they finished, Karla turned to me, her eyes filled with a newfound resolve.

"We'll take Sarah back to the coven for a proper burial," she said. "But this isn't over,

Sheriff. We'll find out who did this to her, and they will pay."

"We'll help you," I said, determined to stand beside them in this fight. This wasn't just

about the Luminara. This was about protecting Harmony Grove and keeping the

peace between the humans and the supernaturals.

Karla nodded curtly, a ghost of a smile playing on her lips. "We'll need all the help

we can get, Evelyn. This darkness… it threatens us all."

With that, the witches took Sarah's body and walked back to their van, leaving behind

a heavy silence. Alexei and I exchanged a worried glance.



“Wait!” I shouted, and they paused for me. “I will go with you,” I announced as soon

as I got to them, and Karla stared at me. I nodded slowly. It doesn’t matter if I had

open investigations to attend to, Sarah was part of us, just like every other Luminara

witch. It would be disrespectful not to pay my last respects.

If nothing else, the other witches would know they aren’t alone in this.

“Don’t you have an investigation to get back to? We need to find Sarah’s killers as

soon as possible,” one of them asked, and I shrugged.

“Attending Sarah’s burial is just as important as the investigations. My deputies are

on it. I would like to pay my respect in person.”

Alexei shot me a concerned look as I climbed into the passenger seat of Karla's car.

The rest of the coven members piled into a large, dusty van alongside Sarah’s body.

Karla didn't say another word to me, and the ride to the coven was filled with an

uncomfortable silence. The other witches sat stiffly, their faces etched with a mixture

of grief and cold fury.

They were hurting badly, and it made me feel worse that I was letting the killer play

games with me. They don’t deserve this. Not even Sarah Moore deserved to have life

sucked out of her like that.

Chapter 19 - Like Vampire Bites

Evelyn

As we pulled to a stop, the witches stepped out of their vehicle, their movements

purposeful and silent. I hesitated for a moment, the collective grief enveloping me.

But Karla turned back, a flicker of something in her eyes I couldn't decipher.



"Come," she said simply, her voice devoid of warmth but not unkind.

Taking a deep breath, I followed her, stepping out into the cool night air. This was

uncharted territory, but I wouldn't let fear hold me back.

Sarah was taken to a room first. The room was dimly lit by flickering candles, casting

long, dancing shadows on the walls. In the center, a large stone circle lay etched into

the floor, runes and symbols carved into its surface.
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The witches moved with a practiced grace, and their whispers are tinged with a

language I can't understand. They laid Sarah's body gently on a raised platform in the

center of the circle.

Karla approached the platform, her face pinched with sadness, and began a low,

mournful chant. The other witches joined in, their voices weaving a melody that

resonated deep within me.

They were trying to get her body to go home safely and her soul to be at peace. She

deserved that, at least. I wonder what kind of horror she saw in her last moments.

I stood awkwardly at the edge of the room, feeling like an outsider intruding on a

sacred ceremony. My eyes darted around, taking in the various objects scattered

around the room – crystal balls, vials filled with shimmering liquids, and strange

herbs hanging in bundles from the ceiling.

The chant reached a crescendo, and the witches fell silent. Karla stepped forward, her

gaze fixed on Sarah's body. She raised her hand, palm facing down, and a soft, white

light emanated from it. The light flowed over Sarah, bathing her in a gentle glow.

After a moment, Karla lowered her hand and her face contorted in surprise. She

murmured a quick incantation under her breath and repeated the ritual. This time, the

white light pulsed with an urgency, but when it faded, Karla's expression remained

grim.

"There's something wrong," she finally said, her voice tight with worry.



The other witches crowded around, their faces etched with concern. Karla held out

her hand, and a faint blue wisp of light shimmered above it.

"Her soul…" Karla began, her voice trembling slightly, "It's gone. Emptied."

A cold dread washed over me. Emptied? What did that even mean?

"But how?" one of the older witches asked, her voice thick with disbelief.

Karla shook her head, her eyes scanning the room frantically. "This can only be done

by someone with dark and powerful magic. Someone with… sinister intentions."

My mind raced. The bite marks on Sarah's wrist… they looked suspiciously like

vampire bites. But could there really be a vampire with sinister intentions and powers

capable of sucking out life? The idea seemed absurd, outlandish even.

Karla's gaze met mine, a flicker of something unreadable passing through her eyes.

"Evelyn," she started, her voice low and dangerous. "You have questions."

I swallowed hard. Accusing the leader of a powerful coven of harboring mythical

creatures wasn't exactly on my to-do list, but the truth demanded to be spoken.

"Those puncture wounds on Sarah's wrist," I began cautiously, "they…"

"They looked like life was sucked through it, didn't they?" Karla finished my

sentence, her lips curling into a sardonic smile. "We all have questions, Evelyn."

Her words hung heavy in the air, leaving a chilling silence in their wake. I knew there

was more to this story, secrets buried beneath the surface. But with each step deeper

into this investigation, the layers seemed to multiply, the answers further out of reach.



The ritual concluded with the burial of Sarah's body in a secluded graveyard behind

the coven building. The ancient stones marked the resting place of countless witches,

each whispering tales of the past. As the last clump of earth was patted over Sarah's

grave, Karla placed a hand on my shoulder.

"Come," she said, her voice softer now. "Let's talk."

We walked away from the graveyard, the setting sun casting an orange glow across

the clearing. The coven building, onceintimidating, now held a strange sense of

allure. Karla led me to a small, secluded garden tucked away behind the main

building. The air here was fragrant with the scent of blooming roses, a stark contrast

to the earthy musk within.

Karla gestured for me to sit on a weathered wooden bench, then took a seat beside

me. For a moment, we sat in silence, the chirping crickets the only sound breaking the

stillness. Finally, Karla spoke.

"You're curious about the bite marks," she stated, rather than asked.

I nodded, unable to meet her gaze. It felt like walking a tightrope, balancing between

investigation and diplomacy.

"They look like…," I began, the word catching in my throat.

"Like vampire bites, you want to say?" Karla finished, her voice laced with a hint of

concern.

“Yes, but I can’t think of a single reason why a vampire would go on a killing spree,

especially when their clan leader proposed the treaty first. Alexei’s dreams have

always been to create a community where we can all thrive successfully, and

someone seems to be obsessed with bringing down his dreams.” I admitted, and Karla



nodded.

“I have no idea how long we can hold out, but every day we get convictions on why

we shouldn’t trust the treaty or Alexei. These women are your sisters, Evelyn. Moon

witches just like you, do right by them and make home safe for them again. We don’t

want to lose the trust we have in you, but I don’t know how long it will be until they

reach their breaking point. Evelyn the coven depends on you. Sarah deserves justice.

No witch deserves to have their soul taken from them. It is the worst thing that can

happen to a witch.,” she continued, and I nodded slowly. I reached over the bench

and reached for Karla’s hands.

I squeezed them to offer reassurance that I would find whoever did this to Sarah. It

isn’t just a promise, it is now my life goal.

Chapter 20 - The Vampire Meeting
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Alexei

Aknot of tension twisted in my gut as I surveyed the empty conference room.

Tonight's meeting with the vampires of Harmony Grove was long overdue, and the

weight of responsibility weighed heavily on me. As Mayor and a pureblood vampire,

the burden of maintaining the delicate balance between our supernatural community

and the humans fell squarely on my shoulders.

The bite marks on Sarah, the young witch, were too similar to be ignored. I knew

what it looked like, what it felt like. But the idea of vampires running amok in our

town was simply unthinkable. We had strict rules, a code that guided us as vampires

and I would hate it if it turned out to be one of us that has broken the code.

"This won't go over well, Alexei," Ana said as she plopped down into the nearest

chair, her voice a low murmur. "We haven't had a compulsory meeting in years."

"We have to, Ana," I countered, my voice firm. "These attacks... they're reckless, they

threaten our entire way of life."

"They could be a rogue werewolf, even a rogue hunter," she suggested, her voice

laced with a hint of desperation. "There's no proof it's one of ours."

There was a flicker of hope in her words, but even Ana couldn't deny the chilling

similarity of the bite marks to Evelyn's photos. I pulled them out, the stark images

showcasing the tiny punctures surrounded by bruised flesh.

Ana's face paled as she looked at them. "Alright," she conceded, her voice tight.



"Those do look… familiar."

"Familiar?" I scoffed. "They're practically identical."

A heavy silence descended upon us. We both knew the implications. If a vampire was

responsible, it was a blatant disregard for the code, a potential spark that could ignite

a full-blown supernatural war in our peaceful town.

I needed to handle this delicately and walk a tightrope between addressing the issue

and maintaining control. "Let's grab some coffee," I finally said, needing to get my

wits about me.

We stepped out of the town hall and into the cool evening breeze. My stomach was in

knots, it was no secret how hard this is for me.

"How do you want to approach this?" Ana asked, her voice laced with concern. "We

need a plan, Alexei. Accusations without proof could backfire."

"I know," I sighed, rubbing a hand over my tired face. "Maybe… maybe we start by

reminding everyone of the code, the importance of discretion."

Ana nodded thoughtfully. "Good start. We could also mention rumors of suspicious

activity, keep it vague until we have concrete evidence."

Our walk took us to the local coffee shop, its aroma a beacon in the quiet night.

Inside, we sat in a secluded corner booth, the familiar scent of roasted beans offering

a small measure of comfort. As we sipped our drinks, we continued strategizing,

formulating a plan for the crucial meeting later tonight.

"We need to keep the peace," I emphasized, my voice serious. "The last thing we

need is chaos, a lot could go wrong with that."



Ana nodded curtly. "Absolutely. "

The coffee shop bell tinkled as a group of students entered, their chatter carrying

through the air. Seeing their youthful, innocent faces brought a fresh wave of urgency

to my mission. I wouldn't let some rogue vampire jeopardize the peace of Harmony

Grove or the lives of those who lived within its borders.

With a newfound resolve, I finished my coffee and rose to my feet. Tonight's meeting

wouldn't be easy, but it was necessary. For the sake of our community and our safety,

I had to ensure it went well.

The fate of Harmony Grove, both human and supernatural, hung in the balance.

***

Tension crackled in the air as I surveyed the dimly lit conference room at the town

hall. The vampires of Harmony Grove trickled in one by one, their faces etched with

a mixture of curiosity and unease. Tonight's meeting was long overdue.

Ana slid into a chair beside me. "Ready for this?" she asked, a hint of amusement

dancing in her eyes.

I forced a smile. "Ready as I'll ever be."

As the last vampire arrived, I stood before the gathering. The room fell silent, a

hundred pairs of eyes focused on me. Taking a deep breath, I began.

"We've all heard the rumors," I started, my voice steady. "The whispers of strange

occurrences, the recent… unfortunate events."

A murmur rippled through the crowd. I knew they were chattering about the string of



murders plaguing Harmony Grove and the victims drained of life with strange bite

marks on their wrists.

"These killings are a blatant disregard for the code we've all sworn to uphold," I

continued, my voice firm. "And worse, they threaten the fragile peace we've

established with the werewolves."

A low growl erupted from the back of the room. One of the older vampires, Viktor,

his face creased with anger, stood up.
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"Peace with the werewolves?" he scoffed. "A treaty that shackles us, that limits our

freedom!"

Viktor represented a growing faction within the vampire community. Frustrated with

the treaty's restrictions, they yearned for a return to the old ways, a time when

humans lived in constant fear.

Ignoring Viktor for now, I held up the autopsy photos of the latest victim. The small

punctures marring pale skin were stark. Undeniable.

"These wounds," I said, my voice tight, "they resemble… well, you all know what

they resemble."

Another wave of murmurs swept through the crowd. Faces turned pale, a collective

gasp resonating throughout the room. It was as clear as day – the attacks bore the

hallmarks of a vampire feeding.

"Someone," I continued, my gaze sweeping across the room, "is breaking the code.

And this reckless behavior jeopardizes all of us."

Viktor stepped forward again, his voice laced with suspicion. "What are you accusing

us of, Alexei? You've been courting the werewolves for years, practically bending

over backward to appease them. Now you suspect one of your own?"

A wave of agreement rose from Viktor's supporters. Disappointment washed over me.

The meeting wasn't going as I had planned.



Ana, sensing my frustration, stepped forward. Her slender frame held a surprising

amount of authority. "Viktor," she said, her voice sharp as a whip, "silence."

The room quieted instantly. My sister had a way of commanding respect, even from

the most unruly vampires.

"We understand your frustrations," Ana continued, calm but firm. "But accusations

won't solve anything. We need to find the culprit, and fast. Before things get out of

hand and they start a war with us."

“They don’t stand a chance against us. We all know that we are the strongest species

here,” one of the vampires added and I took a quick deep breath to tame my anger.

"Enough!" I boomed. "We are all on the same side here. The killings must stop. And

we need to work together to find who's responsible."

Ana took over, proposing a plan. We would maintain heightened awareness within

the vampire community, keeping an eye out for any suspicious activity. Information

would be shared discreetly, a united front against the rogue vampire.

Reluctantly, the others agreed. The meeting concluded with a fragile sense of unity,

but the tension remained palpable.

As I walked out of the town hall with Ana by my side, a heavy silence settled

between us.

"That went well," she said sarcastically, a dry smile playing on her lips.

I gave a humorless laugh. "Not exactly a walk in the park."

"They're scared, Alexei," Ana said softly, her voice laced with understanding. "The



treaty has changed things, and not everyone is happy about it."

"I know," I sighed. "But it's the best way to live, we can’t keep living like barbarians.

The world is growing, we shouldn’t stick to the old ways."

We walked home silently, the weight of the evening meeting hanging heavy between

us.

Finally, Ana broke the silence. "Karla might be onto something with the banshee

theory," she said, her voice thoughtful.

I stopped and turned to face her, I had been nurturing the same thoughts myself. "A

banshee? Seriously?"

"We both know a vampire wouldn't be foolish enough to feed so carelessly," she

continued. "Especially now, with the number of things at stake here."

Ana was right.

"They know the consequences," I stated, my voice tight. "The treaty with the

werewolves hangs in the balance."

"Exactly," Ana agreed. "Which is why I think the culprit might be something… else."

We discussed the possibility of a banshee for a moment, the creature's mythological

connection to draining souls a chilling possibility. However, the lack of concrete

evidence left us with little more than speculation.

"Honestly, Alexei," Ana said with a sigh, "the meeting was more or less a formality.

We needed to be seen taking action, to establish a record for posterity."



I chuckled humorlessly. "You mean for the sake of the Supernatural Council?"
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"Precisely," she said, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

We reached Ana's apartment, a modern high-rise overlooking the town square.

Stepping inside, the cool air and familiar home scent washed over me.

"Hungry?" she asked, gesturing towards the kitchen.

"Not really," I replied, feeling exhaustion wash over me. The events of the day had

taken their toll.

Instead, we opted to step out onto the balcony. The moon hung full in the night sky,

casting a silvery glow over the rooftops below. Ana poured two glasses of wine, a

deep red that shimmered in the moonlight.

"Here's to a night of peace," Ana said, raising her glass in a toast.

I clinked my glass against hers, the sound echoing softly in the stillness. "A night of

peace and a solution to this mess," I amended.

We sipped our wine in silence for a moment, enjoying the cool night air. Despite the

turmoil of the day, there was a sense of comfort in being with Ana, and her calm

presence was a soothing balm to my worries.

"We'll get through this, Alexei," she finally said, her voice laced with quiet

confidence. "We always do."

I nodded, taking another sip of wine. Her words were a beacon of hope in the



darkness threatening to engulf Harmony Grove. We had faced challenges before,

threats to our existence and our way of life. But we had always emerged stronger, our

bond as siblings an anchor in the storm.

Suddenly, my phone buzzed, shattering the peaceful silence. Pulling it out, I saw an

incoming call from Evelyn. My stomach clenched.

"I hope there’s not another body," I muttered, answering the call.

Chapter 21 - The Search

Evelyn

Frustration prickled at my skin as I pulled up outside Sarah's house. It was a quaint

little two-story nestled right in the heart of Harmony Grove, starkly contrasting to the

secluded coven building.

Sarah lived a normal life, blending seamlessly with the human population. Perhaps

too seamlessly. Her students seem to have loved her and I wonder how long it will

take for the poor children to let go of the trauma of seeing her dead on the floor.

I stepped out of the car, the silence pressing down on me. Taking a deep breath, I

approached the front door and rang the bell. No answer. I tried again, waiting with a

growing sense of impatience. Maybe she had a roommate or something, I wouldn’t

want to intrude.

The school didn’t have much information to offer us, except that she lived a private

life and she wasn’t always present in the coven so they really can’t say much about

her outside life either.

Finally, I gave up and tried the knob. It turned easily, swinging open with a groan. A



wave of stale air washed over me, carrying a faint scent of herbs and something…

else. A metallic tang that sent shivers down my spine.

Stepping cautiously inside, I called out, "Hello? Is anyone here?" The answer was a

resounding silence. The house was eerily quiet, dust motes dancing in the shafts of

sunlight filtering through the windows.

My gaze fell on a small desk tucked away in a corner. Sarah's journal lay open on its

surface, a half-written entry scrawled across the page. My pulse quickened with

anticipation. Maybe, just maybe, this journal held some answers.

I scanned the entry, my heart sinking as I read. It was a cryptic message about a dark

presence, a feeling of being watched, followed… targeted. Sarah mentioned the

Coven, some kind of ritual planned for the following night. Then, the writing stopped

abruptly, a jagged line marking the end of the entry.

A cold dread washed over me. The feeling of being watched, the paranoia Sarah

described. It mirrored my own experience perfectly.

The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end. I had to talk to Karla, had to get some

answers from the coven. This wasn't just about Sarah, it was about all of us. If she

was targeted because she was a Luminara witch, others were in danger too.

Pulling out my phone, I dialed Alexei's number. It rang twice before he picked up.

"Evelyn," he answered, his voice warm. "Everything alright?"

"Not exactly," I admitted, my voice tight. "I need to talk to Karla. Now."

There was a brief pause on the other end of the line. "What happened?" Alexei asked,

his tone serious.



I took a deep breath, quickly summarizing what I found in Sarah's journal. When I

finished, there was a heavy silence.

"Alright," Alexei said finally. "Stay put. I'll come get you."
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I hesitated. The thought of waiting alone in Sarah's house made my skin crawl.

"Actually," I said, "I think I'd rather head to the coven."

Another pause. "Are you sure that's a good idea?" Alexei asked, a hint of concern in

his voice.

"I don't have much choice, do I?" I countered. "I need to warn them."

A sigh traveled through the phone. "Fine," Alexei conceded. "But be careful. Call me

if you need anything."

"Thanks, I love you" I said, hanging up.

Climbing back into my car, I plugged the coven's address into the GPS for the best

way to get there from Sarah’s house, hoping for a shortcut. The engine roared to life,

and I pulled out of the driveway, a sense of urgency propelling me forward.

This wasn't just about finding Sarah's killer anymore. This was about protecting the

rest of the supernaturals.

***

The coven loomed before me, a stark silhouette against the darkening sky. An

unsettling feeling gnawed at me, a sense of urgency that propelled me forward. As I

pulled into the gravel driveway, a flurry of activity caught my eye.

Several witches, their faces etched with worry, rushed towards a weathered building



at the back of the property. In their arms, they carried a young woman, her blonde

hair matted with blood, a ragged cry escaping her lips. My stomach lurched.

"What happened?" I shouted, jumping out of the car and rushing towards them.

One of the witches, her face pale and drawn, glanced at me with wide, terrified eyes.

"Some girls were attacked," she gasped, her voice barely a whisper. "On the path by

the creek. Monster… fangs… dark eyes."

My blood ran cold. Fangs? Dark eyes? The description fit with the bite marks on

Sarah's body when she was found.

Reaching the young woman, I knelt beside her, concern twisting into my gut. Tears

streamed down her face, mixing with the blood staining her pale skin. A single, deep

bite mark marred her forearm, the puncture wounds unmistakable.

"What happened?" I asked gently, ignoring the concerned stares from the other

witches. "Can you tell me?"

The young woman took a shaky breath, her voice weak. "We… we were going to get

a recipe for a potion," she stammered. "For Clara, she's… sick."

"And then?" I pressed, my heart pounding in my chest.

"A monster," she whispered, her eyes widening with terror. "He… he looked like a

vampire, but… his eyes… they were empty, like a ghost."

My breath hitched. A vampire with empty eyes? What creature could that possibly

be? My mind raced, a chaotic jumble of possibilities. Could there be rogue vampires

out there, defying the code, preying on humans and supernaturals alike? Or was this

something else entirely, some unknown entity lurking in the shadows?



"But I… I fought back," the young woman continued, a flicker of defiance in her

voice. "I used a… a binding spell. It weakened him, and I managed to drag Clara

away."

Relief washed over me, mingled with a surge of admiration for the young witch's

bravery. "You did well," I said, squeezing her hand gently. "You saved yourself and

your friend."

The coven leader, Karla, materialized beside me, her usually stoic expression

replaced with a mask of grim determination.

"We need to get her to the treatment facility," she said, her voice tight. "She's lost a

lot of blood, and she looks like she has been poisoned too."

The other witches nodded, carefully carrying the injured woman inside the building. I

watched them go, a knot of unease twisting in my gut. This whole situation was

spiraling out of control.

"Evelyn," Karla said, her voice low when the others were out of earshot. "This is

serious. We can’t keep lying around and waiting for you to find the killer."

"I know Karla, but trust me, please. I am doing my best here. Also, Sarah included it

in her journal that she was being followed because she is a Luminara witch. She

wrote that just before her death." I filled her in, and she nodded slowly.

We exchanged a look, a silent understanding passing between us.

“I will warn the others. We need to be careful henceforth. Please be safe Evelyn,

please,” she added, and I nodded. I will be safe, and I won’t stop until I bring that

killer to justice.



There was a monster on the loose, and it seemed I wasn't just investigating a witch's

death, but a supernatural threat unlike anything I'd ever even heard of.

Leaving the coven, I climbed back into my car, a steely resolve settling over me. I

would find this creature, unravel the mystery behind its soulless eyes. But a nagging

feeling, a cold truth, settled in the pit of my stomach. This wasn't a normal

investigation. This was a fight for survival, not just for the supernaturals of Harmony

Grove, but for the town itself.
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Back at the department, I immediately called for a search party, detailing the

creature's description from the young witch's account. As I spoke, a sinking feeling

settled over me. A creaturethat could overpower a witch, a creature with fangs and

dark eyes. it seemed impossible to track down.

My premonition proved correct. The search yielded nothing.

Chapter 22 - Elena Vargas -Mystic Vale

Alexei

Dread gnawed at me as I explained my conversation with Ana to Evelyn. She’d filled

me in on the coven attack and the chilling description of the creature with empty

eyes… it all pointed towards something… unnatural.

"A banshee?," Evelyn whispered, her voice laced with disbelief. "Are you sure it's not

a rogue vampire?"

"I wish," I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "But you know our kind wouldn't

break the code like that, not with the treaty hanging by a thread."

Ana had suggested the banshee theory the night before, and while it felt like a long

shot, I was grasping at straws. Harmony Grove had a fragile peace, and this creature

threatened to shatter it all.

"I have to go to Mystic Vale," I declared, the decision forming in my mind. "It's a

long shot, but they might have answers there."



Evelyn frowned. "Mystic Vale? That's… dangerous."

I knew she was right. Mystic Vale was a place shrouded in mystery, rumored to be a

haven for rogue supernaturals. But at this point, I was desperate.

"I can't stay here and wait," I said, my voice firm. "Someone needs to find out what's

going on."

Evelyn hesitated, her eyes filled with concern. But she understood the gravity of the

situation. With a sigh, she nodded slowly.

"Alright," she conceded. "But be careful, Alexei. And call me if you find anything."

I leaned in and kissed her forehead, a surge of warmth flooding through me despite

the bleak circumstances. "I will," I promised. "And you… stay safe here."

The drive to Mystic Vale was long and arduous. The sun dipped below the horizon,

casting long shadows across the deserted highway. As dusk settled, a sense of

foreboding crept over me.

Pulling into a gas station just outside of town, I refueled the car and grabbed a coffee.

The attendant, a grizzled man with weary eyes, eyed me curiously.

"Headed somewhere interesting?" he asked, his voice raspy.

"Mystic Vale," I replied, needing to quench the gnawing curiosity that burned within

me.

The man's smile vanished, replaced by a grimace. "Mystic Vale, huh? You sure you

know what you're getting yourself into?"



His words sent shivers down my spine. "What do you mean?" I asked, a knot of

unease twisting in my stomach.

"Let's just say they're a different breed in those parts," he muttered, his voice low.

"Not exactly friendly to outsiders."

His words increased my apprehension, but there was no turning back now. I thanked

him for the coffee, climbed back into the car, and continued on my way.

Mystic Vale materialized from the darkness like a phantom town. Dimly lit streets,

buildings shrouded in shadows… it exuded an unnerving atmosphere. Parking the

car, I stepped out, the crisp night air biting at my skin.

Silence hung heavy in the air, broken only by the distant howl of a dog. A strange

feeling, a prickling sensation on the back of my neck, told me I was being watched. I

glanced around, searching for the source of the feeling, but saw nothing.

Suddenly, a flicker of movement in the alleyway across the street caught my eye. A

small figure, a boy no older than ten, darted out, his face obscured by the shadows.

He looked terrified, his eyes wide with fear.

Before I could react, he vanished back into the darkness. What was a child doing out

alone in this place at night? And why was he so scared?

I hesitated, torn between curiosity and caution. But the boy's fear gnawed at me.

Maybe, just maybe, he could be the key to finding what I was looking for. Taking a

deep breath, I crossed the street and headed towards the alleyway, determined to

unravel the secrets buried within the heart of Mystic Vale.

The alleyway was a dark, narrow passage, the stench of garbage and decay assaulting

my senses. I crept forward cautiously, my eyes scanning the shadows. The boy was



nowhere to be seen. Had I imagined him?

Suddenly, a muffled sob reached my ears. Following the sound, I found myself before

a rickety wooden door at the back of the alley. Light emanated from a crack beneath

it, casting faint streaks across the uneven cobblestones.
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Hesitantly, I reached out and knocked. Silence. I knocked again, harder this time. The

sobs ceased, replaced by a tense silence. Finally, the door creaked open a sliver,

revealing a pair of frightened eyes peering out.

"Who's there?" a woman's voice, laced with fear, whispered.

"It's alright," I said, trying to sound reassuring. "I'm not here to hurt you."

There was a long pause before the door opened further. A woman, her face etched

with worry, stood before me. Her eyes, red-rimmed and swollen, scanned me from

head to toe, suspicion lingering in their depths.

"What do you want?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

"I… I saw a boy," I stammered, unsure how to explain myself. "He ran in here. Is

he… is he alright?"

The woman's gaze flickered towards the back of the room, a flicker of despair

crossing her features. "He's safe," she murmured, her voice heavy with fatigue. "But

barely."

Seeing her distress, I decided to take a chance. "Look," I said, my voice gentle. "I

understand this seems strange, but I need answers. Answers about the attacks, about

the creature everyone's talking about."

The woman's eyes widened. "Attacks?" she echoed, her voice trembling. "What do

you know about the attacks?"



"Enough to know it's connected to what happened to your son," I said, hoping it

wouldn't backfire.

The woman hesitated, then stepped aside, ushering me inside. The room was sparsely

furnished, a single flickering candle casting an erratic light. In a corner, huddled

beneath a threadbare blanket, lay the young boy I had seen earlier. He was fast asleep,

his face pale and drawn.

"My name is Alexei," I said, sitting down on a rickety chair. "And you are?"

"Elena," the woman replied, her voice hoarse. "Elena Vargas."

"Elena," I began, "tell me what happened to your son, to you."

Elena sank into a chair opposite me, her shoulders slumped in defeat. Tears streamed

down her face as she recounted a harrowing tale. A night of terror, a chilling creature

with empty eyes, and a scream that tore through the night. The boy, traumatized, the

bite marks on her wrist a chilling reminder of the attack.

As she spoke, a coldness spread through me. The bite marks were similar to the ones

on Sarah Moore and the others. But the creature she described… it didn't match what

I knew of banshees. This was something else entirely.

"The last thing I remember," Elena continued, her voice trembling, "was seeing its

eyes… red… then darkness. And when I woke up, I felt weak, drained. Like

something was missing from me."

I leaned closer, a strange scent catching my attention. It emanated from the bite marks

on her wrist, a faint, sickly sweet aroma. Reaching out gently, I took her hand, my

enhanced senses picking up the traces of an unknown poison coursing through her

veins.



"You've been poisoned," I said, a chill running down my spine.

Elena recoiled, her eyes wide with alarm. "What? But how?"

"By the creature that attacked you," I explained, my voice grim. "This bite… it's not

just meant to drain you, it's meant to weaken you further."

Elena stared at her wrist, a look of dawning horror creeping across her face. "What

have I gotten myself into?" she whispered.

"That's what I'm here to find out," I said, a new sense of urgency building within me.

The theory about a banshee was dead wrong. We were dealing with something far

more sinister, a creature that could drain life and poison its victims.

"I can take you back to Harmony Grove," I offered, knowing the coven witches could

heal her. "They can help you, and maybe they'll have some answers."

Elena looked at me, a flicker of hope battling with fear in her eyes. Then, she shook

her head, a defiantly set to her jaw.

"No," she said, her voice gaining strength. "I won't leave Miguel. And besides," she

continued, her gaze hardening, "the less they know about us… about what's

happening here in Mystic Vale… the better."

Disappointment gnawed at me. Elena's knowledge could have been invaluable in

unraveling this mystery. But I understood her reluctance. Mystic Vale was a place

that thrived on secrecy, and trusting outsiders wasn't part of their culture.

"Then let me help you here," I insisted, rising from the chair. "I can't stay long, but I

can offer some protection, at least until you get some answers of your own."



Elena seemed to consider this for a moment, then nodded slowly. A spark of

apprehension flickered in her eyes. "Alright," she said, her voice laced with a

newfound determination. "But tell me, who are you, and why are you so interested in

this creature?"

I took a deep breath, knowing I couldn't reveal my true nature. Thinking quickly, I

came up with a cover story. "I'm a… a researcher," I lied, "studying rare anomalies.

And this creature… the way you described it… it falls within my area of expertise."



Page 41

Source Creation Date: July 16, 2025, 7:46 am

Elena's skepticism was evident, but she didn't press the issue.

“What happened to the banshee that used to stay here?” I asked and she sighed.

“That poor creature. We stopped hearing her screams. Banshee’s are known by their

screams. Some people say she has been killed, some say she has been taken captive

by evil people. We haven’t heard from her in months. She was the last of their kind.

She wouldn’t hurt a fly no matter how tempted she was.”she replied, and it made me

wonder if they shared some form of connection.

“You speak of her fondly like you know her personally. Did you?’ I asked and she

paused, I am guessing weighing her options of whether to tell me or not.

“Yes, I watched her grow from a young girl till she disappeared. She changed my

mind about banshees,” she replied after a while.

We spent the next few hours talking, piecing together what little information we had.

One thing was certain, the banshee wasn’t responsible for the attacks in Harmony

Grove. Whatever we were dealing with just played us. At least, now we have gotten

that out of the way.

As dawn approached, casting a faint light through the dusty window, I knew I had to

leave. There was too much at stake in Harmony Grove, and Evelyn would be worried

sick.

“I’ll be back,” I promised Elena, placing a reassuring hand on her shoulder. “We’ll

find a way to stop this creature together.”



“Be careful,” Elena said, her voice filled with a mixture of fear and gratitude. “And

thank you… for whatever it is you do.”

With a final nod, I slipped out of the house and back into the alleyway. The rising sun

cast long shadows across the town, a stark contrast to the darkness that still clung to

the heart of Mystic Vale.

The drive back to Harmony Grove was a blur. My mind raced with the information I

had gathered. This wasn’t a creature of myth or legend. This was something real,

something dangerous, and it was targeting supernaturals with a terrifying efficiency.

The banshee theory was off the table. We were dealing with a creature that drained

life, poisoned its victims, and possessed red eyes that turned dark. What was it? And

where did it come from?

Chapter 23 – Home from Mystic Vale

Alexei

Relief washed over me as I crossed the border back into Harmony Grove. The

familiar streets, the comforting bustle of the town square… it felt like a world away

from the desolate darkness of Mystic Vale.

Parking the car near the mayor's office, I hurried inside, a sense of urgency propelling

me forward. I needed to find Evelyn, to share the information I had gathered.

Reaching my office, I found Ana pacing back and forth, her face etched with worry.

As soon as she saw me, she rushed over, her blue eyes filled with concern.

"Alexei, you're back!" she exclaimed, relief flooding her voice. "Thank goodness.

Where have you been? Evelyn's been frantic."



"Mystic Vale," I replied, sinking into a chair and taking a deep breath. "It's… not

what I expected."

Ana's gaze sharpened. "What did you find?" she asked, her voice tense.

I recounted everything, from meeting Elena to the chilling details of the creature and

the poison coursing through her veins. When I finished, silence descended upon the

room, thick and heavy.

"So, the banshee theory is out the window," Ana finally said, her voice grim. "These

bite marks… draining… the poison… it doesn't match anything in my knowledge."

"No, it doesn't," I agreed, frustration gnawing at me. "And what's even more

disturbing is the witches are starting to suspect us."

Ana's eyebrows shot up. "Suspect us? How?"

"The bite marks," I explained. " They're similar to the bite of a vampire. And the

coven believes we might be the ones orchestrating the attacks."

Ana let out a frustrated groan. "Of course they would jump to that conclusion," she

muttered. "They never could imagine something outside their little supernatural

bubble."

"Exactly," I said, running a hand through my hair. "This creature… it's targeting

supernaturals, yes, but it's not limited to them. Elena is proof of that."

Ana sighed. "We're dealing with something completely unknown here.”

“And the worst part is… we hit a dead end in Mystic Vale." I pinched the bridge of

my nose, a gnarly headache beginning to brew.



"Dead end?" Ana echoed. "What do you mean?"
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"The town," I explained, a sense of hopelessness washing over me. "It's deserted.

Elena said everyone left after the creature's attack. It's like a ghost town."

A heavy silence descended upon us again, broken only by the ticking of the clock on

the wall. We were back to square one, with more questions than answers.

Suddenly, a flicker of realization crossed Ana's face. "Wait a minute," she said, her

voice gaining a hint of excitement. "There's something you didn't tell me."

"What's that?" I asked, catching her sudden shift in mood.

"The banshee," she said, her eyes gleaming with an idea. "You said she disappeared

months ago, right?"

"Yes," I replied, unsure where she was going with this.

"What if she isn't truly gone?" Ana continued, her voice filled with a newfound

urgency. "What if she was in hiding, honing her skills, learning to control her

power?"

A spark of possibility ignited within me. "But why would she attack humans and

supernaturals?" I argued. "Banshees are supposed to be harbingers of death, not

active killers."

"Perhaps she's become something more," Ana countered, a steely glint in her eyes. "A

creature fueled by vengeance, fueled by grief. The coven wouldn't know about such a

transformation, would they?"



I considered her words, a seed of doubt taking root in my mind. Could it be possible?

Could the creature we were chasing be a twisted version of the banshee, a creature

driven by an unknown darkness?

"We can't rule it out," I conceded, a knot of unease twisting in my gut.

Ana nodded, a grim smile playing on her lips. "Then there's only one thing left to do.

We need to talk to Evelyn. Now."

Recognizing the urgency in her voice, I agreed. Together, we rushed out of the office,

determined to share our new theory with Evelyn.

The frantic energy from Ana propelled us through the Sheriff’s Department, finally

coming to a halt in front of Evelyn's officedoor. My heart pounded in my chest, a mix

of urgency and apprehension swirling within me.

Bursting through the door without knocking, we found Evelyn hunched over a desk, a

stack of papers scattered before her. She looked up, surprise flickering across her face

as she saw us.

"Alexei! Ana! Thank goodness you’re alright?" she exclaimed, her voice laced with

concern as she rose from her chair and walked over to pull me into a tight hug.

"We need to talk to you," I said, my voice breathless. "It's about the attacks, about the

creature."

Evelyn's brow furrowed. "What did you find in Mystic Vale?” she asked, her gaze

flitting between us.

I launched into my explanation, recounting the details of my meeting with Elena, the

deserted town, and the chilling theory Ana had proposed. As I spoke, Evelyn listened



intently, her expression growing grimmer with each passing word.

When I finished, a heavy silence descended upon the room. Finally, Evelyn sighed, a

deep, weary sigh that spoke volumes.

“So, the plain banshee theory is out,” she said, her voice low.

“It seems that way,” I replied, a knot of unease twisting in my stomach.

“And this creature,” Evelyn continued, her eyes narrowed, “it drains life, poisons its

victims… sounds an awful lot like a vampire, wouldn’t you say?”

My breath hitched. “You think… a rogue vampire?” I stammered, a cold dread

washing over me.

Evelyn nodded grimly. “It’s a possibility we can’t ignore. The treaty with the council

is fragile as it is, and some vampires… well, some never accepted the terms.”

“But why attack humans and supernaturals alike?” I questioned, the logic eluding me.

“Maybe they’re trying to send a message,” Ana suggested, her voice sharp. “A

message of defiance, a reminder of their power.”

Evelyn’s eyes darted to the window, a flicker of something akin to fear crossing her

face. Then, her phone rang, shattering the tense silence. She answered it immediately,

her expression turning grave as she listened.

“Rayne?” she repeated, the name a whisper on her lips. “She’s… passed away?”

Shock ripped through me. Another witch is gone? Just like that?
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As Evelyn hung up the phone, tears welled up in her eyes. “It was the poison,” she

choked out, her voice thick with emotion. “She didn’t make it.”

Grief and anger warred within me. This creature… it didn’t just attack, it stole lives.

Innocent lives.

“We need to get to the coven,” Evelyn declared, her voice hardening with resolve.

“They need to know what’s happening.”

We rushed out of the building, a renewed sense of urgency propelling us forward.

The coven grounds materialized in the distance, the imposing stone building shrouded

in the fading light of dusk. As Evelyn approached the iron gates, they swung open

silently. She strode forward, but Karla, the coven leader, materialized in front of me,

blocking my path.

"Sheriff Evelyn," Karla said, her voice cold and unyielding. "You are welcome.

Mayor Alexei, you are not."

Frustration bubbled within me. "Karla, this is serious," I argued. "We have

information, information that could be crucial in stopping this creature."

Karla's gaze remained impassive. "The coven will deal with this," she said, her tone

leaving no room for argument. "You, Mayor Alexei, have already done enough by

bringing this situation to our attention."

Anger burned in my throat, but I knew arguing wouldn't help. With a defeated sigh, I



watched as Evelyn disappeared into thedarkness of the coven building, the heavy

wooden doors closing behind her.

Left alone in the gathering darkness, a chilling realization dawned on me. We were

no closer to stopping this creature. In fact, the coven's hostility only served to

complicate matters further. We were outsiders, and they weren't about to share their

secrets, not readily.

Chapter 24 - A Dead Vampire

Alexei

Fury simmered within me as I stood before the imposing coven gates, Karla's words

echoing in the growing darkness. Outsiders. That's what we were to them, even with

the fate of Harmony Grove hanging in the balance.

Frustration gnawed at me. I needed air, needed to clear my head. Climbing back into

my car, leaving Evelyn with her witches. I sped away from the coven grounds, the

town lights blurring into streaks of yellow as I drove. Eventually, I pulled over to a

quiet park, the familiar scent of pine and damp earth washing over me.

Stepping out of the car, I stretched, my muscles tense with pent-up frustration. Maybe

a walk would help. Pulling on my running shoes, I started jogging, the rhythmic

pounding of myfeet on the pavement a soothing counterpoint to the turmoil within.

As I rounded a corner, my phone vibrated in my pocket. Pulling it out, I saw Ana's

name flash on the screen. A jolt of apprehension shot through me. Without breaking

stride, I answered the call.

"Alexei," Ana's voice crackled with urgency, "we need you… right now!"



"Where are you?" I asked, quickening my pace.

"Old Mill," she gasped. "Another one… just like the others… a vampire… dead."

My blood ran cold. Another victim? It couldn't be… could it?

"Hold on," I said, pushing myself to run faster. "I'm on my way."

It felt like an eternity before I reached the Old Mill, a dilapidated structure that stood

on the outskirts of town. Even from a distance, I could see the flashing lights of

sheriff’s cars, painting the night sky with an eerie red glow.

Ana was waiting for me near the police tape cordoning off the area. Her face was

pale, her eyes wide with shock.

"It's Dimitri," she whispered, gesturing towards the figure lying sprawled on the

ground.

Dimitri. A young vampire, one of the few youngsters I knew in Harmony Grove. He

had always kept to himself.

As I approached the body, a wave of nausea washed over me. The sight was identical

to the previous victims. Dimitri lay on his back, his face drained of color, two

puncture marks gleaming on his pale wrist. There were no signs of a struggle, no

defensive wounds.

My gaze darted towards the deputies milling around the scene. They moved with

cautious curiosity, unaware of the true nature of the attacker.

"Have they touched anything?" I asked Ana in a hushed voice.



She shook her head. "I just got here myself. I called you right away."

Relief flooded me. "Good," I said, kneeling down beside the body. "We need to keep

this scene clean until Evelyn arrives."
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A young deputy, his face a mask of nervous curiosity, approached us. "Sir, are you

related to the victim?" he asked.

"A… friend," I lied, forcing a smile. He probably just joined the force and he doesn’t

know me, and he is most likely human. More reason we need to keep quiet.

The deputy nodded, his gaze lingering on me for a moment too long. "Sheriff

Thompson will be here soon," he said, his voice respectful. "She'll take it from here."

I stood up, a cold dread settling in my stomach. Another vampire, another victim

killed in the same way. The feeling of helplessness was suffocating.

Hours seemed to crawl by as we waited for Evelyn. Finally, one of her deputies’

patrol car pulled up, headlights slicing through the darkness.

She jumped out, her face etched with worry. As soon as she saw me, a flicker of relief

crossed her features. Then, her gaze fell on Dimitri's lifeless body.

"Oh no," she breathed, a wave of sadness washing over her face.

Hurrying over, she crouched beside him, her eyes scanning the scene with a practiced

efficiency. She spoke to the deputies, her voice calm and authoritative, but I saw the

worry flickering in her eyes.

She stood up, turning to me and Ana. "We need to talk," she said, her voice grim.

Following her away from the prying eyes of the deputies, we found ourselves huddled



beneath a sprawling oak tree. The moonlight cast an ethereal glow, highlighting the

worry lines etched on Evelyn's face.

"Another, this time a vampire," I said, my voice low. "Killed the same way as Sarah

and the others"

Evelyn nodded, her jaw clenched tight. "It's escalating," she said, her voice a mere

whisper. "This creature… it's targeting vampires now too."

"Why?" I asked, frustration bubbling within me. "What is it trying to accomplish?" I

asked, my voice tight with frustration.

Evelyn shook her head, her brow furrowed in thought. "I don't know, Alexei," she

admitted. "But one thing is clear: this isn't some random act of violence. This is

deliberate. A message."

"A message to who?" Ana chimed in, her voice sharp. "The coven? The vampires?

The werewolves? Or maybe…" she trailed off, her eyes flickering towards me.

My breath hitched. "Maybe me?" I offered, a cold dread pooling in my stomach.

Evelyn's eyes met mine, her expression grave. "It's a possibility we can't ignore," she

said. "If this creature wants to incite panic, to shatter the peace we've so carefully

built… then targeting you would be the ultimate act of defiance."

A shiver ran down my spine. The treaty between the supernaturals in Harmony Grove

was a fragile thing, built on trust. If this creature exposed our existence… the

consequences could be catastrophic.

"We need to tell the coven," I said urgently. "We can't keep them in the dark any

longer."



Evelyn hesitated. "They weren't exactly welcoming before," she said, a hint of

bitterness in her voice.

"But they have the knowledge, the resources," Ana countered. "We can't fight this

alone, not with this creature targeting both humans and all supernaturals."

Evelyn remained silent, the weight of the decision heavy on her shoulders. Finally,

she let out a defeated sigh. "Alright," shesaid, her voice resigned. "I'll talk to Karla.

But I can't guarantee they'll be receptive."

Relief washed over me. "It's worth a shot," I said, a flicker of hope sparking in my

chest.

Exhaustion gnawed at me as I followed Evelyn through the crime scene tape. Dr.

Ramirez, the portly medical examiner with a perpetually worried frown, zipped

Dimitri's body into a black bag, his movements practiced yet respectful.

Evelyn directed the remaining deputies, her voice crisp and authoritative. But beneath

the surface, I saw a deep sadness reflected in her eyes. We hadn't spoken much since

my return from Mystic Vale, and a heavy silence hung between us. This whole thing

was taking its toll on us, on our relationship too.

As the deputies cleared the scene, the medical examiner scurried away with Dimitri's

body. Evelyn left in the patrol car, and I watched her go.

I turned around and made my way out of Old Mill too, it was time to head home.

"Alexei?" Ana's voice startled me. She had followed me, her face etched with

concern.

"I… I just needed some time alone," I stammered, feeling a pang of guilt for leaving



her abruptly.

She placed a hand on my arm, her touch a source of comfort. "Are you alright?" she

asked, her voice gentle.
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I looked into her eyes, the moonlight reflecting a deep well of concern. "Everything

feels… out of control," I confessed. "Dimitri… the creature… the coven… Evelyn…"

My voice trailed off, the weight of the situation threatening to crush me. Ana's hand

squeezed my arm tighter.

"You're not alone in this," she said, her voice firm. "We'll figure this out. All of us

together."

Her words offered a flicker of hope. Maybe she was right. Maybe, together, with

Evelyn, Ana, and the help of the coven,we could stop this creature and maintain the

fragile peace in Harmony Grove.

"Thank you, Ana," I said, a grateful smile tugging at the corners of my lips.

"Let's get you home," she said, her smile mirroring mine. "You look like you could

use some rest."

We walked to my car in comfortable silence. Dropping her off at her doorstep, I gave

her a quick hug.

"We'll regroup tomorrow," I said, my voice stronger. "I need to recharge a bit."

Ana nodded, a determined glint in her eyes. "Get some sleep," she said. "We're going

to need all our strength."

With a wave, I drove away. The exhaustion that had been gnawing at me now felt like



a physical weight. All I wanted was to crawl into bed and forget everything.

Chapter 25 - The Witches Are Done

Evelyn

The phone buzzed on the desk, breaking the silence of my office. I glanced at the

caller ID. Alexei. I picked up, already knowing the conversation wouldn't be easy. I

had a gut feeling, and my instincts were never wrong.

"What's going on, Alexei?" I asked, my tone tight with concern.

"Evelyn, we need to talk," he said, his voice grave.

"Alright, shoot," I replied, bracing myself for whatever news he had to deliver.

"Karla just informed me and the council that they're pulling out of the treaty. They

want to stand alone," he said, his words heavy with disappointment.

My heart sank. Karla's decision was a bold move that would surely have

consequences. "I see," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I tried to convince her otherwise, but she's made up her mind," Alexei continued,

frustration evident in his tone.

I remained silent for a moment, processing the information. "Thank you for letting

me know, Alexei," I finally said, my voice steady despite the turmoil brewing inside

me.

"Evelyn, please speak to her. We need unity now more than ever," he pleaded.



I closed my eyes, a surge of conflicting emotions washing over me. "I will head to the

coven now and try to do that. I can't promise she will listen to me, though," I said

firmly.

There was a brief pause before he responded. "I understand, Evelyn. Just be careful,"

he said softly before ending the call.

I leaned back in my chair, running a hand through my hair. This decision would

undoubtedly have repercussions, but I couldn't abandon Karla, not now.

I stood up, determination coursing through my veins. Whoever came for us now

would have to face the full force of our wrath.

I slammed the phone down, the weight of Karla's decision heavy on my shoulders.

Alexei's voice still echoed in my mind, pleading for unity, but Karla had made up her

mind. Loyalty to family trumped all else.

I gathered my things, my mind racing with the implications of Karla's choice. If the

witches pulled out of the treaty, it wouldn't be long before the fragile balance between

humans and supernaturals crumbled. Chaos would reign, and Harmony Grove would

descend into lawlessness.

I hurried out of the sheriff's office, the streets of Harmony Grove bustling with

activity. But beneath the surface, I could sense the tension, the uncertainty of what

lay ahead.

My destination was clear: the coven. I needed to convince Karla to reconsider, to give

the treaty another chance. If westood united, we could still maintain order and protect

both humans and supernaturals alike.

I arrived at the coven, the familiar sight of the old Victorian house offering comfort



amidst the chaos. I stepped inside, the air thick with the scent of herbs and magic.
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Karla was waiting for me, her expression unreadable. "Evelyn," she greeted me, her

tone guarded.

"Karla," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady.

We stood facing each other, the weight of our conversation hanging heavy in the air.

"I hope you understand why I had to do this," Karla said, her voice soft but firm.

"I do," I said, though the truth was far more complicated.

Karla sighed, running a hand through her hair. "We can't risk the lives of our people

for a treaty that no longer serves us," she explained.

"But if we pull out now, it will only lead to more bloodshed," I argued, desperation

creeping into my voice.

Karla shook her head, her eyes unwavering. "I won't let fear dictate our actions,

Evelyn. We'll find the killer ourselves, protect our own," she vowed.

I wanted to argue further, to convince her of the importance of unity. But deep down,

I knew that Karla was right. I couldn't ask her to jeopardize the safety of our people

for a dream of peace.

"I understand," I said finally, the weight of defeat settling over me.

Karla reached out, placing a hand on my shoulder. "You can always return home,



Evelyn. The coven will always be here for you," she said softly.

I nodded, gratitude swelling within me. "Thank you, Karla," I said, my voice choked

with emotion.

With a heavy heart, I bid Karla goodbye and returned to the Sheriff’s Department.

The streets seemed quieter now, the weight of our decision hanging heavy in the air.

As I walked, I couldn't shake the feeling of failure that gnawed at me. I had failed to

provide the peace that I promised every supernatural in Harmony Grove.

But as I reached my office, determination stirred within me. I may have lost this

battle, but the war was far from over. I would do whatever it took to keep Harmony

Grove safe, even if it meant standing alone against the darkness that threatened to

consume us all.

I trudged home later, the weight of defeat heavy on my shoulders. Alexei was waiting

for me. Concern was etched on his face as I entered.

"How did it go?" he asked gently, stepping forward to envelop me in a comforting

hug.

I sighed, leaning into his embrace. "I couldn't convince her, Alexei," I admitted, the

disappointment evident in my voice.

He squeezed me tighter, offering silent support as I let myself wallow in my defeat

for a moment.

"Come on," he said eventually, pulling away to look at me with a determined glint in

his eyes. "Let me cook you something. It might cheer you up."



I managed a weak smile, grateful for his unwavering optimism. "Alright," I agreed,

allowing him to lead me into the kitchen.

As Alexei bustled around the kitchen, preparing our meal, I couldn't help but marvel

at the easy familiarity of our shared space. Despite the chaos that surrounded us, here,

in our home, everything felt right.

We sat down to dinner, the aroma of Alexei's cooking filling the air. As we ate, we

talked about anything and everything, ourconversation meandering from mundane

topics to more serious matters.

I found myself losing track of time, the simple pleasure of Alexei's company washing

away the bitterness of my earlier defeat.

"You know," Alexei said suddenly, breaking the comfortable silence that had settled

between us, "no matter what happens, we'll get through this together. We always do."

His words were like a balm to my weary soul, reminding me that no matter how bleak

things seemed, we still had each other.

I reached across the table, squeezing his hand in silent gratitude. "Thank you,

Alexei," I said softly, my heart swelling with love for the man sitting across from me.

He smiled, his eyes warm with affection. "Always, Evelyn. Always."

His wide grin stopped my heart for a mini second as he placed his hands on the table

where I was seated, trapping me in between his hips. I shot up a brow in curiosity at

his sudden action, my heart beating wildly in anticipation of what was to come yet

trying to keep a level head.

Shit, I thought, it was already late.
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“I think I'll appreciate it if you tell me what you're thinking," I glanced down between

our bodies. "To know what's making you act so..." I trailed off as he smirked.

“So what?" he whispered in my ear, shivers trailing up my arm. I couldn't deny the

sizzling tension in the air, the chemistry between us, clawing up my chest and neck,

trying to choke me up yet making my brain all fuzzy. It was a pleasant feeling.

"I was thinking since the food did little to help your mood- I know the case has been

a bit messy- I decided I had better options." There was no disguising the heat that

flared in his eyes, and I felt the warmth settle in the depths of my stomach. Yet Itilted

my head in a challenge, locking our eyes. The passion in them was so obvious I

wanted to burn in it.

"And you were certain this new plan of yours was going to work?" I asked, and he

grinned more. This time, my heart stopped for a full second.

"Only one way to find out," he said. Before I even processed his words, his lips were

on mine. Hungry, soft, and everything heart-warming. My heart swelled in my chest

as he leaned in further, lifting a hand to cradle the back of my neck, seeking

permission, yet pouring so much love into it. Heat built in my stomach and pooled

between my legs, especially as he started trailing kisses from my lips down my jaw

and neck, nipping at the base of my collarbone.

I pulled back immediately, watching those dancing flames of heat in his eyes, and I

was very sure it was the same in mine.

I yanked him closer by the collar and crashed my lips on his. This time, it was



demanding, possessive, and rough, as if we were in a battle. I locked my hands

around his neck, threading my fingers through his hair.Damn, this man drives me

insane.

He lifted me up in one swift motion, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, the kiss

intensifying as I started to unbutton his shirt. I needed him now; all the days of

suppressing the need, attraction, want, chemistry- everything I felt for him rose to the

surface, threatening to burst through.

The fire seemed to sizzle through every pore in me as his boner pressed against my

core. More need built up, and I trailed my hands to the hem of his pants, his hand

stopping me immediately as he leaned away.

"Easy, little tigress, I want you as much as you want me, but allow me to worship

your body, Eve," the way my nickname rolled off his tongue made my breath catch.

He returned to kissing me, this time unstrapping my weapon harness and letting it fall

to the ground with a thud. I kicked off my boots ashe carried me up the stairs and into

our bedroom, not breaking the kiss. His tongue rolled over my mouth, lips nipping

and sucking wherever they went.

He let me down gently on the bed, and I took a moment to observe and trail my hands

over his sturdy abs.

God, he was perfect.

My legs were tangled underneath his as he tugged my blouse up and cupped my

breast, his other hand going behind to unclasp my bra. The moment the soft flow of

breeze hit my bare skin, a moan escaped my mouth as he leaned down and took one

hard nipple into his mouth. Wetness pooled between my legs, my hands shooting up

to cradle his head while his tongue worked perfectly on me.



His woody scent of musk and soap invaded my senses, and I let myself fall under the

spell of whatever he was doing to me when his hand slipped under my pants into my

wetness. My soft moan turned into gasps of pleasure as he started trailing kisses

down my abdomen, leaving his imprints all over me, his fingers teasing, exploring,

doing everything but touching me.

The fire threatened to engulf me, and I knew I couldn't wait any longer. I grabbed his

hand and pulled it out, staring at him with that need, that passion he knew so well and

understood.

In a matter of minutes, everything that had posed as a barrier between us was on the

floor as I felt him. Skin to skin, heat to heat, heart to heart, our tongues rolled against

each other, indulging ourselves in the love between us.

"You're beautiful, Eve," there he went again with the name. Something flared in his

eyes as his tip nudged against me, and it took everything in me not to scream out in

blinding pleasure when he went in slowly, waiting for me to adjust to his length. He

leaned down when he was fully in, cradling my head in his hands, a trembling sigh

escaping his lips. A sigh of satisfaction.

He set the pace, and a shudder raced down my body. He stroked in and out of me, the

ridges of his member caressing every part of me and pleasure forming a tight curl in

my stomach, threatening to burst open at any minute.

I trailed my hands down his back, feeling his muscles ripple with each thrust inside

me, locking eyes with him to see the flare with each movement of my hip. The room

became a noisy mess of moans and gasps as pleasure started to rise incredulously

within me. His pace quickened too, his thrusts getting harder and deeper, driving into

me with every need, every want, and every lust he had stared at me with before. And

me? I felt like I was teetering on the edge of a cliff, wanting to fall yet clinging to the

sweetness of what he was offering.



With one huge buck of his hips, he thrust into me, hitting the spot that sent me

spiraling into the clouds. I couldn't withstand the flames and fire burning through me,

and there was a crack before everything tumbled, dragging me with him down that

cliff, knocking my breath off as my hips rose to meet his last hard thrust, hot pleasure

gripping my body as he gripped my waist, riding down the torrents of our orgasm in

waves.

My gasps turned to slow moans, and his groans reduced to a soft moan that left me

wet all over again. Our chests were heaving as he looked at me with a heart-shattering

smile.

My earth stuttered on its axis as I gazed into his eyes.

"That...was awesome," he said, but I wasn't listening, lost in my own thoughts.

I was in love with this man. Head-over-heels in love.

Chapter 26 - Visions in Mystic Vale

Alexei

Imade my way through the quiet streets of Harmony Grove, the weight of our

investigation heavy on my mind. The recent murders had cast a shadow over our

once-peaceful town, and I was determined to find the culprit before any more lives

were lost.

The treaty was fragile now that the witches were out. The killer is still roaming, and it

looks like we aren’t making any progress, even if we are working around the clock.

I have to find a solution very soon.



As I approached our home, I found Evelyn waiting for me, her expression

determined.



Page 48

Source Creation Date: July 16, 2025, 7:46 am

"I think I know where we might find some answers," I said, meeting her gaze.

Evelyn nodded, her eyes bright with anticipation. "Mystic Vale," she said, her voice

resolute.

I hesitated for a moment, knowing the risks of returning to the abandoned town. But

if there was a chance it held the key to solving the murders, it was a risk we had to

take.

“Yes, I think we should go together so that we can find out more. Two heads are

better than one,” she replied, and I shook my head. It would be risky to set both of us

out like that.

"Evelyn, I think I should go alone," I said, my voice gentle but firm. "It's too

dangerous for you to come with me."

Evelyn shook her head, her eyes flashing with determination. "I can't let you go

alone, Alexei," she insisted. "There's too much at stake, and I need to be there."

I sighed, running a hand through my hair in frustration. "But Evelyn, if something

were to happen to you..." I trailed off, unable to voice the fear that gnawed at my

insides.

Evelyn stepped closer, reaching out to grasp my hand in hers. "I understand your

concerns, Alexei. But we're in this together, and I won't let you face this danger

alone."



I met her gaze, seeing the fierce determination burning in her eyes. Despite my

reservations, I knew that there was no changing her mind once she had made it up.

"But Evelyn, what about Harmony Grove?" I argued, trying to reason with her. "If

something were to happen to both of us, who would protect the town?"

Evelyn's expression softened, and she squeezed my hand reassuringly. "Harmony

Grove will be fine, Alexei. We've trained our deputies well, and they'll keep things

under control while we're gone."

I couldn't help but feel a surge of frustration at her stubbornness, but I knew that

arguing further would be futile.

"Alright," I relented, resignation settling over me. "But promise me you'll be careful,

Evelyn. I couldn't bear to lose you."

Evelyn smiled, a warm glow of gratitude spreading across her features. "I promise,

Alexei."

We spent the evening making preparations for our journey, gathering supplies and

discussing our plan of action.

As we sat down to dinner, I couldn't shake the feeling of unease that gnawed at me.

Mystic Vale was a place shrouded in mystery, and I couldn't shake the feeling that we

were walking into something far more dangerous than we could have imagined.

But Evelyn was undeterred, her determination unwavering as she spoke of her

theories and plans for our investigation.

I listened, my heart heavy with worry for her safety. But I knew that no matter what

dangers lay ahead, we would face them together.



The next morning, we set out for Mystic Vale, to the abandoned town looming before

us like a specter from the past.

The road stretched out before us, winding through the quiet countryside as we made

our way towards Mystic Vale. Neither of us spoke, lost in our own thoughts as we

contemplated the mysteries that awaited us in the abandoned town.

I focused on the road ahead, my hands tight on the steering wheel as I navigated the

twists and turns of the unfamiliar terrain. Beside me, Evelyn sat in silence, her gaze

fixed on the passing scenery.

Suddenly, I felt her hand reach out to touch mine, and I glanced over to see her

offering me a reassuring smile. I squeezed her hand in return, grateful for the silent

comfort she offered.

As we finally reached Mystic Vale, a sense of unease settled over me. The town

appeared even more deserted than I remembered, the empty buildings looming

ominously in the fading light.

We parked the car and stepped out onto the deserted street, the silence broken only by

the sound of our footsteps echoing off the empty buildings.

I glanced around, a sinking feeling settling in the pit of my stomach as I realized that

the woman and her son were nowhere to be found.

"Evelyn, they're gone," I said, my voice heavy with disappointment.

She frowned, her eyes scanning the deserted streets with a determined intensity. "We

can't give up yet, Alexei," she insisted. "There has to be something here that can help

us."



I wanted to argue, to convince her that it was futile to continue searching. But as I

looked into her eyes, filled with unwavering determination, I knew that there was no

changing her mind.

"Alright," I relented. "But let's be quick about it. We don't know what dangers may

lurk in these abandoned streets."

We split up, each of us scouring the empty buildings for any sign of the woman and

her son. But no matter where we looked, there was no trace of them to be found.
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As the sun began to sink below the horizon, casting long shadows across the deserted

streets, I knew that it was time to admit defeat.

"Evelyn, we need to go back," I said, my voice tinged with frustration. "There's

nothing here for us."

But Evelyn shook her head, her eyes flashing with determination. "We can't leave

empty-handed, Alexei," she insisted. "There has to be something we're missing."

I sighed. "Alright," I conceded, resigned to the fact that we might be spending the

night in this deserted town.

As we continued our search, the darkness enveloped us, casting an eerie glow over

the abandoned streets. But despite the danger that lurked in the shadows, I couldn't

help but feela sense of gratitude for the woman standing beside me, her unwavering

determination a beacon of light in the darkness.

***

Evelyn

The night enveloped us as we continued our search through the deserted streets of

Mystic Vale. Alexei and I walked around, our eyes scanning the shadows for any sign

of the missing woman and her son.

As we rounded a corner, we came upon a building that stood out from the rest. It was

grand and imposing, with intricate carvings adorning its facade. A sense of unease



settled over me as we approached, the hairs on the back of my neck prickling with a

strange energy.

"This place gives me the creeps," Alexei muttered, his voice low with unease.

I nodded in agreement, my senses on high alert as we stepped inside the ancient

temple. The air felt heavy, charged with an otherworldly energy that sent a shiver

down my spine.

Suddenly, a wave of dizziness washed over me, and I stumbled, my vision blurring as

violent images flashed before my eyes.

I saw a creature, dark and menacing, its eyes glowing with an unearthly light as it

stalked through the shadows. Its fangs gleamed in the darkness, dripping with blood

as it moved with a predatory grace.

I tried to scream, to warn Alexei of the danger that lurked within these walls, but my

voice caught in my throat, choked off by the overwhelming terror that gripped me.

"Evelyn, what's wrong?" Alexei's voice cut through the fog of my mind, his hands

grasping mine in a desperate attempt to anchor me to reality.

But I couldn't break free from the grip of the visions that held me captive, my mind

consumed by the darkness that threatened to engulf me.

With a strength born of desperation, Alexei lifted me into his arms, carrying me out

of the temple and back to the safety of the car, taking us home.

As we drove back towards Harmony Grove, the silence between us was deafening,

broken only by the steady hum of the engine and the sound of my ragged breathing.



"Evelyn, please, you have to tell me what you saw," Alexei pleaded, his voice filled

with concern.

But I couldn't find the words to describe the horrors that had unfolded before me. My

throat constricted with fear and disbelief.

I shook my head, my eyes fixed on the darkened road ahead as tears stung at the

corners of my eyes. How could I begin to explain the terror that had consumed me,

the darkness that lurked within the shadows of that ancient temple?

Alexei reached out, his hand brushing against mine in a gesture of silent support.

"We'll figure this out together, Evelyn," he said softly, his voice filled with

determination.

But as we neared Harmony Grove, a sense of dread settled over me, the knowledge

that the horrors I had witnessed were only the beginning of a darkness that threatened

to consume us all.

Chapter 27 - The Nogitsune

Evelyn

The world spun around me in a haze of confusion and fear as Alexei carried me into

the Luminara coven. The other witches rushed towards us, their expressions a mixture

of concern and alarm as they saw me in Alexei's arms.

Karla stepped forward, her eyes narrowing as she took in the sight before her. "What

happened?" she demanded, her voice sharp with urgency.

Alexei explained our harrowing experience in Mystic Vale, mentioning the visions

that had left me in a state of shock. Karla listened intently, her brow furrowing with



concern.

"It was her moon revelation," Karla said finally, her voice grave. "She saw something

that tapped into our ancestral powers."

A sense of relief washed over me as the other witches gathered around, their hands

reaching out to soothe my troubled soul. They began a ritual to ease my mind, their

voices blending together in a soothing melody that washed over me like a gentle

wave.
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Slowly, the darkness that had consumed me began to lift, replaced by a sense of calm

and clarity that settled over me like a warm blanket.

I opened my eyes to find Karla kneeling beside me, her expression filled with

concern. "Evelyn, can you tell me what you saw?" she asked gently.

I nodded, the memories of my visions still fresh in my mind. "I saw a creature," I

began, my voice trembling with the weight of my words. "It was dark and menacing,

with fangs and red eyes."

Karla's eyes widened in shock, a chill running down her spine. "That's not possible,"

she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

I frowned, confusion clouding my thoughts. "What do you mean?" I asked, my voice

tinged with apprehension.

Karla took a deep breath, her expression grave. "Evelyn, the variety of the killings...

the werewolf, the witch, the vampire... it all makes sense now."

I felt a knot form in the pit of my stomach as I realized the gravity of her words. "You

mean they were targeted because of what they are?" I asked, my voice barely above a

whisper.

Karla nodded, her gaze steady. "Yes. And if what you saw is true, then we're all in

deep trouble."

I swallowed hard, the weight of her words settling over me like a heavy cloak. "What



do we do now?" I asked, my voice trembling with uncertainty.

Karla's expression hardened, her eyes flashing with determination. "We find this

creature and stop it before it canharm anyone else. But first, we need to gather our

forces and make a plan."

As the other witches gathered around us, their faces set with grim determination, I

knew that the battle ahead would be like nothing we had ever faced before. But with

Karla leading the way, I was filled with a sense of hope that together, we could

overcome whatever darkness lay ahead.

The air crackled with tension as Alexei turned to Karla, his eyes filled with urgency.

"What is this creature, Karla? And why are we in deep trouble?" he asked, his voice

edged with concern.

Karla took a deep breath, her expression grave as she prepared to reveal the truth. "It's

called a Nogitsune," she began, her voice heavy with dread. "A deadly spirit creature

capable of killing every form of supernatural being. A Nogitsune is created by

merging different souls of different supernaturals."

My heart sank at her words, the weight of the revelation settling over me like a dark

cloud. "But how is that possible?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Karla shook her head, her eyes haunted with knowledge. "The killer is building it,

using the souls of different supernaturals. But the foundation always has to be a

banshee. A Nogitsune is created after a banshee has been made to succumb to dark

forces. It also needed the talisman for it to be tamed, and other supernaturals’ souls to

make the powers greater than usual."

A chill ran down my spine as I realized the implications of her words. "That's why the

banshee in Mystic Vale was missing," I murmured, the pieces of the puzzle falling



into place.

Karla nodded grimly. "Exactly. The killer has already taken her soul, and now they're

close to completing the Nogitsune."

My mind raced with the gravity of our situation. "How do we defeat it?" I asked, my

voice tinged with desperation.

Karla's expression softened, her gaze meeting mine with a mixture of sympathy and

resolve. "We have to free the soulscontained within it while ensuring that whoever is

controlling it is distracted enough for us to disarm them."

I nodded, the weight of our task settling heavily on my shoulders. "And what about

the talisman?" I asked, remembering the ominous object that had haunted my visions.

Karla's eyes darkened with concern. "I believe the Talisman has been reactivated

making the Nogitsune viable," she admitted, her voice heavy with worry. "They're

likely gearing up to attack now."

I felt a surge of fear grip my heart at her words, the realization of the danger that

lurked just beyond the horizon striking me.

"We need to join forces," Karla said, her voice firm with determination. "We have to

find out how to stop this killer, especially when we don't know their next move."

We nodded in agreement, knowing that together, we stood a chance against the

darkness that threatened to consume us all.

With a plan in place, we disbanded, each of us preparing for the battle that lay ahead.

Karla kissed my forehead, her touch imbued with a mixture of love and protection.



"Be careful, Evelyn," she said softly, her voice filled with maternal concern. "And

take this." She chanted a spell into my ear, the words washing over me like a soothing

balm.

"Thank you, Karla," I said, gratitude swelling within me as I prepared to face the

darkness that awaited us.

As we drove back towards the town, the gravity of our situation weighed heavily on

us both. Alexei glanced over at me, his eyes filled with concern.

"What's our next move, Evelyn?" he asked, his voice tense with anticipation.

I took a deep breath, gathering my thoughts as I formulated a plan in my mind. "First,

I need to head to my office and brief my team members," I replied, my voice steady

with determination."They need to know what we're facing, and I'll declare a curfew to

ensure the safety of the humans."



Page 51

Source Creation Date: July 16, 2025, 7:46 am

Alexei nodded in agreement, his expression grave. "And what about the vampires?

The curfew might upset them," he asked, his voice tinged with urgency.

I sighed, knowing that we needed all the help we could get if we were to stand a

chance against the darkness that threatened to engulf us.

"You need to mobilize them, let them know the dangers ahead now and how they can

be of help to the place they have known as their home all their lives." I said, my voice

firm with resolve.

"And inform the supernatural council. We need all hands-on deck now. I also think

we should inform the werewolves. They might have asked to be left alone but this

concerns them too."

As we pulled up outside the Sheriff’s Department, I felt a sense of purpose wash over

me. "Thank you, Alexei," I said softly, gratitude shining in my eyes.

He reached out, squeezing my hand in silent support. "Be careful, Evelyn," he said,

his voice filled with concern.

With a nod, I stepped out of the car and headed inside, the weight of our mission

heavy on my shoulders. As Alexei drove away, I knew that we were facing a battle

unlike any other. But as long as we stood together, I was confident that we could

overcome whatever challenges lay ahead, united in our determination to protect the

town we called home.

Chapter 28- Dimitir and the Pub



Alexei

The night hung heavy around me as I dialed my sister's number, the weight of our

investigation pressing down on my shoulders. Ana answered on the second ring, her

voice tight with concern.

"Alexei, what's wrong?" she asked, her tone filled with worry.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the conversation ahead. "Ana, we need to

meet," I said, my voice clipped with urgency. "It's about the murders."

There was a pause on the other end of the line before Ana responded. "Of course,

Alexei. Where do you want to meet?"

I glanced around the empty streets, searching for a suitable location. "Let's meet at

the park," I suggested, knowing it would be quiet and secluded.

"Alright, I'll see you there," Ana replied before hanging up.

As I drove to the park, my mind raced with thoughts of the Nogitsune and the dark

forces that threatened to tear our world apart. I couldn't shake the feeling of unease

that settled over me, knowing that we were facing an enemy unlike any we had

encountered before.

When I arrived at the park, Ana was already waiting for me, her expression grave as

she took in the sight of me approaching.

"What's going on, Alexei?" she asked, her voice filled with concern.

I took a deep breath, preparing to reveal the truth. "We visited Mystic Vale," I began,

recounting our harrowing experience in the abandoned town. "And I learned about



the Nogitsune."

Ana's eyes widened in shock, her hand flying to her mouth in horror. "A Nogitsune?

But how is that possible?"

I shook my head, my mind still reeling from the revelation. "I don't know, Ana. But

we need to act fast if we're going to stop it."

She nodded in agreement, her expression grim with determination. "I have a hunch,"

she said slowly, her eyes glinting with resolve. "We need to speak to Dimitri's wife.

She might have some answers."

Dimitri. The name sent a shiver down my spine, reminding me of the vampire who

had been the killer's latest victim. "You're right," I agreed, knowing that Ana's

instincts were rarely wrong.

Together, we made our way to Dimitri's home, the night shrouding us in darkness as

we approached the quiet street. I knocked on the door, my heart pounding with

anticipation.

After a moment, the door creaked open to reveal a young woman, her face drawn

with grief. "Mayor Alexei, Ana, thank you for stopping by." she welcomed us, her

voice tinged with sadness.

As Vera welcomed us into her home, the weight of grief hung heavy in the air,

casting a somber mood over the dimly lit livingroom. She led us to a worn couch, her

movements slow and deliberate as she settled herself beside us.

"I appreciate you both coming," she said softly, her voice thick with emotion. "It's

been a difficult time."



Ana and I exchanged sympathetic glances before I spoke, trying to offer some

semblance of comfort. "We're here to help, Vera," I assured her, my tone gentle.

She nodded, her eyes brimming with tears as she began to recount the events leading

up to Dimitri's death. "He had been acting strange for weeks, he was always visiting

that pub downtown.

He said he was meeting with work friends." she said, her voice trembling with

emotion. "And then one day, I came home early from work and found him meeting

with some strange friends, I had never seen them before in my life."
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I leaned forward, my interest piqued by her words. "What were they discussing? Who

were they?" I asked, my voice low with anticipation.

Vera hesitated, her gaze dropping to her lap as if struggling to find the right words. "I

didn’t know who they were. They were talking about a revolution," she admitted

finally, her voice barely above a whisper. "I didn't understand it at the time, but now I

think they killed him when he wanted to back out of whatever they were planning."

"Do you remember anything else?" I asked, my voice tinged with urgency.

Vera shook her head, her eyes clouded with grief. "No, that's all I know," she replied,

her voice choked with emotion. "But please, you have to find out who killed my

husband. He didn't deserve to die like this."

Ana reached out, placing a comforting hand on Vera's shoulder. "We will do

everything we can to uncover the truth,"she promised, her voice filled with sincerity.

"You have our word."

Tears welled up in Vera's eyes, and she nodded, gratitude in her gaze. "Thank you,"

she whispered, her voice barely audible. "Thank you for everything."

As we left Vera's home, we stood outside by the car.

“Let’s check out the pub and see if we can identify the friends he was meeting, they

should have CCTV footage there.” Ana suggested and I nodded. I climbed into the

driver’s seat, and we headed towards the pub.



I updated Evelyn on what Vera said about the meetings at the pub and told her that

Ana and I were headed there now.

Maybe we are truly getting somewhere, and we will be able to stop the Nogitsune

before the attack is launched.

The night air was heavy with anticipation as Ana and I made our way to the pub.

As we approached the pub, I couldn't shake the feeling of unease that settled over me,

knowing that we were about to delve deeper into the mystery that had gripped our

town. Ana and I exchanged a silent glance before pushing open the door and stepping

inside.

The pub was dimly lit, the soft murmur of conversation filling the air as patrons sat

huddled together in small groups. We made our way to the bar, where a tired-looking

bartender greeted us with a nod.

"Can I help you?" he asked, his voice tinged with weariness.

Ana flashed him a charming smile, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "We're here to

check the CCTV footage," she replied smoothly, her tone casual.

The bartender's expression shifted, a flicker of concern crossing his features. "I'm

afraid I can't help you with that," he said, his voice guarded.

I leaned forward, my gaze locking with his as I spoke in a low, persuasive tone. "I am

Mayor Alexei, and It's important," I insisted, my voice laced with authority. "We

need to identify some individuals who were here recently."

The bartender hesitated for a moment before nodding reluctantly. "Fine," he said, his

tone resigned. "Follow me."



As we made our way to the back of the pub, my mind raced with anticipation,

knowing that we were about to uncover crucial information that could lead us one

step closer to finding the killer.

The bartender led us to a small room at the back of the pub, where a bank of monitors

flickered to life, displaying grainy images of the pub's interior. Ana and I exchanged

a glance before turning our attention to the screens, searching for any sign of Dimitri

and the two friends that Vera had mentioned.

Hours seemed to pass as we painstakingly reviewed the footage, our eyes scanning

the screen for any hint of the individuals we were seeking. Finally, Ana let out a

triumphant exclamation, her finger pointing to a blurry figure on one of the monitors.

"There, Dimitri meeting with someone" she said excitedly, her voice tinged with

triumph.

I leaned closer, studying the figure on the screen with narrowed eyes. Getting the

bartender, I asked "Can you enhance the image?", my voice tight with anticipation.

The bartender nodded, his fingers flying across the keyboard as he worked to enhance

the footage. Slowly, the blurry image sharpened into focus, revealing the face of a

man I didn't recognize.

Ana frowned, her brow furrowing with concentration. "I've never seen him before,"

she murmured, her voice tinged with frustration.

I nodded in agreement, a sense of disappointment settling over me. "We need to keep

looking," I said, my voice determined. "There must be something else. Vera said

there were two of them."

As we continued to review the footage, my phone rang, startling me out of my



concentration. I glanced down to see Evelyn's name flashing on the screen, and I

quickly answered.

"Evelyn, what's wrong?" I asked, my voice tight with concern.

Her voice came through the phone, calm and steady. "I just wanted to check in," she

said, her tone reassuring. "How's it going at the pub?"

I filled her in on our progress, explaining how we had identified one of the

individuals from Vera's description but had never seen him before. "We're still

working on finding the second one," I added, my voice tinged with frustration.
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Evelyn listened patiently before responding. "I trust your judgment, Alexei," she said,

her voice filled with confidence. "But please, be careful. We don't know what we're

dealing with."

I nodded, knowing that she was right. "I will," I promised, my voice filled with

determination. "And Evelyn, please don't declare a curfew yet. It might trigger the

killer to act faster. We need to go slowly for now."

There was a pause on the other end of the line before Evelyn responded. "Alright,

Alexei," she said finally, her voice tinged with resignation. "I'll hold off for now. Just

promise me you'll be careful."

"I promise," I replied, my heart swelling with gratitude for the woman I loved. "I'll

see you soon, Evelyn."

As I hung up the phone, a sense of determination settled over me. We were closer

than ever to uncovering the truth, and nothing was going to stand in our way.

Chapter 29 - The Traitor

Alexei

“What if we have been checking the wrong pub? Vera mentioned a pub but she didn’t

specify. I have a feeling we are. If he is a regular like she claimed, then we wouldn’t

have seen just a single image of him. She said he was out all the time until his death.”

Ana said and I paused, maybe she was right.



“Alright, let’s check the last pub downtown and confirm if he was really going to a

pub, or if he lied to Vera about that too.” I replied and she nodded. We thanked the

waiter before walking back to the car, it was time to head out.

The neon lights of the downtown area flickered as Ana and I made our way to the last

pub on our list, the chill of the nightair biting at our skin. As we approached the

entrance, I couldn't shake the feeling of apprehension that settled over me, knowing

that we were about to confront the unknown once again.

Pushing open the door, we stepped inside, the warmth of the pub washing over us as

the sounds of laughter and conversation filled the air. Ana and I exchanged a glance

before making our way to the bar, where a young waiter stood behind the counter,

polishing glasses with practiced ease.

"Excuse me," Ana said, her voice polite but firm. "We're looking for someone who

may have been here recently. Have you seen this man?" She held up a picture of

Dimitri, his features frozen in a solemn expression.

The waiter glanced at the picture before shaking his head. "Sorry, I haven't seen him,"

he replied, his voice tinged with uncertainty.

I could feel frustration building within me as I pleaded with him. "Are you sure?" I

asked, my voice strained with urgency. "Please, take another look."

But the waiter simply avoided my gaze, his expression guarded as he continued to

polish the glasses in front of him. Ana shot me a knowing look, her eyes narrowing

with suspicion.

"Listen, we know he's been here," she said, her voice cold with determination. "And

we need to speak to someone who can help us."



Without warning, Ana lunged forward, wrapping her arm around the waiter's neck in

a headlock. The young man gasped in surprise, his eyes widening in shock as he

struggled against her grip.

"Alright, alright!" he choked out, his voice hoarse with panic. "He's been here, okay?

Dimitri and his friends are regulars."

Ana released her hold on the waiter, who stumbled backwards, gasping for air.

“Was that hard?” she asked with a smirk, and he eyed her while massaging his neck.

I shot him a stern look before turning to Ana, gratitude shining in my eyes.

"Thank you," I said softly, knowing that her quick thinking had saved us valuable

time.

With a determined nod, Ana turned to the waiter. "Now, we need to see the CCTV

footage," she demanded, her voice firm.

The waiter hesitated for a moment before nodding reluctantly. "Follow me," he said,

leading us to a small room at the back of the pub where a bank of monitors were

made available to us.

As we watched the footage, my heart sank as I saw Dimitri meeting with Ryan, a

sheriff’s deputy, and Beta Oberyn of the werewolf pack. My mind raced with the

implications of what we had just discovered. Dimitri, Ryan, and Beta Oberyn had

been seen arguing the night before Dimitri's body was found, and they followed him

into an alley where he had disappeared. The pieces of the puzzle were beginning to

fall into place, but the picture they painted was grim.

"We need to find out what they were discussing," Ana said, her voice tense.



I nodded in agreement, my mind racing with possibilities. "Let's head back to my

office," I suggested. "We need to talk to Ryan and Oberyn and find out what they

know."

As we left the pub, the weight of our discovery settled heavily on my shoulders. But

as long as Ana and I stood together, I knew that we would stop at nothing to uncover

the truth and bring justice to those who had been wronged.

I dialed Evelyn, hoping to bring her up to date. She didn’t answer...

"We need to find Evelyn," Ana said, her voice urgent with concern. "Something

might be wrong."
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I nodded in agreement, my heart pounding with a sense of urgency. "Let's go," I said,

my voice tight with determination.

We hurried out of the pub and into the night, the chill of the evening air biting at my

skin as we made our way through the deserted streets. With each passing moment, the

sense of unease grew stronger, fueling my determination to find Evelyn and ensure

her safety.

As we approached the Sheriff’s Department, a sense of dread settled over me,

knowing that something was amiss.

I pushed open the door and stepped inside, the air heavy with tension as I scanned the

room for any sign of Evelyn. But the building was eerily quiet, the usual bustle of

activity conspicuously absent.

"Where is everyone?" Ana asked, her voice tinged with concern.

I shook my head, my mind racing with possibilities. "I don't know," I replied, my

voice tight with worry. "But we need to find Evelyn."

We made our way through the whole building, searching room by room for any sign

of her. But she was nowhere to be found, and a sense of dread settled over me as I

realized that something was terribly wrong.

I pulled out my phone and tried to call Evelyn again, but it went straight to voicemail.

Panic surged through me as I dialed her number again and again, each time met with

the same result.



"She's still not answering," I said, my voice shaking with fear.

Ana's eyes widened with concern as she reached out, placing a comforting hand on

my shoulder. "We'll find her," she said, her voice filled with determination. "We have

to."

With renewed resolve, we continued our search, checking every room and corridor in

the building. But Evelyn was nowhere to be found, and a sense of helplessness

washed over me as I realized that she could be in grave danger.

As we stood outside the Sheriff’s Department, uncertainty hung heavy in the air, a

palpable tension that seemed to press down on us with each passing moment. With

Evelyn still missing and Deputy Ryan's involvement in question, I knew that time

was of the essence. We needed answers, and we needed them now.

"Ana, we need to split up," I said, my voice firm with determination. "I'll head to the

coven and check if Evelyn is there. You go to the werewolf pack and find Beta

Oberyn."

Ana nodded in agreement, her eyes filled with determination. "Got it," she said, her

voice steady. "I'll keep you updated."

With a final nod of reassurance, I turned and headed for my car, the engine roaring to

life as I pulled out of the parking lot and onto the deserted streets. My mind raced

with worry for Evelyn, each passing moment fueling my determination to find her

and bring her home safely.

As I drove, I continued to try Evelyn's phone, each attempt met with the same

frustrating result: voicemail. Panic surged through me, a gnawing fear that threatened

to consume me as I imagined the worst possible scenarios.



But I pushed the fear aside, focusing instead on the task at hand. I had to find Evelyn,

and I would stop at nothing to ensure her safety.

Chapter 30 - Taken For Revolution

Evelyn

After asking everyone to go home, to enable us to recharge and get ready for the

battle we were about to face, I remained in my office. I couldn’t bring myself to go

home or rest. I needed to be sure things were under control.

When will the killer come for the rest of us, and is the Nogitsune really as powerful

as Karla claimed? I have a thousand questions running through my mind and no one

to answer them.

I agreed with Alexei about not declaring a curfew yet. It is better that they think we

are still ignorant about their actual plans.

Suddenly, a chill ran down my spine, a sense of unease settling over me like a heavy

fog. I couldn't shake the feelingthat something was amiss, a nagging suspicion that

whispered warnings in the recesses of my mind.

Before I could react, a shadow loomed in the doorway, and my heart leapt into my

throat as I caught sight of a figure lurking in the darkness. Panic surged within me as

I scrambled to my feet, the hairs on the back of my neck standing on end.

"Who's there?" I called out, trying to hide the fear in my voice. Everyone was

supposed to have gone home.

But there was no reply, only the sound of footsteps drawing closer, each one echoing

ominously in the silence. I backed away slowly, my eyes darting frantically around



the room for a means of escape.

And then, without warning, the intruder lunged forward, their movements swift and

precise. Before I could react, a sharp pain erupted in my neck, a searing sensation that

sent shockwaves of agony coursing through my veins.

I cried out in pain, my vision swimming as darkness threatened to engulf me. My

limbs grew heavy, weighed down by an unseen force as my senses dulled and my

mind grew fuzzy with confusion.

Through a haze of pain and disorientation, I caught a glimpse of the intruder's face,

their features shrouded in darkness as they hoisted me effortlessly into their arms.

Panic surged within me as I struggled against their grip, but it was futile. I was

powerless to resist as they carried me towards the back door, their movements swift

and determined.

The world spun around me in a dizzying blur as we stepped out into the cool night

air, the darkness swallowing us whole as we made our way towards a waiting truck.

My heart pounded in my chest as I realized the gravity of my situation, my mind

racing with fear and uncertainty.
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And then, with a final burst of strength, I cried out for help, my voice echoing in the

empty streets as I fought against thedarkness that threatened to consume me. But it

was too late. The intruder had already thrown me into the back of the truck, the door

slamming shut behind me with a resounding thud.

I clung to consciousness with all my might, knowing that my only hope lay in the

hands of fate. But as the truck lurched forward and began to move, I couldn't shake

the feeling of dread that settled over me like a heavy blanket. I couldn’t keep my eyes

from closing nor could I control my own body anymore.

My head throbbed with a dull ache, and my limbs felt heavy, as if weighed down by

invisible chains. Panic surged within me as I remembered I was no longer in the

safety of the Sheriff's Department.

***

Blinking away the haze, I attempted to sit up, only to find myself bound tightly to a

chair, my movements restricted by the unforgiving restraints. My heart pounded in

my chest as I surveyed the empty warehouse, the silence broken only by the faint

echo of footsteps in the distance.

A voice cut through the silence, jarring me from my thoughts. "Ah, Sheriff Evelyn,"

it said, dripping with mockery. "I must say, I didn't expect you to be awake so soon."

My eyes darted to the source of the voice, and dread settled over me like a

suffocating blanket as I spotted Beta Oberyn standing before me, his eyes gleaming

with malice. His words sent a chill down my spine, and I struggled against my bonds,



desperation clawing at the edges of my consciousness.

"What do you want?" I demanded, my voice trembling with a mixture of fear and

defiance.

Beta Oberyn chuckled darkly, his gaze cold and calculating. "What do I want?" he

repeated, his tone laced with amusement."I want justice, Sheriff. Justice for all those

who have suffered at the hands of your kind."

My mind raced with a thousand questions, each one more urgent than the last. But

before I could speak, Beta Oberyn continued, his words dripping with venom.

"You see, Sheriff, there's a revolution coming," he said, his voice low and menacing.

"And when it comes, your kind will pay for the sins of your ancestors."

A wave of nausea washed over me as his words sank in, the implications of his

threats sending chills down my spine. I struggled to maintain my composure, fear

gnawing at the edges of my consciousness.

I was confused as hell; what did he mean by that? What sins did my kind commit, and

why was he here? Didn’t the whole thing start with the werewolves?

"Please," I said, my voice barely a whisper. "I don't know what you're talking about.

Just let me go."

But Beta Oberyn's laughter echoed through the empty warehouse, mocking and cruel.

"Let you go?" he scoffed. "Oh, Sheriff, you have no idea what's coming. And trust

me, you won't be going anywhere."

Desperation clawed at the edges of my consciousness as I realized the seriousness of

everything. Trapped and helpless, I could do nothing but wait, my fate hanging in the



balance as Beta Oberyn's words echoed in my mind.

I closed my eyes, willing myself to find strength. But as darkness threatened to engulf

me once more, I couldn't shake the feeling of dread that settled over me like a shroud,

knowing that the road ahead would be fraught with danger and uncertainty.

***

My eyelids fluttered open again later, heavy with the weight of grogginess, and I

found myself staring into the dimly lit interior of the warehouse. Panic surged within

me as I struggled to piece together the events that had led me here, my mind clouded

with confusion and fear.

And then, as if conjured from the shadows themselves, Deputy Ryan stepped

forward, his sinister grin sending a chill down my spine. I recoiled instinctively, my

heart hammering in my chest as I struggled to make sense of the situation.

The feeling of betrayal coiled at the pit of my stomach, and I could feel the rush of it

just by staring at Deputy Ryan.

"What... what's going on?" I stammered, my voice trembling with uncertainty.

Ryan's laughter echoed through the empty warehouse, a mocking sound that sent

shivers down my spine. "Oh, Sheriff Evelyn," he sneered, his voice dripping with

malice. "You really have no idea, do you?"

My breath caught in my throat as Ryan spoke, his words sending a wave of dread

washing over me. I struggled against my restraints, desperation clawing at the edges

of my consciousness as I searched for some means of escape.

But Ryan's laughter only grew louder, a cacophony of madness that filled the air with



a suffocating sense of dread. "You see, Sheriff," he said, his eyes gleaming with

malice. "I have big plans for Harmony Grove. And you, my dear, are standing in my

way."

My heart sank as Ryan's words sank in, the gravity of the situation crashing down on

me like a tidal wave. I had stumbled into something far more sinister than I could

have ever imagined, and now, I was trapped with no means of escape.

And then, with a flourish of his hand, Ryan unveiled the Nogitsune, a grotesque

creature that sent ice down my spine. My breath caught in my throat as I stared into

its crimson eyes, the darkness within them swirling with malevolent intent.

It was the same thing from my vision. Karla wasn’t lying.

Fear gripped me in its icy embrace as I realized the true extent of the danger we were

facing. The Nogitsune was real, a deadly weapon capable of unimaginable

destruction, and now, it stood before me like a harbinger of doom.

Beta Oberyn's excitement was palpable as he gazed upon the creature, his eyes alight

with fervor. I watched in horror as he spoke of their plans, his words filled with a

madness that chilled me to the bone.
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"Do you know what this is, Sheriff?" Ryan asked, his voice dripping with malice.

I remained silent, my mind racing with fear and uncertainty. I had no answers, no

means of stopping the nightmare that was unfolding before me.

And then, with a sudden surge of movement, the Nogitsune charged forward, its

grotesque form bearing down on me with terrifying speed. I braced myself for the

inevitable impact, my heart pounding in my chest as I prepared to face whatever fate

awaited me.

Then it stopped…… right in front of me.

Chapter 31 - Stay Away From Us

Ana

The engine of my car hummed softly as I pulled up to the entrance of the werewolf

pack's territory, the tension in the air palpable even from a distance. I knew they

weren't going to welcome me with open arms, but I had to try. We needed all the help

we could get.

Stepping out of the car, I squared my shoulders and approached the group of

werewolves that had gathered at the entrance. Their eyes bore into me with a mixture

of suspicion and hostility, and I braced myself for what was to come.

"Excuse me," I called out, my voice steady despite the unease that churned in the pit

of my stomach. "I'm looking for Beta Oberyn. Is he around?"



Silence greeted my question, the werewolves exchanging wary glances amongst

themselves. I felt frustration bubbling up inside me, but I pushed it aside, determined

to get answers.

"Look," I said, my tone firm. "I know you're not exactly thrilled to see me, but this

isn't about personal grudges. We're facing a serious threat, and we need to work

together to stop it."

One of the werewolves, a woman with fierce eyes and a hardened expression, stepped

forward, her gaze piercing. "And what threat would that be?" she asked, her voice

tinged with skepticism.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what I was about to say. "Beta Oberyn has

allied himself with dangerous individuals," I explained, my words measured. "They're

planning to unleash a creature capable of wiping out all of us."

A murmur rippled through the crowd, disbelief and anger flashing across their faces.

But before anyone could respond, the woman who had spoken before stepped

forward, her expression cold and unyielding.

"We will face whatever's coming to us, we will not be scared" she spat, her words

laced with bitterness. "Maybe it's time someone put an end to all of this."

“Stay away from us; we mean it.” She added, and I scoffed.

I felt a surge of anger coursing through me at her callous words, but I knew arguing

with her would be pointless. With a frustrated sigh, I turned on my heel and began to

walk away, the weight of defeat heavy on my shoulders.

As I climbed back into my car and drove away, the words of the werewolf woman

echoed in my mind, a painful reminder of the divisions that threatened to tear us



apart. But despite the setbacks, I refused to give up hope. We may be facing an uphill

battle, but as long as there were still those willing to fight, there was still a chance for

us to come out on top.

***

Alexei

Taking control as the Mayor, I called the rest of the Sheriff’s Deputies, urgency

ringing in my voice as I relayed the message. "We need to find Evelyn and Ryan," I

told them, my tone leaving no room for argument. "Evelyn is in danger, and Ryan is a

suspect. We need to act fast."

Without hesitation, the team sprang into action, dispersing to search every corner of

Harmony Grove. I watched them go, a knot of worry tightening in my chest. Evelyn

was out there somewhere, vulnerable and alone, and I couldn't shake the feeling of

helplessness that washed over me.

As I paced back and forth in the Sheriff's Department, my mind raced with a million

possibilities, each one more terrifying than the last. I couldn't bear the thought of

anything happening to Evelyn.

Just then, my phone rang, and I quickly answered, hoping for some good news. It was

Ana, her voice tense and strained as she recounted her encounter with the

werewolves.

"They weren't listening to me," she said, frustration evident in her tone. "And I don't

think Beta Oberyn was there either. Something's not right, Alexei. We need to find

them before it's too late."

I felt a surge of anxiety coursing through me at her words, a sickening sense of dread



settling in the pit of my stomach. Beta Oberyn’s involvement in whatever was

happening put Evelyn in even greater danger.

"Stay calm, Ana," I said, trying to sound reassuring even as my own nerves

threatened to unravel. "We'll find them. Just keep me updated on your whereabouts,

and we'll figure this out together."

With a heavy heart, I ended the call and turned my attention back to the task at hand.

There was no time to waste. Evelyn's life was on the line, and I would do whatever it

took to bring her back safely.

Gathering my resolve, I headed out into the streets of Harmony Grove, my senses

heightened as I searched for any sign of my missing fiancée. Every shadow seemed to

hold a threat, every alleyway a potential hiding place for danger.

But despite the mounting tension and the fear that gnawed at the edges of my mind, I

refused to give up hope. Evelyn was strong, stronger than anyone I knew, and I had to

believe that she would find a way to survive this ordeal.
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Minutes passed in a blur as I combed through the town, my footsteps echoing in the

empty streets. With each passing moment, the weight of uncertainty bore down on

me, a heavy burden that threatened to crush me beneath its weight.

“Why don’t we ask the witches for more help? Evelyn is their sister, a part of their

coven, and they will make more progress finding her than us. We have spent too

much time and she could be in even more danger than we realize.” Ana suggested,

and I nodded in acceptance. She was right; they could find her faster than we could

ever have.

We made our way to the coven, urgency pulsating through every step. The weight of

worry pressed heavily on my shoulders as we entered the familiar space, the air thick

with tension and anticipation.

"We need your help," I said to Karla, my voice strained with desperation. "Evelyn's in

danger, and we need to find her."

Karla's eyes widened with concern as she listened to our plight. "We'll do whatever it

takes to bring her back safely," she promised, determination gleaming in her gaze.

The witches wasted no time, gathering around us in a circle as they prepared to cast

the locator spell. I watched anxiously as they chanted ancient incantations, their

voices blending together in a harmonious melody that echoed through the room.

Minutes felt like hours as we waited with bated breath, every second stretching out

into eternity as we prayed for a sign, any sign, of Evelyn's whereabouts.



And then, like a beacon of hope in the darkness, a shimmering light appeared in the

center of the room, illuminating the faces of those gathered around us. It was the

tracer spell, leading us to Evelyn.

Relief flooded through me at the sight, a surge of determination coursing through my

veins as I realized that we were one step closer to finding her.

"We have to move quickly," I said, turning to Ana and Karla. "We can't afford to

waste any more time."

Karla nodded in agreement, her expression grim with determination. "We'll gather

our forces and prepare for an attack," she said, her voice resolute. "We'll take out the

Nogitsune and bring Evelyn back home where she belongs."

With renewed purpose, we set our plans into motion, mobilizing our allies and

marshaling our strength for the battle that lay ahead.

I called the head of the vampire army, relaying our dire situation and urging him to

mobilize his forces. Every moment was precious, and we couldn't afford to delay any

longer.

As we waited for the armies to assemble, Ana pulled me aside, her eyes filled with

understanding and compassion.

"She'll be okay," she said, her voice soft but firm. "Evelyn's strong, Alexei. She won't

let them harm her."

I nodded, a flicker of hope igniting within me at her words. I had to believe that

Evelyn was safe, that she was out there somewhere, waiting for us to find her and

bring her back home.



Chapter 32 - The Final Showdown

Evelyn

The tension in the warehouse crackled like lightning as Ryan's frustration mounted,

his orders falling on deaf ears as the Nogitsune remained eerily still, refusing to carry

out his commands. I could feel the fear and uncertainty radiating off Beta Oberyn as

he shifted nervously, his gaze darting between Ryan and the creature before us.

"Are you sure this thing is as powerful as you claim?" Oberyn's voice wavered, his

doubt evident as he dared to question Ryan's authority.

Ryan's jaw clenched, his eyes flashing with anger as he bristled at the insinuation.

"How dare you question me?" he snarled, his voice dripping with venom. "I've

sacrificed everything to bring this creature to life, and you have the audacity to doubt

me?"

Oberyn recoiled at Ryan's outburst, his own anger flaring in response. "I had to kill

Alpha Mark for this," he retorted, his voice rising in defiance. "I risked everything for

your dream, and this is how you repay me?"

As tension thickened the air, Ryan's frustration simmered beneath the surface, evident

in the way his hands clenched into fists at his sides. His eyes bore into Beta Oberyn,

his gaze icy and unforgiving.

"You dare question my methods?" Ryan's voice sliced through the silence, each word

dripping with disdain. "After everything I've done to bring the Nogitsune to life, you

have the audacity to doubt its power?"

Beta Oberyn squared his shoulders, meeting Ryan's gaze with a defiant glare of his

own. "I have risked everything for your cause," he retorted, his voice ringing with



conviction. "But I cannot ignore the doubts gnawing at me. If this creature is truly as

potent as you claim, why has it not attacked Evelyn?"

Ryan's lips curled into a derisive smirk. "You underestimate the complexity of my

creation," he replied, his tone oozing with arrogance. "The Nogitsune operates

according to my commands, and I have deemed Evelyn irrelevant to our cause."

Oberyn's brows furrowed in disbelief. "Irrelevant?" he repeated incredulously. "She is

the Sheriff of Harmony Grove, a formidable opponent in her own right. If we are to

succeed, we cannot afford to underestimate her."

Ryan's laughter echoed through the warehouse, sending frost across my skin. "You

speak of caution and restraint, but I see only weakness," he sneered. "We must strike

fear into the hearts of our enemies, and the Nogitsune is our most powerful weapon."

Oberyn's fists clenched at his sides, his eyes blazing with righteous indignation. "I

will not stand idly by while you unleash chaos upon our town," he declared, his voice

resolute. "If yourefuse to see reason, then I will take matters into my own hands."

The tension in the room crackled like electricity, the air thick with animosity as Ryan

and Oberyn faced off in a battle of wills. Each word was a dagger, slicing through the

silence and leaving wounds that would not easily heal.
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Fury flickered in Ryan's eyes as he turned his attention to Oberyn, his lips curling

into a malicious smile. "If you don't believe in the Nogitsune’s power, then perhaps

you should experience it for yourself," he spat, his voice laced with venom.

With a wave of his hand, Ryan commanded the Nogitsune to attack, and I watched in

horror as the creature obeyed, lunging at Oberyn with a ferocity that sent fear

throughout me.

Oberyn's screams echoed through the warehouse as the creature's claws tore through

his flesh, leaving him crumpled on the floor in a lifeless heap. My heart pounded in

my chest as I stared at the gruesome scene before me, a sickening realization settling

in the pit of my stomach.

The Nogitsune was a real savage, and it was deadly.

But as I watched Oberyn's lifeless body, a question nagged at the back of my mind.

Why hadn't the creature attacked me? I was just an ordinary person, wasn't I? Or did

it somehow know I was a Luminara witch, but why care? It already killed one of us.

“Now, do you doubt the power I have over you?’ Ryan asked as he turned to me, his

eyes filled with so much evil that it scared me.

I whispered a quick prayer. I desperately hoped to survive this, and hoping the

creature keeps stopping and refusing to attack me.

Ryan's voice dripped with venom as he outlined his sinister plans, his eyes gleaming

with malicious intent as he towered over me. The dim light of the warehouse cast



eerie shadowsacross his face, accentuating the cruel curve of his lips and the coldness

in his gaze.

"I won't kill you yet, Sheriff," Ryan sneered, his tone laced with twisted amusement.

"No, you'll stay right here while I take control of Harmony Grove. You'll watch as I

dismantle everything you hold dear, and when the time comes, you'll beg me for the

mercy of death."

His words sent a chill up and down the back of my neck, but I refused to show any

sign of fear. Instead, I met his gaze head-on, my jaw clenched in defiance as I

struggled to maintain my composure in the face of his malevolent intentions.

"You're delusional, Ryan," I retorted, my voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing

through my veins. "You'll never succeed in your twisted ambitions. We'll stop you,

no matter what it takes."

Ryan's laughter echoed through the warehouse, the sound grating on my nerves as he

took a step closer, his eyes blazing with manic fervor.

"Oh, I'm quite sure of my success, Sheriff," he replied, his voice dripping with smug

confidence. "And when I'm finished, Harmony Grove will bow before me, and you'll

be nothing but a distant memory."

I fought to keep my emotions in check, refusing to give him the satisfaction of seeing

me falter. But inside, a storm raged, the weight of his words pressing down on me

like a suffocating blanket of dread.

As Ryan continued to gloat, his words becoming more twisted with each passing

moment, I struggled to block out the rising tide of fear that threatened to overwhelm

me.



Ryan's chilling words, his eyes glinting with malice as he outlined his sinister plans

for Harmony Grove. I clenched my jaw, suppressing the urge to lash out at him,

knowing that any resistance would only provoke him further. Instead, I focused

onmaintaining my composure, refusing to show any signs of fear in the face of his

twisted intentions.

As Ryan continued to taunt me with his threats, a sudden commotion erupted within

the warehouse, cutting through the tension like a knife. I turned to see Karla leading

the charge, her fellow witches at her side, their faces set in determined grimaces as

they prepared to confront the Nogitsune.

Without hesitation, the vampire team surged forward, their movements swift and

coordinated as they closed in on Ryan and took him out. I watched with bated breath

as they engaged in a fierce battle, their determination matched only by their

unwavering resolve to protect Harmony Grove at all costs.

Karla went straight for the talisman as the vampires successfully knocked it out of

Ryan’s hands. The energy from the talisman threw her off a bit.

"Focus, Karla!" Agnes rasped. "We don't have much time!"

Karla nodded, her jaw clenched tight. She held the werewolf talisman aloft, the silver

pendant pulsing with an unnatural green light. We all knew what that meant. The

Nogitsune, the malevolent spirit Ryan had bound to the talisman, was fighting for

control.

"We need to sever the connection," Beatrice barked. "Weaken it before Karla severs

it completely."

As one, the coven unleashed their magic. Agnes sent tendrils of calming energy

toward Karla while Beatrice wove a fiery net around Ryan, effectively pinning him to



the wall. The air crackled with raw power as Elara, the water witch, and Nadia, the

earth witch, joined the fray.

Ryan, his face contorted in a grotesque mask of rage, screamed. His eyes locked on

Karla with a murderous glint.

"You will all pay!" he bellowed, his voice raspy and laced with malice. "This town

will burn! You can't stop me!"

Karla ignored him, focusing solely on the talisman. Her fingers danced across its

surface, her lips moving silently in an ancient chant. The silver light emanating from

her intensified, pushing back the unnatural green glow from the pendant.

"Almost there, Karla," I rasped, my voice hoarse from disuse. The effort of pushing

against the magical bindings left me breathless.

"Just a little longer," she whispered back, sweat beading on her forehead. The

serenity that usually graced her face was etched with fierce concentration.

Suddenly, the air shimmered, and a wisp of inky black smoke oozed out of the

talisman. It writhed and pulsed with a malevolent energy, its form shifting and

changing like a living shadow. The Nogitsune.

With a final, agonizing scream, the talisman shattered. The green light vanished,

replaced by a blinding white flash that momentarily filled the room. When the light

subsided, the smoke had solidified into a grotesque, humanoid figure with glowing

red eyes. It shrieked, a sound that seemed to tear through the very fabric of reality.
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This time, the witches were ready. Agnes, prepared for this moment, slammed her

staff on the ground. A shimmering dome of pure white light engulfed the room,

trapping the enraged spirit. Beatrice, her eyes blazing with determination, unleashed a

torrent of fire that converged on the Nogitsune. Elara unleashed a torrent of icy water,

freezing the creature in its tracks. Nadia, her connection to the earth strong, slammed

the floor, sending tremors that rattled the very foundation of the room knocking the

Nogitsune off balance.

The Nogitsune shrieked in fury, its form flickering against the onslaught. The

combined magic of the witches pushed it back, its dark energy dissipating under the

assault. It lashed out, tendrils of inky black smoke whipping at the barriers, but it was

trapped.

"Now, Karla!" Agnes bellowed, her voice hoarse but filled with unwavering power.

Karla, her face etched with a mixture of exhaustion and determination, raised her

hands. An ethereal silver light pulsed from her palms, brighter than anything I had

ever seen. She chanted in a language older than time, her voice rising above the

cacophony of the trapped spirit's screams.

The silver light intensified, forming a blinding beam that engulfed the Nogitsune. The

creature writhed in pain, its screams turning into ear-splitting wails. The room pulsed

with raw magical energy, the very air crackling with the power unleashed.

Finally, with a deafening screech that shook the room to its foundation, the Nogitsune

disintegrated. The silver light subsided, leaving behind only an acrid smell of burning

sulfur and the faint scent of ozone.



We all stood there, panting, the silence thick and heavy. The dome of white light

vanished, leaving us bathed in the soft glow of the room's lanterns. Slowly, the

tension drained from my body, leaving behind a wave of exhaustion.

"It's… it's gone," Karla whispered, her voice trembling. Relief flooded her face, same

as everyone else in the room.

As the dust settled, Ryan and Oberyn both dead, and the Nogitsune disintegrated, the

adrenaline began to fade. Alexei enveloped me in a tight embrace, his arms a

comforting anchor amidst the chaos that surrounded us. I buried my face against his

chest, breathing in the familiar scent of him and his cologne as a sense of

overwhelming relief washed over me.

"I love you," Alexei whispered, his voice soft and filled with emotion. "I thought I'd

lost you."

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I held him close, grateful beyond words for

his unwavering support and steadfast love. At that moment, surrounded by the

wreckage of our battle,I knew that no matter what trials lay ahead, we would face

them together, united in our determination to protect our town and each other.

And as we stood there, locked in each other's arms, I knew that no matter what the

future held, Harmony Grove would always be our home, a beacon of light in the

darkness and a testament to the strength of our love.

EPILOGUE

Alexei

Istepped into the grand chamber where the supernatural council convened, the weight

of recent events heavy on my mind. The council members, a diverse assembly of



vampires, witches, and werewolves, turned their attention to me as I approached the

center of the room.

"Members of the council," I began, my voice carrying across the chamber. "I come

before you today to report that the killer responsible for the recent murders in

Harmony Grove has been apprehended. The threat has been neutralized, and our town

is once again safe."

A murmur of relief rippled through the room, and I continued to provide details of the

investigation and our successful efforts to stop the Nogitsune. After confirming that

the Luminarawitches had rejoined the treaty, the council concluded the meeting with

a sense of cautious optimism.

As Evelyn and I left the council chambers, the weight of the recent events began to

lift, replaced by a sense of satisfaction at having resolved the crisis. We made our

way to the werewolf pack to return the talisman that had caused so much trouble.

The wolf pack greeted us with wary expressions as we explained Beta Oberyn's

betrayal and the role he played in creating the Nogitsune. I held out the talisman,

offering it as a gesture of peace.

"I know we took longer than a week to close this investigation, so technically you are

no longer part of the treaty, per my deal with Beta Oberyn. If you ever choose to

rejoin the Harmony Grove treaty, know that the door will always be open to you," I

said, addressing the pack. But they remained silent, their eyes betraying a mix of

regret and resentment.

Alpha Mark's wife the pack Luna stepped forward, her expression somber as she

accepted the talisman from my outstretched hand. Without a word, she turned and

walked away, the weight of the artifact heavy in her grasp.



I smiled, the weight of responsibility lifting from my shoulders. Despite the trials we

faced, I knew that our love would only grow stronger in the years to come.

Leaning in to press a tender kiss against my lips, Evelyn said "I can't believe we're

done with this....this everything!”

"You're capable of anything Eve, I knew you'd solve the case" I said, stroking hair

away from her face. She flashed me a flirty smile and slowly hooked her hands

around my neck.

We are just barely inches apart and I could feel her heartbeat pick up pace at our

proximity. She still has this effect on me even though I know she's mine. I stroked the

back of her neck with my thumb, an action she's come to love.

"So, what now, Mr. Mayor? You always seem to have many things in store for me,"

Evelyn drawls out slowly as I trail my eyes over her face, resting my gaze on her lips.

I take a step closer, completely taking away any space between us and leaning in so

closely our noses are touching.

"Now Evelyn, as I said, we have a wedding to plan," I say it in a whisper that she can

barely hear but I know she hears me. My heart stops as I stare at her with hooded

eyes before her smile slowly turns wide and I capture her lips immediately, lifting her

off the floor.

The kiss is ferocious yet soft and promising, she tugs at my hair, pressing her body so

close to mine as I lead her to the master bedroom. Her body shivers in anticipation as

I trail kisses over her neck, igniting flames as I mark everywhere on her body, my

hands playing over her curves and angles, seeking and taking.

I pull out of the kiss when I set her on the bed and push her hair from her face. My

eyes are so tender and soft that everything in them speaks volumes.



"I initially planned for a romantic dinner, red candles and all," I’m almost regretting

not doing that when she pulls me closer by my shirt, a smirk on her face as she slowly

runs her hand down my chest.
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"I think I prefer planning a wedding over planning a dinner," she says, yanking away

my shirt from where it's tucked in and unbuttoning it with the ferocity of a tiger. I

take her lips again and let the taste of her fill me, igniting deeper cravings that settle

like an ache between my legs.

She had come off as nonchalant at first and yet effortlessly, I had seduced her and

wrapped her round my finger, and under me. The beauty of the moment catches me

as I slip off her bra and cup her breast, her hard nipples scraping against theroughness

of my palms, eliciting a sharp pleasure that shoots through her.

This was our moment, an intimate moment that makes me realize how much she is

mine. And when I take one hard nipple into my mouth, her breath catches. It always

catches in that swirl of sensations and fire building up in her, begging so hard to be

released. I tug at the hook of her pants, and I realize she hadn't unstrapped her

weapon.

In a quick motion, everything falls to the floor and she stares at me, in all my glory,

standing hard and male, just for her. I feel my head swell at that knowledge, lust and

passion building up in her eyes. She wants me, she always wants me.

My mouth returns to hers, hovering round her body, down her breasts, stomach,

thighs, threatening to set free the flames she's trying to hold in. I slide my fingers

down her wetness, my mouth hovering above her core as something so primal

tightens in her stomach and melts.

The electricity of it all shoots up my spine when I thumb her clit and a shudder

ripples down her. Then my tongue finally settles and the pleasure all but drowns her.



She arches her back, threading her hands through my hair, the muscles of her thighs

stiffening in pleasure.

My tongue works magic all over her folds, seeking, exploring, devouring what was

found. It's as if I'm making love to it and finally something snaps and she lets out a

scream, her hips bucking against my head, her hands flailing as she fists them in the

bed sheets while I hold her down by her waist, savoring everything she has to offer as

she rides out the high I keep pushing her towards. Not once, but twice.

I let her ride out her second orgasm before coming up against her. The world feels

like it’s spinning and there’s nothing in it but her. She wraps her legs around me and

in a swift motion, she flips, trapping me under her, her weight fully on top ofme and

my member rigid against her wet core. A smile cradles my face as she laces her hands

together behind her head in astonishment.

"Being a tigress already?" I tease, but I’m eager to play along and see what she does.

She smirks as her fingers wrap around my length and pushes me slightly into her,

watching my eyes darken. Lust invades my senses and she sinks onto me to the hilt in

one motion, a gasp escaping her lips as the pleasure of it ripples down in a massive

wave down to her core, clenching me tight. I can feel her pulsate around me as she

slowly rises and sinks down onto me, inch by inch. I watch her, intense lust and

pleasure dancing around her eyes.

My thumb goes to her clit, circling it in fast swift motions that make her squeeze me

more. Pleasure builds to a height she's sure she can't ride down from and our hips let

go of a rhythm, her hips are thrusting up to meet the descent of mine, taking me so

deep and hard yet still it's not even enough.

I flip her and slam deep into her, a cry of pleasure escaping her lips now raising her

hips to match my fast motions. She's moaning and gasping and whimpering, a

contrast to my grunts and groans.



She tries to hold onto the last knot of pleasure but it snaps, taking it along with mine

and everything comes crashing down, I fall on top of her with one last deep thrust and

she screams, her eyes rolling back as her body shudders, pleasure gripping her,

milking me, her hips bucking and quaking in reckless abandon.

My hips buck slowly into hers, adding to the pleasure this mind-blowing orgasm

brings. Her hands are clutching my hair tightly as she rides out the height of the

orgasm and when I feel her body go lax under me, I raise myself up, supporting my

head with my elbow beside her hair and stroke her face.

"I love you, Sheriff Evelyn," I whisper against her mouth.

“I love you more, Mr. Mayor.”

As our lips meet, I feel a surge of warmth and contentment wash over me. Despite the

challenges that lay ahead, I know that as long as we face them together, there is

nothing we can’t overcome.

And as we embrace, I know that our love will be the guiding light that will lead us

through whatever the future holds. We are one!


