
Excerpt from Bed & Bloodfest, an urban fantasy novel 

By Tiffany Terlop 

 

“Let me offer my congratulations,” Isaac said as he typed some more in the computer. 

“You’re the two who won our raffle for a free weekend stay.” 

“Lucky,” Angelica chimed in. 

Isaac looked up from underneath his lashes. “That, you are, conejita.”  

Geli pressed her lips together as if holding back a bigger smile than the one she was 

currently wearing. The look they shared lasted a second too long and in that moment, it was like I 

wasn’t even present. Then it was suddenly over, each looking pointedly away. But the pet name 

and the stare combined were surprising enough to ping my senses. 

Could Isaac be one of the vampires Geli had met? My eyes jumped from him to her. And 

was there something between them or were they just casually flirting? I made a mental note to 

remind my sister she promised not to ditch me this weekend. Especially not to hook up with a 

vampire. 

Besides, if the small cluster of women standing nearby and watching Isaac like lionesses 

in heat was any indication, he’d be very busy once all the guests were checked in.  

Groupies. I didn’t want my sister to end up like them. 

“Are you related?” Isaac asked, making me jump.  

“Oh, uh, Angelica’s my younger sister,” I explained. 

“En serio? I wouldn’t have guessed it,” he commented with a soft chuckle that was deeply 

alluring when he did it. “You don’t look much alike.” 

“It’s the blue hair,” I said, flicking a lock. “I’m a natural brunette with hair curly as hers. 

When people see us like that, we get the twins comment all the time.” 

“She’s like a little mini-me,” Angelica added, giggling at her own joke as she gestured to 

my shortness. 

“A mini-you with her own business that’s letting you live at her house.” 

My sister didn’t like me embarrassing her and I shot her daggers right back letting her 

know I didn’t appreciate it either. 

Isaac just laughed at the exchange. “Mejicanas?” 

“Cubanas,” we corrected in unison, which elicited some more laughter. 



“Bueno, a ver…” Isaac turned to the wall behind him and grabbed a key from the grid. 

“This is the key to the Yellow Room. You’re welcome to head upstairs and get comfortable, or 

feel free to enjoy the buffet we’ve set up in the dining room.” He pointed at a door across the room. 

“Breakfast is from six to ten am, and we’ll have a barbecue by the pool for lunch.” 

Geli let out a squee. “Yay, pool!” 

Isaac grinned, flashing those long fangs again. They were white, but I imagined on some 

late nights, they might be dipped in red. “If you ladies need anything, anything at all, don’t hesitate 

in finding me or any one of my staff.” 

Geli was practically vibrating by my side, so I clamped a hand over her shoulder, ready to 

yank her away. “Thank you, but I’m sure we’ll get around just fine. Again, lovely home for a—” 

Crap, nearly let that one slip. Me and my big mouth. “It’s really a lovely place.” 

“Tabi,” Geli rumbled. “That was rude.” 

“It’s fine, conejita.” Isaac leveled his red-eyed gaze on me. “You’re not alone in that 

sentiment, and I’m past being offended. I’m not a typical vampire. It throws people off.” He 

shrugged, managing to do it rather gracefully. 

I wasn’t going to take his word for it. Unlike my sister, I was not that naïve. I said I wouldn’t 

be judgy, but that did not mean I would throw caution and common sense out the window. Isaac 

might have the whole place looking like a magazine ad, but it was still a den of vampires. 

With a great interior designer.  

“Tabitha!” 

A woman’s voice rang through the din. I spun around to see one of my salon regulars, 

Leticia Singleton, wade through the crowd. She was a personal trainer at a local gym, though not 

lucky enough to work at Body Factory with Samar. She came forward radiating a bright white 

smile and wearing a flowy little patterned sundress with sandals. Spectacularly beautiful, as 

always. 

Leticia threw her arms around my neck, stooping to hug me since she was pushing 5’10” 

and I was practically a hobbit next to her. 

“What are you doing here?” Leticia asked, playfully tugging the sleeve of my embarrassing 

vampire T-shirt. Her blue eyes sparkled like champagne. 

“Geli won us some tickets to the big event,” I said, pointing at my sister who’d remained 

chatting with Isaac. I tried not to frown too much and smiled back at Leticia. “You, too?” 



“No, I just booked way early.” 

“Hair looks awesome,” I said, running a blonde section between my fingers. 

“Naturally. You styled it, after all!” Leticia waved at my sister who vigorously waved back. 

“Hey, I was thinking of taking a dip after the party. How about you two meet me at the pool out 

back at around midnight?” Leticia leaned in and whispered, “If everyone’s asleep, maybe we can 

even go skinny-dipping.” She giggled wildly, distracted long enough for me to spot two circular 

fang marks peek out just above her right breast. I did a double take, but the marks quickly 

disappeared behind the fabric of her dress. 

They were fang marks, weren’t they? 

Holy shit, was Leticia being fed off of? 

No, no way. Probably just temporary tattoos for the occasion. 

Before I could be completely inappropriate and ask, Geli stepped beside us, so I repeated 

Leticia’s plan. “You wanna go?” 

“Yeah, sounds like fun!” she exclaimed. 

“Fab!” Leticia made her away around the front desk, bumping into it. “Woops!” She 

laughed it off and waved. “See ya later.” 

“Is she tipsy?” I whispered. 

“Well, it is a party,” was my sister’s logic. “Come on, Tabi, let’s go talk to some vamps!” 

I caught Isaac biting his lip so as not to laugh and shook my head. 

The mood in the great room was lively, with a large mix of humans and vampires 

comfortably socializing. The chubby vampire that passed me earlier with tattoos—that read 

bloodsucker—offered us a beer, which Geli and I happily accepted. I did a quick scan of the place, 

greeting even more familiar faces.  

In a town as small as Buen Trueno, it was sort of impossible not to bump into someone you 

knew just about anywhere you go. I was pulled into a conversation with some old neighbors who 

couldn’t get enough of being in the presence of bona fide vampires. We stood around discussing 

the assimilation program for a while, but one beer and a virgin cocktail later, I’d lost track of my 

sister. Again. 

I stood on my tiptoes, a truly pointless effort at my height, to see if I could find her big 

curly mane of hair in the room. No luck. I shouldered my way through the crowd, thoroughly 

exploring the large room at least twice, and still turned up without Geli. 



I made it to the head of the room and stood in the doorway, waiting to see if my sister 

popped up. I had the key with me, so she couldn’t have gone up to our room. 

Oh god. Had a vampire whisked her off somewhere? 

I nearly snorted. 

Yeah, more like Geli kidnapped Isaac and was riding him in the Red Room. 

Carajo, Geli. You promised not to leave me alone to go bang vampires.  

I checked my phone to see if she’d messaged me. She hadn’t. So, I spun on my heel, ready 

to turn the place upside down until my sister appeared—and walked directly into a man.  

Beer sloshed out the narrow neck of my bottle, splashing onto my chest. “Oh, great,” I 

grumbled, quickly dabbing at the wet spots. I looked up, ready to apologize and my tongue stopped 

working. 

The man wasn’t a vampire, and he definitely wasn’t a local either—but god, he was 

gorgeous. A tall, broad shouldered, tanned-skinned god. Seriously, what was with all the hot men 

tonight? 

“You okay?” He looked amused that I was having my own personal wet T-shirt contest, 

the corner of his lips curled up. He couldn’t have been more than twenty-three, yet his voice was 

intensely strong, a rumble in his words that was almost feral. 

“I’m fine,” I said, wiping away the beer with my free hand. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to bump 

into you.” 

The man noticed a passing waiter and, in one smooth motion, grabbed a few napkins off 

her tray. He offered them to me. 

“Thanks,” I said, gratefully taking them and blotting my T-shirt. 

He arched an eyebrow. “Vamp supporter, huh?” 

“What?” I asked, distracted by the amber color of his eyes.  

His gaze moved down to my chest and then quickly up. Points for not lingering. 

“Oh, right, this.” I tugged at the tasteless shirt and laughed at myself. “My sister asked me 

to wear it for the occasion. I’m looking for her, actually. Maybe you can see her since you’re not 

vertically challenged. She’s got the biggest head of curly black hair here.” 

He chuckled. “Sure thing.” 

While the man glanced around, I gave myself permission to stare a bit. Rich dark skin, long 

black hair, a body that only a job in heavy construction or body building could give you. If I didn’t 



already have my dream man, this guy would’ve made a strong candidate. At least for some playful 

flirting. 

He shook his head. “Don’t see anyone fitting that description.” 

I laughed, crumpling up the napkin and slipping it into my purse. “You sound like a cop.” 

“I am. Sort of,” the man said with a sly smile. 

I arched a brow. “How are you sort of a cop?” 

“I think the popular term is supe police.” He stared down the hall.  

I followed his gaze, saw another guy at the opposite end who acknowledged him. I quickly 

put the pieces together, ready to take a guess. “Wait…Are you an enforcer?”  

“The First,” he stated proudly. 

Look at that. Met my first vampires tonight, and now shifters. And the First, of all shifters, 

also known as the leader of the enforcers. Hey, maybe I’d find a faerie next. 

“Name’s Shane,” he said offering his big hand for a shake. 

I reached out and shook it, practically shivering at the power in it. “So, you’re just here to 

keep the peace?” 

“Not that we expect anything to go down, but…yeah. Keep the peace.” I must’ve looked 

concerned because he laughed and added, “Believe me, nothing’s wrong. We’re just here to ensure 

things go swimmingly.” 

“That’s reassuring,” I said, taking the last swig of my beer.  

Shane watched me when I did it, a bit voyeuristic.  

Or maybe it was just me.  

I quickly lowered the bottle, feeling self-conscious. 

Shane’s eyes passed over my head. He narrowed them briefly, focusing on something. 

Then the faintest smile touched his lovely lips. “That’s gotta be your sister.” 

Sure enough, I caught a glimpse of Geli’s towering updo. “Like I said. Biggest hair in the 

room.” 

Shane laughed. “Prettiest, too.” He glanced down to me. “After you, that is.” 

My cheeks went nuclear. I couldn’t help it.  

He just smiled, probably pleased in the knowledge that he had that effect on all the girls. 

But his enjoyment was cut short when the man he’d signaled earlier showed up right next to him. 



This guy was of Asian descent and wore reflective, dark blue Aviators despite being indoors. He 

didn’t so much as acknowledge me. Instead, he just leaned into Shane and whispered something.  

Shane nodded. “Enjoy the party…” 

He let the words hang, until I understood. “Tabitha.” 

“Tabitha,” Shane said and walked off with the other man.  

Yeah, there was no way I was getting a peaceful night’s sleep tonight without at least one 

naughty dream of all these smoking hot supes purring my name. And at no better time than when 

I’ve ordered my own self-imposed romantic lockdown until I square away everything at 

Rapunzel’s. 

Not that any of these guys stood a chance against Samar. 

I pushed Shane out of my mind and went to grab my sister before she disappeared again. 

As I approached her little clique, I noticed Isaac stood beside her. For meeting the guy for the first 

time, she seemed to be getting along with him very well. Although that was Geli’s power as a 

social butterfly. 

“Hey!” Geli shouted when she saw me. She reached over, grabbed my arm, pulled me 

closer. 

“Oh my god, girl, where the hell did you go?” I whisper raged into her ear. “I’ve been 

looking for you forever.” 

She swayed her head side to side. “I was around.” 

“I was worried one of the vamps had carried you off into the night.” I shot her an 

exaggerated wink. 

“If only,” my sister said under her breath. “Hey, come with me! I want you to meet more 

of Isaac’s clan.” Geli took my hand and barreled her way through the crowd.  

I had no choice but to follow. 

The party raged on until close to midnight when Isaac called everyone’s attention and 

thanked them for a wonderful opening night. He repeated the next day’s meals and activities and 

bid everyone a good night’s sleep. I had to say, he made an exceptional host, vampire or not. In 

fact, the entire fangy staff had been nothing but accommodating and pleasant since we’d arrived. 

That earned them bonus points with me, especially the part where they turned in early because my 

days of partying until dawn were long gone, and I was ready to crawl into bed and pass out.  



Unfortunately, my plans were nixed by Geli who reminded me we had a pool date with 

Leticia. So, a little after midnight, Geli and I dressed in our bathing suits, sneaked out of our room, 

and headed to the pool. The party had wound down with a few stragglers remaining by the front 

porch.  

The building was chilly as a graveyard, especially in my one-piece. I wrapped my beach 

towel around my shoulders on the way outside, while my sister walked on ahead in her bikini and 

net dress without a care in the world. 

It was more comfortable on the deck, with the warm and muggy atmosphere of a typical 

Florida night. The pool was a curved oval lined in dolphin-covered tiles and glowing from the 

underwater lights. There was a large rock waterfall at one end and level steps on the other. A bit 

of steam rose out of the water in a pale translucent mist. 

We set our things down on two of the beach chairs. Leticia hadn’t arrived yet, but I knew 

well enough to know she’d take her sweet time making sure she looked divine before coming 

down. Especially with so many handsome men around. 

I walked to the edge of the pool, ready to dive in. It was incredibly silent out, leaving me a 

little uneasy. The waterfall was off, with a barely-there trickle over the rocks. And the pool 

remained totally placid except for two drifting inflatable lounge chairs crowding the far side. I 

noticed another object floating there, wedged between them.  

It looked…strange somehow. My eyes could read the shape, but my mind couldn’t quite 

identify it. I paused long enough to let one of the chairs drift away, offering a clearer view. 

A person was floating in the pool. 

It didn’t immediately register as out of the ordinary. It was a party and this was a public 

pool. But the person was floating, limbs outstretched like the Vitruvian Man. And something about 

their stillness had the hairs on my arms standing on end.  

The style and color of hair was the same as one I’d worked on days earlier.  

“Leticia?” I called. 

I walked to the opposite end of the pool. The closer I got, the quicker I realized she was 

actually floating on her stomach. 

“Leticia.”  

What was she doing? 

It was like she was… 



My body jerked to an abrupt stop, skinning my toe on the deck. Without thinking, I dove 

in. I swam as fast as my short arms and legs could take me, reaching Leticia in a few seconds. I 

grabbed her and swam to the edge of the pool.  

“Oh my god. Oh my god, Tabi!” Geli helped me pull her out.  

I scraped my legs climbing out, tinting the water with redder.  

We rolled Leticia on her back. Her eyes were open, a bit bloated, and her lips, parted. 

I checked for any sound of breath coming out of her, a pulse, a heartbeat. 

Nothing. 

But I did spot two gaping fang marks on her neck to match the ones on her breast. Not 

temporary tattoos. They looked black and raw, not neat like vampire bites on TV. These had 

shredded her flesh. Blood trickled out of the bite marks, creating a little puddle beneath her head. 

“Angelica, go get help,” I ordered my sister. 

“W-What?” Geli stood over us, her hands covering her mouth. 

“Go get Isaac. Or Shane, the enforcer. Go! Now!” 

I got into position and started performing CPR. After a few minutes with no response, dread 

set in. My stomach rolled and threatened to upchuck the beer and finger foods I’d had earlier. 

Fuck. 

Leticia was dead. 

My god, she was really dead, and going by the vampire bites in her throat, a supe had done 

it.  

Geli still hadn’t moved. She stood over us, staring, eyes round as quarters, lined in tears. 

“Angelica!” 

She was immobile, shaking her head. I’d never seen my sister like this. She was the bold 

and fearless one, the first to help, to jump on board with any plan. Now she was frozen. 

I cursed and got to my feet, running into the bed and breakfast, towards the porch. Shane 

was at the front desk, leaning casually in conversation with the Asian man on his team. He must’ve 

read the panic on my face because he stepped away from his partner and rushed up to me. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked, his voice stony. 

 I’m gonna faint. And throw up. 

“Leticia. She’s…by the pool…” My fingers trembled as I tried to explain and point to 

where he needed to go. 



“You’re okay,” he caught my hand, his warm skin chasing away the cold. “We’re here to 

protect everyone. Everything is—” 

“Not okay, Shane,” I blurted out. “A vampire killed her.” 


