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Chapter One
 
 Birthday Blues
 
 Today is my birthday. Thirty-seven is not that old, I think. So far; my life has been relatively uneventful. Looking at my life, I could say it read rather boringly. Anyway, I was born, a healthy, somewhat fussy little girl. I did the expected educational prerequisites. In my defence I was lucky to be able to afford a tertiary education, so off I went. College was exactly, what I expected it to be. After college, I found an extremely, lucrative job and then settled down, in some way. It was a nice, predictable, structured life, I liked it that way.
Although, lately; I’ve had feelings of anxiety; an unexplained sense of restlessness. I don’t quite understand it, or find a reason for it, but it is unsettling. Like the feeling you get when a storm is brewing or when something bad is about to happen. I’m on my way to work; in a company where I spend most of my day cooped up in a glass and concrete building, with filtered light and circulated air. Tonight after work, I’ll be going out with my friends for drinks and maybe a meal. It is my birthday after all. I work for a computer company, assisting clients with either hardware or software problems. Boring work, but I like it. With computers I know that what you put in is what you get out. My scalp has been itching awfully and there is a burning, almost crackling feeling in my spine, in the dip of my back, just below my waist band. But not matter how I moisturiser I apply the feeling remains. It irritating rather than painful, but terrible distracting. Maybe I should visit the doctor?
The drive home in my fire engine red mustang is quiet, even the traffic is behaving. As I drive into the parking lot of my apartment building, I notice there was an unknown car parked in my parking sport. Each resident of the apartment complex has their own designated parking bay. Today mine is occupied. Wonder who that is? I drive around to the visitors parking for an available spot. I drive into the spot and switch engine off. I look up into the rear-view mirror at the car in my parking bay, there is a person sitting in the driver’s seat, but I’m unable to see the persons face clearly. As I get out of my car, shaking my head in annoyance at the inconsideration of others; a man in his late thirties, climbs out of the car and walks towards me. He is tall, well over six feet, taller than my five feet, and good looking with broad shoulders and slim waist. His hair is long, touching his shoulders, the colour of melted caramel, with a bit of a stubble on his jaw. So Isabelle’s type.
‘Are you Kane Vissilianos? He asked pleasantly. His voice is soft and warm.
‘Why? Who are you?’ I asked a little nervously, glancing around. How does he know my name? ‘And you are? I ask confused. I know I don’t know this man.
‘I apologise for interrupting you and for parking in your spot, but I didn’t know how else to meet you.’ he confesses. I smile shyly. Nervous and a little bit annoyed at his forwardness.
‘That’s ok, no harm done.’ I respond politely, wishing he could just move so I could get into my apartment.
‘My name is Gregory, I just moved into number thirteen. I’ve seen you a few times and wanted to meet you, but didn’t want to appear like a stalker.’ he says embarrassed.
‘Oh I wondered who moved in there.’ I said more relaxed, while walking towards the elevator.
‘I moved in a few weeks ago. I don’t know if you remember, but we bumped into each other in the foyer, you were going out but you stopped and held the door open for me while I was struggling with a heavy chest.’ he admitted quietly as we stepped into the elevator.
‘Oh, that, was you?’ I said, not remembering, but didn’t want to seem rude.
‘I hope I’m not too forward, but would you like to have dinner with me tonight?’ He asked awkwardly. I was surprised that a man as good looking as he is would be self-conscious.
‘It’s nice of you to ask, but I already have plans.’ I responded. I wasn’t trying to play hard to get, I really did have plans.
‘Maybe tomorrow night then?’ he asked eagerly, placing his hands on the inside of the elevator doors to keep them open, when it reached my floor.
‘Sure, what time?’ I asked, surprised at myself for accepting his invitation.
‘Is eight ok with you?’ Gregory asked politely.
‘That’s fine, see you then.’ I answered, as I stepped from the elevator, and walked down the hall to my apartment. My apartment is at the very top, it’s a large loft one with wooden floors and tall glass windows and the only apartment on this floor. I unlocked the door and stepped inside dropping my jacket onto the old worn out sofa in the sitting room. I wandered into the kitchen, checking my watch and saw that I have enough time for a quick shower. The water was cold; obviously the boiler wasn’t working again. I stared at my reflection in the mirror. I didn’t look any different for thirty three; my hair was still very long; hanging past my shoulders; brown-chestnut; I think I heard some-one say, and my eyes were still green. I dressed for my night out in a plain white long sleeve t-shirt, low riding dark brown denims, completing it all with low heeled boots and my brown leather jacket. The atmosphere in the bar was almost calm, not the usual vibey, frenetic pace of a Friday night. The bar had leather booths lined along the walls, leaving the middle bare, which served as a dance floor. The walls were covered in photographs of all the celebrities that frequented this place. I chose a booth right at the end in the corner, and ordered a cappuccino. As I waited for my coffee, I became aware of whispers being made about a person who entered. I didn’t bother to look. Isabelle stood at the edge of the seat, holding her arms out wide.
‘Happy birthday.’ she whispered, hugging me tightly, and then taking a seat opposite me.
‘Thank you, I feel old.’ I mumbled sighing, birthday blues setting in.
‘Well you don’t look it.’ She complimented me, lifting her hand to get the waiters attention. This was difficult, because she had had affairs with almost all of them. So there was a little bad blood there. But try as they may, her former lovers could not stay angry with her for long. She just had that effect on people. She was perhaps the most beautiful thing I’ve seen. But then I’m biased. We’ve been friends since grade school and it always amazes me the way she’s changed. Puberty was awful for me, for her it was positively horrid. Now though, where ever she goes she’s bothered by would be lovers. She is tall, with an irritating ability of eating anything without gaining a single pound. Her skin is a lovely toffee tone, with piercing green eyes and a voice that positively drips sex.
‘Why so glum?’ she asks me, sipping her drink.
‘Just quiet I guess.’ I said sighing, and wiping the foam from the cappuccino off my lips.
‘This has been going on for a while, what’s wrong? She demanded softly, impatiently.
‘Nothing, everything is perfect, it’s just…’ My voice trailed off. I couldn’t explain it. Not clearly anyway. I couldn’t understand it myself let alone try and explain it to her.
‘Fine, don’t tell me, I now you will eventually, anyway how was your day?’ she said irritably, changing the subject. For which I was grateful.
‘My new neighbour asked me out, and I said yes.’ I informed her blandly. While our other friends, Tania and Meghan slid into the booth beside us.
‘You have a date? Tania shouted. A mother of two, caught in the middle of a vicious divorce. So my news just made her night.
‘What does he look like? Tell us everything.’ Sophie screeched excitedly. An artist on her fourth marriage, monogamy is not something she practices.
‘This calls for a celebration, champagne please.’ Meghan shouted at Neil the barman, who nodded briskly. My friends have been despairing for years over my lack of a love life. They have tried all at one time or another; to set me up without success. The talk around the table continued, when I noticed him come into the bar.
I lowered my head and whispered softly. ‘Don’t look now but he just came through the door.’ I said cringing. Telling a person not to look is guaranteed that they will. Like a well-trained squad, their heads turned smartly in his direction.
‘He’s absolutely gorgeous.’ Isabelle gushed breathlessly, her eyes twinkling in interest.
‘Are you sure your gay?’ I asked shaking my head.
‘Gay, straight who cares, he’s divine.’ Isabelle answered. Sometimes I wonder about her.
‘Strange thing; that he would pitch up here of all nights, maybe he’s stalking you?’ Meghan joked. I didn’t like that. I hoped he didn’t notice us, cause then I would have to be social, which I so wasn’t in the mood for. But as fate would have it; he did. He raised his hand in greeting and strode towards us.
‘Strange meeting you here, I hope I’m not intruding.’ he said when he reached our table. His voice was such a low timber; one had to strain to hear him, his remark earning him their approval.
‘Not so strange, it’s the closest one around.’ I said very sensibly. Isabelle rolled her eyes in dismay.
‘Why don’t you join us? Tania invited, moving to make space for him, glancing at me oddly.
‘Yes join us, its Kane’s birthday and your company would make celebrating even better.’ Isabelle declared pleasantly. His gaze travelled over each one, but not lingering too long, yet not dismissively either. Nodding in acceptance, he slid in beside Isabelle directly opposite me. I smiled feebly at him and drank my champagne in a gulp. This evening was really getting too much. I should’ve pleaded illness and left, but then I felt guilty because they would’ve been disappointed or worse; hurt
‘So tell us about yourself? Tania queried immediately. He smiled tolerantly at her, not the least bit uncomfortable. He leaned back against the back of the seat, sliding his one arm along the back of the seats edge, while twirling his champagne glass with the other hand. He was charming and polite, answering their questions patiently and tolerantly. After a-while he raised his hand to greet a group of people who entered. He stood up and after wishing them a good evening went and joined his party. I wasn’t really surprised that the people he was with were all equally good looking as he was. There were four men and one woman. The men’s faces I could see, but the women’s back was toward me, so I couldn’t get a proper look. I tried to muster up some excitement over the prospect of going out with such a man. But there was no flutter of interest or spark of attraction for me. It felt like just another chore I had to do. After he left; the girls launched into excited chatter about him.
‘Wow I can’t believe he’s so nice, with looks like his I thought he’d be arrogant.’ Meghan gushed.
‘Why aren’t you more excited?’ Tania demanded impatiently. I shrugged lightly. I tried being excited. But really, nothing excited or surprised me anymore. Earlier in the year, I went on a holiday to Spain; hoping the change of scenery and people would remove those feelings, but they still persisted. Like a itching in the back of my brain, irritating; that no matter how many times I scratched; it only made the situation worse. The rest of the evening I was pleasant and funny; I think, but all I really wanted to do; was go home, pop a sleeping pill and submit to the oblivion of dreamless sleep. 


** //**


My date with Gregory went as expected. We had dinner at an expensive restaurant, talked about past lives and histories after which I invited him over to my place for a night cap. I think his idea of a night cap and mine are different. When he refused to take no for an answer, I rammed my knee into his groin and slammed the heel of my hand into his face. He left limping and bleeding over my floor. I know, in these modern times, that sex is not that special. However, to me it is. To me, sex should only be shared with someone you love, someone you trust. After he left, I had a shower and now stood staring out the window at the night sky. It was a beautiful evening; a clear starlit night. It was a night for lovers; an evening to dream dreams, and for fantasies to be realised. All I felt was weary, and utterly bored. I was tired of just being; operating on auto pilot, simply existing, not really living. I’m not sure what that actually means. I was merely going through the motions, limping along to a dull endless repetitive sameness. I had no real passion for anything or desire for much. There was nothing to inspire me, or to excite me anymore. No goose bump breathless moments; no nervous adrenaline or shaky excitement to inspire me and to feed my heart and soul. I suppose I should be grateful for the life I have. I have a good job, plenty of money and friends who love and care for me. Is settling down with a person who cares for me financially, who gives me a family and genuinely cares for me; so bad? Surely blind passion and lust fade eventually. Is physical attraction or even a connection that important? Has the chance of true love and passion already passed me by? The ringing of the phone interrupted my morbid thoughts.
‘So did you have sex with him or not?’ Isabelle stated immediately. No polite prevaricating with her.
‘You know I didn’t, why do you keep asking.’ I admitted listlessly, flopping down on my back onto the couch.
‘Why did you even go out with him then?’ she asked irritably.
‘Why?…Because you told me to stop being so picky and give him a chance.’ I snapped irritably.
‘And? She needled.
‘He wouldn’t take no for an answer so he left here limping and bleeding on my floor!’ I was getting annoyed again.
‘What! Are you ok? She shrieked. I held the phone away from my ear.
‘I’m ok.’ I reassured her. Feeling guilty for snapping at her. It wasn’t her fault with how men think.
‘Good, the bastard. ‘she signed.
‘How was your evening?’ I asked changing the subject.
‘I don’t feel like telling you now.’ she answered grumpily, sighing dramatically.
‘Fine…don’t tell me then.’ I said, bluffing.
‘Just once I would like to see you get excited, hell even a little attracted to someone; anyone, some-one who will make you incredibly stupid. Your soul mate.’ She exclaimed hotly.
‘Hmm, not going to happen.’ I joked airily. My dear friend still believes in the One. Or as she calls it the other half of your soul. I disagree.
‘Seriously though, I wish better for you.’ she said sadly.
‘I know.’ I whispered softly. Clearing my throat, I asked, ‘So, did you take him home or not?’
‘Her.’ she said her voice sultry.
‘Pardon?’ I asked confused, sitting up.
‘We had dinner at the Plaza Hotel, but he was such a pig, getting all domineering and possessive, I dumped my food in his lap, and stormed out.’ She ranted annoyed.
‘And then?’ I asked intrigued. I don’t know how she manages to get herself into the strangest situations.
‘Well, I was so busy being pissed off, that I didn’t wait for the person to get out of the taxi before I got in.’ she admitted chuckling.
‘You kidnapped the poor woman?’ I said, scandalized.
‘No, I didn’t, not really. When I realized there was some-one else in the back of the car with me, I apologised and offered to take her back.’ she continued.
‘And did you?’ I asked doubtfully.
‘Yes and no.’ Isabelle answered.
‘Explain?’ I asked
‘When we got back to the Plaza; she cancelled her date and wanted to know if I knew of a good dance club anywhere, so I took her to Blaze’. She confided innocently.
‘Just like that, she changed her plans?’ I asked, suspiciously.
‘Yes, she’s actually a tourist, not sure from where though. And she confessed she wasn’t in the mood for a boring dinner, but wanted to experience our city’s night life.’ she clarified excitedly.
‘And then?’ I asked expectantly.
‘We danced for a while, and then she complained of a headache so I offered to take her home. But she told me that her friend that she’s travelling with had a date and she had nowhere else to go, so I took her to my place. She’s still sleeping.’ Isabelle’s voice dipped on the last words.
‘And should I ask?’ I asked, not really expecting an alternate answer.
‘No, I didn’t sleep with her.’ she denied.
‘I’m shocked.’ I said, appalled.
‘I know—me too!’ Isabella whispered, hotly. I shook my head in disbelief, sitting up on the couch, totally engrossed now.
‘Then what happened?’ I demanded crossly. I was so confused.
‘I don’t know. She is so hot; I couldn’t wait to get her alone. But when we got here, I couldn’t do it. It just felt wrong.’ Isabelle admitted, sounding lost.    
 ‘So…let me get this straight; there is a hot woman in your bed, and all you want to do is hold her?’ I fairly shouted. Isabelle didn’t respond for a while.
‘I’m so ashamed.’ she admitted, disgusted with her-self.
‘I don’t know what to say.’ I was flabbergasted. This was a new one for her.
‘Is she some fragile…lost waif…kind of looking girl?’ I asked.
Isabelle is a soft touch, and so am I for that matter. That’s how we became friends so many years ago, both trying to rescue an injured dog.
‘No, she’s actually mysterious looking and sultry, kind of scary in an exciting way. She has this thick long dark hair; she’s much taller than me, with the most incredible eyes I’ve seen.’ Isabelle described quietly.
‘So why the resistance then, you’re obviously attracted to her?’ I so wanted to understand this.
‘Oh I am, but it doesn’t seem right, you know?’ she declared.
‘You haven’t fallen for her have you, you just met?’ I cried heatedly.
‘No, of course I haven’t’. She denied roughly.
‘Isabelle.’ I said softly, kindly.
‘I know.’ She said, sadness creeping into her voice.
‘I have to meet her then, it’s a must. I need to meet the one person you can resist.’ I said lightly, trying to lighten the mood.
‘I resist you.’ she countered back.
‘That’s because I’m resistible.’ I said dryly.
‘I will take you places you’ve never been.’ Isabelle drawled; her mood lightening.
‘Lead the way, my prince.’ I responded, slipping into the rhyme we’ve played since childhood.
‘Okay you, good dreams and come back safely. ‘We chorused at each other as we said our goodbyes. I sat in the chair for a while, with my feet planted flatly on the couch, and my knees raised against my chest, staring silently at the phone.
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Chapter Two
 
 Daydreams
 
 The next morning, I was preparing for my morning run. My usual Saturday routine was get up real early and go for a run, I like it when the world is still asleep and quiet, and the only sound is the pounding of my feet on the ground, then after take a long leisurely bath. I was doing my warm up stretches before going out, when there was a loud pounding on the door. Isabelle, she is the only person I know, whose knock sounds like the riot police have come to call. I glanced at the clock and it wasn’t 6am yet, this means trouble, I thought as I opened the door. She was rocking excitedly on the balls of her feet. Energy and excitement was oozing from her in waves.
‘I came to get you, to meet her.’ she shouted, before I could speak. I glanced down at my drab grey running pants with white tee-shirt and old running shoes. My hair was in an untidy pony tail and the only concession to fashion was my lip-gloss.
‘Quickly, hurry up.’ she insisted impatiently, shoving me towards the door.
‘Why the rush?’ I said. Frantically grabbing my keys from the nightstand and just barely missed having my fingers slammed in the door, as she dragged me towards the elevator.
‘You have to meet her now.’ she persisted. This woman must be something if she had Isabelle in such a tizzy already.
‘Where is she?’ I asked, sighing, giving up on the appearance issue.
‘At my place, of course.’ Isabelle answered as we climbed into her cherry red BMW.
‘She’s hasn’t left yet?’ I asked unnecessarily. She glanced at me sharply and smiled happily, a silly grin on her face.
‘Nope, and she wants to spend the day with me, can you believe that?’ she said in wonder.
‘That’s not new, but this is.’ I said.
‘I have a feeling she is going to become very important to me.’ Isabelle confessed honestly.
‘You haven’t even slept with her yet, how can you say that?’ I replied. I was getting a very bad feeling about this.
‘That’s how I know.’ she said, as we tore through another red light. She was a demon behind the wheel.
‘Make sense, please.’ I wailed, clutching at the dash board for dear life, my fingers cramping from gripping so hard.
‘I’m prepared to wait for when the time is right.’ she answered plainly.
‘Could you be more of a cliché?’ I said dryly, trying desperately not to lose my breakfast.
‘Sad, isn’t it?’ she joked, giggling, as we screeched to a stop in front of her building. I climbed out of the car with a sense of relief, and hoped fervently this woman made the nausea gripping me now, worth it.
‘Okay, now be nice.’ she instructed me nervously, when we reached her apartment. Hers was a penthouse suit in one of the most sought after, not to mention exclusive, buildings in the city. We walked into her apartment, which was surprisingly tidy, and walked towards the woman who was sitting curled up on the couch with her back turned towards us. She rose when we got closer.
‘This is my friend I told you of, this is Kane—Kane meet Amelia’ Isabelle introduced nervously.
‘Nice to meet you.’ I said pleasantly, smiling awkwardly, stretching out my hand towards the woman.
‘Hallo.’ Amelia said warmly, accepting my hand. The skin of her hand was warm, a little too warm; uncomfortable. Her hair was a deep dark chocolate; it hung loosely past her shoulders. She was tall with an angular face and strong chin; her eyes were perhaps her most striking feature, an obsidian so intense it was startling in their intensity. She was slim and fit, her clothes were tasteful, expensive—but not vulgarly so. She wasn’t what I expected. I half expected her to coldish, maybe even sinister.
‘So…do I pass inspection? Amelia asked, releasing my hand. I glanced at Isabelle questioningly.
‘I’m the one who insisted, not her.’ Isabelle mumbled hurriedly.
‘I apologise if my comment sounded like an accusation, which was not my intention.’ Amelia said, stepping towards me and sliding her arms around my shoulders, hugging me lightly. I didn’t like that. She spoke with a slight inflection in her voice, not really an accent, but odd sounding none the less.
‘That’s okay.’ I said calmly, trying not to show my discomfort. Isabelle beamed proudly.
‘So what’s the plan for today? I asked brightly, glancing at them. My instincts were screaming that something was very off here, although; my instincts have been known to be wrong, and maybe all I was feeling was just overprotective.
‘We spend the day together of course.’ Isabelle answered cheerfully.
‘We?’ I asked, puzzled.
‘Yes, the three of us.’ Amelia agreed lightly,
‘I’m not so sure, don’t you want to be alone…’ I said lamely, trying to extract myself from this situation.
‘There’ll plenty of time for that, today is just for us.’ Isabelle beamingly said.
‘Clothes would be nice.’ I added, desperate to get out of the situation. I so didn’t want to be a fifth wheel on their vehicle of joy.
‘That’s a small thing, we’ll take a drive up to the lake, and spend the day there.’ Isabelle continued casually, overjoyed. I hated her sometimes.
‘Well that’s settled then.’ Amelia chimed in enthusiastically.
The drive to the lake was pleasant and comfortable, although when we got there, the weather changed and dark storm clouds rolled in. The earlier moments of unease I experienced were forgotten. We spent the day cooped up inside, which wasn’t as bad as I expected. There were moments though, when I’d catch Amelia staring at me with an intent expression on her face, which I shrugged off as ridiculous. Isabelle seemed content and happier than I’ve seen her, and for what it was worth I tried to be less suspicious. 


** //**


A few weeks later I received a call at work from Isabelle’s employer, stating that she hasn’t been to work for a while and would I be able to shed light on the situation. That was strange as we have been speaking on the phone every night and she didn’t mention the fact that she wasn’t going to work. I dialled her cell phone and it immediately went to voice-mail. I then phoned Tania and later Meghan and learnt neither one had spoken to her for a while. This in itself is not so strange. Isabelle generally forgets her friends when she has a new lover, but she never messes with her job. That was disturbing. I left work early and drove over to her apartment.
‘Where have you been?’ I demanded, the moment she opened the door.
‘Busy.’ she replied vaguely. She was glowing, she never looked better.
‘Why haven’t you been to work?’ I asked, following her inside. Amelia lay on the couch, her arm behind her head, and nodded in acknowledgement.
‘Duh-busy.’ Isabelle repeated, pointing at Amelia.
‘You could’ve at least phoned your boss?’ I suggested crossly. Isabelle shrugged carelessly and joined Amelia on the couch. I wasn’t invited to sit.
‘What do you want, Kane?’ she asked rudely.
‘Fine, be like that.’ I said, turning and strode toward the door.
‘You’re being rude Isabelle, she cares about you, you know better.’ Amelia rebuked her quietly. I expected Isabelle to get all defensive at this high handed manner, but was disappointed.
‘You right of course, I am sorry Kane.’ Isabelle apologised, suitably chastised.
‘I’ll give you some privacy.’ Amelia said, entangling herself from Isabelle then entering the bedroom and shutting the door quietly.
‘What’s going on with you?’ I enquired, worriedly, apart from the obvious.
‘I am happy, can’t you be happy for me?’ she answered irritably.
‘Besides that?’ I replied annoyed.
‘Everything’s fine, I’ll speak to Morris tomorrow.’ she said, leaping to her feet and pacing the floor.
‘Can you sit down and talk to me?’ I asked. Isabelle kept glancing at the bedroom door; she was restless and impatient.
‘Stop worrying I’m okay, just distracted.’ she muttered absently.
‘Fine, whatever.’ I said, frustrated. I stood up and walked to the door, and grabbed my handbag and walked to the door.
‘I’ll talk to you tonight…’ I began, but she was already disappearing into the bedroom, leaving me talking to myself like a fool. I had a lot of time to think about this situation in the days following. I tried not to think bad thoughts about Amelia, but since her arrival Isabelle is different. Our late night calls are not the same anymore. Our weekly lunches have stopped. I know that sounds like sour grapes, but I know she has changed. It’s not something I can really define, not clearly anyway. But I feel it. It was the look of desolation that crossed her face when Amelia left the room. She looked so upset; distraught, as if separation was a physical wound. I became the pathetic friend then. I’d drive past her building on the way to work, or I’d simply drop in for a visit unexpectedly, hoping I’d be able to talk to her again, alone this time. That didn’t work. I was sitting thinking about what to do next when there was a knock on my door. I stood up, frowning.
‘Who is it?’ I asked suspiciously.
‘It’s me you dope.’ Isabelle answered from the other side of the door. I unlatched the door and stepped aside allowing them to enter.
‘This is a surprise.’ I stated. She threw her arms around my neck and squeezed me hard. I hugged her back just a hard, glad to see her, relieved to see her.
‘You look fabulous.’ I said, stepping away, my eyes roaming over her. Isabelle was dressed in a cream Armani silk suit, the jacket revealing a fair amount of her cleavage. Amelia stepped closer and hugged me too. I really should tell her that I don’t enjoy people being so overly familiar with my person, but I was too happy to see Isabelle that I ignored that thought.
‘Good to see you Amelia.’ I said honestly.
‘We’ve come to make peace.’ Isabelle blurted before I could.
‘We were celebrating our anniversary and wondered if you would like to join us, as you were there in the beginning, and we thought it only proper.’ Amelia spoke eagerly, sincerely. I almost forgave her then, almost.
‘Thanks, but I have plans.’ I said gleefully. Pleased I didn’t have to lie.
‘Bring him along, we can double date.’ Isabelle said, fairly squealing with excitement at this prospect.
‘Fine, I’ll call him.’ I said, slightly disappointed. I was going to cancel my date with a Gregory before they arrived, I couldn’t say no, when he asked me out a few days ago, now it seems I will be forced to go.
‘Right, so where are we going? I asked, with the phone against my ear.
‘Blaze.’ Isabelle and Amelia answered simultaneously.
‘He’ll meet us there.’ I said, after disconnecting my call. I changed into a black leather pants with brown velvet tank top which had laces up the front, finishing off with low heeled suede boots. The drive to Blaze, a dance club; was quiet. Blaze was popular with the older and younger generations. It boasted four bars, two dance floors as well as private rooms or areas for patrons who wished it. It was trendy and ritzy and very popular. It was the place to see and be seen. We found a parking spot almost immediately in Blaze’s parking lot across the road from the club. The line outside the club was long and winding, but we got in with little trouble, mainly because the owner was a friend. Namely: myself. I never interfered with the daily operations of the place, I paid people for that. I inherited a substantial fortune when my parents died a few years ago, and with careful investing had tripled that. The reason I work is because I like to, not because I have to. We were settled into my private suite with champagne as the drink of choice.
‘Let’s dance!’ Isabelle invited, grabbing my hand and dragged me down the stairs and onto the dance floor. I was a little tipsy from the champagne, I allowed her to. It was hot and crowded, bodies moving in tune to the music.
‘Thanks for coming, I wasn’t sure you would after the last time.’ she said, shouting to be heard above the music.
‘I’m just happy to see you’re okay.’ I shouted back.
‘Oh I am; happier than I’ve ever been.’ she announced happily.
‘I am happy for you.’ I said sincerely, feeling like a beast for being so suspicious of Amelia.
‘She likes you.’ Isabelle confessed. What does one say to something like that? I didn’t particularly care whether Amelia liked me or not.
‘Let’s get another drink.’ I suggested. My head was spinning, and my ears hurt from the music.
‘You okay?’ Isabelle asked when we returned to the suite, it was empty.
‘Perfect, just hot.’ I replied, grinning.
‘You know what you need? Isabelle asked playfully. Lifting the bottle of champagne and filling my glass.
‘Another drink.’ I piped in, sipping the deliciously cold champagne.
‘What happened to Amelia?’ I asked idly. Isabelle shrugged carelessly.
‘Or Gregory.’ Isabelle added, sipping her drink. Amelia and Gregory entered the room then, and settled in beside us.
‘You two know each other?’ I asked, indicating Gregory and Amelia, having noticed the easy familiarity with which they spoke with each other.
‘Who knew?’ Isabelle said, interrupting,
‘Excuse me for a moment.’ I said, walking on wobbly legs to the adjoining ladies bathroom. Another plus of being the owner; there’s no long queues at the ladies’ bathroom. My head was so fuzzy; and I was tremendously nauseous. I staggered toward the basin, and splashed water onto my face and neck. I straightened slowly, and leaned back against the wall. The wall tile was wonderfully cold and refreshing against my heated skin. I rested my head against the wall; my eyes closed enjoying the cold seeping into my skin. I opened my eyes slowly, everything was blurry. I blinked several times to clear my vision; stepping forward to splash more water on my face. I took one step when suddenly I found myself crashing gracelessly, face-first onto the bathroom floor.
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Chapter Three
 
 Broken Things
 
 here was an annoying buzzing in my ears when I awoke. It sounded like a thousand bees were let loose in my head. I rolled over onto my back, and threw my arm over my face. My mouth tasted as if something crawled in there and died. My throat was dry and cracked, making swallowing painful. I lay there for a while, feeling sorry for myself. After a while, I crawled out of bed and stumbled over to the mirror. Mercifully; my face wasn’t broken, in fact there wasn’t even a bruise on my cheek. I turned my head from side to side, inspecting my face and neck carefully for any other damage, not a scratch. Perhaps I didn’t fall that hard after all, I thought. I straightened and decided to have a bath, to wash away the last vestiges of my hangover. While in the bath I noticed I had small red spots almost like a like rash, high on the inside of my right thigh. It wasn’t itchy or burning though, so it was probably an allergic reaction of some sort, I thought absently. After my bath I phoned Isabelle but it went immediately to voice mail. Seems today would be a lazy day of lounging about and vegetating in front of the television. Later I sat on the balcony enjoying the afternoon sun, when I heard a key in the door. I remained sitting knowing Isabelle is the only person with a key.
‘Kane, you up?’ she asked, tossing my keys on the table.
‘I’m out here, come join me?’ I invited, tossing popcorn into my mouth. There was no answer from her for a moment.
‘No, you come in here.’ she answered.
‘It’s too nice a day to be inside, the sun is so nice and warm.’ I said, sinking lower into my chair.
‘Do you know what day it is? She asked oddly.
‘Of course I do, I wasn’t that wrecked.’ I said, amused.
‘Just answer the question? Isabelle repeated irritably.
‘It’s Saturday, happy now?’ I said annoyed, her mood spoiling my peaceful day.
‘It’s Wednesday.’ she said quietly.
‘Yeah right.’ I said sceptically.
‘No really, check the news.’ she said, this time her voice had lost its playfulness. Sighing heavily, I got up and went back inside.
‘Fine… I’ll play.’ I said, passing her and flicking on the television. The date and time was displayed in the corner of the show that was being broadcast. Five days?
‘How long have you been out there?’ Isabelle asked, apprehensively.
‘All day, why? I answered irritably.
‘How do you feel, how’s your appetite?’ she asked, placing her hand on my forehead.
‘I’m fine, there’s a slight buzzing in my ears but I’m good.’ I replied, moving my head out of her reach.
‘This isn’t good.’ she said tightly, breathlessly, and removed her cell phone from the back pocket of her jeans, and began dialling.
‘So I was sick, what’s the big deal? I muttered annoyed, and strolled out onto the balcony, my peaceful mood now totally spoiled. I heard her talking on the phone but couldn’t understand what she was saying.
‘Do you remember anything from last week?’ she asked me, after disconnecting her call.
‘Why, you were there?’ I retorted rudely.
‘Just answer me.’ she demanded impatiently.
‘I made a fool of myself, that’s what happened—happy now?’ I shouted from the balcony, I really wasn’t in the mood for this.
‘And that’s all you remember?’ Isabelle insisted, running her hands over her face in frustration.
‘I said so, what’s wrong with you?’ I yelled in frustration.
‘I can’t do this by myself, where is Amelia?’ she muttered loudly to herself.
‘What’s going on Isabelle?’ I asked walking into the room and stopping directly in front of her. She refused to meet my gaze.
‘She’ll explain everything when she gets here.’ Isabelle answered invasively.
‘Why you are so evasive, talk to me, please.’ I pleaded softly, reaching out and taking her hands in mine.
‘I’m so sorry Kane, I didn’t have a choice.’ she mumbled, her voice thick with tears. Something was seriously off here.
‘Whatever it is, I forgive you, just tell me.’ I implored her quietly. Her eyes filled with tears and through her arms around my neck, sobbing loudly. I lifted her arms off my neck and she sat dejectedly on the sofa, while I went to open the door, surprised to see Gregory with Amelia waiting there.
‘What took you so long?’ Isabelle shouted immediately, rushing over to Amelia’s side.
‘Let’s sit down, shall we? Amelia said calmly, leading Isabelle to the couch and sitting down beside her, then looking at me expectantly.
‘I don’t want to sit; will somebody please tell me what is going on?’ I screeched in frustration.
A look passed between the three of them before Gregory spoke and the tale he told was so fantastical I still don’t believe it. The tale goes: A few hundred years ago, an ancestor of mine went to a witch for help because she could not bear children. The witch agreed to help on the condition that when she had a female child the woman would give the child to her. My ancestor agreed to her condition. A year later she gave birth to a set of twins, one boy; one girl. When it was time to fulfil her bargain my ancestor refused. The witch who was a practitioner of the dark arts, became enraged, and using the blackest of black magic cursed my ancestor. The curse being that every male born of our line would walk the night, feeding on blood to survive. Distraught for her children, my ancestor approached another witch to remove the curse. But she was unable to; but she could alter it, change it somehow. The females of our line would bear only male children; all turning into night walkers at puberty. However, should a female be born, upon reaching a certain age, that female would break the curse. This female would walk in the sun, rarely needs to feed, will be blessed with longevity, which would cause night walkers into day walkers, but this was only possible after her death and rising again. She will bear the mark of the serpent to identify her as the true destroyer. Many years passed with few females being born, and the few that were, were needlessly sacrificed with no success. Eventually; isolation and feuds in the family led to the dwindling numbers of the family. It’s been nearly a hundred years since the last female of the direct blood-line was born until recently and apparently that was me. I stared at the three earnest faces around me, who seemed to believe every word that was spoken.
‘Vampires ? Hmm? And you think I’m this woman? I declared sceptically, incredulously, shaking my head.
‘Yes, you bear the mark.’ Gregory uttered smugly.
‘I don’t think so.’ I replied blandly.
‘That mark in the small of your back.’ Isabelle piped in enthusiastically.
‘That ugly thing? Oh please.’ I said refusing to be drawn into their delusions. ‘Now, that was such a lovely story, but I would thank you to leave my house.’ I said, in a high sing song voice, aimed at calming the crazy folk. Ushering them toward the door.
‘But you…’ Amelia sputtered trying to speak, while I continued pushing them toward the door.
‘We’re fam…’Gregory interrupted, to which I answered by giving him a filthy look.
‘That’s very nice, bye now.’ I said, as I shut the door firmly in their faces. 


** //**


The room felt strange now. The atmosphere between Isabelle and I had changed, shifted
‘God, what a bunch of freaks.’ I said, turning to Isabelle.
‘They’re not freaks.’ Isabelle said, embarrassed.
‘Uh-huh.’ I said cynically.
‘It’s true.’ Isabelle continued awkwardly.
‘Sure it is. Honey you have to break up with her, they’ve brainwashed you.’ I told her earnestly, taking her hands in mine.
‘No, everything they said is true.’ Isabelle continued stubbornly, pulling her hands away.
‘Whatever you say honey.’ I said soothingly. I knew better than to argue with her when she got this way.
‘I’ll prove it…look.’ Isabelle said, opening her mouth.
I watched in stunned silence when her incisors elongated and slid forward over her lips. It was grotesque and cool simultaneously. The look of stark horror on my face must have shown, as she retracted them and turned away shamefacedly. I took a step back, tripped over my feet and fell over the back of the couch. She followed me slowly, like a person trying to calm a distressed animal.
‘It’s okay, I won’t hurt you.’ she said, once her teeth were gone. I so didn’t believe her. I’ve seen the movies; I know what happens to stupid girls like me. I landed on my buttocks and scrambled backwards towards the balcony. Isabelle froze in place, but kept making soothing sounds with her mouth.
‘Trust me, I won’t hurt.’ she crooned softly, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.
‘I believe you.’ I lied, still shuffling backwards.
‘I can’t come out there, but then you know that.’ she said, sighing softly.
I shook my head in denial. ‘Yes you do.’ she stated, sitting on the back of the couch, swinging her leg back and forth.
‘We can fix this.’ I cried frantically.
‘You mean other than a beheading.’ she smirked darkly.
‘So not funny.’ I said, appalled at her inappropriate humour.
‘Yes it is.’ she said giggling, and I could see just the tips of her teeth peeking out from beneath her lips.
‘I knew I shouldn’t have trusted that Amelia, she did this to you, didn’t she?’ I shouted, sitting flat on the warm balcony tile.
‘Actually yes and no, she didn’t want to at first, but I begged her too.’ Isabelle admitted, flushing hotly. Tilting her head slightly, staring at me questioningly.
‘So I didn’t trust her, turns out I was right.’ I said self-righteously.
‘You intimidate her.’ Isabelle revealed.
‘Yeah rite.’ I scoffed.
‘It’s because of who you are, she doesn’t know how to act around you.’ she cried.
‘Bullshit.’ I sneered.
‘But it’s true…’ she moaned tiredly.
‘Obviously not, I’m still alive.’ I pointed out gleefully.
‘Remember Friday, remember passing out?’ she asked staring at me sadly. ‘Well, it wasn’t the champagne…’ she said guiltily.
‘What did you do?’ I demanded breathlessly, while my stomach dropped unpleasantly.
‘What do you think, anyway after you passed out, we brought you back here, Gregory and Amelia began working on you and that’s when you died.’ she said cheerfully.
‘Working on me?’ I demanded harshly, dread crawling up my spine. ‘What do you mean ‘working on me’? She shrugged, and pointed at my leg.
‘They fed off you, then fed you their blood, so now you’re like me, isn’t it cool.’ she said flippantly, although she was wringing her hands anxiously.
‘Let me get this straight; you handed me to those beasts to be raped, while you watched?’ I whispered hoarsely.
‘There was no sex, not with you anyway.’ Isabelle said nastily, defending her-self.
‘You know what I mean. I trusted you, how could you do this to me?’ I accused her quietly, pain and disbelief hardening voice. My eyes and throat burned from controlling my tears. I felt my heart break inside my chest, and walls erect it-self around the shattered pieces. Isabelle slipped off the back of the couch and walked towards me, stopping short of the balcony. The sun had begun to set, so the room was mostly dark.
‘I trusted you, please leave.’ I said faintly, turning away from her I watched the last rays of sunlight fade from my balcony. Her betrayal hurt more than I wanted to admit. I was partly to blame, I expected too much, foolishly perhaps, and that revelation erased any other hopes I might have had. I sat out there as the moon rose majestically over the night sky. I watched as the neon lights twinkled and flashed in the distance. I felt the cold night air sink into my skin and numb my fingers and toes. I looked dully at the early morning sun rising silently in the sky, bathing the world in its new light.
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Chapter Four
 
 New Tricks
 
 I rose stiffly from my chair and crawled into bed, pulling the covers over my head and fell asleep almost immediately. My dreams were filled with snatches and scenes of events I didn’t know nor understand. Images of the story I was told intruded in my mind, images of blood, fire and death. I could feel the flames touch my skin, the smoke choke my lungs and burn my eyes. I struggled back to consciousness, and discovered that my bed was burning. I leapt from the bed and scrambled to the bathroom, grabbing up the bucket I kept under the basin and filling it with water. I ran back into the bedroom and pitched the water over the flames. Steam and smoke rose from the soaked bedding, blinding me. Scrambling to the window I flung it wide open to let the smoke out.
I stared dumbly at the charred remains of my bed. I really liked that bed too. I thought of fire again, and instantly flames appeared and roared up the curtains. Shit. Next; I thought of nice juicy bacon and eggs for breakfast. Instantly; a pig and chicken appeared. Obviously, training would be required. I surveyed the status of my bedroom; the charred bed, scorched curtains, and smelly livestock, all proved too much for me. I sank to my knees in a fit of hysterical laughter, until tears rolled down my cheeks. My laughter changed to sorrow, as deep gut wrenching sobs wracked my body. I wept for the proof that monsters do exist, for the end of my one true friend, and for the loss of me. The me that tried to always be kind, to never cause harm and never to buy leather cat suit again, no matter how cute the sales girl was. I wiped the tears from my eyes and stood up, and decided to go shopping. I’ve found that a new shiny vulgar red sports car; always made me feel better. Maybe get a new bed and curtains too. I didn’t feel confident enough yet to use my new power; I still had to get rid of the pig and the chicken. I stripped off my stale clothes of yesterday and tossed them into the laundry basket.
Only wearing my under wear, I strolled into the bathroom and stopped in front of the full length mirror. Taking a deep breath, I turned around slowly, with my back facing the mirror. Using my left hand, I peeled back the waist band of my panty to display the birthmark. The mark was still there, although it was bigger and clearer now, it definitely resembled a snake, which was holding something in its mouth, I noticed disappointedly, and wished fervently I could make it go away, then everything would go back to what it was. But that red ugly thing just stared back at me, mocking me with its existence.
I faced the mirror and inspected myself with new eyes. Everything still looked the same. There was no significant change to my body or my features. My belly was still as flat as before, my waist was still slightly curved and my breasts were still their nice neat size. I opened my mouth and tugged at my teeth, I ran my tongue over them and each tooth felt the same, there were no sharp edges or points on them. I wondered what it would be like to swallow blood; well more than just a few drops from a pricked or cut finger. I don’t think I’d be able to do that. Swallowing cough medicine was difficult enough. I stripped off my under wear and hopped into the shower, the water’s cold spray cleared my mind and helped to improve my mood. I dressed in casual baggy jeans, loose fitting t-shirt and white running shoes. My hair I let air dry, grabbed my keys and headed out the door. 


** //**


I was so distracted walking to my car, I failed to notice two men who were walking behind me. Course, hard hands grabbed me and shoved me roughly into the back of a black van. One of them stuck a needle into my arm and I slumped unconsciously onto the vans dirty floor. Later, I awoke and found myself lying on a large bed in a strange room, and for the second time in days, had the unpleasant honour of another medication induced headache. Lifting my head from the pillow I glanced carefully around me. The room was tastefully decorated in subtle shades of gold and cream. The bed I was lying on, was a four poster, with cream drapes tied back by gold tassels. Sitting up gingerly, I my legs over the side of the bed. My neck was stiff and sore, and there was a huge ugly bruise on my arm, where the man rammed the hypodermic into my arm. I tiptoed to the door and tried the handle. Surprisingly it wasn’t locked. Careless of would be kidnappers, I thought. I wandered down a long passage way that was covered in a thick plush carpet. I could hear voices coming from behind one of the closed doors and hurriedly snuck into the room closest to me and stopped dead in my tracks, as I was faced with a room full of people.
‘Ah good, you’re awake, come join us.’ a woman said. She moved towards me and guided me to a chair. She was perhaps in her sixties, her grey hair swept up into a tasteful French pleat. She was elegant and graceful.
‘Please accept our apologies for this unfortunate situation. I realise it was crude, but necessary.’ she stated calmly, before resuming her seat. There were four other people in the room, including the thugs that grabbed me. I glanced at them warily.
‘Please excuse my nephews, the youth are so impatient.’ she said tolerantly. I was too bemused to respond.
‘How are you feeling? She enquired kindly, appearing genuinely concerned for my welfare.
‘A little banged up, but I’ll live.’ I answered cautiously.
‘You were instructed not to harm her.’ she admonished her nephews, whose faces flushed with embarrassment. I gave them a snarky grin.
‘You poor dear, a cup of tea should sort you out quite nicely I think.’ she suggested thoughtfully. The door opened revealing a servant wheeling a trolley laden with a tea pot, cups and sauces and small cakes, towards us.
‘Help yourself dear, while I explain your presence here.’ she said softly. I rose and poured myself a cup and placed a slice of cake on a plate, which I carried carefully back to my chair, sitting down awkwardly. The servant immediately moved a small table beside my chair, where I gratefully placed the plate, sipping the tea quietly.
‘I’m informed that you have been educated regarding our situation and your role in it. And because of whom you are, your life from here on would be in terrible danger. What I propose is; come live with us, we will keep you safe, and your safety is our greatest concern.’ she implored quietly. I was tempted, but I needed to know more.
‘And what do I have to do in return?’ I asked suspiciously.
‘There may be occasions where we may need some of your blood, which will be done by a transfusion, but this will be rarely and only once we’ve determined there will be no danger to you.’ she said earnestly. The fact that she was honest made her offer more appealing.
‘I need to think about this. Your offer sounds ideal, but there are matters I have to consider first.’ I replied, and was rewarded with a relieved sigh.
‘Take all the time you need, but not too long, there are people that would not be as patient nor as understanding. My nephews will accompany you home, and I hope to see you again soon.’ she said, walking over to me and taking my hands in hers squeezing them gently. I was led out of the door to an indoor garage, where two black BMW X5’s with darkly tinted windows were parked. When the doors opened and we drove off, I tried peering through the windows but they were so dark I couldn’t see anything but my reflection. After about an hour or so later, after we crossed over some rail road tracks, our car was rammed from the side. The impact spun the car and I was flung across the car into the opposite door, my shoulder slamming hard into the doors plastic. Pain screamed down my arm, as I frantically tried to grip the head rest of the front seats to steady myself. We were rammed again, this time from the other side, the car spun out of control and flipped on its side. My grip on the head rests slipped and I pitched forward slamming my forehead into the window. My face got cut by flying broken glass, a piece of the broken door handle ripped through my skin piercing my rib cage and puncturing my lung. Intense mind numbing pain consumed me. I tried not to panic. Fear and panic built up and spread through me. I tried to breathe; all I could manage was a sharp wheeze causing blood to pool in my mouth choking me further. I rolled onto my side spitting blood, and tried to pull the plastic handle from my side, but lack of air and blood loss, mercifully helped me to pass out. 


** //**


‘You killed her!’ I heard a woman shouting, when I regained consciousness. God I hope so, maybe then I would be left in peace. This was beginning to irritate me.
‘How can I kill her, if she’s already dead?!’ the other person—a man, shouted back. I squeezed my eyes tighter, pretending to be unconscious; thankfully I was blessedly pain free. I must have made a sound, because the two stopped screaming at each other, then someone, I don’t know which one, poked me with a finger.
‘Ouch!’ I complained. Really now, why didn’t he just use a stick?
‘See…told you.’ the man said smugly. I opened my eyes and found myself in yet another strange bedroom. Although this one wasn’t nearly as sophisticated as the previous one had been.
‘Hey, shut up!’ I shouted irritably. The room was in semi-darkness and I couldn’t see their faces clearly.
‘I’d watch my mouth, if I were you.’ the woman warned.
‘Why…should I fear for my life?” I asked sarcastically.
‘Just a friendly warning, take it any way you like.’ she answered, shrugging indifferently.
I sat up and swung my legs over the side of the bed. I was in my underwear only, there was blood staining the sheets and dried blood on my chest, shoulders, and face. The hole in my rib cage was completely healed as well as the cuts on my cheeks, my lung was healed too. I stood up and nearly fell over, when wave of dizziness washed over me. I abruptly sat down on the bed, gripping the edge and tilting my head back to clear my head.
‘So…I’m here because…?’ I asked plainly. Being the flavour of the month was so unappealing.
‘You’ll find out soon enough.’ the man rasped vaguely.
‘Wonderful…’ I replied dryly.
Why did the bad guys think the whole mysterious thing was frightening; all it did was annoy me. When the dizziness faded, I looked at the two of them. She was a tiny slip of a girl, maybe twenty or twenty-two, with short spiky black hair and huge green eyes. She looked like a pixie, if a demented one. His face was strong with a firm jaw and thin lips. His dark hair he wore long, and hung to his shoulders.
‘Where are my clothes?’ I commanded rudely. The two looked at each other, shaking their heads in disapproval.
‘They were too messed up.’ the girl answered, as she walked to a chair and brought back a pair of jeans, t-shirt and underwear.
‘Oh come on…This is a joke right?’ I wailed, brandishing the offending garments. Talk about adding insult to injury.
‘Wear it, or stay as you are…We don’t care.’ the creepy man muttered.
‘Fine…’ I gritted out through clenched teeth, taking the clothes. At least the underwear was nice practical ones. White, boy-leg panties with white tank—top bra. ’Privacy would be nice.’ I bit out sharply. The creepy man ran his eyes insultingly over me before turning and leaving the room.
‘The bathroom’s over there if you want to wash up…And it’s new…the underwear.’ the girl told me. I picked up the clothes and walked a little stiffly to the bathroom, shutting the door quietly. My first glance at myself in the mirror was a shock. I had dried blood and grit over most of my body. The wound in my side was completely healed, there wasn’t even a scar. My hair was sticky and smelly, although my face was very pale. I turned from the mirror and leaned over turning on the taps to fill the bath. The paint on the walls was faded and peeling in places, dating from a time when avocado green was the considered the height of sophistication. Thick dusty pipes running along the wall was noisy and rusted. Turning off the water, I removed my underwear and sank gratefully in to the steaming hot water. I scrubbed myself vigorously until my skin tingled. Stepping from the tub I discovered there was no towel so I drip dried then wrestled my wet body into my clothes, it was uncomfortable but at least I was clean again. I left the bathroom, combing my fingers through my wet hair, where the girl was pacing restlessly outside the door.
‘We have to go.’ she said nervously, grabbing my arm and leading me from the room.
‘What now?’ I asked impatiently, tugging my arm from her grasp.
‘You’ll see.’ she answered evasively.
‘Gee this mysterious thing is really boring.’ I said scornfully.
‘Be quiet.’ she hissed, urgency hastening her steps.
’Who are we meeting…the queen?’ I asked sarcastically. Her head whipped toward me, her eyes wide with fright.
‘Keep your voice down! ‘She whispered urgently, and then stopped in front of a door, taking a deep breath she reached out her hand, turned the handle and stepped into the room, dragging me behind her. We stumbled into the room and stopped abruptly as we faced a room full of people all milling around sipping drinks and making conversation. For all accounts and purposes, it appeared to be a perfectly civilized cocktail party. The room wasn’t very large; the polished wooden floor gleamed in the muted light.
‘She’s here.’ the girl said uselessly, as silence descended on the crowd. A man wearing a tuxedo came towards and I was surprised to see Gregory there, although there was something different about him. Something menacing, something I never noticed before. I tried to appear calm, but tiny flutters of fear began to ripple down my back.
‘Take her over there.’ he ordered the girl. Not taking he’s eyes off me.
‘What’s going on?’ I demanded suspiciously, when another rougher pair of hands grabbed my other arm and lead me to a chair in the middle of the room. I was pushed roughly into the chair, with two people standing behind me.
‘You know what we want, the only thing is you don’t know why.’ a female voice said from the back of the crowd, to my right. The voice was softly feminine and incredibly seductive. It rolled down my spine like warm honey. I couldn’t see the person, as the people standing behind my chair were blocking my view.
‘So explain then.’ I replied tartly. The man behind my chair grabbed my hair tugged my head back hard, I grabbed his wrist slapping his hand.
‘I thought she was controlled.’ this new female said.
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Chapter Five
 
 Belle of the Ball
 
 When I could see the woman, she was perhaps the most frightening person I ever saw. She was exquisite. Her dark long hair was brushed back and parted down the middle, which gleamed in the artificial light. Her hair was a deep mahogany, with were red and copper tones that waved down her back and hung below her shoulders. Her eyes were gold, with crystal amber tones, which reminded me of a tiger eye stone I once saw in a jewellery shop window. They seemed to absorb light which glowed incandescently, and she walked with an easy, relaxed stride. She was wearing a wine red dress with delicate spaghetti straps, to just above her knee, which flowed around her thighs when she walked.
‘Should I remind you of your duty.’ the woman spoke to Gregory softly. He shifted uncomfortably from one foot to the other. I could feel a change in the atmosphere ripple through the crowd.
‘You will be my bride.’ Gregory told me, while harshly dragging me to my feet. I stared at him in shock. ‘With your blood we will unite the rest of the families.’ he continued. I stared at the faces around me. They all seemed so proud of their accomplishment.
‘You really can’t be that unoriginal, can you?’ I, starting to giggle. His faced flushed with embarrassment.’
‘Honestly.…the bride of Dracula, you’re shitting me right?’ I giggled hysterically, then laughing louder. She sipped her champagne silently, staring at Gregory with a sour expression.
‘Perhaps we should select another candidate.’ she said coolly, her voice emotionless.
‘You will obey.’ Gregory shouted, slapping me across the face. I continued laughing, my fear overriding common sense. My cheek tingled painfully and my head spun from his blow.
‘Be a glorified whore’…I don’t think so.’ I answered foolishly, stupidly. This time he punched me in the stomach, his grip on my arm preventing me from dropping to the floor.
‘I will break you.’ he vowed, punching me in the face. Pain exploded in my brain as my nose broke and blood rushed into my mouth.
‘I’d like to see you try. Let me know when you’re going to start.’ I continued stubbornly, spitting out a mouth full of blood. I was fighting not to pass out.
‘You’ll beg for death.’ he replied, kicking me in the stomach so hard I flew across the room and crashed against a wall, I felt bones break as I slid to the floor. I lay there breathlessly, unmoving. Pain, unbearable pain echoing through my body. After a few minutes I found I could move. I sat up slowly, awkwardly, pressing my back against the wall, wiping blood from my face. I couldn’t hear very clearly, and my vision was blurry.
‘Not fucking likely.’ I said hoarsely. He rushed up to me lifting his hand for another blow.
‘Enough!’ the woman cried acidly, walking towards me, then squatting down before me. She lifted my chin in her hand, turning my head, assessing me clinically.
‘So you’re Kane, I’m Nina.’ she told me quietly. I drew my legs towards my chest, resting my elbows on my knees, and dropping my head onto my chest.
‘I’d shake your hand…But I’m kind of busy right now.’
‘And how’s that going for you?’ Nina asked amused. Gosh, but that grin was sexy. Okay, this situation was a little extreme, really not the time to notice sexiness or not.
‘Great…I’m winning.’ I said, leaning sideways and spitting out another mouth full of blood.
‘Requesting your consent was merely a courtesy, hardly a necessity.’ she informed me plainly, although her eyes gleamed in amusement.
‘I know he won’t kill me, you need me.’ I replied, resting my head against the wall. She sighed softly, rising to her feet.
‘There are worse things than death.’ Nina said softly, gazing down at me.
‘And this is different how?’ I retorted defiantly.
‘It’s who you are, your birth-right,’ she said intensely.
‘I don’t care.’ I answered, rolling my head from side to side along the wall.
‘You will.’ she promised quietly.
I chuckled cynically. ’I can hardly wait.’ I replied dully.   ‘Is this the place where I’m supposed to be shocked or intimidated by that?’ My body was numb now.
She moved so fast all I saw was a vibration, one moment I was sitting stiffly on the ground feeling my blood trickle to the floor and the next; I was dangling off the floor with her hands around my throat.
‘You’re more of a challenge than I expected, one I’m going to enjoy breaking.’ she smiled pleasantly into my face, which was perhaps the most frightening thing I’ve experienced thus far. I tried desperately to free myself from her grip, thrashing wildly.
‘And you are nothing if not predictable.’ I choked out. Her face flushed with rage as her incisors slid menacingly forward.
‘I can’t wait to hear you scream.’ she promised, then sank her teeth viciously into my neck. Having someone’s teeth tear into your skin is not as erotic or as painless as it appears in the movies. It hurts a lot. I didn’t scream, I didn’t give her the satisfaction, which enraged her more. I felt the suction of her mouth all the way to my finger-tips. Pins and needles throbbed in my fingers and toes. I felt myself growing weaker and weaker, my breathing slowed. She retracted her teeth from my neck, shaking me like a rag-doll then tossed me to the ground in disgust. ‘Get her out of here.’ I dimly heard her order. Mercifully I blacked out. 


** //**


Nina was surprised at the girl. She didn’t expect her to be so fearless. Most people feared her, others were intimidated, but no-one showed such a lack of fear before. By rights the girl should be terrified, but she wasn’t. Nina was intrigued by this. She really was quiet beautiful. With long slim legs, crystal green eyes that snapped with fury and humour, and hair that hung down her back in rich, burnished bronze waves, with dark honey tones waved into the long strands. Her nose was straight and her chin stubborn, her top lip was a perfect bow and the bottom one puffy, pouty. Her scent reeked of fury, not fear. Either she was too stupid to be frightened, or she really wasn’t. A knock on the door disturbed her from her reverie.
‘Enter.’ she answered. One of the many servants which worked for the family entered, he smiled at her flirtatiously. He was young, and eager to please. It was her job to train the new enforcers; and as such many of them tried to have more than a training experience with her. Nina wasn’t a member of the Vissilianos family. Her family had worked for the Vissilianos family for generations. They were the vampire watches, protectors during the day while they slept. Sometime in the past a few vampires were killed, due to the fact that they were human and lacked the strength and speed required to defend the family against other vampires. So, they were changed, becoming stronger and more lethal than their masters, inevitably becoming a race worthy of being masters themselves.
‘Everything has been arranged as you requested.’ the young man told her. Nina nodded in satisfaction. ‘Would there be anything else I could do for you?’ he asked, his eyes wandering over her body. Nina smiled, a bored, knowing smile.
‘No, that will be all.’ she informed him, dismissing him. She turned towards the window, staring up at the night sky. She knew what he offered, she was never surprised at the invitations she received. She made it a rule never to fraternise with the family members or even the trainees, preferring to find her distractions someplace else. And lately those distractions were proving to be more tiresome than entertaining. This girl, with her sharp tongue and flashing eyes was like a cool breeze on a hot steamy night. 


** //**


Later I woke up strapped to a bed with needles in my arm, with my blood dripping into a plastic bag. I was weak and shaky, everything was blurry, and I couldn’t feel much of anything. I lifted my head from the pillow, and gazed down my body. There was a thick leather strap over my stomach and hips, keeping them in place, my legs were unstrapped. I could wriggle my toes and flex my legs, but that was all I could do. Occasionally, some-one would come and change the bags. When they took too much, a drip was inserted and I was given blood to replenish my strength. It amused me no-end that they gave me blood to live, so that they could take it again. I wavered in and out of consciousness, barely aware of time and circumstance. I tried to summon my new fire power; the thought of incinerating everyone there filling me with glee, but that deserted me too. Something strange occurred after a while. The needles and bags were removed and not replaced. Lucidity returned in increments. I was left to lay there starving, for they have yet to feed me, wondering what was going on when a young girl came in.
‘Your blood is poisoning everyone.’ she told me blandly. I snickered loudly, then a little louder, until I was hysterical.
‘What’s your name?’ I asked breathlessly, when I could speak again.
‘Mia.’ she answered, moving to cover me with a sheet.
‘So everyone’s dead then? I asked eagerly.
She shook her head worriedly. ‘A few, not all.’ Mia informed me quietly, fidgeting with the sheet.
I frowned disappointedly. ‘Why did you tell me Mia?’ I asked her, disappointed. She looked everywhere but at me, when she responded.
‘You shouldn’t have pissed Nina off like that.’ she warned me quietly. I stared at her warily.
‘Why, is she going to kill me?’ I scoffed, Mia’s face paled at my remark.
‘She’s our enforcer, the strongest of us; your blood didn’t really affect her that badly as the others. We learned that you have to give your blood willingly for it to work, so she has come up with a new way of doing that.’ Mia said, twisting the edge of the sheet around her fingers.
‘Why are you telling me all this…why do you care?’ I asked quietly.
‘Cause what they are doing is wrong, that’s why?’ she answered, blushing.
‘Thank you for taking care of me, I know it was you, but why bother, you don’t know me? “I said.
‘You seem nice, when you’re not being sarcastic.’ Mia answered shyly.
‘Could I get something to eat?’ I asked her.
‘But we don’t eat…’Mia said clearly confused.
‘I do.’ I replied.
‘I’ll see what I can do.’ she said, going to the door, and opening it slightly, peeking around making sure no-one was around before slipping out.
I waited for what seemed like hours before she came back, carrying a KFC bag. She settled herself on the edge of the bed and opened the bag. Sticking her hands inside the bag, she removed some French fries and held them up to my mouth.
I lifted my head and barely chewed. I wolfed it down in huge gulping mouth-full. After swallowing the last mouth of food, she lifted the cup of coke to my lips.
‘So…are you supposed to get me to play nice or what?’ I asked quietly. Mia’s face flamed, and she slid clumsily off the edge of the bed onto the floor. ‘It’s ok, I don’t blame you’ I said comfortingly. Mia’s eyes filled with tears, which she quickly blinked away.
‘Can’t you reconsider, please?’ she pleaded,
‘I didn’t receive any consideration remember.’ I told her harshly, then biting my lip in remorse.
‘This time will be very, very bad.’ Mia told me unhappily, her voice thick with unshed tears.
‘Don’t worry; I can take care of myself.’ I assured her. Her eyes travelled over me and the bed. ‘Fine…point taken.’ I conceded grudgingly. Her head whipped around when we heard voices coming from the other side of the door, her eyes wide with fear.’
‘Whatever happens, it’s not your fault.’ I whispered before the door opened. Mia gave me one last panicked glance before leaving the room.
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Chapter Six
 
 Nemesis
 
 Two men with the same physical appearance as Gregory entered the room followed by Nina. The long dark hair and day old stubble was attractive in one, but in most of them, just plain creepy. Didn’t these guys know about barbers or razors?
‘Vulgar of you to involve a kid.’ I mumbled, instantly attaching Nina. The smile she gave me was warm, and devoid of emotion.
‘Taste or lack thereof is nothing compared to our survival.’ one of the men muttered, and was silenced by a acid look from Nina.
‘You’re not talking to me now…very mature.’ I provoked. Nina smiled faintly at my attempts to goad her, and stopped at the end of the bed. She set down a bundle of green cloth between my feet.
‘I think you will be saying enough for both of us soon, don’t you agree?’ she remarked, a thin smile on her face. I hated that smile.
Not taking her eyes off me, she unrolled the cloth. Inside the cloth were various kinds of shiny, vicious looking blades and razors. Taking one of the razors in her hand, and lifting my leg up, ran the razor lightly up and down my calf. My back jerked off the bed, so the two men grabbed me by the shoulders pushing me down hard. She smiled in satisfaction at my reaction. My face flushed in embarrassment, I would not give her that again. Nina ran the razor up the inside of my leg, sinking the razor into my skin on the downward stroke. The tiny little cuts were not that painful, but they burned. She made a few of those on the insides of my legs and the bottoms of my feet. After that, she started on the delicate skin on the inside of my arm, these hurt a bit more. Then the worst began. She’d go back to the first cuts she made, slicing into the slowly healing cuts and reopening them. I’m not sure when I started screaming or when I stopped; all I know was that the room echoed with the litany of my agony. Afterwards; she’d clean my cuts with a cool wet cloth, and then start again; I feared that cloth more than the razors. Pain and relief blended into one—unmitigated debilitating misery. She did this for hours, hours of hours of intense pain. And each time she’d ask the same question.
‘Do you submit? ‘She’d ask calmly, unemotionally. And each time I’d give the same response.
‘No.’ I’d grate out through clenched teeth, hissing as the razors sank into my skin again. Later after Nina left, Mia came into the room, carrying a bowl of water and soap, where she washed away the blood and even changed my underwear. The indignity should have bothered me, but I was beyond caring.
‘I know…you told me so.’ My voice was bare whisper.
Her face flushed with heat. ‘I wasn’t going to say that.’ she said, setting the bowl on the floor, and then covering me with the sheet, before leaving the room.

Those few minutes of painlessness were like manna from heaven. My jaw ached from clenching it so hard. I fell asleep and awoke when I felt the bed dip at the end. I lifted my head and watched in growing horror as Nina crawled towards me. I swallowed nervously, watching her warily. She stretched out on her side facing me, her hands sliding over my stomach. I tried to wriggle away, but the strap kept my hips firmly in place.
‘Don’t do this.’ I pleaded hoarsely. She smiled smugly before bending her head and sank her teeth into the inside of my thigh. I held my breath, waiting for her to finish or stop; anything.
‘It’s too late for that now.’ she replied, lifting her head to look at me.
‘Please don’t do this.’ I begged, my tummy fluttering unpleasantly when she sunk her teeth into my other leg.
My breathing hitched uncontrollably and my heart raced wildly. Finally realising how vulnerable I really was. She shifted forward, then sliding her fingers into the waist band of my underwear, sliding them down my hips. I shut my eyes tight, my breathing harsh in the room. Her teeth sunk mercilessly into the tender flesh of my clitoris, ripping through the delicate skin. Much to my shame; I felt myself rushing towards a horrendous climax. My back bowed, jerking me off the bed, straining against the strap. It wasn’t one borne of pleasure or joy; it was one of domination, aggression and subjugation. My orgasm curled my toes, and then charged up my calves into my back, decimating my spine, where it raced up my neck into my head and obliterated my brain. I stay suspended for a moment, and then dropped to the mattress as aftershocks racked me. Nina shifted upright, pulled my underwear back-up and propped her head on her hand, staring at me. I felt her lean up and place a kiss on the corner of my mouth.
‘I always keep my promises.’ she whispered softly, then slid off the bed.
My face flamed with shame and disgrace. One single act displayed clearly to me what all the hours of pain and torture could not; that I was nothing, utterly worthless. I failed. I thought if you treated others kindly they would treat you the same. I thought that by appealing to their humanity, I would be humanely treated. But, that was my mistake. They were not human. They could hardly treat me humanely, when they were inhumane. They were the monsters under my bed. My will, my dignity, my pride —everything ripped away with that one act of depravity and cruelty. For the first time, I felt hate. Raw; unbearable, unbridled; hate. Hate so intense, so overpowering, it felt like a living breathing entity growing within me. My teeth ached, and my left arm began to tingle, then burn uncomfortably. I looked down at my hand, and saw small red spots on my fingertips; they resembled the marks you get when you burn yourself with a cigarette, perfect circles on each of my fingertips. I flexed my arm, but couldn’t flex my wrists to shake the uncomfortable sensations away. The door opened and Mia came in, I turned my head away from her.
‘Go away…Leave me alone!’ I snarled.
Her eyes widened anxiously, and then she whirled around and rushed out, shutting the door. After she left, I tugged at my restraints, testing their strength. The metal bit roughly into my wrist, but they remained sound, and I shook them in frustration. Whatever happened to the so called vampire strength and power, one usually sees in the movies? Obviously that was an exaggeration too. If anything, I had more strength before I was made a vampire. Mia was the last person I saw for a while. 


** //**


I think they forgot about me, because I was left to starve and lay in my own filth, with only my festering thoughts to occupy me. I fantasised about escaping and wreaking my vengeance. I dreamt about food, my home, but most of all; I dreamt about my life before this. My life before blood, violence and death became the norm. A life where the most exciting thing was finding a parking spot closer to the entrance at the mall. I miss those days.
The door opened so silently, that if I wasn’t looking at it I wouldn’t have heard it, and Mia scurried in quickly. She came over to the bed and placed her hand over my mouth.
‘We’re leaving.’ she whispered urgently, fishing from her pocket a key. She moved behind me and quickly unlocked my restraints, settling them softly down on the bed. I sat up and swung my legs over the edge of the bed. The movement was too sudden; I tipped forward, almost falling on my face. Mia grabbed my shoulders steadying me and pushed my upright. I waited till the dizziness passed and slid to the floor. The floor was dirty and sticky and grit stuck to the bottoms of my feet. Mia wrapped a blanket around my shoulders and led me toward the door. Opening it slightly, she gazed left and right and then indicated for me to follow her. I limped heavily after her, my feet still aching from the cuts that haven’t healed yet. Surprisingly we weren’t stopped nor encountered anyone on the way out. The trek from the house to the garage was a bit more dangerous, especially for Mia. It was still day-light and she only had a blanket to cover her from the sun. Crouching under the blanket we dashed quickly to the car, a rusted old van, but at least it was dark enough for Mia. Once inside the van, I covered the window as much as I could, and not knowing where I was going or where I was, set the car in gear and drove off. So maybe my escape wasn’t as exciting or as glamorous as I’d imagined, but the point is I was out of that place. Once I was on the road and began to recognise landmarks, I drove towards another one of my homes, which was quiet a distance from the city.
My foot kept slipping off the accelerator, because the cuts on my feet had opened and the blood was making the pedal slippery. I drove most of the day and into the night, not daring to stop for fear of being caught. By the time we reached my house, on a remote road, high on a hill, it was early morning. Mia slept through most of it. I drove the van up to the gate and pressed the intercom. I had a caretaker take care of the house when I was in the city.
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Chapter Seven
 
 Home
 
 ‘This is private property…please leave.’ he barked into the microphone. I pressed the receive button and spoke.
‘Evening Gerald, how are you this evening?’ I asked him politely. With Gerald there was no emergency, or urgency so great, that warranted lack of etiquette.
‘Good Evening Miss Kane, I’m very well, thank you. Everything is as you requested Miss Kane.’ Gerald continued.
‘Thank you Gerald, oh one more thing, no-one is to come up to the house without my prior knowledge or instruction please.’ I informed him. Mia stared at me in confusion.
‘Certainly Miss Kane, it’s always good to have you home.’ Gerald said. Gerald and his wife Edith practically raised me after my parents died, although they are old now, they are still the best protection a suddenly wealthy young girl received. The gate slid open and I drove down the long dusty road to the house. I parked the van in the garage beside my exotic sports cars, then slid gingerly from the seat, wincing as I stepped down.
‘Welcome to my home.’ I invited Mia when I led her into my house. Mia stared wide eyed at everything and finally asked the question that’s been burning her since we stopped at the road’
‘Just how rich are you exactly?’ she asked in awe. I smiled tiredly at the awe in her voice.
‘Not very.’ I answered evasively. All I wanted now was food, bath and bed, all in that order. The kitchen was equipped with all the latest gadgets and appliances. The floor was of gleaming cherry wood, with high lofty ceilings and oak panelled walls. I strode to the fridge and removed two steaks and some vegetables, and set them on the counter. I also shrugged into a house coat that hung on a peg behind the kitchen door. I’m not much of a cook, but I can grill a steak and make a salad. I set the stove on grill and while waiting for the right temperature, I proceeded to slice the lettuce and carrots.
‘Would you like something to drink?’ I asked Mia politely. She was wandering through the house in fascination. Touching a vase here or a wall there.
Strolling back into the kitchen, frowning, I stared at the floor. ‘There’s blood on the floor.’ she pointed out. I looked down at my feet, blood was seeping slowing from under them.
‘My feet are still bleeding.’ I told her absently.
‘They should be healed by now.’ she said worriedly, kneeling beside me and lifting one foot up.
‘Maybe because I’ve been walking on them, they haven’t had time to heal.’ I said, removing my foot from her hand.
‘You haven’t fed yet, have you?’ she asked surprised.
‘Good lord no.’ I answered, tossing the lettuce into a bowl.
‘Not even when you woke up?’ she continued
‘Nope.’  I replied lightly.
‘You have to feed.’ she instructed me impatiently, walking around the kitchen counters.
‘Not bloody likely.’ I replied, stuffing a piece of carrot into my mouth.
‘Your body will die.’ she continued in a sinister way. I set the knife down and gazed at her sceptically.
‘Of course it won’t…all I need is a good meal.’ I said, munching on another carrot.
‘Food isn’t enough…And how can you eat, I don’t understand?’ she said, shaking her head in confusion.
‘Maybe it’s because I’m not your fabled champion? I replied flippantly.
‘Maybe it’s because you need to feed? She insisted stubbornly.
‘Not going to happen…so leave it alone.’ I said tiredly.
‘You will have to eventually.’ she predicted tartly.
‘Not if I can help it.’ I denied vehemently. Mia sighed tiredly and let the subject drop.
‘Do you want a beer?’ I asked her, without waiting for her response I opened the fridge and removed two beers, handing one to her, which she accepted gratefully. The heat on the stove was the right temperature so I placed the steaks in the grill, and watched them hissing as they touched the hot metal.
‘You can use any room you want, except the one at the end of hallway, you’re welcome to use anything you wish in this house.’ I told her.
Mia glanced at me in surprise. ‘Don’t look so surprised, I take care of my friends.’ I said smiling at her.
‘You don’t even know me.’ she mumbled embarrassed.
‘I know your heart, that’s all I need to know.’ I told her plainly, while flipping the scorching steak over. She sifted uncomfortably, taking a bigger gulp of beer than she thought, then wildly spitting it out as she choked.
‘What happens now?’ she asked, more comfortable now.
‘Let’s forget about all that.’ I suggested eagerly.
‘And do what?’ she asked sceptically.
‘Relax…rest…anything.’ I said, while removing the steak from the pan and placing it in a plate.
Mia frowned, looking uncomfortable again. ‘I don’t know how to do that.’ she said worriedly.
‘Well…lucky for you I’m a pro at that.’ I bragged, cutting off a piece of steak and stuffing it in my mouth.
‘What are you going to do?’ she asked suspiciously.
‘You’ll see.’ I said mysteriously. After finishing my meal, I put the plate in the dishwasher and went upstairs to my bedroom. Mia followed behind, her hand trailing up the polished balustrade, her brows drawn together in worry, as she watched me leave bloody foot prints on the stairs.
‘Make yourself at home in any of these rooms, I’ll see you later.’ I said, walking down the hallway to my bedroom.
Mia glanced around uncertainly, and then opened the door of one room, peaking inside, then shutting the door and walking to another, deciding she liked that one best, walked in and silently closed the door. Mia gazed around the room in awe. She had never been in a house like this before. She wasn’t sure what made her decide to help Kane; maybe it was because Kane had kind eyes, but Mia knew that if she was caught she would be killed. She still couldn’t believe that Kane thought of her as a friend. She’d never had friends before, so she wasn’t sure what was expected of her. When her parents were killed during one of the many family feuds, she was left to fend for herself. Her life had been one of service and duty to the other older, meaner and infinitely crueller vampires. She was not only used as food, but sexually as well, until she was old enough to be turned. Her turning was inevitable, because people like her, and there were many; were made for the use of others, and that is all they knew and all they were. Their only function being to serve, they were not allowed to feed, nor have any relationships or possess anything. Feeding was performed by transfusion and only every third day. Mia sat on the bed warily; she’d chosen the room with the least amount of light. She sat with her hands folded in lap and waited. She didn’t know what to do with herself; eventually she slid off her shoes and stretched out on the bed. The bed was so soft and comfortable; Mia stretched on her side, curling her knees up to her chest and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.                                                                 
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Chapter Eight
 
 Horse Things
 
 I watched Mia enter the room, and then continued to my own room. I have to admit my bedroom is my sanctuary. My bedroom was large, with an antique four poster bed. Along one wall was a huge fire place, and a thick rug before it. It also had a separate dressing room and bathroom, the bath was claw footed tub, which took a very long time to find. After years of searching, I finally found one by a seller in London, who was renovating he’s aunts old home and on finding the tub, advertised in on social media. I missed being home. I went into the bathroom and opened the taps for a bath. I strolled back into my bedroom and removed my housecoat where it hung on the back of the door. I stripped off the disgusting underwear and padded naked back into the bathroom. Sitting on the edge of the bath, slowly lowering my feet into the warm water. Pain instantly ran up my legs when the water touched my feet. I lifted out of the water and dipped them in slowly again, after a while I got used to the heat. I slipped further into the water, laying back and sinking my head under the water. I stayed in the water for as long as I could, the water turning slightly pink from the blood seeping from the cuts on my arms and feet. The heat helped to slow down the bleeding, especially on the inside of my arms, my feet were still weeping but not as badly as before.
Leaving the bathroom, I decided against sleep, and dressed quickly, but had to go bare foot as because my feet were still too swollen to fit into my shoes. I stopped at Mia’s door, and briefly debated waking her. Shaking my head, I ran lightly down the stairs heading towards the stables. I strolled into the semi-dark interior, wriggling my nose at the smell of manure and straw filling the air. Strange how I never noticed before how sharp that odour was. While walking down the aisles, I shouted out greetings to all the animals there.
Suddenly there was a loud noise behind me, I turned and a horse came barrelling towards me. She stopped sharply before me, scattering sand and pebbles, and pounding the ground with her hooves, while bobbing her head up and down. Whenever I go home, she always puts up a huge fuss, and I let her. She’s is the meanest, most temperamental horse I have, she bites, kicks, spits, and is also my favourite. When she was finished with her performance, I walked towards her, loping my arms around her neck. She rested her chin on my shoulder, as I stroked the velvet skin of her neck.
‘Hello Gypsey girl.’ I said gently, holding her face in my hands, stroking her nose. She snickered loudly. ‘I missed you too.’ I told her.
She lifted her head, tossing her head proudly. ‘Would you like to take me for a ride?’ I asked quietly, nuzzling her neck. She bobbed her head in agreement. I grabbed a handful of her mane and pulled myself up onto her bare back. Tapping her sides lightly with my heels she leapt forward, charging through the door. I let her lead, the muscles in her back and legs, flexing sleekly, powerfully between my legs. Stopping at the crest of the road, I gazed around at my property. Most of it was wild and tangled. No manicured, perfectly behaved lawns and bushes existed here. My lungs burned and my buttocks ached from the hard ride, my spirit soared and my heart was full, content. Turning we headed back towards the house, as we cantered closer, Gerald came rushing towards us. 


** //**


‘We have a problem Miss Kane.’ he informed me anxiously, as I slid off the horses back.
‘What’s wrong? I asked.
‘The new foal is not doing as well as we hoped, the vet is on his way, but I don’t think she’ll make it.’ Gerald told me despondently.
I walked with him to the stall, where the new foal was laying. The filly was all gangly legs and huge sorrowful eyes. I knelt beside her, rubbing her back gently, comfortingly.
‘We’ll just have to make sure, she does, wont we girl?’ She was so still; I could barely feel a pulse. Moving closer to her and resting my back against the wall. I lifted her head and settled it into my lap. The vet arrived an hour later, and giving us his diagnosis of a sever lung infection, instructed us on her care. Her medication had to be administered every two hours via injection. Leaving her was not an option, so I settled in beside her for the night. Gerald joined me later after I gave her the first injection.
‘Reminds me of earlier days.’ he commented, gazing at me warmly. I gazed back at him, his face had a few new lines, and his hair was a little greyer than before.
‘Funny how some things remain the same’.
‘I thought I’d find you here.’ Edith said warmly above us and then putting down a basket of food on the ground. Gerald and I grinned at each other conspiratorially. Edith shuffled into the stall, stepping over the filly’s legs, and then sitting down behind her, taking the horse’s tail in her hands. A lump formed in my throat, as nostalgia filled me. After my parents died, I was eight; I had inherited a fortune and would’ve spent years being shunted from relative to relative, if they hadn’t appeared one day, brandishing a letter naming them as guardians. Which I later learned was false, but by then it was too late. Gerald taught me how to fix anything mechanical while Edith taught me all about being a lady. We spoke in hushed tones for long moments, until the question I was dreading hearing was asked by Edith.
‘What happened to your feet?’ Edith asked plainly. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide my feet.
‘Before I explain, I brought a guest with me, and would like for her to be here too. Could you send some-one to fetch Mia please? She’s using the green room, and she should be awake by now.’ I replied. They exchanged a look between them, before Gerald got up and left. I fidgeted nervously until Gerald returned with Mia. Mia glanced nervously between us, her eyes wide with fright.
‘Before I say anything, I need to show you first.’ I told them earnestly.
‘Show them Mia.’ she obeyed instantly, her teeth sliding forward over her lips.
‘You stop that this instant, young lady.’ Edith shrieked in shock. Mia dropped to her knees, covering her head with her arms. I stood up, climbed over the horse and knelt carefully before Mia.
‘It’s okay, they won’t hurt you.’ I reassured her. Mia lifted her head, gazing at me silently. Edith moved forward carefully, placing a gentle hand on Mia’s arm. Mia. Mia flushed uncomfortably, not daring to lift her arms. We sat down on the straw and I told them everything, well most of everything. Edith took my feet in her hands, dabbing at the blood with a handkerchief.
‘I’m sorry I frightened you child, it was just such a sudden thing.’ Edith apologised to Mia, her eyes widening in distress. She didn’t say anything. I reached up and took Mia’s hand and dragged her down beside me.
‘Isn’t she beautiful?’ I asked Mia, stroking the filly’s head. She reached out and stroked the animal’s nose hesitantly.
‘Thank you for saving our girl.’ Gerald said hoarsely. Mia blushed furiously again, nodding silently, keeping her eyes lowered.
‘Why were you there?” Edith asked her quietly, carefully. The story Mia told us was horrendous, so revolting, both Edith and I immediately burst into tears. She related the events of her life tonelessly, like one reading the ingredients on a cereal box. Mia glanced uncertainly between us, not sure what to do.
‘You’re safe now.’ Edith mumbled thickly, gently patting Mia’s hand. Edith removed another handkerchief from her pocket, blowing her noise noisily.
‘Look she’s moving.’ Mia shrieked excitedly.
‘Time to give her another shot…do you want to do it Mia?’ I encouraged gently, handing the syringe to her. Mia paled visibly, but she took the syringe. After inserting the syringe as I encouraged, she slumped onto ground breathing heavily.
‘What’s her name? Mia asked quietly, stroking the filly’s nose. I glanced up at Gerald who smiled warmly at her.
‘She doesn’t have one yet…why don’t you choose one?’ I suggested. Mia shifted awkwardly. She kept silent for a while, and then a secretive smile curved her lips.
‘You don’t have to tell us…it will be between you two.’ I said gently, Gerald nodded in agreement. Mia leaned over and whispered in the horse’s ear. The filly’s ears twitched in response.
‘It seems she likes it. ‘Edith said encouragingly.
I pulled the picnic basket closer and removed the sandwiches Edith made and handed each one a sandwich, accept for Mia. Mia I handed a bottle of orange juice. Silence settled over us while we ate, interspersed with quiet conversation. I sat and listened to the sounds of the animals settling down for the evening. The rustle of hay, the shuffling of a horse, and the sound of crickets filling the air, filled me with comfort and contentment. The occurrences of the last few weeks forgotten, and were replaced with a new sense of purpose. We took turns giving the filly her medication, Mia and I watched over her during the night and into the next day. The stable was dark enough that the light didn’t affect Mia too much. By the evening of the third day, the filly was able to stand up. She struggled to her feet shakily, her gangly legs weak yet she managed to stand.
Mia stood nervously beside the horse, helping to lift her up. ‘She bit me!’ Mia shrieked wildly, shaking her hand, and her eyes filling with tears.
‘That’s her way of showing you she likes you.’ I consoled Mia, gently.
‘Really?’ Mia replied sceptically, still shaking her hand.
‘You can have her if you want?’ I offered quietly.
Mia’s face flushed with excitement, and a small shy smile curved her lips. ‘What if I hurt her?’ she asked shyly; while stroking the horse’s head gently.
‘I know you won’t.’ I reassured her confidently.
‘Now that the worst is over…go and get some sleep.’ Gerald announced coming towards us. Mia didn’t appear to like that.
‘But I want to sit with her.’ Mia grumbled. Gerald gently shook his head.
‘She’ll be fine…off with you now.’ he insisted, taking Mia by the shoulders and steering her towards the door. She reluctantly obeyed and followed me out.
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Chapter Nine
 
 Family Ties
 
 Without the shadowy darkness of the stables, Mia’s face was paler than before, I realised when we entered the house, and wondered how long it was since she’s fed. The smell of bacon and eggs filled the house, drawing me to the kitchen. Edith was setting a dish on the table, when we entered the kitchen. I ran upstairs and splashed some water on my face and washed my hands, before returning to the kitchen taking a seat at the table. Edith and Gerald joined me at the table, while Mia tried to leave unnoticed.
‘Sit down before the food gets cold.’ Edith said loudly, then setting a glass with red liquid on the table.
‘Families eat together.’ Edith announced briskly, waiting for Mia to sit down. Mia’s face flamed in embarrassment and pride.
‘We went to town to get a few things.’ Gerald announced, helping himself to bacon.
‘We know it’s not what you used to, but you we need to fatten you…you’re far too thin.’ Edith remarked, while Mia swallowed her drink, trying hard not to cry. The glass was filled with pig’s blood, which they got at the local butcher. The fact that I could smell it across the table should’ve surprised me, but it didn’t.
‘There are some other things we got as well; they’re all in your room.’ Edith continued, sipping her coffee.
‘I don’t know what to say…no-one has bought me anything before.’ Mia hoarsely said, setting her glass shakily on the table.
‘You’re part of the family now, and families take care of each other.’ Gerald said, biting into a piece of fried tomato.
‘But I haven’t done anything to deserve it…I don’t deserve it.’ Mia remarked. I slid from my chair, walked around the table and knelt beside her chair, putting myself eye-level with her.
‘We know your heart…You risked your life your me. I’m here because of you. You, Mia….’ I said sincerely, getting up and going back to my chair. I picked up a piece of bacon with my fork and put it in my mouth, and discovered that biting down was extremely painful. My jaw and palette throbbed with pain and I forced the food down my throat. I took a sip of water, swallowing difficultly, my appetite gone now. I’ve been having tooth ache for the past day or so, but the pain stopped as suddenly as it had appeared so I didn’t really pay attention to it.
‘Do you have any aspirin for me please?’ I asked Edith, putting my glass down.
‘Headache?’ Edith asked when she returned with the tablets and tipped two into my open palm.
‘Uh uh, toothache.’ I said swallowing the bitter pills.
Mia looked surprised. ‘Is this the first time?’ she asked frowning.
‘Yes, why? I replied, rubbing a hand over my painful jaw.
‘That’s strange, you should’ve had that the day after already.’ she said. She stood up and came over to my side of the table.
‘Hey…what are you doing? I shouted pulling away from her, while she continued to poke at my jaw with her fingers.
‘Your teeth are growing…I thought they grew already.’ she told me plainly.
‘Yeah well…I’m special…’ I mumbled dully.
‘You realize what this means don’t you? She asked me quietly, sadly.
I stood up quietly, Mia’s voice a dull roar in my ears. I believed that as long as I didn’t admit to anything, or have the teeth everything would be okay. That I wasn’t changing, that I wasn’t what those mad people thought I was. My mouth was dry and I was nauseous. The burning sensation in my left arm had also intensified in the last few days, but this time the burning was more intense. I lifted the sleeve of my t-shirt and looked at my arm. The veins on my arm were distended and blood shot, there were tiny lines, like the outline of a vine; swirling around my arm starting at my thumb, travelling over the back of my hand, then crossing over in the middle of my palm where it snaked around my wrist then curled around my forearm. It spiralled up around my upper arm, ending at my shoulder. The skin was hot and cracked and should I scratch a little harder, the skin would peel off, exposing the veins beneath. My arm felt like it was on fire, as if the blood in my veins were boiling. I shook my arm roughly but the feeling didn’t go away. My feet pained excruciatingly, sand and grime filling the cuts, which helped to stem the flow of blood. Disgusting I know, but it makes it less obvious to others. I rested my elbows on the stable door, stroking my horse’s nose.
‘I don’t want to hear it.’ I pronounced as Mia joined me.
‘Your change will be easier if you’d just feed.’ Mia insisted stubbornly.
I turned to her furiously. ‘No…I won’t eat people.’ I cried.
‘Fine…animal blood then for now…but you have to do it soon.’ Mia agreed reluctantly.
‘Why are you so eager for me to feed…?’ I asked harshly. Mia didn’t flinch at my tone nor retreated.
‘You know why.’ She responded, her face flushing.
‘Aren’t vampires supposed to be super strong and fast…oh and good looking?’ I asked shrilly. ‘Look at me…I’m not stronger, or faster, I don’t even have teeth, all I am is a toothless, barefoot vampire, what good is that to you?’ I demanded shrilly.
‘You’re hope…that’s what good you are?’ Edith replied behind me.
I turned toward her, my chest aching, my throat tight. ‘I wish I wasn’t.’ I whispered. Edith slipped her arms around be and held me tightly, resting the side of her head against my temple. I moved away from her, shoving my hand through my hair.
’I hate this!’ I shouted, kicking the stable door, pain shot from my toes to my brain. I grabbed my foot and hobbled around massaging my throbbing digits.
‘It’s not fair!’ I wailed, slapping my hand on the stable door and setting it on fire.
‘Oh shit!’ I screamed, staring at my hand, where a neat little flame was dancing in the middle of my palm. I instantly shook my hand to put out the flame, but the flame grew bigger until in covered my whole hand. I could feel the heat from the flame, but my skin wasn’t burning, in fact, the burning sensation in my arm had stopped completely. I moved my hand experimentally up and down, then side to side, but the flame burned steadily.
‘Cool.’ I muttered.
Shocked expressions covered Edith and Mia’s face as well as Gerald, who joined us without my noticing.
‘Why do you have fire?’ Mia asked wary, slowly inching away from me.
I shrugged carelessly. ‘When I woke up that first day, my bed was burning, but I remember I was dreaming about a fire. And when I woke up, accidentally set my bed on fire. I experimented a little; I’d think about it and poof…stuff started burning. But later, it wouldn’t work again so I forgot about it.’ I said, awe colouring my voice as I practised using my hand to call the flame and shutting it off. I touched the spot on the stable door that was burning, and the flames died instantly.
’Nice…’ I said, nodding. Mia was by now almost all the way out the door. Edith and Gerald exchanged worried looks.
‘Don’t you understand Kane…Fire is bad, very bad.’ Mia said hoarsely, her face pale with fright.
‘Why?’ I said loudly, raising my voice.
‘Well, because it is the surest way of killing our kind, other than a beheading of course.’ Mia said frantically.
Distracted by the dancing flame in my hand, I mumbled absently. ‘I don’t understand.’
‘I don’t understand how you can touch it…Never mind control it.’ Mia said, cautiously keeping her distance.
‘I don’t care how…it’s way cool.’ I said impressed with myself.
Mia relaxed enough to come closer. Not much though. This was perhaps by far the coolest thing that happened since this whole ugly business began. It was something that I could control, something I had the power of. I strolled outside throwing the flame as far as I could, seeing it blazing a path ahead of me, then returning to my open hand. I practiced like this for a long time, and sometime after midnight my legs began to ache, and the cuts on my feet opened and started bleeding again, my flame had begun to dwindle too; it wasn’t burning as bright as it was. The flame was weak, like a candle flame, and not as hot either. I looked around me in surprise, noticing that I had managed to wonder rather far from the house. It would take me at least an hour to get back. I sat down under a tree to rest, sliding down the tree onto the ground with my legs stretched out before me. I looked up at the moon shining brightly above, leaning my head against the rough bark, breathing deeply. I rubbed my hand over my thighs, I didn’t realise how cold it was. I leaned forward and rubbed my feet. Lifting one foot up and resting it on my knee, inspecting the foot. The nails were chipped and broken, the nail polish long since peeled off in places, and the skin a dark, coppery colour because of the blood, yet the bottoms were hard, much harder than they were. I was tired, so very tired, that I closed my eyes for a few moments. Just a little rest, and then I would attempt the trek home.
I tried to wake up, but I couldn’t. I could hear Edith and Gerald whispering urgently, but I was unable to understand what they were saying. Their voices were garbled and distant. I tried to move but my body wouldn’t obey me. I was weak and shaky, disorientated, I tried to speak, but my throat wouldn’t work. I think I was hallucinating as well; because I could’ve sworn Nina was standing beside my bed, looking down at me. When I woke up later, the room was in darkness; I reached over and switched on the bedside lamp. I woke up feeling much better, better than I’ve felt it weeks. I rolled onto my back and something in the corner caught my eye. Lifting my head I saw it was a drip stand, and there was an empty blood bag hanging from its hook. I tossed the comforter aside and slid my feet to the floor. I went into the bathroom to take a shower.
Stepping from the shower, I gazed at myself in the mirror. I noticed I had lost quite a bit of weight. My ribs were protruding sharply and there was a nice curve to my waist. The flab on my belly had disappeared, although my legs were now more muscular. My skin was a little dull though, but my feet had stopped bleeding even the pain and swelling in them was gone, which means I could wear shoes for a change. My hair was limp and stringy, maybe because it was wet. The marks on my left arm weren’t as red or angry looking either. I dressed in fresh pyjamas’ and pink fluffy slippers, then ran lightly down the stairs to the kitchen, I saw Nina sitting bold as life at the kitchen table. This irritated me enormously. I grimaced and shut my eyes for a moment, before continuing down the stairs. Wonderful, now my humiliation before this woman was complete.
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Chapter Ten
 
 Aches and Pains
 
 ‘Is there a reason why you’re invading my home?’ I asked her rudely. She smiled amused, but she didn’t respond.
‘Kane…mind your manners!’ Edith shouted appalled. I blushed furiously, sitting down at the table and spooning some bacon onto a plate.
‘Sorry.’ I mumbled contrite.
‘I called her…I couldn’t help you anymore.’ Mia confessed.
‘I fell asleep…no need to overreact.’ I said quietly. Gerald put his glass down carefully on the table, too carefully.
‘You were in a coma, peanut.’ Gerald informed me seriously, sipping his orange juice. I cleared my throat in embarrassment, not because of the nick-name but because Gerald usually only called me that when he was really worried about me, or when he was especially emotional.
‘For a week.’ Nina interrupted dryly, her amused expression replaced by something else I couldn’t interpret.
‘I had to call her…We needed help and Nina has the most experience in these cases.’ Mia supplied, although she never looked at Nina directly.
‘I bet she does.’ I said snidely. Edith frowned at me in disapproval. ‘Sorry.’ I mumbled, lowering my head.
‘What convinced you to come here then? I asked Nina, putting a piece of bacon into my mouth. She looked a little uncomfortable and moved away from the table and leaned against the kitchen cabinet with her arms folded across her chest.
‘Not much, I was on my way out of town anyway.’ Nina answered evasively, pushing her hand through her hair.
‘What for…Finding someone else to torture?’ I quipped dryly, smiling sweetly at her.
‘One has to keep busy.’ she bantered equally dryly, grinning.
‘Stop this nonsense…and let’s get to the reason you’re here.’ Gerald interrupted impatiently.
‘Sweetie its true what Mia says…We tried to help you, but it’s not enough, you need her, peanut.’ Gerald said briskly.
I shook my head in denial, swallowing the food in my mouth. ‘For what…I’ve been doing fine so far.’ I stated stubbornly, looking from one to the other.
‘Of course you were, the coma was just a nice bonus.’ Nina said sarcastically.
‘If we had to choose between watching you die, and working with her, I think you know what we’ve decided.’ Edith said harshly. I glanced from one face to the other, all wearing that same determined expression.
‘Answer my question first.’ I stipulated, glaring at Nina resentfully.
‘The situation in the family has changed to a degree that there were practices occurring of which I disagreed, so I left.’ Nina replied. I stood up and moved towards her, she walked towards steadily, dangerously, her gaze hard and brittle. She was slightly taller than I was, but I was wearing heals, so we stopped our noses were mere inches apart, the tension making my stomach ache.
‘Bullshit…you enjoyed it…You get a sudden attack of conscience and expect me to believe it? I sharply accused her.
‘You want me to draw you a picture?’ Fine…They started grabbing girls off the street, children really; to turn, turning anyone outside the family is forbidden, but they think with numbers they will be in a better position to take over all the other families. They raped and tortured children. Children. Even I know that’s wrong.’ Nina muttered in disgust.
‘And you think coming here will absolve you?’ I continued bitterly.
‘I don’t want nor need absolution. If you don’t want my help, I’ll leave, but believe me on this. They will find you and you will die.’ she warned bluntly, moving away from me.
‘I don’t believe you, but it seems the decision has already been made. But know this, if you even look at me funny, I will kill you, and you can take that any way you wish.’ I vowed the muscles in my body straining.
‘Good…gives me something to work with. ‘Nina continued confidently. Our gazes locked, those odd eyes of hers making my head spin, I turned away first, effectively losing our first battle.
‘Let’s begin…show me what you can do.’ Nina instructed mildly, strolling through the door, while I followed behind.
‘What like a show poodle…? I don’t think so?’ I snorted.
‘How else am I going to know what you can and can’t do?’ she answered irritably.
‘Just do something and wait for my reaction…Then you’ll know.’ I suggested sweetly. Her hand shot out and punched me on the ear hard. Pain exploded in my brain and I bent over, clutching at my ear.
‘Oww! I yelled in pain, rubbing my throbbing ear.
‘You’re supposed to block that or duck or move…anything.’ she retorted dully. Lifting her leg she me in the stomach hard enough that I flew backwards a few paces, sand and grit in my eyes and mouth.
‘I’ve never fought before, what did you expect…Bruce Lee?’ I gritted irritably, rolling onto my side, trying to get up with Nina looking down at me.
‘You can’t do anything.’ she muttered in disgust. I rose shakily to my feet when my breath returned to my body. ‘I’m surprised you’ve lived this long.’ she remarked astonished.
‘I’m lucky that way.’ I replied flippantly. 


** //**


So, the education of Kane began. She leaned down, lifted me off the ground, then threw me like a ball back into the kitchen, where I sailed over the table and crashed into the cabinets. Gerald, Edit and Mia, winced as I went flying by, but did not interfere. For a few moments there I was airborne, now I know what it feels like. I crawled on my hands and knees around the broken table, spitting out blood, breathing heavily. I clutched frantically and her hands that were pulling me to my feet by my hair, then punched me in the face, sending me sailing back outside. I don’t think I should’ve have been so eager to volunteer being her chew toy. I discovered that being someone’s chew toy is not as fun or as sexy as it sounds. I was kicked, punched, pummelled, tossed, dragged and even stabbed; but I managed to remain conscious for most of it. Sometimes I even managed to throw a few punches of my own, but compared to her strength and speed all I achieved was a broken hand. I rolled onto my back, staring up at the sky, while she sat watching me with an intent expression on her face. I was to bruised and hurt to comment.
‘Because you don’t have the strength, we will have to work with what we have; namely speed and stamina, which will be greatly improved with more transfusions. It’s strange that you don’t have the strength though, I’ve never heard of anyone not having the strength after the change.’ Nina remarked absently. I listened carefully.
‘Just how long have you been around?’ I asked quietly, staring up at the stars, I was in far too much pain to move. Maybe I could learn something about this family’s past from her. She stretched her legs out before her.
‘Longer than most.’ she admitted, smiling. This smile was one I was not familiar with. Nina had many smiles. She smiled when she was annoyed or pissed off. She grinned when she was in pain, this smile though, I don’t know this one. This one had too much pain, too much heartache. It hurt seeing that smile. My throat tightened as that smile settled its-self in my heart, in my chest.
‘How long?’ I insisted. ‘In years? She glanced sharply at me before answering.
‘If you asking how old I am you can forget it…what I will say is; I was there when the Eiffel Tower was built.’ she informed me. She pushed herself away from the wall and went into the house. I struggled to my feet and stiffly entered the house. 


** //**


The aroma of frying bacon and eggs making me forget my aches and pains and I eagerly sat down at the table.
‘Good morning.’ I said sipping my juice.
‘Nina says you need more than this.’ Edith remarked while setting a plate before me. I snorted rudely in response.
‘We understand why you don’t like her, but she’s right and you know it.’ Gerald muttered before biting into a piece of toast.
‘It’s more than that, who knows what she’s told the others, I know you guys thought you were doing the right thing, but now you’ve made it easier for them to find us.’ I remarked tightly. Gerald and Edith exchanged worried looks. I felt guilty for frightening them.
‘When we picked her up, we blindfolded her, so she doesn’t actually know where we are, these are things I’m unable to help you with, I don’t like it but that’s the way it is.‘ he added sadly.
‘With her speed she could’ve left and returned without you noticing.’ I insisted stubbornly.
‘Honey, we had no choice, but we think she is truthful about what she says.’ Edith said softly, taking my hand.
‘I know you didn’t and I’m grateful, just don’t expect me to be happy about it, because I can’t.’ I said honestly.
‘Then stop being stubborn, we know how you get when you feel threatened, you close off, so as not to give the impression that you might need help and end up learning nothing.’ Gerald advised.
‘I’m not stubborn.’ I denied huffily.
Gerald chuckled softly. ‘Of course not, now finish your food and get some rest, it’s going to be a rough few days.’ Edith advised.
I finished my meal and went upstairs. I took a quick shower, noticing that my bruises were beginning to heal. I couldn’t bare the idea of sleeping again, so I went to the stables and took Gypsey for a ride. After that I went to my garage where I was restoring another car. I have restored two others before. First was a 1972 Mustang, and then a Ford Shelby, now though I’m working on a Gran Torino, I enjoy the simple mechanics of it all. Just settling in and working, knowing what the end result will be.
‘This is not what I expected when Gerald told me where you were.’ I heard Nina say.
I turned my head sideways, seeing her booted feet sticking out from the beneath the car I was lying under. I pursed my lips in irritation. Sliding out from beneath the car, I sat up and wiped my hands on a cloth. She looked cool and fresh, rested, her eyes glinting with humour.
‘Give me a few moments, and I’ll be right with you.’ I said standing up, tossing the oily rag onto the car’s bonnet.
‘Not in the mood to play?’ she asked amused. I wouldn’t be baited, no matter the provocation.
‘Bored really, I won’t be long.’ I said and strolled out the door. After my shower and supper, the night proceeded as the previous one. Dawn of the next day saw my limping up to the stairs to my bedroom and collapse onto the bed. Last night’s training went rather well, I think. I had only one broken rib, two broken fingers, and I was able to keep up with her when she ran, this I was especially proud of. There was a soft knock on the door.
‘Come in.’ I invited cheerfully, rolling onto my side. Mia came in wheeling in the drip stand.
‘Do I have to?’ I whined miserably.
‘Stop being a baby.’ she scolded me crossly, not intimidated by me anymore.
She sat on the edge of the bed and took my arm, sliding the syringe into my arm. I didn’t tell them that the transfusions made me dizzy and nauseous, as well as cramping my muscles, although that cleared up after a few hours. I lay back on the bed and dozed while Mia fussed with the bag of blood. I woke later to a dark room and a comforter covering me. All my injuries were healed and the uncomfortable feeling was gone, although I did have a killer headache. 


** //**


Tossing the comforter aside, I slid off the bed and strolled down the corridor to the kitchen. Sitting at the kitchen table was Isabelle and Amelia. I felt the blood pound in my temples, and my breathing slow.
‘You’re not welcome here.’ I told her nastily, looking around guiltily half expecting Edith to berate me for my lack of manners, but Edith didn’t respond. Gerald was leaning against the fridge, his hands deeps in his pockets, and Mia was sitting on top of the kitchen cabinets, an unhappy expression on her face. Nina wasn’t there.
‘I thought maybe we could talk.’ Isabelle said uncertainly.
‘I think we said all there is to say…why are you here?’ I asked coolly. I accepted a glass of orange juice from Edith and sat down at the table.
‘You’re still my friend and I care about you.’ Isabelle began.
I smiled bitterly. ‘A bit late to remember that now, don’t you think?
‘It’s time to get ready.’ Mia spoke up, sliding from the cabinet. I finished my drink quickly, getting up and moving away from the table.
‘Do you mind I’m talking here?’ Isabelle interrupted. I stopped and turned towards her. However, before I could speak Edith spoke.
‘Don’t you dare…apologise to Mia this instant…! Edith said vehemently. Isabelle’s face flamed at the public censure.
‘What do you want Isabelle?’ I queried, mildly.
‘Well Nina has gone missing and there are some very frightening things going on, and we needed a safe place to stay.’ Isabelle rushed on.
‘Really…and this is my problem, how?’ I asked coolly.
‘It will only be for a few days Kane, I swear.’ Isabelle asked desperately. I looked at Gerald, Edith and Mia questioningly.
‘I’m not the only one to ask…and as you can see, you already have your answer.’ I said cruelly, walking away from her. She stood up stiffly from the table following me outside. Nina was outside waiting, her one leg propped up against the wall. She ran her eyes over Isabelle with a bored expression.
‘So this is your new pet? She muttered to Amelia, who looked away coolly. I looked from one to the other.
‘You know each other?’ I asked surprised.
‘You could say that.’ She replied evasively. Before I could respond, I was grabbed roughly around the waist and tackled viciously to the ground by Nina, dust and sand clogging my nose and eyes.
‘I like that you’re getting better.’ she muttered, getting up. My head throbbed painfully, and a dull haze settled over my eyes. I was tired of being bullied, beaten; sick and tired of feeling helpless and powerless. I reacted. I moved., Nina didn’t have time to react. I grabbed her viciously around the throat, choking her.
‘You know what I’d like…I’d like nothing better, than to rip your heart out and burn it while you watch.’ I snarled into her face, lifting my hand up to her face, with the flame dancing in the middle of my palm. Nina’s eyes widened in fear, the flame reflected in her eyes. I felt pure unadulterated satisfaction surge through me. Such power filled me that it was almost orgasmic in its intensity, so much so that my teeth elongated and slid forward over my lips. My hand tightened around her throat, but she didn’t move or struggle, she hardly breathed, her eyes wildly watching the flame. I enjoyed the feeling of power coursing through me. I loved the taste in my mouth of someone fearing me, not because who I was, or because of my wealth, but me. I closed my hand on the flame, and removed my other hand from her throat. She rubbed her throat with her hand, but I think it was more of a reflex action, rather than from pain.
‘Why didn’t you tell me?’ she asked hoarsely. I shrugged and walked away, with Mia running after me.
‘I cath geth them to go back in.’ I mumbled to Mia, when we were a distance away from the others. Mia raised her eyebrows in surprise, trying to control herself.
‘Doan laf.’ I cried in embarrassment, Mia’s laughter echoed in the night. I wasn’t prepared for the pain I’d feel when they came out. One moment there was nothing there and the next, they were tearing through my gums, lacerating my lips and tongue.
‘Just think of them going back.’ Mia advised, giggling hysterically. It can’t really be that easy, could it? I did what Mia suggested and was surprised that it actually worked.
‘How do I get them to come out again?’ I asked, poking around in my mouth at the places where my teeth were, now totally closed.
‘I don’t know about the others…but for me…I just think about them coming out and they do…‘Mia said, still giggling. I tried doing what she said, and sure enough they slid forward again. I ran my tongue on the wickedly sharp points, nicking it. They slid back into place and I spat the blood on the ground.
‘So that’s Amelia’s new toy huh…Interesting? Nina muttered from the darkness. We didn’t hear her approach us. That was not what I expected her to say.
‘Popular is she?’ I asked interested.
‘Hmm, very.’ Nina told us.
‘Interesting.’ I said, wondering how long the relationship between Isabelle and Amelia would last, with two such similar people.
‘Ok we’ll call it a night for tonight, but prepare your-self for tomorrow; tomorrow is going to be a big night.’ Nina said quietly, walking away from us in the opposite direction.
‘Why…what’s happening tomorrow?’ I shouted after her.
‘We’re going hunting…bring Mia too.’ Nina’s voice drifted through the dark. Mia stopped dead in her tracks, her voice high with fright. Nina never spoke to Mia directly, only at her or about her.
‘Why me…what did I do?’ Mia shrieked, panicked.
‘But I don’t own a gun!’ I shouted into the darkness. And besides, I’m not about to go around shooting helpless animals. Mia looked me strangely, shaking her head.
‘Uh…Not that kind of hunting’ she said dryly, clearing her throat.
‘Oh.’ I said stupidly.
‘Haven’t you hunted before?’ I asked her, when she began walking again.
‘No never…only transfusions.’ she supplied, her voice cracking nervously.
‘I can’t eat people…Maybe we can get her to change her mind?’ I suggested, although I seriously doubted it. We walked in silence for a while. It was pitch dark, but my sight and hearing has changed so much, I didn’t need a torch to see where we were going.
‘I don’t feel well.’ Mia said suddenly, panic hitching her voice higher.
‘Stop panicking…we’ll be fine…we’ll just tell her how we feel about this and she will have to understand.’ I said with false bravado. We didn’t walk too far, but kept circling the house. Eventually, returned to the house going into the lounge and switched the television on, where we slumped despondently onto the couch. Edith and Gerald eyed us suspiciously.
‘Why the worry faces girls.’ Gerald asked. We gazed at each other before we blurted it out.
‘Nina wants to take us hunting tomorrow!’ We shouted in unison.
‘Just because she’s taking you…Doesn’t necessarily mean you’ll be expected to do it, now does it? Gerald said reasonably. Both Mia and I leaped from our seats, rushed over to Gerald grabbed his face and kissed him on each cheek. Gerald blushed, muttering about silly children, when we leaped back onto the couch and settled in for an evening of movies and popcorn, Nina and her hunt forgotten for the moment.
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Chapter Eleven
 
 Fearless Hunters
 
 The next night, as this was my first hunt hopefully my last, and not sure what one wears on a hunt, I settled for comfort as opposed to sexy, although not frumpy either. I wore a loose white shirt, which tied at the waist, with black jeans, and black boots with sexy three inch heels. The bleeding had stopped and I was able to wear shoes. My hair I wore loose around my face with a little blush and a touch of eye shadow. I was having my dinner when she came down the stairs, and from the expression on her face, my idea of convincing her to change her mind about the evening vanished. She was dressed in dark clothes, a black leather skirt just above her knees, with long boots which ended just below her calves, and tight black leather vest. Noticing her clothing I snorted rudely.
‘Hides the blood.’ she said dryly, effectively silencing my giggles.
‘Where are we going?’ I asked her, as Mia joined us. My nerves were back once more.
‘A place not far from here.’ she answered, adjusting her coat.
‘You can’t go around eating my neighbours!’ I grumbled scandalized.’ I have to live here after you leave.’ I said mortified.
‘You’ll see, now let’s go.’ she said impatiently. I reluctantly stood up and followed her out the door. I followed her to the garage where we got into an astonishingly vulgar yellow SLK. Funny how I never noticed the car earlier while I was working in here.
‘I brought it in last night.’ she informed me starting the car. We rode in silence for a while, and then stopped outside what looked like a nightclub. She turned the engine off and turned towards me, resting her elbow on the steering wheel.
‘For the first one, you watch me, after that it’s your turn.’ she instructed grimly. During our training sessions or rather arse handing sessions; she always wore a smug or amused grin, but now she was lethally serious. Her eyes glinted, almost sparkled and there was a terrifying expression on her face, excitement or anticipation, I couldn’t tell which.
‘You love this.’ I said, meeting her gaze unflinchingly. Mia shifted uncomfortably in the backseat.
‘It’s what I am.’ she said coolly, turning away and getting out of the car. I got out of the car and walked around the car towards her.
Curling my lip in an ugly sneer. ‘A killer.’ I accused her nastily.
‘What gave you the idea that I wasn’t?’ she replied silkily; striding towards the clubs entrance, unaffected by my nasty words. The place was packed and the music excitable. Nina was almost immediately surrounded by both men and woman vying for her attention; apparently she was rather popular here.
‘I don’t like this?’ Mia whispered, glancing nervously about.
‘It will be ok, don’t worry…maybe you’ll meet a nice guy.’ I joked, starting to relax.
We strolled casually to the bar and ordered our drinks. Nina wore an indifferent expression on her face. If I didn’t know better, I’d swear she was bored to tears. She leaned against the bar, scanning the room. She indicated with her head to a man across the room. She casually set her drink down on the bar, studying the man. From what I could see, he was about six feet tall, over 150 pounds of solid muscle, and totally oblivious of Nina’s interest. An uneasy sensation crawled up my spine. She pushed herself away from the bar, circling the room. For all intents and purposes it appeared as if she was just taking a walk around the place, checking the places out at it were. She stalked him slowly and deliberately, not too eager, nor to obvious. Her jaw was clenched, nostrils flared, her breathing steady, every muscle in her body poised to leap. I know the meaning of the word predator, but never really understood its true meaning. Nina is the definitive predator, deadly, menacing, lethal.
I wasn’t sure if I was fascinated or petrified. She sat down on a couch that was placed beside the wall and waited. We waited a few paces away from her. The man walked up to her and sat down beside her. He leaned over and whispered something in her ear. She smiled, and then stood up taking his hand. He led her through the crowd and out of the club. She allowed herself to be led to a car that was parked further away from the club, under a tree, which would provide a bit of privacy. Unlocking the car, he stood aside and let her enter the car. She slid into the back seat and he followed, sliding in beside him. He leaned in for a kiss, she ran her hands up his chest, turning her head away and sliding her hand around his throat, and he struggled at first, and then went still. We climbed into the car in the front and turned to face her.
‘Remember apply just enough pressure to seal his oesophagus, he’ll be unconscious for a few minutes. Because of his size you need keep the pressure on his throat a little longer.’ she said. She moved closer to him, sliding her knee between his. She began to unbutton his shirt, slipping her fingers inside, caressing his skin.
‘What are you doing?’ I asked, appalled.
‘I like to feel their heartbeat.’ she replied absently, kissing his neck, her eyes closed. My mouth was dry, my scalp tingled and my heart was beating so hard I thought it would jump from my chest.
‘How do you know if he isn’t junkie or infected with some hideous disease?’ Mia asked, leaning closer to the window.
‘From the first sips, but it won’t affect you. Vampires are never ill.’ she said. ’Make sure you make a clean puncture, or it gets very messy, after that seal the wounds so it heals without scaring.’ she coached calmly. She moved closer to him sniffing his skin, her lips trailing kisses up and down his throat, and running her fingers through his hair.
‘Just do it. God, stop playing.’ I snapped breathlessly. She chuckled darkly, knowingly, then her teeth extended. She sunk her teeth brutally into his neck. The bite was clean and deep, only a few drops splattered across her cheeks and dribbled down her chin. I realised I wasn’t as revolted or disgusted as I thought I’d be. It was brutal and barbaric, and incredibly sexy as well. Her lips were soaked red, when she pulled away.
‘Only take a little…unless you intend to kill.’ Nina whispered. She pushed him away from her, wiping the blood away with a handkerchief, and smiled, no, grinned at me. I wrinkled my nose slightly. She smelled differently. She looked different. Her eyes were bright and her skin glowed warmly. She was more alluring, everything about her was enhanced.
‘Your turn.’ she drawled seductively.
‘I can’t.’ I said gruffly.
‘I know you feel it…Why are you so afraid? ‘She queried, softly.
‘I’m not afraid…I choose not to.’ I replied hotly. ’It’s the modern age; we don’t have to do this anymore.’ I rationalized. Even though there was a telling, breathless quality in my voice.
‘Liar.’ she accused, smiling darkly. I refused to budge. I didn’t want to discuss it any further afraid that she might be right.
‘Can we leave now?’ Mia asked plaintively. Nina stared at me in silence for a few moments before nodding and we returned to the car. Nina glanced at me speculatively on the way home, but said nothing. Thoughts and emotions churned through me while I stared broodingly out the window. My mind was filled with thoughts and feelings I didn’t want to admit. Thoughts I didn’t want to think about. Emotions I didn’t want to feel. Later in bed, falling asleep was difficult, when I eventually did fall asleep; I had the same dream I had when I woke up the first time. This time though I dreamt of a woman on fire, or burning, of blood, death and pain. The strange part of the dream was that, the woman in my dream was so familiar to me, that seeing her face made me smile, like the feeling you get when you bump into an old friend you haven’t seen for a long time; that feeling of familiarity. It was more than déjà vu; it was a sense of knowing. 


** //**


I woke with a dull headache, feeling tired and listless. I rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling, when there was a knock at my door.
‘Come in.’ I invited, sitting up, pushing my hair off my face.
‘Good you’re up…Nina left last night; she said you don’t need her anymore.’ Edith informed me, going over and opening the curtains.
‘Good…I don’t have the strength to deal with her anyway.’ I lied, secretly disappointed.
‘Why so mean?…I know what she did to you was bad, but I think there’s more to it than that.’ Edith said calmly, sitting on the bed.
‘She tortured me.’ I said, resting my head against the wall. ‘Isn’t that enough?’ I answered evasively. Feelings about Nina or what she invoked in me, I wasn’t ready to tackle yet.
‘What are you feeling…what is it that scares you so?’ she asked gently, searching my eyes. I couldn’t meet her eyes, her questions delved too deep.
Sighing I said ‘I feel I am changing…Not just my body…but me. Everything that makes me me, who I am is changing. I pretend I am still the same person, but it’s getting harder and harder every day.’ Shifting forward I lay my head on her lap, her fingers stroking my hair. ‘I am scared of losing who I am and becoming like her.’ I whispered miserably.
‘You won’t become like her, you are different, you’re not a killer, and whatever you feel for her, and I know you feel something, you will have to work out for yourself, but remember, inside you are still, the kind, lovable, sometimes moody person we love.’ Edit said comfortingly. Tears welled up and spilled down my face, dampening her dress.
‘I hope so.’ I said wistfully, sniffing loudly.
She lifted my chin and looked into my watery eyes. ‘Everything will be alright, not the same, but it will be okay.’ she said, wiping my tears away with her thumb, and then smoothing my hair away from my face. She got up and left the room, closing the door quietly behind her.
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Chapter Twelve
 
 Practice, Practice, Practice
 
 Without Nina’s distracting presence, it was easier focusing on the training she gave me, as well as perfecting my control over my fire power. I discovered quite by accident, that the strength of my fire was more intense while barefoot. I did some research and discovered that because it was an elemental power, it needed to be grounded; specifically, my feet had to be touching the ground. And wearing shoes was blocking the flow of energy from the earth to my feet. I had to buy new shoes as well, because my old ones were suddenly too tight or uncomfortable, although I couldn’t wear the new ones for too long either. Another bonus of her absence was that I could forgo the weekly transfusions, which distressed Mia to no end, and replaced it by every other week only.
Also I had resigned my job, mainly because one couldn’t very well go to work barefoot. Another reason was that Gerald and I were in the process of upgrading the security on the house. My dreams became more and more frequent, and more disturbing, that sleeping was becoming a real problem for me. The marks on my left arm continued to change, becoming more vivid. Changes in my body increased as well, and not all of them good, in fact I looked downright horrid. I had dark circles under my eyes, my hair was thin and stringy, I was losing a lot of weight, my skin was pasty, and my teeth had begun loosening. So when I came downstairs from another bout of sleeplessness, to find Isabelle and Amelia sitting at my dinner table talking softly.
‘It’s obvious you don’t understand the term; not welcome…What is it now?’ I asked tiredly, sitting down at the table, sipping my juice.
‘We need your help.’ Isabelle said, reaching across the table, but I moved my hand.
‘Not interested.’ I said swallowing down my drink.
‘Just listen, please? Isabelle begged.
Putting the glass down I said. ’Why do you keep coming here…I don’t want you here, can’t you understand that?’ I said acidly. Isabelle flinched at my harsh words.
‘Are you going to hate me forever…you’re still my friend, you were so depressed I thought maybe you’d be pleased about this…something we could laugh about later, something to share.’ she implored quietly. I shifted the glass from side to side across the table between my hands.
‘I see. Well your betrayal is certainly worth a few giggles. ‘I said bitterly. ‘Oh and being the target of every demented vampire…good for some laughs and my favourite of all—the torture; now that will keep us hysterical for days, for days.’ I said, laughing mirthlessly. ‘Yes good memories those. Don’t you think?’ I said viciously. ‘I felt like dying, that didn’t mean I wanted to die and you had no right to assume otherwise.’ I spat vehemently, running my fingers through my hair.
‘I was wrong, I didn’t think it was true, I made a mistake. I am so sorry.’ Isabelle said sincerely, tears forming in her eyes. I felt horrible knowing I made her cry. I looked at Edith who was leaning against the sink, her arms folded over her chest.
‘What help do you need?’ I conceded, feeling a weight shift off me, I didn’t realise I was carrying.
‘Nina’s in trouble.’ Amelia said.
‘Why should I care?’ I asked callously. A disappointed frown crossed Edith’s face.
‘Despite what she did before, she did help you.’ Edith commented. I clenched my jaw in annoyance.
‘Fine…’ I huffed. ‘Tell me what happened.’ I invited more politely.
‘The thing is, apparently she didn’t like the new functions she was expected to perform, and got into a fight and was trapped.’
‘She can take care of herself.’ I said, having personally experienced Nina’s formidable abilities. ‘Why do you need my help?’
‘It’s not that simple, what they do is, first; she isn’t allowed to feed; then they torture her by burning her, and then feed her, but only enough so her wounds heal, then start again.’ Isabelle said. My belly twisted with revulsion.
‘Why not just kill her?’ I asked, shocked at the barbarity of it all.
‘She’s an example to others who might revolt.’ Amelia answered soberly.
‘Why are you doing this…you didn’t strike me as friends?’ I asked Amelia.
‘We’re not…but despite our history, she saved my life once, so I owe her.’ Amelia said.
‘You’re better suited in helping her than I am…look at me; do I look like some-one who’s capable of heroism.’ I replied. Edith clucked her tongue in disapproval.
‘You do look bad…aren’t you feeding? Isabelle asked concerned.
Nodding I said ‘Yep, transfusions, it doesn’t seem to be agreeing with me though. What do you expect from me then?’ I relented.
‘Well, we thought, you could pretend to join them, we create a distraction, then get her out?’ Isabelle suggested.
‘Why do I have to be the bait…? Couldn’t one of you go?’ I almost whined, but just barely.
‘You know they want you…this is a perfect plan.’ Isabelle stated.
Shaking my head in disagreement ‘What if something goes wrong…it sounds too easy, what if someone dies? I don’t want that on my conscience.’ I specified.
‘Does that mean you’ll help us then?’ Amelia asked excitedly. Edith smiled, nodding in approval. I’m not sure if she was pleased I agreed to help them or whether it was to help Nina.
‘Yes…‘I said. Isabelle leapt from her chair coming around the table, then hugging me fiercely.
‘There is some stuff I have to do first, so give me a few days, and then we can discuss all the details.’ I reluctantly agreed. 


** //**


Standing I followed them out to their car, waving as I watched them drive off. It was a beautiful evening, nearly winter, the air fresh and crisp.
‘I’m proud of you peanut.’ Gerald said beside me.
I rested my head against his shoulder tiredly.’ I hope I don’t get myself killed.’ I said fatalistically.
‘You won’t, I’ll be coming with you.’ Gerald said.
‘You can’t…there’ll be people there with fangs, and whatnot, I can’t put you in so much danger!’ I shrilled, setting my hands on my hips.
‘Shout all you like, but I’m going…I’m still not too old to protect you.’ Gerald chuckled softly.
‘He’s right; sometimes a girl needs her Daddy.’ Edith remarked, joining us.
‘Oh not you too! I wailed. Edith slipped her hand around Gerald’s arm.
‘But I will never forgive you if you get yourself killed.’ she warned him playfully.
‘I’ll be fine, we all will.’ Gerald said, putting his arms around us. 


** //**


The next day, I arranged to see my lawyer. With the recent developments, there was going to be a few changes I needed to make. We drove into town the next day, and would meet my lawyer at the Mayfield hotel. We took the Ford Shelby; with Gerald driving there and then switching with me driving the way back. I am perfectly capable of going by myself, but since I’ve been home, he hasn’t allowed me to go anywhere by myself. The town of Mayfield Belle is over 150 years old and has a population of 3000 people. While driving through town, we stopped occasionally to chat with some of the people of the town, or have a conversation at a stop light, or wave at pedestrians going by.
There were some faces I could remember and others Gerald had to remind me of. It was nice seeing their familiar faces and stopping at the familiar places, I felt a pang of regret for not coming home more often. My meeting with my lawyer went off quickly and smoothly. I arranged for a trust fund to be set up for Mia. Gerald and Edith would remain owners of all my estates and properties. My will I amended as well, because it’s apparent that I am going to die, hopefully not in the rescue, but surely later on. Each day I’ve discovered new changes and deteriorations in my body, despite the transfusions, which convinces me that not all the stories about the curse was accurate. I also created foundations for displaced youth, especially those like Mia, naming her as the director. After the meeting we had lunch in the Mayfield then returned home. Once home I went upstairs and lay on my bed, allowing my teeth to extend. I opened my mouth wide, flexing my lower jaw. I’ve learned that the headaches I’ve been experiencing were due to the pressure in my mouth, once extended the pain dissolved almost immediately. Later Isabelle and Amelia stopped by to discuss the rescue attempt. I still wasn’t convinced this was a good idea.
‘Are you sure you’ll be able to do this…you don’t look so well? Isabelle commented, concern clouding her eyes.
‘I’m not sure, but I will do it.’ I replied determinedly.
‘Once we get in, we’ll need a distraction, that’s where you come in? Isabelle added. ‘We’ll then split up and search the place until we find her.’ Isabelle continued.
It sounded very James Bond-ish and terribly exciting, the bits I could hear anyway. I couldn’t hear very well, and my sight was blurry, I couldn’t wait for them to leave. After they left I skipped dinner and went back upstairs, bone weary and in pain. Vicious cramps tore through my stomach almost all the time, but I’ve learned to control my breathing, so as not to reveal anything. My muscles and tendons spasms painfully with each step I take. Lying down is the only relief I have from the pain. I curled onto my side, my knees against my chest, knowing sleep wouldn’t come, but simply resting helps too.
After a while I got up, I went down stairs to the kitchen and opened the freezer removing a fresh bag of blood. Making my way slowly back upstairs, I hung the bag onto the stand, sitting down on the edge of the bed, I inserted the needle into my arm, leaning over and grabbed the bottom of the bag, pumping it a few times to start the flow. My breath hissed through my teeth from the burning sensation as it flowed into by veins.  
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Chapter Thirteen
 
 Flames
 
 The next evening, I dressed in a formal black dress shirt with red pinstripes, black button-fly Levi’s, with no shoes. We met early enough; agreeing to keep in touch by cell phone. We were using two cars, one driven by Isabelle, and the other by Gerald.
‘Ok let’s be careful.’ Gerald said seriously, his gaze going to Mia and me.
‘Let’s do this.’ Isabelle piped nervously, her voice high.
I rubbed my arms, trying to get some feeling back into them, while settling in the back seat of the car, leaving the front for Mia with Gerald. Extra bags of blood were in a cooler box on the seat next to me. After about 45 minutes of following Isabelle we drove off the main road, onto a dirt road, and then stopped. We stopped a distance from a two storey house, where all the windows were boarded up. After going over the plan again we split up and went our separate ways. I walked up to the front door and banged loudly on the door. The door was opened by yet another Gregory look-a-like.
‘Tell Gregory I’ve reconsidered his proposal.’ I told the man. He swept his gaze over me insolently, smiling. He stood aside and allowed me to precede him into the house. My heart was beating so loudly, I was certain he could hear it. He led me up a flight of stairs, then down a long passageway, with closed doors on either side.
Leading me into a room he said ‘Wait here.’ shutting the door behind him.
Gerald and I exchanged nervous glances. My nerves were stretched taught. I ran noiselessly to the door. Waiting a few minutes I carefully eased the door open, peering through the opening. I peered around the door frame for anyone and seeing no-one slipped from the room into the passage. My goal was the door at the end of the passage. I ran as noiselessly as I could down the passage to the door. Holding my breath, I reached out and twisted the handle. The door opened and we slipped inside. Exhaling my pent up breath, I turned the handle again only to hear a faint sound behind me. Turning slowly toward the sound, I scanned the room for the sound. The room was in total darkness; with my blurry sight I couldn’t see very clearly. Gerald turned back toward the wall his hands searching for a light switch.
‘You shouldn’t be here…What are you doing? Nina whispered, her voice hoarse.
‘Being heroic of course.’ I muttered, moving in the direction her voice came from.
I bumped my shins against something cold and hard, extending my hands forward to prevent myself from falling. The stench of burned flesh and a blood filled the room. I covered my nose with my hand, swallowing the bile that rose in my throat. Inching around the table, I felt my way along until I touched something wet and slippery. Nina cried out in pain.
‘Shit, I’m sorry.’ I whispered moving closer to her.
Gerald found the light switch and flicked it on. As agreed on before, he sent the others a text message informing them that we had found her. Light flooded the room, and I got to see Nina clearly. She was partially naked, strapped by her hands and ankles to a steel table. The closer I got to her, the worse the stench became. Half her face was burned away, exposing her teeth and some cheek bone. Her arms and legs were blackened in some places and the scabs had opened, oozing blood onto the table. My stomach twisted in disgust at the utter inhumanity of it. Tears welled in eyes and my throat was tight. I swallowed convulsively. Leaning over her, I slipped my arms gently around her shoulders.
‘Can you sit up?’ I asked her gently. She winced when my arm touched her skin, struggling to sit up.
‘This is stupid.’ she muttered, her voice slurring.
‘Be quiet.’ I instructed firmly, not allowing my pity to show, which she wouldn’t have appreciated anyway. Gerald moved beside us and removed his jacket, sliding it over her shoulders.
‘Let’s go.’ Gerald said, lifting her in his arms. She dropped her head onto his shoulder slumping unconscious.
Walking carefully to the door, I reached the door and opened it a little, peeking down the passage for anyone who might see us. The passage was empty and we crept silently down the passage way, towards the stairs. Once down the stairs my cell phone beeped once, indicating someone was in trouble. Slipping my cell phone from my pocket I read the text message. The message I read, stopped me cold in my tracks. Turning to Gerald I mumbled quietly.
‘Mia is caught, I’m going after her, and I’ll meet you at the car.’ I told him urgently. Gerald shifted Nina more comfortably in his arms.
‘I’ve got a bad feeling about this?’ he warned me quietly, but I wasn’t listening, I was already trotting toward the room in which Mia was held. According to Isabelle she was in a room at the back of the house on the ground floor. When I reached the door, I turned the handle and swung the door wide. Gregory had his hand around Mia’s throat, lifting her off her feet. Mia was struggling furiously in his grip, her breathing harsh.
‘Why don’t you pick on someone your own size?’ I stated softly. I should’ve been terrified, but all I felt was icy fury burning through me.
‘Really, and that would be you, would it? He responded, tightening his grip. I walked slowly almost lazily toward him.
‘We both know I’m the better man.’ I taunted him, watching his lips thin and a flush creeping into his cheeks. Good.
‘I will kill you and then I’ll fuck her…you remember what that was like don’t you?’ his eyes assessing Mia vilely. Mia’s eyes bled pain. My heart rate slowed, and my sight became clear.
‘You know what they say about small things…?’ I goaded him further. His face flamed with rage, and tossing Mia harshly aside, and was on me in a blink of an eye, his hand tightening around my throat.
‘This time you will pray for death.’ he snarled. I turned my head slightly to make sure Mia was ok. She scrambled to her feet, a hand around her throat, and then I focused back on him.
‘You okay?’ I asked, ignoring Gregory. His eyes followed mine to Mia’s. That was the distraction I need. His grip on my throat had lessened, I reacted quickly.
‘Shut up.’ I reached forward and drew him closer to me, my teeth lengthened ramming them brutally into his neck, so viciously I ripped through muscle and tissue striking bone. His blood flooded my mouth instantly; I shoved him away from me, spitting his blood on the ground. He staggered backward, grabbing his gaping neck. Wiping my mouth with my sleeve, I followed his retreating form, and grabbed his shirt pulling him toward me. I would’ve sunk my teeth back into him if Mia hadn’t shouted in alarm.
‘It’s dead blood…don’t do it.’ she screamed frantically.
I was operating on pure rage alone. It filled me with power and strength; it demanded restitution, it craved vengeance. Vengeance; I was all too eager to oblige. Stalking him, his eyes glazed, I lifted my arm, and ferocious flames erupted from my hand. With flames dancing in my hand, I touched his face. The flames instantly greedily spread over his face and down his body, engulfing him. I smiled in satisfaction. I enjoyed watching him burn. Satisfaction and pleasure so intense it was almost orgasmic; soared through my veins and pores, while his body burned. The fire spread quickly from his body to the floor, I watched entranced as it sped towards the walls and ceiling. Mia leapt towards me, grabbing me by the arm.
‘Let’s go!’ she shouted over the roar of the flames.
We ran down the passage and out the door, stopping only until we reached the car. Isabelle and Amelia was there already, Gerald had placed Nina in the backseat of our car. I turned back toward the house and watched it burn. Screams of pain and terror filled the night as the flames leapt high into the night sky. We agreed that Mia would ride with Isabelle, as Nina was lying in the backseat of ours. I walked back to the car sliding into the front seat, glancing over the head rest to make sure Nina was comfortable before we drove off. The adrenaline on which I was operating on until now faded quickly and I slumped in my seat. When we got home, Gerald carried Nina to the bedroom she used before, laying her gently on the bed. Edith stared in horror at her wounds, tears filling her eyes, while she fussed making Nina comfortable and fed. I slipped quietly from the room, walking stiffly to mine. Nina remained unconscious for three days; we took turns sitting with her during the long dreary days. By the fourth day, she regained consciousness. Her wounds had begun to heal and she started healing.
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Chapter Fourteen
 
 Damsel in Distress
 
 By this time however, my body had deteriorated to the extent that my ears started bleeding. I was coughing up blood, I couldn’t afford to lose and my eyesight has gotten worse. I knew it was time. Sitting at my desk I penned a quick note to Gerald, Edith and Mia, letting it rest on the back of the lamp. Walking to my wardrobe I removed the back-pack I had packed last night. It was early morning, so no-one was up yet, I tiptoed down the stairs, hurrying silently to the stable.
Leading Gypsey far from the house as quickly as possible, I reached up and grabbed a handful of her mane, and swung myself awkwardly onto her back. Every movement she made caused pain to lance agonisingly through my body. I followed the trail to the cave by memory, rather than by sight. I was almost blind now, images were distorted and unclear. I arrived at the cave just after sunset. I slid from Gypsey’s back, giving a firm pat on the behind to get her to go back. Ignoring me she ambled a short distance away from me then stopped. Too weary to fight with a stubborn animal, I removed the torch from my pocket and stumbled into the cave. Inside the cave I let the back-pack slide down my shoulder to the ground. Sinking groggily to my knees, I rifled inside the pack for my pyjamas. Sleep would be good now, I mumbled to myself while dressing. Years ago, Gerald had built a bed into one of the cornices of the cave. Relieved I sunk onto the bed, lifting my legs over the edge, drawing my knees up to my chest and was instantly asleep. 


** //**


At home, Gerald and Edith were arguing. ‘It’s too dangerous.’ Edith said, agitated, rubbing her arms.
‘I won’t let her die alone.’ he gritted out. Edith and Mia tried to reason with him, when a fully recovered Nina came down the stairs preparing to leave.
‘I’ll go.’ Mia volunteered. Hey eyes wide with fright. They had read the letter I wrote.
‘You don’t know the way and there isn’t time to show you.’ Gerald muttered anxiously, continuing to place bags of blood into a cooler box.
‘What’s going on?’ Nina asked confused, when she came down the stairs. She was wearing some of the new clothes Edith had purchased for her while she was recovering.
‘Kane’s left us…she went off to die like a dog.’ Gerald mumbled brokenly.
‘What do you mean?’ Nina asked confused. Edith shoved the letter into her hands. Nina read the letter, a frown crossing her face.
‘I think that’s all…I should get going.’ Gerald said, settling the bag onto his shoulder. His face was wreathed in worry and fear.
‘Where’s this cave…I’ll go.’ Nina volunteered. Gerald shook his head in disagreement. ‘I’ll bring her back, I promise.’ Nina promised, Gerald’s despair making her heart ache.
‘Can you ride a horse?’ Edit asked, eagerly removing the bag from Gerald’s shoulder.
‘Very well, actually.’ Nina replied, taking the bag from Gerald. ‘Now show me how to get there.’ she invited gently. Gerald turned and pointed to a horse standing just outside the door.
‘Follow her; she’ll take you to the cave.’ Gerald said. The horse stamped her hoof impatiently. When Nina reached out a hand to touch her the horse shied away.
‘I’ll just ride her there, won’t that be easier? Nina suggested, trying again to approach the animal.
‘Yes, but she won’t let you.’ Edith muttered impatiently, clicking her tongue. Nina was astounded that they catered to the whim of an animal. Honestly. Nina moved closer to the animal, but it shied away, the more she moved the more the horse did, after a while she gave up in disgust.
‘She only allows Kane to ride her.’ Edith said. Shaking her head in disbelief Nina followed Gerald to where another horse was saddled. Putting her foot in the stirrup she hoisted herself into the saddle, taking the reins in her hands.
‘Just follow her, she’ll take you right to the cave.’ Gerald said loudly, then patted Nina’s knee in encouragement. ‘If you need anything else, text us, and we’ll send it with the horse.’ Edith told her. Nina tapped the horse lightly on the shanks and the horse trotted of, following the other one. She travelled for most of the night, but before dawn the horse stopped. Nina slid from her horse and the other one continued on for a while until Nina saw the entrance of the cave.
‘You came back…you silly thing.’ Nina heard Kane say to the animal. Bracing herself for a chilly reception, Nina debated how to approach Kane. She instinctually knew Kane would not welcome her interference, but she did promise a grieving man. Taking a deep breath and squaring her shoulders, Nina strode towards the cave. The cave was large, with a few smaller ones branching off of it; it smelled of candle wax and decaying flesh.
Kane didn’t see her or hear her approach, and when she turned in Nina’s direction, Nina smothered a horrified gasp. Kane had a bald spot on her head where her hair had fallen out. She was using a stick to guide her, a fit of coughing would grip her, after which she’d bend over spitting blood onto the ground. Kane braced her hand against the cave wall, bent double from the agonising cramps. When she straightened, she smiled, or rather giggled, and Nina was amazed at her resilience. Striding into the cave towards Kane, Nina approached her carefully. 


** //**


‘A bat cave…seriously.’ Nina joked, moving closer, alluding to the myth that vampires could morph into bats at will. Kane turned her head in the direction of Nina’s voice.
‘Shut up.’ Kane responded smiling, though the usual fire was gone from her voice.
Nina felt sad and encouraged at the same time. Setting her bag down on the ground, Nina moved closer to Kane, inspecting her more closely. Kane’s skin was blotchy and patchy, and blood was leaking from her ears. Kane had started to bleed out. Kane continued further into the cave, the tapping of her stick echoing off the walls. Nina reached out to help her, but withdrew her hand, knowing Kane would not want that. When Kane settled in front of the fire that was lit in one of the corners, Nina sat down cross legged opposite her.
‘Tweety bird huh.’ Nina commented dryly, the corner of her lips curling in amusement. Kane’s mouth curled into a smile at Nina’s comment about her pyjamas.
‘Damn straight.’ Kane snickered, and then slipped into another coughing fit. Nina waited until Kane had regained her composure before continuing.
‘Tell me how long after you rose that first time, before you fed?’ Nina asked immediately. Kane cocked her head to the said, considering her response.
‘Why?’ Kane asked.
‘Humour me.’ Nina responded, her eyes narrowing.
‘I never did…the only time was with transfusions.’ Kane responded, shrugging lightly.
‘So you never fed.’ Nina asked incredulously.
‘Nope.’ Kane replied lightly.
‘Never had fresh blood?’ Nina asked faintly. Kane pouted, annoyed.
‘No.’ she answered impatiently.
‘Do you want to hear what I think or will you continue being stubborn?’ Nina said firmly. Kane shrugged carelessly.
‘I think the reason your body is decaying is because you haven’t finished your transition yet, and I think you need to feed to complete it.’ Nina speculated.
Kane’s jaw tightened in irritation. ’I have and it isn’t helping.’ she said, tossing a stick onto the fire.
‘Not transfusions…real feeding; from a live host.’ Nina specified carefully, watching Kane’s expression closely.
‘No.’ Kane responded predictably. Nina smiled amused, Lord save her from this stubborn woman.
‘So you came here to die then…good luck with that.’ Nina said lightly, rising to her feet and striding towards the exit of the cave.
‘Where are you going?’ Kane asked suspiciously.
‘Back…I’ll just tell Gerald you were already dead when I got here.’ Nina answered flippantly.
‘Wait.’ Kane said, lapsing into silence. Nina released her breath slowly. Maybe there was hope after all.
‘Let’s say I do this…how it will work?’ she asked uncertainly. Nina smiled smugly walking towards Kane.
‘Like I said…a host? Nina said mildly. Kane frowned.
‘And how do I get one here in time?’ Kane asked, scratching her head, and coming away with a hand full of hair.
‘I’m here.’ Nina offered, watching Kane’s reaction.
‘No.’ Kane said vehemently. Nina moved back towards the exit of the cave.
‘Where’re you going now?’ Kane asked exasperated.
‘Getting Mia of course…we need a host remember?’ Nina said as mildly as possible. Kane leapt to her feet as fast as she could.
‘Don’t you dare.’ she shouted, and then doubled over, as more spasms and cramps assailed her. Nina raised her own wrist to her mouth and bit down hard, blood immediately flowed down her wrist, over her fingers and dripped onto the cave floor.
‘I need to think about this’. Kane said uncertainly, taking a deep breath.
‘Times up.’ Nina said, leaping forward. Nina moved too fast for Kane to react, grabbing her by the shoulders and pushing her backwards.
‘What are you doing?’ Kane demanded shrilly, when Nina forced her down on the bed. With her superior strength Nina pinned Kane to the bed.
‘Please stop.’ Kane pleaded, thrashing her hips to dislodge Nina. Nina placed her knee on Kane’s chest, and forced her wrist over Kane’s mouth. Kane moved her head vigorously from side to side, refusing to drink. Using her thumb and index finger, Nina pinched Kane’s nose close, while the other one was wrapped around her throat, effectively smothering her. Kane had one of two choices; swallow or choke.
‘I hate you.’ Kane moaned, and then swallowed.
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Chapter Fifteen
 
 Bits and Pieces
 
 After a while Nina removed her wrist from Kane’s mouth, and rolled off her. Kane’s eyes rolled in the back of her head, and then her convulsions began. Nina pulled Kane forward and slid behind her on the bed, wrapping her arms around her. Kane’s back arched, her body stiffened, and she screamed and screamed, as the convulsions ripped through her, tearing her body apart. The cells and tissues in her body were dying and with the new blood, they absorbed it greedily almost tearing each other apart to get to it. An hour later Kane’s convulsions had subsided. Nina opened her wrist again, placing it over Kane’s mouth. Kane had no strength left to resist, she swallowed automatically. Nina repeated this over the next few hours, until Kane’s thrashing stopped and she lost consciousness.
Nina pushed Kane forward on the bed, then rolled her onto her side, before sliding off the bed, standing up. Her back was stiff and sore, she needed to feed. Casting a quick glance at Kane, Nina strode back into the front of the cave, searching for her bag. Locating the bag, she fished out the bags of blood and hungrily bit into one, emptying one in minutes. She wondered around the cave, taking in the candles that had been set up on the high ledges of the cave. The cave resembled a starry wonderland, cosy, warm and safe. Walking over to the fire, not too close though, she sank tiredly onto the sand resting her head against the cave wall. She must have dozed off, because she heard a faint stirring from the direction of the bed. Rising to her feet, Nina approached the bed slowly. Kane lay unmoving, her chest was raising rapidly, her eyes wide.
‘It’s over, you’re safe now.’ Nina said, opening her wrist, holding up to Kane’s mouth. Kane grabbed Nina’s had and latched onto her wrist ferociously. Nina grimaced slightly, holding her arm still while Kane fed. Kane shoved Nina’s wrist away, shifting up on the bed, bracing herself against the wall, folding her legs beneath her. Nina moved away from the bed, leaning her shoulder against the wall crossing her arms, regarding Kane solemnly.
‘Speak…I didn’t think I’d ever ask you to do that.’ Nina joked lightly. Kane’s eyes were still bloodshot and wary.
‘Am I like you now?’ Kane asked tonelessly, woodenly.
‘I don’t know.’ Nina answered honestly.
Kane slung her legs over the side of the bed, standing shakily. She shuffled awkwardly passed Nina towards the exit of the cave. This section of the cave was dark enough so Nina did not have to fear the sun. Holding her breath, she watched Kane wander towards the light. Kane stopped just short of the exit, then set one foot into the ribbon of sunlight, nothing happened. She moved a little forward, inching closer and closer into the light. Nina followed as far as she could. Kane inched forward into the morning sunlight. She lifted her face to the suns warmth and light. Nina exhaled sharply.
‘I’m still me.’ Kane said wonderingly, running her hands over her face and arms.
‘How else do you feel?’ Nina asked relieved. Kane smile wanly at her, she was still very pale and it would be a few days before she had fully recovered.
‘Better…I couldn’t run a marathon, but better.’ Kane admitted, turning her face towards the sun.
‘Don’t stay out there too long…’ Nina said, retreating into the shadowy coolness of the cave.
‘Wait; there are still some things I want to know?’ Kane stopped Nina from moving further. ‘Will I have your strength now?’
‘I don’t think so, you never did before.’ Nina replied, from the depths of the cave.
‘What about that mind control thing, can you do it and will I be able to do that?’
‘Yes I can. I don’t like using it though; it’s too much like rape.’ Nina rasped.
‘Have you used it on me before?’ Kane asked suspiciously, her eyes narrowing.
‘No, although if I did; things would’ve been much simpler.’ Nina’s grimaced slightly, a tight smile on her lips.
‘Thank you, you’re more complicated than I thought.’ Kane remarked absently. 


** //**


Nina walked deeper into the cave. Earlier on she had discovered a pool in an extension of the cave. Shrugging off her clothes, wearing only her underwear, she sunk contently into the water, relieved that the worst was over. She swam around the water for a while then returned to the edge. Rising from the water, and shaking the water from her hair, she realised she didn’t have a change of clothes. Lifting the clothes off the ground she inspected them critically. Blood caked the front of her top, and there were streaks of dirt on her denims. Deciding she had no choice she soaked the clothes in the water rubbing at the stains vigorously. Wringing the water from her clothes she spread them out on the ground, sure that with the heat in the cave they would be dry soon. Feeling a little self-conscious of her near naked state, she slid back into the water. Resting her arms on the on the edge of the pool, she lowered her head to her arms and closed her eyes.
She was back in that filthy room, her mind filled with the stench of her own burning flesh, her screams echoing through the room. Nina didn’t delude herself with false bravado. She knew she could suffer a lot of pain, but this was more than even she could manage. The remembered agony battered against her brain, the utter misery, being subjected to it over and over again. She knew she was going to die, and then her salvation, the scent of sunshine. She awoke with a start, her arms stiff and her neck aching. Lifting herself from the water, she consulted her watch and noted she had slept for two hours. Bending over she picked up her clothes and dressed in her still damp clothes and returned to the main area of the cave.
It was late afternoon, and Kane was curled up on the bed, watching her soberly. She had changed clothes. She was now wearing a white vest with a cartoon picture of Igor from Winnie the Pooh on the front. The pyjama bottoms she wore were white satin, with purple stripes. Nina was hard pressed not to stare.
Nina approached the bed, lifting her wrist to her mouth, sinking her teeth into her skin then holding her wrist up to Kane.
‘How long will I have to do this?’ Kane grumbled after she fed. Nina smiled amused, moving away from the bed.
‘Two…Three days, tops.’ Nina replied, laughing loudly at the incredulous expression on Kane’s face.
‘That long?’ Kane stammered.
‘I do have other things I’d rather be doing…believe me.’ Nina snapped, she was suddenly very annoyed and a little flushed.
‘I didn’t mean it like that…what I meant was how often would I have to do this?’ Kane replied quickly.
‘Well…I couldn’t say, it’s your body; it will tell you when but you will have to do it if you don’t want to repeat this performance again.’ Nina advised.
‘I wouldn’t know how…I know you showed us, but I don’t think I would be able to.’ Kane said faintly, flopping down on the bed despondently.
‘When you’re a little stronger I’ll teach you.’ Nina offered.
Kane turned folded her arms under her head, staring up at the cave’s roof. After two days of enforced proximity and confinement, nerves were raw and tempers short.
‘I can’t stand this anymore…I want to leave.’ Kane shrieked, after shoving Nina’s arm roughly away after feeding.
Nina smiled at the pouty, look on Kane’s face. Today she was wearing a vest with Piglet on the front, with pink pyjama bottoms. She stomped through the cave out into the late afternoon sun, flopping down on the ground glumly. Nina clenched her jaw tightly; certain she had worn her teeth down to mere stubs. Striding furiously into the adjacent cave, she quickly removed her clothes and taking a deep breath, made a clean dive into the pool. The frigid water stole her breath, but it helped to cool her temper. Getting out of the water, Nina slipped into her clothes and re-entered the main cave.
Kane was laying on her tummy in the sun. Her chin was resting on her hands, and she watched Nina covetously. I watched Nina quietly, as she moved around the cave. During the last few days I had begun to get to know her. I was fascinated by her. I wondered why that was. She was a woman just like me, yet I couldn’t help watching the way her hips moved when she walked or the way her lips would curl when she smiled, or rather grinned. I’ve never really noticed other woman like this before, in fact even my so called boyfriends failed to reach this level of enthrallment. Good word that. Cause that’s exactly how I felt. Enthralled. I liked the way her neck sloped down into her shoulder, and the strength in her arms when she held me pinned to the bed. I suppressed a shiver, thinking how those hands felt, gripping my head. Lifting my eyes I watched her lick her lips, and wondered what they felt like. They looked so soft, so appealing. Now where did that come from? I don’t go around wondering about people’s lips, I get kissed, I don’t do the kissing, yet now I wanted to kiss her, a woman, something was wrong with me. Shaking my head at my foolishness, I lashed out at her.
‘When can we leave?’ Kane whined, her voice echoing off the walls.
‘Now…I think you’re strong enough.’ Nina replied, wringing the water from her hair. Kane had regained almost all her strength now, so leaving now wouldn’t be too soon.
‘Really!?’ Kane shouted, excitedly, jumping to her feet.
‘MM…after you feed.’ Nina agreed, chuckling softly at Kane’s excitement.
‘Was I the only one there…I just did.’ Kane responded shaking her head grinning.
‘No…I fed you, you have to learn to do it yourself.’ Nina clarified, tossing her damp hair over her shoulder. An unhappy expression crossed Kane’s face.
‘Now?’ Kane asked unhappily. Nina grinned in amusement.
‘Yes…Come here.’ Nina called silkily, leaning casually against the wall. Kane entered the cave uncertainly, shaking her head.
‘Does it have to be now?’ she asked nervously, stalling for time.
‘Coward.’ Nina said quietly, studying the expressions crossing Kane’s face.
‘This will make it finally real…you know.’ Kane admitted truthfully, her gaze locking with Nina’s in confusion.
‘I know…now come here.’ Nina repeated more forcefully. Kane moved forward and stopped a few feet away.
‘Closer.’ Nina invited her voice sultry, seductive. Kane stepped a few feet closer, swallowing nervously.
Kane inched closer, until she could see the widening of Nina’s pupils. Her amber eyes were so dark, drawing Kane in. Nina tilted her neck slightly, and then pushed her hair aside, exposing her neck. Kane didn’t realize how intimate feeding really was. Nina was so tall, so solid, brimming with strength. Kane stared at the veins throbbing in Nina’s neck, licking her lips, her mouth dry. Nina inhaled sharply, trying to relax. It was more difficult than she expected. She had helped many vampires through the transition before, but this was the most difficult by far. Kane reached out and ran her finger down Nina’s neck, feeling the pulse beneath her fingertips. Nina clenched her hands tightly, her nails digging into her palm. Kane shifted forward, her legs brushing lightly against Nina’s.
‘Take your time…don’t rush it.’ Nina urged gently.
Kane was unable to resist, being this close to Nina made her skin tingle pleasantly, and her breathing difficult. Kane sniffed Nina’s skin just below her ear, sending tiny shivers down Nina’s back. Nina’s scent was intoxicating, the texture of her skin bewitching and the taste, paralyzing. Kane cupped Nina’s cheek gently, and then buried her teeth deeply in Nina’s neck. Nina’s breath caught in her lungs, and she grimaced at the sharp pain. Kane’s bite was brutal; she hasn’t learned to temper the force of it yet. Nina’s blood flowed over Kane’s tongue; tasting like a thousand champagne bubbles were exploding in her mouth, and flowing down her throat. Kane crowded her, pushing Nina harder against the cave walls. Kane’s mouth on her neck was turning her knees to jelly, and she was grateful for the support. Kane’s hand moved from her cheek to her hair, tugging hard, yanking her head back, and moving her leg between hers. Nina stayed absolutely still, knowing the lust that feeding inspired. Her heart stuttered, and her head swam. Kane was taking too much, Nina she gripped her elbows tightly, but Kane only pressed herself harder against Nina, causing Nina to grit her teeth, and steady her breathing. Then Kane released her, her eyes blazing, with her fingers pressed lightly to the rapidly beating pulse of Nina’s throat.
‘I can hear your heart beat.’ Kane uttered, incredulously, the brilliance of her eyes blinding. Kane looked at the wounds on Nina’s neck. They were still weeping; she ran her fingers over them lightly, her fingers leaving a bloody trail along Nina’s neck.
‘Vampires don’t have heart beats.’ Nina mumbled softly, and promptly fainted.
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Chapter Sixteen
 
 Training Days
 
 Nina would’ve fallen if Kane wasn’t so close, supporting her. Kane struggled to get Nina to the bed, laying her down then lifting her legs and setting them on the bed.
‘Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod, she’s dead. I killed her.’ She heard the mumbled words over and over. Kane was pacing furiously from one side of the cave to the other. Dust rose from her feet as she paced. She repeated the words over and over, hugging her stomach with her arms. Nina thought it was time to stop the march
‘Stop…your giving me a headache.’ Nina grumbled, from the bed.
‘You’re not dead.’ Kane screeched, distraughtly, her eyes filling with tears.
‘Obviously.’ Nina said dryly. Kane didn’t think it was amusing.
‘How are you feeling?’ Kane asked worriedly, shoving her hands through her hair.
‘Dizzy…drained.’ Nina replied, grinning wickedly.
‘That’s not funny.’ Kane remarked hotly, mortified at Nina’s tasteless remark. Handing Nina the bagged blood she retrieved from the cooler box next to the bed.
‘How do you feel?’ Nina asked, setting aside the empty bag.
‘Incredible…‘Will it always be like that?’ Kane asked wonderingly. Nina sat up slowly, her head still spinning.
‘No.’ Nina replied, resting her head against the wall, pleased that Kane enjoyed her first feeding.
‘I don’t understand?’ Kane replied, frowning, kneeling on the ground beside the bed.
‘I m a vampire, an old one, and therefore my blood will be more powerful than other vampires or even a normal host.’ Nina explained a little self-consciously.
‘And the other…stuff?’ Kane asked, blushing furiously. Nina raised her eyebrows amused.
‘No…that won’t change either.’ Nina explained, avoiding Kane’s eyes. Kane didn’t seem convinced, but she decided to let it go.
‘So…normal blood won’t taste like yours then?’ Kane queried disappointment in her voice.
‘That’s right.’ Nina confirmed.
‘What was the point then?’ Kane asked disgusted.
‘You learned to feed didn’t you?’ Nina pointed out sensibly.
‘I know that…but it was cruel.’ Kane muttered unhappily.
‘Why?’ Nina asked confused.
Kane leapt to her feet agitatedly. ‘Try this…It’s like having beer when you’d rather have champagne.’ Kane responded. A slow smile curved Nina’s lips.
‘Nothing wrong with beer.’ She chuckled, inordinately pleased. Kane was too annoyed to respond, sitting down again with her back against the side of the bed. Nina moved forward, sliding off the bed beside Kane, stretching her legs out before her.
‘What’s really bothering you?’ Nina asked trying to meet Kane’s eyes. Kane looked everywhere else but at her. She inhaled deeply, a few times, her hand covering her mouth.
‘I don’t know…Shouldn’t I be feeling bad about what’s happened…shouldn’t I hate you?’ Kane asked distressed, her eyes swimming with tears.
‘Don’t you?’ Nina whispered, moving closer.
‘I did…at first, but now I don’t.’ Kane admitted, wiping the tears away. Nina raised her eyebrows in surprise. ‘Then you’re a better person than I am.’ Nina declared.
‘What else do you want to know?’ Nina encouraged, noticing Kane’s frown.
‘Do you believe in the curse…legend? Kane said uncertainly. Nina shrugged dismissively.
‘No, but then it’s not mine to believe.’ Nina told her plainly.
Kane’s eyes flashed. ‘Why not, it’s your family?’ Kane glared at her.
‘They’re not. I’m only hired to enforce our laws; or to train the new enforcers.’ Nina clarified, shrugging lightly.
‘Really…Hmm that explains a lot then.’ Kane said, nodding, her lips pursed in thought.
‘What’s that?’ Nina scowled, instantly regretting her question, clearing her throat awkwardly.
‘Nothing.’ Kane answered guardedly. ’Thank you.’ Kane said, leaning forward, and she kissed Nina gently on the corner of her mouth, then got up and walked away.
Nina touched her mouth, still feeling Kane’s lips touching hers. She watched Kane walk away with a heavy heart, berating herself for not doing anything, for letting Kane walk away, but she didn’t think Kane was ready for her.
Kane strolled back into the cave while strapping her backpack on. Nina raised her eyebrow.
‘Let’s go.’ Kane said impatiently, sliding the straps over her shoulders. Nina stood up glancing around for the bag, finding it wedged beneath the corner of the mattress.
‘So eager to get rid of me?’ Nina joked, tightening the straps of the bag.
‘What gave me away?’ Kane replied laughing. They walked together towards the exit of the cave, to the horse waiting for them.
‘Let’s go home girl.’ Kane said, hanging her backpack over the horse’s neck, and then swung up on to the horses back.
Leaning forward she held out her hand to Nina, Nina gripped her hand tightly mounting the horse behind Kane settling her hands on her hips.
‘Why don’t you use a saddle?’ Nina asked when the horse began moving.
‘Gypsey doesn’t like it.’ Kane remarked, rubbing the side of the horse’s neck.
‘I should’ve guessed.’ Nina smirked, shaking her head.
‘What?’ Kane asked, turning her head towards Nina.
‘That this temperamental, highly strung beast belonged to you.’ Nina said drily.
Kane smiled pleased. ‘It’s more like I belong to her.’ Kane said dryly, patting the horse’s neck. Nina chuckled agreeing with her.
The evening was light enough that they could see clearly, but even if it was dark, the horse knew the way anyway. Surprisingly, riding bare back was not as terrible as she thought. Nina enjoyed the feel of the horse’s movements beneath her, the sheer power and strength of the animal.
She shifted restlessly, the proximity and heat of their bodies, the friction caused by the horse’s movements causing butterflies to flutter pleasantly in her stomach. God, it has been years since she felt flutters in her tummy like a school girl. If they could see her now. Enamoured by a silly fashion plate. God, it was laughable.
Nina moved her hands over Kane’s hips to her waist, sliding them along her rib cage, to her stomach. Nina’s sucked in a shaky breath, tightening her arms around Kane, who leaned deeper into the circle of Nina’s arms, feeling safe and protected. The moon rose high above them as they made their way along the trail. The night was warm and filled with the sounds of nocturnal animals going about their business. The stars winked down above them, guiding their way.
While dismounting, Nina notice two unfamiliar cars parked in the driveway, searching further, saw a further two hidden between the trees. Taking a deep steadying she followed Kane into the house, the welcome home was not what she expected. 
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Chapter Seventeen
 
 Homecoming
 
 ‘Welcome home.’ I heard a strange voice say when I entered the kitchen. Gerald, Edith and Mia were at the table; their arms and legs tied, with black tape covering their mouths. There was a vaguely familiar man sitting next to the sink, and another leaning against the door jamb leading to the lounge. Apprehension flirted up my spine and dread settled heavily in my stomach.
‘I thought you died.’ I remarked casually, assessing them. Nina strolled casually toward the fridge, retrieving a bag of blood and popped it into the microwave to heat.
‘We get that a lot.’ the man remarked, grinning.
‘What do you want…or should I guess?’ I said mildly.
‘My aunt’s patience has worn out.’ he replied, sliding to the ground. Nina frowned confused.
‘You know her?’ Nina asked me.
‘Yes…nice lady…we had tea and cakes.’ I told Nina idly.
‘My aunt is expecting you…so we should leave now.’ he ordered impatiently.
‘Sorry to burst your bubble…but my bloods no good.’ I replied gleefully. Nina shifted uneasily.
‘We know…but that was before you fed.’ he said, indicating the ugly bruise on Nina’s neck. I blushed furiously, turning away embarrassed.
‘What difference does that make?’ I retorted hotly, trying to cover my embarrassment.
Although the sight of the mark I left on Nina’s skin, should’ve embarrassed me, secretly it thrilled me. I’m ashamed to admit; but I like that she carries my mark on her skin. I like seeing it, like knowing I put it there. It’s primitive and barbaric I know, but there it is.
‘See, my aunt knows a lot about you, she has all these books and diaries, and from them we learnt that once you’ve fed, your blood will be able to turn anyone, with only a few drops. Not the other way around.’ he informed us conversationally.
‘So you’re here to what…ensure I come quietly?’ I murmured, swallowing the lump that had formed while he spoke.
‘More or less…oh and she said to send you her special regards.’ the other man said, turning to Nina. Nina pushed herself away from the fridge slowly, her eyes losing all its warmth and humanity. The planes of her face hardening, distorting her features, until only the killer she professed to be; remained.
‘I don’t think so.’ I stated glibly.
‘Now see, that’s what I expected. ‘His friend supplied. He yanked Edith from the chair and viciously sunk his teeth into her neck. ‘Sure you won’t change your mind? He remarked lightly, tightening his grip on Edith’s shoulders.
‘I’ll go.’ I submitted, closing my eyes.
‘We thought you might.’ he sneered. ‘We’ll leave Tony here, we don’t want any unpleasant accidents happening?’ he smirked.
Nina and I preceded him to the door, exchanging anxious glance. The sound of a chair hitting the floor was all the distraction Nina needed. She whipped around grabbed up a spoon from the table, charged the man at the door, jamming it into his eye, she rammed her knee into his throat, landing on his chest, grabbing his head, twisting viciously, snapping his neck. I turned to the man beside me, raising my hand slapped it against his chest. Flames instantly engulfed his torso, spreading to his face, and down to his legs. The stench of burning flesh filled my nostrils; smoke burned my eyes, but I wouldn’t remove my hand. The flames burnt so hot, blisters formed in the paint on the walls. I held my hand on his chest, until he crumpled to the floor, I still let him burn, even when there was nothing left but ashes.
‘You can let go now…it’s over.’ Gerald whispered beside me. He’s hand gripping my shoulder. I turned glazed eyes towards him, dropping my hand. I rushed to Edith’s side, who was holding a cloth to the wound in her neck.
‘I’m ok.’ she reassured me. Nina ran out of the door, and I followed, sprinting after her. We raced towards two cars parked beneath the trees. When the drives saw us approaching the started their cars and sped off.
‘Shit!’ Nina sore viciously, turning direction and headed for her car.
‘Nina wait, please!’ I shouted. ‘Look.’ I said, pointing at the lightning sky. She was so enraged she didn’t notice the dawning sky.
‘Damn it!’ she screamed, slamming the door. ‘I have to go after them.’ she gritted angrily, rubbing her face in frustration.
‘You will…just not now.’ I answered forcibly. She took deep, ragged breaths to calm herself down.
She turned away from me, pacing. ‘I need to find them.’ she declared acidly, still shaking with rage. I did something I’ve never done to anyone else before. This attraction, or whatever it was I felt for her, made me want to keep her safe, whole. I walked up behind her, sliding my arms around her waist.
She stiffened a little, then breathed out, leaning back against me slightly. ‘I understand that, but getting melted is not going to help, of course if melting is on your list of things to do today…then go ahead.’ I suggested mildly, terrified that her need for vengeance would cloud her common sense.
‘Melted? Huh.’ She smirked, turning her head towards me. My eyes zeroed on her lips, they looked so soft, so inviting. Clearing my throat in embarrassment, I awkwardly, stepped away from her, and hurried back to the house. We stepped through the kitchen door, gaging the mess we left. Mia was untying Gerald and Edith was making coffee.
‘That was very brave of you.’ Nina remarked, Mia’s eyes widened in disbelief, too shocked to respond.
‘A spoon?’ I commented, staring down at the dead body, with the spoon protruding from his face, with the handle rammed into his eye socket.
‘I was aggravated.’ Nina responded, embarrassed.
‘Aggravated hmm…I’d hate to see you when you’re off.’ I chuckled.
‘Good night.’ Nina said, going upstairs, it was getting much too light for her and she needed to sleep. Which was a lie, she could stay awake during the day, but she needed to put some distance between herself and Kane, and the rush of naked emotion she felt when Kane was with her. She felt raw, unbalanced. 


** //**


Between Gerald and me we moved the body to a spot outside the house, where I could burn it safely. After that we tidied the ashes from the kitchen, had breakfast, and then went to bed. Sometime during the morning the first flakes of snow fell, I woke and watched it fall outside my window. I snuggled deeper under the comforter, not wanting to get up. I dozed for another hour when Gerald woke me.
‘You know Nina’s leaving right?’ he said from the door.
Sitting up I nodded, shoving my hair out of my eyes. ‘Well get going then?’ he hustled me along, closing the door.
After taking a nice leisurely bath, I dressed quickly in a warm long sleeve t-shirt, blue Levi’s with soft sole boots. Going downstairs I noticed the kitchen table wasn’t set. Edith came up behind me carrying a champagne bottle and glasses. The dining room table was formally set, with Edith’s best dinnerware. The table was covered with a white lace table cloth, with silver candle holders placed in the middle between the bowls of food Edith had prepared. Gerald was formally dressed in a silver grey suit with red tie, and Mia was wearing a pretty blue dress with tiny flowers. Edith wore a light blue skirt and blouse, making me glad I made the effort in dressing.
‘Come join us?’ Gerald called from his seat at the head of the table. I swung around and saw Nina standing uncertainly in the door way. Getting up, he handed her a glass of champagne and led her to a chair next to his. Excepting my glass from Edith I sat beside Nina sipping my drink. Clearing his throat Gerald raised his glass addressing Nina. She was wearing one of her new jeans and white button down shirt, with a black blazer. She looked sexy and dangerous.
‘Thank you for bringing our baby home; we don’t know how to ever repay you.’ Gerald said his voice gruff. Nina shifted uncomfortably next to me. I leaned closer to her and whispered in her ear.
‘Smile and say thank you.’ I suggested. Nina sipped her champagne nervously, setting the glass down with shaking fingers. She was still amazed at how easily she was accepted by these people. She fully expected them to despise her, but she was pleasantly surprised to learn how wrong her perceptions were.
‘You’re welcome.’ she replied, a flush in her cheeks.
Edith placed a small box in front of her. Nina glanced at her uncertainly. Nina opened the box, her eyes widening at what was inside. Putting her hand inside the box she lifted out a small, clear glass unicorn. Nina traced her fingers over the contours of the figurine, enjoying its strength and delicacy, her mouth in a soft smile. After dinner they bombarded her with questions, all which she answered honestly and truthfully. Later, Gerald took Nina aside as spoke to her privately, with my improved hearing I tried to hear what they were saying, but Nina moved them deliberately too far for me to hear. But I had the sneaking suspicion it centred around my feeding habits. All too soon the evening was over and Nina prepared to leave. Her belongings were already packed in the car with a new cooler of fresh blood stored on the backseat.
‘Take care of your-self.’ Gerald said gruffly, shaking her hand. Edith didn’t say anything but merely drew Nina into her arms and gently hugged her. Mia solemnly shook her hand. I walked Nina the rest of the way alone.
‘Do you know where to look?’ I asked her quietly, her impending departure causing a strange, hollow feeling to open inside me.
‘I’ve an idea.’ Nina answered evasively. She unlocked the car, and turned to get in.
‘Answer one question?’ I said, stepping closer to the door. ‘That night…how did you know it was me?’ I asked. She turned toward me, smiling.
‘Your scent.’ she replied, her eyes locked with mine, daring me to look away.
‘My scent?’ I repeated, confused.
‘You smell like sunlight.’ she whispered, leaning down and kissing the corner of my mouth softly, grinning wickedly. She slid into the car, started the engine and drove away. My heart was in my mouth. My knees were non-existent, my head was spinning as if I was on a roller coaster. I never knew a kiss could be so much. I watched the cars lights getting fainter and fainter until they completely disappeared into the night, with snowflakes falling silently around me. Nina watched Kane’s body growing fainter and fainter in the rear view mirror. An unknown emptiness grew inside her.
I turned and went back into the house, shutting the door quietly. I felt a little off balance, lost. Watching her drive away, the sense of loss I felt was confusing. I tried to reason that it was all for the best, and that the only reason I was feeling this way was simply due to a promise made, and my physical problems. I convinced myself that there was nothing special between us that our relationship was one born of necessity and that there was nothing emotional, nor sexual between us. I closed my eyes for a moment, taking a shaky breath and remembered the ride home. I shouldn’t have I enjoyed her arms around me that much. I should not have turned my head , just to feel her cheek against mine. I felt the warmth of Nina’s hands on my hips, the pressure of Nina’s legs along mine, Nina’s breathe on the back of my neck. I shivered lightly, giving in and turning my head slightly, my eyes locking with Nina’s, awareness flaring between us. Such a simple, delicate action. A look  that would stay with me a life time. I shook myself from my memories and strolled into the kitchen.
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Chapter One
 
 New Paths
 
 After a few weeks, I returned to my apartment, I had it completely refurbished, I shipped the pig and chicken home and my life resumed its normal pace. My first solo hunt was uneventful, rather dull and disappointing. His blood tasted tinny, and lacked flavour. I prefer hunting men, more dangerous than women I suppose, but preying on women didn’t seem right; it’s just easier for me that way.
Mia and I were busy with helping people who had fled from that family and needed a place to stay. We purchased a blood bank, making obtaining blood less dangerous. My relationship with Isabelle was getting better, although it would never be the same again, but better. I think it’s because we’re both more accepting of the others choices. Isabelle and Amelia were getting more and more involved in the Vissilianos families affairs, and tried to get me involved, but I refused. We may have the same surname, but that’s all, that doesn’t mean they are my family. I consider myself a Clarkson, I wanted to change my surname a-while ago, but it turned out to be too much drama, so I let the thing go; Gerald, Edith and now Mia, were my family. Occasionally, I’d hear rumours about Nina, but I never really paid attention to them. Some said she was in Prague, others said she was dead or just gone underground, no-one knew for certain. I admit I was a bit hurt she didn’t ask me to go with her, although I would’ve been more of a hindrance than a help, but that is entirely beside the point.
I’m still single, the idea of seeing someone else doesn’t feel right. I haven’t slept with him yet though. Gerald keeps making hints about my biological clock was running out and how he would be too old to play with his grandchildren. Edith just snorts, and changes the subject every time that topic arises. My birthday was a simple dinner at home, with Gerald, Edith and Mia there, oh and Mia’s boyfriend. Isabelle and Amelia invited me out for drinks, which I declined. I wasn’t ready to forgive her yet. A month after my birthday, I presented Gerald and Edit with an anniversary gift of a trip to Paris. It was intended to be just for the two of them, but they persuaded Mia and me to join them as well. I’ve always loved the idea of Paris, so the idea of going was not so difficult to accept. We boarded our own private jet at night, and landed just after sunrise in Paris. We waited in the plane until the evening before disembarking.
Paris was everything I expected, and everything I didn’t. My first view was through the planes windows. The streets were mostly deserted when we left the airport and headed for the hotel. We dumped our luggage in our rooms, and decided to take an evening stroll. The streets were wet from recent rain, and there was a slight chill in the air. I loved it. I loved the way I feel in this city. It is as if I’ve been waiting for this place all my life, more than a sense of coming home, it feels like I found a place I belong. I couldn’t explain those feelings. I’m happy where I came from, but this, this city has awakened feelings in me I didn’t realize I had or were there. We went on a tour of Paris a few days later. First we went to the Louvre, I didn’t like the new Louvre much though, I thought it too modern. While Gerald and Edith explored the new Louvre I strolled through the old one. I was particularly disappointed in the Mona Lisa; I thought if I saw the actual painting I would feel differently. To me she looks like a woman with troubles on her mind. Maybe if I looked at it when I am in a different mood, perhaps I’d appreciate it more? We met after an hour and had lunch at one of the many cafes along the street. Next we visited the Notre Dame Cathedral. Ever since I had watched an old black and white movie about the Hunch Back of Notre Dame; I was captivated by it. I found the gargoyles to be grotesque and hideous. I felt a sense of mystery and a feeling of unease go through me. It was as if I could see Quasimodo trundling up the stone stairs to the bell tower, to ring the bells; ringing out his loneliness and despair. Of all the places in Paris; this was my favourite. 


** //**


After our third week in Paris; as I was leaving the hotel I bumped into Isabelle entering. It was a nice warm afternoon, with heavy cloud cover, a relief from the heat we’ve had for the last few days. I wore a white dress with pretty red flowers and tiny straps over the shoulders, with matching sandals, and my bag slung over my shoulder.
‘So you decided to come after all?’ I asked mildly. She smiled, and moved her sunglasses onto her head. She presented the epitome of a wealthy tourist, in a white linen suit, with sexy strappy three inch heels. The suit enhanced her skin tones perfectly.
‘Couldn’t resist?’ she replied, looking around the lobby. She seemed older now, and more fragile. Guilt swelled in me.
‘Where’s Amelia?’ I asked, surprised she wasn’t with Isabelle. Isabelle glanced away hastily.
‘We broke up.’ she replied, smiling ruefully. Sadly. Guilt rose in me.
‘You don’t seem too upset about it’ I remarked, ‘Should I ask?’ I said. She shrugged indifferently. Though her indifference was just a little too casual.
‘She wanted to blood pledge.’ Isabelle said, wrinkling her nose.
Blood pledge being; when two vampires feed off each other, a chemical is released into their blood, giving off a certain scent, signifying to others of their blood bond, a marriage of sorts. I don’t quite understand how it all works, but that’s the explanation I was given. Although truthfully, I was surprised their affair lasted this long.
‘So you came to the city of lovers?’ I quipped grinning, raising my eyebrows.
‘Yeah…isn’t it great.’ she grinned, gazing around her, and then settling on me. ‘Well I’ll check in and maybe meet you later?’ she asked, glancing uncertainly at me.
‘I’ll wait.’ I offered smiling. I hurt for her. My anger and hurt over what I thought was betrayal had long since healed. Forgiveness was not as hard as I expected it to be. I missed her.
‘Great I won’t be long.’ she chipped excitedly. It was nearly an hour later when she came down stairs where I sat waiting.
‘What do you want to do?’ I asked, rising from my seat.
‘Coffee.’ she said, as we strolled outside.
‘I know the perfect place.’ I drawled, directing towards the coffee shop. The place was small, and a little out of the way, how I knew about this place, is a mystery to me. All I know is that since I’ve been here I don’t need any maps or guides I simply know my way around.
‘So how’s your love life?
‘Ok.’ I replied, sipping my coffee. Glancing away.
‘May I ask you something?’ she asked warily. I nodded. ‘Why aren’t you dating? she asked, gazing at me pensively.
I shrugged nonchalantly. ‘I haven’t met anyone I want to date. Why?’ I commented.
‘Well it just seems like…I don’t know, like you’ve given up or something? she remarked, removing the teaspoon from the cup.
‘I’ve been so busy with the Hospice and work I don’t have time. ‘replied, smiling softly.
‘Well it seems all so…don’t you want passion, desire, excitement, love?’ she asked, fiddling with the spoon.
‘I don’t understand what you mean?’ I said, shaking my head. Isabelle sighed in frustration.
‘Things like…that just seeing that someone special makes your world better. That even the thought of them makes you happy. That their kisses give you butterflies in your tummy, or hearing their voice arouses you, stuff like that?’ Isabelle explained.
‘No, thank goodness.’ I replied. Refusing to admit even to myself the real reasons.
‘Really?’ She said sceptically, sadly
‘Yes, I don’t think I am capable of that sort of feelings. Maybe Iam one of those people who are happier being alone.’ I uttered softly. Ignoring the ghost of a kiss, I could still feel. She pursed her lips in thought, unconvinced, and then thankfully decided to change the subject.
‘What do you want to do later?’ she asked instead, leaning her elbows on the table.
‘There’s a blues club not far from here I’d like to check out, want to come?’ I invited, getting up.
‘Sure, what time?’ she said, accepting my invitation.
‘After midnight…?’ I suggested, she nodded and we strolled casually back to the hotel.
Later that evening I dressed in a black silk blouse and matching slacks, with short suede boots, which tied in a pretty bow at the back. We met in the lobby, Isabelle wearing an outfit that displayed as much flesh as possible.
‘Have you hunted yet?’ she asked as we strolled toward the club.
‘Uh uh.’ I responded, cocking my head.
‘Want to do it later? She invited, teeth flashing. I smiled, intrigued.
‘Sure.’ I agreed. The place played mostly live music, with musicians doing covers of other singers. Tonight there was a female singer performing the music of Bessie Smith. Isabelle and I took our seats near the door.
‘I love this place…How did you find it?’ she piped excitedly, wriggling in her chair.
‘I don’t know, I just knew.’ I shrugged carelessly.
The evening was pleasant and none threatening and passed quickly. We left the club just after two thirty in the morning, strolling down the deserted streets.
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Chapter Two
 
 Déjà Vu
 
 While walking, I picked up a scent I thought I’d never smell again. Stirring dormant memories and old emotions back to life. Down one of the streets, under a dimly burning light, a couple was embracing, the man had the woman pinned against the wall, his hands in her hair, when we passed them I glanced back and stopped dead in tracks, when I noticed the woman was Nina. Her eyes were still as mesmerizing and glowed brighter than the street light. Goose bumps crawled over my skin and my scalp tingled, for a moment I forgot to breathe. I hurriedly turned away, and continued walking, pretending I didn’t see her.
‘What?’ Isabelle asked after a few paces.
‘That woman was Nina.’ I said, scratching the back of my neck.
‘Wow…we thought she was dead, are you sure it was her?’ Isabelle asked breathlessly.
‘Positive.’ I responded, feeling the tranquillity of the past evening slipping away.
‘I wonder if she was here all this time.’ Isabelle muttered.
‘Who knows?’ I responded absently. ‘Anyway let’s get this hunt over, I’m tired.’ Watching Isabelle feed was bizarre; I didn’t think we would ever get to this point. I didn’t feed; I wasn’t in the mood, even if it was longer than I usually waited to do so.
‘I saw Nina last night.’ I told Gerald as I strolled into their hotel room. He smiled pleased. He had developed a soft spot for Nina, and was hurt when she never contacted us after she left.
‘And how is she?’ he asked eagerly. I shrugged lightly.
‘She seemed fine…she was feeding, so I didn’t talk to her.’ I replied.
‘You haven’t hunted since we got here, have you?’ he remarked, gazing at me worriedly.
‘I’ll go out later.’ I soothed. He nodded satisfied. I was agitated and restless.
I went back to the club Isabelle and I was at the night before. The place was packed, so getting willing prey was easy. I settled for a man I noticed last night. He was tall and dark, good looking and smelled clean and. I took his hand and led him from the club, down the street to a quiet corner. I was nauseous and dizzy, a sure sign I had waited too long. I pulled him closer to me, sliding my hands up over his chest and around his neck. He bent his head toward me, I waited until his lips were inches from mine, when I turned my head, and he kissed my neck. I ran my fingers through his hair, raking his skull lightly with my nails. He pressed me harder against him. I slid my hand from his hair down his shoulders, the back across his chest snaking one hand around his throat. I applied a little pressure to his throat, just enough to block his wind pipe, causing him to pass out. My mouth ached when my teeth lengthened clipping my lips. I drove my teeth into his neck with more force than necessary, his blood erupted in my mouth then dribbling down my chin. He tasted a little smoky, but that was it, I fed for as long as I could then withdrawing, then ran my tongue over the puncture holes to seal them. Grabbing the lapels of his jacket I moved him against the wall, where he sunk to the ground. Straightening, I wiped the blood from my chin, squeezing my eyes shut, and then blinking several times, as the nausea and dizziness faded completely.
‘Now that was certainly educational.’ a long ago voice drawled behind me. I turned toward her, where she was leaning against the opposite wall, one leg braced against the wall. My breath froze in my lungs, and my heart raced.
‘I hope so, your technique needs work.’ I said sweetly, strolling away from her.
Her eyes flashed hotly and her nostrils flared slightly. Nina was suddenly so very furious. After all these years Kane still had the ability to instantly tick her off. She’d followed Kane, after seeing her at the club.
‘Did you enjoy that?’ she asked darkly.
Levelling a cool look at her I said ‘Oh absolutely.’ And grinning strode further away from her, my heart leaping around in my chest.
Nina gritted her teeth and watched Kane’s receding figure disappear down the street. Why did she always loose her cool around the girl? Didn’t the girl realise who she was? Didn’t she have the sense to be intimidated? Nina sighed in frustration. She behaved like a clumsy school girl around Kane. Nina thought she had gotten over that by now, but apparently not. She was renowned for her cool, calm, controlled demeanour, but every time she meets Kane, she behaves like a witless idiot, undone by a silly girl with sexily painted toe-nails. 


** //**


I walked faster and faster, then full out running as fast as I could until my chest burned and my legs shook. God she looked good. An insane urge to grab her and bite her lips assailed me. Shaking my head I took deep gulping breaths, my stomach roiled so hard I thought I’d throw up. Just being near her triggered my fighting response. I’m not by nature a violent person, nor confrontational, but damn it, she brings out the uncivilized beast in me. I thought I had managed to control those emotions regarding her, but they resurged with a vengeance. I arrived back at the hotel, hot and bothered, totally irritable. I ran all the way up to my room; which is on the thirtieth floor, without breaking a sweat. Unlocking the door, I flung the key card across the room then stomped into the bathroom for a shower.
The shower helped to cool my temper, so I changed into a black skirt which came to just above my knees, showing my legs off perfectly, with a white silk blouse and black full length low heeled boots. Feeling ten times better, I resolved not to let her affect me, should I see her again. I would be unfailingly polite, utterly cool. With these decisions swirling in my head, I went down to Isabelle’s room.
‘Where do you want to go tonight?’ I asked when she opened the door. She handed me a pamphlet of a place I haven’t been to before.
‘Cool…and if I get propositioned, I’m blaming you.’ I grinned, tossing the pamphlet onto the bed.
‘You’re in a better mood.’ she commented, while applying her lipstick.
‘Feeding helps.’ I said dryly. She nodded smilingly. The place we went to was a gay dinner club, I’ve been to a few of these with Isabelle before, and so it didn’t faze me. Tables and chairs were arranged in a semi-circle around a small dance floor, of wood polished to a glossy shine. There was wood panelling on the walls, with lamps strategically fitted into the walls, creating a warm, intimate atmosphere. The food was amazing and the service exceptional. As we were leaving we noticed an altercation occurring at the door. Two men were fighting about something and blocking the entrance. When we tried to go around them, the one man turned and glared at us, whispered something I couldn’t understand and then stormed off. I noticed he dropped something. Reaching down I picked up an old, worn book, which appeared to be a diary.
‘Excuse me mister, but you dropped this?’ ‘Hey, mister!’ I shouted after him. He continued running. I tried to follow him, but he was too quick. I turned the book over in my hands, flipping through the pages looking for perhaps a name or phone number. I couldn’t find any. The pages were old and yellowed, and some of the words were faded in places.
‘Where’d you get that?’ Isabelle asked when she joined me, peering at the book.
‘Some guy dropped it.’ I mumbled, looking around for the man, but he was long gone.
‘It looks like some kind of journal, maybe even a diary.’ I commented, having noticed dates written on some of the pages.
‘What do you think it says?’ Isabelle asked intrigued.
‘I don’t know, it’s written in old English, from the words I could recognise other than that I’m not sure.’ I replied. ’Maybe Edith or Gerald will know.’ I said, as we continued walking. 


** //**


When we got back to the hotel, we went immediately to their room and gave Gerald the book. He flipped through the pages, scratching his head in confusion.
‘I don’t know this.’ he said, handing the book to Edith. Edith read awhile then looked at me worriedly.
‘This book talks about you…or rather describes the curse.’ She said skimming down the page. I moved behind her, peering over her shoulder at the page.
‘What does it say?’ I asked intrigued and a little nervous.
‘Well it says that after the witch cursed the family, she was burnt at the stake, at a place not far from here.’ Edith read, frowning at the next passage.
‘While she was tied to the stake, the girl that she wanted, who was by then 10 years old; was standing in the front of the crowd, and while the hunters were distracted, she drew the girl to her, she touched the girl on the hand, leaving a mark on her skin. It says here that the witch made sure her vengeance wouldn’t be stopped. By branding the girl, she ensured that the girl would be her instrument of justice. It doesn’t say what the mark was, but that the mark is supposed to give the girl powers of some sort, but that mark will eventually change the girl, making her the living breathing vessel of her vengeance.’ Edith looked up from the book, her concerned gaze locking with mine. I swallowed convulsively, rubbing my shoulder absently.
‘What do you think that means?’ Isabelle asked confused, glancing at me apprehensively.
‘The rest is faded, although it does say that she lived in house not far from here and her name was Nadia.’ Edith said, flipping through the book.
‘Do you think some of her family could still be living here?’ I asked anxiously. I needed to know more about this.
‘We could find out?’ Gerald said, rubbing his chin.
Having a name to put a face to make this all seems far too real. I believed the vampire part of it, but the rest I was still sceptical about. Now this new information was even more fantastical than ever. I’m not sure what it all means, if anything, but I’m determined to discover what.
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Chapter Three
 
 Escapades
 
 From the concierge we learnt that the place mentioned in the diary, was a short distance just outside Paris. As we travelled closer to the village, the roads became narrower and more winding. The village was situated in the hills, and looked over a deep valley. I was sticky and sweaty when we eventually found the village. We stopped outside a church, its once white walls faded to a dull grey. Stories of holy ground and the undead crowded my mind. I fully expected to burst into flames the instant I set my foot inside the church. Sighing with relief, I walked into the church and found the priest sleeping in one of the back pews. Genuflecting quickly, I approached the priest.
‘Excuse me Father.’ I spoke softly, hushed. I was a good Catholic girl. I judged his age to be between sixty and seventy. He was a stick thin man, and didn’t seem very healthy. He lifted his head and blinked at me.
‘I’m sorry to disturb you Father, would you be able to help me, please? I’m looking for the family of a woman who lived here a long time ago? I spoke quietly. He straightened and nodded.
‘I believe they called her the Witch Nadia or Nadia the Witch’ I said.
He looked uncertain. ‘Why do you ask? He queried, looking at me suspiciously.
Showing him the book, I answered. ‘A few nights ago a man lost this, and I was hoping to return it to him?’ I lied. He took the book from me, flipping through the pages, his expression changing.
‘We don’t say that name here.’ he uttered, handing me the book.
This woman must have done terrible things, if even after all these years, her name could still cause fear in people. I didn’t really expect anyone there would be willing to help us, so I wasn’t too disappointed in his reaction.
‘Anyway you can help me will be appreciated.’ I said, hoping he would.
‘Talk to Sofia at the library, she might help you.’ he said grudgingly, looking at me strangely.
I exhaled relieved. ‘Thank you Father, sorry to have bothered you.’ I said turning to leave.
‘You shouldn’t be here, you should leave.’ he warned, getting up and striding down the aisle. I watched his retreating back and wondered what he meant by that. 


** //**


Walking back to the car, I noticed a few people standing around, staring at us, mumbling. Getting back into the car, I gazed around nervously. Gerald drove off quickly, heading in the direction of the library, which was the only other official looking building there. When we stopped outside the building, there were still a few people milling around, staring at us, some openly hostile. We climbed out of the car and walked briskly, if a little anxiously, into the building. The library itself was a combination of old and new. A portion was still arranged as libraries of old. With a highly polished wooden floor, with dusty shelves housing shelves upon shelves of books. Another portion held computers lined up one next to the other. Personally I prefer the old section more. I love the smell of old books and the feeling accomplishment when find the book you’ve been looking for, and then curling up in a cosy chair in a corner reading peacefully. Forgetting everything and immersing myself in other worlds. We strode up to a circular desk, where a woman was sitting before a terminal.
When we approached, she looked up. ‘Good day, I was told you may be able to help us.’ I queried hopefully, looking at the bespectacled woman.
She removed her spectacles glancing at us questioningly. ‘Depends on what kind of help you need? She said coolly.
‘We are looking for information regarding a woman whose name was Nadia, or who was called the witch Nadia, who apparently lived in this area a long time ago.’ I said.
She got up and came around the desk, a smile on her lips. ‘So the prophesy is true then?’ she whispered, glancing at me in wonder.
I shook my head in confusion.’ I don’t understand?’ I asked.
‘Don’t you know? She asked surprised.
‘If you mean the bit about the curse, then yes I do.’ I replied nodding.
She shook her head. ‘Surely you know the bit about the mark, and what it means? She asked, taking my hand, and running her thumb over my palm.
‘Not really, no. I recently read about it in this book I found.’ I said, trying to tug my hand from her grasp.
‘See this mark? She asked, pointing at a rose shaped mark on the palm of my left hand. A mark which; had suddenly appeared in the middle of my palm, after the night of my transition.
‘It’s her mark, from the things we found about her, she always used that mark as her symbol.’ she said, lightly tracing her finger over the mark.
‘What does it mean? I asked apprehensively, biting my lip.
‘If I’m right about this, I just have to get some more information, but if I’m right, it means that you will become her avenger as prophesied, slaughtering the entire family and everyone linked to them. Which basically is everyone in this town in one way or another.’ she said dropping my hand.
‘How do you know this? I whispered my throat dry.
‘From old journals, diaries, stories passed from family to family, anything I could find, to help us understand her and her motives better.’
‘But how, I’ve had this mark for years now and nothing’s happened? I said sceptically, hopefully.
‘Her power is strongest here, even after all these years, there are still places around here we don’t venture to. The closer you get to her power the more you’ll be affected.’ she replied, returning to sit at her desk.
Sighing, I ran my hands through my hair. ‘That’s not possible, I haven’t been here that long, I don’t believe that.’ I said.
‘Suit yourself, but trust me you will.’ she said, folding her arms across her chest.
‘Would you like to keep this?’ I said handing her the journal.
She accepted the book, ruffling through the pages. She suddenly leapt up and came around the desk, pointing excitedly at a passage on one of the pages.
‘It says here, that there is a way that we could stop the change, but that’s in another journal, that’s buried near the cemetery.’ she glanced at me expectantly.
‘Fine we’ll go, I hope it’s more than another wild goose chase.” I sighed heavily. She ran back behind her desk to retrieve her hand bag and ushered us toward the door. Other than us the place was empty.
‘Do you want to stop the change or not?’ she demanded, slamming the door and locking it.
‘Let’s say I believed you; then yes I would.’ I replied, following her down the stairs. She walked briskly between the groups of people who were still dawdling around. We crossed what looked like the town square, for an old town it was surprisingly new. The stones were not as worn or weathered as I expected. Sensing my curiosity she remarked.
‘The square was only built recently, before that it was her old home. Nothing could be built here because the ground was salted.’ she continued. I hurried after her, exchanging worried glances with Edith and Gerald. It was actually a beautiful town. The afternoon sun glinted off the off white rough stone houses. The street we were walking down was cobbled worn smooth from age. The air was filled with the fragrances of various flowers, and the air vibrated with the sound of birds teaming beauty and life. It appeared to be a lovely town to live in, not considering the superstition of course. The cemetery was not that far from the town. It was neglected and overgrown, broken headstones peaked through the long grass, and it was utterly silent. I know that cemeteries are supposed to be quiet, but even there would be the sound of insect’s scurrying in the grass, or the buzzing of bees, even the annoying presence of flies would be there. Here was nothing, emptiness, with a permeating atmosphere of hushed expectation. Crossing my arms, I rubbed them to remove the sudden chills that curled through me. Sofia seemed to know where to go. We followed her silently, winding our way through the silent gravestones and stopped before a boulder.
‘Here it is.’ she pointed at the ground.
Kneeling beside the boulder, she pushed and shoved it until it moved and rolled aside. Setting the journal down, started digging, moving the sand aside, until her fingers contacted with something metal. Smoothing the sand away, she pushed her fingers into a corner and removed a cloth covered item. Removing the decaying fabric she lifted out a silver box, still shiny like the day it was buried. Lifting the clasp she removed a leather bound book. Setting the box aside, she opened the book.
Just then I heard a sound like a car back firing. Turns out it was a gunshot, and watched in horror as Sofia dropped forward. I heard a sharp click, and without thinking through myself over her. I felt a sharp, tearing noise and a pinch in my shoulder. Reaching up I felt warm blood coat my fingers. It hurt like hell. Then I felt another few hit my back, at least three more, I slid to the ground, feeling my blood seep into the sand. Lying there staring up at the sky, I took a breath hearing my blood bubbling in my lungs, it wasn’t as painful as the previous time though. Struggling to my feet, I should’ve heard them coming, but I had grown so used to drowning out all the overwhelming noises, that I became complacent. My head spun and my legs shook, but I lifted Sofia’s head checking if she was dead. Fortunately she was still alive.
‘We need to get her to a doctor.’ I said hoarsely, kneeling beside her. She shook her head weakly.
‘How are we going to explain this to the police then? Edit asked worriedly, pressing a handkerchief to Sofia’s wound. Nodding in agreement, I looked around hurriedly.
‘I’ll get the car.’ Gerald said, running. I sunk onto the sand; my body in agony, blood was still running down my back. He wasn’t gone too long, running back towards us. Lifting Sofia into his arms, we hurried as fast as we could, without causing her to lose more blood than she already had. Putting her in the back seat I slid in beside her, trying to keep as stable as possible. During the drive back to the hotel she kept mumbling the name Natasha just before she lost consciousness, going limp in my arms.
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Chapter Four
 
 Wishful Thinking
 
 Getting back into the hotel with a bleeding unconscious woman; was a lot easier than I thought. Wearing one of Gerald’s jackets to hide my bleeding back, we stepped into the private elevator which took us to our floor in record time. Because we reserved the entire top floor of the hotel, we were the only ones who used that elevator. We decided it would be easier to put her in my suit, and Gerald laid her gently down on the bed, and checking her pulse, we debated what to do with her. Picking up her bag from the floor, I rummaged through it until I found her address book. Scanning through the names I found the name Natasha and a telephone number. Dialling the number a woman picked up on the other side.
‘Hello, my name is Kane. Sofia gave me your name in the event of an emergency’…‘ she interrupted before I could continue.
‘How bad is it?’ she asked.
‘She was shot.’ I informed her, gripping the phone tightly. I was beginning to feel woozy from blood loss. Can vampires feel woozy, I wondered.
‘Give me your address, I will be there shortly.’ she answered briskly.
After giving her the address and disconnecting the call, I removed my jacket slowly. Peering over my shoulder, I saw the holes made by the bullets were still bleeding, not as profusely as before though, sluggishly, but continually. Edit gasped loudly, running towards me.
‘Shouldn’t it have stopped bleeding by now? She asked worriedly, gently probing the holes with her finger.
‘I think the bullets are still in there; I don’t think the wounds can close.’ I said irritably. Now that the adrenaline of the danger had passed, I was pissed off. There was a knock on the door, Gerald opened the door and a woman entered carrying a small back slung over her shoulder.
‘Where is she?’ She asked, by way of greeting, shaking our hands as she looked around.
My senses were much improved now, that I could detect another vampire without being told, or even seeing them. I thought I‘d grown used to vampires looks by now, but she took my breath away. There was a certain energy surrounding her that was very enticing, alluring. She was gorgeous. Long dark hair, the colour of falling leaves, taller than me by a few inches. Her skin was a lovely bronze shade, with striking blue eyes and a perfectly shaped mouth. She smiled at me warmly, her eyes travelling over me languidly.
‘I’m Natasha.’ she said unnecessarily, as we strode into the adjoining bedroom. Sofia was still unconscious. Natasha set her bag on the floor, and then leaned over Sofia, running her fingers gently over Sofia’s shoulder. Lifting her shoulder gently she searched for an exit wound, not finding one, she settled Sofia back against the pillows.
‘Do any of you have any medical or emergency training?’ she asked, getting up and removing her jacket.
‘I do.’ Edith replied, rolling up her sleeves. Natasha nodded, looking around the room, pulled the bedside cabinet towards her. Placing the lamp on the floor, she removed surgical items from her bag, placing them on the cabinet. Taking out a pair of scissors, she cut Sofia’s bloody blouse from hem to collar, then slicing the sleeves away. Next she snipped the straps of Sofia’s bra and moved it aside.
‘After I give her something for the pain, we’ll begin.’ Natasha said to Edith. I felt a little uncomfortable about this, and I think it showed on my face.
‘I am qualified, if that’s what you’re wondering.’ she mumbled, amused. Her attention directed on Edith who was carefully cleaning the blood away around the wound. Nodding stiffly, I turned to leave, tugging my blouse away from my back, where it clung to my skin by dried blood. ‘How are you doing?’ she asked frowning.
‘I’m fine.’ I lied, inhaling quietly, trying hard not to pass out. I stumbled into the bathroom and splashed cold water on my face. I did not relish the idea of that woman coming near me with those wicked looking implements. And really the pain wasn’t that bad anymore so maybe they were healing and it wouldn’t be necessary.
‘How long will this take?’ I asked. Natasha was probing into the wound in Sofia’s shoulder, and my belly rolled.
‘It doesn’t seem like there is too much tissue damage, I’d say an hour or so.’ she replied, nodding at Edith who was wiping the blood away.
‘Oh okay that’s good.’ I said faintly. I went into the other room, desperately trying to ignore what was going on in the next room. 


** //**


I marched across the floor, muttering to myself anxiously. There had to be a way I could get out of here without being noticed? Okay so I’m not a big fan of sharp things, most especially if they are aimed at me. I went out onto the balcony and looked down, twenty-one floors is not that high, and even if I broke every bone on the way down, it wouldn’t be nearly as painful, but at least I would heal unaided. Gerald watched me warily. I know I’m supposed to be this hard to kill, brave, strong vampire with cool powers, not frightened of anything right? Wrong. Sighing softly, I wandered back inside, fidgeting and growing more anxious as time passed. Rushing to the bar I poured myself a shot of tequila to calm my nerves, then another one for good measure, by the time Natasha came out the other room I was well on my way to being totally wasted.
‘We managed to get everything out, there’s not too much tissue damage, thank God, and she’s resting now.’ Natasha informed us, wiping her face.
‘Would you like a drink?’ I offered sloppily, pleased I didn’t slur.
‘Thanks, that would be great.’ she replied, accepting the glass from me. Sipping her drink she gazed at me, eyes narrowing sharply.
‘Did it work?’ She asked, grasping my shoulders and spinning me around.
‘I think so; I hardly feel anything at all.’ I slurred happily.
‘Of course you’ll bleed more.’ she said, gently lifting the edge of my blouse.
‘Just as long as I don’t feel anything, works for me.’ I shrugged, moving unsteadily away from her. There was a knock on the door, and Gerald rose to open the door.
‘It’s nice to see you again.’ I heard Gerald say. Nina sauntered into the room, an amused smile tugging the corners of her mouth.
‘You’re kidding me right…’ I said staring at Nina in consternation.
‘Your procedure will be a little more complicated, I needed more help.’ Natasha said, walking to Nina and sliding her arms around Nina’s shoulders. I so did not like that.
‘Can’t anything ever be simple?’ I garbled, dropping sulkily onto the couch, folding my arms across my chest. 


** //**


‘Nice to see you too, Kane.’ Nina’s voice had dropped even lower, my belly flipped pleasantly. Her eyes glinted in amusement, a deep inner light blazing from them. I tried swallowing but my throat was too dry, so I cleared my throat roughly. The thoughts that plagued my mind since I saw her came flooding back. I felt my face flush with embarrassment, and hoped they’d assume it was from all the alcohol I consumed. Whether it was from the copious amounts of alcohol, or my blood loss, I couldn’t say, but she appeared even more appealing to me than before. Why did it have to be her? Why couldn’t I make things easier for myself and be attracted to another woman or even a man instead? Although to be honest, I never felt this level of attraction for any of my previous dates boyfriends before, not at all. We simply got to know each other and it grew from there. But this was so, so confusing. I wanted to fling myself into her arms, and hold on tight. I wanted to kiss her, and touch her and make sure it was her and not just another dream.? Why didn’t any of my previous boyfriends? Maybe boyfriend is a bit of an exaggeration, as I never had sex with them, but we were dating.
Nina then hugged Edit hello and smiled at Mia. God she irritated me. Not even five minutes in her company and I’m already behaving like a lunatic.
‘Best we get started then.’ Natasha suggested, glancing between Nina and I questioningly.
Shrugging carelessly I stood up and went into my bedroom. ’Remove your blouse and lay on the bed on your stomach.’ she instructed, following behind me.
I struggled awkwardly with the blouse, Natasha took the blouse by the collar, tugging it firmly down my shoulders and sliding it down my arms. Kneeling on the bed I leaned forward on my hands, then lowering myself onto the bed. Rolling over onto my stomach, I stretched my arms straight before me, and dropping my hands over the edge of the mattress. Nina followed quietly, shutting the door behind her. Natasha sat down beside me and leaned over to unhooked my bra. Pushing up on my elbows, I grasped the straps sliding them down my arms and tossing it over the side of the bed onto the floor. I closed my eyes, breathing deeply. Anticipation crawled through me, tensing my shoulders and knotting my stomach.
‘Just breathe, and relax.’ Natasha said, palpating the muscles of my back with her fingers.
‘It doesn’t hurt that much anymore. ‘I smiled, snuggling deeper into the pillow. I felt a sharp prick, and then thank goodness, nothing more. I woke up during the night or day I’m not so sure which, the room was dark, and some-one was holding me. I snuggled closer, experiencing no pain or discomfort, feeling safe and warm. Later on, I felt cool fingers stroking my wrist then inserting a needle into my arm, feeling the familiar burn as the blood flowed into my arm. I awoke slowly, aware of two things one, the bed was empty, and two, Nina’s seductive familiar scent enveloping me. Nina’s scent was of dark, mysterious things, like fire or flames. I inhaled slowly, deeply, almost tasting it. With shock, I realised I liked having her scent on my sheets. I snuggled closer to my pillow, inhaling deeply.
I frowned unhappily. Why is it that every time something happened she was there, swooping in to rescue me? It was embarrassing and humiliating, as if I was some helpless damsel in distress waiting to be rescued? And why does she smell so nice too? It was a matter of pride. It was truly annoying. Not that I begrudged the help mind you, I’m not that stubborn, it was just the principal of the matter.
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Chapter Five
 
 Breathless
 
 Sitting up gingerly, I moved my shoulder experimentally. I felt no pain, only a slight stiffness. Swinging my legs over the edge of the bed, I tossed the sheet aside, seeing I was wearing only my underwear. I stood up, my head swarm dizzily, and I sat down again, breathing deeply. After a minute or two my head cleared. Walking into the bathroom I inspected myself in the mirror. I looked quiet pale and my eyes were overly bright. Stepping into the shower, I hissed in surprise as the water contacted with the cuts on my back. As the water soothed the aches and stiffness from my body, I began to feel better. Turning the water off and towelling hurriedly, I dressed in my favourite washed out button-fly Levis and old white t-shirt. Walking back into the suit, I found Gerald and Edith, sitting on the end of the couch along with Mia and at the table sat Natasha and Nina, talking quietly.
‘Good you’re awake.’ Natasha said, rising, walking towards me. Edith leapt to her feet, and came towards me, a relieved expression on her face.
‘How long was I out?’ I asked, surprised how raspy my voice was.
‘Three days.’ Nina replied, watching me intently.
‘That’s not so long, why is everyone so worried?’
‘Your body was trying to heal around the bullets, so we had to cut them out, you lost too much blood during the procedure.’ Natasha said, glancing at Nina silently. Nina didn’t look at her or I and that made me a little suspicious. Something was going on here, I wondered what.
‘But the bagged blood helped right?’ I said, moving into Edith’s arms, who held me carefully.
‘Yes and no? Natasha answered carefully, glancing at Nina uncertainly.
Nina glanced at Kane, noticing that she was still very pale, and her eyes large in her face; but her stubbornness was still there, she quirked her mouth in humour.
‘What now?’ I asked tiredly.
‘Your body rejected the bagged blood; so we had to get you a donor.’ Mia said quietly, not meeting my eyes.
‘Thank you Mia.’ I said softly, although I didn’t like the idea of using Mia this way.
‘It wasn’t me.’ she said, indicating with her head to Nina.
‘Of course, why am I not surprised? I said sarcastically. Honestly, this was getting so tiresome. Nina’s expression was unreadable. Her eyes were flat, hard.
‘What do you have to be upset about; I didn’t ask you to volunteer? I continued crossly, looking at Gerald and Edith who were looking very uncomfortable.
’Will some-one please tell me what is going on?’ I cried in frustration.
‘Well, it’s like this.’ Natasha tried to explain. I raised my eyebrow, waiting. ‘This would be the second time you’ve fed from Nina, is that right?’ she asked cautiously. Sitting down at the table and taking Nina’s hand in her own. Were they a couple or what? I so didn’t like that idea. Somehow the idea of Nina being with another woman didn’t sit well with me at all.
‘Yes. So what? I mumbled, turning away from them and flopping on the couch, then jerking forward when my back made harsh contact with the back of the couch.
‘Don’t you know what it means? Mia asked, sliding closer to me.
‘No.’ I replied, looking at her questioningly.
‘Its fine, it’s not important.’ Nina answered, her thumb rubbing the back of Natasha’s hand.
Natasha shook her head in disagreement, but Nina silenced her with a furious glance. Nina smoothed a strand of Natasha’s hair behind her ear, speaking softly. Their intimacy was making me nauseous. Nina watched Kane furtively, keeping her breathing as even as possible. Seeing Kane look so weak and vulnerable, stirred an even more protective urge inside her. The girl was trouble, even more so now.
‘How’s Sofia doing? I asked, glancing at Gerald.
‘She’s fine, we took her home yesterday.’ Gerald answered, coming to stand behind me.
‘Do we still have the book?’ I wondered. Mia rose and brought the book and we paged through it. I tried to ignore the tension still filling the room.
‘Ok what?’ I snarled, leaping up to answer a knock at the door. Isabelle stormed it hugging me fiercely. At least some-one was happy to see me, I thought moodily.
‘Are you ok?’ she asked, pulling away and staring at me in concern.
‘I’m ok.’ I replied closing the door. The tension in the room escalated a little. Nina was shaking her head, and Gerald was running his hand over his face worriedly.
‘Does she know? Isabelle asked, glancing at them.
‘Know what? I asked, feeling a nervous warmth settle in my belly.
‘The blood pledge; between you and Nina.’ Isabelle said, glancing questioningly at the others.
‘Excuse me.’ I said, staring at her in shock. This was a mistake. Feeling like I was standing on the edge of a deep chasm, waiting to swallow me whole.
‘Didn’t they tell you’ she asked incredulously.
I shook my head. ‘I don’t understand.’ I felt light headed, dizzy.
‘Three exchanges happened, right?’ Isabelle said, going to the bar and poring herself a drink.
I shook my head. ‘Not really, no.’ I replied. ‘There was no exchange’. I looked at Nina for confirmation. She shrugged slightly. Isabelle shook her head, sipping her drink.
‘The why did your body reject the bagged blood?’ Isabelle asked.
‘I don’t know, maybe because I lost so much blood, that that was all it wanted to heal.’ I said, hopefully. Nina continued to gaze at me intently, quietly.
‘Only one way to find out…you must feed’ Natasha suggested, not glancing at Nina.
‘Not right now, I don’t. ’I twitted happily. The way Nina was looking at me was making me nervous and tingly in all the wrong places. It felt like all the air had been sucked out of the room.
‘Of course you can…just as a test, what if…when you have to and you can’t, what then? Isabelle said reasonably.
Shaking my head, I refused to be bullied. ‘No…not going to happen.’ I said stubbornly.
‘Don’t be selfish, it’s not just you, what about Nina? Mia piped in.
I turned surprised to her. ‘What about her? I asked nastily. My belly flipped at the sound of my cruel words.
‘She needs to feed but she can’t? Mia said softly, imploring me to understand.
‘Has she tried? I insisted, still unable to accept the situation.
‘We wouldn’t be having this conversation if I didn’t.’ Nina snapped flatly.
All these sudden changes were too much for me. I raked my hands through my hair furiously. ‘You knew what would happen.’ I accused her. One second she was sitting and the next she was glaring down at me.
‘You knew!’ I screamed at her.
Grabbing me by the throat she leaned toward me, until my eyes were level with hers. Her scent swirled around me tantalizingly, I struggled to breathe. When she spoke her voice was very low, gravelly.
‘You are even more self-absorbed than I thought, do you really think I want to be bound to you?’ she gritted. Nina felt rage press against her skull. Her temper frayed. She was losing her control fast. Her eyes were blazing with fury, the hand on my throat tightening. Gosh her eyes were really pretty when she was angry, now where did that come from? I don’t think me grabbing her and kissing her would be a good thing right now? What the hell am I thinking?
‘Then we are in agreement.’ I snarled. She pulled away from me, and rubbing my throat.
‘Okay…then.’ Isabelle mumbled, grabbing my arm and dragging me towards the bedroom, slamming the door.
‘What now?’ I asked, sinking onto the bed.
‘You feed of course.’ Isabelle said, sitting beside me on the bed.
‘I don’t want to.’ I said, laying back on the bed. Isabelle lay down beside me, propping her head on her elbow.
‘Why are you being like this? She asked.
I rubbed my face roughly with my hands. ‘Wouldn’t you be?’ I said, the skin around my throat was still tingling.
‘Nope, feeding her wouldn’t be a hardship.’ she grinned, smiling suggestively.
‘Well you can’t.’ I snapped, inordinately and inexplicably furious at the idea.
‘Well now, finally the truth.’ Isabelle said, smiling smugly.
Turning my head towards her I said. ‘Don’t go there?’
‘Deny it all you want’. Isabelle said, watching my reaction closely. Rising up onto my side, I traced patterns with my fingers in the comforter.
‘I know you remember? This is not you.’ Isabelle frowned, looking down at me.
Huffing softly, I flopped onto my back and flung an arm over my face. ‘I don’t know what you mean?
‘You think I don’t know what’s going on with you? You’re a different person when she’s around. More on edge, more moody, a bit domineering, and aggressive, it’s as if you can’t control your emotions around her.’
‘It’s just because, she pisses me off.’ I admitted, gritting my teeth in annoyance. Isabelle was getting too close to the truth.
‘See what I mean.’ Isabelle remarked, and then quietly said. ‘Are you scared you might be aroused when you feed from her?’
‘No, I don’t get aroused when I feed.’ I answered slowly.
Isabelle raised surprised eyes to me. ‘Really….?’ ‘Not even a little?’ she asked fascinated.
I shook my head. ‘Nope, not even a little.’ I lied evenly.
‘Never?’ she persisted.
‘Ok once.’ I grudgingly admitted, fidgeting with the comforter.
‘Oh, when? She prodded.
‘That time in the cave.’ I said, feeling exceedingly uncomfortable. Of course she knew about the cave, but not everything.
‘Ah.’ she muttered, pursing her lips.
‘Yes.’ I blew out my breath I was holding. Now she knew, and I cleared my throat.
‘And this is a problem because?’ she asked, her eyes glinting with humour.
‘Isn’t it obvious? I huffed impatiently.
‘Is it because it’s a woman or because it’s a particular woman?’ Isabelle asked suspiciously.
‘Both.’ I responded rolling onto my belly.
‘Good that’s good, I’m so pleased, you’re being honest with yourself.’ Isabelle grinned relieved, then grabbing me and hugging me fiercely.
Pushing her away, so I could breathe I huffed in irritation. ‘Isabelle!
‘Ok fine, so that means you wouldn’t have a problem feeding from me then? Isabelle said enthusiastically.
I pulled my face in disgust.’ Eeewwe, no…That would be too weird.’ I grimaced.
‘Right…Natasha then, she’s so hot.’ Isabelle cooed. Before I could respond Isabelle leapt up and opened the door.
‘Natasha, could we speak to you for a minute please? Isabelle called from the doorway. Frowning Natasha got up and came into the room.
‘Wait, I didn’t say I would.’ I maintained quickly.
Isabelle grinned confidently. ‘You didn’t say you wouldn’t either…so what’s it to be, times a-wasting.’ she chirped. I swear she was having too much fun.
‘Fine, but you have to leave.’ I said hastily, feeling self-conscious.
‘Great.’ Isabella grinned, opening the door and leaving us. 


** //**


Swallowing nervously, I moved to the edge of the bed. Natasha sat beside, smiling warmly. Lifting her hand, she trailed a finger down my cheek. I felt instantly calmer. Moving her hair off her neck, she inched closer to me. Raising both my hands I cupped her face and tilted her head to the side. I sniffed her neck first, inhaling her slightly musky scent. My incisors slid forward, years of practice had taught me to be gentle. My teeth sunk through her flesh easily, but I was jerked back, by crippling agony that exploded in my brain, and my stomach roiled so violently I thought I’d faint. I dropped onto the bed clutching head, groaning in agony. After a few minutes the pain subsided, and I was able to breathe easily again. Natasha was gently rubbing my belly, while I relaxed some more. Isabelle came charging into the room, her eyes wild with fright.
‘That bad huh?’ she said, unnecessarily. I rolled onto my side, hugging my knees to my chest.
‘Do you believe us now? Isabelle asked faintly, sitting beside me on the bed, leaning over and rubbing my back.
‘Nina is in a lot of pain, she needs to feed.’ Natasha muttered.
Getting off the bed, I went into the other room. Stopping in front of Nina I offered her my hand. Reaching out, she slipped her hand into mine and I led her into the bedroom.
We entered the now empty bedroom and settled on the bed. ‘Will it have to be like this every time?’ I asked breathlessly, still trying to appear in control.
Smiling softly, she cupped my face in her hands, then her fingers of one hand moved to the back of my neck, and pulled me closer. The touch of her fingers on my face was so gentle, so tender. The first time she fed from me was excruciating. This time though, she took her time. She ran her fingers lightly through my hair. Tiny, hot little sparks danced across my skin. Next, she trailed her fingers down my neck, scratching lightly with her nails. My breath caught in my lungs. Then she ran her tongue from my ear down to my neck and across my shoulder. She nipped my skin lightly, sucking lightly. My toes curled. Just as I was relaxing she sunk her teeth sharply into my skin. I stiffened from the harsh bite, but then I felt heat travel from the wound in my neck, down my legs, hardening my nipples, then spreading through my body. Her breasts were pressed tightly against my side, and she shifted closer, sucking harder at my neck. My fingers, toes and scalp tingled from the suction of her mouth. The bottom dropped out of my stomach, sending a delightful ache to bloom between my legs, I crossed and uncrossed my legs feverishly. I shifted impatiently, grabbing her wrist harder, aching to get closer. Then suddenly, she stopped feeding, licking the side of my neck, sealing the wounds.
When I opened my eyes I was surprised to see her leaning over me with her knee between mine. Just when she lowered me to the bed, I couldn’t remember. Her eyes were glowing shards of gold, brilliant and so seductive; I wanted to drown myself in them. Her scent clouded my brain, making thinking really, really difficult. She smiled that secretive, part smirk part grin of hers, and my belly flipped over, again. Raising my hand, I ran my thumb over her lips, feeling the slight bulge over her canines, where she opened her mouth and bit the tip of my thumb. My body jerked at the sudden pain, pushing her knee deeper between my legs, making me achingly aware of my unsafe position.
‘Would you like it to be?’ she asked huskily, nuzzling my neck. Feelings of tenderness swirled through Nina. Discordant feelings raced through her. The look in Kane’s eyes made her grateful she was sitting. Kane’s eyes were soft with wonder and her cheeks were flushed.
I racked my brain, thinking, and thinking. What was the question again? Oh yes.
‘If it’s not too much trouble?’ I sighed breathlessly, running my hands up her back, drawing her closer. I loved the feel of her skin beneath my fingers. Her skin was so warm, so silky and smooth. Which was a surprise? Isn’t vampire’s skin supposed to be cold?
‘Oh I believe I could.’ Nina whispered, grazing my jaw with her teeth. Nina was amazed at how careful she was with Kane. With previous lovers, which were all vampires; she never had to temper her strength, but she found with Kane that came automatically. She was afraid to press to hard, to grip too tight.
I tentatively touched her lips with my finger. They were softer than I imagined, I realised, and I wanted them against mine. The idea of having another woman’s lips against mine didn’t shock me. If anything, I found the notion thrilling, and mostly frightening. My hands slid under her top, sliding my hands up her back over her heated skin. A new desire unfurled in my stomach. What masqueraded as desire to me was not this. I never felt desire this suddenly or this intensely before. It was strange and exhilarating. What masqueraded as passion before was not this. I wanted to taste her. I didn’t need or wanted to feed. I had to taste her. I needed to feel her. My teeth slid forward and as natural as sunshine, I buried them in her neck. Her blood flowed over my tongue like warm wine and gushed down my throat. Nina moved her leg between mine, pressing harder against my groin, moving faster and faster. My breath exploded from my lungs, while I ground myself helpless against her leg. I felt my orgasm building fast and hard, my lungs aching with each breathe. It struck with the force of a derailed freight train. I stiffened as my orgasm tore through me, blinding me in its intensity. Nina’s body shook violently above me, as she rode my leg desperately, her whole body stiffened above me, and a low moan escaped her lips, her orgasm leaving her shaking.
My ears popped and I became aware of two things. One, Nina’s weight on me, she was heavy, and two; she wasn’t breathing. Removing my hands from beneath her top I tunnelled my fingers in her hair, moving it away from her face. Her eyes were closed tightly, her lips grazing softly against my neck. Reaching up I whispered softly into her ear.
‘Breathe, please breathe…Breathe.’ I urged, stroking her hair gently. Suddenly, she exhaled sharply, her breath tickling my neck. Her eyes were still closed; I leaned down and gently brushed my lips against hers. God her lips were so soft, I could kiss them forever. I deliberately didn’t close the wounds on her neck, knowing that leaving them like that, would take them longer to heal; and also I wanted to see my mark on her, desperately so. I placed my hand on her chest, feeling the last tremors subside, and she opened her eyes. She gazed silently, intently at me, her amber eyes glowing softly. A small smiled curled the corner of her mouth, her hand rested lightly on my hip, then travelling up to my neck and stroking the skin of my throat. Without speaking, we sat up, each caught in their own thoughts. I should’ve been embarrassed about what just happened, but I wasn’t. I was pleased. I stole a glance at Nina. Her cheeks were flushed, and her lips were swollen, the bruise on her neck vicious and ugly. I gloried in it; I run my tongue over my incisors, still feeling her skin around them. I’m not usually a domineering or possessive person, but where Nina was concerned; it seemed she brought out the Neanderthal in me. I stood and went into the bathroom, splashing water onto my face, when I came out of the bathroom she was laying back on the bed, her arm flung over her eyes. I walked quietly from the room.     
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Chapter Six
 
 Bright Lights
 
 Nina watched Kane close the door, exhaling sharply. She was surprised when Kane decided to accept the situation. Nina wasn’t so sure though. Frowning, she raked her hands through her hair, running her hands over her throat, lightly fingering the wounds in her neck. They still ached, but were gradually becoming a dull throb, a reminder of what had happened between them. She had vowed years ago, that she would never see Kane again. After leaving that night, she had tracked down those that had escaped and quiet satisfactorily executed them. Kane and her family needed protection, that’s what she told herself, how she lied to herself. She realized she felt more for Kane than she was willing to admit, and was therefore glad for the opportunity to get away from her.
Nina smiled warmly, remembering the nights while Kane recovered, sleeping nestled in Nina’s arms. Nina looked down at the bed, memories of seeing Kane there so weak and in pain, swirling through her mind. Nina found herself surprised at her actions. She crawled into the bed and gently pulled Kane into her arms. She only wanted to comfort her. When Kane felt her arms around her she burrowed into Nina’s arms like a kitten seeking warmth. Holding her during those nights, had a strange effect on Nina, she realised that she wanted to do nothing more than just hold Kane and keep her safe.
After leaving Kane that night, she chased the old woman from country to country, not settling in one place for too long, until now. Now, here in Paris, she found her again. She tried to be casual, cool, unaffected. Yet Kane always managed to get to her, to bring out the worst in her. When Natasha called and asked for her help, she all but jumped at the opportunity. Natasha was more her type. Calm, easy to be with, great in bed, good conversationalist, yet she wasn’t Kane. Natasha didn’t thrill her the way Kane did. Her heart didn’t trip erratically for Natasha as it seemed to do with Kane. She had the ability to make Nina laugh at herself, Kane made her soft. She had the irritating ability to make Nina want to commit murder one moment; and then want to kiss her senseless the next. Kane; who made her feel fearless one second and then a veritable coward the next. Natasha also didn’t have Kane’s ability to hurt Nina either.
Nina stood and paced between the bed and window. She needed to calm down, she had to be calm. There were very real dangers stalking Kane. Dangers Nina feared she might not be able to protect Kane from. She felt trapped, caged. Like the bond between them was beginning to smother her. Her heart raced wildly. She had lived so long without even the slightest hint of wanting to form a pledge, and now she finds herself pledged in the most unlikely of ways. She didn’t know if she wanted to laugh or cry. It was all so ridiculous. She lived her life on her terms with no excuses. Now her very survival depended on some-one else. While Kane’s feeding was infrequent, hers wasn’t. She needed to feed once or sometimes twice a week, which meant she’d have to feed from Kane more often, weakening her, leaving Kane to feed more often as well. Kane could manage with bagged blood again, now that the bond was complete; for Nina however that option was impossible. Their bond was even more complicated than was usual. Growling in frustration, she paced furiously. Sighing deeply, decided she needed to get away from here for a while, step back and reassess the situation. Leaving the bedroom, she glanced over at Gerald questioningly.
‘She’s gone out.’ Gerald said quietly, staring out the window. Nina went and stood beside him.
‘How do you feel about all this?’ He asked, turning towards her. Nina smiled; her relationship with Gerald was a special one, one she’d missed.
‘Honestly? Pissed off.’ she admitted, frowning.
Chuckling Gerald said. ‘At least you both agree on that.’
‘I never planned this, you believe me right?’ she asked, peering at Gerald.
‘Of course I believe you, that’s not the question. What you do about it, is? He said truthfully.
Sighing Nina said. ‘I don’t know.’ Moving closer to the winder, she rested her forehead against the cool window pane, gazing down at the darkened city below, and its neon lights twinkling like beacons.
Natasha joined them at the window, sliding her hand up Nina’s back. ‘You need to rest, after that we can decide what to do about everything.’ she suggested. Gerald nodded in agreement.
‘You’re right, we need to find out who fired those shots, there’s some people I need to talk to.’ Nina replied. Facing Gerald she said. ‘I’ll let you know what I find.’ Striding purposely towards the door, her mind consumed by finding the culprits and punishing them. Her teeth ached with the need for vindication, for vengeance.
Edith’s voice stopped her before she reached the door. ‘You know she will accept this eventually don’t you?’ she asked gently, meeting Nina’s eyes directly.
‘She doesn’t have a choice, neither do I.’ Nina said plainly, her voice devoid of emotion. Edith smiled softly at her. Nina shifted restlessly, uncomfortable beneath Edith’s stare.
‘That may be so, but you don’t hate it either.’ Edith said perceptively, too perceptively.
‘Maybe.’ was all Nina could say. She desperately needed to leave, now. Before Edith could say anymore, Nina opened the door and left. 


** //**


The drive over to Natasha’s house was quiet. Natasha cast worried glances at Nina, who was staring resolutely out the window. Striding into the house, she tossed her keys into the bowl sitting on a table near the door, and then settled on the couch, folding her legs beneath her. Patting the seat beside her, inviting Nina to join her, who strolled to the bar pouring herself a drink.
‘Talk to me.’ Natasha said quietly, fingering the creases in the cushions.
‘I don’t have anything to say.’ Nina mumbled grimacing as the whiskey scorched a trail down her throat, settling warmly in her tummy.
‘Why not, it’s not that bad? I wouldn’t mind being bonded with her.’ Natasha admitted, grinning, glancing at Nina. Nina’s jaw tightened and her nostrils flared, her voice lost all its warmth when she replied.
She stroked Natasha’s cheek softly. ‘You touch her, you die.’ Nina warned, softly, too softly. Natasha grinned wickedly. Nina slouched lower on the couch, staring morosely into the empty glass in her hand.
‘Obviously.’ Natasha responded dryly.
‘Very funny.’ Nina retorted wearily. Her head throbbed and her body ached, she needed to sleep if she was going to be any good to anyone.
‘What is it, tell me? Natasha coaxed.
‘It’s stupid.’ Nina said embarrassed.
‘Not if it’s got you this tied in knots.’ Natasha reasoned, tilting her head.
‘We don’t belong together.’ Nina finally admitted. Natasha let out her breath.
Shifting closer to Nina she slipped her arms gently around her shoulders. ‘What makes you so sure?’
‘She belongs to the light and I belong in the dark.’ Nina confessed painfully, her eyes locking with Natasha’s.
Natasha slid closer to Nina, her voice gentle. ’Why do you say that?’ she asked, seeing the pain in Nina’s eyes.
‘Have you looked at her? She’s all light and warmth, so alive; all I am is death and darkness.’ Nina responded morosely. Natasha rolled her eyes.
‘Don’t you think you’re being unfair to her, I’ve seen how she is with you, and there is something there? I felt it, hell everyone there felt it. It’s there every time the two of you are together, there’s an energy that flows between you that excludes everyone; it’s a tangible, living breathing thing. I’m surprised you haven’t noticed it before.’ Natasha observed.
Grimacing Nina remarked dryly. ‘No, I was too busy stopping myself from killing her.’
‘Besides that, how do you feel about her?’ Natasha asked pointedly, enjoying herself.
‘Frightened, off balance; charmed-soft.’ Nina mumbled unhappily.
‘There’s your answer then.’ Natasha smiled softly at her friend, part time lover, comrade, and felt a little sad.
Nina laughed cynically. ‘You know what’s the most surprising of all this?’ Nina’s brow furrowed deeply.
Natasha gave her a gentle smile. ’What is?
‘That holding her brings me peace.’ Nina’s voice trailed off. Natasha was struck silent. Nina finally found her peace, whether she realized it or not.
Changing the subject Natasha asked. ‘What are we going to do about the other business?’
‘Talk to Lois.’ Nina responded immediately, grateful for the change of topic. Getting up Nina stretched her stiff muscles, and then strolled up the stairs to their bedroom. ‘Are you coming?’ she asked halfway up.
‘Not yet, I’ll join you later.’ Natasha replied.
Nina nodded and continued up the stairs. She walked into the darkened bedroom towards the bed. She removed her clothes methodically, letting them drop carelessly to the floor. Stepping into the shower, she braced her hands against the wall, turning her back towards the water’s spray, delighting in the water pounding her tired muscles, and dropping her head onto her chest. Shutting the water off, she felt reasonably better. Grabbing a towel and wrapping it around her body, she strolled into the dark room, tugging the towel loose she let it drop to the floor, sinking down on the bed, then stretching on her back. Behind her closed eyelids she once again recalled the sensation of Kane’s body pressed against hers, and a feeling of wonder filled her. Tonight’s events showed her what she thought was over, was merely a momentary pause, and it was as if she stopped breathing until Kane blasted back into her life again.
Natasha followed a little while later, smiling at Nina’s naked sleeping form on top of the covers. Removing her clothes, she removed a comforter from the cupboard then climbing carefully on to the bed. Drawing Nina’s body toward her, she covered them both with the comforter, kissing Nina’s temple gently, wondering idly if this was the last time she could. 


** //**


Isabelle leaned over the railing at the top of the Eiffel Tower, gazing down at Paris laid out beneath her feet. She turned excitedly to Kane, who gazed with cool indifference around her. Thus far everything Isabelle had suggested for the evening didn’t interest Kane. Trying a different tactic she, approached Kane cautiously.
‘So…Should I say Congratulations or Condolences?’ she joked. Kane barely paid attention to her remark. Her lips merely thinned in annoyance. ‘It won’t be that bad, you’ll see. If you don’t want her feeding from you, you can arrange to have your blood stored, that way you won’t have to see her.’ Isabelle tried to console her.
‘The feeding has got nothing to do with it.’ I remarked irritably.
‘Then what…God, talk?’ Isabelle shrieked exasperated.
‘I’m not sure, but that’s not enough, I want more, that’s all.’ I admitted, sighing, draping my arms over the metal railings.
‘Of course you do honey, we all do. It’s never just physical, there has to be some kind of connection. Don’t you know that by now? Isabelle asked earnestly.
‘Now I do, and I don’t like it. It used to be enough before, now I’m not so sure.’ I whispered quietly, confused. Isabelle smiled in the dark. Finally, Kane understood.
‘Well worrying about it now, won’t change things, wait and see.’ Isabelle advised.
‘You’re right, of course.’ I relented, then turning and going towards the lift, to take them back down. Isabelle followed more slowly, a thoughtful expression on her face. Right now, I was so confused; I hardly had energy to concentrate on anything at all.
‘You have a connection with her, don’t you? Isabelle persisted.
‘I wouldn’t call it a connection, not exactly” I was determined to be stubborn about this. ‘And…?’ Isabelle prodded.
‘I’d…I can’t explain it.’ I told her, running my hands through my hair in frustration.
‘Do this…How does Nina make you feel? Isabelle recommended.
‘Truthfully?’…Raw, exposed. Edgy, threatened. Like there is this ball of energy inside me trying to escape? I want to tear my skin from my bones, you know.’ I said lamely. I couldn’t explain it clearly. I acknowledged smiling faintly.
‘Wow…no wonder you’re confused.’ Isabelle joked, and then asked more directly.’ ‘Has she kissed you yet?
Flushing I snapped. ‘That’s none of your business.’ I wanted to keep what happened between Nina and me private. If I close my eyes, I can still feel her lips against mine, her arms holding me so gently. I wanted to preserve its intimacy safely inside me, that even talking about it would taint it somehow.
‘So how did it feel?’ Isabelle persisted looking knowingly up at Kane.
A dreamy sigh escaped my lips. ‘It was amazing; I’ve never felt anything like it before, I didn’t want it to stop.’
‘It’s like that.’ Isabelle commented, a smile curving her lips.
‘Shut up.’ I grumbled impatiently. ‘Can we please go home now, I’m tired.’ I whined. Wondering when my life stopped making sense.
‘This was your idea remember?’ Isabelle reminded me as we continued walking.
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Chapter Seven
 
 Nancy Drew
 
 I slept late into the following morning. I think my body was still recovering from the shock of being shot. Ambling into the lounge, I found my breakfast was laid out beneath the large window, under stainless steel covers to keep warm. Slipping into the chair, I closed my eyes, enjoying the suns warmth on my face, the rays comforting and soothing. I ate my breakfast at a leisurely pace, savouring each morsel, enjoying every sip I took. After breakfast I took a long bath, then retreating back to my room, with the diaries we found. I was determined to learn as much as I could from them. I was surprised when I heard some-one enter the suit later in the day to discover it was well after five, and the sun was beginning to set.
‘You’re up early.’ I remarked when Isabelle entered my room. She landed softly on the bed, a bag of blood in her hand.
‘You seem preoccupied.’ she said, tossing the empty bag into a bin beside the bed.
‘This whole shooting drama has me thinking, what if the shooter or shooters find me here, and what then?’ I said worriedly.
‘Why do you think they did it?’ she asked frowning.
‘I don’t know, but I’m not sitting around waiting for them to try again, I’m going to find them myself.’ I said determinedly.
‘Sounds like a plan, when do we start?’ Isabelle volunteered excitedly.
‘When Mia rises, the more help we have the better for us.’ I replied.
‘What do we do in the meanwhile?’ she said, looking at me expectantly.
‘I thought about your suggestion of bagging my blood, do you know how to do it? I asked her, sliding of the bed.
‘Like a normal transfusion, only in reverse. You know you’re not being fair to Nina right? Isabelle asked frowning.
‘If she feels the way I feel, she won’t be too upset and besides we’ll be too busy for me to worry about her, this way she’s sorted.’ I replied, sliding my sleeve up. Flinching inwardly at my callous remarks. Not realizing that my first priority was making sure Nina was taken care of.
‘Very considerate of you.’ Isabelle said slyly. ‘What about you though?’
‘I had some today, the pain wasn’t that bad.’ I replied grimacing. Ok, so I lied. It hurt so much I nearly passed out. I had to force myself to go through it.
‘For a while anyway…And after that? Isabelle asked.
‘I’ll worry about that later.’ I replied absently.
‘Just what are you going to do when we find these people, what’s your plan?
‘Convince them I’m not what those journals say I am.’ I said, grimacing.
‘Ok, so where do we start?’
‘Find out where Sofia is, she might now.’ I responded.
Later after Mia rose, she told us that Sofia was taken to a place not far from our hotel. When we arrived there we discovered that Natasha was there as well.
‘I didn’t know you made house calls.’ I remarked sitting down beside her in the cosy living room. The room wasn’t very big, the walls were painted an off cream colour, and there was a dark chocolate rug, with tan stripes covering the floor. A small round table, sat beneath a window, with pretty vase decorating it. The couches were of soft suede, also covered in different shades of brown.
‘Unlike you, she doesn’t heal overnight.’ Natasha remarked smiling. Guilt wiped the smile from my face and I nodded solemnly.
‘It’s not your fault you know.’ She said, patting my hand consolingly.
‘Yes it is, if I didn’t go to that town, whoever those fanatics are would never have seen me and she never would’ve been hurt.’ I retorted harshly, looking up when the woman who let us into the house, who I found out was Sofia’s aunt, motioned for me to follow her. Swallowing nervously, I followed her from the room, down a short passage to a room at the end. Sofia was lying on her side, she was extremely pale, but she seemed to be pain free.
‘How are you doing?’ I asked when I entered the room. A shaky half smile covered her lips.
‘Better.’ she replied weakly, struggling to sit up.
Moving quickly to the bed, I took her arm supporting her as she sunk into the pillows. A few quiet awkward moments passed in which I debated asking for her help or not. In the end I did. She gave me the telephone number of a man who might be able to help us. For the next few days, we were sent from one dead-end to another. Most of our time was spent talking to people who really didn’t want to speak to us or really didn’t have any information to give us. It was frustrating and tiring, and left me feeling utterly useless. Due to me making daily blood donations, I did see or hear anything from Nina for which I was relieved, if not a little bit disappointed. The least she could’ve done was making a token resistance to the idea. In addition, I was taking more transfusions too; instead of once a week; I was now feeding, every other day. Since that night a few weeks ago, that we ran into Natasha at Sofia’s house, we have grown closer. She was nice an uncomplicated, warm, friendly, extremely witty and just lovely. I should hate her on principal of course; she wore Nina’s scent like a second skin, but I couldn’t, it just didn’t feel right. 


** //**


One night after a particularly depressing dead end, I was back in my hotel suit, staring morosely out of the window when there was a knock at the door. Padding listlessly to the door, I was pleasantly surprised to find Natasha waiting there, my joy was quickly replaced with irritation when I saw who was with her.
‘I hear you’ve been playing Nancy Drew.’ Nina remarked casually, strolling into the room. Tonight she was wearing a short black skirt—a little too short if you ask me-and a tank top with sexy sandals, showing off her amazing legs. I resisted the urge to glance down at my casual attire, trying not to fidget. Nina appraised Kane slowly, taking in her faded jeans and t-shirt. Her hair was tied in an untidy ponytail, and she looked incredibly sexy.
‘You didn’t really expect me to do nothing did you?’ I replied irritably.
‘I didn’t expect you to be stupid enough to endanger other people’s lives, either.’ Nina snapped, pouring herself a drink from the bar. Natasha glanced at her in concern.
‘Nothing happened…relax.’ I replied flippantly. She set her glass down very carefully, turning towards me. Her eyes flashed pure gold, with tiny flames dancing in them. I swallowed nervously, I haven’t seen that look before and a tingling sensation glided down my spine.
‘Obviously, getting Sofia shot was not enough for you. Perhaps you’d like some-one to die before you take this seriously.’ Nina said harshly. My face flushed at her words. I felt my anger rise like a tsunami, filing my chest with heat and obliterating my good sense, making me advance on her.
‘All I wanted was to give back that damn book. Yes, she was shot and yes it’s my fault, don’t you know think I know that? I will carry that with me for the rest of my life, with you apparently.’ I snarled, fury arching through me warm and thrilling. Gerald and Edith came into the room now, glancing between the two of us questioningly. Isabelle and Mia followed behind them.
‘What you did was dangerous and stupid, this is not a game.’ Nina rasped coldly, her face flushed with fury, her lips pulled back into a tight line, baring the tips of her incisors. She was lethal and deadly in her anger, rushing towards me, her breathing hard and fast. Perversely I wanted to incite her anger more.
Nina saw the fury lighting up Kane’s eyes, turning them flint crystal and bright.
‘Have any of you ever considered me, in any of this? Just once? Did it ever occur to you and your damn family that I wanted this? I was happy the way I was! I seethed with fury. My life was in shambles, I was nothing more than a blood bag to these people, and she had the gall to lecture me.
‘Did you think for one moment I’d welcome any of this, that because of me people are going to die; and that I’m helpless to stop it; then tell me again how you think I take this as a game?’ I glared at her in fury. The corners of Nina’s mouth twitched in amusement, her eyes travelling to Kane’s pouting lips. Standing a few inches apart, they glared at each other, neither one giving in.
‘Ok, now that we’ve hung our dirty laundry all over Paris, maybe we could all just calm down and have drink.’ Isabelle suggested hastily, glancing at Natasha. Natasha nodded stepping forward and taking Nina’s arm.
‘Why not work together?’ Gerald suggested, scratching his head. I snorted and stomped over to the window. Isabelle stood beside me handing me a glass.
‘‘Fine, I’ll make arrangements for us to meet a few of the family members. You can accompany me then. Until then, you wait; no more running around playing detective.’ Nina clipped crisply. Gerald nodded relieved, and they left, leaving me with Isabelle and Nina with Natasha.
‘I’m going too. ‘She chipped excitedly. Nina hung her head tiredly. ‘How are you felling today?’ Isabelle asked suddenly.
‘I’m fine…’ I gritted quietly, hoping Nina didn’t hear us.
‘You’re sure; you don’t look okay to me?’ Isabelle insisted sweetly, spitefully.
‘Stop it.’ I growled, flopping down on the couch. Nina had her hand on Natasha’s leg, sipping her drink. I didn’t think that was entirely appropriate.
‘How are you doing?’ Natasha asked softly.
‘Couldn’t be better, though not as fine as you though.’ I snapped irritably, glaring pointedly at Nina’s hand still on Natasha’s leg.
‘Don’t mind her; she’s just a little snippy these days.’ Isabelle interrupted, rubbing my back.
‘Hmm.’ Natasha replied, a small smile tugging the corners of her mouth. Nina finished her drink then they left, promising to keep us informed about the arrangements she would make.
‘Jealous, much? Isabelle piped dryly.
‘I’m not…it’s just unnecessary to be so touchy-feely all the time, that’s all.’ I denied hotly.
‘How long are you going to go on like this?’ Isabelle demanded, gripping my chin in her hand, turning my face towards her.
‘It’s not that bad, I can handle it.’ I replied, squashing a wave of dizziness.
‘You can’t go on like this…it’s dangerous.’ she insisted. Jerking my chin from her hand, I got up and shrugged.
‘Stop nagging, I’m fine.’ I said impatiently.
Getting up she glanced at me worriedly shaking her head. ‘Whatever…I’ll see you tomorrow.’
During my shower, I had to lean against the wall for support to prevent myself from dropping to my knees. Intense painful muscle spasms ripped up my arms and legs. Vicious cramps knotted my belly for days; nausea and dizziness were my constant companions. Small tremors’ racked my body, and a slight fever left my skin flushed and incredibly sensitive. Breathing deeply; first in through my nose, then out though my mouth; in through my nose, out through my mouth. These exercises helped to relax me enough that the cramps lessened. All I had to do was keep calm, not to panic then I’d be fine, I convinced myself as I crawled into bed.  
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Chapter Eight
 
 Anxiety
 
 Since entering the room Nina watched Kane sleep, her body jerking and spasm as she slept. She removed her jacket and shoes and climbed onto the bed. She reached out and slid her arms around Kane’s sleeping body. She inhaled deeply, absorbing Kane’s scent. Holding Kane like this soothed the churning inside her.
During the night I felt arms around me drawing me closer. Her hand snaked around my waist and settled on my belly.
‘You’re the most stubborn person I’ve ever met.’ Nina whispered in my ear, her warm breath soft against my ear. I felt the full length of her against my back, her hair falling over my face. I loved the strength in her arms as they circled me. I particularly enjoyed, the feel of her nipples digging into my back, the pleasure of her thighs brushing the backs of my legs. Oh why did I think of those things? Suddenly I had sex on the brain all the time. I turned and faced her, her face a shadowy outline in the darkened room. I placed my hand on her throat, trailing my fingers along her jaw.
‘You’re not going to faint again are you?’ I whispered a little hoarsely.
Nina responded gruffly. ‘Vampires don’t faint…I was resting.’
‘Is that what they call it?’ I said, feeling her hands tightening on my waist. I shifted closer, and then pushed her onto her back. Her eyes glinted in the dark, as I leaned closer. The night enveloped us its mystery, cocooning us in warmth. I dipped my head and licked a trial along her throat, my hand sliding down her chest, resting lightly on her stomach. My hands and fingers loved touching her. Her skin, her hair, it was as if I’d never touched anything wonderful again. My incisors slid forward and I sunk them gently into her skin. She inhaled sharply, stiffening and then relaxed. I drew her blood into my mouth revelling as it flowed down my throat. I felt pins and needles in my fingers and toes and goose bumps breakout all over my skin. I felt strength and warmth spreading though my body. I also felt a strange tug deep inside me. Like a cord tightening, drawing me closer and closer, tighter and tighter towards her. She shifted beneath me, her hands trailing up my back.
Ever so gently, I drew back and withdrew my incisors from her skin. I glanced down at her expression. Her eyes were closed and her breathing shallow. When we were like this, she revealed more of herself to me than she was aware of. I loved how strong and confident she appeared. But now she was so soft, so open, almost fragile, and I wanted to hold her safe and protect her. I ran my fingers lightly across her cheek, and she opened her eyes. She cupped the back of my neck; drawing me closer. My lips touched hers briefly, softly, then withdrawing. She placed her hands on my waist and flipped me onto by back. I reached up and ran my fingers over her lips. She dipped her head and kissed me so gently, yet so thoroughly, I felt as if my entire body would fly apart. I never thought a kiss could be that consuming, so devastating. It sapped the strength from my limbs and caused my heart to stutter. Every cell in my body responded to that kiss. Past experience did not prepare me for this kiss. The velvety soft glide of her tongue over my lips and into my mouth paralyzed me. Her tongue took a leisurely tour of every inch of my mouth. There was no tussle for domination or aggressive thrusting and pushing, just tantalizing tasting and giving. The delicacy, heat, passion and tenderness of it wrapped itself around my heart, swirling through me, scorching everything it touched. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted to savour it forever. This is what I’ve been waiting for. This is what I’ve been dreaming of. My head spun dizzily, my lips tingled marvellously and my heart leapt for joy. I swallowed a lump that formed in my throat, squeezing my eyes shut, to prevent the tears from spilling. I shifted uncomfortably beneath her, sliding my hands beneath her shirt.
Nina inhaled sharply, feeling Kane’s cool fingers against her skin. Nina’s head was fuzzy, her tummy trembling where Kane’s fingers touched her. Nina felt exposed as Kane’s soft hands stroked her with gentleness and care, and she clutched them frantically.
She grabbed my hands and stilled them. Rolling onto her side, she drew me tightly against her, her chest pressed snugly against my back. Her knee slid in behind mine, her skin cool against my bare legs. Nina chuckled softly in my ear, as I tried to wriggle out of her arms.
‘Be still, sleep now.’ Nina whispered fiercely against my ear. I wriggled closer to her, tucking my bottom tightly against her belly. Nina hissed tightly, her body reacting instantly to Kane’s movements.
‘What’s wrong?’ I asked, still trying to turn in Nina’s arms.
‘Stop wriggling.’ Nina whispered, her breathing ragged, and her heart racing like a race horse.
‘If I could just…’ I implored feverishly. My God, I was fevered. No man I’ve been with, inspired such desire, such lust for them, inside me. Sure we’d hug and kiss, but that was it. I didn’t want or feel like going any further with them. There was no desire to. Not with her though. It seemed lust was another new thing, I learned tonight. I was burning up; I needed to touch her, just a little, not much. I chanted desperately. This was crazy. I felt like I would splinter apart, if I didn’t touch her. This was a heady, consuming blaze eating its way through my system, bending and forming me into something or someone new. The amazing part of all this is; I’m not afraid. I’m filled with eager anticipation for what would happen later.
I tried turning around in her arms again. ‘No…Sleep now.’ Nina repeated her voice strained, her hot breath trailing down my neck, sending delicious thrills to my toes.
‘I’m sorry for what I said.’ I found myself apologising quietly, snuggling deeper into her arms. The strength of her arms comforted me, soothed me; it was the safest place I knew. My hand tightened around Nina’s fingers where they rested on my belly.
‘I know.’ Nina replied softly, nuzzling my neck, thrills racing down my spine, while I drifted off. 


** //**


She listened as Kane’s breath evened as she slid deeper and deeper into sleep. Placing a gentle kiss on Kane’s temple she eased from the bed, Nina retrieved her shoes and slid quietly from the room. Going to the refrigerator, she opened the door, and noticed one bag of blood. Shutting the door, she searched through draws and cabinets until she found what she was looking for. Taping a huge note onto the door, she grinned, already imagining Kane’s reaction. Striding into their house, she lifted the collar of her jacket, and sniffed deeply. Kane’s scent rose up and flooded her senses. Nina closed her eyes savouring it. That was the one thing that Nina never forgot all those years apart. Kane’s scent. That particular scent of early morning sunshine and something else, she was still not sure what that other element was.
‘How did it go?’ Natasha asked, eyeing Nina speculatively. Nina shrugged out of her jacket, grabbing her hair as it got caught in the collar, then tossing it onto a chair in the corner of the room.
‘Fine. ‘She answered absently, settling next to Natasha on the couch.
‘She’s marked you again.’ Natasha observed an amused smile on her lips.
‘It’s nothing.’ Nina replied, fingering the wounds on her neck, secretly pleased.
‘She does know that she doesn’t have to do that right?’ Natasha asked gently.
‘Possibly.’ Nina responded evasively.
‘You like it.’ Natasha declared, amazed. Nina had the grace to be embarrassed. ‘What happened tonight?’
Nina thought back to the night’s events. She knew she shouldn’t have gone there. But she sensed Kane’s need to feed. Felt it like a burning inside her, their invisible bond tightening around her. But also knew Kane would be too proud to ask. Since entering the room Nina watched Kane sleep, her body jerking and spasm as she slept, all her doubts vanished. She removed her jacket and shoes and climbed onto the bed. She reached out and slid her arms around Kane’s sleeping body. She inhaled deeply, absorbing Kane’s scent. Kane’s light burned away all the dark corners of her heart. She smiled ruefully, hardly believing she gave in to the urge to kiss Kane. It seemed like the most natural thing in the world, and was unlike any kiss she had before. It stilled the wildness inside her, soothed her terrible hunger, filling her.
‘She fed and I came home.’ Nina answered evasively, feeling guilty at the lie.
‘That’s all?’ Natasha prodded, not convinced.
‘Yes.’ Nina confirmed, not wanting to share it with Natasha. She felt if she did, it would debase the experience.
‘She really gets under your skin; I’ve never seen you lose your cool like that.’ Natasha muttered thoughtfully.
‘I don’t understand it myself.’ Nina sighed, feeling something wrench inside from her words.
‘Yes you do. ‘Natasha stated gently. Nina shifted uncomfortably, not ready to have that conversation yet.
‘I think I’ll start making those calls now.’ Nina told Natasha, getting up hastily and avoiding looking at Natasha.
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Chapter Nine
 
 Patience
 
 I woke with a delicious thrumming in my veins. Swinging my legs over the side if the bed, I padded into the lounge and found myself the object of many curious gazes. The sun was beginning to set, which means I slept the entire day away. My stomach growled in complaint.
‘What?” I asked when I set the phone down after ordering for myself a late breakfast.
‘You okay?’ Mia asked, frowning.
‘Yes, why wouldn’t I be? I replied, pouring myself a glass of water.
‘You fed.’ Isabelle announced, a grin spreading across her face.
‘I did.’ I confirmed happily.
‘How?! Isabelle pried.
‘Must I draw you a picture?’ I remarked lightly, a soft smile on my lips, and settling down on the couch folding my legs beneath me.
‘You know what I mean.’ Isabelle replied
‘Let’s just say, I fed and that’s that, okay? I smiled. Mia tossed a note into my lap. The note had one word on it written in big letters. No. That’s all it said. Turning the note over, I looked up, confused.
‘It was taped to the fridge.’ Isabelle informed me gleefully.
“I see.’ I said, my belly flipping over, and then tossed the note into the bin.
‘That’s it, nothing else.’ Gerald muttered relieved.
‘It’s fine with me.’ I shrugged. Isabelle narrowed her eyes, glancing suspiciously at me.
‘Just like that…I don’t think so.’ Isabelle muttered.
‘Yes just like that.’ I responded mysteriously.
Getting up I kissed Edith on the cheek and sauntered back into the bedroom. ‘I’m going to have a bath, please call me when the food comes’.
The instant the door closed I heard mutters and remarks, smiling I opened the taps and let the bath fill, pouring a liberal amount of bath bubbles underneath the running water, inhaling deeply of the vanilla fragrance wafting through the air. Turning the water off, I slipped out of my pyjamas, sinking into soothing water, luxuriating in the silky feel of my skin. Resting my head against the back of the bath, my body slowly started to relax, as the warm water alleviated the stiffness from my muscles. I must have dozed because I the faint click of the door closing woke me up. Tilting my head back I watched Edith come and sit on the edge of the bath. Lifting a sponge from the water she dipped it into the water and gently started scrubbing my back.
‘Scoot forward.’ she said, squeezing the water from the sponge over my shoulder.
‘I thought I’d never see that look on your face, about time too.’’ she mumbled, rubbing the soapy sponge over my shoulder.
‘I don’t know what you mean.’ I said embarrassed, blushing furiously.
‘Honey I’m old, not blind, it’s about time you accepted your feelings for what they are. Just be careful okay?’ Edith mumbled softly.
‘What if I’m mistaken and it’s all just about the blood?’ I muttered, wrapping my arms around my knees.
‘You know it isn’t, don’t belittle what’s between you.’ Edit said gently, running the sponge down my back.
Sighing wistfully I replied. ‘I know.’
‘Then what’s bothering you? Edith asked gently.
Blushing furiously, I fidgeted a little. ‘I’m nervous about what will happen. With sex I mean, what if she laughs at me, what if I’m bad at it and she doesn’t like it, I’ll die.’ I mumbled, resting my head on my knees.
‘That’s because now it matters. It’s more than just physical.’ Edith squeezed more water over my shoulders.
Trailing my fingers through the bubbles, I sighed. ‘I wish…I just wish things wouldn’t go so slowly.’ I grumbled unhappily.
‘Desire is a new thing isn’t it? Edit asked glancing down at me.
‘Yes, and it’s very annoying.’ I pouted.
‘You’re too impatient, this is good for you.’ Edit chuckled, leaning over and kissing my temple. ‘Your food is getting cold.’ she said, leaving the bathroom. I sat in the bath a little longer, my mind filled with doubt, until the water got uncomfortably cold. I stepped from the bath, towelled myself off and slipped into a pair of shorts and white vest. Strolling into the sitting room I noticed that everyone else had left, so I helped myself to the food and settled down on the couch to eat. The sun had long since gone down; there were only a few lamps on, casting the room in a soft glow, which suited my mood perfectly. My mind kept drifting to my new situation. My responsibilities to my family and to the people who worked for me; was one I took seriously and viewed as a privilege not a burden. However, the idea that someone needed me to live, to literally keep them alive, was not sitting very well with me. It frightened me more than I wanted to admit. I tried to calm myself by replaying the events of the previous evening in my mind; imagining Nina’s arms around me, I managed to calm down sufficiently enough to finish my food. 


** //**


Across town Nina was pacing. Her mind filled with the information she received regarding the shooter. Although she told Kane she would keep her informed, Nina was reluctant to actually do it. She would prefer to sort this out herself without involving Kane, but she didn’t have a choice now.
‘What are you going to do?’ Natasha asked, watching Nina’s relentless pacing. Nina’s job was to enforce the family’s laws and edicts, now that role has changed.
‘I don’t know, the law wasn’t really broken, merely bent; he did what he thought was for the family’s safety, so I can’t really kill him on that basis.’ Nina replied.
‘But?’ Natasha probed.
‘He injured an innocent person, and he’s put Kane in danger too, which means she will need protection too.’ Nina muttered tiredly, rubbing the back of her neck.
Natasha walked up to Nina sliding her arms around her waist from behind, resting her cheek on Nina’s back. ’You can’t do both, choose which is more important to you then do it.’ Natasha advised, tightening her arms.
‘He dies.’ Nina grated icily, her shoulders stiff, her choice made by her words. Nina realised suddenly that there was no other option for her. Natasha smiled, rubbing her cheek against Nina’s shoulder.
‘When’s the meeting then? Natasha asked, running her fingers through Nina’s hair.
‘Tomorrow night.’ Nina replied, turning to face Natasha.’ We’ll be meeting at Lois’s house, so get all our gear out, just in case.’ Nina said, running her hands up and down Natasha’s arms. Natasha nodded, rising up on her toes for a kiss. Nina stepped back hastily.
‘I can’t.’ She apologised. Natasha smiled slightly. Nina wasn’t sure it was from pain or disappointment. ‘I’m sorry.’
‘Our relationship is not going away just because you’ve fallen in love’ Nina said tenderly.
‘I’m not in love with her.’ Nina denied weakly.
‘Of course you are…you love her.’ Natasha said smugly. Nina tried to pull away, but Natasha gripped her tightly. ‘I know you don’t want to, but it’s far too late for that.’ Natasha continued.
‘I don’t know how to do this, I thought I was over all that, it’s a little worse now.’ Nina admitted hollowly.
‘Stop worrying so much, you’ll be fine.’ Natasha said confidently, frowning slightly. ‘Don’t you have to feed?’
Shaking her head. ‘Uh uh, I’m fine’.
‘It’s been three days Nina, how could you not need to feed?’ Natasha asked incredulous. Personally she had to feed every day.
‘It’s happened before, with her blood, I don’t have to feed that often anymore.’ Nina declared, not really sure if she was pleased or not about that. She’d always enjoyed hunting, the thrill, but she could just as well do without it too.
‘How often does she feed ? Natasha asked, fascinated.
‘With transfusions; once a week I think and feeding every few weeks, sometimes longer.’ Nina replied.
‘So that bit of the curse is true then…I wondered about that…why transfusions though?’ Natasha commented.
Nina shrugged lightly. ‘She doesn’t like it, says it reminds her too much of drinking from a person with a straw.’
‘Strange girl…‘Natasha remarked, grinning at the scowl on Nina’s face.
‘Have you told her about tomorrow yet?’ Natasha queried.
‘Not yet, I was hoping you would.’ Nina remarked awkwardly, grimacing.
Natasha grinned shaking her head. ‘And this from the brave enforcer, scared silly about talking to a little girl.’ Natasha joked, lifting the phone to her ear.
Nina watched nervously as Natasha spoke on the phone, she was animated and amusing. She giggled at something Kane said, and Nina thought the call was taking far too long for her liking.
‘She’ll be ready.’ Natasha said, putting the phone down.
‘Thank you.’ Nina mumbled embarrassed. Natasha shook her head sadly. Wondering how her brave warrior was turning into an anxious school girl.
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Chapter Ten
 
 Date Night
 
 The next night, I dressed with care. Earlier on I did some shopping. I wasn’t sure what one wears to formally meet vampires so I bought a few outfits. While shopping I realised I wanted to look good for her, I wanted to please her. Usually shopping was a joy, but I found myself remarkably distracted, or more accurately, disturbed by the sales ladies in the stores I went to. I tried unsuccessfully not to be aware of their shape or the scent of their perfume. I found myself thoroughly confused. They were all woman like me, all with the same bits and pieces, therefore I shouldn’t be so preoccupied with them. Truthfully though, I was mentally comparing each one I saw with Nina, and realising none of them or anyone else for that matter could compare. This confused my already fuzzy brain even more; I would have to talk to Isabelle about this. Later I dressed in a bronze leather pants with matching jacket and deep red halter top. My hair I blew out till it flowed it soft waves down my back. My feet were bare.
When I entered the lounge Gerald was fussing with his tie and Edith was applying a light touch of lipstick to her lips. By all accounts and purposes it appeared as if we were preparing for a night out on the town. Isabelle wore a black silk dress which tied at one shoulder, leaving the other shoulder bare. Mia was dressed in a blue pants suit with a white dress shirt; as usual her hair was doing its own thing, standing up in every direction.
‘Wow, that new?’ Isabelle commented, glancing at my outfit, raising her eyebrows at my bare feet.
‘Don’t even think about it.’ I warned, walking towards the door. She huffed loudly, but said nothing.
The evening was cool as we left the hotel and stopped when a Lexus slowed down and stopped before us. Nina slid from the driver seat slamming the door and striding towards us. She looked different tonight. Her hair was pulled back away from her face in a French plait down her back, exposing the length of her bare neck. She was dressed in a black velvet skirt, with knee high boots.
The blouse she wore was black
velvet with velvet laces on the sleeves and was open at the collar. She wore her wristwatch on her right arm, with no other jewellery. Striding closer, she smiled faintly, her eyes trailing over me slowly. My heart rate hitched a bit and breathing was a little problematic. It was suddenly so hot out here.
Nina’s throat was dry, as she approached Kane. Kane looked like a fallen angel beneath the glaring lights above her. Nina had the intense urge to take Kane’s face in her hands and kiss her senseless. Kane was oblivious to the looks she was receiving from the people entering and leaving the hotel. The lights above Kane burnished her hair into living flame; and Nina tried not to make a fool of her-self.
‘Good evening, everyone.’ Nina said, but her eyes were on Kane only.
‘Hey.’ I said lamely, biting my lip. Gerald walked over to Nina, shaking her hand.
‘Thought you might need some help.’ he commented. Nina grinned at him widely, then reached out and grabbed my wrist firmly.
‘Would you like to ride with us? She asked Gerald, her hand circling my wrist was very warm. Before he could answer Isabelle interrupted.
‘I would.’ she said, smiling broadly. Nina nodded and pulled me towards the car. Gerald had to settle for going with the other car that had pulled up behind hers. Sliding into the car, I shifted comfortably and greeted Natasha in the back seat, watching Isabelle slide in next to her. Nina slid her seat belt over her shoulder and started the car, glancing at me questioningly.
‘Seat belt, please.’ she ordered, gazing out of the window.
‘And crush this leather, I don’t think so.’ I replied, smoothing my hand over my jacket. Nina’s head jerked towards me, an incredulous expression on her face.
‘You’re joking right?’ she asked flabbergasted, frowning furiously.
‘No, the belt will make my jacket ugly.’ I said reasonably, surprised that she didn’t understand that.
‘We’re not going anywhere unless that belt is firmly tied.’ she gritted out. Nina thought her head would explode at Kane’s silliness.
‘No.’ I replied, stubbornly.
Nina switched the car off, and slowly, deliberately slid her seat belt from her shoulder, all the while breathing very, very slowly. In the back seat, Natasha and Isabelle were studiously staring out of the car’s window. There was a blur of movement then and Nina was leaning over me.
‘Don’t move.’ she fairly growled at me. Her warm breath tickling my cheek. She crowded my back against the seat; I had to tilt my head back to look at her. I felt her anger rolling off her in waves. Biting the inside of my lip and wondered just how far I could push her and how hard, before she lost control. My breath caught in my throat at the thought. Her scent filled my nostrils and clouded my brain. Reaching behind me she gripped the belt and slid it over me, snapping it with a loud click. Unable to help myself I raised my hand and slipped it into the opening of her shirt along her neck sliding my fingers down her throat. I can’t seem to control myself around her. I had to touch her, feel her, and breathe her in.
‘You’re so bossy.’ I mumbled crossly, my throat dry. She gazed at me closely, her eyes flickering to my lips and back again. The look in her eyes turning my knees to water.
Nina tried to still her galloping heartbeat, as Kane’s fingers stroked the side of her neck.
‘You’re a brat.’ she responded. If she moved an inch, just one inch, her lips would graze Kane’s. Tightening her jaw, she moved back to her own seat, then put on her seatbelt and started the car. It took me a few moments to control my raging heartbeat.
‘So who is this person were going to meet?’ Isabelle asked, breaking the tension in the car. I slid my legs under me, shifting sideways, so I was almost facing Nina when she spoke.
‘His name is Lois, his one of the men I trained a long time ago, and very loyal to me, he should be able to tell us what we need.’ Nina responded, looking out the window, before changing lanes.
‘Will it be safe for us?’ I asked glancing back to Nina. Her face was in profile and I let my eyes wander over her leisurely, from the tight braid of her hair to her legs; secure she was too occupied driving to notice me ogling her. My fingers itched to unwind that unsightly braid. I was distracted by the display of skin on the inside of Nina’s knee each time she moved her leg.
‘You’re with me aren’t you?’ Nina smiled smugly, the corner of her mouth tilting. I sniffed loudly, at her arrogance.
‘You walked into that one didn’t you?’ Natasha mumbled from the back seat, laughing.
Grinning at her over the back of the seat, I stretched my legs out before me. I pretended not to notice how long and slender Nina’s legs were, the muscles moving beneath the skin of her thigh that was revealed each time she moved legs on the cars pedals.
Nina watched Kane from the corner of her eye. That leather outfit she wore should be outlawed, she thought irritably. It hugged Kane’s body obscenely, eliciting all kinds of dangerous thoughts. Nina’s eyes were drawn to the laces at the front of Kane’s pants, wondering idly what it would feel like to untie them. Licking her dry lips, she shifted uncomfortably while delicious sensations spread from her belly to her toes.
‘So what can I expect then? I asked, sitting on my hands, safe from doing anything humiliating; like running my hands over all that golden skin.
‘Stop worrying, nothing will happen to you, I won’t allow it.’ Nina said blandly. I could’ve sworn I heard some-one choke from the back seat. Nina peered into the rear view mirror, her eyebrows raised.
‘But that’s not your job.’ I said confused, glancing at her, facing her.
‘Now it is.’ Nina gritted out tightly.
I rested my elbow on the back of her seat. ‘Protecting me is not your job.’ I tried to understand what she was saying.
Glancing away from the road she stared at me hard, her eyes glinting. ‘Yes it now.’ she said sharply. I huffed annoyed, sinking back into my seat.
‘What Nina is trying to say in her rather convoluted way; is that her priorities have shifted, and working for them is no longer an option.’ Natasha clarified from the back. I glanced sharply at Nina.
‘I won’t allow it.’ I stated bravely, boldly.
Nina raised her eyebrow. ‘Excuse me?’
‘You heard me; just undo what you’ve done.’ I ordered crossly, folding my arms across my chest. Nina wrenched the steering wheel so hard; I was flung against the door, and then braked hard; I flung my arm out to stop myself from smashing into the dash board. Glancing nervously around I noticed she had pulled off to the side of the road. Turning towards me she grabbed me by the lapels of my jacket and dragged me across the seat towards her. God, her temper was tremendous.
‘You weren’t under the impression that you could order me about did you?’ She asked sweetly, my belly flipped over, as her breath brushed against my cheeks.
‘Is this all about the pledge thing? Because cause if it is, I don’t want you to do it.’ I remarked, breathlessly, gripping her wrist. She smiled benignly, almost pleasantly, the tips of her incisors flashing.
‘I don’t believe I asked your permission so; Leave. It. Alone.’ She repeated quietly, my hand wrapped around her wrist.
‘You did a very foolish thing.’ I stammered, the interior of the car felt so intimate, I swallowed nervously, barely able to speak.
Nina sucked in a deep breath, letting it out slowly. ‘It’s done, will you leave it alone now?’ she asked, watching me intently.
I nodded. ’If you get killed, I will never speak to you again.’ I warned her unhappily. She cupped the back of my neck, drawing me closer, her fingers stroking the side of my neck gently.
Her expression softened, and her eyes sparkled warmly. ‘I won’t, now behave your-self.’ she said gently, releasing the lapels of my jacket.
I settled back in my seat grumbling, rubbing my chest where the seat belt had bit into my skin. The house we drove up to was huge, with wide marble steps leading up to wide bay glass doors that were thrown open. I looked around with interest. The colour of the house was beige, constructed of rough stone. A tall thin man came down the stairs to greet us. I glanced apprehensively at him. Nina slid her seat belt from her shoulder turning towards Natasha.
‘Remember what we discussed.’ she said, her manner changed.
This Nina was an animal of a different kind. She was focused, tense, and almost voracious. This Nina, I found utterly frightening and completely seductive. Natasha nodded quietly, and handed Nina two leather pouches, which looked like holsters. Taking them from Natasha, she rolled the sleeves up of her blouse up and strapped one to her one wrist and then the other. Leaning forward, she put her hand beneath her seat and removed two vicious looking blades and slid them into the holsters. Sliding the sleeves down over the holsters then opened the door and stepped out. Walking around the car she came to my side of the car and opened the door. As I stepped from the car, she slammed the door shut, backing me up against the car. She placed her hands on either side of my shoulders, caging me between her arms. She leaned into me slowly, resting her hips flush against mine. I let out an involuntary gasp. Her expression was devoid of any warmth, her eyes flinty and utterly remote. I realized there was more going on here than what she told me.
‘No matter what happens in there, I want you to be quiet, don’t talk, don’t do anything until I tell you to; do you understand? She clipped, glancing at me as if she didn’t see me.
‘I don’t understand.’ I admitted, goose bumps spreading over my skin. Reaching behind her head, I gripped that horrible braid and quickly started to unravel it. Nina grunted and tried to jerk away, but my fingers were already unravelling that unsightly braid. I combed my fingers through her hair from her temple down to her shoulders, spreading her hair out.
‘You don’t have to, just do as you’re told, can you do that? She asked me a little more gently, seriously, flipping her hair back, with the toss of her head.
‘I’ll try.’ I mumbled moodily, pouting slightly. Natasha and Isabelle climbed out from the back and waited for Nina and me.
‘Good, let’s go then.’ She smiled, although it didn’t reach her eyes. I busied myself with adjusting my jacket, she grabbed my hand tightly in hers, squeezing softly. I felt secure and safe with my hand in hers, my previous nervousness forgotten. Striding towards a tall thin man, I tried hard not to be frightened.
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Chapter Eleven
 
 Dread
 
 ‘Lois thank you; for seeing us.’ Nina greeted him formerly. He glanced at me and smiled slightly.
‘Think nothing of it, please come it and join us.’ he invited, turning towards the house. Isabelle sidled up next to me, clutching my elbow. There were a few people congregated just inside the door. I stared up at the high sculptured ceiling, taking in the wide stair case, the balustrade polished to a high gloss. There was a piano in the corner, the cherry wood floor gleaming.
‘Would you ladies like a drink?’ Lois inquired politely. His eyes raked me from head to toe, frowning at my bare feet. I shook my head, Isabelle accepted a whisky.
Nina cleared her head of all thoughts, making her mind a blank slate. ‘I trust you have him?’ Nina spoke so quietly, I had to strain to hear her.
‘Yes, his being brought up now.’ Lois replied gazing at me, frowning. ‘She shouldn’t be here; you know her presence will cause problems.’ Lois muttered unhappily. Nina glanced at him sharply.
‘Her presence here shows you have nothing to be concerned about. Do you doubt my judgement?’ Nina demanded sharply.
‘No, of course not.’ He responded hastily, nervously. ‘Allow me to introduce you to our guests.’ Lois said, leading us towards a group of people. As we neared the group she dropped my hand, when a group of two boys and a girl approached us.
Nina smiled indulgently at them as they crowed around her. ‘Kane, these are my apprentices.’ Nina introduced me to. Nico had thick dark blond hair that hung untidily over his forehead. Emily was almost as tall as Nina, with hair cut so short she could’ve been bald. Marco was slim dark and quite intense, he watched Nina like a predator. I didn’t like him.
‘Surely we’re more than that?’ Marco flirted openly, and they all laughed knowingly, glancing at Nina in a way, which made me think there, was more to it than teacher and apprentice.
‘Please to meet you.’ I smiled coolly, shaking their hands. Then they continued to make remarks each more outlandish than the other, each one vying for her attention.
Nina glanced anxiously at Kane; her expression could definitely be called hostile. Nina was pleased that Kane’s face was so expressive, showing her emotions so clearly.
Isabelle stood next to me, smiling at the group, mumbling so only I could hear her. ‘So many pretty people, I wonder how Nina ever concentrated.’ she giggled at my stormy expression. Natasha strolled up to us, shaking her head.
‘It’s always like this; they can’t get enough of her. It’s that air of danger she carries, and the fact that she’s unaware of it, which makes her very appealing.’ Natasha grinned pleasantly at me. I glanced at them, biting my lip. ‘There’s always fierce completion amongst them, each on thinking they will be the one to get through’ Natasha remarked, glancing at me slyly.
‘And do they?’ I couldn’t resist asking. Just thinking about Nina having affairs with her students was making my blood boil.
‘Yes once.’ Natasha replied, sipping her drink. I waited for her to elaborate, but apparently she wanted me to say it. But I didn’t, I was too dazed.
Natasha raised her brows in response. ‘Mmmm Hmmm…Torrid does not adequately describe it.’
‘Really, what happened to the student’ I said tersely.
‘Oh she’s still with us.’ Natasha said cheerily. I ground my teeth, hoping I didn’t break anything. ‘In fact, she’s here tonight’.
‘She’s here?’ I squeaked, glancing around me. Wondering what sort of woman she was, and just what it was about the woman that Nina found irresistible.
‘Mmmh…she’s over there.’ Natasha indicated a woman a few feet from us. The woman was tall, with dusty blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. She walked up to Nina, kissed her on the cheek while sliding her hand up Nina’s back. Nina stiffened, drawing away slightly. She tried not to let her discomfort at Fiona’s improper behaviour show. Catching a glimpse of Kane’s expression Nina couldn’t decide if she should be pleased or frightened.
‘She’s very forward; she should learn not to touch another person’s possessions.’ I snapped sharply, totally beside myself, striding towards them, fury arching rapidly through me. Isabelle blocked my path, Natasha beside her.
‘Remember what Nina told you.’ Isabelle whispered hurriedly. Gritting my teeth I nodded, trying to settle my nerves.
‘It was over years ago anyway, it’s not as if they can avoid each other though, what with Fiona being on Nina’s elite squad.’ Natasha continued, Isabelle glared at her astonished.
‘Is that so?’ I smiled thinly, glancing at them both. I pride myself on not being a clingy nor possessive girlfriend. But, seeing those apprentices hanging and touching Nina, made my head tight, and my eyes blurry.
Turning my back towards them, I smiled tensely at Isabelle. ‘Is it hot in here? I slipped out of my jacket casually folding it over my arm.
Nina forgot what she was saying. Kane faced away from their group talking quietly to Isabelle, her back towards Nina. Her jacket was off, showing off a wide expanse of naked skin. The top she wore was only tied at the neck, leaving the rest of her back down to the dip in her spine, bare. Her attention was further caught by a few of the men joining Kane and Isabelle. Frowning furiously, she strode away, heading towards Kane purposely.
Isabelle glanced over her shoulder, watching a disconcerted Nina approach. ‘Well, it seems you’ve got what you wanted.’ She whispered softly.
Nina strolled up to Kane, and placed her hand on the small of her back. Kane stiffened at the firm, possessive touch. Nina stroked her hand up Kane’s back, her hand tingling over the soft, warm skin, and slipped her fingers underneath, the ties at the back of Kane’s neck.
I looked up at Nina, and hid a small satisfied grin. My breath lodged in my lungs. It felt so good, feeling her touching me, her hands possessively on me.
‘Are you okay? Nina asked softly, her thumb tracing small circles against the back of my neck.
‘Yes thank you.’ I replied sweetly, leaning into her, closing my eyes for a second. Her eyes were glinting wildly, piercing mine. A man being dragged into the room, prevented me from saying anything further.
‘Remember what we spoke about? Prove it now.’ Nina whispered. I turned towards her as the men stopped next to her. Natasha was unobtrusively moving closer to Nina.
’You realise of course, what will occur here today.’ Nina uttered quietly, lethally. The man shifted, rubbing the circulation back into his arms. Unease slithered down my spine.
‘She’s brought death to our house, I was protecting us all. Something you should’ve done.’ He defended himself. Nina flushed under his accusation.
‘You injured an innocent; a human. You know the law, how do you explain that?’ Nina said mildly, utterly emotionless.
‘It’s a war; there will be casualties.’ he barked vehemently, remorselessly.
‘Tell me who the rest are, and maybe I’ll reconsider.’ Nina offered conversationally.
My heart thundered in my chest, I was sick with dread. This was wrong; I didn’t want her to do this. I moved closer to her, sliding my hand in hers, whispering urgently.
‘Can I speak to you for a moment, please? Nina frowned, but let me lead her away from the group.
‘Don’t do this please? I asked terrified. I know she has been enforcing the law and has killed or punished offenders before and was therefore used to dealing with death. But this was different.
‘It’s my job.’ Nina responded hollowly, tightening her grasp on my hand.
‘I know but not like this please? I begged for her to understand.
‘I can’t stop being who I am.’ Nina hissed softly.
‘I’m not asking you to. It doesn’t have to be like this, maybe if we convince them I’m not dangerous, maybe they will stop.’ I proposed desperately. Nina’s eyes drilled into mine and she heaved a deep breath. Taking my hand we joined the group again.
‘I don’t want your pity witch, kill me know, but let me tell you this, that evil inside you will grow and you will kill, better to stop you now before it’s too late.’ he shrieked madly.
I shuddered at the intensity of his hatred. ‘I don’t care what you think.’ I snapped at him. I turned to Nina urgently.
‘It will be cold blooded murder, you know that, don’t do it, please.’ I pleaded breathlessly. I knew if she did this, she would never be the same again.
Nina was utterly still, her breathing even, measured. Her mind and emotions were in turmoil. It was her job to enforce the law, in not doing so now, she was actively deserting her duties and accepting a new one. For almost one hundred years as law keeper, no-one has asked her not to kill. Yes there were other enforces, but none as trusted as Nina to perform her task mercilessly and ruthlessly. Now though she was asked not to. Her instincts warned her, that her hesitation has already caused repercussions, but it was too late now. She couldn’t refuse now.
‘Let him go.’ Nina instructed the men. The man bolted from the room tearing down the stairs. Nina indicated to Natasha, who immediately removed her phone and made a hurried phone call.
I heaved a sigh of relief. ‘Thank you.’ I murmured, using the heel of my hand to wipe my tears away.
I hope I don’t regret it.’ Nina rumbled roughly. Isabelle and Natasha followed us to the door. We stopped and I moved away, while Nina spoke privately with Lois.
‘Well that was eventful.’ Natasha sighed tiredly. I glanced worriedly up at the lightning sky.
Hurrying over to Nina, I whispered urgently. ‘Time to go. Now Nina.’ I yelled impatiently, grabbing her hand and dragging her behind me towards the car.
Sliding into the cool interior of the car, I rested my head tiredly against the headrest, closing my eyes tiredly. ‘I can’t wait to get to bed.’ I mumbled tiredly, sliding my seat belt on. Nina started the car, and then I heard a silent whirring sound and watched in disbelief as dark, thickly tinted windows rolled up, sealing the car in utter darkness. Nina pursed her lips in amusement.
I should’ve known.’ I mumbled, closing my eyes. I opened my eyes when we drove into the underground parking lot of the hotel. 


** //**


We dropped Natasha off earlier and Nina would stay with us until the next evening. After wishing Isabelle goodnight, I sauntered tiredly to my room, inserting the key card and pushing the door open. Shrugging out of my jacket I strolled into my room and changed into sleep clothes, forgoing my shower. Going back into the lounge, I grabbed a bottle of juice carrying it with me to the room. Drinking the juice quickly, I placed the empty bottle on my night stand, flicked off the light and snuggled into bed.
‘Which part of: don’t talk, move or anything didn’t you understand? Nina whispered against my ear. She spooned herself around me, her arms holding me tight. I snuggled deeper into her arms.
‘Why are you in my bed?’ I grumbled softly, rubbing my head against her chest.
‘I know you like my arms around you when you sleep.’ Nina mumbled smugly into my hair, the palm of her hand flat against my abdomen.
‘Just don’t get any ideas’ I warned haughtily irritated with her self-assurance. Even if she was right. Nina chuckled softly, her breath fanning down my neck.
‘And if I did; what would you do?’ Nina asked dangerously quiet. My breath hitched in my throat.
‘I wouldn’t let you.’ I swatted her arm lightly. I felt her grin against my temple.
‘You think so?’ Nina said, rolling me over, so I lay in the circle of her arms, looking up at her.
‘I know so.’ I added hoarsely. My temperature was climbing rapidly. God why was it always like this? My hormones were driving me insane. I wanted to touch her all the time, surround myself with her scent. Would it always be like this?
Nina swallowed tightly at the expression of trust on Kane’s face.‘Let’s test that theory, shall we?’ Nina murmured huskily, dropping her head, and brushing her lips lightly against mine, softly at first and then more forceful, more demanding. Oh, my knees shook from the force of the kiss. I stroked her face tenderly; moving down to her neck and over her collar bone down to the shadow between her breasts, when my hand moved further she stopped me, with her hand over mine, breathing raggedly.
‘Why not? I cried desperately, tugging at her hair in frustration.
‘Because one night won’t be enough, when I make love to you; I want to make love to you slowly; for days.’ She peppered my lips with soft kisses, grazing my jaw sharply with her teeth, while scraping her nails lightly down my neck. I jerked sharply, and my belly did a swan dive.
‘I intend to claim what’s mine, thoroughly, absolutely; until you feel me in every heartbeat, taste me in your blood; until you know, until you believe; that you belong to me.’ My heart skipped a beat at her heated whispers. Her hand brushed the strap of my vest down my shoulders, placing her lips in the bend of my neck. Sex for me always seemed a little tedious and dull, just one of the many chores that had to be done. But when we were like this; I felt raw, primal, I wanted her so badly my bones ached. I wanted to touch her everywhere, gorge myself on everything that was Nina. Desire raced over my skin, tightening my lower abdomen, liquid pooled between my legs, leaving me shaking desperately and achingly aroused. Again I wondered what it was about her that affected me so. My thoughts and dreams were filled with her. My senses drowned in her. I caught myself wondering what she was doing and if she was alright. I wriggled closer, aching for contact, throwing my leg over her hip. She groaned softly, grasping my leg and pulling me tighter against her hip.
‘Then and only then will I make love to you.’ Nina promised seductively, rolling me away from her to spoon against me again. I wanted to cry. For a few minutes the only sound was our laboured breathing echoing in the room.
‘Well said.’ I finally croaked brokenly.
‘I thought so.’ Nina chuckled darkly against my hair.                                                     
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Chapter Twelve
 
 Confusion
 
 When I awoke, it was late afternoon, Nina was still beside me, rolling over I slid my arms around her waist cradling her in my arms, nuzzling my nose against the side of her neck. I dozed for a while, later I carefully slid from the bed, trying to make as less noise as possible. Leaving my bedroom I shut the door carefully sauntering into the living area and flopped down on the couch. I thought about the previous night’s occurrences shuddering at what might have happened. A knock on the door disturbed me from my thoughts. Getting up I opened the door, to admit a very excited Isabelle.
‘What’s got you so nervous?’ she asked, suddenly leaping up and dashing to the bedroom door opening it. I hung my head. She raised her eyebrow at me, grinning knowingly while sinking into the couch beside me.
‘How was it?’ she pried, eyes dancing.
‘Nothing happened, she’s making me wait.’ I complained miserably.
‘Good, I like her more and more.’ Isabelle laughed at my unhappy expression.
‘It’s not funny, I’m dying here.’ She laughed only harder. Turning my head, I saw Edith and Gerald with a man enter our suite. Rising I strolled toward them, I tried to remember. Oh yes, Adam something.
‘I was here on business and heard you were here and though maybe we could have some dinner? He smiled down at me, hugging me hard. I was instantly uncomfortable.
‘This is a surprise, it’s great to see you.’ I lied, wincing. Hoping we weren’t making too much noise.
‘I thought we could have dinner later and then you could show me the sights.’ he suggested eagerly. I tried to recall the dinner we had. There were other people there as well, and I didn’t spend any time alone with him.
Maybe a night out would be good for me, so I reluctantly agreed. ‘Great, gives us a chance to catch up.’ I agreed.
‘Good, say about eight then?’ he said, turning towards the door. I heaved a sigh of relief when the door shut behind him.
‘I feel sorry for him.’ Isabelle mumbled, shaking her head sadly.
‘Feel sorry for whom?’ Nina’s sleep roughened voice asked from the bedroom door. Heat crept up my neck, as I remembered her whispers in the dark. She was sleep tousled, and wearing one of my t-shirts and cut-off denim shorts. She looked better in my clothes than I did. I gritted my teeth.
‘Adam, Kane’s boyfriend.’ Isabelle was happy to answer, grinning at me sweetly.

She nodded, quite untroubled, and trolled towards us, sinking into the corner of the couch. Leaning forward, she pulled me towards her, twisting my shoulders, so I settled against her chest, and she rested her chin on my shoulder. I shifted awkwardly, self-consciously; mortified that she would be so blatant.
‘Sleep well?’ Edith said casually; completely comfortable with me encircled in Nina’s arms.
‘Yes thank you.’ Nina responded, rubbing her chin against my shoulder. I tried to move away, but she tightened her arms. When Nina woke up she’d heard the conversations in the other room. Stretching languidly, she stood and rifled through Kane’s cupboard for something to wear.
‘What time did Adam say to meet him again?’ Isabelle offered spitefully. Gerald shook his head at her gracelessness.
Swallowing uneasily I replied. ‘Eight’.
‘Try the Blue Lantern, it nice and cosy without being too intimate.’ Mia suggested glancing around her frowning. Nina nodded in agreement, her breath tickling my neck. I turned towards her surprised. Nina appeared unconcerned about my pending dinner engagement. Her eyes shining softly, her lips turned into a soft, secure smile.
‘This doesn’t bother you?’ I turned irritated eyes towards her.
Nina shook her head confidently. ‘Should it?’ she asked reasonably.
It would’ve been nice if she showed a little jealousy, her smug assurance infuriated me. Leaping up, I stormed to the bedroom slamming the door.
‘Would it have killed you, to be just a little insecure…honestly?’ Isabelle snapped, getting up and following her friend.
‘I don’t understand?’ Nina said, frowning. What did they want her to do? Gerald and Edith laughed at her puzzled expression.
‘You’re not jealous.’ Edith laughingly told her.
Nina nodded in agreement. ‘Of course not.’
‘Sometimes a girl needs to know she isn’t such a sure thing. She wants your jealousy.’ Edit explained lightly.
‘You want me to pretend?’ Nina asked exasperatedly, rubbing the back of her neck in confusion.
‘Do you want to sleep beside her again?’ Edith asked plainly.
‘So if I pretend to be jealous, she will feel secure enough to let me near her again? Nina asked astounded, shaking her head. ‘That makes no sense.’ Nina mumbled, raking her hands through her hair, utterly perplexed.
‘Honey, did you forget who you’re dealing with here?’ Edith asked reasonably.
‘You’re right; I don’t know what I was thinking. This is ridiculous, you’re aware of that right?’ Nina mumbled, striding to the door.
‘We know that dear.’ Edith replied pleasantly. Nina knocked on the door and didn’t wait for an answer before barging in. Kane and Isabelle regarded her with hostility.
‘I think it’s time I met Adam, I think I’ll join you for dinner this evening.’ Nina remarked, biting the inside of her cheek. God she was pathetic. Kane glared at her suspiciously.
‘That’s not necessary.’ Kane said, sniffing, narrowing her eyes suspiciously.
Nina cleared her throat. ‘I don’t trust him.’ Kane didn’t seem convinced.
‘If you insist; none of your possessive nonsense though.’ Kane relented, sniffing loudly.
Nina swallowed a sceptical chuckle. ‘I’ll meet you there then.’ Nina responded, stepping back through the door. Turning towards Gerald and Edith’s grinning faces, she raised her arms in defeat, grabbing up her keys and striding out of the suit. 


** //**


‘Well that went well, have you decided what you’ll wear?’ Isabelle said, flinging closet doors open, inspecting my clothes. I chose a white dress, which crossed over my breasts in soft folds, which hung to just above my knees, swirling around my legs deliciously when I walked. I wore white slip in sandal with a kitten heel, accessorised with and a small white hand bag, which was decorated with silver flowers along the strap. My hair I blew out straight and smooth.
‘She won’t be able to keep her hands off you in that.’ Isabelle commented.
‘I hope so.’…no wait, I’m not dressing for her.’ I lied vigorously.
‘Of course you aren’t. Not those shoes though, I got the perfect pair.’ Isabelle said, dashing away, and returned later with a pair of killer white FM sandals. They had four tiny straps running over my toes, crossing over the bridge of my foot, snaking around my ankle, ending with a delicate gold chain above my ankles.
‘Now you’re ready to blow her socks off.’ Isabelle muttered playfully.
I smiled tightly. Suddenly beset with nerves. ‘What’s it like? I asked hurriedly, turning away from her embarrassed.
‘For me there is nothing better, besides you worry too much, everything will be fine. Nina seems to know her way around a woman.’ Isabelle smiled warmly at the Kane. Kane was never this jittery or nervous before a date. She seemed anxious and excited all at once. She hoped that Kane would be brave enough to confront those feelings she was trying so hard to deny.
‘You look beautiful honey.’ Edith remarked, when we entered the suit.
‘Thank you.’ I said pleased. My tummy was quivery and shaky.
‘Enjoy your evening.’ Gerald wished me, kissing me on the cheek. Adam arrived wearing a grey suit, with black shirt and grey tie. He looked so handsome and confident; I immediately felt a twinge of guilt.
‘Ready?’ he asked, I nodded, releasing my breath.
The restaurant was one I hadn’t been to before. The tables were covered with navy blue table cloths, with white inlays across it. Lamps that resembled the old fashioned oil street lamps, decorated with magnolias in the glass were placed in the middle of the table.
Nina marched up and down before her closet debating what to wear. She chose and discarded many items. This was too bold, that was too boring. She finally settled on a stylish black pants with matching white satin shirt, with tiny pleats up the front and small pearl buttons at the cuffs.
’What’s the occasion’? Natasha asked, straightening Nina’s collar.
‘Dinner; with Kane and her boyfriend.’ Nina replied, brushing her hair.
‘She has a boyfriend? Natasha remarked surprised.
‘Mmmhmm ,it would seem so.’ Nina replied absently.
‘And this doesn’t bother you?’ Natasha probed confused.
‘I know she’s mine, why should it bother me?’ Nina replied confidently.
‘So why are you going to the dinner then?’ Natasha’s head was beginning to ache.
‘This is me being the jealous girlfriend.’ Nina informed her calmly, setting the hairbrush aside.
‘Let me understand this, you’re going to pretend to be jealous, why?’ Natasha was lost.
‘Apparently, I’m not jealous enough for her liking.’ Nina grinned, applying a little cologne to her neck.
Natasha was floored. ’You’re actually going to do it?’
‘Yes.’ Nina replied gleefully her eyes widening.
‘I don’t know what to say.’ Natasha mumbled confused.
‘Imagine how I feel.’ Nina muttered absently. She out her hair over her shoulders, and then slipped her matching black jacket on. Satisfied with her appearance, she kissed a mute Natasha on the cheek before picking up her keys and striding out the door. On entering the restaurant, Nina spied Kane sitting with a tallish, broad shouldered man, at a corner table. Kane looked up when she stopped at the table.
‘Adam, this is my friend Nina I’ve been telling you about.’ I said, getting up. Nina’s eyes travelled over me slowly, her eyes widening slightly.
‘Kane’s told me a lot about you, please to meet you.’ Adam said charmingly. Kane looked so beautiful, she took her breath away. Nina felt the air leave her lungs. Her brain was utterly blank; she couldn’t form any words in response. I was immensely pleased at Nina’s stunned expression.
‘So this is why you’ve been acting so strange lately?’ Nina accused me hotly.
‘I can explain.’ I rushed, trying to calm her down, gazing around nervously.
‘When were you going to tell me?’ Nina demanded loudly, her lip twitching in amusement.
‘You’re making a scene, calm down.’ I hushed her, glancing around as the dinner’s obvious interest in our drama.
‘When you decide to be honest with me, you know where to find me.’ Nina snarled stalking away. It would’ve been very frightening, if it wasn’t for the amused glint in her eyes. Clearing my throat in embarrassment, and sitting down I took a sip of water. I was thrilled; thrilled that she would humiliate herself like that, to please me. Our meal progressed easily and pleasantly and shortly, it was time to leave. Adam and I decided to make an evening of it deciding to go dancing. I told Adam about Nina and I and was surprised when he told me he had met some-one else but didn’t know how to tell me. Amazing how easily misunderstandings can happen. 
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Chapter Thirteen
 
 Glory Days
 
 I was relieved and pleasantly tired when I slipped my shoes off as I entered the suit. Nina was gazing out the window. I don’t know how she manages to get in, I don’t remember her having a card key, but I think Gerald must have arranged it. Walking up behind her I slipped my arms around her waist, rubbing my cheek against her shoulder. I love the way she feels against me.
‘Were you even a little jealous?’ I whispered against her shoulder.
‘Very much so.’ She lied smoothly.
Making an irritated sound I tightened my arms around her. ‘Liar.’
‘I swear next time; blood will be drawn.’ Nina said dryly, turning towards me. I slipped my arms around her neck. Her hands moved to my hips, drawing me closer. How different her hands felt on my hips, like they belonged there. The silk of her shirt brushing coolly against my skin. I shivered from the contact. I sniffed her neck discreetly, her cologne making my head spin.
‘How do you feel now? She asked, glancing at me intently. Her fingers were drawing small circles over my hips. Distracting and so lovely.
‘Better.’ I replied huskily, winding my fingers through her hair.
‘It’s still early, what do you want to do?’ her grip on my hips tightened.
‘I don’t know about you, but my feet are killing me. I’d like nothing better than to just sit here with a glass of wine and count the stars.’ I murmured, drawing her head towards me. Her lips touched mine briefly, fleetingly, then trailing down to my neck.
‘I could do that.’ Nina mumbled against my neck. Lifting her head, her face was flushed, her eyes glinting dangerously. ‘Behave.’ she said, breathlessly.
‘Why don’t you order up some wine, while I go change?’ I stepped away from her, turned and walked towards the bedroom, slowly, knowing she was watching me.
Shutting the door behind me, I finally dared to breathe. I rested my head against the door, breathing rapidly. Undressing quickly, I changed into a shorts and strappy vest, and then entered the lounge. Nina was laying on her back on the couch her arm flung over her eyes. Standing over her, I touched her shoulder; she sat up, folding her legs sideways. I sat in the opposite corner facing her. Reaching behind the couch she lifted two glassed of wine, handing me one, and sipping from hers.
‘Why is your skin not as pale as the others?’ I asked something that had fascinated me ever since we met.
‘Probably because my skin is naturally dark, so when I was turned that didn’t change.’ She said, running her finger around the rim of her glass.
‘When were you turned, and did you have a choice?’ I asked, lifting my legs onto the couch, sitting cross legged. Now that I had the chance, all the things I wondered about her, I could get answers to.
‘My family was involved with vampires for many years. At first we were their guardians during the day. But afterwards it became necessary for us to be there even more so, that’s when we were turned. It was dangerous and frightening times. The sons of our village were all trained as fighters and enforces of the law. I was the only child born to my family. It was quite a scandal when my father started training me to be a fighter.’ Her lips curled softly in memory.
I listened to her voice as she spoke of her family. Her voice was filled with pride and love and also loneliness.
‘My training was very difficult and painful, but I endured. One day a particularly vicious and cruel vampire moved into our area. This vampire was even older than the ones were protecting. People were held captive in his home as blood slaves to him and his family. Blood slaves are people that become addicted to vampire blood, without being turned. They eventually go mad from the desire. My father and a few others from our village banded together to stop him. Many humans, including vampires, and the head of that family, were slaughtered in the ensuing battle, including my parents. I was still human then, but I managed to escape to the hills where I lived for a few years. I spent my days in hiding, training and practicing everything my father taught me.’
‘When were you turned?’ I asked, my heart bleeding for the little girl left to fend for herself in a brutal, desperate time.
‘In my thirtieth year, after I had returned to our village I was filled with so much hatred and need for vengeance, hating all vampires for what happened to my family. I was offered a position in the home of new vampire named Hector, and he taught me the difference between justice and retribution.’ Nina smiled warmly at her recollections.
‘Was Hector your lover?’ I asked frowning unhappily, shifting forward on the couch.
‘No, you have to remember the times I grew up in. In that time, girls were married off young, either for prestige, or money. Rarely was it for love or even choice. As I didn’t have a family, I didn’t have anyone to negotiate a bride price, so I was alone.’ Nina responded, her gaze distant.
‘What did you do? I was fascinated and appalled, recalling the books I read about the lives of women in the past, and sadly, in some places, those beliefs were still practiced today.
‘It was hard at first, being back amongst people, I was much happier on my own. Being back among people just reminded how cruel and unkind people really were.’
‘Did he turn you?’ I asked.
‘No, he refused, even though I asked him to.’ Nina admitted, glancing at me.
‘Why did you do that?’ I asked incredulous, surprised.
‘At the time I was all alone in the world; I was desperately alone and he was like a father to me, and I thought this way I wouldn’t be alone again, but he denied me.’ Nina said bowing her head.
‘So who turned you then?’ I asked my throat dry.
‘A visiting vampire named Hans who had taken an interest me, and wouldn’t take no for answer.’ Nina replied bitterly.
‘Was it very painful?’ I asked gently.
‘Extremely, but not nearly as painful as his death, I made sure of that.’ Nina remarked tightly.
‘Was did Hector do?’ I said.
‘What could he do, it was too late.’ Nina said, sipping her wine deep in thought. ‘We left my village after that, travelling the world for many years, before he killed himself.’ Nina whispered. I inched closer to her. ‘I moved from place to place, never staying in one place to long.’
‘It must have been awfully hard for you when he died?’’ I said, swallowing the lump in my throat.
‘It was, but I couldn’t do what he did, so I moved from place to place, never staying in one place to long, eventually settling down in Paris. Sometimes I wish I wasn’t such a coward. After living for so long, life itself becomes a chore. I did my job and had my entertainments, but they only lasted so long.’ She confessed. Nina was shocked at how easy it was to confess those feelings. Feelings and emotions, she never felt safe enough to share with anyone else.
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Chapter Fourteen
 
 Rite of Passage
 
 My heart was breaking, and my eyes filled with tears. I inched forward, trailing my fingers down her cheek. ‘I’m glad you’re a coward.’ I whispered gruffly, my throat aching. ‘If you weren’t I never would’ve had the chance to love you.’ I admitted shockingly, stroking her cheek. By finally admitting out loud how I felt not just to Nina but to myself, was a tremendous relief. I felt an inner peace I never imagined. Nina’s eyes darkened deepest amber, her mouth tilted in a soft pleased smile.
‘Is that so?’ she mumbled, drawing me to her, her hands snaking around my waist and up my back. My body heated instantly as her hands burrowed into my hair, taking my lips.
‘I’m afraid so.’ I gasped, when her teeth grazed my jaw. She lifted me onto her lap, and I wrapped my legs around her waist.
‘Being your coward is my dream.’ Nina groaned softly against my skin.
‘Are you going to make love to me now?’ I moaned, when her hands slipped beneath my vest, her thumbs gracing lightly over my nipples. God that felt good.
‘Be patient.’ She nibbled my shoulder. The tips of her fangs grazing my shoulders. I wriggled closer to her spreading my legs wider, mashing myself against her stomach. I tightened my legs around her waist, grabbing a handful of hair, winding it around my fist; I jerked her head back, biting her neck hard. I was burning. I couldn’t get close enough. My legs shook. I wanted her so desperately; I wanted to claw my skin from my bones. My heart was racing and my throat burned. I tasted her at the back of my throat.
My breath came out in rough, hard pants. She leaned me backwards away from her, and her hands so warm, on my calves and up along my thighs. The feeling coursing through me were debilitating. I’ve never felt this kind of pressure, this deep, ever growing swirl of desire, cloaking me, overwhelming me. Her fingers latched onto the button of my jeans and opened it, and then lowered the zip. Her hand slipped into my shorts and gently cupped my sex. I jerked and groaned loudly into her mouth.
‘Lift your hips for me.’ she murmured unevenly, just as desperate as I was, her voice hoarse and low. I lifted my hips and she placed both hands on my hips, tugging my shorts down as far as she could. Groaning in frustration as I couldn’t spread my legs wider, as my shorts restricted my movements. Nina chuckled softly, and I gripped her wrists, digging my nails into her wrists. Her lips were sucking my neck and throat, making me even more desperate for her. She shifted me slightly, and I was facing away from her, my back to her. She wrapped one arm around my waist were it inched up and cupped my breasts, gripping my nipple of one breast. I arched my back against her, moaning, and her other and slid around my waist and into my shorts, sliding into my underwear. My breath exploded from my lungs when her oh so talented fingers unerringly found my clit. My clit had swelled to a hard, desperate little nub, and her fingers stroked it in a way I thought was not possible. I bucked and groaned on her lap, and reached back, my nails digging into her legs. She slid her fingers down, over my clit’s base, pressing hard with one finger, and I screamed.
‘Easy.’ She whispered passionately in my ear. Her other hand had moved to my other breast, twisting my nipple, and grazing it with her nails. Her fingers, pressed down hard on the base of my clit, and slid lower, circling my opening. Then gently tested my entrance. I was so aroused by now, that that action was unnecessary. It surely made my heart beat even harder for her. I was amazed at her gentleness with me. I reached behind me and dragged her head forward, blindly searching her lips. Her lips were scalding, her tongue claiming every inch of my mouth as surely as her fingers were setting claim to me, just as my heart had claimed hers. My hips were now in constant motion, grinding and bucking desperately against her fingers. I felt her fingers tapping my clit, ever so lightly felt as if I was crawling, dear God, I screamed.
‘Nina…Good God,’ I rasped, a guttural moan escaping my lips, as I felt my orgasm tearing through me. She pressed her fingers deep inside me, I felt a slight pinch, and she was as deep as she could go. She had two fingers buried inside me, as my body convulsed. I twitched and jerked violently in her arms. Her teeth were buried in the flesh between my neck and shoulder, holding me in place, as I bucked wildly. Indescribable, unspeakable, pure pleasure, pulsed through me. I felt limp, drained, energised. Her arms held me tight, yet so carefully, as if I was the most fragile, beautiful and utterly precious. Tears leapt in my eyes, as I turned to look at her. She kissed me softly, delicately, and eased her fingers gently from me. Nina’s eyes burned for me. I had to touch her, I craved to touch her.
Nina’s arms were trembling around me. ‘My turn? I mumbled softly. Nina groaned hoarsely.
I shoved her onto her back roughly, straddling her hips. I felt a moment of panic indecision, gazing down at her. What if I did the wrong thing? What if I didn’t please her? Although I’ve never really actually had sex, and being a modern woman, I took care of my own sexual needs. Therefore, I assumed, what I liked, I could use on her and hopefully not make a fool of myself or worse yet, be absolutely terrible at it. But the truth was, my desire, for her was driving my insane.
Seeing my indecision Nina gently placed her hand on my cheek. ‘It will be okay, you don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with.’
I settled fully atop her, not moving, letting her feel all of me. Grasping her wrists in a bruising grip, I pushed them above her head. I shoved my leg brutally between hers, moving roughly against her. I kissed her hard, bruising, tasting blood on my tongue. My hands shook when I touched her, not from inexperience or fear, but because touching her skin was all I dreamed about, and now that I was, I could hardly fathom it. Touching her skin filled me with a craving that seared me, turning me inside out.
With gentle encouragement from Nina, I grew more confident in my attentions. I needed her; the taste of her skin in my mouth and on my tongue. Her scent sinking into my pores, the sound of her breathing in my ears, the feel of her heart beat. My raw, primal craving for her tore ripped through my blood, snapping my control. I was a wild, clawing, biting, scratching thing. I was neither gentle nor patient. I claimed her roughly and wildly.
This was no gentle exploration, or tender discovery. She arched wildly beneath me, her breathing short and ragged. Skimming down her body, I moved my leg, and using my hands spread her legs wider, touching her for the first time. I hesitated a moment, feeling lightheaded, breathing her in. She was so wet, so hot, I couldn’t stop myself. Moments later, I leaned in and slid my tongue in to her. She jerked violently beneath me when I sucked her clit completely in my mouth. Tasting her like this created an all new different swell inside me. This was all about possession; brutal and savage in its intensity. My fingers plunged roughly inside her, mercilessly taking what was mine. I was especially amazed at how the walls of her vagina gripped my fingers tightly, trying to keep me inside her, and she was so wet, my fingers making squelching noises as they pumped in and out of her.
And I wondered if I felt the same way to her, when she was inside me. Her screaming orgasm tipped me over the edge. A cripplingly violent orgasm tore through me, obliterating everything in its path. I lay momentarily to numb to move, this was the first climax I’ve had with someone else, and most shocking, one without being touched. While the last of Nina’s tremors subsided, my heartbeat and breathing returned to normal. I raised my head from her chest, peering down at her worriedly. I don’t know when we removed our clothes, but I vaguely recalled the tearing of fabric and the popping of buttons. My eyes travelled over her, she looked ravaged; savaged. I was ashamed of my actions.
‘I’m sorry I hurt you, I don’t know what I’m doing.’ my voice shook with shame. Nina moved her head slightly, lifting my chin with her finger, her face flushed.
‘It didn’t seem that way to me. I love the way you want me, are you sure you haven’t done this before?’ Nina smirked smugly, a supremely satisfied grin on her face. She rolled me over and we fell onto the floor, Nina beneath me cushioning my fall, and then rolling me onto by back.
‘Don’t be afraid, I’m not hurt.’ Nina repeated determinedly. I shook my head. Her lips were swollen and broken in places. There were vicious bite marks on her neck, shoulders and chest. Her breasts and belly had dark bruises from my fingers where they had dug into her skin. There were long red scratches covering her legs and the inside of her thighs.
‘I don’t believe you, look at you?’ I said, indicating her body with my hand. She gripped my jaw in her hand forcing me to look at her.
‘No one has ever made love to me that ferociously before; I loved it, couldn’t you tell?’ She said distinctly. I shook my head in disbelief. ‘I’ll prove it’. She said, leaning over me, her hair falling forward brushing my face.
‘Kiss me.’ She tempted me silkily, her mouth trailing along my cheek and along my jaw. I clenched my hands tightly.
‘No.’ I cried, rolling my head from side to side, bitterly ashamed.
‘I love you.’ Nina lifted her head, her gaze fierce, yet tender. Saying those words, knowing they were returned soothed the demons lurking inside her, it filled all the dark and lonely places inside her. She realized she had never uttered those words, and knew why. What she felt now, there were no words to adequately describe what she felt for Kane.
‘Touch me.’ She demanded hoarsely. Her lips trailed down my throat. I squirmed helplessly, my blood heating.
‘You don’t play fair.’ I cried miserably, unable to trust myself.
‘Touch me.’ she grunted more forcefully, grasping a handful of my hair, pulling hard. She grazed her incisors delicately across my shoulders. My back arched off the floor. Sparks exploded along my scalp, running down my legs and up my arms, rippling down my calves and curling my toes.
‘Do it now.’ She commanded. ‘Do it now.’ She commanded. Grabbing my hand and placed it on her breast. My fingers curled instantly around the soft plump flesh. Nina sucked her breath in sharply. She inched forward and bending down, kissed the hollow between Nina’s breasts.
‘I’m sorry I hurt you.’ I gently kissed and licked every scratch and bite mark on Nina’s skin. I should’ve known better, judging from our earlier interactions, that sex between us would be passionate, fiery and consuming. I caressed and soothed every bruise and mark I made. I took my time with her this time. I explored the world of Nina, spread beneath me. I investigated each and every fold, valley and plane of delicious skin with my hands, my mouth and tongue. Every emotion that I had kept bottled up inside of me, poured out through my hands, my lips, my skin. After my initial madness passed, I really took my time. I didn’t appreciate the woman before me. Being a woman myself, I expected her body would be very much like mine, basically the same. I was unprepared for the differences I found. Whereas my skin was smooth and light in texture, hers was a little more textured, a different sort of soft, like velvet. Her scent was different too. I never paid attention to another woman’s scent, but Nina’s scent was extraordinary. I felt that scent seep into my pores and become part of me. Finally, I had a look, a real thorough look at her sex. Now, I know what my sex looks like, looking at hers though, I was momentarily shocked. She was a deep, dark glistening red. Her grooves and crevices, seemed so delicate, so fragile, I was afraid to touch her. I remembered my early roughness with her and felt ashamed. I touched her hesitantly, carefully, and watched in wonder her skin throb and swell, moisture seeping from her opening. I looked up at Nina for a moment, my eyes glistening over.
Nina was amazed at the change in Kane. She liked the fact that Kane was unable to control herself. Being made love to like this though she felt cherished, worshipped, and mostly, she felt loved.   
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Chapter Fifteen
 
 Intrusions
 
 Nina stared at her reflection in the mirror. Some of the bruises were fading already. Her legs trembled and her knees turned to water, as she recalled Kane’s passionate, intensely erotic possessiveness. She felt claimed, owned. That delighted her. She, who never allowed nor tolerated any form of possessiveness or even mildly domineering aspects from former lovers. Her body tightened and clenched deliciously when she vividly recalled Kane’s manhandling of her body. She was frankly stunned at her own reaction. She had the look of a woman who had been thoroughly and utterly ravished. Stepping into the shower, she poured shampoo into the palm of her hand, placing the bottle back on the stand, then soaping her hair. The door of the shower opened and Natasha stepped in. Nina leapt away from her, eyes burning from the shampoo.
‘You can’t be in here.’ she shrieked anxiously. Natasha ignored her, turning her face towards the water.
‘Nonsense, we do this every morning.’ Natasha mumbled unconcerned.
‘It’s not proper.’ Nina grumbled, struggling for a reason, glancing around wildly.
‘What’s wrong with you?’ Her eyes widening as she noticed the marks on Nina’s body. ‘I see dinner went well.’ She remarked dryly her gaze travelling over the remaining bruisers on Nina’s body. Nina blushed painfully.
‘You have to leave.’ Nina urged, rubbing her burning eyes, extremely uncomfortable now.
‘Oh, so I don’t get to see you naked anymore, is that it?’ Natasha grinned, enjoying Nina’s embarrassment. Natasha was amazed at Nina’s reaction, fully aware that Nina could sit naked in a room full of people without batting an eyelash. Now her she was acting all virginal, it really was too cute.
‘Something like that.’ Nina flushed, frantically trying to dodge past Natasha to get through the door.
‘Your pathetic, you know that.’ Natasha called after her, her laughter following Nina to her bedroom. Nina grabbed a towel which was lying across her bed and briskly towelled her hair dry. Casually dropping the damp towel onto the floor, she crawled onto her bed, rolling over onto her back. Her mind was filled with the events of the previous night, and smilingly fell asleep. She was rudely awakened by the telephone blaring in her ear.
Sitting up she snatched the phone up. ‘Nina.’ She answered into the phone. It was Lois on the other side.
‘We followed him to an old estate an hour outside Paris. From what we can tell, there are quite a few people who agree with him.’ Lois said instantly, no time for social pleasantries.
‘How many people are we talking about? Nina asked instantly awake.
‘I’d say at least fifty, but it’s not confirmed, unless we can get some-one in there.’ He suggested.
‘Fine, get it done. Keep me informed.’ She said, disconnecting the call. Natasha sauntered into the room.
‘Looks like things are going to get very interesting.’ She said, watching Nina’s expression.
‘Looks like it, inform the guys to be alert; we don’t want to get caught unprepared.’ Nina said coolly, slipping into black spandex sweat pants and spandex sports tank top. She pulled her hair into a pony tail, and sat down on the beds edge sliding her feet into sports shoes.
‘We should put some-one on Kane and her family, just as a precaution.’ Natasha recommended.
Nina nodded. ‘Sounds good, but be discreet we don’t want to create a panic.’ Nina said.
‘And Kane?’ Natasha asked.
Nina shook her head. ’Let Fiona watch her, very discreetly.’ Nina smiled grimly.
‘You can’t ask your former lover to protect your current lover, it’s indecent.’ Natasha gasped in shock.
Nina ran her hands over her face. ‘When did everything get so complicated? ’Nina mumbled. ‘Ok fine. You choose some-one then.’
‘One of the apprentices, it should give them the opportunity to prove themselves.’ Natasha suggested.
Nina shook her head. ‘Too inexperienced…try some-one else.’ Nina said adamantly. She was not going to let Kane’s safety and that of her family, depend on the abilities of an inexperienced, over eager apprentice. Even if she did train them.
‘Why don’t you do it.? Natasha asked, knowing suggesting anyone else would not be good enough.
‘No, she’ll just distract me.’ Nina admitted frowning.
‘I’ll do it then.’ Natasha relented.
Relief washed over Nina’s face. ‘I thought it was indecent.” At Natasha’s shrug she nodded. ‘Thank you.’ She jogged lightly down the stairs. ‘I’ll be in the gym for a while, call me if you need me.’
Natasha knew Nina well enough to know that by her actions, she was taking the latest development extremely serious. So serious in fact, that she started her training again. Making sure she was absolutely ready for anything. Nina stepped into the gym feeling some of the tension that had built during Lois call disappear. She stepped onto the treadmill and set a vigorous pace, running until her chest burned. Then she switched to some weight training, her mind clear. She had been too absent minded, too distracted lately, that she neglected her daily routine. She worked until her muscles screamed and her legs were aching. The gym was actually separated in two. One section was the actual gym fitted with the most latest in exercise equipment, while the other section, housed all her weapons. Blades of every kind was displayed along walls and in wooden cases built in along the walls. She was skilled in the use of most bladed weapons. Selecting her favourite ones, which was her wrists blades she practiced with those, revelling in the power and speed she felt each time she worked with them. She grinned darkly, when she imagined Kane’s expression, when she discovered them.
Natasha joined her and together they went through the routine. They had been training and sparring like this for many years, and the nice thing about sparring with Natasha, was that she wasn’t intimidated by Nina, so she didn’t pretend or fake attacks. They collapsed on the floor, breathing heavily, Nina wearing a few nicks and cuts she wasn’t quick enough to avoid.
‘What do you think will happen?’ Natasha asked, breathing heavily.
‘I think there will be a split, those who believe in the witches prophesy and those who don’t, there will be no stopping it, it will be bloody.’’ Nina replied, rolling over onto her belly.
‘Just how worried are you really?’
‘Terrified.’ Nina said quietly.
Natasha rolled closer to her. ’I won’t let anything happen to her.’ she promised fervently.
‘I know you won’t.’ Nina confessed. ‘How are you doing with all this?’ she shifted onto her side, propping her head on her elbow, gazing down at Natasha.
‘I’m okay, I thought I wouldn’t be, but I actually am. I’m glad you finally have someone who turns you inside out the way she does, you need that. I’m a little disappointed that it wasn’t me, but I’m happy for you.’ Natasha smiled gently, stroking Nina’s cheek. Nina pushed to her feet, holding out her hand to help Natasha up.
‘Well, I suppose I should get ready.’ Striding away from Nina she went upstairs to change. 


** //**


The next morning, I stared at the ceiling of my bedroom sightlessly. I was still reeling from the events of the previous night. I was trembling with feelings of humility. My heart and mind, my every fibre was troubled. I was in awe at the way Nina gave herself completely to me. Rolling over I rubbed my face in the pillow, inhaling Nina’s scent that covered it. At first it thought I wouldn’t be able to touch another woman, let alone take pleasure in it. But that was what it was; I experienced great joy in giving her pleasure. I imagined touching another woman would be like touching my-self. Boy was I wrong. It was like discovering a new world, filled with wonder and awe. Her skin was so soft and smooth, covering tight firm muscles of her shoulders and legs had my fingers tingling. The delicate texture of her breasts and nipples, under my mouth and tongue, thrilled me to the bottoms of my feet. The silky glide of her hair through my fingers, the heat and moisture between her legs; incinerated me. My earlier uncertainty and embarrassment disappearing completely the more she let me please her. The fact that she didn’t make love to me didn’t matter to me. Folding my arms under my head, I dreamt of every word, every touch, each taste, every kiss, with delight, hoping it wouldn’t be too long before I had the pleasure again.
That evening Natasha had dinner with an irritated Kane, who tried very unsuccessfully to appear unconcerned about Nina’s conspicuous absence. The night after that, she appeared even more annoyed, and quiet literally demanded what Natasha was doing.
‘Why are there strange people following us around?’ Kane demanded rudely, the moment she opened the door.
‘It’s just a precaution.’ Natasha answered carefully.
‘So if you’re with me; who’s with Nina?’ Kane questioned tenaciously.
‘Believe it or not, but she’s been taking care of herself for a long time, quite successfully I might add.’ Natasha said blandly.
‘That’s not good enough, you should be with her.’ Kane snapped impatiently.
‘If you don’t believe me, why don’t you see for yourself?’ Natasha grimaced, hoping Kane wouldn’t take the bait.
‘I will, let’s go now.’ Kane said, striding through the door.
Natasha glanced helplessly at Gerald, who just shook his head. Later that evening, Natasha drew up outside their home; she barely stopped before Kane leapt from the car charging towards the house. She followed at a more sedate pace.
‘I like your house.’ Kane said, gazing around, an expectant look on her face.
‘She’s through there; I’ll be upstairs if you need me.’ Natasha answered, pointing in the direction of a room at the end of a corridor.
‘Where’s your guards? I commanded the instant I saw her.
Nina was lying on an exercises bench, doing bench press. The white t-shirt she wore was soaked with sweat, clinging to her chest in a very enticing way. Setting the weights back on the stand she sat up, wiping the sweat from her arms and neck with a fluffy white towel. The hair on the back of her neck was curling damply, turning Kane’s irritation into something else entirely.
‘I don’t need them.’ Nina replied confidently. Kane was wearing a denim skirt with a white blouse that’s ends were tied in a knot at her waist, and Nina had the insane idea of untying the knot with her teeth.
‘I don’t agree, you’re in just as much danger as I am, as we all are.’ Kane shook her head angrily.
I was very aware of Nina’s bare legs displayed very nicely by the black spandex shorts she was wearing. Nina rose and approached Kane carefully. She was shocked at the look in Kane’s eyes. She was more than angry, she was frightened. This realisation didn’t sit well with Nina. For a long as she’s known Kane she’d never shown fear for anything, but she showed it now. Nina wanted to wipe that look from her eyes.
‘I’ll be fine, don’t worry about me.’ Nina murmured gently, moving closer to her. Kane stepped back out of reach, shaking her head.
‘Don’t you think I know what’s going on? I do, and I’m terrified. This time they could really kill you.’ Kane mumbled, distraught. Nina released her breath slowly, inching closer to Kane, who stepped even further away, her eyes bright with unshed tears.
‘I won’t let them.’ Nina assured her calmly, ambling closer.
‘I don’t trust you.’ Kane mumbled softly, when Nina’s reached out and grabbed the knot at Kane’s waist and drew her slowly towards her. Kane gripped a portion of the front of Nina’s t-shirt twisting in it in her fingers.
Nina placed a finger under Kane’s chin, lifting her face up to meet her eyes. ’I promise not to get killed.’ Nina said solemnly.
‘Swear it.’ Kane insisted her eyes narrowed. Nina drew her closer, her fingers slowly untying the knot.
‘I swear.’ Nina vowed, spreading the now untied ends of the blouse and sliding her hands along Kane’s stomach, curling her fingers around Kane’s waist, then sliding her hands up her back; grinning in satisfaction when Kane trembled.
‘You should feed.’ Kane raised her hand, sliding it behind Nina’s neck, tugging her closer, tilting her head. Nina’s hand drifted down Kane’s back to her hips drawing her closer. Nina ran her tongue down Kane’s neck to the base of her shoulder, savouring the taste of her skin. Kane stiffened in Nina’s arms, when her teeth sunk into her skin, and then relaxed, her grip on Nina’s neck tightening.
‘I missed you.’ Kane said when Nina lifted her head. Kane looping her arms around Nina’s neck, grasping her pony tail, and quiet roughly pulled the elastic band from it. She ran her fingers through Nina’s hair, spreading it across her shoulders.
‘I missed you too, but I need to take a shower first.’ Nina smiled, kissing Kane’s lips softly. Grasping Kane’s hand she dragged her from the room. Kane tugged her hand from Nina’s blushing furiously.
‘I’m not showering with you.’ Kane gasped, utterly embarrassed, her eyes darting to the stairs in concern. Nina grinned, enjoying Kane’s slightly pink cheeks. She was so adorable. Kane was so sexually aggressive when they were alone, yet the moment Nina showed her any affection publicly she would get all flustered and embarrassed. Nina knew she enjoyed the attention even though she pretended otherwise.
‘We’ll be quiet, no one will hear us.’ Nina whispered huskily, nibbling lightly at Kane’s lips. She pulled Kane’s hips tightly against hers, running her hands along Kane’s waist. Kane tried wriggling away.
‘Stop it.’ Kane whispered hotly, and then gripped the back of Nina’s neck, kissing her hard. 
Nina sighed dramatically. ‘Wait here then, I won’t be long, make your-self at home.’ releasing Kane reluctantly. Whirling away from her, Nina ran lightly up the stairs, meeting Natasha on the way down. 


** //**


‘Everything sorted out?’ Natasha asked concerned, gazing down at Kane who was wandering into the sitting room.
‘For now.’ Nina replied, leaving the room.
‘Would you like something to drink, while you wait?’ Natasha asked pleasantly, walking up to me.
‘No thank you, I’m fine.’ Kane responded politely, glancing around. Natasha could well imagine what Kane was thinking.
Natasha sat on the couch, patting the seat next to her in invitation. Kane sunk into the seat, frowning.
‘What’s wrong, why you were so upset? Natasha asked kindly. Kane shifted forward, resting her elbows on her knees.
‘Has she told you what happened to her three years ago?’ Kane’s voice was rough with emotion.
‘Yes she did, but she’s fine now.’ Natasha tried to reassure Kane.
‘Did she tell you everything, or only what she thought you should know?’ Kane said faintly.
‘Tell me.’ Natasha invited, her eyes warm and gentle.
‘At that time, I didn’t know her very well, but it was the most awful experience I’ve ever had. I’ve never seen anything that horrific before. She was so badly burnt, she couldn’t walk, could hardly talk. She was in such debilitating pain, such agony; she was unconscious for three days. Half of her face was burnt away, sometimes I can still smell the stench of burnt flesh, and it took a week for her to heal. We took turns watching over her while she healed. I desperately wanted to take her pain away, make her feel better, but I couldn’t. I felt so helpless, so useless. I’m trying to be brave, but I’m terrified. If something should happen to her, I don’t think I will ever be the same again.’ Kane’s voice shook with grief.
‘Did you tell her that?’ Natasha asked gently.
‘Of course not, you know what she’ll say.’ Kane remarked dryly.
‘Would you feel better, if I discreetly, watched out for her?’ Natasha offered.
‘How…You will be with me?’ Kane said sceptically.
‘I have my ways.’ Natasha commented.
‘Thank you.’ Kane sighed relieved, some of the worry disappearing from her face.
‘Have thought about what you’re going to do, once this is all over?’ Natasha’s change in subject was a welcome distraction.
‘Not really, I’ll just be happy that everyone is safe and that it’s all over.’ Kane said, lifting her legs onto the couch and folding them beneath her, after a fidgeting for a few minutes Kane leapt to her feet.
‘I think I’ll go now.’ Kane mumbled stumbling to the door. When Nina came down the stairs after her shower, she frowned, looking around in confusion.
‘She left.’ Natasha said, glancing at Nina.
‘Why, what happened?’ Nina asked.
‘She’s distraught; she told me what really happened three years ago. Why didn’t you tell me?’ Natasha asked warily.
Nina shrugged lightly. ’You know the risks.’
‘But she doesn’t, that girl is petrified; she thinks the same thing is going to happen again, I’m surprised she let you out of her sight this long. You have to reassure her, the next few days will be difficult enough, without having to worry what she’ll do.’ Natasha advised.
‘How do I do that? I don’t know how to do that.’ Nina replied.
‘You have to try.’ Natasha persisted.
‘Why does this have to be so complicated?’ Nina moaned.
‘Go find your girl and comfort her, make her feel safe.’ Natasha recommended before leaving the room.
Nina sat in silence considering Natasha’s words. She had to admit she was in foreign waters now. She didn’t think she was capable or even able to do what was suggested. Her life had always been lived and fought at on her terms. Whatever consequences her actions had brought was hers to bear, and bear it she did however painful, alone. However, what Natasha told her now, was a revelation, a shock. It was so unexpected, so foreign. A concept so utterly fantastic, so amazing, Nina was undone by it .She was humbled by it, no one really worried about her before. The knowledge delighted, and humbled her. Yes; her previous lovers cared for her, but it was always with the knowledge that Nina would, and could do what had to be done without exception or remorse. Her previous lovers knew that she would get hurt, that it was part of the job. The fact that Kane was still basically human should’ve prepared Nina for Kane’s emotional reaction. How does one persuade another not to fear for you? She wasn’t degrading Kane’s fear however; but how did she reassure Kane that her fear was unnecessary though? Was that even possible?   
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Chapter Sixteen
 
 War Games
 
 After leaving Nina’s home I wandered around the city for a while, window shopping. I stopped and had coffee at a coffee shop. I tried to convince myself that I was worrying for nothing, that Nina was capable of taking care of herself and that I should trust in her abilities and skills. Another point was that she wasn’t alone either, her team would surely be there should she need them. All of these reasons rolled around my brain like a marble rolling across the floor; they should’ve reassured me, instead they made my stomach clench and a nasty arid taste filled my mouth. She blasted into my life with no apologies, blowing everything I knew about my-self and what I knew to smithereens. I couldn’t imagine my life without her in it. My heart ached from missing her. I wasn’t sure was a good thing. And weren’t there more important matters to be concerned about than wonder where my girlfriend was? Girlfriend? Hmm, now that was a sentiment I hardly imagined. Yet there it is. To feel about her so much surely was a bad thing. And the two men following me, more than adequately proved that there was something to be concerned about. When I returned to the hotel, I went to Gerald and Edith’s suit.
‘You look worried.’ Edith commented when I strolled into their suit a few hours later.
‘I’m sure you’ve noticed the people following us around the last few days, right?’ I asked, sitting down and resting my elbows on my knees. Gerald leaned against the window, folding his arms across his chest.
‘Now that she’s made her choice, and with her people protecting us, she’ll be an open target.’ Gerald rumbled, running his hand over his chin.
‘What do you suggest we do? I don’t think I could bare it, if something happened to her.’ I whispered roughly, rubbing my arms, my throat dry.
‘We’ll take care of her honey.’ Edith consoled, sitting down beside me rubbing my back.
‘I’ve waited too long for her, too loose her now, I won’t.’ I whimpered, tears rolling freely down my cheeks.
‘Honey…honey don’t upset your-self like this, we won’t let anything happen to her.’ Edith soothed, holding me tightly, sniffing loudly.
‘She won’t like us interfering.’ Mia declared drily.
‘We’ll do it in such a way, she won’t notice.’ Gerald offered, scratching his head, not exactly sure how though.
Thus the Intervention of Nina began. The next day, I snuck into their house creeping quietly through the house while they slept. I realized just how vulnerable a vampire was during the day. Although Nina could stay awake longer during the day than other vampires, she eventually succumbed and had to sleep. I had the perfect opportunity to investigate the house at my leisure. The house was huge with a porch running around the entire house. It had approximately six bedrooms, each with their own private bathroom. The floors were of a dark unpolished wood. The lounge was decorated in chocolate velvet couches, and light caramel rugs were scattered over the floor. In one corner of the lounger sat a grand piano, and along one wall was an old fashioned stone fireplace. The curtains were of a thick damask fabric, ideal for blocking out the sun. Staring out the window, I peeked through it to check where my guard was. I realized just how mind numbingly boring this surveillance work was, so I attempted to keep them occupied, by pretending to evade them. I took immense pleasure in the fact that they were really disgusted with me, when they managed to catch up with me. Strolling up the stairs I entered Nina’s bedroom quietly, staring down at her while she slept. She was laying on her side, and she had a slight frown on her face; perhaps she was having a bad dream. I couldn’t resist the temptation of climbing into bed beside her. Sliding carefully closer, I drew her closer to me, wrapping my arms around her; nuzzling the bend in her neck, slowly drifting away. While I held her, deep surge of protectiveness filled me. She seemed to very vulnerable, so helpless, exposed. She exuded vitality, confidence, and arrogance even; that it was quiet a revelation to see her like this. I only intended to rest there for a while, but managed to fall into a deep sleep instead. Waking up later, I was lying on my back with Nina’s head on my shoulder, moving my shoulder experimentally, she didn’t move. Slowly, I inched out beneath her, and slid to the floor, tip-toeing silently to the door. Once outside I hurried down the stairs and out of the house. Breathing a sigh of relief at my narrow escape, because the sun was beginning to set, I ran down the road to the rental car I had parked a few blocks away.
That evening it was Gerald and Edith’s turn. They invited Nina over for dinner, which arrived with a very healthy and healed Sofia. I was conspicuously absent. The next day I returned to their house, spending the day playing with their various weapons I found in the gym and riffling through their stuff. While I ran upstairs I noticed a man lurking at the end of the driveway. He appeared to be watching the house intently. My heart started beating faster. Opening the front door carefully, I stepped outside, and walked towards him, when he saw me, he immediately turned and ran to his car driving away. Going back into the house, I was more convinced that what we were doing was right. Running up the stairs, I rushed to Nina’s room, opening the door only a little, to peek inside. As the day before, she was naked, dead to the world. Breathing a sigh of relief I hurried down the passage to Natasha’s room and did the same. I sat on the top step of the stair case, glancing worriedly around. There was no way I could sleep now. Although she trained me to fight years ago, one Nina didn’t have that I did, fire, and I was prepared to use it. I did it before and I would do it again, in a heartbeat. Nothing and no-one was going to hurt her, not while I was there. I was shocked and horrified at myself, but a moment later shook it off. My overactive imagination heard sounds and noises all around the house. My nerves were raw, yet I would not move from my position. A few minutes after sunset, after I was discreetly relieved, I rushed back to the hotel. I strolled back into Gerald’s suit.
‘There was a man skulking around their house today.’ I informed him hastily.
‘Are you okay?’ Gerald asked worriedly. He didn’t like the idea that I was alone there during the day.
‘I’m fine, just a little spooked.’ I replied, rubbing my arms, and the goose bumps that appeared, away.
‘What was he doing?” he asked.
‘He was just standing there watching, when I went out to speak to him, he ran away.’ I replied. Edith made an unhappy sound.
‘I’ll go with you tomorrow, honey.’ Edith offered. I nodded gratefully.
‘So what’s the plan for tonight?” I asked. Mia smiled mischievously.
‘I’m going to become an enforcer.’ She said proudly.
‘Good plan, why didn’t I think of that.’ I grinned, watching as Isabelle and Mia left the suit.
Nina was rather surprised when she opened the door to admit Mia and Isabelle later that evening. She was disappointed when Kane wasn’t with them. She hadn’t seen Kane for two days now, yet she could’ve sworn Kane’s scent was all over the house.
‘I was wondering if you could train me to be an enforcer.’ Mia asked politely, following Nina into the lounge. Nina raised her eyebrows in surprise. This was a new development.
‘I think Natasha or even Fiona would be a better choice.’ She said evasively. Training the apprentices was a long and painful experience. One Nina didn’t wish to begin with Mia, knowing Kane would kill her if Mia had even one little hair out of place.
‘I’d prefer it to be you.’ Mia said stubbornly, glancing at Isabelle. Isabelle nodded in agreement.’ Only the best will do.’ Isabelle said sweetly laying it on thickly.
Nina snorted before responding. ’I don’t think Kane will be very happy with me beating you up.’ Nina said dryly.
‘Don’t worry about her, we’ll handle her.’ Isabelle said cheerfully.
‘So how does this work, exactly?’ Mia asked enthusiastically.
Nina shook her head in disagreement. ‘I don’t think it’s a good idea.’ She said reluctantly.
‘Please don’t say no, please.’ Mia pleaded. She seemed so sincere, so eager. Nina sighed in defeat.
‘Fine then, but if she comes after me, I’m coming after you.’ Nina mumbled, pointing a threatening finger at both of them.
The rest of the evening Nina spent, explaining all the rules and duties regarding being an enforcer. Hoping that with that knowledge, Mia would change her mind. They left an hour before sunrise.   
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Chapter Seventeen
 
 Here and Now
 
 The next day, Edith and I took turns being outside the house. One would be inside and the other outside. We still hadn’t decided what we would do should something truly bad happen. It was with relief that we left at the end of the day. I went back to my suit for a nice long bath and had something eat before leaving for Gerald’s suit for our nightly progress discussion. The sight that greeted me when I strolled into the suit was not encouraging. Gerald, Edith, Mia and Isabelle along with Natasha were all wearing looks of naughty children caught with their hands in the cookie jar. Nina was leaning casually against the bar, wearing an expression I couldn’t read.
‘Hi.’ I swallowed roughly, swearing under my breath. She straightened, stalking me slowly, not taking her eyes off me. I stepped back hurriedly when she stopped before me.
‘Thank you.’ Were all she said, leaning forward, and brushing her lips lightly across mine. I was too flabbergasted to speak. For once in my life the power of speech deserted me. I heard a few relieved breaths being exhaled.
‘Natasha told me about yesterday.’ She said, turning to everyone else in the room. ‘Thank you.’ She said sincerely. Gerald nodded stiffly, Edith sniffled quietly, Mia and Isabelle grinned widely, and Natasha smiled serenely. Isabelle busied herself with pouring drinks for us all.
After we each had a drink and sat down, Natasha said. ‘I have a suggestion, which I think might solve our problem.’ I sat up straighter, turning towards her.
‘Our house is big enough, why don’t you move in with us, until this is all over. It will make all our lives much easier.’ She suggested. I glanced at Nina across the bar, who grinned at me slyly.
‘We don’t want to impose.’ Edith muttered halfheartedly.
‘I wouldn’t have said it if it was.’ Natasha said smilingly.
‘Then thank you, we accept your offer.’ Gerald said graciously. I wasn’t so sure though.
‘How are we going to do this though?” I asked confused. Things were moving a bit too fast for me. I needed to think. Was I ready to move in with her? Wasn’t it a bit soon?
‘No time to talk honey, let’s get packing.’ Edit said excitedly.
I returned to my suit to start my packing, I didn’t realise I had bought so many things, most of which couldn’t fit into my suit cases. After making a hurried phone call to the concierge, a few new suit cases were delivered to my suit. When all my packing was done, I strolled around the now empty suit, remembering all that had taken place here. I realized that this place would always have special memories for me. I went down to the lobby to settle our bill and just like that we left the hotel that had been our home for the last few weeks. I felt a little nostalgic watching the hotel disappear behind us as we drove away. 


** //**


When we arrived at Natasha’s house, I discovered much to my dismay that Nina and I would have to share a room. I was mortified about that. It seemed so improper. And yes, I know I was being ridiculous. But it was one thing knowing everyone knew were involved, but it was quite another to flaunt it. Nina led me down a corridor on the opposite side of the house to rooms that were locked when I was snooping around their house. She opened the door and led me into a bedroom that had an antique four poster bed, hung with the deepest wine red, edged with gold trim, draped between the posts. The floor was covered by a thick deep pile cream coloured carpet. The curtains matched the hangings on the bed as well as the coverings of the lampshades. The lamps were muted, casting the room in a warm glow. Along one wall were two sets of chest of draws, each with six drawers, three on each side, with gold handles. A leather wing back chair was placed against the wall, beside the bed. Diagonally, to the bed; a stone fire place was built at an angle, giving a view of the fire place from anywhere in the room. A couch was placed before the fireplace with a coffee table beside it. The walls were panelled in dark mahogany and it boasted a full walk in closet, even bigger than mine at home, and a separate luxurious bathroom. I was too nervous to step inside. Nina took my hand and slowly pulled me into the room. I was tongue tied, inexplicably shy.
‘Don’t you like it?’ she asked huskily, gazing around the room. Nina’s heart stampeded in her chest, holding her breath, hoping.
‘It’s beautiful.’ I whispered, curling my toes in the plush carpet. My eyes were glued to the gorgeous bed, and heat crept up my neck to my ears. My reaction was silly of course, considering all we did in the past.
‘We can change it if you want.’ Nina joked lightly, but I could see she was just as anxious as I was.
‘It’s perfect, why weren’t you using it though?’ I asked a little more confidently. She flushed a little embarrassed.
‘I was waiting for you.’ She mumbled self-consciously. I sauntered slowly towards her. Not taking my eyes from her. I slid my fingers into the waist band of her jeans and pulled her towards me. Her hands settled possessively on my hips. My hands tunnelled into her hair, pulling her head down towards me.
‘You realise what this means don’t you?’ I mumbled against her lips. I tilted my hips against her, feeling her take a shaky breath. She sighed against my mouth, trying to capture my lips but I turned my head.
‘You’ll unpack tomorrow?’ she muttered hopefully. I grinned against her mouth, letting her capture my lips. I backed her towards the bed until the back of her legs hit the edge of the bed. We tumbled onto the bed rolling over with me looking down at her. I lowered my head slowly, touching her lips gently, hesitantly. I savoured her taste, enjoyed the glide of my fingers across her skin. Flash heat started building up inside me, and racing up my spine. I tried to be patient, be gentle with her. My fingers burned to take her fast and mercilessly. The hollow of my palms felt achingly empty. I tried to ignore the screaming in my blood, the throbbing urgency in my body, urging me to take, to devour. I tried to take my time with her this time, but she wouldn’t let me. Her nails scoured down my back, digging into my spine. A rough guttural moan erupted from my throat. I gripped her wrists and pushed them behind her head, staring down at her, breathing roughly.
Nina shifted impatiently beneath Kane. She dug her nails deeper into Kane’s back, forcing her over the edge. She knew what Kane wanted to do, but Nina was not going to allow it. She wanted—craved Kane’s raging, all consuming passion. It fired her blood, and left her weak. She wasn’t settling for anything less. They sat up and tore their clothes off.
I tried to be civilized this time, I needed to be. My mind was no longer mine. Each taste, touch, each breath I took; screamed with my need for her. My desire would not be silenced with nice, pleasant touches. It expressed itself with blinding fury, in the shape of deep devouring kisses, hard demanding strokes, and scorching bone melting caresses.
Nina’s mind and body was putty in Kane’s hands. She was still amazed that Kane had never been with another woman, with the way she drove Nina insane with desire. She was staring up at the ceiling, gritting her teeth, and trying to hold her orgasm at bay. Lifting her head, she gazed down at Kane’s head between her legs.
I stretched my tongue out hesitantly, tasting another woman for the first time. I wasn’t sure if I would be able to do it. Lifting my head, I gazed at the sex before me. Being a woman I took it for granted that I knew what another woman’s genitals would look like. Now looking at Nina’s sex, I was filled with wonder, wonder at the familiarity and awe at the absolute newness of it. Tenderness filled me when I gazed at how delicate and fragile she looked. Her clit was swollen, and the hood pulled slightly back, revealing a deep red head. It jerked when I put my tongue against it. I trailed my tongue carefully over it, and down her labia. I liked how she tasted, in fact I loved it. I ran my tongue over my teeth, coating them with her essence. I raised my head and gazed up at Nina, her eyes were closed, and her breathing was loud, harsh to my ears.
Her eyes snapped open, feral. ‘Don’t play with me now.’ Nina’s voice was rough with desperation. Kane’s tongue burnt her alive, scorching along her trembling labia, and then closing her mouth over her rigid throbbing clit. Nina released a loud groan, as that wicked mouth sucked and licked every each of her shuddering skin. She felt herself drift further and further away towards that blinding light ahead of her. Her back arched off the bed as her orgasm charged through her, exploding with such force her mind went utterly blank and stars danced before her eyes.
I felt Nina stiffen beneath me, and swallowed every twitch and jerk in my mouth, savouring each nuance and her taste of her on my tongue. My own orgasm started at my feet, charged up my spine and erupted in my brain, blowing my mind apart, and blinding me for a few moments. My clit was so sensitive from grinding against her leg; I had to inch away for relief, but it was too late for me. I rode her leg desperately, allowing my orgasm to claim me. After a few moments, I became aware of Nina’s voice, and fingers gently caressing my sweat slicked skin. Gathering my strength, I kissed the inside of Nina’s thighs, and began trailing kisses over her hip, and wound my way up along Nina’s stomach. I gently ran my tongue up along neck, and nibbled tenderly on her lips. I rested my forehead against hers, struggling to catch my breath and still my pounding heart. Nina’s hands traced gently up and down my sweat slicked back, soothing, gentle.
‘You did that on purpose.’ I accused her, when I could breathe again.
‘You love it.’ Nina’s satiated voice dripped satisfaction, tracing my bottom lip with her thumb.
‘I tried to be gentle damn it. I wanted to show you how much I love you, and you ruined it.” I complained weakly, pouting. I placed my hand on her forehead, wiping the sweat away into her hair line.
‘I love the way you lose control for me, do you really think I’d want anything else?’ Nina whispered, her eyes blazing with possession.
‘Just once I would like to be calm and civilized, not this wild beast.’ I said miserably, sighing. Nina’s her eyes glittered in humour.
“Well that’s not what I want; I adore how wild you become for me.’ Nina said, gripping the back of my neck aggressively and biting my lips hard, and then soothing the bites gently with a velvet tongue. She was wearing an expression of a woman who knew she was loved and desired, utterly self-satisfied.
‘When I touch you my blood boils and my mind shuts down completely. All I do is feel, and all I feel is you.’ I confessed awkwardly, feeling my face burn in embarrassment. 
A brilliantly thrilled smile curved her lips. ‘I know. You make me lose myself.’ She admitted an amused grin on her face. I was thrilled, no amazed that she felt that way, I couldn’t suppress a smug grin.
‘Would you like to try out the new shower? Nina asked innocently, sliding off the bed, giving me a look that fried my circuits.
I dropped my head onto the comforter, groaning, as white molten heat, instantly barrelled through me, sizzling to the tips of my toes. ‘You’re killing me.’ I slurred, eagerly stumbling after her. Her darkly sated laughter floated behind her, wrapping me in its warmth.
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Chapter Eighteen
 
 Basking
 
 When I woke up it was rather late into the afternoon of the next day. I lay quietly, listening to Nina’s breathing as she slept with her arms securely around me. Moving my head I listened to the rhythm of her heart. It didn’t beat at the same rate as mine did. The rhythm was slower, its beats further apart. I knew the other vampires didn’t have heart beats, but hers did. I found that fascinating, and wanted to know how that was possible. Hopefully she’d give me a proper answer this time when I asked her. I slid her arm off me, and I slid to the floor silently, and then covering her with the comforter before getting dressed. I dragged my suitcase to the bathroom, opened it and extracted a slightly creased robe, a pair of raggedy shorts and a slightly wrinkled vest. I left the robe on the edge of the bed and dressed quickly. I’d shower later; right now I needed food and coffee. I left the room and the smells of bacon cooking lead me down the passage to the kitchen.
‘Good morning.’ I greeted Edith when I ambled into the kitchen. She smiled and handed me a glass of orange juice, which I accepted gratefully.
‘How are you this morning?’ Edith asked concerned. I blushed hotly, sipping my juice.
‘I don’t know yet.’ I responded uncertainly. She nodded understandingly.
‘Hungry?’ she asked spooning crispy fried bacon onto a plate, along with eggs, sausage and toast. I set my empty glass down and searched through the cabinets for a cup. Finally finding one, I poured myself a cup of coffee, deeply inhaling the aromatic aroma.
‘Starving.’ I grimaced, reaching out and taking a plate from her.
There was a large round wooden table with six chairs, placed beneath a window. Placing me plate and cup on the table, I pulled a chair out and sank into it, digging into my food ravenously. I ate silently for a while, watching Edith move around the kitchen. Getting up I placed my empty plate in the sink, intending to go back to bed, but changed my mind and headed to the lounge instead. I sunk into the comfy couch, feeling content, I dozed for a while. I opened my eyes when I heard voices echoing down the passage. Mia and Isabelle were awake, talking and giggling. Natasha was trailing quietly behind them. It seemed our little adventure had drawn them closer; I was pleasantly pleased at that development. I sat up a little groggily, rubbing my eyes. 


** //**


Usually, when she rose Nina was disorientated, and off balance, her body waiting for her to take its first breath. Then she’d be bombarded with scents and sounds, until her body quieted and resumed its functions. She waited expectantly; for the soul wrenching loneliness, the emptiness, to surface inside. Emotions that occurred since her first rising. There was nothing now, only silence-quietness; peace and a deep sense of fulfilment, of belonging. Placing her hand against her chest, she felt that place. That space was filled now. The bed was empty and cold, and she felt lonely, tossing the blankets aside, she knew what to do. Lifting up the robe that was lying on the end of the bed, she shrugged it on, it hung to just below her knees, a little short, but it would do. Stuffing her hands into the pockets, she ambled down the passage to the lounge.
‘Look who’s awake?’ Isabelle grinned at me, flopping down into the wingback seat across from me. I turned my head in the direction she indicated, and watched Nina strolling towards us wearing the white cotton robe. As she moved, her naked legs peaked through the folds of the robe. My mouth went dry. She looked sleep tousled, soft and so lovely. Silently, she stretched out beside me, placing her face in my neck nuzzling my skin softly. I shifted onto my side, pulling her towards me, wrapping my arms gently around her. I curled one arm around her shoulder and one around her waist. She curled against me, sliding one knee between my legs, and then settling her head on my chest, rubbing her head against my chin, closing her eyes, sighing contentedly. I smiled delightedly, gazing down at her, marvelling at the knowledge that Nina liked to be cuddled when she rose. I stroked her face gently; my fingers tracing over her eyebrows, then sliding across her forehead, down her nose, and over her cheeks. I kissed her closed eyes softly, her eyelashes tickling my lips. My hands were soothingly stroking up and down her back. Natasha raised her eyebrows in surprise. My soft smile was all she needed.
Nina snuggled deeper into Kane’s arms. Now, the warmth of Kane’s arms, and her steady heart beat against her cheek, lulled Nina into a peaceful slumber. Later when she opened her eyes, she tilted her head into the crook of Kane’s arm, glancing up at her face.
‘Hi.’ she said, keeping her voice low. She didn’t want to lose these warm feelings of contentment and peace that filled her.
‘Hi yourself.’ Kane replied, bending her head, kissing Nina’s lips so delicately, Nina thought she imagined it.
‘Where’s everyone?’ Nina asked, becoming aware of the silence in the room.
‘Do you really care?’ Kane asked, tightening her arms around Nina. Nina rubbed her cheek against Kane’s chest.
‘Not really, maybe later.’ Nina murmured, lifting her face to meet Kane’s lips; she was right where she wanted to be, the world could wait. They spent considerable time enjoying the intimacy between them, with long languid kisses, loving touches, and gentle embraces. Their absorption with each other continued well into the night only broken by Kane’s growling stomach. Sitting up, she pulled Kane to her feet, followed her into the deserted kitchen. If she didn’t know any better she could’ve have sworn they were the only two in the house.
‘Well, I guess I missed dinner?’ Kane mumbled, opening the fridge searching for something to eat.
‘I think I’ll take a shower.’ Nina said, eyeing Kane devilishly.
‘Not a chance, I still have to unpack.’ Kane responded lightly, placing a dish of left over’s on the counter. Nina pouted disappointedly, before leaving Kane to her food.
While Kane was eating, Natasha wandered into the kitchen and joined her at the table.
‘Thank you.’ Natasha said quietly, watching Kane’s expression.
‘What for?’ I asked around a mouth of food.
‘For loving her.’ Natasha said, tilting her head slightly. I fidgeted in my chair uncomfortably. I suppose we would have this conversation eventually.
‘I didn’t mean to hurt you.’ I admitted quietly.
‘You didn’t, her heart never belonged to me.’ Natasha admitted sadly.
‘But you’ve been together for so long, I just assumed.’ I remarked, frowning.
‘We’ve been having an on-off relationship for years. It was a good arrangement for us. We both knew there wasn’t anything more to it than that.’ Natasha explained.
‘You hoped there would be though?’ I observed instinctively, kindly. I felt a twinge of guilt, realising the hurt I caused her.
‘Sometimes I did, but I’ve seen the way she is with you, and I’m happy she found something we both were looking for, even though we never admitted it to each other.’ She said, resting her elbows on the table.
‘I’m sorry.’ I couldn’t think of anything else to say to make it better for her.
‘She’s a different person when she’s with you. She’s never trusted anyone enough to let her guard down that much to ask for affection or comfort.’ Natasha continued.
‘What do you mean?’ I asked puzzled.
‘Even when we shared a bed; she’d be half awake, never trusting me or anyone else to rest completely; she certainly never showed me how soft she can be.’ Natasha remarked.
‘She drives me mad.’ I confessed irritably. Natasha laughed loudly at my sour expression.
‘I didn’t say owning her heart would be easy.’ Natasha smiled generously.
‘Gee thanks.’ I joked relieved, getting up.
‘Does she own yours?’ Natasha asked, deadly serious. My eyes met hers with utter honesty, before I answered.
‘Wholeheartedly; since the day she made me cry.’ I swore heartily.
‘Really, she’s never made me cry.’ Natasha grinned, while we walked.
‘That’s because she likes you.’ I said dryly.
I strolled into to our bedroom, ours. Funny how one little word could have so many connotations. When I awoke yesterday, I was still single. Yes the blood pledge, did bind us, but I still viewed myself as unattached. I’ve never cohabitated with anyone before. Adam wanted me to move in with him a few months after we started dating, but I couldn’t see myself giving up that much of my independence. Yet here I was; dipped in the middle of domestic bliss. While Nina spoke on the phone, her skin rosy from the shower, wrapped only in a towel, her hair curling damply around her shoulders; I unpacked my suitcase and hung my clothes. It felt so natural, so right, as if we’ve been doing this for ever. It was sublime. I moved rapidly between the closet and the other empty chest of drawers packing my clothes away. I was nicely sweaty by the time I finished my packing. 


** //**


Stepping into the bathroom, I stripped off my sweaty clothes and stepped into the shower. Steam rose in wisps around me as the water cascaded over my skin. Completing my shower, I pulled on a purple satin sleep pants with matching strappy vest. After brushing my teeth, I strolled into the bedroom towelling my hair dry; I dropped the damp towel on the floor and crawled onto the bed, curling up beside her. She slipped an arm around my shoulders, drawing me tightly against her.
‘What was that all about?’ I asked when she disconnected her call. Nina moved away from me, sitting up. I glanced at her expectedly, waiting.
‘There’s a meeting tomorrow night, to finally settle this situation.’ She said briskly getting off the bed. She slipped out of the towel, letting it drop to the floor in a damp heap. I had to get used her habit of casual nudity. Striding to the dresser she removed a pair of jeans and underwear. Shutting the drawer she opened another one and removed a white t-shirt. Walking back to the bed, she tossed the clothes on the bed and hurriedly began dressing. I watched her keenly, waiting for her to elaborate, she didn’t. I inched to the edge of the bed, and gripped her wrist, forcing her to meet my eyes.
‘What aren’t you telling me?’ I demanded softly. Her jaw tightened and she swallowed roughly. She gazed at me worriedly. I felt my belly tighten in alarm.
‘It will be dangerous, so the team will be coming over in an hour; to discuss what our strategy will be. I expect it to be awhile, so why don’t you get some sleep?’ Nina said stepping away from me. Nina didn’t like the look that appeared in Kane’s eyes.
‘You don’t really expect me to quietly go to sleep, when this affects me too, do you?’ I rasped impatiently, furious that she would exclude me.
‘This isn’t open for negotiation.’ Nina snapped, striding to the door flinging it open and slamming it behind her. Nina marched angrily down the passage, huffing angrily. Just once she’d hoped Kane would be reasonable.
‘What’s got you so riled up?’ Natasha asked when Nina strode into the lounge. Gerald and Edith were sitting beneath the window having coffee, looked up at her in surprise.
Nina didn’t bother to answer. ‘Gather everyone together; I’ve arranged for a meeting with the rest of the family, for tomorrow night at Lois’s estate. The rest of the team should be here shortly. We need to discuss what to do.’ Her voice was cool and emotionless, the consummate professional.
‘You have my assistance of course.’ Gerald said, putting down his cup. He didn’t ask where Kane was, he didn’t have to. The look on Nina’s face told him all he needed to know. He glanced warily at Edith who just shook her head.
‘Your help is appreciated. We still have a little time before the others get here, I need to make a quick call, and I’ll be right back.’ Nina said leaving the room.
When Nina returned to the lounge the apprentices and the rest of her team had arrived, and immediately launched into her plans for the next day. She was focused and resolute. She listened to suggestions and opposing viewpoints, weighting each calmly, before making a decision. Her head throbbed and her jaw ached when they eventually dispersed, leaving Natasha with the unpleasant job of finding places for everyone to sleep.
When she entered the bedroom, Kane was lying in the middle of the bed on her back, her arms folded beneath her head with her legs crossed at the ankles. The drapes on three sides of the bed were down, leaving the ones at the foot end open. Nina shut the door quietly, approaching the bed warily. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, she removed her shoes, and then stripped, leaving her clothes in a heap on the floor. Crawling naked onto the bed, Nina lay down on her side, propping her head on her elbow, beside Kane. Not touching her, but close enough she could feel the heat from Kane’s body. She gazed down at Kane and waited. Kane’s eyes were closed, her face relaxed.
‘Are you going to tell me what you decided?’ I asked lightly, conversationally. Nina’s eyebrows lifted in surprise, she wasn’t expecting that.
‘Yes, tomorrow.’ Nina replied, watching Kane’s expression change and her eyes opened.
‘Thank you.’ I said softly, I crawled to the edge of the bed, undoing the last drape. The closed drapes cocooned us darkly; enveloping us in a plush ocean of warmth, mystery and fantasy. I lay down on my side facing her. Nina placed one hand on my hip, pulling me against her.
‘I don’t understand.’ Nina was thoroughly confused now. I trailed my fingers lightly across her collarbone.
‘I don’t really want to know all the details, not tonight.’ I said softly, gazing up at her.
‘You’re not upset with me anymore?’ Nina was dumbfounded.
Kane, sighed softly, before replying. ‘I never was; I was hurt. When I say I love you, I don’t mean only when it’s safe or nice to do so. I don’t say it to manipulate you; I love all of you, even your bad bits. And even though you’re criminally arrogant, and have a vicious temper; I will love you forever.’ I said quietly, searching her eyes intently, while I played with her hair where it tickled my chest.
Nina swallowed and cleared her throat uncomfortably. ‘I don’t have any bad bits.’ She grumbled. ‘Do you know why I didn’t protect you myself last week?’ Nina rasped hoarsely, her eyes shining brightly.
‘I thought you had more important things to do than babysit me.’ I responded mildly. Her hair was silky between my fingers.
‘You make me weak, you distract me, confuse me. You’re a spoiled brat that makes my head spin. You’re argumentative and impossibly stubborn. My love for you clouds my judgement, I never expected to ever know what love was, not what I feel for you anyway. You’re the only important thing in my life but I can’t allow myself to be distracted when it comes to your safety, even if it’s you doing the distracting.’ Nina mumbled embarrassed. Although; now, that the words were spoken she felt ten feet tall.
‘I’m not a brat.’ I complained hotly, frowning, twirling strands of her hair around my finger.
Nina trailed her lips down my throat, chuckling. ‘See what I mean? She murmured, her voice vibrating against my throat.
‘I understand; you were trying to protect me. But just as you want to protect me, so do I want to protect you and keep you safe. And that’s something you will have to accept.’ I grinned up at her unhappy frown.
‘Is this going to happen every time there’s trouble?’ Nina grumbled unhappily.
‘Uh huh, pretty much.’ I grinned sweetly. Nina snorted rudely.
‘Isn’t there anything else you’d like me to do for you tonight? Nina’s voice dipped suggestively. She slid one leg between mine. Delicious warm shivers skittered down my spine. It was getting hard to breath.
‘Not off hand no.’ I feigned ignorance. I felt the heat of her skin pouring over me like warm chocolate.
‘Would you like a reminder?’ Nina nibbled my ear lightly. Thrills of sensation cascaded through me, but I drew away from her. She raised her head, looking at me questioningly.
‘No, it will be too much like saying goodbye.’ I whispered, inhaling shakily. She bit my shoulder gently, and I almost changed my mind. Almost.
‘You’re not very good for my ego.’ ‘Nina muttered sourly.
‘Good, humility is good for the soul.’ I joked, turning onto my side away from her, and pulling her arms around me. I reached behind me, pulling her head down towards me, and nipped her jaw.
‘All I want from you tonight; is for you to hold me in your arms, tell me you love me, and I’ll go to sleep knowing I’m in the safest place in the world.’ I said softly, pulling her arms tighter around me.
‘You’re very troublesome.’ Nina grumbled against my ear as she spooned me. I chortled quietly at her forlorn expression.
‘I get that a lot.’ I said, snuggling against her.
‘I want to tell you a story.’ Nina said, splaying her fingers across my abdomen.
‘Is it a good story?’ I asked excitedly, tickled pink and was instantly charmed by her again.
‘It’s a very good story.’ Nina replied, not giving anything away.
‘Will I like it.? I said dreamily.
‘You’ll love it.’ Nina murmured against my neck.
‘Tell me.’ The timbre of her voice soothed me gently, with the tale of star crossed lovers. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply. Her breath was warm against the back of my neck. I fell asleep with her voice echoing inside my chest. And she was right, I did love it.                           
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Chapter Nineteen
 
 War Cries
 
 I woke up the next day with a sense of expectancy. I knew it would still be a few hours before Nina rose, so I got out of bed, pulled the comforter over her and slipped quietly from the room. I made my way to the kitchen to discover a full breakfast waiting for me.
‘Good morning.’ I smiled at Edith, kissing her on the cheek. She cupped my cheek gently, looking deep into my eyes.
‘How are you honey? She asked me. I smiled happily at her, which was strange considering the circumstances.
‘Wonderful.’ I replied, going over to the table and giving Gerald a hug before sitting down.
‘We were worried, when we didn’t see you last night.’ Gerald said, glancing at me.
‘Everything is fine, we’re ok.’ I said, helping myself to some eggs and toast.
‘That’s good honey, I’m proud of you.’ Gerald said gruffly. Edith joined us at the table.
‘There is one thing though. I know you’re going to help, but I need to ask you a favour.’ I said to him, putting my fork down.
‘I know what you’re going to say peanut, I feel the same way.’ Gerald said, sipping his orange juice.
‘Thank you Daddy.’ I was suddenly emotional. I hardly ever called him that, and he knew the moment I used it, that I was truly emotional.
He reached over to me. ‘I won’t let anything happen to her.’ Gerald promised, hugging me fiercely.
We finished our breakfast talking and laughing quietly. I saw their love for me shining in their eyes, and thought about all that’s happened, and the way they had adapted to the changes. They adapted better to the changes than I did. I think they realised long ago I had to get out of my own way before I could accept and grow, my love and respect for them increased.
After helping Edith with the dishes I returned to our bedroom. Lifting the comforter I slid into bed and curved my body around Nina’s, sliding my arms around her from behind, spooning her. I dozed on and off for the remainder of the afternoon, keeping my arms tightly around her. I felt her stir and turn in my arms, rubbing her cheek and nose across my chest, and resting her head in the bend of my arm, snuggling against me. While she dozed I twined her hair around my fingers, trying not to worry too much about the next few hours. My mind was so busy trying to not to worry, I didn’t notice that Nina was fully awake now. She flung one leg over my hip, slid her arms around my neck, and then moved higher until our eyes met. I gasped loudly, as the heat of her skin penetrated my pyjama trousers, and I realised I was holding a very naked and very awake Nina in my arms.
‘Hello.’ She said smoothly, her voice was very low. I swallowed roughly.
‘Good evening.’ I grinned nervously at her, trying to grasp her very busy hands.
‘You’re so warm.’ She mumbled, trying to slide her hands under my top. I giggled at her disappointed frown, when I gripped her wrists and pinned them above her head.
‘No.’ I insisted softly, trying to get my breathing under control.
‘You’re so cruel.’ She uttered unhappily, sniffing my neck.
‘I love you too.’ I replied softly, gently releasing her hands. Taking her face in my hands, I kissed her tenderly. I felt her smile against my lips.
Nina rolled Kane over and stretched out completely on top of her, pinning her to the bed. She let Kane feel her weight and length of her body. She wanted to imprint her body on Kane’s. She needed to feel Kane in her every pore, every follicle, every inch of skin. She tried not to let her fear overpower her. But the hours she spent just holding Kane were the hardest of her long life. She wanted to take Kane to a place, far, far away, where she would be safe and protected, and where monsters weren’t trying to kill her. But she also knew Kane would kill her if she did.
‘Nothing is going to happen to me, you won’t let it.’ Kane stated softly, confidently, stroking Nina’s face.
‘And I swear not to get killed.’ Nina repeated her earlier promise to Kane. Kane felt the desperation in Nina’s body as it covered hers. She stroked her back reassuringly.
‘I want you to feed.’ Kane told her, she lifted her head, gazing at me wonderingly.
‘I don’t need to.’ Nina responded.
‘I know you don’t, but I want you to.’ I insisted. She gazed down at me, nodding her head in understanding.
‘Will you do the same for me?’ Nina asked. I watched her incisors slide forward and I shifted restlessly beneath her. God she was so sexy.
‘Yes.’ I croaked. That was all I could manage.
She trailed her incisors lightly across the dip in my collar to my shoulder, and then she scraped them along my jaw and up my neck. My back arched off the bed when she sunk her incisors into my skin. She didn’t take much; before she withdrew I stopped her.
‘Please, don’t close them.’ I begged her quietly. Nina smiled a little too smugly, but nodded anyway.
‘Now you.’ she invited me. I gripped the back of her head and drew her towards me. I stroked her face gently, praying for patience. I breathed deeply, slowing my heart beat. When I felt more in control, I sucked her neck hard, and then slid my incisors into her neck. Her blood burst into my mouth and rushed down my throat, warming me all the way to my toes. I withdrew my incisors and gazed up at her.
She smiled tenderly down at me. ‘Are you okay?’ I asked her; grateful I managed to control myself.
‘I’m fine.’ She replied softly, rolling off of me. Flinging the comforter aside, she sat up, and swung her legs over the side of the bed. I rose onto my knees, sliding my arms around her from behind.
‘We’ll be okay.’ I whispered in her ear. She raised one arm behind her, wrapping it around my waist and pulling me around to the front, settling me on her lap facing her.
‘I like my mark on you.’ She said possessively, tracing the wound on my neck with her fingers.
‘I like wearing it.’ I replied. I wrapped my legs around her waist, and then she stood up and strode towards the bathroom. She carried me effortlessly, I felt cherished, treasured. Sometimes having all that vampire strength is a bonus.
Our bath was a long drawn out affair, which had very little to do with cleanliness, and more to do with being together, enjoying our intimacy. It was a time to strengthen our vows to each other, to enforce our bond, our love. Later I dressed in my favourite black button fly Levi’s, with white t-shirt, and pair of the handmade suede boots; I figured if I’m going to die, I might as well be comfortable. Nina dressed in a long sleeve black shirt, with a mandarin collar; and brown leather pants. I blew my hair dry and watched Nina work her hair into that ugly French braid again. She glanced at me slyly, grinning knowingly, but I ignored her. I took her hand in mine, interlacing our fingers and strolled down the passage to the lounge. 


** //**


When we got there, everyone was standing discussing the evening’s procedures. Most wore serious, gritty expressions. Nina tightened her grip on my hand. Her hand was dry and warm. I was surprised how relaxed and calm she was. I don’t think she was pretending either. The apprentices and Fiona were standing in a corner, talking in hushed tones, when they spotted Nina; their expressions changed and they approached us, smiling at her, ignoring me. I gritted my teeth in annoyance. She dropped my hand, but slid her arm around my waist, drawing me against her.
‘Let’s go over the plans one more time.’ Nina suggested.
‘We’ve gone over everything just before you got here.’ Fiona complained.
‘We’ll go over it again then, I don’t want any mistakes.’ Nina said pointedly, gazing from one face to the other. There were a few unhappy expressions at her remarks, but they accepted her statements.
Wanting to give them privacy, I moved away from her. Nina grabbed the back of my jeans, sliding her fingers into the waistband and she tugged me back towards her, I turned in surprise, and she kissed me hard; before letting me go. My face flamed bright red, taking in the startled faces of the people around me. A thrill of pleasure shot through me at her possessive display. I didn’t need to know all the particulars right now, besides she would tell me later anyway. With a very smug smile, I strolled over to Isabelle and Mia sitting on the couch and joined them.
‘You’re glowing, actually you look stupidly happy.’ Isabelle muttered dryly, smirking. I grinned sheepishly.
Nina’s lips twitched in amusement at the expression on Kane’s face. Kane certainly didn’t expect that. She was surprised at her own actions. She turned back to the group, after giving Kane one last glance, shaking her head. Natasha joined them carrying Nina’s blades and an assortment of other weapons and dropping them onto the table. Nina went through the plans again, making sure everyone not only knew their orders, but understood it as well. Their primary objective; keep Kane alive. After that they began selecting the weapons they were most skilled with. Nina snatched up her wrist guards and sauntered over to Kane, who looked up at her questioningly. She silently handed the sheaths to Kane. Getting up Kane accepted them; tossing one onto the couch, she held the other one out to Nina. Nina pushed the sleeves of her shirt up holding out her wrists.
‘Do I get any of these?’ I asked, sliding the wrist sheath over Nina’s fingers, then over her the back of her hand, up along her wrist ending at her elbow, and then securing them at her wrist with the leather straps.
‘No.’ Nina said pleasantly, rotating her wrist.
‘And why is that?’ I flirted, glancing up at her.
‘You don’t want it disrupting the flow of your clothes do you?’ Nina asked ever so innocently.
‘Absolutely not.’ I said, deadpan, slipping the other sheath onto her wrist.
‘There you go then.’ Nina said smugly, teeth flashing. I made an irritated sound at her smugness.
‘They are sexy though.’ I replied, grinning at her broadly.
Nina chuckled softly at my remark. ‘If you ask me really nicely, I’ll let you wear them sometime.’
I grasped both of her wrists and tugged her towards me, and wound them around my waist, stepping close to her, flattening myself flush against her. I ran my fingers lightly along her jaw, scraping my nails down her neck, and then gently pinching the wounds on her neck. She inhaled sharply, her body tensing against mine. ‘Please.’ I whispered closely against her lips.
Nina thought her head would explode; she wasn’t sure who was teasing who now. Her fingers dug into the small of Kane’s back, sliding higher. A shiver ran down her neck to her toes, and goose bumps spread across her skin. ‘Anytime.’ She responded huskily, shaking her head sadly.
Kane slung her arms around Nina’s neck, her fingers busying it-self with unravelling her braid.
‘I’ll remember you said that.’ Kane whispered, combing her fingers through Nina’s hair, from her temple down to her shoulders. She lifted the long strands and fluffed them lightly, and settling them down her back. Nina stepped away from her returning to the table, lifted up her blades, and slipping them into the sheaths, and then she unrolled her sleeves over them.
‘Right; it’s time to leave.’ Natasha said, shrugging into her jacket. A flicker of apprehension passed through me. I went over to Gerald and Edith.
‘Everything will be fine, peanut.’ Gerald whispered in my ear, when he pulled me into his arms. I nodded against his shoulder. Edit stepped closer to me and kissed my cheek gently. Mia joined us and together we stood for a moment, being together. I needed to feel their love for me; and I needed them to feel my love for them. This wasn’t a moment of goodbyes or farewells, but a moment of connecting, of reinforcing our emotional bonds. I stepped away from them and turned towards Nina, taking her outstretched hand, Gerald, Edith and Mia following behind us. We walked to the door and I grabbed up my brown leather jacket, shrugging in to it before we went outside to the car.
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Chapter Twenty
 
 War
 
 The scene outside was one from a movie. Dark gleaming cars were lined up one behind the other. Nina led me to a white Lexus, parked behind two SUV’s and in front of two other SUV’s. Gerald and Natasha slid into the backseat, while I slid into the front passenger seat. Nina walked around to the driver side and got in. I flipped the visor down to check my hair in the mirror, fluffing my hair silently. Flipping the visor back, I turned and gazed at Nina expectantly. Silently, she slid closer to me; leaning over me she gripped the seat belt behind me, and slid it over my shoulders, clicking it into place. Grinning at my unhappy pout, she settled back in her seat and started the car.
‘What are the plans then? I asked her after a while.
‘Stay with Natasha, no matter what happens, stay with her. Can you do that? She asked me, glancing at me, and then returning her attention back to the road.
‘Yes I can, but what about the others, what will they be doing?’ I asked her anxiously.
‘They have their orders, should things get violent, which I hope it doesn’t, but should it; they know what to do.’ She stated briskly, confidently. I nodded quietly, accepting her reasoning.
‘So tell me about this place we’re going to.’ I asked, briefly touching her hand where it rested on the gear shift.
‘It belonged to a millionaire; an Englishman named Philip Barker, who for reasons unknown simply disappeared, leaving everything behind.’ Nina remarked.
‘I’ve heard of him, isn’t he the one the papers say had no family, and they are still currently looking for relatives?’ I stated, shifting in my seat to face her.
‘The very same; no-one has seen him nor heard from him, since the morning he told his butler he was going for a drive and never returned. They later found his car abandoned in a city parking lot, with no signs of a struggle or foul play.’ Natasha spoke from the backseat. It was really a fascinating story.
‘So how did they get his property then?” I was mystified.
‘At the time of his disappearance, he was in the process of buying the property, but the sale was never completed.’ Nina supplied, changing lanes.
‘So how far is this place anyway?’ I asked, noticing we’ve been travelling for more than an hour now.
‘A few kilometres more that’s all.’ Natasha supplied. I shifted forward in my seat, nerves beginning to stir inside me. Despite Gerald and my arrangement, a feeling of unease settled over me. I leaned forward and slipped off my boots.
‘Good, I’d like to get this over with.’ I declared. I was getting more and more nervous. After about another half an hour we turned off the highway and onto a gravel road. It was pitch black along the road; there were no light poles or any illumination along the way. I tried squinting to get a clearer view, but even with my improved sight, I couldn’t see anything.
‘Almost there.’ Nina spoke next to me. She was so calm, so focused. A large white house with tall pillars in the front, and open doors, which was illuminated by the light spilling from the house, came into view as we drove closer. Stopping behind the other cars, Nina stepped briskly from the car and came round to the passenger side and opened the door. I stepped out, feeling a chill skate up my spine. My scalp crawled unpleasantly and my belly quivered.
‘Are you okay? Nina asked concerned. I shook my head uncertainly.
‘I don’t know; I don’t feel right.’ I replied, feeling as if something inside me was trying to get out.
‘Don’t be frightened, just breath.’ Nina’s voice soothed me calmly. She drew me into her arms, and the feeling waned. Gerald and Natasha exchanged worried glances.
‘I’m okay now, just don’t go too far.’ I whispered against her chest. She gazed at me intently.
‘Remember; stay with Natasha.’ She repeated, more forcefully now. Natasha and Gerald stood beside us. Nina stepped back, turned and strode towards the house. Gerald silently followed behind her.
‘Shall we?’ Natasha asked. I nodded; taking a deep breath I followed her. We stopped behind Nina, who had Fiona on her one side, and Gerald beside her. One of the apprentices was standing just inside the door.
We entered the house, glancing around nervously. The air was rife with tension. I was glad I was sheltered behind Nina. But even so, my presence caused a stir, and a ripple of nerves stirred by belly.
The place looked nice from what I could see. But my attention was held by the woman standing a few feet away from us. Today she was dressed in a conservative black pin striped suit, her hair pinned in a neat bun. She looked the same, that calm, serene expression I remember clearly. But realize now was a cleverly cultivated act, learnt to engender trust and complacency. Nina turned her head slightly, her jaw tight and hard. She was fairly brimming with anger, but her expression, was blank, devoid of emotion. The urge to wipe away her tension was too great I stepped forward, but Natasha gripped my arm, holding my in place. The old woman turned towards us, her eyes settling on me. I met her gaze unflinchingly.
‘Well, Nina it seems you have made your choice.’ The old woman said pleasantly, although her eyes never left me. Nina smiled a cold, hard flash of teeth, a humourless smile.
‘My aim in coming here tonight is to prevent unnecessary bloodshed.’ Nina said calmly.
‘Yet you bring that abomination into my house, what were you hoping to achieve? The old woman uttered snidely. I tried not to be offended.
‘Simply, that she is not what that old book says she is. See for yourself.’ Nina stepped sideways, and Natasha moved slightly in front of me, shielding me. The old woman stepped closer to me; as close as Natasha’s body would allow, glaring at me menacingly, but I stood my ground, refusing to be intimidated.
Nina swallowed tightly, her ploy would work and that they could leave without shedding blood. Well not too much anyway. She realized her mistake when the vampires around the room shifted closer to the old woman, waiting for a sign. 


** //**


‘So you’ve bonded, and to my enforcer too, this is very interesting.’ The old woman sneered snidely. Nina scanned the room, finding Fiona at the far end, with a small nod of her head, she moved quickly through the crowd until she was just behind the old woman.
‘Tell me enforcer, was it worth it? The old woman cajoled, glancing at Nina. Nina met her gaze coolly.
‘Worth dying for.’ Nina supplied quietly. The air rushed out of my lungs. This was not going well and from Nina’s response wasn’t going to get any better. Fiona moved to stand slightly before me, next to Natasha, and I was effectively blocked off from moving forward. I seethed at their effortless and well executed exercise. I inched slowly backwards, and suddenly Marco was pressed up against my back, no way out there too.
‘Your life or hers? The old woman said simply, relishing her power. I moved forward, I opened my left hand and closed it convulsively. With a hard shove, I knocked Fiona aside and approached the old woman.
‘Mine.’ I shouted at her, not looking at Nina. Nina whirled at stared at Fiona furiously.
‘I don’t need your blood anymore girl, you’re of no use to me.’ The old woman snapped, glaring at me. I grappled wildly for something to say.
‘How can you be so sure; my blood could’ve changed since the pledge, are you really prepared to take that risk? I prodded, inching closer to the old woman, further away from Nina.
‘What do you mean? The old woman looked sceptical.
‘Well, after Nina feeds, she doesn’t have to for a full week and she doesn’t succumb to death anymore either.’ I lied desperately. The old woman regarded me steadily, I kept her gaze unwaveringly.
‘Is this true?’ The old woman shouted at Nina. Nina shook her head in denial.
‘She lies.’ Nina shouted hoarsely. From the corner of my eye, I saw Isabelle and Mia moved to the front of the group directly in front of me. The old woman’s hand shot out and clasped me around my throat. Her nails dug painfully into my skin, drawing blood.
‘Your death will be long and unpleasant if I discover you’re lying to me.’ The old woman warned, shoving me away from her. I stumbled and grasped my throat.
‘It’s the truth.’ I mumbled hoarsely. ‘Tell her.’ I begged Isabelle.
‘It’s true.’ Isabelle answered hollowly. The old woman smiled, pleased.
‘Hold her.’ She ordered the vampires that surrounded Nina. I gasped at her in shock.
‘I don’t believe I said I’d release her for you, she dishonoured my house, she still dies.’
She muttered horribly. I stared at her blankly, my mind blank. Isabelle and Mia glanced wildly around. Mind numbing fear; utterly debilitating; the likes of which I never experienced before swept through me. I don’t know this demon, fear. It crawled over my skin, then sinking into my pores leaching the blood in my veins and the marrow from my bones. I never really feared anything. But now however, I did. I kept seeing Nina’s torn, broken body crumpled before me. My heart skipped a beat, my throat burned and my bones ached. Dread consumed me. The nausea and ill feeling I previously had, intensified.
Nina saw the stark fear on Kane’s face. She was immobile, even her snippy comments had dried up. Nina also knew the fear Kane felt was not for herself, but the fear she showed was for Nina. Nina felt almost paralyzed by indecision; she knew she had to do something to distract Kane.
‘Before you do, may I say something to Kane? Nina’s voice echoed through the room. Nina noticed the pale shocked expression on Kane’s face. She saw the naked fear, filling her eyes, her body rigid and tense.
‘Of course, I’m a vampire not a barbarian.’ The old woman said haughtily, sniffing mortally offended. Nina strode forward with purpose, stopping behind Kane, she whispered in her ear.
‘Remember what I asked you last night?’ she whispered fiercely. I whipped around and glared at her, stunned.
‘Hey, I’m working here.’ I snapped irritably. Glaring at Nina’s back where she was being led away by four truly ugly vampires. I forgot to be frightened, right now all I was, was pissed off.
‘See now that’s not really nice now is it.’ I grinned sweetly, turning towards the old woman and opening my hand. My flames sprung from the centre of my hand, from my finger tips and danced in the air before me. I let the flames dance around by body, twirling and rotating. That was just the distraction Nina needed.
Pandemonium erupted as vampires tried desperately to leave the room. Turning; I noticed Nina had removed her jacket and had her blades in her hands. The vampire gripping her arm lost his, when Nina sliced his arm cleanly off at the shoulder. His shocked expression was replaced my horror when she neatly severed his head from his body. Blood spewed over her face and down her chest. She whirled and impaled the other one trying to run, the blade struck the back of his neck clean, and he dropped to his knees, Nina leapt after him, using her other blade severed his head, where it dropped to the floor rolling in the other direction. Her expression was feral, a wild untamed beast, her incisors extended. I watched in awe as she reaped her vengeance. She was merciless, dispatching them remorselessly. Her hair flying around her shoulders, her body a symphony of movement and strength. My whole body shook at her display of ruthless savage aggression.
I looked around the room, seeing the others engaged in their own battles. Nina whipped around and chased down the old woman. She was running towards the door, the vampires that were with her having deserted her long time ago. I hurled a few fire bolts after her, stopping her. She turned around to face me, terrified. Nina appeared beside me and without hesitation, rammed her hand into the old woman’s chest, ripping out her heart. She was the epitome enforcer. Lethal, deadly, utterly unforgiving, she was death incarnate, and the most glorious thing I’ve ever seen, and she belonged to me.
‘Hold this.’’ Nina handed me the grotesque organ, unthinkingly I took it. When I realised what
it was I instantly dropped the disgusting thing. Using both of her blades, she lifted her arms to the sides, slashing across her chest; she sliced the woman’s head from her shoulders, the blades clinking in the centre.
‘Finish it.’ Nina said breathlessly. Her chest was heaving and her face was flushed. Without hesitation I set the body aflame. We turned and watched the last of the fights end. When everything quietened down, my adrenaline or excitement drained from my body, leaving me limp and emotional. Nina put her arms around me from behind; I turned into her arms and buried my face in her neck breathing in her scent and feeling her strong arms around me I and promptly burst into tears.
Nina exhaled heavily, it was over, and they were safe. Tipping Kane’s chin up, she kissed her eyes, tasting Kane’s tears on her lips. Nina’s legs trembled extremely, her body shaking in the aftermath of her rage. The taste of Kane’s tears calmed her rage, filling her instead with warmth and peace. She whispered nonsensical things into Kane’s ear, gently stroking her back. Nina knew the moment Kane felt better. Kane’s hand snuck under the hem of her shirt, and began stroking her belly. Chuckling softly, Nina gripped both of Kane’s hands and clasped them behind her back.
‘For someone who’s only been with me, you’ve embraced loving women remarkably easily.’ Nina smirked at Kane. Kane tilted her hips and pressed them tightly against
Nina’s crotch. Nina released Kane’s hands and placed her hands on Kane’s hips and gently moved her away. Kane wound her arms around Nina’s neck, smiling softly up at her.
‘I don’t care about other women, only this woman.’ Kane brushed her lips lightly over Nina’s.
‘That’s right, only me.’ Nina said possessively.
Kane giggled at Nina’s fierce expression. ‘My, my, so possessive. How very troglodytic of you? Kane muttered, in between light kisses across Nina’s lips.
‘You bring out the best in me.’ Nina rumbled dryly. When Gerald walked up to them, Kane immediately threw her arms around his neck, hugging him fiercely. Nina sighed tiredly, glancing at Gerald above Kane’s head.
‘So what happens now? I asked when we all got our breath back and surveyed the carnage around us. A scrawny vampire stepped forward. I stepped back nervously, colliding with Nina. She steadied me with her hands on my shoulders.
‘We were hoping this wouldn’t happen. Our original plan; well those of us from the different families, who don’t believe the rumours, feel that we would be stronger if we united. And the best way to do that would be with one leader. We were hoping you would agree to be our queen.’ He said hopefully. I stared at him stupidly for a moment.
‘Uh uh. Thanks for the suggestion, I’m flattered. I know nothing about vampire politics or laws. Please choose someone else.’ I tilted my head, looking up at Nina, who nodded in agreement.
‘I agree. Choose someone who’s prepared to be the queen or king. Preferably an older vampire; one who knows all the families, one who is liked and respected by the families; I suggest Natasha.’
Nina announced, smirking at Natasha’s shocked expression. There was an immediate reaction to Nina’s proposal. I settled more comfortably in the circle of Nina’s arms. When Natasha was asked if she would consider being the queen, she nodded dumbly. The debate continued for a while. After a unanimous vote, Natasha was named the new vampire queen. Natasha looked excited and frightened. I felt sorry for her, her life had suddenly changed dramatically, while she wasn’t paying attention.
Natasha’s first order as queen; was that we clean up the rest of the dead bodies, go home and rest, there would be plenty of time later to discuss future plans. I quickly dispatched the rest of the bodies, the stench of burning flesh permeating the air. A brisk wind blew in through the open windows and doors, eradicating the ashes, leaving no trace.
The drive home was quiet. The kind of quiet that sometimes occurs after something very important or bad occurred and people weren’t ready to discuss it yet. I was physically and emotionally drained. All I really wanted to do was: grab Nina, crawl into our nice soft bed and go to sleep.
When we got home, Edith was waiting anxiously at the door. She rushed to me, hugging me fiercely.
‘I’m okay, we’re all okay.’ I mumbled against her neck. I breathed in her familiar scent, the comfort and strength of her arms, filled me with peace. We strolled into the house, the smell of brewing coffee drawing my like a magnet to the kitchen. I poured coffer for everyone. Isabelle and Mia crowded into a corner talking under their breaths. Natasha was still a little shell shocked, and sat down opposite me. Nina lounged against the counter, her legs crossed at the ankles. Gerald and Edit joined me at the table.
‘Natasha is a queen now.’ I informed Edith gleefully. Natasha blushed crimson. Edith was confused.
‘It seems that a lot of the families wanted to merge, and the best way that would work was under one family head, so therefore a queen. I don’t know how to begin being a queen. What if I make things worse?’ Natasha said, panicking.
‘You won’t be alone, we’ll be there. You’ll be great; you’ve always wanted to do something like this. Here’s your chance. ‘Nina said, comforting and supporting her friend.
‘We’ll be there too.’ Edit consoled her, taking Natasha’s hand and squeezing it reassuringly. I tried to keep eyes open, I tried to pay attention, but my eyes were burning and my head was pounding. I rested my head on the back of the chair, just for a moment. I felt myself being laid down on the bed, a pair lips touched my forehead, and I curled onto my side and was instantly asleep.
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Chapter Twenty-One
 
 Bewitched
 
 I woke later, with the delicious sensation of Nina’s lips gliding down my spine. I was surprised to notice I was naked. Moaning, I rolled over and stared into her eyes. Her eyes blazed molten gold possessively down at me. Her eyes held a look of such intensity a fissure of fear skirted up my spine.
‘Remember what I promised you?’ She demanded huskily, her eyes holding me captive.
Nina woke with a feeling of contentment and primal, violent urges. There were many times before when they made love that she was so tempted to take control, to claim what was hers. But she knew Kane needed a different approach. Firstly; because Kane had never been with a woman; and secondly her ornery nature, dictated a less direct approach. She inhaled deeply, pushing her nose into Kane’s neck. Her scent swirled around Nina’s brain, flowing downward, settling snugly in her heart. Her fingers brushed skin, so smooth and delicate, Nina was afraid she’d mar it.
‘Vaguely.’ I responded, shivering uncontrollably. Smiling seductively, she ran her thumb across my bottom lip.
‘I’m going to enjoy reminding you.’ She said kissing me so thoroughly, so completely, my body fairly vibrated. Her lips travelled down across my throat, sucking hard. I know that would leave a mark. I arched my neck, hissing in pleasure. She moved down to my nipples sucking and nibbling lightly, then harder. My world narrowed to her mouth latched to me skin. I’ve never enjoyed having my breasts mauled, but right now though, the suction of her hot mouth, felt so good I didn’t want it to stop. It spiked down my legs, making my clit twitch unbearably, I was shocked how close to orgasm I was. Grabbing her hair, I tried to pull her off me, seeking relief from the insanely pleasurable sensations ripping through me.
‘No.’ Nina said softly, resuming her stroking of my breasts. Nina loved the feel of Kane’s skin. Her skin was satin smooth and unbearably soft. Nina’s body thirsted for the feel of Kane’s skin on hers.
My head was swirling, I couldn’t control the moans that erupted from me. My nipples were harder and more erect than they’ve ever been. I squirmed restlessly beneath her, wanting more, demanding more. Her fingers trailed down the valley between my breasts, then stroked underneath, tracing each rib with her thumbs. My hands tangled in her hair, the snuck between us. Nina snatched my wrists, lifting them above my head. She lifted her head, her eyes smouldering embers, searing me to the bone.
‘Let me touch you, please.’ I begged deliriously, to touch her just a little I knew would ease my aches.
‘You will, just not now.’ She promised, sliding back down. Her mouth resumed its torture of my breasts. My mind was getting fuzzy. I don’t think I’ve ever been this aroused, painfully so. Her fingers continued its blazing path down my belly, over my hips and between my legs. I cried in relief, her fingers gripped my clit firmly. I arched up off the bed, and clutched frantically at her shoulders. My hips moved of their own accord, begging for more. Wanting more, needing more. I was flying apart, I tried to hold onto my self-control but it shattered tearing through me, demanding capitulation.
‘Stay with me, open your eyes.’ Nina whispered into my ear. I opened my eyes, and stared into glowing orbs, watching me intently. Her fingers continued its torture, sliding in and out of me in a maddening pace. She took one of my hands and twined her fingers with mine. I felt the connection flare between us, blooming to life, more than physical, more than emotional, it was almost spiritual. Her fingers felt so good on my skin. I thought I would die if she stopped touching me. Her touch anchored me to her, with her. I wrapped my legs around her waist, clutching her hand fiercely as she increased her pace, her fingers sliding in and out of me mercilessly, relentlessly. Gritting my teeth, I fought the climax that was building up inside me.
‘Look at me.’ Nina rasped against my neck. The slight flaring of her nostrils, told me she was close to a climax of her own. She removed her fingers, and settled against me. A long drawn out groan escaped from my lips when her clit touched mine. She moved slowly, languorously and purposely against me .Sweat poured from her face and dripped onto my neck. When each molecule, every pore was poised on the brink of orgasm, Nina stopped moving! God I wanted to die.
‘Don’t stop, please.’ I begged. I had no pride, no dignity. And I realised I didn’t care, only what I was feeling.
‘Shh it’s okay. I’m here.’ Nina kissed my feverishly. She began kissing her way down my torso. She feathered delicate kisses on my belly. Her tongue traced over my hip and to the tender inside of my thighs. Flushing self-consciously I tugged on her hair, trying to drag her up towards me. Where Nina was heading and what her intentions were was obvious. I tried to stop her, visions of the last time this happened swarming through my head, and I was a little panicked.
Nina lifted her head, gazing up at me. ‘Don’t be afraid, it won’t be like that. Do you trust me?’
Funny, since the moment I met her, I trusted her implicitly. Even with the violence of that repulsive act, didn’t diminish that feeling, if anything, it only grew stronger.
‘I do.’ I said softly, eyes locking with hers. Nina smiled a soft, gentle smile. Her eyes were filled with such promise and care I relaxed and tried to control my breathing. Nina wrapped her arms around my hips, lifting me up to her mouth. The first touch of her tongue on my painfully erect clit had me rearing up and groaning loudly. She held me down, her tongue flicking once or twice along and across my labia; inching back up she sucked my clit into her mouth, sucking gently. My climax exploded through me in one long never ending wave. I distantly heard someone screaming and moaning, bright lights danced behind my eyes, and then nothing. When I regained my senses, she had her head propped on her elbow, smiling warmly at me.
‘Are you okay? Nina asked softly, watching me carefully.
My voice was raw from screaming, and came out roughly. ‘That was incredible, you’re amazing. You’ve been holding out on me, I’ve never felt anything like that before.’ I said hoarsely.
She kissed me lightly on the lips. ‘I’m glad I made it better for you.’ Nina chuckled affectionately. I should’ve been embarrassed but honestly, I felt fantastic.
‘You know it was. Thank you.’ I smiled lazily at her. Nina captured my lips in a firm kiss, her tongue delving softly but determinedly into my mouth.
‘Oh it was my absolute pleasure, believe me.’ I noticed the deep dark bruise on her throat. Apparently, I had bitten her in my ecstasy. Her cheeks were flushed and a blush covered her chest, evidence she’d climaxed too, but I missed it. I felt bereft.
‘I missed it, didn’t I? I pouted. There was something so wondrous about watching Nina climax; she gave all of herself to me.
‘You weren’t in your right mind for a while.’ Nina joked softly. Her lips travelled across my cheek to my jaw, and nibbled my neck, making my scalp tingle.
‘Uh Nina, baby I don’t think I can anymore.’ I croaked. My legs and arms were lame, and the bottoms of my feet were tingling. But my traitorous, ravenous body had other ideas, responding eagerly to her touch.
Nina looked down at me, a knowing smile curving her lips. ‘We’ll see.’‘
She made love to me slowly; absolutely. Every touch, every kiss was slow and deliberate, imprinting her on every facet of my flesh, my heart and soul. My body was an instrument only she could play. She wrung a symphony from my flesh. I loved every nibble, bite and caress she gave me. Her every touch, caress sank into my skin, beyond tissue, beyond bone. She was everything I needed, and nothing that I wanted. I felt her love for me in the beat of my heart, in my breath that she took. She was the spring in my step and the frown on my f ace. I felt her in the deepest recesses of my being. I suppose I should thank Isabelle, but right now I was too busy being loved. I was adored, cherished, loved. She kept me teetering on the edge of orgasm for hours. I begged, I screamed, I made outlandish promises, but she still wouldn’t let me over that edge. I felt her in every gasp she made, in every stroke of her fingers and in each glide of her tongue. She was imprinted on me, in me, she was everything. When she finally did let me clima