furro ved deeply at ‘ ‘ath
ds. She laughed nervcmslyj
“her head. "Why would anyone want to rearr.
the words? It must be a coinc’idepce that his'", G
name, when rearranged, spellsmine” 1~
Mallory hoped this was one of those times when

Hadeon was joking, but the serious look on his
face made it hard to believe.

"I found it rather strange at the time and thought

maybe, due to her old age, the woman had

forgotten where her husband was buried Father

Shane said gently. He then asked, "Do you
remember your grandfather's name?"

"We always called him Grandpa. His name didn't
seem important when I was young—just the
relationship,’ Mallory whispered. Her heart
pounded as she dared to ask, "Whose body is in

there?" 7

Father Shane replied, "A human. One that was
probably a week old." &




* ‘woman you o knew as your grandmother,'Wa
never a serphant. She was a witch, and neith

are you a scrphant.” 5

Thank God she wasn't a snake, was Mallory's
first thought. But then another realisation hit
her.

"Does that make me a witch, then?"

"No, you aren't a witch, but that would also mean
you are not related to her by blood. A witch's
blood tastes rotten and is far from vintage,'
Hadeon explained. "If it helps, you might be
Mallory the second.” 13

"There has been no Mallory the first," Mallory
whispered feeling a little dj-zzy All this while she




"I need a moment. Excuse me," Mé‘llory A
whispered before stepping away from lhe ;
church through the back door, which led to the
graveyard where her parents were buried.

Several minutes later, she heard footsteps
approaching. "I don't know who [ am anymore.’

“Even though there has been a Mallory whom
you replaced, you are the only Mallory
Winchester that the world knows," Hadeon

[he one famous

nr

remarked, standing behind her.
for her slaps and punches, the so-called
murderer. You just have to continue living the
way you have without being lost." 13

“But it feels maddening. Not knowing who my
family is," Mallory whispered her hands
_clenched into fists resting on the groun:

had come here lookmg for answers )




i P
vitches have a reputation for. steallng child;

and using them as their own. Sormetimes for
potions, sometimes... like what might have '
happened.’ Hadeon's words were calm and
collected. "It is possible that the actual Mallory
didn't survive, and you were taken to replace

her.

As Mallory took a minute to comprehend what
was just told to her, the rain began to fall more
steadily, droplets of water inking the ground. 4

"It is going to rain soon. We should get back to
the castle” Hadeon informed her before making
his way to his carriage. Mallory didn't get up
right away to follow him.

The coachman noticed Hadeon returning alone
and inquired, "Where is Lady Mallory, milord?"

"She needs a moment alone. She will b.'&?hér'é




AT

' “"1‘111& but it would have been troublesome
- knowing your reputation of digging out grave
when it's raining,’ Hadeon tried to lighten the
atmosphere. He then climbed inside the carriage
and Mallory soon followed him. 17

The carriage door was soon closed and it began
to leave Reavermoure. She then said to him, "I
thought you were sure that | was a serphant,
who came from the servant line. You ended up
being wrong she muttered the last words. 2

Hadeon's eyes subtly narrowed, "That's all
thanks to your blood and my necklace hanging
around your neck that led me astray. I didn‘t

expect to be hoodwinked for the right reasons 1

“Explain it to me," Mallory said, as if wanting to
occupy her mind with other things before it
would jump back to the feeling of being lost.




LB
# you drank from me..

Hadeon," the purcblooded vampire replxed i
nonchalant tone. "And that cross can be worn
only by my serphant and no one else. Anyone
else will die in twenty four hours, and to think
you were planning to give it to a poor soul. How
heartless! Now you do not have serphant’s

blood, and I doubt you are purely human.” 14

“I think for today... let me be human,” Mallory
whispered, because there were too many things
for her to deal with. She wiped her forehead as
she had gotten drenched in the rain, just like

Hadeon

"Being a monkey doesn't sound that bad

anvmore, does it?" Hadeon cracked a smile and
Mallory scowled at him. "It isn't so bad. You

might be something better than a mere human" ﬂ




P s:de of her head rest agamst the Slde of |
carriage, when suddenly the wheel seem 1
met itself with a big puddle as there was o
sudden jolt and jerk by the vehicle, before it
abruptly lowered on the right side and stopped

"What happened?!" Mallory asked with slightly
wide eyes. She turned to the little window and
pushed it open to speak to the coachman.

“Lord Hadeon, the carriage wheels broke,
Barnby informed him, and suddenly lightning
flashed in the sky.

‘Isn't that annoyingly timely," Hadeon clicked his
tongue, not too pleased that the ride had been
interrupted. "How did it break?” 3

The pureblooded vampire got down from the:
carriage to inspect the wheels, and Mallory, who
was already drenched, took a peek before
following him like a cat. Sh‘e saw h‘ n tou




- "You must be joking," Mallory laughed, becau

3

' 1'7' ~she could tell that the downpour was only go

;\\".‘

“Weren't you the one who walked all the way to
the church?" Hadeon raised his eyebrows, which
Mallory couldn't see. "The church and the castle

"

are equal distance." 2

‘Don't you have wings?" Mallory asked with a
baffled expression, because she knew this

person could fly.

"Oh that! I gave them for ironing as they had
creases, you see,” Hadeon replied sarcastically.
Besides, it isn't that | can't fly in the air right
now. Because | do like the tickle when the
lightning strikes me, but [ am not sure if you will
survive it." 15
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