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Chapter One


 

 Squeak, thump…squeak, thump, moan! Irulan groaned and pulled her thick down pillow closer to her face in a effort to drown out the sounds of her roommate, Valeria’s, marathon round of sex that was going on down the hall. She’d been listening to the sounds of Valeria’s love making for the better part of three hours; half the night.

 Val usually fed elsewhere, but tonight she brought her dinner home and she was forced to listen. Any other time it wouldn’t have been a problem, but Irulan had an early meeting and need her sleep. 


 It shouldn’t bother me like this, Irulan thought as she rolled over in her huge king-sized bed, trying to disentangle herself from her own, bossomly blessed, blonde playmate. When she finally pulled her legs free of the young woman’s, she propped herself on one elbow and looked down at her sleeping companion.

 “I should have never moved in with her,” Irulan sighed. “I don’t know what in the hell I was thinking.” A guttural moan heralding Val’s debauchery, rolled through the hall, making Irulan jump. ‘That’s enough,” she spat and slid out from under the covers.

 She didn’t even bother grabbing a robe to cover her nakedness, Irulan just stormed out of her room and padded down the hall towards Valeria’s room. Her fist was balled and poised to bang on the thick iron door by the time she was halfway down the hall, but when she got there she saw the door was already half opened. “Well that explains part of it,” she mumbled.

 Irulan’s arm dropped limply to her side and she stopped outside of the cracked door, debating whether or not she really wanted to interrupt her roommate. Another deep moan wafted out of the room, spurring her decision to act before her entire night was gone without her so much as getting a decent hour of sleep.

 She craned her neck to see the bed from the hallway, intent on calling out to Val and asking her to quiet down a little, but it didn’t work out that way. She didn’t know what she was expecting to see when she looked into the room; maybe some muscle bound jock, rutting away on top of Val, neatly covered by a quilt, or maybe even a sheet. What she didn’t expect to see was Valeria’s smooth body undulating back on forth on top of said male.

 Irulan’s rational mind screamed for her to turn away and respect Valeria’s privacy but her body was frozen in place. Gale force winds wouldn’t have been strong enough to pick her up and move her from her place in the doorway. Her feet acted of their own accord, shuffling forward instead of backwards, moving her to a better position to see. Irulan’s jaw slowly fell open as she watched Valeria lean forward and grip the back of her thick mahogany headboard to balance herself.

 She stood silently and watched Val’s hips slid back and forth, driving her partners length in and out of her wet folds at a faster than mortal pace. The poor human under her was helpless to her assault. There wasn’t a snowball’s chance in hell that he could ever hope to match her prowess. Lucky bastard, though Irulan.

 Her head tipped to the side as she watched Valeria’s milky brown breast, softly bounce as she changed her approach and began sliding herself up and down on her dates swollen member. Irulan’s eyes locked on a small bead of sweat as it traveled up, over, and down the smooth curves of Valeria’s body; quickly becoming jealous of the drop of perspiration.

 Irulan blinked as she shook her head and clamped her mouth shut, as an image of herself as the lucky recipient of Valeria’s affections popped into her head. Her mind removed the grunting, sweaty male and superimposed her own body where his was; drawing a soft groan from her lips. The sound was barely loud enough to register with the human, but it was enough to alert Valeria’s vampiric hearing to the fact the she had company.

 The corners of Valeria lips stretched, putting a sly Cheshire cat grin on her face as leaned forward and pressed her free hand into the hairy chest of the male beneath her. Once she adjusted herself properly, turned her head to the doorway.

 Irulan gasped when Valeria’s eyes, completely black with animalistic energy, locked with hers. She took a step backwards, scrambling to find a reasonable explanation for her voyeuristic behavior that wouldn’t get her slapped silly. To her amazement, Valeria didn’t utter a single word; if anything she went at her task with renewed vigor.

 Irulan shook her head in disbelief as Valeria gave her a smile that was all fangs and began slamming herself up and down on her poor male. His moans became louder with each bounce of Valeria’s hips. Before long, he threw his head back into the pillow and his mouth opened in a soundless scream.

 Valeria’s face shifted. Her smooth forehead became rigid with Klingon like furrows as she prepared to take her due for what was probably the best night of sex the human would ever experience. Irulan bit her lip, her body wild with need as she watched her best friend drop her head and drive her razor sharp fangs deep into his neck.

 Another pang of jealousy stuck Irulan when she noted the look of sheer ecstasy that was plastered to the man’s face. Vampires could incite intense pleasure or pain with their bites. Judging from the look on his face, he was getting the first in spades. Unable to take the awkwardness that had crept into her conscious any longer, Irulan finally turned away from Valeria’s door, pulling it closed as she went.

 When she got back to her room, Irulan slammed the door behind her, waking her sleeping date in the process. She plopped down on the foot of the bed, cursing her stupidity as she drug her hands through her waist length curls.

 “Hey lover,” the blonde mumbled as sexily as a half asleep woman could. She dug herself from under the heavy covers and crawled across the thick bed to grab Irulan from behind and kiss her on the side of the neck.

 Irulan’s face screwed, broadcasting her mild aggravation. “Don’t,” she mumbled, and tried to brush her away but the woman wasn’t easily dissuaded.

 She giggled, tightened her hold, and continued to trail kisses down the side of Irulan’s neck. “Will you please,” Irulan huffed and waved her hand backwards through the air. Unseen hands grabbed the woman and forced her back down onto the bed. Her hazel eyes widened in terror as she watched Irulan jump up from the bed and turn to face her.

 Irulan’s control on her emotions faltered, and with it the concentration to maintain her glamour that was usually second nature. The image that she projected to her current playmate, one of a leggy, brunette with tits for days and deeply tanned skin, flashed in and out, giving the human small glimpses of the true Sidhe underneath. What she saw was enough to make her scream.

 “You…You…,” the dumbfounded female chanted over and over as she pointed a shaky finger at Irulan.

 Irulan rolled her eyes as she pulled a knee length silk robe on, and began darting around the room; hastily gathering discarded clothing in her arms. “Yes me,” she exclaimed and began tossing the articles at the bed. “I’m not human. Get a grip.”

 The blonde shook her head and drew the covers over her. “What are you?” She wondered aloud. Irulan took one look at her face, noting the obvious fear and disbelief, coupled with curiosity and wonder, that was plastered to her features and rolled her eyes.

 “I’m an Extra,” she huffed, using the term that humans used to describe the extra species that revealed themselves during The Awakening. “You cant be any older than twenty three. Have you been living under a rock your entire life? Humans aren‘t alone in the world. They never have been. Werewolves are real. Vampires are real…although I’m not either one…” Her voice trailed off and Irulan jerked her head towards the hallway, the sound of a door opening catching her attention. “Look,” she grumbled as her growing aggravation spiked into un-chartered territory. “Last night was fun but you’ve got to get the hell out of here.”

 All the surprise of finding out the woman that she slept with the night before vanished and was replaced with disbelief and indignation. “You’re not seriously kicking me out of here,” The blonde croaked. She cut her eyes towards a bedside table and gawked when she saw the time. “Fuck me, it’s not even six in the morning.” She laughed and waved her hand. “I’m sorry, I don’t move before eight.”

 Irulan’s eyes widened as she watched her one night stand burrow back under the covers, promptly dismissing her exit order. She knew she shouldn’t, but she was so not going to let a human dismiss her like she was some petty trick to be ordered around. Irulan hissed and willed her human disguise away.

 Her bronzed skin became a shade of deep rose. The dark color of her hair bled away to reveal crimson hair that became engulfed in flames; casting dancing shadows on her pale blue walls. The pupils in her bright green eyes disappeared and were replaced with dark, hunter clouds that twisted and turned within the tiny globes, raging like small storms. Her face lost it’s roundness as it’s lines became more defined and angular and she appeared to grow almost an entire foot.

 “Get-out-of-my-house,” Irulan hissed with an old-world lilt not heard by mortal men in centuries. She punctuated every other word with a wave of her hand. Each gesture removed a layer of covering until the speechless girl lay propped on her elbows looking like she was about to piss herself at any moment. But as frightened as she looked, she didn’t budge an inch. “Now!” Irulan yelled, finally startling her into motion.

 She jumped from the bed, shoving her feet into her jeans as fast as she could manage. Fear did nothing to aid her coordination and she was soon hopping around on one foot trying to dress herself and run at the same time. Irulan folded her hands across her chest and cocked her head, wondering how long it would take her fall on her face at the rate she was going.

 Amazingly enough, the disheveled female didn’t loose her balance. “I don’t know what the fuck you are, but you’re crazy,” she huffed as she cradled her knock off pumps to her chest and shot out of door.

 “Yeah, well you’ve got shitty taste in shoes,” Irulan yelled as she spun on her heels; intent on going to see her out, but the sound of soft even footsteps trailing behind the heavy, faster ones of her fleeing guest stopped her in her tracks.

 “Damn it,” she muttered. She’d hoped to have a little more time before she had to face Val but it looked like she wasn’t going to get her wish.

 Irulan’s usual glamour settled over her, dimming the flames, and softening the deep rose tones of her skin into a shade less exotic, as she began making up her bed.

 “Care to tell me what Suzy Sunshine said to set you off?” Valeria asked as she sauntered into the room and threw herself across Irulan’s bed, oblivious to the fact that she was trying to straighten it out.

 “Would you move please?”

 “Not until you answer my question,” Valeria declared and promptly rolled over onto her back and crossed her legs. “What did the flavor of the week do?”

 Irulan stomped her foot and pointed an angry finger at her roommate. “I’ve asked you not to call my dates that.”

 Valeria laughed and rolled onto her stomach to look up at Irulan. “Since when do I pay you any attention?” Her playful tone slipped when she saw the dejected look on Irulan’s face. She pulled herself to her knees and crawled across the mattress to grab Irulan’s hand and pull her down beside her.

 The living vampire snarled as she trained her hearing on the street outside, listening for the sounds of an engine starting. “You are seriously upset. What happened in here and do I need to catch the bimbo before she gets away?”

 Irulan shook her head and laughed despite the butterflies that were break dancing in her stomach. Val was loyal to a fault and fiercely protective of her loved ones. She never hesitated to jump to someone’s defense if they needed her. Just point her in the direction and she was off to make sure any transgression was rectified. “She didn’t do anything Val,” she mumbled.

 Valeria frowned and pulled a stray onyx strand out of her face and tucked it behind her ear. “I’m sorry but this doesn’t look like nothing. You’re either a terrible fuck or lying. Which is it?”

 Irulan’s lips tugged into smile as another laugh threatened to spill out of them. Valeria knew good and damn well that a Fae being couldn’t tell an outright lie, and the idea of her being bad in bed was so asinine that she couldn’t even take the statement seriously.

 “Get out,” she giggled, jerking her thumb towards the door.

 Valeria’s ice blues eyes focused, the silvery pupils tightening into a small pinpoints as she observed Irulan for a few seconds before shaking her head no. “I’m not leaving until you tell me what upset you enough to kick a woman out of your bed.”

 Irulan’s mind flashed to the scene she witnessed in Val’s bedroom and her mouth went dry. She shook her head trying to clear the insanely erotic image out of her head but nothing worked. In the end she settled for a loose version of the truth; which was as close to a lie as she could get. “She wasn’t what I wanted and when I told her…let’s just say that she’s not the type to handle rejection so well, or the fact that I wasn’t human.”

 Valeria laughed as she reached out, grabbed Irulan’s chin and turned her face so she could look her in the eyes. “One; you shouldn’t have told a quickie that you were an Extra. Two; it’s about time you ran into a female that had the balls to call you on your bullshit? I know how you lezzies roll. Let me guess, she was all packed and ready to move in. Did she remember to grab her toothbrush before you kicked her out of here on her ass?”

 Irulan jerked her chin away and stood up; putting some distance between her and the object of her discomfort. Remember that you were there when she took her first step, she told herself, trying to calm her wildly beating heart. “Val I need to get some sleep. You and your date kept me up half the night and I have a meeting with an alpha out of Virginia later. He want’s something special for his son’s sixteenth birthday hunt.”

 “Uh huh,” Valeria mumbled. She stood up after a few moments and made her way towards the door. She knew better than to push Irulan’s buttons but when she obviously skirting around the subject, trying to avoid answering her, Valeria’s restraint flew out of the window. “Since you brought my date up…how did you enjoy the show?”

 Irulan gasped and turned away from Valeria before she saw how close to home she had actually hit. She enjoyed Val‘s little jaunt into exhibitionism a little too much but she‘d be damned to the ether and back before she let it show. “About that,” she muttered as she dropped her head, unable to look at Val. “As a courtesy how about you not bring your donors home. There are days when I have to operate during the daylight hours and this happens to be one of them. I needed my sleep tonight, not to be kept up by what sounded like a dying wildebeest.”

 Valeria had one purple nailed foot out of the door when she stopped in her tracks and turned around. “I know you, of all people, are not going there with me.”

 Irulan opened her mouth to respond but Valeria held up a hand, shaking her head, stopping her before she could begin. “You have a string of bimbos in and out of her on the regular, but the one time I bring home someone in God knows how long, you have a problem with it. My someone wasn’t just an quick lay, might I add. I needed to feed; something I haven’t done in three days because of the crazy workload I‘ve had.”

 A Mack truck named guilt slammed into Irulan, almost forcing an apology out of her. Valeria was right, but she couldn’t admit it without delving into the reasons behind her unusual behavior. In the end she simply shrugged her shoulders and pulled the door opened wider. “Most of my dates are here during the night while you’re working or out. And I’ve never pulled you out of the day sleep, so whatever. Just don’t bring your cattle home.”

 Hurt and anger settled over Valeria’s café au lait face like a shroud, darkening her ice blue eyes until they were two inky pools devoid of color. She sucked her teeth and ran a tongue across the fangs that dropped with the arrival of her anger. “I don’t know what in the hell planted the stick up your ass but you’d better tell someone to come and remove it before I do the honors myself.” And with that, she turned and walked out of the room, slamming the thick iron door behind her with enough force to shake the walls.

 Irulan cursed as she walked towards a heavy, antique, oak wardrobe that sat in a far corner looking out of place among the sleek steel and stone pieces of modern décor that filled her room. When she got within arms distance, Irulan pressed her palm to the lower left hand corner of the mirror, whispering in old elvish. When she was done, the seemingly solid mirror became a shimmering pool of silvery liquid that kept its shape within the carved frame.

 A single tear slid down Irulan’s chin as she reached into the liquid. When she pulled her arm back, there was a small painting in her hand. Irulan looked down at the expertly crafted likeness and ran a finger across the light violet face of the female that stared back at her. “I don’t know what to do Carrie,” she whispered softly. “I can’t fall in love with her, but I think it’s too late to stop it.”

 Irulan cradled the painting to her chest and sat down at a nearby desk. “She is the exact opposite of you; loud where you were quiet, hard where you were soft.” Irulan laughed softly and wiped away another tear. “There are days when she infuriates me so with her stubborn nature, that I want to knock her on her ass and teach her a lesson…but she has the purest heart that I’ve seen since…”
 Unable to finish the statement, her voice broke at the thought and she shook her head, trying to stop more tears from falling. “I should leave, but I made a promise.” She gnashed her teeth and slapped her palm to the marble topped desk. “I am so tired of secrets.”

 A whirlwind of emotions swept over her, combining her past and present in a head pounding mix of confusion and frustration; finally breaking the fragile control she had left and wrenching heavy tears from her eyes. Irulan’s head fell forward into her upturned palm and she gave in; letting the tears come.


*****

 Valeria stood outside of Irulan’s door with her head bowed and her palm pressed to the cool metal. Listening to Irulan cry and not going in to offer her best friend some type of comfort was killing her, but she’d made it painfully clear that she didn’t want Valeria anywhere near her at the moment.

 It took every ounce of self control Valeria had to walk away from Irulan’s door.



 



Chapter Two

 

 

 Irulan yawned and opened her eyelids; rolled over expecting to grab a handful of other, and sighed when she remembered that she came home alone. “So much for a little morning nookie,” she sighed as she rubbed the back of her hand across her eyes.

 She slid a hand under her pillow and pulled out her cell phone. Her fingers slid automatically across the glass face; checking messages and emails, confirming menu’s for coming events, before she bothered to look at the time. When she did notice it, it was well past seven thirty in the morning.

 Damn, I slept the entire night away, she thought to herself as she climbed out of the bed and pulled on a rather unflattering pair of horseshoe covered, flannel pajamas. Between the disastrous emotional rollercoaster of the previous morning, and the day full of meetings with clients and her staff, Irulan slept the entire night away; which was something she wasn’t prone to doing. Although Irulan could operate fine during the daylight hours, when you’re not only a caterer for the fifty percent nocturnal, Extra’s community, but have spent almost the last two hundred years running with vampires, you tend to get accustomed to the dark.

 “Val,” she muttered on another yawn as she headed toward Valeria’s bedroom door. “I’m sorry about the other morning. You were right. I was wrong. Lets…” She stopped mid-sentence when she pushed open the door and saw that the room was black and empty. A small tendril of apprehension crawled into her head as she turned and made her way towards the kitchen.

 “Val are you in there?” She walked into the wide open space of the state of the art kitchen to find nothing but gleaming stainless steel appliances staring back at her. “Point made Val. Quit fucking around,” she yelled as her apprehension grew into something more potent. Irulan hurried out of the kitchen and ran in the opposite direction, bypassing the bedrooms and ran into the living room.

 When she got there, hoping that Valeria had just fallen asleep on the couch, the nagging fear became an outfight panic when she found that room empty also. Adrenaline flooded her body as she ran over to a large, floor to ceiling window, pulled back the edge of a heavy sun-blocking drape and threw her hands over her eyes to protect it against the sun that was already beaming over the roof of the building next door. “Damn it Val,” she hissed as she snatched a phone off the wall and began dialing.

 The first number she tried was Valeria’s cell phone. When she didn’t get and answer, she swore and dialed the CMS. “I need to speak with Marcus Daniels,” she huffed with what she hoped was enough authority to be put straight through to Valeria‘s commanding officer.

 The call went through without a hitch and Marcus’s gruff voice came onto the line. “This is Daniel’s. How can I help you?”

 Irulan folded a hand across her stomach and cradled the phone to her ear as she looked towards the empty spot in the garage bay where Val’s car should have been. “Marcus, this is Valeria Trumaine’s roommate, Irulan Nightingale.”

 “How can I help you princess?”

 “I was just wondering what time Val got off duty last night. It’s pushing eight o’clock and she’s not home yet.”

 “I’m sorry but I’m not at liberty to discuss my employees comings and goings with civilians.”

 Irulan gritted her teeth and clenched the phone to her ear. “With all do respect Fido; either you can tell me what I need to know, or I can get on the phone with the mayor and then he can call you and make you tell me.” She didn’t like to play the royalty card but wasn’t above doing so if the situation called for it.

 The werewolf sighed and Irulan heard the sound of fingers tapping away at a keyboard. “It looks like she clocked out at four am.”

 Irulan’s heart sped up and she began pacing back and forth. “Something’s wrong. Something has got to be wrong. She’s never cut it this close to sunrise before.”

 “Listen, Trumaine is a big girl. I’m sure wherever she’s at, she’s safe from the sun,” Marcus huffed. “Now if you don’t mind. I have a meeting to attend before I can call it a day.”

 “I wouldn’t advise hanging up on me,” Irulan warned. “I know Val and she…” The grinding chains pulling the rear bay doors up, echoed through the large expanse; commanding Irulan’s attention. She spun around, hanging up the phone and throwing it on a nearby counter. By the time Valeria’s engine stopped purring, Irulan was pulling open the door.

 “Where in the hell have you been? Do you know what time it is?” Her voice was an octave away from a scream.

 Valeria rolled her eyes as she dipped under Irulan’s arm; slipping by her to carefully maneuver around the rays of sunlight that slipped into the building under the closing doors. “What the hell is your problem?” Valeria snorted as she skipped up the small flight of metal stairs separating the modestly sized parking bay-slash-workout area, from the living area.

 Irulan followed her, pointing at the disappearing sunlight that dotted the concrete. “My problem! Are you trying to get yourself fried? You should have been home hours ago.”

 Valeria threw her keys on a table and kept moving, ignoring the fact that Irulan was right on her heels. “Can I help you?” She finally asked when she got to the kitchen and pulled open the refrigerator.

 Irulan pushed it closed, jerking the handle out of Valeria’s hand. “What the fuck Val? Are you trying to prove a point? Is that what this is?”

 Valeria side stepped away from the refrigerator and pulled open a cabinet. “I’m not trying to prove anything,” she replied. Her voice was measured; calm and even where Irulan’s sounded like she was on the verge of tears. “And would you mind not doing that,” she said as she held up a hand to stop Irulan from slamming the wooden door closed. “A growing vampire can’t survive on blood alone.”

 Irulan’s green eyes filled with the dark swirling clouds that signaled a shift in her emotions. “This is about last night. You can’t stand there and tell me it’s not.”

 Valeria pulled down a can of ravioli, popped the top and grabbed a spoon. “Ok I wont,” she said around a mouthful of the cold pasta and left Irulan standing in the kitchen fuming. She made it all the way to her bedroom before Irulan caught up with her as she was closing the door.

 “I know I was a little harsh last night,” she exhaled and leaned against the door frame. “I’m sorry about that; but nothing I said is any excuse for what you did this morning. I was worried Val. You could have been God knows where, in who knows what kind of trouble.”

 Valeria dropped her head and groaned. “I’ve got to feed but you don’t want me to bring my donors home. I respect your wishes and now I’m getting shit for that to.” Her voice broke here and there as she tried to control her temper. “Hell, I’m damned if I do and damned if I don’t. I’ll tell you what, don’t worry about me. I can take care of myself.”

 Irulan’s head jerked as if Valeria had slapped her. “I guess I deserved that,” she mumbled as she turned away. “I’ve got meetings all day so I’ll probably be gone when you get up for the night. Sleep well.”

 Irulan was lost in thought the entire time she showered and dressed. Her life was a collection of secrets that were slowly chipping away at her from the inside out. When she first arrived in the human realm Tir Nam Beo, The Land of the Living, the Gregory’s took her in without a second thought. She had been Anya’s best friend for the majority of her life and was there when Valeria was born.

 She would no sooner do them harm that she would Francesca or Fazion but the secrets she held, threatened to drive them away from her. “Damn bloody secrets are already getting in between me and Val,” she hissed as she pulled her saddlebag onto her shoulder and turned for the door. “I should march in there and tell her everything.”

 A stabbing pain shot through Irulan’s head at the very mention of spilling secrets that weren’t hers to share. The faerie gasped and pressed both hands to her temple, trying to push back the white hot needles that had invaded her head. “I hear you Mikilos,” she moaned between clenched teeth. “But listen to me old man. If it comes down to loosing Valeria or facing the Morrigan, then I choose the triad.”

 While Irulan knew the mysterious Mikilos was nowhere around to hear her promise, she knew whatever mystical powers that be, heard her loud and clear. By the time she was in her car and pulling out of the back of the converted building, the pain was gone.


*****

 The day proved to be a long one for both women. Valeria, who usually slept like the dead, tossed and turned the entire day. Instead of spending time rehashing the reason behind her fitful slumber, she got dressed and headed in to work early. Her job as Sentinel policing the Extras community, was bound to distract her from the growing rift between her and Irulan.

 And after work there was always The Den, her favorite club. She didn’t like springing the charge for a feeder room, but to make Irulan happy, even if she was being unreasonable, Valeria was willing to fork over the three hundred dollars. “When she finally comes to her sense and admits that she’s wrong, she is so going to pay me back”, Valeria fumed to herself as she pulled into her parking spot at the CMS.

 She jumped out of her car and was so distracted with the way things were with her and Irulan, that she walked right around the building, ignoring the main entrance that she usually used and headed for the staff doors. That small misstep set the tone for the remainder of her day.

 By the time she got off duty, she’d not only blown a tire, but almost got herself staked by a wanna-be vampire hunter looking to make a name for himself by bagging his first kill. After taking a few pints of b-positive from the nitwit for her troubles, something she was not supposed to do while on duty, she dropped off the hapless man at the nearest human police station.

 The unease between her and Irulan had Valeria so off kilter that she didn’t even bother going back in and entering her reports for the night. After depositing her glamoured would-be-killer, with the authorities, she headed straight for the club. If work wasn’t working at distracting her, then an endless supply of alcohol and blood might.

 

 ****


 

 Irulan’s day was filled with pots and pans; on top of the three meetings she had with suppliers. She had three events coming up and every one of them were proving to be more trouble than they were worth. If she had to listen to one more pureblood vampire ask if she could acquire elf blood donors, then she was going to scream.

 The warm bath she slid into once she got home was the highlight of her day. Once she was done letting the rose scented bubbles work their magic, she put on her robe and passed by Valeria’s room. She tried to resist the urge to go inside, but in the end, pulled the metal door open and let herself in.

 Irulan walked over to Valeria’s desk and picked up a picture of the two of them with Val’s mother Anya. “You are so beautiful,” she murmured as she ran a finger across Valeria’s image. “And I must be a masochist,” she fumed a few seconds later. “Why else would I keep myself in this position.” She left Valeria’s room and headed for bed.

 When she woke the next morning after a short nap, a nagging tingle of trepidation was already lodged in her throat. This would be the second day of her and Valeria not talking if she didn’t do something to fix her blunder. As far as she could remember, it was the longest the two of them had ever gone without spending at least an hour of two of their nights together, laughing and talking about their respective days.

 Getting out of the bed and heading towards Valeria wasn’t a thought to be exercised, it was an automatic urge that her body put into action of its own accord. If it had been a normal morning, the two of them would be having a small breakfast before they hit the sack; but it wasn’t and she was determined to get them back to a semblance of normalcy.

 The tingle in Irulan’s throat traveled to her stomach and became a full on buzz that was getting harder and harder to ignore. Irulan pressed a palm to her center and reached into her pocket for her cell with the other. When the face flickered to life, her slow padding became a untraceable run, as she sprinted down the hall. It was eight fifteen, well past the eight o’clock deadline for Valeria to be out.

 Even though Val had told her not to worry, old habits were hard to break. She’d been worrying about her since her breakup with Tristan Meriwether. When they moved in together almost two years ago, Valeria was broken; beaten up and torn apart on the inside, taken to a level of self loathing Irulan didn’t think was possible. Over time, with the help of Irulan and her twin brother Valerian, bit by bit she was able to put herself back together.

 Even though she was whole again, Valeria was far from the same woman she was before the disastrous relationship. She was hardened to the world in some ways and infused with a renewed vigor in others. Irulan was the one who suggested she put her years of training to use as a Sentinel within the city’s CMS; hunting down Extras that like Tristan, operated outside of the laws, but unlike her insane ex-fiance, didn’t have the protection of a wealthy and powerful family to protect him.

 Irulan shook her head, and refocused on the task at hand. She raced down the hall calling Valeria’s name. She didn’t have to open the bedroom door to know that the room was empty but she looked anyway. She poked her head inside to confirm her suspicions then wheeled around, dialing Valeria’s number as she went.

 When she got nothing, she dialed Valerian’s. “I hope this is important,” he yawned, “I was just about to buckle down for the day-sleep.”

 “Come on Vedo,” she sighed. “I’m looking for your sister. She’s not in yet. Please tell me she’s bunking at your house.”

 “She’s not here Ire, and if I might add; the two of you need to get your shit together.”

 Irulan’s eyebrows came together, forming small grooves in her otherwise unwrinkled face. “So she talked to you?”

 “Duh, and both of you are being silly if you ask me. You; who’s goal is to bed every woman this side of the Mason Dixon line, tripped when she brought home a date.” Valerian’s deep laugh echoed through the line. “And Val’s taking your not wanting to talk to her, a little to personal. I tried to tell her that you were probably pms-ing or something like that.”

 Irulan looked up at a wall clock and frowned when she saw another ten minutes had passed. “Yeah it was definitely something like that,” she mumbled. “Vedo how about doing me a favor and calling your mom. If you don’t know where she this time of the morning, then Anya should.”

 “I’ll call her as soon as we get off of the phone,” he agreed. “But seriously Irulan. You’re probably worrying for nothing. I’d be willing to bet money that Val is tucked away under a happy donor, safe from the sun.”

 Irulan wasn’t so sure about that, but she shook her head none the less. “Let me know what Anya says,” she instructed Valerian before she hung up. She walked through the long hallways, uncertain of where she was going until she got to the living room area. There was no point in calling Marcus, Valeria was long off by now and Valerian was more than likely right.

 She was probably worrying for nothing, just like yesterday, but she couldn’t shake the feeling of foreboding. The only way she was going to get rid of it, was to lay eyes on Valeria and see that she was fine for herself. “You can be mad at me all you want but I’m coming to find you,” she spoke aloud.

 Irulan jerked off her robe as she skipped down the metal stairs to the garage area and snatched her keys from their hook; adjusting her glamour to make her thin satin pajamas look a cotton track suit. She was inches away from her car when the squelching of tires caught her attention. “That sounds close,” she mused. She found out how close moment later when a loud crash sounded off; echoing through the wide space and shaking the various pieces of exercise equipment in a far corner.

 “Fuck,” Irulan hissed as she threw up a hand to shield her eyes from the dust that was shook loose from the rafters. She turned towards the bay door and jerked in shock when she saw the tall, metal door’s budging inward at one corner. Irulan took a small, hesitant step towards the ruined door with her head cocked to one side as she tried to see past the mangled metal and cloud of dust that filled the air.

 Her worst fear was realized when she saw that the object that had rammed into the building was Valeria’s car. “By Danu,” she screamed and ran for the wreckage. Irulan stumbled over broken bits of brick and concrete to reach the side of Valeria’s car. When she got to the car, she found Valeria slumped over the wheel with one badly burned hand clutching the handle.

 Gleaming rays of sun beat down on the car, bathing Valeria’s naked back and arms in it’s deadly embrace. “Hold on baby,” Irulan huffed as she took in the damage to the side of the small compact. “I’m going to get you out of there.”

 The sectioned door of the garage was pinned against Valeria’s car door, making it impossible for it to be opened. Irulan took a small step backwards and wrapped her fingers around the edge, carefully avoiding the jagged tears in the metal. With a small grunt, she threw her weight backwards, ripping the automated door, motor and all, out of it’s mooring and away from the car. Once the side of the car was free, she jerked the drivers door clean off of it’s hinges with one swift tug, showing more of the strength that she hardly used.

 Valeria fell face forward but Irulan caught her before she hit the ground. “Son of a bitch,” she hissed, as she pulled her from the car and noted the burns covering her back. Once she had her free of the car, she swept her up into her arms; cradling her as close to her as she could to protect her from the sunlight that poured into the building.

 “And you don’t think I need to worry,” she whispered as carried Valeria through the house. “Security protocol six,” Irulan called out, for once grateful that they let Tamerlane install the security measures that both her and Valeria thought were a little overboard.

 Electronics whirled to life all around the converted storefronts. Flaps opened in the ceiling, releasing thick, black, sun blocking material that covered the gaping space left by the missing bay door. The harsh florescent lighting that illuminated most of the space blinked off and was replaced by the purplish hue of black-lights.

 “Dial Anya,” she murmured as she nudged open Valeria’s bedroom door with her hip and headed towards the bed. A flat panel tv, mounted on the wall at the foot of the bed, came to life and was soon filled with the image of Anya Trumaine standing at the onyx stone counter in her kitchen.

 “What happened?” Anya dropped the glass of blood she held and stepped closer to the camera. “Is she…”

 “She just crashed her car into the back of the building not five minutes ago,” Irulan explained, cutting her off. “Get here as fast as you can. She’s going to need some help or some of the scars might be permanent.”

 Anya’s round pecan face was gone from the screen before Irulan finished talking. 





Chapter Three


 

 Irulan’s foot hung over her leg swinging back and forth like a panicked hummingbird on speed. Anya had been gone for over an hour and despite her hopeful assessment of her daughters sun burns, Irulan’s face was still tight with fear. The elder vampire spent three hours covering every inch of Valeria’s body with a burn cream concocted by Yosh, the Trumaine family’s weapons master, even though most of the burns were to her arms, back and face.

 The faint ringing of a phone failed to register with Irulan. A few moments later Valerian walked in waving his cell phone. “It’s Tamerlane. He said a repair crew will be here as soon as the sun starts to go down. He wants to know if you guys want the same setup or something different.”

 Irulan sighed and waved her hand. “Whatever is fine with me. I know Val wont care.”

 “Pick whichever one you think is best Tam.” Valerian slid his phone into a pocket and smiled when he looked at his sleeping sister. “She is so going to catch hell from dad when she wakes up.”

 Irulan rolled her eyes and got up to go sit on the side of the bed. “Whatever she catches I’ll throw back twice as much. Hadrian rides her to damn hard.”

 Valerian sucked his teeth and scratched his forehead before sighing. “That I’d like to see.”
 A soft moan escaped Valeria’s lips and Irulan jumped up off of the bed and dropped to her knees at her side, gently slipping her palm under hers. “What’s wrong with her?” For all that she thought she knew about vampires, she was totally unprepared for dealing with Valeria’s burns. No one that she was close to had ever been so careless as to get caught in the sun before. Her eyes sparked with miniature lighting bolts that echoed her panic.

 When Valerian didn’t move fast enough to suite Irulan’s taste, she reached towards him and curled her fingers into a ball; dragging him across the floor with an ironclad, invisible grip. “She’s still unconscious. I can’t help her if she can’t tell me what she needs.” Her usually dulcet voice, was hoarse and scratchy. “Go inside her head and see what’s bothering her.”

 Valerian leaned over and ran a finger down the back of one of his sisters hands. “She looks like she’s sleeping fine Irulan. If I go inside her head I might wake her up and she needs her rest.”

 The corners of Irulan’s mouth dropped, planting a dissatisfied frown on her face as she weighed the pro’s and con’s of her request. “I can’t just stand by and do nothing while she’s hurting.” Her head twisted back and forth as she searched the room. When she failed to find what she was looking for, she looked up at Valerian. “Did Anya make sure Val fed before she left? And what are you waiting for?”

 Since he was within grasping distance, Irulan reached out and snagged him by a belt loop. “See what’s wrong with her,” she grunted as she pulled him down to her side.

 Valerian shook his head and tried unsuccessfully to bite back the broad smile that lit up his face. “I’ll give it a try, but we have to talk after I do.”

 Irulan hurriedly agreed with him. “Whatever, just check on her.” She anxiously watched Valerian’s pupils loose their color; becoming black voids that quickly bled out to encompass the entire eye. The lines of his face became taunt with the effort of his concentration.

 “She’s fine,” he announced after a few moments. “A little embarrassed at all the fuss…and the fact that she demolished her car. But other than that she’s fine.”

 Irulan glanced at the grimace that was on Valeria’s face and matched it with one of her own. “Are you sure?”

 Valerian coughed and got up from his knees. “Come on,” he said and held out his hand. “I held up my end of the arrangement, now its time for you to hold up yours.”

 Irulan wrapped her fingers around his and let him pull her to her feet but when he didn’t ease his grip and began pulling her towards the door, she tried to pull free. “Why do we have to leave the room to talk Valerian?”

 He dipped his head towards his sister. “She’s not as knocked out as you think. She can hear everything we‘re saying. But didn‘t I just say something to that effect?”

 Irulan shrugged her shoulders and wrapped her arms around her stomach. “That’s fine. Val and I don’t keep that many secrets from each other.” The words were close enough to the truth that Irulan could speak them without feeling any pain from spouting an outright lie.

 Valerian’s shoulders dropped, and he began popping his knuckles as he contemplated her statement. After a few moments he shook his head no. “I’m not so sure you want…”

 “Vedo cut the crap and just spit it out.”

 Valerian’s face lit up with a mischievous grin and his eyes began to sparkle with excitement. “Fine then. Care to tell me how long you’ve been in love with my sister?” His voice was barely above a whisper but Irulan heard him loud and clear.

 If it was possible, Irulan would have jumped right out of her skin with the force of the jerk that spurred her into motion. “Not here,” she hissed and shoved him into the hall so fast that he didn’t even see her move.

 “Damn Irulan,” he yelped, “When did you get so fast?”

 “I’ve always been this fast,” she muttered as she grabbed his collar and took the lead, heading towards the middle of her home. When they stepped into the spacious kitchen, she threw him towards a chair. Valerian stumbled a few feet before he caught his balance and whistled.

 “Shit me, you’re a lot stronger than you let on also,” he mused. His eyebrows came together and he pointed a finger at her when he saw her drop to one knee in the high arced opening. “What are you doing Ire?”

 “Making sure our conversation stays private.” She pressed a palm to the floor and began whispering in elvish. When she was satisfied with her work, she stood up and took a small step backwards. Both of them watched as a shimmering, multi-colored, opaque film began to rise around them until it cocooned the whole kitchen in what looked like a giant soap bubble.

 Valerian whistled and pointed a finger towards the bubble surrounding them. “This is cute, but what’s it for?”

 “It’s a containment spell,” she began, but stopped mid-sentence and bit her lip. “Um, you work for your father. Shouldn’t you know all about them. Tamerlane incorporates them into at least three products in a line of security equipment your family’s company produces.”

 Valerian sat down and crossed his ankles. When he spoke, his voice was void of the tingle of mischief that was there just moments ago. “I’m a lawyer Irulan. I spent my time enveloping smaller companies into ours and making sure the talent is properly slapped with the appropriate gag orders; not traipsing through product development..” He shook his head and frowned. “You’d be surprised at how many people have tried to take Trumaine tech and sell it off to the highest bidder.”

 Irulan’s mind jumped back to her life at court in Tir Na Nog, and the ruthless nature of some of the nobles. Even the closest of friends were prone to stabbing each other in the back, if it presented a chance of advancement in the feudal system that governed them. She smiled sadly and pushed away the old memories.

 “Believe me Vedo, I’m not surprised.” She walked to the refrigerator, pulled out a bottle of water and took a long draw. “Tell me what makes you think I’m in love with Val?” She huffed after she swallowed the mouthful of liquid.

 “I don’t think. I know you’re I love with Valeria. It’s written all over your face Ire.” He got up and sauntered over to her and grabbed the bottle of water from her. After taking a drink of his own, he sat it on the counter and ran a hand down the side of her face. “I can see it everywhere. It’s in your eyes when you look at her, and I hear it in your voice every time you talk about her. Her name is like a little song that you sing.” He exhaled a deep breath and let his hand drop.

 Tears sprang into Irulan’s eyes as she listened to Valerian talk. She should have known he would be the first one to uncover her feelings. Aside from Anya and Valeria, she had spent more time with him, than the other members of the Trumaine family, and that’s saying a lot because she was fairly close to all of Anya’s children.

 Valerian pulled a tissue from his pocket and dabbed away her tears. “And you certainly wouldn’t be crying if I wasn’t right,” he pointed out. “Although I wasn’t expecting tears.”

 Irulan took the tissue and waved him away. “I shouldn’t be in love with her Vedo,” she moaned. “This is wrong on so many levels.”

 Valerian nodded his head, agreeing with her before chucking and pulling her into his arms for a bear hug. “I know right, it’s like this weird incest kind of thing…”

 Irulan gasped and punched him in the side with enough forced to make him cry out and grab his ribs. “Ow! Fuck you Ire. That hurt.”

 “It was supposed to,” she spat before her face fell again. “All jokes aside Valerian. I don’t know what to do.”

 Valerian snorted and hopped up onto a barstool. “That’s an easy one. Just tell her.” His solution was simple and straightforward but impossible.

 “I can’t just tell her,” she balked. “Val would have a duck fit.” While both reasons were valid, Irulan thought about the secret she was sworn to keep before she came to live in the mortal realm and her own past. That was the real reason a relationship between the two of them was a disaster in the making.

 “In case you forget, your sister is straight,” she added for good measure.

 Valerian took another drink of the water and wagged his finger at her. “Sexuality is fluid woman” He laid a hand over his heart and laughed. “While I may not have ventured down the path that leads to man booty, I don’t mind cuddling up to one if the only donor I can find is male.”

 “That’s different and you know it,” she murmured. “And what about Anya? Your mother would never speak to me again.”

 Valerian laughed and waved his hands through the air. “Believe me, mama is the least of your problems.”

 Irulan cocked an eyebrow in curiosity but she didn’t ask what he meant. Instead she went over to the huge oak table, flopped down in a chair and let her head fall forward into her hands. “I am so screwed,” she moaned. “If I had sense, I’d pack my things and look for another place.”

 Valerian rolled his eyes and leaned forward on his elbows. “Women are so dramatic. You and my sister are attached at the hip. You wouldn’t know what to do without each other.”

 Irulan winced as his words hit home, making her realize how very right he was. She couldn’t leave her now if she wanted to. “She can’t know Vedo,” she said in a voice harsh with finality.

 Valerian slid from the stool and slowly walked towards Irulan with his head cocked to one side as he studied her. “This isn’t just about being scared of Val’s reaction; it’s about whatever set Val off a few days ago isn’t it? What’s going on with you?”

 Irulan inwardly cursed her lax in control. She had perfected her poker face by the time she was out of her teens and could artfully mask her emotions better than any Oscar worthy actor, but for some reason her control wavered around her adopted family. She brushed it off; attributing it to how close she was to them and bit her lip.

 “What’s bothering me isn’t important. Just keep your mouth shut Valerian Donatello Trumaine.”

 Valerian sat down and shook his head. “I don’t think you realize how easy it would be for me…or Val to jump inside your head and see what you’re hiding for ourselves. Your shielding is for shit; almost non existent.”

 Irulan’s green eyes widened into two round orbs that glazed with terror. The glamour covering her eyes blinked away, removing the irises that gave off a human pretense and replaced them with the small ominous clouds that gave away her panic.

 “Don’t worry, neither one of us has, or ever would invade your mind without your permission,” he assured her. “Listen Irulan, I’m only telling you this because I love you and don’t want to see either one of you miss out on a good thing. Val may not realize it yet, but I know my sister loves you…you know, the same way that you love her.”

 Irulan scoffed at the notion. “Impossible.”

 “When she stormed into my house the other night, she was furious. I had to talk her out of tracking down the blonde you spent the night with and glamouring her to within an inch of her sanity.”

 “What?”

 “You heard me. She was so riled up at the idea of someone hurting you, that she was planning on making that woman her next meal. By the time Val got done with her, glamouring her mind to nothing would have been a kindness.”

 Irulan couldn’t believe Valeria would go so far over something so trivial as a spat with one of her one night stands. “Val wouldn’t do something like that.”

 “She would for you,” Valerian countered. “I may not barge into your thoughts but sometimes it’s impossible for Val and I to stay out of each others.” He tapped the side of his head, “The whole twin thing just draws us into each others minds when we’re sleeping and our control is weakest. I’ve seen some of the dreams that are buried in her mind…dreams about you.”

 A spark of hope welled inside of Irulan but she clenched her teeth, squelching it before it could grow into an outright flame. “I can’t go there with her Valerian; not now, not ever.”

 “Ever is a long time Irulan. When Val is forced to face the way she feels about you; and trust me at the rate the both of you are going, she will; you’ll change your tune.”

 Irulan got a hold of her glamour and masked her eyes to hide the twinkle of hope that had taken residence in them. “Not likely,” she murmured.

 “Care to bet on that?” Valerian chuckled as he stood up and reached for her hand. “I’d be willing to bet whatever you want, that you’re wrong.”

 Irulan took his hand and let him pull her to her feet. “Gambling is illegal. I thought lawyers were sworn to uphold the law.” She arched her arm through the air, revoking the spell that surrounded them.

 Valerian shrugged a shoulder as they headed back towards Valeria’s room. “To say I’m gambling denotes the possibility of a loss. Hon, this is a sure fire win.”

 Irulan poked him on the side. I hope you’re right, she thought wistfully. “You’re as bad as your mother. Is she coming back later to check on Val?”

 “Not until the sun goes down. She pushed it staying as long as she did. I told her just to stay here, but she wanted to be there to help Yosh make a new batch of the burn cream.”

 Irulan had forgotten all about Valerian needing to get some rest. He’d arrived just minutes after his mother and promised to stay until Valeria woke up. He entered her room ahead of Irulan and sat down in a chair at the head of her bed. “I’m fine Irulan,” he yawned as he reached out and took his twins hand. “You know we can resist the day sleep for a few mornings. I’m good. You go grab a quick nap.”

 Irulan gazed at Valeria, laying on her side sleeping peacefully and breathed a sigh of relief when she saw that most of the swollen, angry red welts covering her skin had gone down. Her heart sped up, dancing a fast paced staccato in her chest as she looked down at the woman she had fallen so totally in love with. “I want to be here when she wakes up.”

 Valerian leaned forward, closed his eyes and carefully pressed his forehead to hers. A few moments later he chucked softly, “Valeria says go ahead and get some sleep, she’s not getting up anytime soon.”

 “Don’t stay in her head to long. She needs her rest.” Irulan warned him as she turned to face the hall. Valerian touched a finger to his head in a mock salute before turning back to the conversation he was having with Valeria.

 Irulan nodded her head and left the siblings to their silent talk. When she got a few feet away from the door, Valerian called out to her. “Val says it’s ok for you to start worrying about her again.”

 Irulan sighed and shook her head. “Start worrying, Val I never stopped.” 



 


*****

 

 

 One week later…


 

 Valeria pulled Irulan out of her car and slammed the door shut. “Why did you even bother to come if you were going to act like a spaz when we got here?”

 Irulan ran her hands down the side of the thigh length leather skirt that she was wearing and frowned. “When I told you that I would tag along on your next hunt to make sure everything went ok, I didn’t think you were coming to The Den.”

 Valeria laughed and ran her fingers through her onyx hair, pulling it in place to frame her face; not that Irulan could see it anyway. “Where else would I go to find a donor Ire?” 


 Irulan shrugged her shoulders and folded her arms across her stomach. “I don’t know hell, whenever I accompanied Anya…”

 “You are kidding me right?” Val laughed and threw her hand across Irulan’s shoulder and began leading her towards the entrance to the former warehouse. “Both you and my mother are over three hundred years old. When the two of you went out, the world was still in the stone ages.”

 Irulan’s lips clamped shut and she shook her head up and down at the jab. “Funny.”

 Irulan knew full well that Val picked up the majority of her donors from one Extras club or another but up until a few days ago, she was adamant in her resolve to avoid the public until her scars were non-existent. “What happened to not wanting anyone to see you until you’re healed?” Irulan asked as she grabbed Valeria’s hand and held it up to point out the small patches of puckered skin that had yet to heal completely.
 “The men aren’t going to be wowed by my hands Ire,” Valeria sighed as she pulled her hand free. Up until that point, that part of her face that wasn’t hidden by her hair was behind a outrageously large pair of dark sunglasses. Her face lit up when she tore them away from her and slipped them in the top of her black tank top. “I was going to save the big reveal for when we got inside with Valerian, but I can see the only way that I’m going to get you past the front doors is to show you now.”

 She raked both hands through her hair, pulling the dark hair, that along with the glasses, effectively hid her face, out of the way and tucked the tresses behind her ears. “Ta-da,” she laughed and turned her face back and forth for Irulan to inspect. “What do you think?”

 Irulan’s drew her bottom lip between her teeth to keep from saying what was really on her mind. Val always had beautiful café au’ lait skin. Her complexion was a lightly tanned mixture of browns as a result of her predominantly African heritage. But as a vampire, even a pureblood one with some immunity from the sun, Valeria never had the opportunity to lay under the sun and bask in it’s tan giving rays. Try though she might to keep from touching her, it was hopeless. Irulan reached a slightly trembling hand up and ran it down the side of Valeria’s face, cupping her chin as she smiled.

 “You look like you just came in out of the sun after spending the day laying on the sand.”

 Valeria nodded her head and grabbed Irulan’s arm, tucking it under hers and began pulling her towards the single, unmarked door that was on the side of the large brick building. “Isn’t it unreal?” She laughed. “Who knows how long it will take for this will last? This might be the only chance I have to show off my tan.”

 Irulan tried to look enthusiastic to match Valeria’s own unusually sunny attitude, but she couldn’t shake the knot of jealously that had taken residence in her stomach since they pulled into the crowded parking lot. Being at The Den wasn’t the problem. Irulan wasn’t sure if she could handle watching Valeria flirt her way though the human males that frequented the Extras club, hoping to score the lay of their life. Just knowing Valeria was out bedding some random spod while she fed, was hard enough before she admitted her feelings to herself; actually seeing it with her own two eyes was something she was looking forward to.

 “How about I just go home and let this be a vamp might only.” Irulan‘s voice was so low that a human would‘ve had a hard time hearing her. Valeria heard her loud and clear. She stopped in her tracks and tilted her head to the side. “I’m doing my best to not take your attitude personal, but I’m going to be honest with you, I’m not doing such a good job.”

 Irulan sighed and shook her head as she cut her eyes towards the entrance. “I know we’ve laid the events of last week to rest and I wouldn’t even bring it up but…” She let her eyes linger on the door a little longer, hoping that Val would draw her own conclusions so she wouldn’t have to scramble for any more half truths.

 Valeria looked back and forth between the door and Irulan before she frowned. “Did you meet that chick from last week here? You know what,” she waved her hand, cutting off the response that she thought Irulan was about to give. “Now I know you’re coming inside with me. You’re not about to let some mal-proportioned bimbo run you away from one of our favorite clubs.”

 Irulan backed up until the back of her legs bumped into the car. “I’m always up for a good row Val,” Irulan contested, “but not tonight. Please just let this one go.” Her voice rang with the slight lilt of old world Ireland; wrapping itself around Valeria’s mind and gently nudging her towards compliance. A talent that Irulan acquired through the siren blood that she inherited from her grandmother; her watered down version wasn’t nearly as effective as a vampires glamour. She wasn’t even sure the rarely used talent would work on other Extra’s but it was worth a try.

 The round curves of Valeria’s face tightened into angular plains as she sucked her teeth. She paced back and forth as she contemplated before finally throwing her hands in the air in defeat. “Fine,” she huffed as she shoved her hands into her pocket and fished out her keys. “Take my car. If I don’t find a willing donor then Vedo and I are going hunting.”

 She flipped the key through the air, and spun on her heels. “Don’t wait up,” she called as she walked away with a hand thrown in the air.

 “Fat chance on that,” Irulan snorted as her head dropped to one side. She unabashedly watched her walk away; marveling at the way the black denim hugged Valeria’s curves, with a broad smile of appreciation on her face.

 Irulan didn’t move until Valeria waved her way past the bouncer and was safely inside. She pushed away from her perch and turned to reach for the car door when visions of Valeria wrapped in an unknown someone’s meaty, hairy arms forced their way to the front of her mind.

 She’s mine, a voice inside her head screamed; outraged at the thought of Valeria in someone’s bed other than her own. Irulan hissed and squeezed her eyelids closed as she tried to put a lid on the not so little green monster, that was rearing it’s ugly head; encouraging her to march into the club and drag Valeria out kicking and screaming.

 “I am not going there,” Irulan admonished herself and jerked the door open with a little more force than necessary. She started the car and held her breath until she had pulled into traffic and The Den was nothing but a small burgundy box, quickly fading in the rearview mirror.

 Irulan pressed her foot to the brake, slowing the car to a stop at a red light and cast a quick look over her shoulder. There was no more club, and no more Valeria for the moment. Just like that, her thoughts were drawn back to Valeria and she began to imagine the worst. The sound of a horn blaring behind her, jerked her back to her senses and she eased the car forward; ignoring the obscene gesture the driver of the car beside her threw her direction.

 “I-am-so-fucked.”
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