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Sleep was pulling and tugging at every part of her physically and mentally. 
The long yawn that left her mouth made her shake her head. The minute she hit 
the mattress she was asleep in seconds. 

Where am I? 
When the thought entered her mind she knew she was dreaming, but 

wherever she was, she’d never been there before. She looked down at her body 
and saw she was still wearing the bathrobe. A chill crept up her spine because this 
felt eerily real. In any other dream she wore a random outfit. The hallway was 
massive, like she was in a palace. Her bare feet made no sound as she tiptoed 
down the corridor, frightened she would encounter someone. This place had an 
ominous feeling. She shouldn’t be here. 

“Wake up. Wake up. Wake up.” The whispered words did nothing, because 
she remained in the dream or whatever it was. 

A large doorway loomed at the end of the hall. The door was slightly ajar. 
Against her better judgment she crept towards it.  

What am I doing? Why am I going to investigate? I should head in the 
other direction. 

Despite the screaming thoughts in her brain she proceeded to the door, 
frantically looking around for anyone or anything that might lurk in the shadows. 
The sliver of an opening was enough for her to press her eye to and attempt to 
look around without being caught. It was a bedroom. There were floor to ceiling 
windows on the far side of the room. There must have been a balcony or terrace 
situated outside because the flimsy, gauzy curtains billowed out from the 
windows, caught by a breeze. In the dimness she could barely make out a sleeping 
form in the cavernous bed. The room seemed devoid of anything else, save a large 
armoire. 

Something made her crack the door open and walk inside. 
What are you doing you crazy person? Go back. Get out of here. 
Still she moved closer, her curiosity carrying her closer and closer. Seconds 

later, she stood on the stairs that led up to the bed. Her hand and arm shook as 



she reached out to touch the shoulder of the sleeping form that had their back to 
her.  

“Who’s there?”  
His sinister voice froze her in place. The hairs all over her body stood on 

end. This was Killian’s bedroom. He rolled over and sat up. The covers slipped 
down revealing his naked chest. His green eyes scanned the darkened chamber. 
She was sure his vampire sight allowed him to see just fine despite the lack of 
light. The crazy thing was, he seemed to look right through her like she wasn’t 
even there. She waved her hand in front of his face. 

“You can’t see me?” 
His eyes continued to search the room. While she was definitely 

dumbstruck that she was invisible to him, her mind chose that moment to have a 
stupid thought.  

If he’s a vampire why isn’t he sleeping in a coffin or underground? 
She wanted to kick herself. 
Really? Right now is not the time for this. 
“I can smell the witch on you, Willow.” His nostrils flared.  
Her body went rigid with terror.  
He knows I’m here. 
The derision in his statement made her wonder if he knew she was staying 

at the Walker Coven. After the attack he already knew she traveled with witches. 
“I will find you.” He sounded so sure she swallowed to keep from choking 

and clutched her throat feeling like he was strangling her. 
Wake up! 
Her eyes flew open, and she took in a deep, much needed breath before 

she sat up and looked around the beige and white, eighteenth century bedroom 
she occupied at the coven and sighed. 
 


