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HOW THIS WORKS

‘Dead And Alive’ is a multi-part series following the lives of three characters: Diavian 
Hatara, Kailah Turner and Michael Garran. Each ‘season’ is of novella length 

(between 30,000 and 40,000 words) and will be split into 6–8 ‘episodes’.

Episodes will be released every other month with a gap of 3–4 months between 
seasons.

To receive notification of each new episode, I recommend that you follow my 
Amazon Author Page or sign up for my quarterly newsletter.

Aside from that, it’s all pretty simple. Grab a drink, get comfortable and prepare for a 
fast-paced thriller charting what happens when vampires and humans clash.

http://eepurl.com/0yPa1
http://www.amazon.com/-/e/B00YCGGF5W
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DEAD AND ALIVE: REUNION

Will she remember me?
The metallic tang of fear flooded Diavian’s mouth. Seconds later, she realised 

she had bitten her tongue.
For the fourth time that night, she pulled the band from her hair, fluffing out 

the long, golden tresses before tying them back up again. She gazed at a tall rectangle 
of orange light five floors up in the block of flats across the street. Despite the 
distance, she glimpsed a humanoid shape moving within.

So she is home. Good.
Diavian scuffed her foot against the floor, leaning deeper against the lamppost 

with the broken bulb. This corner of the street lay wrapped in darkness, her every 
action hidden from prying eyes.

Neighbourhoods like this closed down as the sun set, giving way to the seedier 
occupants lurking beneath the civilised exterior. Gangsters and drug dealers making 
their pacts, in murky basements and shuttered rooms.

With a shove, she pushed off from the lamppost and marched across the 
street. Her heels clacked like tiny gunshots. As she reached the building, an empty 
beer bottle shattered against the ground not three inches from her feet. Glass sprayed 
out in a glistening circle, fetid drops of alcohol splashing up the crumbling 
brickwork. She hissed and ducked into the doorway as another bottle followed.

Shouts spilled from an open window. Cries of pain.
What are you doing in this hell-hole, Kailah? You’re better than this.
Numbers for the flats barely showed against the smudges of dirt. No names.
Diavian walked her fingers along the buttons and depressed one in the centre 

of the fifth row.
Silence.
Of course.
The door groaned when she tried to open it. She rolled her eyes, gripped the 

handle and twisted her wrist. The locking mechanism snapped with a grinding shriek 
of twisted metal.

The ruined door swung inwards, unleashing a glut of urine soaked air. 
Something small, black and shiny scuttled away from the influx of light, aiming for 
the shadows near a row of open wheelie bins.

The stairs yawned before her.
Diavian took the time to read the graffiti marking the walls, trailing her fingers 

over the rough markings. When something cool, sticky and black clung to her skin, 
she wiped them on her jeans and kept her hands to herself.

She must be here for a reason. Hiding? This place is nothing like our old 
home.

One flight of steps. Two. Three. By the fourth, Diavian began to rethink her 
plan. She hesitated on the last step, hands thrust deep into her jacket pockets. Three 
doors lay before her marked 4a, 4b and 4c. To the left, 4C was lost in the gloom cast 
by another broken bulb.

Sweat beaded on her upper lip.
What if she doesn’t want to see me? What if she hasn’t forgiven me?
A door opened on her right. Light spilled through the doorway of 4a and a tall, 

bald headed, black man pounded through, a lit cigarette dangling from his thick lips. 



He paused when he saw her. Smiled. Smoke curled from his nostrils. ‘Hey, 
sweetness. You here for me?’

‘No.’ Diavian edged passed him, aiming for the curve leading to the next flight 
of stairs.

‘You sure?’ He grabbed her arm, thick fingers digging in like blunt sticks. ‘You 
look like you’re here for me. What’chu got under that long coat?’

‘Nothing.’
His eyes brightened. ‘That’s what I like to hear.’ His grip tightened.
Great. Just what I need.
Chuckling, the man dragged her close and breathed a stream of smoke into 

her face. As she coughed and flapped a hand before her nose, he dropped his 
cigarette and ground it out with one heavy boot. ‘Why don’t you tell me your name, 
pretty thing?’

Diavian stiffened, one eye on the stairs. On her goal. ‘I don’t want trouble.’
‘Pity; I like trouble. Especially shaped like you.’ His free hand scooped 

upwards and yanked her jacket open. Disappointment twisted his lip when he 
discovered the red cotton of her top. ‘Liar. You got clothes on.’ The hand dived 
beneath the fabric.

Diavian yelped as he squeezed her breasts.
‘These are nice though. They real?’ He lowered his head to sniff her skin.
‘I think you’d better let me go.’
‘Nah,’ he squeezed again, releasing her arm to caress the side of her face. ‘I 

ain’t done. I can see playing with you all damn night. And I like that pretty northern 
accent of yours.’ The man laughed. A deep, belly wobbling roar that made his chest 
skip up and down.

‘Last chance. Let go.’
‘Make me, blondie.’
Oh . . . my pleasure.
Diavian pushed up on her toes and twirled, pulling her trapped arm across her 

body until her back pressed flush to his chest. Grunting, she thrust her head back, 
hammering the bridge of his nose with her skull. As he yelped and stiffened around 
her, she swung back with her free arm, driving the opposite elbow into his ribs which 
gave with a satisfying crack.

The man released her, grasping his chest. Blood gushed from his nose and 
painted the floor. In the dim light, the fluid ran black and glistening.

Diavian licked her lips.
‘Bitch!’ The man reached inside his coat with a bloodied hand.  A knife swung 

into view, long in the blade and deadly sharp. He lunged.
She ducked.
His body tumbled forward, slave to momentum. Diavian let him go, rising at 

the last moment to heave his body into the air and over the banister. Before he could 
fall, she swung around and grabbed his flailing ankles, pinning him in place upside 
down.

The knife spun out of his hand and sailed away into the darkness. It landed 
with a clatter four floors down.

Then the screams began.
‘Fuck! What the—don’t drop me. Don’t drop me.’ The testosterone fuelled 

bravado gave way to wails of panic.
She sighed. ‘I told you, I didn’t want trouble.’
‘Don’t drop me. Please—fucking hell. Pull me back up, you crazy bitch!’
I have more important things to do than dodge scum bags like you.



4b cracked open. Diavian turned in time to see a slither of face peering 
through the gap. ‘Get lost,’ she snapped.

The door clicked shut.
‘Pull me back, please. I’ll do anything.’ The man’s screams bounced off the 

bare walls over and over, filling the stairwell with his fear.
Diavian yanked him back over the banister and dumped him on the floor. ‘For 

the record, creep, I’m from Dublin.’ While he gasped, coughed and sobbed into the 
ground, she stepped over him and continued up the stairs.

5a, 5b and 5c.
A rectangular mat lay on the ground in front of 5b. It read ‘Welcome.’
I sure hope so.
As she raised her fist to knock, a hot wave of sweat and cigarettes wafted into 

her nose. ‘I thought you learned your lesson,’ she murmured.
A metallic click cut the air.
‘Look at me, bitch. Look in my eyes before I shoot you full of holes.’
She turned, studying the stranger behind the pointed gun. Blood dripped off 

the end of his thick nose, soaking his shirt. He stood hunched, one hand to his chest. 
His eyes narrowed.

‘You can’t do that to me and expect to get away with it. I’ll kill you. I’ll cut you. 
I’ll fuck your fucking mouth with my 36. here.’

Diavian frowned. ‘Which is it?’
His finger tightened on the trigger. ‘Smart arse bitch.’
Diavian ducked beneath his outstretched arm and spun into a low crouch with 

her back to his knees. While he tried to see over his outstretched arm, she sprang to 
her feet, catching him on her shoulder. His weight was nothing as she heaved 
upwards, flinging her arms back and hurling him in to the air.

She heard a loud crack as the gun discharged. The whine of parted air near her 
left ear. An explosion of pain punched through her left thigh, low down, close to the 
knee.

Shrill screams echoed as the man tumbled over the banister.
She didn’t catch him this time.
He hit the floor with a nauseating thud, wet and thick like a hammer striking a 

melon.
Diavian stumbled. A damp patch of glittering red soaked through her jeans.
Ugh, humans . . .
Stooping, Diavian picked up the gun.
She tucked it into her pocket as the door to 5b opened.
A woman scowled out at her. When she saw Diavian looking, she thrust the 

door open all the way and crossed her arms across her chest. The lacy neckline of the 
nightdress she wore dragged down, exposing a flash of dark skin and a hint of nipple.

‘What the hell are you doing here?’
Diavian squirmed beneath a rush of pleasure. She remembers me.

Diavian sat in a tatty armchair dotted with suspicious black stains. The air sat thick 
on her tongue, itchy on her skin. Heavy with the scent of old blood and sweat.

Kailah shut the door to the flat and sauntered into the sitting room, wiping her 
hands against her nightdress. Red smears marked the passage of her hands. ‘Spike is 
dead. Just so you know.’

‘With a name like that he deserved what he got.’
‘I got rid of his body. No one should find it for a couple of days.’
‘No one should find it at all. Creep. He shot me.’



‘Where?’ A note of concern crept into Kailah’s voice.
Diavian stretched her leg before her, squeezing the flesh around the wound. 

‘The bullet is still in there.’
‘Do you need help?’
‘No, I’ll get it. Later.’
‘You’ll heal over it.’
‘I’m fine. I know how to deal with a gunshot wound.’
A grunt from Kailah. ‘So you’ll sit there with it in your leg? You haven’t 

changed.’
‘You have.’ Diavian bit her lip, fighting with the urge to touch her. ‘A few 

months back you would have used all sorts of fun tricks to make me feel better.’
‘Things change.’
‘We aren’t supposed to.’
Kailah looked the same. Long hair, dark and full; loose curls gathered around 

her heart-shaped face. Brown eyes with a vaguely feline slant. Full, dark lips.
And yet . . .
‘What happened to you?’
Instead of answering, Kailah crossed the room to a low coffee table in front of 

the TV. She picked up a plastic carton and popped off the lid. Loud gulping noises 
filled the still.

Diavian scanned the room again.
Magazines. Clothes drying on a radiator, a laptop on the dining table, photos 

featuring smiling men and women she had never seen before. Even a vacuum 
cleaner, tucked neatly against the wall.

‘Kailah?’
‘What?’ She stopped drinking, pulling the carton away from lips smeared red.
‘What is all this? It looks like a student house.’
‘It’s my life.’
‘And that?’ Diavian pointed to the carton.
‘Pig. Cow? Horse, who knows? Why do you care?’
A ball of lead seemed to drop into Diavian’s belly. She stood, forming her 

words with care. ‘You’re drinking animal blood?’ Bile surged in her throat. ‘Are you 
insane?’

Kailah put the carton down. She turned and the nightdress, too large by 
several sizes, swung about her knees. ‘You didn't track me down to discuss my 
feeding habits.’ She frowned. ‘How did you track me down?’

‘I looked. Asked around. Once I knew you were still in the country it was easy 
to find people willing to talk.’

A glimmer of anger sparkled in Kailah’s eyes. She stalked forward. Diavian 
battled a rising urge to sink to her knees. ‘If you hurt anyone—’

‘I didn’t.’ Diavian raised her hands palm out, words tripping over each other. ‘I 
didn’t, I swear.’

Kailah’s lip curled, but she said nothing.
‘Please . . . I’ve been searching for months. I waited for you to Call but you 

never did, and I—’ She risked a step forward. Then another. ‘I missed you so much.’ A 
hot sting pricked the back of her eyelids. She blinked it away. ‘I miss us.’

When Kailah made no move to stop her, she crept closer. Their toes touched. 
Diavian looked up and let herself fall into the intensity of those deep, brown eyes. 
‘Didn’t you miss us?’ Slowly she trailed one finger up the side of Kailah’s bare arm. 
No resistance, so she cupped her cheek.



Diavian couldn’t help but give a tiny groan, leaning in to press her lips against 
that warm, red-ringed mouth.

Kailah snarled and shoved out with both hands.
Diavian reeled back, slamming against the armchair and bouncing off the 

cushions to land on her hands and knees. Pain exploded in her injured thigh. She 
stayed on the floor, gaze pinned to the carpet, barely daring to breathe. ‘I’m sorry,’ 
she stuttered.

‘Never touch me again,’ spat Kailah.
‘But I thought—’
‘You think I’d let you near me after Glasgow? That I’d ever forgive you?’
The sting behind Diavian’s eyes became a burn. ‘It wasn’t my fault.’
Kailah snorted. ‘It never is.’
‘I was injured. It was self-defence.’
A prickle of power washed over Diavian’s body. Like the legs of a thousand 

tiny ants marching across her skin. She flinched at the outpouring of Kailah’s 
strength. ‘Haven’t you ever asked Kevin? He was there, he knows.’

The answering silence startled Diavian into lifting her head.
Kailah stood by the window, gazing on to the street. Her shoulders drew up 

towards her ears, hands curled into fists. The thin line of her compressed lips 
wobbled.

‘You never asked him in all this time?’ Diavian stood, flicking her hair over her 
shoulder. Her left leg wobbled, then held firm. ‘You preferred to hate me.’

‘Kevin can’t tell me anything,’ Kailah whispered. ‘He’s dead.’
Ice flooded Diavian’s veins. ‘No. He can’t be. How?’
‘The Assassins got him.’
‘When?’
‘Glasgow.’
‘In the cathedral? No.’ She rubbed the sides of her mouth. ‘No, he can’t be—he 

was right behind me. I saw him. He was right there.’
Kailah turned away from the window. The points of her fangs showed against 

her bottom lip. ‘He never made it out. When you . . . left . . . he had five of them on 
his tail, so he told me to run. That he’d lead them off. But when I got to our meeting 
place he never showed up. Not that night. Or the night after. Or after that.’

‘Kailah . . .’
‘They didn’t even want us.’ She kept talking as though Diavian hadn’t spoken. 

‘Their target was a single woman. Blonde. Green eyes. Irish accent. They were 
prepared. Crosses. Holy water. Even their bullets were consecrated.’

Icy fingers coiled in Diavian’s stomach. She slumped into the armchair while 
Kailah continued her slow, damning recollection.

‘I took a shot in the shoulder. It healed slow. I had to hide in a sewer. A sewer, 
Diavian. They knew who I was.’

‘But . . .’ she tried to make sense of it. ‘You’re always so careful. You always 
made them forget.’

‘Not that. I mean they knew who I am to you.’ Kailah gave her full, accusatory 
eye contact. ‘They knew I’m your matriarch. That’s why they attacked.’

Diavian chewed the inside of her cheek. Blood washed into her mouth but she 
barely noticed the sweetness. Instead she stared up at Kailah and fought to control 
the returning tingle behind her eyelids.

‘Why would they care about that?’
Kailah rolled her slender shoulders. ‘You really don’t know? You’re that blind. 

Or arrogant.’ Eyes narrowed to thin slits, she stalked across the carpet with the easy 



grace of a jungle cat. Each fluid motion reminded Diavian of why this woman was so 
dangerous.

‘They blame me for your killings, Diavian. Why do you think I’m hiding? Why 
do you think I’m here, alone, squatting in this shithole flat? They know my face.’

‘I still don’t get—’
‘You’re evil and they want you dead,’ Kailah snapped. ‘They think if they can 

get me, they’ll get to you too. That’s how they work. They don’t know that we . . .’
Diavian arched an eyebrow. ‘Parted ways?’
‘That I left you in Glasgow because I wanted nothing more to do with you.’ Her 

voice dropped to a low snarl. ‘That your thirst for blood killed those recruits, not 
mine.’

‘What recruits?’
Kailah gasped. ‘Are you serious?’
‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ Diavian scrambled to her feet.
‘You killed an entire coach of people. You worked your way through them like 

an all-you-can-eat buffet.’
Though it sounded like something she might do, Diavian had no memory of it. 

She cast her mind back, searching for a suitable memory.
So many dead humans. But they deserved it. All of them.
She shrugged and wandered over to the window. The glass was filthy, nearly 

impossible to see through. When she tried to open it, the frame stuck on the layer of 
grime. She shoved. Wood cracked and splintered, the rotting layers no match for the 
sticking power of whatever lined the sill.

Cool air raced in, laced with the scent of car exhausts and human despair.
‘You’ll have to be more specific. Was this Cork? Dublin? Waterford?’
‘You know damn well it was here. You found that bus of Assassin recruits and 

slaughtered them one by one. You laughed while you did it. The survivors told me in 
Glasgow.’

‘There was a bus,’ she whispered. ‘Three years ago. Parked at a service station 
on the M1. Twenty of them, maybe forty with their guns and crosses and holy water. 
All I wanted as a drink.’

Kailah wrinkled her nose. ‘And you had to kill thirty people for that?’
‘I didn’t know! I fed on a woman in the bathroom. How was I to know she was 

one of them? She didn’t have the markings, or the weapons.’
‘So you killed them all?’
‘They came after me. I had no choice.’
The memory played before her eyes, full sensory with the cries of terror and 

anger. The stench of fear. She remembered gripping one man by the throat, drinking 
as his fingernails raked her face.

‘They found me in the car park. They shot me. I hate that.’ She touched her left 
thigh.

‘It doesn’t excuse what you did.’
Diavian bit her lip. She knew Kailah wanted her to feel guilty, to express the 

tiniest shred of remorse. But the memory was too strong, the sensations too vivid.
The white hot burn of consecrated bullets across her shoulder, leg and hip. 

The sharp edge of a knife against her throat. Then blood, sweet, sweet blood, filling 
her mouth and coating her tongue. It burned into her belly and suffused her limbs 
with the rushing warmth that only came from drinking human blood.

Diavian returned from the pleasant memories to find Kailah at her side, 
staring out the window. Her fingers gripped the broken sill, squeezing the soft wood 
into useless clumps. ‘You killed them all,’ she murmured.



A flash of impatience coursed through her. ‘So what? They’re just humans.’
Kailah touched her arm. ‘So were you, once.’
That familiar touch, after a gap of eighteen painful months, sent a pleasurable 

shudder through Diavian’s body. It softened her. Made her smile. Brought a 
quivering rush of air from her lips. ‘But you taught me.’

‘I taught you to survive, Diavian. Not kill.’
‘I am surviving. I’ve spent long enough getting pushed around. Beaten. You 

gave me the power to survive that and be someone stronger. Better.’
‘I gave you power to protect yourself. Not to become the monster I saved you 

from.’
Diavian jerked away. Her voice shook. ‘I’m nothing like them. I’ve never 

tortured anybody.’
‘Except for the first time.’
She raised her hands. ‘Come on, Kailah! You said yourself, they deserved it. 

Remember how you found me?’
‘I’ll never forget.’ For an instant, some of that old passion crept into her eyes. 

The caring, the love. Then it faded beneath a veneer of anger. ‘They deserved 
punishment, but not like that. They’re barely men any more.’

‘Real men don’t act the way they did.’ She thought back to Spike and his hand 
beneath her top. ‘No one will ever touch me that way again. I’ve got you to thank for 
that.’

Kailah wheeled away and propped one foot against the coffee table. ‘Don’t 
thank me.’

‘Why?’ Diavian followed. ‘You pulled me from hell and gave me a new life. I 
love you for that. I always will. You’re not just my matriarch. You’ve always been 
more than a blood link to me.’

‘How dare you?’ Kailah’s voice rasped. ‘How dare you say that to me when 
Kevin is dead because of you?’

‘I loved him too, you know.’
‘Bullshit! You resented him because he spent more time with me than you did. 

Because I loved him more than you.’
Diavian gasped as though punched. ‘You don’t mean that.’
Kailah’s lips curved into a cruel smile. ‘He was the one I lived with, fed with. 

He knew all my secrets. You were a mistake.’
The bottom fell out of Diavian’s stomach. She tried to speak but the words 

stuck in her throat. The prickle of power oozed over her skin again, but this time she 
fought off the urge to kneel.

‘I was happy before you. I had a life. I had—’ Kailah cut herself off with a sharp 
breath. ‘Now I have to look twice every time I leave the house—if I leave the house at 
all in daylight. I’ve lost my friends. I’ve lost the only man I ever—’ She bit her lip. ‘I 
should have left you with your uncle.’

Diavian had no idea she was crying until the tears dripped off her chin. 
‘Kailah, please. Don’t say that. I came all this way.’

‘I don’t care.’ Crying herself now, Kailah thrust open the door to the sitting 
room. ‘Just go. You’ve done enough to me to last an age.’

‘I’m not going anywhere until you admit you love me. I can’t leave without 
hearing you say it.’

‘You’ll have to.’
‘Kailah—’
‘Get out of my house, Diavian!’ Her voice rose, eyes flashing with fury. 

Through her parted lips, fangs gleamed bright and damp.



A thread of fear thrilled through her, cut short by anger. ‘Or what?’
‘Or I’ll make what you did to those recruits look like a jaunt in the park.
‘Please,’ Diavian snapped. ‘You’re sitting here, drinking animal blood in a 

corner of the neighbourhood time and law enforcement forgot. Drug dealers and 
rapists living below you. You’re a half-step away from human crack-whore.’

Kailah shifted slightly on the balls of her feet. Then vanished.
Diavian whimpered, but before she could turn, slender fingers closed over her 

throat and heaved her against the wall. She hit it hard enough to crack the plaster. 
Small puffs of white dust rained into her eyes.

‘This is a choice,’ Kailah growled. ‘Don’t mistake my caution and compassion 
for weakness. I’m still your matriarch. I can still end you. Understand?’ The fingers 
tightened.

Diavian froze. ‘But you love me. I know you do. I can feel it even now. 
Remember how I used to touch you. How you’d touch me?’

‘Get out.’ Kailah shoved Diavian into the hallway. ‘If I see you again, I’ll kill 
you. Look in my eyes. You know I mean it.’

Diavian had no doubt that Kailah meant every word.

Diavian stumbled up the low lip of pavement and paused to cup her face in her 
hands. She had no idea how far she’d come, or even where she was. Her feet carried 
her miles, aimless wandering through backstreets until she emerged on the edge of a 
park space filled with crushed limestone paths and topiaries. Only then did she stop, 
crumbling to her knees.

The sounds of traffic faded away and the local wildlife took over, snuffling, 
hooting and growling. A fox peered out of the undergrowth, tiny eyes reflecting the 
meagre light. It twitched its small back nose, then trotted away.

Diavian leaned against a tree and curled her legs beneath her, sniffing back 
tears.

How could she do this? I need her.
Desperation made her sick. Set her stomach growling and grumbling until she 

felt sure even the blind and deaf humans would hear it. But the park was empty. 
Nobody around to see her cry. To see her whimper and whine and beg for a future 
now lost.

She thought back to the search, the days stretching into months, as she 
wandered up and down the country looking for her missing matriarch. Penzance. 
London. Cardiff. Birmingham. Manchester. Inverness. Grotty bed and breakfasts, 
stinking back alleys, five star hotel suites and a slew of bars, pubs and clubs. Diavian 
even risked returning to Ireland, combing major cities and smaller boroughs for 
signs of Kailah’s presence.

Nothing.
Until a small, chance encounter brought her back to Milton Keynes and a run-

in with a band yellow Assassin.
Like many others before him, the moment he saw her face, he pulled out a 

gun, marked with the sacred power markings of his order. Just the sight of it made 
her stomach clench and coil like a snake about to strike.

He fired. Missed, his hands unsteady with fear.
As Diavian chased him down, he called for backup, describing ‘Target Alpha,’ 

the progeny of a ‘current target’ with long, curly hair and dark skin.
A slim lead, but after a few hours of creative ‘questioning’ with a safety pin and 

a bottle of bleach, Diavian discovered the truth. Kailah was in London.



She left Milton Keynes that night, cornering a man at the train station and 
charming him out of his ticket. As she watched the scenery slide by in her reflection, 
Diavian experienced hope she hadn’t felt in months. The wasted time, the fear, the 
ripples from the debacle in Glasgow, none of it mattered if only she could touch her 
matriarch again.

And now . . .
She couldn’t even look at me. She hates me.
Slowly, Diavian stood. Her leg gave a violent twitch and the muscles in her 

thigh jumped beneath her clothing. She hobbled to a bench and stripped off the 
jeans, hanging them over the back rest.

The wound had closed, a tender circle of red flesh against her pale skin.
She was right. Of course she was.
Breathing deep, Diavian held her leg steady with one hand and plunged in 

with the other, shoving her index finger through the thin layer of fresh skin. Pain 
shot up and down her leg until she buckled. Only a quick grasp of the bench saved 
her from falling. Blood ran anew, coursing down her leg in rivulets.

Humans . . . I should have gouged his eyes out!
Gritting her teeth, she pushed deeper, wriggling around with her fingernail 

until it scraped something hard and metal.
Here we go.
She pushed deeper with her finger. Added another. Spots of purple and white 

danced before her eyes. She gagged.
Come on.
Deeper. She bit her lip. More blood. Her fingertips slid on the surface of the 

bullet. Her fangs extended.
Nearly there. . . come on.
One fingernail caught the edge of the tiny projectile and levered it upwards. 

She closed her eyes. Worked by feel.
Her breath hissed into the night, small clouds of condensation puffing from 

her lips. More colours swam before her eyes.
A loud giggle startled her upright, both fingers slipping on the bullet which 

slid back into place.
‘Damn it!’ Diavian’s eyes narrowed. She scanned the park. Nothing moved, but 

the giggles continued, somewhere beyond the line of trees and bushes on her left.
Oh, you’ll pay for that.
She attacked the wound with fresh vigour, digging, gripping, slipping, 

pinching, until the bullet nestled between two fingertips. She hooked it free with a 
shriek and tossed it over her shoulder.

Steam billowed from her sweaty skin and the leg supporting her weight gave a 
last wobble before dumping her on the ground.

‘I hate being shot,’ she roared, kicking the bench with her uninjured leg. The 
structure rocked backwards, bending at the base with a crunch.

Blood stained everything, from her clothes, to the floor, to the leaves of a 
shrub two feet away.

The last time Diavian lost so much blood, Kailah had been there, guiding her 
to a safe place to rest before running off to hunt. She came back with two humans 
that day. Men. In their late twenties, though so saturated with the stink of lies and 
wrong-doing that they seemed decades older.

They tasted so good.
Wrong do-ers always did, as though the spite and bile of their lives flavoured 

their blood. Or maybe it merely felt that way, because her uncle and his friends had 



tasted so good. Hard to know. She tried not to think about it, more than happy to put 
all memory of her human family behind her.

And now Kailah drinks animal blood.
Disgusting. Wrong. Dangerous.
Yet it made sense. Until that night, Diavian never linked Kailah’s 

disappearance to the annoying band of self-righteous do-gooders, but how else could 
her matriarch have stayed hidden from every Assassin in the country?

Diavian wiped her cheeks, then rubbed her hands against her thighs. The left 
one throbbed, a dull ache that pulsed in time with her stuttering heartbeat.

The wound would heal alone, but bullets hurt, especially from consecrated 
bullets. This injury, exasperated by her crude, field medic technique would take 
longer. Time she couldn’t afford to spare.

I need to feed.
And she knew just where to go.
Diavian snatched up her jeans and dragged them back on. Extra pressure 

against the wound would help heal it at least, even if it ached with every motion.
She set off at a brisk limp, pausing occasionally to scent the air for signs of life.
There was plenty of it. More foxes, the occasional owl and dozens of field mice 

and rats. Two bats flew overhead, their high pitch sonar squeals setting her teeth on 
edge.

For a split second Diavian considered sating herself with an easy meal. Then 
she remembered Kailah and the glisten of animal blood on her lips.

No. I’m better than that. I’ll never starve again.
Passed the line of trees, she caught a whiff of cigarette smoke. Faint, then 

stronger, joined by the scent of sweat, roasted chicken and French bread.
She left the path, creeping through the softer grass that wouldn’t give her away 

with the crunch of her footsteps. Behind a low hedge she hunkered down and peered 
through.

A giggling couple lay on a blanket stretched out across the grass. They clinked 
a pair of champagne glasses then drank, long and deep. The man tossed his into the 
grass and curled the woman into his arms, kissing her neck and ear. The woman 
giggled and tried to wriggle away, but it was a token effort.

She stroked her hands through her partner’s long hair and kissed him back 
before pulling him to lie across her.

Diavian allowed herself a small smile as she stared at the woman. Coffee-dark 
skin, long hair with a faint wave and big brown eyes.

So much like . . .
She shook her head. It didn’t matter who she looked like. The woman and her 

male friend were perfect.
Dinner . . . and dessert.

<<<<>>>>



LIKE WHAT YOU READ?

I’d be honoured and grateful if you left a review!

Reviews are so valuable to me, that you have my solemn promise: should you leave a 
review for ‘Dead And Alive: EP1 - Reunion’ on Smashwords (and on Goodreads if 
you’re in the mood!), I will send you a free teaser of ‘Dead And Alive: EP2 – Date 

Night’!

Just email me with the link to your review(s) and I’ll send a .mobi (or your preferred) 
file of the teaser to the same address.

Thanks so much! x
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COMING SOON . . .

Dead And Alive: Date Night
Michael Garran has arranged the most perfect, romantic outing of his life: 

champagne, strawberries and a ring, all for his girlfriend Stephanie. But when a 
bloodied, blonde-haired, mad woman crashes their midnight picnic, the surprise 

becomes somewhat more lethal than a surprise engagement.

As the stranger attacks with tooth and nails, Michael is forced to fight for his life and 
that of Stephanie. He awakes after the fight in a speeding ambulance with only the 

vaguest sense of what he did and what happened to his new fiancée.

But he does remember one thing; the woman who attacked them bit him on the 
throat, and did so with a mouthful of bright, white fangs.



OTHER RELEASES FROM ILEANDRA YOUNG

Silk Over Razor Blades (Saar’s Legacy: Book One) – Amazon Only
Lenina Miller, ditsy and pampered bride to be, wants nothing more than to walk 

down the aisle in her scandalous red dress to the gasps and awed stares of friends 
and family. Her plans are shattered when a late night mugging not only scars her face 
and neck, but drops her in the centre of a frenzied police investigation to apprehend 

the attacker before he strikes again.

On the field of battle in 30 BC, Saar, son of Yafeu, sacrifices his life for his sovereign, 
Queen Cleopatra VII of Egypt. Betrayed by the man he loves, forced to watch his 

country burn under Octavian’s hostile takeover, Saar’s agonising death appears to 
Lenina with all the lucid force of a true memory.

Two lives, separated by thousands of years, brought together through one night of 
violence.

Haunted by the memories of a man long dead, Lenina finds her body transforming, 
her appetites for food and flesh magnified to terrifying proportions. As the attentions 
of the investigating detective force her to choose between lust and love, Lenina also 

finds herself a target. The vampire who attacked her knows she survived and will 
stop at nothing to finish the job he started.
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