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Chapter 1


 


“Do you have any flights leaving New York after sunset that
arrive in Paris before sunrise?”  Aaron Pilan stared unblinking at the travel
agent, assaulting her with the full bore of his gaze.


“No sir, not commercial flights.  I’m not sure about the
charter flights.”


Aaron glanced at the nameplate on her desk and tried a more
personal approach.  “Penelope, I need your help.”  He drilled into her mind
with his telepathic probe, digging through her thoughts and emotions.  “How
long is a flight to Paris?”


“Well … it’s a seven hour flight at minimum, but the time
zones …”  He read Penelope’s every thought with ease.  His eyes seemed to
swallow her very soul with the wondrous intensity of his gaze.  She fell under
his spell in a matter of seconds.  “Um … Paris is six hours ahead of New York,
so it’s really thirteen hours …”


“Help me, Penelope.  Help me find a flight that leaves by
7:30 p.m. and arrives by 7:00 a.m. in Paris.”


His eyes owned her as he read her mind.  She couldn’t
imagine disagreeing with him.  She would give him anything – her heart, her
body, her soul – just to know the truth behind his eyes.  He read her infatuation
as she moistened between the legs, staring at him like a love-struck teenager.


“Um … one of the Gulfstream charters might be able to do
that.”  She thought hard, considering one company in particular that would fly
anyone anywhere, under any circumstances, for the right price.


“I knew you could help me.”


He took her hand and she wet her underwear in anticipation. 
A blush of rosy heat crept up her face and her little pink tongue darted out to
swipe her dry lips.  Her desire to be kissed flooded her mind, washing over him
as he sifted through her thoughts.  She focused on the gleaming white teeth of
his smile, and he knew she wished he’d drag her into the alcove and have her up
against the wall.  Too easy.  He could bend her over the kiosk right
there.


He read all her fantasies, a series of delightfully wicked
things she hoped for.  Uncomfortably hot and bothered by his brief touch,
Penelope’s fingers moved unsteadily over the keyboard.  She tried not to look
at him, but she couldn’t help herself.


She cleared her throat. “Executive Pathways can expedite a
transcontinental flight tomorrow night for $16,000.  Oh wow, that’s really
expensive, but they’ll leave whenever you like.  Are you sure we can’t make one
of these commercial flights work?  I can get you first class at a discount …”


“No thanks.  I’ll take the charter.”  His exacting flight
schedule could not be compromised.


She continued trying to dissuade him.  “It’s only a couple
hours difference ...”  


Two hours made all the difference.  Vampires don’t do
daylight.  “I need two tickets.”


“Two?  But there’s no discount for the second ticket …”


He followed her mind as she imagined accompanying him
overseas.  A foreign rendezvous, endless hours of sex in a French hotel suite. 
She’d let him do anything he wanted, repeatedly.


Michelle arrived, slipping her arm around him intimately. 
Gorgeous, blonde, glamorous, she could’ve been a model fresh off the runway. 
Penelope’s fantasy crashed and burned, the screams of dying dreams echoing in
her ears.


He smiled at her again, and winked.  “We’ll take two
tickets.”


Penelope swallowed her demolished pride.  He felt a twinge
of sympathy as Penelope realized she could never compete with a woman like
Michelle.  His master was so beautiful it hurt to look at her.


“That’s $34,945.00 with taxes and fees.  How will you be
paying for that?”  Penelope’s eyes kept drifting to the fabulous blonde draped
around him.


He handed over his gold card, the plastic so new and shiny
it still smelled of Las Vegas.  Well over six figures backed that account from
his nights as a high roller in Vegas.


She swiped his card and managed to smile without faltering. 
It touched him that Penelope wondered why she couldn’t have a man like him in
her life.  And then she glanced at Michelle under his arm, and she knew those
women always stole all the Aarons for themselves.  Penelope would have to make
do scrounging for leftovers.


He leaned towards her, stealing her breath with his
proximity.  “Penelope, why don’t you join us for a drink when you’re off work?”


He followed her thoughts as she asked the question, is he
worth sharing?


“I promise you won’t regret it.”  He smiled again.


She bit her lower lip in anticipation.  Yes, he was worth
sharing, and the blonde might be fun too …


 


* * * *


 


Michael Jamison considered himself lucky to catch a glimpse
of the vampires as they left in a taxi with the woman from the travel agency. 
Probably headed back to their hotel.  He had followed their flight from Vegas
to New York, arriving scant minutes after them.


“That poor woman doesn’t have a clue what they’re going to
do to her,” he murmured to himself from the backseat of the taxi following
theirs.  I wonder if they’re going to kill her.  He shook his head.


Once more he considered calling the police.  But that would
get messy.  He wanted to continue following them to learn more.  Police would
be the end of it.


In the course of investigating this unique pair of creatures,
Mike had been privy to video footage that proved beyond a doubt Aaron and
Michelle were, in fact, vampires, with astonishing physical capabilities.  He
had security camera recordings that captured the two of them moving at blinding
speed, performing inhuman feats of acrobatics, and the coup-de-grace – tore the
beating heart from a man’s chest, bare-handed.  Vicious and merciless when provoked,
he still found them awe-inspiringly graceful.  He imagined the limitless
possibilities available to those with such obvious superiority over mankind.


He stalked them from a distance as they herded the woman into
the hotel lounge, a lamb to the slaughter.  They sat in a dark corner booth. 
He stole glances at them as they leaned in, so casual, a little nip in the
woman’s neck.  They could have been kissing, playing around.  They seemed to be
her best friends, her lovers, her confidants.


He looked around at the other people in the lounge to see if
they noticed.  Nothing.  These two creatures sat there feeding off this woman
who obviously loved every second of their attentions, and not one person in the
room noticed.  Mike could barely tell what they were doing, and only because he
watched them so carefully.  He watched for those little pointy fangs, and the
flick of the tongue cleaning off the last bit of blood from her neck as they
withdrew.


After four years in the Marine Corps, a tour in Iraq, and
another ten years chasing deadbeats around Las Vegas, Mike knew how to keep a
sharp eye on a situation.  He made his money watching things no one else
noticed.  But this time no one paid him to watch.  He did it for his own
intents.  His last paying client had died three nights ago in the desert just
north of Vegas.  The vampires had torn off the man’s genitals and left him
there.  Not a nice way to die.


Of all the bizarre and disturbing things he’d seen, Mike
found this the most fascinating investigation of his life.  He’d abandoned everything
else in pursuit of these wickedly magnificent creatures.  He was unshakably
devoted to learning how to become a vampire.


 


* * * *


 


Aaron trailed his fingers over Penelope’s neckline and
collarbone, watching her melt into his touch.  “You like that, don’t you.”  He
pulled her hair aside from her neck and struck without warning, dipping razor
sharp fangs into her neck.  Michelle followed suit from the other side, biting
down with a light loving nip.


“Ouch ... that … oh my God, that’s wonderful!”  Penelope
writhed in their embrace, her hips squirmed.  The overpowering effect of their
double bite sang through her body, bringing her to a violent and immediate,
gushing orgasm.


“Oh God … oh yes!”  She whimpered, barely able to breathe or
speak.


It only lasted a few seconds, but Aaron knew they’d gifted
her with a multiple.  She continued to twitch with it for another couple
minutes after they released their bites, synchronized perfectly with one
another.  He and Michelle had their timing down to an art form, not too
long, not too much.


He petted Penelope’s hair possessively as she snuggled into
his embrace, trying to mold herself to his body.  Her hands flowed over him,
finding his arousal.  “I don’t how you did that, but I’m so ready right now. 
You don’t even know.”  But he did know.  He read her intense desire to go down
on him right there in the booth.


<We’re taking her up to the room.>  He projected
silently to Michelle via their psychic bond.


<That is unwise.  Did you learn nothing from
Anastasia?>  Her glare sliced him with disapproval.  Master Michelle, ever
the voice of caution.


<Penelope will be fun for us both.  I need a diversion.> 
He tried to suppress the pain of Anastasia’s loss as it twisted in his stomach.


<And would you see her suffer the same?  They have no place
in our lives.  We bring them only death.  C’est impossible.>  Michelle reverted to French
when her emotions flared.


<Okay, you’re right.  But she’s so adorable, and she
wants it badly.  Just this once?>


<No.  We must not bring them home with us.  Is too
dangerous.>


<Fine.  Whatever!>


He extracted his arm from his warm embrace of Penelope’s shoulders
and peeled her hands off his crotch.  “As much as I wish we could, we can’t.  We
must go now.  I’ll call you a taxi.”  He drove home the point with his eyes,
convincing her by force of will.


Her disappointment and heartbreak washed over him.  She
wanted his cock sooo badly.  And he wanted to give it to her till she
couldn’t walk.  But Michelle was right.  She was always right.  And his
beautiful Anastasia had died.  Putting Penelope at risk would not bring
Anastasia back.  He’d seen far too much death.


“Really?  I thought …”  Penelope looked ready to cry.


“I know.  But it wasn’t meant to be.  We had our moment.” 
He brushed his fingers over her cheeks.


He dashed all her hopes and desires with a platonic peck on
her lips and then led her out to the street to send her on her way.  There
would be no sharing of Aaron Pilan on this night.


 


* * * *


 


Moments after sunset, Michelle and Aaron were out the door
and headed to the elevator, luggage already packed and waiting in a taxi on the
street.  The first challenge to overcome before flying across the ocean was the
ever-present blood thirst.  Like a cowboy lost in the desert in a 70’s western
movie, Aaron’s thirst nagged perpetually at the edge of his awareness.  Not too
many chances to feed on a private charter jet.


As he and Michelle entered the elevator, he took full
advantage of the opportunity presented by a cute little Mexican maid dragging
in her cleaning cart to hitch a ride down.  He wasted not a second catching her
attention.  Trapped, unable to look away, he held her in place with his gaze,
mesmerized.


“Come here.”


She stepped into striking distance.  The cattle always
behaved like this.  They found the allure of his direct eye contact near irresistible.


Aaron enfolded the maid in his embrace and bit her gently as
the elevator descended.  She tensed up in his grip, not understanding.  “No Senor!”


The euphoria of his venom penetrated her confusion in seconds. 
She hugged him sweetly.  “Aye, que rico!”


By the time he finished, she panted her spearmint bubble gum
breath against his cheek, leaning into him for support.  Her dark brown eyes
looked up, dilated with the pleasure of her release.  He took what he needed in
full, her orgasm his gift in return.  She had no complaints.


She clung to him murmuring in Spanish.  The cattle would
follow him anywhere, seduced effortlessly.  They were inexplicably drawn to
both vampires, moths to their dual flames.


Michelle had delivered her only explanation of their strange
attraction after she saved his life two months ago, “This is the Magnétisme Animal of the
vampires.”  Her usual vague French-English mish-mash.  He guessed she probably
didn’t understand it either.


He caught a blast of Michelle’s envy as she watched him with
the maid.  Her emotions and thoughts flowed across their intimate psychic
bond.  Watching him feed made her thirsty.  She licked her lips, wanting to
take a bite out of the girl, but held off.  He had fed enough from the maid. 
Michelle lived by strict rules of moderation with the food.


She found her dinner minutes later in the gift shop on their
way out of the hotel.  The shop attendant, a young male college student,
scrambled to help Michelle find a good book.  She moved in on him, close and
intimate as he tried to describe the plot of the novel.  In seconds he opened
the collar of his shirt at her suggestion, entranced.  She fed for almost two
minutes straight, taking a healthy share. This feeding might have to hold her
for the entire night.


She left him dazed, swaying, a wet stain spreading across
his pants.  He looked after Michelle as she walked away licking her lips
clean.  They never want to let go.  But she respected human life, and for that
reason she refused to adopt ‘pets’.


As they boarded their private jet on schedule, precisely
fifty minutes after sunset, the second opportunity to feed presented itself. 
Aaron ascribed to a simple wisdom – when opportunity knocks, you should invite
it to dinner.


Moments after takeoff their stewardess Nancy, a forty-something
single mother greeted them with refreshments.  “You can take off your seatbelts
now.”


“Thank you.”


He was up and on her before she could take a single step
back.  He dug into her mind as he smiled wide, a slight hint of fang showing.  She
had taken one look at his “GQ” magazine cover designer clothes and assumed they
must be super models headed to a photo shoot in Paris.  Few average people
could afford flights like this, and they looked too damn attractive.  She
admired his youthful, slim build, all five-eleven of him.  Noticing his sharp
angular facial features and dark close-cropped hair, she thought, I don’t
recall my son’s friends ever looking this good.


She glanced to Michelle’s petite hourglass frame, perfect
golden curls and flawless pale skin.  Fucking supermodels. 
Michelle removed her rose-tinted glasses and treated Nancy to a disarming green-eyed
stare.


Nancy never had a chance of escape, though she tried to
maintain a professional distance with a step back.  On her in an instant, he
took her by the hand.  She had nowhere to run.


“Would you like some beverages or … or a snack?”  She
stammered, intimidated and aroused in equal measure.


Michelle slipped into the aisle, sliding up on Nancy’s
backside silently.  Nancy turned towards her only to be entrapped in that
emerald gaze.  He still held her anchored by the hand.


Michelle purred, “Oui,
I would like a snack.”  They struck simultaneously at opposite sides of her
neck.


“Oh shit!  Let me … go …”


Her knees buckled under the instant euphoria of their dual
assault.  Aaron scooped her up in his arms, holding her tight against his
chest.


“Oh Lord, help me!”


They released her quickly, in perfect sync.  He maintained
his embrace as she recovered.


He petted Nancy’s hair.  “Thank you, much appreciated.  That
will be all for now.  We’ll let you know if we need anything else.  You can
go.”


She stared up into his eyes, her drugged gaze heavy with
desire.  He knew she wanted more.  They always wanted more.  A very bad idea. 
He’d made that mistake with Anastasia.  He and Michelle had vowed never to use
drugs again or lose control like they did in Las Vegas.


He held Nancy’s gaze.  “We’re fine, you can go.”


“Oh.”  She finally remembered herself, blushed with embarrassment,
and wandered away.


Nancy floated past several more times throughout the flight,
trying her best not to stare.  Feeding from her had been a mistake.  She had
developed an obsession.


He followed her thoughts as she slipped up and down the
aisle.  She barely restrained herself from pestering them.  She wanted to know
how they did it.  She wanted them to do it again.  But she didn’t have the
courage to cross that invisible line of propriety between flight attendant and
passenger, not like they did.  She tried to serve them to the best of her
ability, but they had no further use for her.


Michelle donned her rose glasses and ignored Nancy, occupied
with Parisian fashion magazines.  “I have been away for too long.  Is all
different.”


He couldn’t care less about fashion.  Michelle shopped for
him.  She had impeccable taste.  “I’m sure we’ll have plenty of time for
shopping.”  They had all the time in the world.  When she shared her blood to
save his life she explained that he would live a very very long time.  With
her.


“Oui,
but I don’t like the new styles.”  She looked to him with alarm.  “I have
become American.  Quelle
horreur!”  She sounded as if she’d caught a venereal disease.


“I don’t think that’s possible.”  He smiled his first
genuine smile in several nights.  Michelle, Americanized?  Never.


She snorted.  “I have been away from home too long.”


He didn’t want to think about how long they would be
together, master to servant, intimately bonded, together but alone.  He missed
Anastasia so much.  She had married him scant hours before her untimely
death.  He could still recall the scent of her strawberry kiwi hair, the feel
of her warm soft body tangled between him and Michelle.  How long would this
grief last?  I miss my wife.


The plane landed right on schedule.  Poor Nancy stared at
them, biting her lip as they de-planed.  He read her desperate need to connect
with them before they walked out of her life forever.  He turned to her, inches
from her expectant face.  “It’s better this way.  You probably wouldn’t last
very long with us, no one does.  I know you want more, you want to know things,
but I don’t want to see you get hurt.”


He stroked her chin, kissed her on the lips and let his
fingers trail down her body in a parting caress.  Michelle waved goodbye and
blew her a kiss.  Nancy thought they were playing with her, flirtatious yet condescending. 
She didn’t understand Aaron was dead serious.


This seemed the worst aspect of his new life with Michelle. 
People had a constant attraction to them, craved proximity and intimacy.  But
they couldn’t subject innocents to the horrible reality of the inevitable
addiction that came with any kind of prolonged exposure to their bite.  The
effect of their venom was so powerful a person could be reduced to a bloodslave
addict in minutes.  It happened to Anastasia their first night together.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 2


 


A courtesy shuttle dropped them off at the Hilton Paris
Hotel, Charles De Gaulle Airport – only a five minute hop from their terminal. 
Their timely arrival left them an entire hour before sunrise.  Michelle decided
this was the perfect time for Aaron to learn about life as a Parisien.


She allowed him to handle all the accommodations.  She
considered it a rite of passage for all tourists to experience the wonders of
French hospitality firsthand.  She curled her arm around Aaron’s and smiled
brightly at Maximillian Sinclair, the hotel night manager.


A spike of Aaron’s irritation bled through their psychic
bond as he argued with the manager.  “No, we can’t come back to check in at
ten!  Just give us any room you have!”


Maximillian flicked through several options on his screen
and grinned wide.  “Certainement
Monsieur.  There is a deluxe suite available, the Executive Room,
with free drinks and food at the Executive Lounge.”


“Yes, yes.  Whatever.”  Aaron was losing patience fast.


Without a hint of apology, the manager continued.  “The
suite is four hundred thirty dollars per night.”


“Of course it is.”  Aaron fixed his formidable gaze on
Maximillian Sinclair.  “Do I look like a fool?”


“No, Monsieur.”  He replied with all sincerity, completely
unfazed.


“Right.  So why are you trying to charge me double the rate
of the room I reserved?”


“Pardon, the Executive Room is a deluxe accommodation.  I
cannot adjust the rate without a reservation.”  He spoke as though conveying
the most obvious thing in the world.


“I have a reservation.”


“Oui,
for a double occupancy with a ten a.m. check in.  This is not the Executive
Room.”


“Fine.  Just give me the Executive Room.  We don’t have the
time to find another hotel right now.”


“Certainement. 
If you must check in immediately, there is a surcharge of fifty dollars for early
check-in.”


“Yes, I want the room immediately, right now, right this
minute.”  Aaron turned to Michelle, “There’s a fee for early check-in, what a
surprise.  I never would have guessed.”


“At least there is a pool,” she offered, enjoying every
second he squirmed with impatience.  He was very sensitive to the sunrise.  He
had a bad experience with it in the Vegas desert.


“Pardon, Madam, the pool is closed for renovations.”


“Of course it is,” Aaron deadpanned.


Michelle lost control at this point.  She leaned into
Aaron’s chest, hand over her mouth in an attempt to stifle her laughter.  He
glared at her suspiciously, as if she was in on this conspiracy to drive him
mad with impatience.


After signing here and there and here again,
he finally received a pair of plastic key cards and a room number.  Maximillian
handed them over with the reverence of an Academy Awards ceremony.  After all
Aaron had gone through, the room key did seem like a valuable prize.


Maximillian addressed her as they walked away from the
service counter. “Il est
américain?”


She answered with an apologetic smile, “Bien sûr.”  Of course.


Maximillian shook his head and sighed.  “Je vous prie de bien vouloir
accepter mes sincères condoléances.”  Please
accept my sincere condolences.  She couldn’t help but laugh out loud.


Aaron radiated fury. “Yes, I am American, and I understand
some French.  I just don’t speak it.”


She steered him away by the arm.  His anxiety at the
approaching sunrise had put him on edge.  “What was that crap about
condolences?”


She smirked.  “He said welcome to Paris.”


“I’m sure that’s exactly what he meant.”


She pulled on his arm, guiding him to the elevator.  The
massive glass-roofed atrium flanked by full-grown trees distracted his
attention.  “Is this a hotel or a mall?”


“We have not left the airport.”  She tugged on his arm
again.  “Come.”


And he did.  He always obeyed her commands.  Not that he had
a choice.  She held the power to command his will.  When she told him to jump
off the side of the building, he did, whether he wanted to or not.


Aaron accepted this fact of life within their first week
together.  Sharing her blood saved his life, but it came at the cost of
obedience – one of the reasons she loved him so much.  Having such a majestic
and powerful creature at her command was intoxicating.


She felt Aaron’s anxiety about the sunrise, and the
encroaching lethargy that always hit about this time.  By sunrise, they would
both be in bed, comatose to the world, until the sun retreated back over the
horizon.


“We need to get movin’.  I don’t like cutting it this
close.”  Busy gawking at everything, he didn’t notice the opportunity gliding
down the hallway towards them.


Michelle knew they had just enough time for a quick bite
before bed.  She slid up on the target and engaged the woman with a question. 
“Quelle heure est-il?”  
What time is it?


“C’est
…”  The girl’s response trailed off unfinished, snared by Michelle.


Aaron finally caught on and surrounded the prey to close in
ranks.  They tagged her front and back, a French brunette sandwich.  She tasted
juicy sweet, young, fresh, and her adrenaline spiked her blood with such
wonderful spice.


Michelle understood how the legends of old could paint vampires
as vicious killers.  She had seen and experienced that life with her master
many years ago.  The rush of a victim’s fear was like no other.  But she
refused to live that way.  She respected her food.  She respected all life, and
she would not cause further death if she could avoid it.


The girl sighed and quivered at the two-pronged assault.  In
seconds she started grinding her hips against Michelle’s leg, humping in time
with the waves of her orgasm.  She made an adorable little grunting sound as she
wet her jeans with her release.  They both relinquished their bites simultaneously,
but continued to support her frail body until she regained her equilibrium.


They excused themselves, each of them kissing her
rose-blushed cheeks platonically.  They left her standing in the hallway
flustered and dazed.


 


* * * *


 


Mike Jamison touched down in Paris just after dawn, two hours
after the vampires arrived.  He enjoyed the commercial flight they could not. 
It cost an arm and a leg for the last minute booking, but well worth the price
to stay on their trail.


He had a fairly easy time following them.  They obviously
didn’t know they were being tailed.  While in the air over the Atlantic, he
called several hotels in Paris and encountered their registration at the Hilton. 
He promptly reserved a room for himself in the same.


While eating chicken cordon bleu and sipping vodka and
cranberry juice, provided courtesy of the airline, he read through the New York
Times.  Another piece of the Aaron-Michelle puzzle conveniently fell into
place.  He glanced quickly at an article about the murders of two NYPD detectives
six weeks ago.  The high profile investigation remained unsolved, no suspects. 
Reading between the lines, they didn’t have shit to go on.  The brief mention of
one peculiar detail stood out.  One of the detectives died from having his
esophagus torn out.  This stopped Mike’s roving eye.  He recognized the name,
Scott Konowicz.  He’d seen that name before.


It clicked in his mind like a lightning bolt straight to the
chest.  He jumped up in his seat with the physical jolt.  His hands shook and
his heart raced as he retrieved the background check on Aaron Pilan from his
briefcase.  Holy shit.  Detective Scott Konowicz filed a missing persons
report on Aaron Pilan dated five days prior to his violent death.  There are
so very few coincidences in this life.


These two left a trail of bodies everywhere they went.  Two
dead cops in New York and six more bodies in Vegas.  Each time they fled the
city – to escape the heat from authorities?  The investigation hit a dead end
in New York, and to the best of his knowledge, authorities didn’t know anything
in Vegas.  So, what drew them to Paris?


He didn’t think Aaron had ever been to Paris, so this must
have something to do with Michelle.  He didn’t have a thing on her, not one
piece of paper.  Didn’t even know her last name.  Again, he wished he had the
audio to accompany the video footage he’d found of the vampires in Vegas.  He
needed more answers, and the missing audio was a huge hole in his intel.  But
after seeing these lethal creatures in action, he wasn’t foolish enough to risk
going anywhere near them.  He’d have to bug their hotel room as soon as
possible.


 


* * * *


 


Aaron opened his eyes to the sound of Michelle brushing her
teeth.  She generally woke up before him, a few minutes before the sun
completely dropped below the horizon, in the grey twilight.  He slept in until
darkness.  Michelle’s fabulous butt cheek peeked out from her nightie as she
bent over the bathroom sink.  He pictured running his hands all over her
beautiful assets while he pounded her from behind.


She glanced over her shoulder with a spark of arousal in her
emerald eyes.  She picked up on his imagery and stepped out the bathroom door
with a fang-filled gleaming white smile of anticipation.  Her desire leached
through their psychic link.  Yummy, wakeup sex.  She was on him in a flash
of movement.


“I am so happy to show you my homeland.”  She slid into his
arms, soft, warm, inviting.


He kissed her, a wonderful minty-fresh taste.  “We need to
get out of this hotel.  Don’t you have an apartment or something?”


He sensed his question struck a sour chord, like the
displaced needle scratching across the vinyl of their love song.  Their interlude
screeched to a halt.


“I have lived in Paris most of my life …”  He felt the wall
go up in her mind cutting off his access to her thoughts.  Her words were
cautious, measured.  “Oui. 
I have a home … the home of my family.  I don’t spend much time there.  Is
filled with memories of things long gone.”


“Okay.  Whenever you’re ready to talk, that’s fine with me,
but ...  I mean, here we are traveling the world together, and I still don’t
know your full name.  That’s kinda weird.”


“You don’t know … is difficult.  There is much to tell you. 
I promise I will soon.”


“I’m not going anywhere.  No matter what you have to say,
I’m here to stay.”  He gave her a devious smile.  “Besides, where would I go? 
You own my ass.”


It was like sticking a spiked barb into her rigid emotional
control.  Her irritation flared at his jab.  “I am not that way!  I do not like
to force you!”


He hit the button on that one.  They both avoided the inconvenient
truth, but he liked to remind her once in a while.  She did indeed own his ass.


“I’m sorry.  I’m just … I shouldn’t have said that.  You
know I love you.”


He hugged her tight, burying his face in her delicious
golden hair.  What the hell is wrong with me?  Something had changed
with Ana’s death in Las Vegas.  He couldn’t seem to get back onto the same
track with Michelle.


Until a few days ago he had happily accepted his place in
Michelle’s world.  He loved her like no other, how could he not?  She seduced
him with every waking moment in her presence.  His own personal sex goddess.  But
Aaron would never truly be her equal.  When push came to shove, she was the
boss.


She melted into his kiss.  Her acceptance of his love and
apology flowed across their bond, but her mind remained tightly closed against
his access.  Such a complex creature, he didn’t truly understand her at times. 
The waters of her emotions ran deep, and he was only privy to the splashes on
the surface.


“Soon mon
amour.  I will have answers for you soon.  Can you please be patient
with me?”


As her kisses penetrated his melancholy, he murmured his
agreement.  No staying mad with Michelle.  She had a way of obliterating all
else with her affections.  And nothing good came from arguing with the boss.


“J'ai un
faim de loup!”


She was always hungry, hungry like the wolf.  He
wondered if that funky little 80’s song by Duran Duran had been inspired by a
starving French vampire.


“Let’s go!  I will show you the wonderful Paris Nightlife!” 
She pulled him up from the bed.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 3


 


From the Hilton they took a taxi.  Michelle watched Aaron
closely as they rode through the streets.  He wasn’t overly focused on the
sights.  She wanted him to experience the wonders of this city she called home
for three quarters of a century.  She loved every street and every corner of
Paris.  She knew it intimately, like a lover who’s spent years exploring her
partner.


He sat in silence, watching the city pass by in all its
wonderful alienness, centuries of culture and architecture layered atop each
other.  Paris represented the center of her world.  It would always be home. 
No matter how many years she spent abroad, it always called her back.


Time had moved on, but it was still the same city underneath
it all.  Nothing had really changed in seventy years, not like it did with the
Germans.  To think of those times brought a chill to her bones and a shiver
down her spine.  She had purposely blocked out those memories.  Too much pain,
too many things she didn’t want to remember.


His mind occupied with dark painful thoughts, Aaron barely
noticed the city.  She read it all.  Wide open, he broadcast to her as he
recalled his last moments with his beautiful raven-haired bride.


Against Michelle’s express wishes, he’d taken Anastasia as a
bloodslave, his first.  Drugs, murder and mayhem soon followed in a downward
spiral of events.  They had awakened four nights ago to find their pet
kidnapped by Colombians.  The confrontation left no one standing.  Aaron’s
beautiful new bloodslave died in his arms, a casualty of circumstance.  His
guilt weighed heavily on his conscience.  He believed her death could have been
avoided if he had done things differently.


“She would not have lived long.  It was inevitable.”  Michelle
squeezed his hand.


“I know you’re right, but it doesn’t help.”


Aaron’s pain assaulted her through their linked minds,
raking her over broken glass.  She could block his intrusions, but not his
transmissions.  He forced her to live through his emotions when he failed to
contain them.  Ana’s death had hit him hard.  He now questioned everything
about himself and his life with her.  He had lost his complacency.


She tried to distract him.  “Look, this is the Pantheon.  It
was once a church.  They entombed the martyrs and poets there – Voltaire,
Rousseau, Victor Hugo.  France murders its best and brightest and then buries
them in a monument.”  She smirked as he shook his head at the irony.  “You can
see all of Paris from the dome, it’s wonderful.”


She pointed to the massive white stone columns and
bas-reliefs at the entryway to the monument.  He leaned over into her lap to
better see the column-ringed dome atop the structure as they drove past.  “I
will take you inside sometime.  It’s closed to visitors at night, but I know a
way in.”


Nothing in Paris remained closed to her for long.  She always
found her way in.  Even when the Germans ran the city with an iron fist, they
couldn’t keep her from going where she wanted.


She reached out to comfort Aaron as she had done so many
times before.  She relaxed as he unwound under her hands.  Better for her all
around with Aaron happy.  Their connection was far too intimate in this
respect.


She instructed the taxi driver to let them off at a gaudy
nightclub, with a garish neon sign blazing Le
Jonc.  The rhythmic thump of rave-style dance music reverberated out
into the street.


“This will be fun, come.”


 


* * * *


 


Aaron followed Michelle’s lead into the dark, noisy interior
of the club.  He didn’t really feel the music and hype.  His contemplative mood
persisted, thinking of his life, and Anastasia’s death.  He knew Michelle was
trying to draw him out of his shell, and he needed to feed, so…


She pulled him onto the dance floor, guiding him towards
their usual target-rich environment, groups of women dancing together.  Like
pagan witches of old, the ladies moved in a circle celebrating the sacred
feminine, no phalluses allowed.  These groups made for an intimate setting and
some quick, easy nips.


He snickered.  Michelle slipped right past the shield wall
of female flesh and dragged him with her.  The girls always let him in.  Other
men tried to no avail, but the ladies never turned him away with Michelle on
his arm.  Michelle picked out her target immediately, a voluptuous black woman
with golden-dyed afro curls.  The two women rubbed together in time to the music.


His attention floated across the group as he stood swaying to
the beat, feeling the flow of the techno-house blend.  He floated there for a
time.  He knew he should feed, but he was too unfocused to pick a target. 
Luckily, one had chosen him.


A girl slid up and boldly took his hand.  “Voulez-vous danser avec moi?”


No point in asking, she was already dancing with him.  She
had a sweet girlish smile, slight dimples.  He smiled back and tried to focus
on feeding.  She made it easy, sliding up close.  He embraced her, and she bit
her lip in anticipation, adorable.  Why do they all have to be so damn
adorable?


When his hand roved over her ass, she began taking similar
liberties.  Without trying he seduced her.  The scent of her arousal flooded
his senses, the pheromones signaling her readiness.  He could feel her
excitement and increased heart rate.  Her pulse seemed to vibrate through her
skin, a beating drum in his arms.


The girl was bold.  She reached down between his legs to
measure his worth.  Another dimpled smile blossomed at her discovery.  These
French girls are pretty forward.


“Venez-vous
ici souvent?”  Do you come here often?  She was hitting him
with pickup lines.


“Uh … I don’t speak much French …”


He felt like an idiot.  And what the hell was he doing
trying to start a conversation?  Just bite the girl and move on.  But
then he made the mistake of checking her out more closely.


Chestnut-brown hair and beautiful hazel eyes looked up at
him expectantly.  Her perky little breasts spiked visibly through her tight
white top.  Her barely-there jean skirt rode up her hips to expose shapely
legs.  He found her thong strap protruding just above the low cut of her
skirt.  She crowded in tight up against his body, gliding her hips to the beat.
 He watched her eyes dilate in arousal.


On the edge of his consciousness he sensed Michelle watching
them.  She fed from her second donor.  Her concern for him bled through their
connection.  Michelle provided the kick he needed.  He bit down on the kitten
in his arms.  She latched onto him tightly, trying to meld her flesh with his. 
She declared her enjoyment with sexy little gasps as she passionately played
with him, biting his neck and collar bone in return.


“Aye!  A la vache!  Je t’ aime bien!”


The French could be confusing.  Michelle said the same thing
when she declared her love.  But in her mind the girl meant she liked him
very much.  A passionate girl indeed.  The problem was he liked her too.


She went off with her orgasm, climbing atop him to wrap her
arms and legs into a tight squeeze about his torso.  She coiled around him
intimately, her hands exploring everywhere as he brought her moaning and crying
out.


“Oui!  Oui! 
Oui!”


Almost loud enough to be heard over the music.  As she started
to hit her second orgasm, he remembered himself, and let go his bite.  He
almost fed too long.  She collapsed in his arms, slumped into his body,
breathing erratically with sweet groaning noises.  Such a passionate little
thing.  He was really starting to like this girl.


He dug into her mind to learn more.  Cécile Dubois, twenty
four years old and recently hired as an accountant at a manufacturing plant in
Paris.  She shared an apartment with two other girls who all attended
university together.  Single, Cécile considered Aaron a prime candidate for her
next boyfriend.  She was already heavily fixated on him.


A fresh college graduate, her life had just begun.  And if
he acted on his desires he might end this vibrant life he held in his arms.  Those
possessive urges were there again.  He wanted her blood, her body, her
devotion.  This was how it started with Anastasia.  She had been special,
gifted, but the urge was there just the same to take Cécile, to own her body
and soul.


He snapped out of the spell.  It wasn’t right to do this, but
he wanted to.  The damn Predator again.  It had manifested during the New York
massacre.  Something animalistic and wicked birthed in his psyche when Michelle
used her compulsion in a desperate cry for help.  A predatory personality had
taken over.  His memories of the event were fuzzy, but the aftereffects
remained.  The Predator held a place in his mind.  Occasionally it surfaced
with its base instincts to feed, hunt, kill, defend, and this new aspect,
taking on ‘pets’, bloodslaves.


Realizing the source of these urges, he tried to dismiss
them.  But ignoring the Predator was dangerous.  The Predator’s instincts for
survival and defense were the main reason he stood there alive and well, with
this wonderful woman in his arms.


The Predator clouded his mind with desires to take Cécile to
the bathroom and give her what she wanted.  He envisioned her svelte little
body impaled up against the wall as she screamed her pleasure while he bit her
over and over.  She would make a delightful bloodslave, serving him in every
way, with every part of her body and soul.  The Predator recognized her
personality type, a match for its urges.


Cécile regained her wits and brought him out of his internal
struggle with his alter ego.  “Tu
es magnifique!”


“Well, I think you’re pretty amazing too.”  He smiled at
her, and her affectionate nature put her in further danger.


She started kissing him passionately, tongue, lips, teeth, a
little wildcat.  He had her up in his arms, hands cupped around her ass, her
legs spread wide and wrapped around him.  He could take her right there, she
wouldn’t care.  She wanted it.  Too adorable as her kinky chestnut curls
bounced with every move, her puffy cheeks rouge in a post-orgasm flush.  He was
fast becoming attached to his new toy.


She dropped the line of lines with a sly smile on her lips,
“Voulez-vous couchez avec moi,
ce soir?”  Do you want to sleep with me tonight?


It didn’t get much more direct than that.  “I wish I spoke
French, ah ... No parlez Français.”


“Tu es américain, oui?”


He nodded.  “Yes, unfortunately.”


Her massive smile retracted to a curious grin.  He followed
her mind as she realized he was a tourist.  She wanted a real relationship,
someone that would be there for her.  He wanted the same.  But his version
would have her as a bloodslave, at his nightly beck and call, giving all her
love, devotion, heart and body to him.  He would rule her every waking moment.


“Excusez-moi,
my English is not good.”  She gave him the Gallic shrug.  He’d seen it so often
from Michelle, that flippant whatever thing she did with her shoulders.


“There’s plenty of things we can do that don’t require
speaking …”  He smirked, wishing she understood him more clearly.


“Entre deux cœurs
qui s’aiment, nul besoin de paroles.”  She quoted from some famous
French poet, Desbordes-Valmore.  Two hearts in love need no words.


From her thoughts he caught the double entendre, there was
much they could enjoy together without words.  She understood him quite well.


Michelle cut into the middle of his romantic-enslavement
moment.  “There you are!  I have been looking everywhere!”  She stepped up and
kissed him on the lips, an unmistakable claim to property.


It wasn’t really a jealousy thing.  Theirs was not a
monogamous relationship.  Even when he married Anastasia, Michelle had never
been jealous, not that he detected.  She intended to extract him from this
woman tied to his torso.


He didn’t want to be extracted.  “Michelle, this is my new
friend.”  He almost slipped up by saying her name aloud, forgetting he’d
plucked it from her mind.


Cécile looked deeply disturbed by this fabulous blonde who
obviously had her fingers into the American who she’d just invited to her bed. 
“Je m’appelle Cécile.” 



She relinquished her leg lock around him as he released his
grip on her ass.  She straightened her jean skirt, and the girls exchanged
cheek peck greetings.


“Enchante de faire votre connaissance.”  Michelle greeted her formally, and then she got right down
to it.  “Tu l'adorez?” 
You like him?


Cécile looked embarrassed for a moment, then nodded and
smiled with those cute little dimples.  “Oui. 
Je crois qu'il m'adore aussi.”  Yes, I think he likes me too.


She winked at him.  She was so damn cute.  He wanted to
take her in his arms and bite her until the sun came up, until she was truly
his.  For life.


Michelle dropped the bomb on her mercilessly. 
“Voulez-vous
avoir un ménage à trois?”


Cécile visibly jolted with the suggestion that she would
like to have a threesome.  She stepped away from him with her lip curled up in
snarl as if she’d just learned he was diseased.  


She looked back and forth between him and Michelle with
incredulity.  “Fiche moi le
paix fils de salop!”  He may not have understood her word for word,
but he caught the gist.  He’d been told off in no uncertain terms.  “Stupide américain!”  She spit
it out in his face with venom.


She looked so adorable in her anger, pouty lips spewing all
that musical filth.  He wanted to snatch her up and kiss her.  She tried to
push him away, but she encountered his rock solid chest, pushed herself back,
and stomped off.  He wanted to chase her down, but what would he say?  I want
to make you my next bloodslave, no worries.  It was a lost cause, thanks to
Michelle.  He felt cheated, robbed of an opportunity.  He’d lost his cute
little Cécile, courtesy of his master.


He scowled at Michelle and growled.  “What the fuck do you
think you’re doing?”  He advanced on her, his sharp claws at the ready.


Michelle shied back in fear, a look of apology in her eyes. 
He realized what he was doing just before he reached out to snatch up her scrawny
little blonde ass with all his strength and fury.  He’d never come at her in
anger before.  He recognized the Predator skating the surface of his mind, its
primal urges coloring his thoughts.  He turned on his heel and walked away
before he did something foolish, like striking his master for the first time
ever.


“What the hell was I thinking?” he murmured as he surveyed
the dance floor from afar, cooling off.  He had no reason to turn on Michelle. 
She’d been doing the right thing.  He had no business taking on a new
bloodslave.  “I need to get my head straight.”


Scanning the masses for another target to feed, he briefly
encountered something unusual.  A mind nearby was impervious to his probe.  Man
or woman, he couldn’t tell, but whoever it was had been observing him.  There a
couple seconds, and then gone.  He scanned over and over, looking every which
way, but the blank one had disappeared.  It had seemed like a dream, a fleeting
brush of contact and then nothing.  He couldn’t shake the feeling that he was
being watched.  


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 4


 


Michelle stood with Aaron at her side in the plaza looking
up at the sweeping majesty of the Eiffel Tower.  It looked so much more ethereal
since they installed the new lighting, especially with the fog floating across
the lights.  She loved the tower.  It seemed an affirmation of French culture. 
A glorious three hundred and twenty-four meter celebration of the phallus.  Nous avons le plus grand pénis. 
We have the largest penis.  It was once the tallest structure in the
world until the Chrysler building came along to trump its height by seven
meters.


Americans, always it is the Americans.


She glanced at Aaron, feeling his turmoil, his embarrassment,
his grief, his unspoken apology.  He still brooded about the woman, his boiling
emotions locked behind a wall of privacy, but his angst was obvious to her. 
She read him all too easily.  Sometimes it seemed she knew him better than she
knew herself.


Instead of chastising him for his mistakes, his arrogance
and callous disregard for human life, she kept quiet.  It must have been a
mistake.  He had spent too long with the girl and she became fixated on him. 
She knew all too well how quickly they became obsessed.  She collected admirers
constantly.  She wore the rose-colored shades to avoid snatching men
accidentally.  Now she stood next to the man she loved, and he wouldn’t look at
her.


She broke the awkward silence.  “It’s okay.  I forgive you. 
Do not worry over these things.  We will always have each other.”  He hugged
her tight, his love and apology washing over her.  He needed her absolution
badly.


“I love you so much.  But it’s difficult.  I keep thinking
we could have done more for Anastasia.  And why can’t we have …”  Another one.


He didn’t say it, but it flitted across his mind.  He wanted
another pet.


“Je t’aime
Aaron.  But our life is not for them.  It cannot be.”


She lived by carefully constructed rules of comportment.  No
bites in excess of one-two minutes, move on immediately after feeding, and no
relationships with the food.  Attorneys, bankers, business people, She handled
these matters with discretion, professional distance.  She lived to plug in and
out of the masses, anonymous, slipping between the cracks in the overcrowded
metropolitan areas.  She rarely returned to the same place more than once every
few months.


A chill crept down her spine as a disquieting thought occurred
to her.  What if Aaron began to blame her for this forced disconnect from
humanity?


She recalled how she felt about her former master.  A
maliciously repulsive character, although not ugly on the outside, she hated
him for the things he did.  She had blamed him for so much, placed
responsibility for her actions on his head.  Long after he was gone she
continued to blame him for the things she did, for her condition.  It took
years of soul searching to come to terms with herself, to accept
accountability.


Would Aaron face the same cycle of denial?  Would he grow to
resent her for this life?


So young, and he had changed so much in the two months since
she took him in.  Would he outgrow his love for her?


They walked through the plaza towards the brightly lit Eiffel
Tower, and she watched him, searching his features for answers to her worries. 
His dark brown eyes reflected the knowledge and experience of a man twice his
age.  He had loved and lost.  He had experienced the harsh realities of
enslavement, yet loved his captor.  He was one of the most formidable examples
of masculinity and strength, near angelic in his abilities, yet he would never
be a free man.  He was a massive complexity in her life, her first real relationship
since those terrible nights so many decades ago.


She bottled her dark thoughts tightly within her mental
vault.  She vowed to be there for him, to treat him with all the love and
respect he deserved.  She hoped he would feel as safe as she did, knowing that
they always had each other.  She hoped she alone would be enough for him.


 


* * * *


 


Gazing at the massive structure of the tower arcing up into
the night sky, Aaron sensed it again.  They were definitely being watched.  He
encountered that same non-descript presence as he reached out to identify the
watcher.  It touched him, and then it was gone.  The instinctive awareness of
the Predator recognized the elusive apparition.  Since the club, someone or
something followed and spied on them.  Aaron shifted his focus from the tower
to a scan of the area, reaching as far and wide as he could.  He had a bad
feeling – someone knew of their true nature, their supernatural existence.


“Do you feel that?  That feeling like someone’s looking over
your shoulder?”


She shook her head, but that meant little.  Michelle didn’t
have his sensitivity.  Her psychic connections ended with Aaron.  Michelle’s
particular gift was of sight – she perceived a certain spectrum of light, the
aura each person emanates.  She discerned moods and character traits from an
aura, but she did not read minds.


He turned around in a complete circle twice over, trying to
catch something, anything.  Whoever it was had moved far beyond his range.  He
dropped the subject with one last glance over his shoulder.


“Come, you’re too tense.  Let me help you relax.”  She took
his arm and guided him away.


They returned to the Hilton around three in the morning,
still early, but he knew his sex goddess had plans.  Michelle intended a short
marathon before sunrise, and he probably needed it.  A healthy, non-violent
release of frustrations.


“Tomorrow I will show you my home.  I think you will like
it.”  She had a strange faraway look in her eyes.  A woman with secrets.


She smiled seductively and slipped her hands over his chest,
undoing his shirt.  He could never deny her.  He loved her too much to push her
away.


She kissed away his melancholy.  Her loving hands, soft
lips, and perfumed scents were an addiction for which he had no cure.  He could
lose himself in her for eons without knowing the passage of time.  Who could
complain of spending their life with Michelle?  Men would give fortunes to be
with this woman.  Why couldn’t he just be happy with her?  Who could expect
more?


Her touch felt so right, yet there remained something
unsettled under the surface.  Anastasia.  He couldn’t think the name without seeing
his black-haired Snow White in one of her new cocktail dresses, twirling as she
modeled for him.  He had it all in Las Vegas.  Two of the world’s most
beautiful and loving women a man could ask for.  He still had it better than
most.


“I want all of you.  I don’t care if it hurts.  Burn it out,
Aaron.  We have all the time in the world to burn it out.”  She had removed all
his clothes as he stood there quietly, basking in her intoxicating attentions. 
“Give it all to me.”  She growled in his ear as she gripped his length in hand.


“As you wish.”


He snatched her up with all his immense strength and flung
her down on the bed to tear through her designer gown, tossing aside the shreds. 
They bit down on each other in perfect sync as their minds combined together in
the most intimate form of love.  Bodies and souls meshed, intertwined, pleasure
overlapping until neither could tell whose ecstasy was whose.


He found her warm, and wet, and he stretched her open wide
as he buried his cock.


“Mon dieu!” 
She squirmed as he worked in deep.


He pinned her beneath him and gave her every last ounce of
his love, frustration, anger, and grief, burying it in her over and over and
over.  She clawed the bed, his back, his ass, he kept on going.  He dug into
her limit and beyond, pushing so hard she gave him sweet little grunts of pain.


He shared her pain, as she shared his.  Their emotions
blended into a wild frenzy, driving him like a madman.  He nailed her again and
again.  She growled and thrashed beneath him.  They were perfect for each other. 
She could handle all his ferocity, all his pummeling passions.  He had to
exercise the utmost caution with the humans, but not Michelle.  She took it all
and screamed for more.


He rammed her, pounded her, pinned her down and fucked her
with deep, hard, grinding strokes.  She uttered a feline purr, a low growl with
little squeaks and squeals as his thrusts hit home.  He lost all sense of
self.  He became Michelle as she became Aaron, together one and the same.


Her love and affections washed over him, her acceptance. 
She’d never had it so good.  No man could give her what he did.  The rapture of
their synchronous bites and furious sex brought her heavenly bliss for hours. 
If it wasn’t for the need to feed she’d never let him out of her bed.  He was
her conqueror, the one and only man who could.  And yet she owned him.  And
that was just the way she liked it.


They lasted for a time, burning out their passions for one
another, until he collapsed exhausted.   She lay under him convulsing and
squirming, chanting her love for him repeatedly.  “Je t’aime, je t’aime, je t’aime …”


He read her sublime happiness.  How could he ever ask for
more than this woman in his arms, happy?  She might have the ability to command
his obedience, but he held her heart in his hands.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 5


 


Aaron stood outside Michelle’s “home” – slack-jawed in awe.  He
had imagined many possibilities, but the reality of the house staggered him.  This
isn’t a home.  It’s a fucking mansion straight out of ‘Lifestyles of the
Rich and Famous.’  She had deliberately taken her sweet-ass time feeding at
another nightclub, putting this off.


Michelle, you got some ‘splaining to do.


Turn of the century, or perhaps older, the three story
mansion looked early 1900’s.  Smooth white stone and red brick, the kind of
construction that stands the test of time.  There had to be a caretaker – the
place was too well preserved.  He marveled at the creamy limestone larger-than-life
lions guarding the gate.  Newly applied lacquer gleamed on the hardwood double-doored
entry.


He looked sharply at Michelle.  Did you do all this for
me?  Hiding inside her mental vault, he couldn’t read her, a sure sign of
her distress.  He hated when she shut him out.  His irritation grew.  What the
hell did she have to hide?  Hell, she never let him into her mind when it
mattered.


“So what is this monster worth?  Two, three, four million? 
This isn’t a home, it’s a damn hotel.”


“Oui. 
It was once a hotel.”  She wouldn’t look at him.  “The last I knew, it was
worth five million euros …”


“What the fuck?”  Five million euros converted to something
like eight million dollars.  That must have been a few years ago, too.


She’s played me for a fool.  Guilt tore through him. 
If he hadn’t abused his abilities at the poker table, thinking he needed to pay
their way in Vegas, Ana might still be alive.  And here was millions in wealth,
just sitting here vacant.


“Aaron, non.” 
She reached out to take his hand.


He shied away from her seductive, manipulating touch.


Her somber, sad eyes assessed him quietly.  “Come.  I will
explain.”  She walked past her guardian lions.


This better be damn good.  Shaking his head yet
again, he followed.


He’d wondered if Michelle had money squirreled away.  She
never seemed concerned about paying the bills.  Her only “work” was to play the
role of high paid escort.  Like the night he met her, she’d been propositioning
those two cops.  Nothing with Michelle was ever what it seemed.


She suckered me into her little escort game.  New
York had plenty of wealthy cougars who’d pay a fee for a few minutes with him. 
He brought home a nice wad of cash on the few dates he attended.  That was
pointless.  She’s fuckin’ loaded.


He glared at Michelle’s backside as she punched in a numerical
code on a small keypad at the front gate.


She wouldn’t look at him.  “Please be patient with me.  All
will be explained.”


“You’re damn right it will.”  He followed her up the stairs
to the landing.


Her composure slipped and with it the privacy block on her
mind.  He caught a glimpse of her emotional climate.  Anxiety.  Determination. 
Doubt.  Fear.  It all blended together with soul-churning, gut-ripping guilt.


Shit.  What did she do?


She sighed in resignation and reached out to him, all but
begging for his acceptance.


He stared at her hand like something on the bottom of his
shoe.  She’s playing me.  He felt her anxiety bump up a notch as he
stood there refusing her.


Fuck it.


He took her peace offering and stepped through the front
door into her world.


The interior entry opened into a semicircular shape ringed
by massive columns of more smooth white stone contrasting with a dark
green-black marble tiled floor.  The ceiling reached high into a glass-paned
dome, faint twinkles of the starlit sky almost visible through the frosted
glass.


“This looks like a museum, Michelle.  I can’t believe you
own this place.”  He looked through doorways leading off in several directions
from the entry, each room a study in early 1900’s high class décor.  “This puts
the Hilton to shame, we should be staying here.”


“We cannot stay here.  I cannot stay here.”


A barb of her painful sadness hooked into his mind.  She
hated this house.  What on earth happened here?


They moved forward into an open courtyard with quaint patio furniture
and an unobstructed view of the sky.  He looked up at the three-story edifice
opposite the courtyard.  He pictured how it had looked as a hotel, with couples
and families drinking tea on those quaint little cast-iron bistro tables.


“Why don’t you run it as a hotel?  I bet you could charge
seven to eight hundred a night in a place like this.”


She looked at him with those damn entrancing eyes, a well of
pain lurking in their depths.  “Come.”


He followed her across the courtyard through frosted glass
double doors that opened into a grand room.  The ceiling soared, at least two
stories high.  A fabulous crystal chandelier hung suspended on a heavy iron
chain in the center of the room.  He craned his neck gawking at the fifteen
foot diameter of sparkling quartz and guilt bronze with flame-shaped light
bulbs.  Michelle retrieved a remote control from the wall and dimmed the lights.


The grandeur of the hangar-sized room was completed by a
fireplace hearth large enough to cremate an entire family standing upright.  He
stood there for a time looking back and forth from the massive chandelier to
the fireplace to the antique hardwood furnishings.  He felt like an uncultured
swine.  I am sooo out of my league.


He opened his mouth to speak and then shut it.  The words
wouldn’t come.  With a shake of his head, he followed her up a grand staircase,
twisting and turning till they reached a long hallway on the third floor.  She
led him down past several doors and into a study that could rival a small town
library.  The room stretched off into the distance, flanked by shelves
overflowing with volumes bound in calfskin.  There had to be collector items on
those shelves, books worth hundreds or thousands of dollars.


“This was my father’s study.”  She stared at a spot on the
floor.  “I can still remember him in this place.”


Aaron walked around the room in stunned silence, drinking in
all the rich hardwood panels, flooring, shelves, and desks.  She began tracing
the shelves with her fingertips as though seeking something specific, or
perhaps remembering events from another lifetime.  A massive oak desk held
stacks of envelopes addressed to Michelle de Mornac or some variation thereof
like Madam Mornac or Michelle Mornac.  He picked up an envelope from HSBC Bank,
June 2006.  Why would she leave this mail, years old, lying around in this
empty mansion?


He pulled out the papers inside, an account statement with a
balance of $3,262,422.31 dollars.  The correspondence included a brochure for
an investment opportunity offered to Michelle.  Obviously, it hadn’t interested
her.


Who the hell is this woman I’m living with?  Everything
he thought he knew about her was a lie, a cleverly contrived façade.  She could
have dukes and earls and princes at her command.  Why sell herself as an escort? 
Why tie herself to him?  She could do so much better than a naive punk like me.
 What can I possibly be to her?  A boy toy at her beck and call?  Nothing
else made sense.


The ramifications crashed down around him.  Like a surfer
caught in the undertow, his world turned upside down and inside out, all sense
of direction lost.  He stood in this mansion fit for royalty with a glamorous,
millionaire.


I don’t know this woman at all.


“Merde!” 
She grabbed his face and pulled him down to look her in the eyes, sending a
strong surge of assurance through their psychic bond.  “Non Aaron!  Non!  You must trust me as
you did before.  Please let me explain!”


She stepped up close, intimate, willing him to be calm
through her touch.


“Je t’aime Aaron.  Mon amour pour toi est éternel.”  She held him to her face, nose to nose, using her gaze to
break through. “Toi et moi – ça
ne changera pas.”  Things will never change between you and me.


He pulled away from her seductive touch.  He didn’t want her
overpowering influence to affect his judgment.  He no longer trusted her. 
Lies.  All of it.  His life with her was nothing but lies.


“I wish you never saw this.  This place is not who I am.  Is
like a graveyard to me.  I can never live here.  Is nothing more than
property.”


He snarled, lips peeled back to expose razor sharp fangs.  “Stop
with the excuses.  Tell me the truth for once.  What the hell is going on
here?  Who the hell are you?  Why did you trap me into your life?”


Her eyes slid away from his vicious stare.  She grabbed his
hand and led him out and down the hallway to an expansive master bedroom.  He
studied the ten-foot high windows elaborately curtained in heavy linen drapes,
and the monster four-poster cherry wood bed that would have dominated a normal
sized room.  Shit.  Kyle’s entire New York apartment would fit in here, and
Kyle and I thought we were living grand.


He felt a momentary pang for his best friend.  His former
life, pre-Michelle, had been so much simpler.  Fresh resentment flared into
flames of anger.


She led him to a plush, red velvet sofa, and drew him down
beside her.  She wouldn’t let go of his hand.  Fear, desolation, grief, and
raging anger overflowed her tight mental control.  He recoiled.  Bam!  Her
mental shielding slammed back in place.  Too late, his mind reeled from the almost
physical assault of her tumultuous emotions.


“I don’t know where to begin.”  Her whole body hunched in
anxiety.


“I want it all.  The whole story, no more secrets.  You owe
me the truth.  At the very least you can give me the truth.”


She glanced at him sharply.  Her mental vault was closed,
but her eyes showed a window to her fear.  A ball of guilt resided at the core
of her emotional mess.  She dreaded his condemnation.


“I need to know, Michelle.”


She sighed in resignation.  “Oui.  It is time.”


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 6


 


 


“I was born Michelle de Mornac in the Château La Fontaine on
January 21st 1915.”


As she spoke, a pathway opened to her mind.  She clasped his
hands tightly and held his gaze with her entrancing, emerald stare as she
revealed the secret depths of her soul.  He caught cloudy images of the Château
in her mind’s eye.  A great, beautiful manor house surrounded by a picturesque
pastoral scene, in the wine country near Bordeaux.  Magnificent elm trees
created a domed canopy over the dirt road leading up to the Château.  Walking
with her down the lane to the Château, the experience felt so real, as if he
could reach out and touch the leafy branches.


Time whisked forward, to Michelle as a young girl in the
rolling fields of grapevines.  His hands became her hands as she plucked the juicy
orbs of fruit.  His hair became her hair as the breeze trailed a strand across
her face that she tucked back behind her ear.  He/she smelled the scents of the
field and savored the memory.


“I loved this place.  My life began here, but Paris will
always be my true home.”


He/she merged, becoming one and the same.  He/she relived
flashes of her life, hazy half-remembered moments filled with detail,
sensation, and emotion.


 


* * * *


 


I roamed the hills of the vineyards of Bordeaux for hours as
a young girl.  I had it so very good, a simple country life.  Oh, the glorious
freedom back then.


In the Château, the servants bustled here and there
constantly.  My home was a vast mansion of rooms and hallways to manage, but
our carpets and furnishings were always immaculately clean.  My mother, ever
vigilant, ran a tight household.  Père called her “Napoleana,” and it was true.
 Never a lazy servant in my mother’s employ.  She stayed busy, and I stayed
away, roaming the fields, a free spirit.


Père said I inherited mother’s feisty attitude, but my smile
was all his.  Père’s powerfully charismatic grin lit up every room he entered. 
At least it did for me.  I loved him dearly.  His only child, he lavished
attention on me.


He said more than once, “I gave you my blond curls.”  Then
he would ruffle my hair, pat his belly and chuckle.  “But the lord in his
wisdom gifted you with your mother’s grace and figure.  And thank heaven for
that.  Tu es ma petite fille.” 
You are my little girl.


I didn’t understand the power of my beauty, or the things
men would do to taste that power.  I remember the workmen staring at me whenever
I passed by.  I smiled and nodded as they weaved my name into their sly songs
when my father wasn’t around to catch them.  Of course, some of them simply saw
me as a means to get their hands on the vineyards.


Père soon noticed.  “Stay away from the men, Michelle.  You
know not what men do to girls with smiles such as yours.”  He was very
protective, and I suspect he didn’t consider them good enough.  He had such
hopes for me, for my life.


The servant girls teased me, “Monsieur de Mornac will have
you married to a baron or a marquis!”


They filled my mind with epic sagas of romantic love, and it
wasn’t an impossible dream.  The red wines of our vineyard brought our family financial
independence.  Père, Jacques de Mornac, rapidly gained social status alongside
the inherited titles of the few remaining gentry that survived the French
revolution.  Ours was the industrial revolution, when fortunes and reputations
could be forged, birthing a new nobility arising from affluence, rather than
breeding.


Père harbored great plans for my future.  “To keep my jewel polished
and gleaming, I must take you to Paris.  To be a true lady of France, you must
be Parisienne.  The
country life is not enough, Michelle,
ma belle.”


I have often wondered what could have been if Père hadn’t
insisted I be educated in Paris.  How happy I might have been as a rural wife
to a husband raising children in the Château.


Instead, at the age of fifteen, I left the luscious bounty
and simplicity of the vineyards for Paris.  I would never return to the country
life.  I went to live with my mother’s older sister, Tante Agnes Silvane, a
mousy woman of good humor.  At times she seemed so old, but really only in her
fifties.  Her husband died on the battlefield in World War One, 1918, and she
never remarried.


Tante Agnes welcomed me with open arms and gave Père precisely
what he wanted.  She baptized me in the life of a Parisienne – theater, film, cafés and all the
premier designer dress shops a girl could want.  We did it all from a modest
but charming loft apartment with a wonderful view of the River Seine, and Père
paid for everything.  Such happy days.  Agnes became my second mother, my Parisienne mother, teaching
me the ways of the metropolitan lifestyle.


Naturally, I fell in love with the city.  The music in the
streets, the posh way they spoke to each other, and the fashions!  Oh, how I
loved the fashions.  They were so elegant, bold and sexy, yet still
conservative.  This was before the war, before all those drab colors and horrid
heavy fabrics.  I begged Agnes to help me convince Jacques to let me study under
the popular dressmakers.  I dreamed of designing those exquisite gowns with
draping silk folds and plunging necklines, wonderful clothes that make you feel
like the most beautiful woman in the world for one special night.


Then the following winter, mother died of pneumonia.  I
couldn’t believe it.  I hadn’t seen her in over a year and now she was gone. 
Tante and I took the first train south, only a few hours ride.  I could have
visited home any time, even for a weekend, but I’d been having too much fun in
the city to pay attention to my family.  A horrible guilt claimed me.


Agnes comforted me with a shoulder to cry on and words of
wisdom.  “Your mother’s time has passed.  Honor her memory with your life.”  Tante
helped me through those dark hours.  I don’t know what I would have done
without her.


My father held up well under the circumstances.  But he
wouldn’t allow me to stay at the Château after the funeral.  He insisted Agnes
and I return the next day to finish my studies.  I wanted to stay with Père, but
the Château reminded me constantly of my mother.  And so I left, secretly happy
to return to the bustle of Paris.


Jacques visited rarely.  The thriving vineyard business and
the Château required his full attention.  He gave free reign to Agnes for direction
of my life, and for me to pursue a career in fashion design.  I became
obsessively immersed in all things fashion, studying diligently under several
different dressmakers.  I had become fully Parisienne.


By my mid-twenties, Paris touted me as “the up-and-coming
new designer for high fashion.”  My career hit full swing by 1940.  At
twenty-six, men were no more than a pleasant distraction.  Agnes didn’t
pressure me to marry.  She thoroughly enjoyed the all-expense paid arrangements
and hoped it would continue indefinitely.  Père saw things differently.


On his rare visits, Père always suggested an eligible suitor
who met his criteria for marriage, usually a middle-aged man of wealth with a
proper title of nobility somewhere in his lineage.  Despite his self-made affluence,
Jacques’ sights were set on ensuring his future grandchildren were brought up
the proper way, with a man of good stock.


He pressured me constantly.  “Ma chérie, you should not be alone, you are so
beautiful.  Ma belle,
I wish you would marry.”


“Oui,
Père, someday.  There is no hurry.  When the time is right I will marry for
love.  I have not met a man I can imagine spending every day of my life with.” 
The excuse grew old, as did I.


Jacques was not known for his patience.  “You are not getting
any younger.  Soon you will be too old.  No decent man will want you!  And what
of children?  Your mother and I married when she was seventeen.”


“Père!  That is just like you.  So bourgeois!”


“Would you have me die of old age without knowing my grandchild? 
My health is not so good!”  A blatant lie.  The man was healthy as a horse, but
he had no scruples about using emotional blackmail to get what he wanted. 
“I’ll not live forever, you know!”


“And why have you never remarried Père?”


“You know I am too old, too set in my ways.  What woman
would have me?”  A half-truth.  His beautiful blond hair, expressive green
eyes, and strength acquired from long days working in sun made for a handsome
man.  But I didn’t envy the woman who might attempt it.  My mother’s strength
of character had been tested daily by his imposing nature.


These conversations always left me torn.  I wanted to please
my father, yet I knew I would be far happier pursuing my dreams.


Then he changed tactics.  He found the Parisian hotel-mansion
for sale, an obvious ploy to tempt a suitor.  He showed it to me right away.  I
despised the opulent extravagance.  It seemed such a colossal waste of space,
squatting on most of a city block.


“Père!  I’ll not marry some connard you can bribe with this monstrosity!  Do
not expect me to live here.  This is not a home, it’s an institution.”


“Ma chérie,
you are killing me!  I die a little more each day you are alone.  Look at all I
do for you, my only child.  Is it so horrible to marry a man who will take care
of you in this wonderful home?”


“I don’t want a man who wants your money.  I will marry for
love.  I want nothing from a man whose affections are for sale.”


“Fine!  I’ll sell it!  You can live in a shack!  You can
live with your Tante Agnes!  A pair of old maids bickering at men walking by on
the street!”


I cried in frustration.  I couldn’t make him understand how
I felt without offending him.  And though I would never admit it, I was quite
spoiled.  I spurned my father’s wealth and yet enjoyed a very sheltered,
comfortable life with his money.  I did not want my life to change.


The seller of the mansion was a Jewish banker with the
uncanny wisdom to smell the smoke of anti-Semitism before the fires of
prejudice consumed Europe.  He sold out his banking interests, all possessions,
and his magnificent home he’d converted from a hotel.  He made his timely
escape to New York, and Jacques caught a very fair price, taking full advantage
of the man’s desire to leave quickly.


Upon closing the sale in February 1940, Jacques refurbished
the entire house, sparing no expense.  The few times I visited him at the
mansion I simply sat and stared in awe at the lavishly flaunted decadence.  It
was a perfect home for a wealthy upper-class Parisian family, but I had other plans.


I preferred to avoid arguments, so I stayed at the loft and
buried my life in high fashion ball gowns.  I was a modern woman, independent,
motivated and goal-oriented.  I had several wealthy clients who enjoyed my dresses
and I planned to open my own storefront within a year.  Père’s designs on my future
had little bearing on my direction and dreams.


In the early summer I met the man who would forever change
the course of my life, Julian Gautier.  Had Père encountered Julian first, he
surely would have introduced him to me.  Julian had a regal bearing.  He fit
right in with the gentry of Paris.  His fashionable cut of suit spoke of
money.  At six foot one, pale and thin, he was not overtly attractive, but
there was something about him, a je
ne sais quoi.  I didn’t understand at the time, but much of his
attraction was due to the “Magnétisme
Animal” of vampires.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 7


 


We met in the doorway to a local dress shop selling my
latest designs.  He walked in as I prepared to leave.  Somewhere in his late
twenties or early thirties, he moved gracefully, with panache.  A man
comfortable in his own skin.  Maître
de tout ce qu'il contemple – the master of all he surveyed.  He
had a receding hairline and a rugged, hawkish nose to stare down as his boyish
curls of dirty-blond hair cascaded off to the right.  His gaze bored into my
soul, sending a chill down my spine – a premonition, perhaps.  He needed a
haircut, a flaw that made him seem more approachable, and I hesitated, suddenly
loathe to leave.


“Bonjour, Madam,
pleased to make your acquaintance.”


His smooth voice caressed me, silk sliding over my body.  I
flushed in embarrassment.  I had been staring. 


“We cannot be acquainted, Monsieur.  I have not told you my
name.”  I tried to regain my composure.


“Oh but you will.”


His smile, so arrogant and assured, made me giggle like a
little girl.  What was wrong with me?  He glanced at me repeatedly as he
addressed Noelle, the shop owner.  I stood there, an imbécile staring at him.


He inspired a confusing blend of fear, attraction, repulsion,
and embarrassment.  I simply couldn’t pull my eyes away from the man.  Noelle obviously
worshipped the ground he walked on – she flirted shamelessly.  He let up on me
and focused the power of his gaze on Noelle as they transacted business.


Julian had apparently ordered a dress for a ‘lady-friend’ and
was there to take delivery.


Noelle noticed my interest.  “Come meet Julian Gautier, he
buys many dresses.  I am beginning to wonder at his business.”  She pawed at
him, holding his hand.  “You can trust him, Michelle.  He always pays his
accounts on time.”


She gave me the perfect opening.  “Would you like to order
one of my special creations, Monsieur Gautier?”


“Oui, Madam,
I would like that very much.”  His eyes said so much more than words.


I discussed his requirements for a dress and took
measurements from Noelle’s records, trying my best not to stare.  We exchanged
calling cards as he paid a generous deposit.


“I knew you would tell me your name.  It was fate that we
met.”  He pecked my cheek and whispered.  “Au
revoir, chérie.”  He not only had my full name, he had my home
address on the calling card.


The following night, Agnes and I received a surprise visit
from Julian at the loft.  A little strange, perhaps, but I invited him in.


He got down to business quickly.  “I came to verify you have
everything you need for my order.”


“Yes, of course.  And was that all?”  I decided I liked
him.  I didn’t want him to leave.


“I must go, but I will see you soon, chérie.  Very soon.”  


In and out the door so fast, he left me a confused mess of
arousal and curiosity.


“How handsome!”  Agnes wiggled her eyebrows.  “The tall ones
always have more to offer.”


“Any man with a full set of teeth is handsome to you.”


“Oh, but I saw you watching him.  There is something
different about him, and you noticed.”  She had that knowing smile.


“Yes, I noticed.”  I could not deny it.  The first man to
seriously catch my eye, he set my pulse racing.


I completed his order, ready to deliver several days later. 
I passed by the address on his calling card, a two story townhouse painted in
dark ochre, windows heavily shaded.  It looked to be his residence.  No one
answered, so I left a friendly note at the door.


The next day the radio brought news the German Blitzkrieg
had passed the famed Maginot Line on the eastern border of France.  Complete pandemonium
broke out city-wide.  Noelle and I watched from her store window as her 
resident neighbors crammed their cars with suitcases and scampered like rats
before a flood.  I could hardly cross the street on my way home without cars
overcrowded with people and their belongings threatening to run me down in
their frenzy.  A mass exodus of Parisians clogged every road leaving the city. 
They fled by cars, buses, trains, motorbikes, bicycles, and even on foot.  Sheer
insanity.  Like locusts devouring everything in their path, all forms of
transportation, fuel, foods, and consumables ran out within hours.  The veneer
of civilization fell away to reveal desperate animals, humanity at their worst.


I returned to the loft to find Agnes hysterical, her face
pale and sweaty, hands shaking.  She begged me to leave with her immediately
and bawled in relief when I agreed we would go together to the Château in
Bordeaux, far to the south.


I tried to reassure her.  “Surely we will be safe there,
what would the Germans want with rural wine country?”


We raced off to flee like all the others.  We went to the
home of Tante’s cousin, Jean-Luc Tremaine, the only family member who owned a
private car.  He was packed and heading out the door.  Perfect timing, with the
exception of one small detail.  He had room for only one more passenger, and
this by removing two suitcases filled with non-essentials.  Agnes was beside
herself with anxiety.  Her eyes held the wild look of a deer in a forest fire,
flames nipping at its tail.  I calmed her with promises that I would take the
train and meet them at Orléans.  Agnes finally agreed to the plan.  I stood in
the street and waved goodbye as they drove off.


I attempted to hail a city taxi.  Vehicle after vehicle
passed by, horns blaring.  When I stepped into the road, frantic to stop
someone, anyone, a driver swore at me, “Get out of the way, putaine de merde!  Get out of
the way!”  With tires screeching he swerved, barely avoiding me.  The rear
bumper caught my skirts and I fell sprawling in a rending tear of material.  My
luggage strewed over the street.


“Mon Dieu! 
Will no one help me!”


No one helped me.  I gathered my soiled clothing and wiped
my tears.  After an hour of walking, legs aching and hands bloody from my fall
in the street, I tied a length of material around my case and dragged it to the
train station cursing my stylish half boots.  Hundreds milled around the entrance
gate to the trains.  I struggled through the shouting masses to arrive at the
barred, locked gate and the sight of an empty, deserted platform.


I turned to the young man next to me, “Monsieur, I don’t
understand?  Where are the trains?  Why is the gate locked?”


“Those canards! 
The soldiers, they take everything, all the trains, and condemn us to death at
the hands of the Germans.”


“But we can take the next one?  Oui?  There will be another.”


“You foolish girl.  There will be no more trains!”


With that devastating news ringing in my ears, I dragged my
case through the dangerous crowd rioting in front of the station house and out
to the street.  Sliding down the brick wall of a building, I sat on the
cobblestone and sobbed.


My long trek home took me past closed, shuttered shops and
deserted streets. Ghostly silence descended on my vibrant, gay Paris, and then
I heard the rattle-grind of the mechanized tanks – German tanks.  Strange
sounds of distant booms, machinery, and the occasional shout echoed in the vacant
streets.  Terror lent wings to my feet despite my exhaustion.


At home, I locked the door and shoved the rosewood china
cabinet up against it.  Barricaded in, I headed to the bath.  Oh the wonders of
a hot bath.  I soaked away the aches from my long walk.  The useless radio
broadcast nothing but crackling static.


“I have no food.”  How long before I am forced out onto the
street to search for food?  What will happen if the Germans find me?


We had all been so foolishly overconfident, deluded.  Only
days before the men on the streets bragged of the impenetrable French military defenses
in WWI.  The fools.  The world had changed much in two decades.  New
military technology, mechanized weaponry, and massive machines of iron were
near unstoppable.  The German engineers are so much better at manufacturing
killing machines.


A loud knock on my door aroused me from a nap. I sat bolt
upright.  My heart pounded in my chest like a little rabbit.  Mon Dieu!  The Germans! 
Reluctant to open the door, I called out, “Who is there?”


“It’s me, Julian.”  I slumped in relief at his familiar
voice, I badly needed a friend.


“Come in.”  I shoved aside the cabinet and ushered him in
the door.  “Do you not fear the Germans?  I heard them on the street not long
ago.”  As he entered, a rat-tat-tat sound of machine gunfire echoed in the
distance.


“Oui. 
Everyone has left the city.  I was concerned about you.”  I looked in his hypnotic
eyes as he moved in close, pinning me against the counter.  “I am so very
delighted to see you.  Are you here alone?”


His weight pressed me into the table.  He should not be
this close.  This is wrong!  His eyes bored into my soul demanding a
truthful answer.


“The trains … I couldn’t leave …”


“How unfortunate.”  He smiled.  Oversized canine teeth flashed
either side of his mouth.  I gasped.  He looked like an animal.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 8


 


Heart racing, my palms sweaty with unease, I tried to slide
away.


He followed.  “I, too, cannot leave the city.  It seems we
are trapped together.”


“What of your lady-friend?  I have her dresses ready.”


“Ah ma chérie,
a very sad thing.  She is gone.”


He did not look sad.  His eyes held a deep hunger, a need.  I
knew what the rabbit felt like in the jaws of the wolf.  His fingertips stroked
across my cheek delicately.


“I would have liked to know you.  I do love your eyes.  Such
a wonderful color.”  His thumb rubbed over the edge of my brow.


“Excusez-moi
Monsieur, I will return your deposit, one moment.”  I shied away
from all the aggression I sensed just under the surface of his seemingly gentle
manner.  I had never been afraid of a man, not the way I feared this man.  My fingers
shook as I tried to pull his hand away from my face.


The mechanical clang-rumble of a motorized tank thundered
past from the street below.  Julian watched the framed black and white picture
of Père vibrate on the kitchen wall.


“We have no more time for pleasantries.”  He turned to me, his
hand fisting my hair until I whimpered in pain.  


Dropping all pretense of civility, he gripped me tight as
his teeth latched onto my neck in a snake-like strike.  The banding of his arms
encased me like the squeeze of an iron cage.


I yanked his hair to try to pull him away from me.  It only
hurt more, like he would tear my throat out rather than release his wicked deep
bite.  I fought valiantly, hitting, thrashing and flailing, but my efforts were
like the beating of a butterfly’s wings against his immense strength.  I fought
until my arms grew heavy and vision faded to black.


Awareness of cold in an unaccustomed place roused me to
wakefulness.  Naked! I am naked!  The rough wooden surface of the
kitchen table flattened my breasts painfully, the edge of the table cut into my
thighs.  Kicking, twisting, screaming, I tried to escape the iron clasp of Julian’s
cold hands pinning me down.  I tried to get up, to kick, twist, turn,
something, anything, but his grip tightened, pressing me cruelly against the
table.  Searing agony made me scream when he rammed his cock into me, heedless
of my struggles, cries, and pain.  He growled like an animal, a rabid beast in
a frenzy of lust.


As I fought for my life, he twisted my arm back hard.  My
shoulder tore, an excruciating pop-snap sound.  In my desperation I seized on a
kitchen knife with my free hand.  I twisted back around, further straining my
torn shoulder to stab at his throat.  Missing my target, the tip of the knife
carved a two inch gash across his jawline.


With a roar, his sledgehammer fist smashed into the side of
my head.


I awoke on my back.  His weight ground me into the floor as
a horrid pain dug between my legs.  He was ripping me apart from the inside
out.  I could not breathe.  My fingers clawed at his back, raking any exposed
skin.  My teeth sank into his arm until my front teeth met.  It mattered not.  He
seemed to like it more.  He bit my neck on both sides, then my breasts,
shoulders, everywhere he could reach while he impaled me over and over.  I
clawed his eye.  I never saw the blow that returned me to oblivion.


I woke again to the pounding punishment of his hard flesh
inside me.  Hazy fog clouded my vision.  Icy cold wrapped my world.  My body
lurched up and down with his grunting thrusts, but pain and sensation drifted
away into welcome numbness.


Death had cast its grey pallor over my world.  Finally.


I ceased struggling and waited for death to take me far away
from this hellish torment.  My bloody, broken lips smiled at the thought my
death would rob him of further pleasure.


He stilled.  “Non! 
You cannot die!  Stay with me!”


I drifted down into unconsciousness.


I opened my eyes to find him over me, shouting.  “I won’t
let you die.  I demand you stay with me.”  He bored into me with that unnervingly
intense gaze.  His wicked eyes compelled me.  I could not deny him.


I felt myself nodding yes.  But I knew I would die.


“Here, drink this.”


I choked on the salty-sweet coppery tang of the dark liquid
dribbling into my mouth.  “You must drink.”  He forced me to swallow, to drink
more and more.


He stroked my hair away from my face, soft and affectionate. 
How could someone so monstrous be so gentle?  He stayed with me, talking
quietly as I drifted off, expecting to be released from the burdens of this
life.


I floated through hazy visions of rapid flight through the
night, down dark, cobblestoned alleys and creepy basements, seeking something,
someone.  I searched the gloomy recesses of Paris and often found what I sought,
food.  I dreamt of the heavenly flavor of blood as it pumped and pulsed
into my mouth from the neck of my prey.  I exalted in the fantastic speed and
strength of my limbs, racing through the darkness of night.


 


* * * *


 


I awoke in a strange bed, wrapped in white linens on a
comfortable mattress.  I sat in sheer darkness, a total absence of light.  Yet
I could see the only window was completely obscured by heavy black wool.  Outside,
the telltale sounds of chirping crickets spoke of the night.  How strange.  I
lay in the darkness, but it seemed the room was dimly lit.  The aftertaste of
those shadowy dark dreams hovered on the edge of recollection.  Am I still
dreaming?


Is there a day and night in heaven?  Or crickets to make
such delightful chatter?  Had I arrived in purgatory, the space between heaven
and hell?  There were no heavenly hosts to greet me.  Must be purgatory.  I couldn’t
possibly have survived Julian’s brutality.  The thought sent a shiver through
my body.  No one could survive the horrors he did to me.


I assumed I had some iniquities to atone for, perhaps those
times I lied to Agnes or Père.  I recalled lusting over a comely young man, all
those impure thoughts.


The stark truth of my situation walked into the room bearing
a smile so wicked he left absolutely no doubt what kind of life was in store
for me under his command.  It took a few seconds for the shock to settle in. 
I’m alive?  I survived?  How?  Is it all a dream?  Surely this isn’t real.


Julian Gautier’s face morphed from a wicked smile to a
familiar hungry look.  A prowling predatory awareness glowed in his eyes.  He
snatched the sheets and covers off the bed, exposing my nudity.  I gasped, the
shocking reality slapping me in the face.


I felt him then, thoughts and emotions that were not my
own.  He stood assessing me as I tried to cover my breasts, and I knew my fear
aroused him.  I could feel his cock growing hard in his pants.  He ached to be
buried in me.


“I have been waiting three nights to have you again.  And
now you are mine.  Forever.”


A vision flooded my mind, of his erection covered in blood,
tearing into me over and over.  He was going to do it again.


“Je
vais te bousiller!”  I will kill you!


Screaming like a banshee, I launched through the air
straight at him.  With a primal rage I had never known, I slammed into his
chest.  We flew back and smashed into the cement wall together.  His head connected
with a sickening crack and we crumpled to the floor.


“Peigne-cul!”
Asshole.  I shoved him off and regained my feet, but he lay still as
death.  A trickle of blood ran out across the cement from the back of his head.


Something about the blood grabbed my attention.  I reached
down tentatively to inspect him and turned his head sideways.  The slice on his
scalp showed pink, meaty, skull bone and bled copiously all over the floor.


The strangest sense of hunger and longing assaulted my
senses.  My mouth watered from the pungent scent of blood and my throat burned
with a wicked thirst.  I had a near irresistible urge to lap his blood off the
floor like a dog in the street drinking from a puddle.  I barely stopped myself
as I dropped to my hands and knees, shaking my head to break the disturbing
spell.


Down on all fours like an animal, sniffing over his prone
body, I considered killing him.  I envisioned my teeth sinking into his throat,
shredding the flesh.  It would be so juicy, wonderful, tasty, and the revenge
would be so sweet.  The idea shocked me.  A foreigner with a taste for malice
and savagery had taken residence and rearranged all the furniture of my mind
into unfamiliar configurations.  I backed away from him slowly, regretting my
action with every second.


I found a simple dress in a cabinet, clothing a maid would
wear.  It fit well enough.  I raced up the basement stairs to emerge in what I
guessed to be Julian’s townhouse.  I flew out into the street barefoot.  I moved
so quickly, a rush of urgency driving me faster than I had ever run before.  The
pungent scents of the Parisian sewers assaulted me as I sprinted through the
streets.  Just like those dark creepy dreams of running through back alleyways,
a powerful hunter seeking prey.


I tore through the deserted city, seeking a landmark.  I didn’t
understand how I could run so fast.  I loved the glorious freedom, the breeze
in my hair.  The further my distance from Julian, the better I felt.


The whole city was eerily quiet.  All the restaurants and night-time
hotspots normally filled with people were closed and vacant.  With no one in
the street to obstruct my flight I quickly made my way home.


Just as I reached the loft apartment, a gut-wrenching
command seized ahold of my body.  It hit so hard I couldn’t move.  I heard
Julian’s voice bellowing in my mind in a fit of rage, “Reviens!  Dépêchez!”  Return
to me!  Hurry!


The intensity of his rancor washing over me drenched my soul
in dread.  His words echoed through me in an undeniable compulsion, an irresistible
force.  I acted involuntarily, my feet taking on a life all their own.  Without
pause, I turned and raced back out into the streets, every screaming fiber of
my body committed to my flight back to the monster.  Back to Julian.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 9


 


I burst straight through Julian’s front door, shards and
wood fiber flying everywhere.


“If you touch me I will kill you.”  I spoke through gritted
teeth, fighting a losing battle against his compulsive will.


He held a rag and ice on his head.  His face wore a terrifying
mask of murderous intent and I would have run right back out the door if I could
move.  But his will held me prisoner, a toy soldier standing at attention.  His
very own personal plaything.


He smiled at my threat, a mirthless twist of his lips, a
smile of carrion eaters contemplating a dying man.  I hated him in a way I had
never hated before.  I hated him with an irrational, obsessive hate so powerful
it obliterated all reason.  If he rapes me again, I will kill him.  I felt
a strange certainty my hands were very capable of dealing death.


“You will know ten times the pain you have given me.”


In the blink of an eye he smashed his fist into my face. 
Blinding explosive pain blotted out my world.  He hit me again and again, his fists
moving with preternatural strength and speed, bone-crushing blows.  I fought
back, clawing at him, flailing at his arms.  My wicked sharp nails carved
bloody gouges across his forearms and face as he fought me.


He drew back in surprise.  “What is this?”


Broken and bloodied, I still had some fight left.  I leaped
off the floor to come at him but his command froze me in place.  “Arretez!”  Stop!


I couldn’t move.  My powerful new body obeyed his commands
above my own wishes.  I was his to do with as he pleased.  And he did exactly
what he pleased.


I surfaced from unconsciousness to a world of pain, naked
and bloodied on the floor of his basement.  Why can’t I die?  I just want to
die.  Please, God, let me die.


He came down the steps to stand and stare at me with that
look, the reaper’s smile.  He planned more enjoyment at my expense.  I could do
nothing to stop him or escape.  I knew what he wanted before he said it. 
Somehow I was connected to his mind, tethered to his will.


“On your hands and knees, like a dog.”


I moved immediately.  My broken fingers screamed in agony
from the weight of my own body on my hands.  He moved behind me and slowly
removed his clothes, taking care to arrange them neatly on the other side of
the room.


Sliding in from behind, he took me hard and fast.  I wanted
nothing more than to crawl away and hide from the monstrous implement of
torture protruding from between his legs, but his will locked me in place.  When
I screamed from the burning agony of his thrusts, he pushed harder.  My pain
spurred him on.


He impaled me repeatedly, resting for a few moments here and
there, his hands roaming my body in a mockery of affection.  He wanted to humiliate
and degrade me.


He growled as he stuck me.  “You are my property.  You will
submit to me or pay the price of pain.”  He smashed me in the back of my head. 
Lights out.


I awoke to Julian’s gloating smile.  Sensing his intent to
hurt me, I begged.  “I will never hurt you again, I promise.  Give me a chance
to prove it!”  


Though my head pounded and it hurt to move, I kneeled before
him in supplication.  I knew what he wanted.  His monstrous cock in my mouth.  He
wanted me to service him with every part of my body.  Better than the
alternative.  He had hurt me so badly I probably couldn’t walk.


“I will do it!  You don’t have to hit me!”


My broken, bloodied fingers struggled to undo his pants.  I
swallowed him whole, choking at his length and size.  He did not need to
command me, I did it voluntarily.  He grabbed my hair, pulled me in tight, and
buried himself in my throat.  All that meat in my mouth invoked a strange
hunger.  I could taste it there just beneath the surface of his skin, a lovely
beating pulse.  My mouth filled with teeth, long sharp teeth aching to be
buried in his flesh.  I wanted it sooo badly.  I bit down hard and the
most wonderful rich flavor of syrupy sweet goodness rewarded me.


He screamed and jerked in my mouth as I slurped down all
that richness.  I seated my new, sharp, elongated teeth into his tender, juicy
flesh as he tried to escape.  I would gladly suck his cock all night, slurping
down his wonderful red meat.  Délicieux,
merveilleux, magnifique!


I worried at him like a dog, his nectar flooding my mouth.  I
thought nothing could make me release my lockjaw grip.


I was wrong.


Julian finally gained his wits enough to order me to stop.  His
words held dominion over my body.  He collapsed to his knees, bleeding all over
the floor.  I sat frozen in place by his command, watching him, hungry, licking
every last drop of his savory syrup off my lips.  I moaned with need, vibrating
with an intense desire to tear through his groin for more of that wonderful
juicy red meat.


He mewled in pain, cursing me.  “Meurs, pute!”


His hands shook as he inspected his injuries – blood
everywhere.  Oh how I wanted more, but I couldn’t move.  I couldn’t clean up
the spilled blood.  I watched his blood soak into the concrete and mourned the
waste.


He looked at me, eyes squinted up in agony.  The cold blade
of his resolve cut through my mind and I knew primal terror.  He planned
something awful.  “I will teach you the way of pain!  You will beg me for
death!”


With this promise he snatched my head in his powerful hands
and slammed me face-down on the cement floor.


 


* * * *


 


I awoke to the tingling burn of encroaching numbness in my
hands and feet.  Naked, I was bound, stretched taut, ropes cutting painfully
into my wrists and ankles.  The cool, rough wooden table under my backside had
me shivering.  I tested my bonds, pulling harder and harder.  The ropes groaned
as I growled and thrashed.  I started to loosen my right hand.  A moment more and
I would break free.  But then he opened the door to the basement.


Julian whistled a tune and smiled as he walked down the
stairs.  He watched for my reaction, that familiar hungry look in his eyes.  I
hated that look.


“Did you have fun last night?”  He smiled menacingly.


I wanted to kill him so badly.  I imagined tearing
through his body with my teeth and nails, bathing in his blood.  An intense
thirst floated at the edge of my mind, my throat so very dry.  I needed
more of his blood, now.


My hate spewed out of control.  “Put it in my mouth again
and I will bite it off.”  I gnashed my teeth and growled in fury.


“Tut, tut, tut.  How nasty!  Don’t you remember my promise?”


I recalled his promise with a gut-wrenching stab of fear. 
He had a set to his shoulders, the look of a man ready to do something
distasteful but necessary.


“Oui,
I can see you remember.”  He smiled wickedly.  A flash of his intent slipped
through our strange psychic connection.  He planned to take me over and over,
tied down on the table.


“Brule en
enfer!”  Burn in hell.  I cussed and spit in derision.  “If
you do not kill me, it will be your last mistake.”


My hate made me bold.  Foolish and bold.  I wished he would
kill me rather than endure more of his torture.


“I told you, ma
chérie, you will beg for death.  I regret I cannot contain this
wonderful spirit.”  He squeezed my breast, pinching my nipple painfully.  He
owned me, every inch of me.


He paused, his face in mine.  His fetid breath washed over
me.  “I will break you,” he whispered, and I knew he meant it metaphorically
and literally.  He had me shaking with dread, and he hadn’t done anything.


I could feel his enjoyment of my terror.  He liked this game
very much.  He took a heavy steel hammer from a tool box down on the floor.


“Mon Dieu! 
What are you doing?”


I cried out, struggling as he reached for me.  But he didn’t
hit me.  Instead he untied my left hand and pulled my arm tight to the corner
of the table.  Possessed with unbelievable strength, I broke his grip and
gouged at his face, cutting a set of red lines into his cheek.  I tried for his
eyes, but he caught my wrist and slammed my arm down hard.  A second later he
punched me in the face.  My head cracked on the back of the table from the
jarring impact.


Dazed and blinded, a ringing in my ears, I sensed his arm
rise and fall with the hammer.  For one blissful moment I felt nothing and
thought he had missed.  Then white-hot pain struck me dumb as a second blow
drove a steel spike through my palm and deep into the table.  I tried to draw
breath but intense agony blasted all thought from my mind.  Air filled my lungs
and I screamed.  He smashed the hammer once more to seat the flared head of the
steel spike into my flesh.  I cursed, cried, screamed, and called him every
foul name I ever heard uttered from the mouths of sailors and ruffians.


When he began to untie my right hand I begged him and God to
stop.  “S’il vous plaît
arrêtez!  Mon Dieu arrêtez!”


My blood had splattered tiny flecks across his face.  He
licked it from his cheek and a wicked fire of anticipation burned in his eyes. 
“This.  Is.  The.  Way.  Of.  Pain.  Michelle!  This will happen every time you
hurt me!”


I fought with every ounce of strength I could muster in my right
arm.  I clawed his shirt sleeves to ribbons screaming at the top of my lungs as
I fought valiantly.


One word ended my rebellion.  “Arretez!”  Stop.


I screamed myself hoarse as he pounded a second spike
through my right hand into the table, the power of his command rendering me
helpless.  He slammed the hammer down three times to seat the wide head of the
spike firmly.


Then he moved to my feet.  My terror was like a madness.


He freed my right leg from the ropes.  I bucked my hips up
off the table and kicked with all the strength I could muster.  It was useless.
 Pointless.  After a few seconds of flailing he simply commanded me to be
still.


The spike poised atop my foot, I begged for another chance.  “Non!
Non, non, non!  Please stop.  I will do
anything you ask!  Anything!  I won’t fight you!  I swear on my mother’s grave
I will not fight you!”


He stared at me with cold eyes that did not know love or
mercy.  “I.”  Slam.  “Do.”  Slam.  “Not”  Slam.  “Believe.”  Slam.  “You.”


My foot proved much tougher than my hands.  He needed four
blows to sink the spike.  Mercifully, I passed out.  Icy water on my face awoke
me to wave upon wave of pain.  He had untied my other leg.


Shaking with cold and agony, I stammered.  “I’ll do whatever
you want!  Prendre pitié s’il
vous plait!”  Please have pity!


“Let’s see if you’re telling the truth.  I want you to hold
very still for me.”


He pulled my leg over to the corner of the table and held
the spike poised for the blow, hammer cocked high.  He watched intently as my
leg quivered and shook with the force of will I exerted not to fight him.  My
every instinct screamed to kick him, to fight.  “I’m not fighting anymore!” 


“I am not convinced.”


The fall of the hammer and the agonizing crunch of my bones
splitting to accommodate the spike, overwhelmed me. I blacked out.


My rest was short-lived.


He woke me thrusting between my legs, harsh and unrelenting. 
And he was right.  I begged him to kill me, repeatedly.


He only smiled.


Taking a few moments to clean my blood off, he lectured me. 
“This can continue as long as necessary.  Contrary to your wishes, you will not
die.”


I drifted into a half-asleep doze as he rummaged through his
toolbox.  His threats could not penetrate my exhaustion and thirst.  My thirst,
so horrid, I could have drained the River Seine.


I awoke to a leather whip-crack ripping across my belly and
left breast.  The noise and intense, searing agony jolted me back to life.  My
whole body reared up off the table as far as my pegged hands and feet allowed. 
He had my attention now.


As I screamed, my terror newly revived, he continued his
lecture.  “Ah, chérie!
 Now you are learning!”


I convulsed, screamed, and sang out a symphony of pain.  I
jerked and squealed, squirming as he striped me back and forth, up and down. 
Even between my thighs.  His whip hummed through the air as I screamed hoarse
and guttural sounds.  He chanted, “J'obéirai
à mon maître.”  I will obey my master.


He forced me to chant along with him.


Time became measured by the seconds between whip strikes as
he continued his regiment of searing cracks of pain and chants demanding
obedience.  It seemed to go on forever.  He baptized me in sermons of pain all
night long.  He left me a bloody wreck of raw flesh by the time he retired for
the sunrise.  I immediately drifted off into the welcome reprieve of oblivion.


I awoke the next night as he smacked my face.  Every inch of
my body radiated with pain.  Tired.  Thirsty, so thirsty.  Need sleep. 
My throat burned with an aching need, a deep hunger.  I fell back asleep
murmuring, “A drink, just one drink.”


He smacked me again, but I couldn’t stay awake.  He hit me a
few more times, barely waking me.  I drifted back off to sleep again.


“Merde! 
I did not feed her!”  I heard him cursing as I faded to black.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 10


 


Through a hazy fog of exhaustion and horrible thirst, I heard
a young man arguing with Julian in heavily-accented, broken French.


Julian tried to coax him down the stairway into the
basement.  “She is down here, come.  I promise you will enjoy this.”  I
couldn’t see for the white sheet thrown over my body and face, but I heard
their footfalls on the creaking steps.


“What is that smell?”  The voice was heavy with suspicion,
and then came the click sound of a gun being cocked.


“Here, I will show you.”  Julian coaxed the man down.  “This
is why you’re here.”


The sheet was yanked rudely from my body.  I peered through
blood-caked eyes at a fresh-faced German soldier in uniform, his rifle pointed
at Julian.  The soldier turned to me with disgust and bewilderment on his
face.  “What …”


“Help me …”  I could barely speak in a whisper, my throat so
dry.


Julian struck in a blur, wicked sharp claws slashing out. 
The rifle flew across the room as a glorious arc of arterial flow sprayed my
face from the man’s sliced throat.  It tasted heavenly.  I greedily licked it
off my lips, moaning for more.  I was wide awake now.


The scent and taste of his blood sang through my senses,
birthing a powerful ache.  My mouth filled with sharp teeth, ready to sink into
meaty flesh.  I needed that blood so badly.  Nothing mattered, but his blood. 
Julian gave me exactly what I needed.  He held the man within reach and I
hunched up off the table to sink my teeth into all that moist juicy meat in his
neck.  I would have stayed there, locked on, slurping down his wondrous flavor
endlessly, but Julian wrenched him from my grasp.  I held onto a tender morsel
of his throat, sucking it clean of every last drop before spitting out the
useless flesh.


“Give me more!”  I growled in a voice I had never heard
uttered from my own lips.


“That is enough.”


I thrashed and snarled, pulling against the spikes in my
hands and feet, tearing my own flesh in my struggle to be free.  I could smell
that sumptuous, mouthwatering blood pouring out onto the floor.


“Be still, or I will get the whip.”


I stilled instantly, exercising all my will power to keep
from struggling.


“Ah, good girl.  You are learning.”  He slid his hand up my
leg and then sniffed his fingers.  “He was right.  You stink.”  He shook his
head.  “Wait here.”


As if I was going anywhere.


He returned with a pan of water and a wash rag, and
methodically washed the caked blood from my body.  I watched him silently,
marveling at this strange creature, wondering what he had done to me.  The whip
marks that had lacerated my flesh disappeared as the grime washed away under
his careful hand.  I had flawless skin once again, apart from my hands and feet
pinned by the wicked spikes.


The bastard stared at me with a hint of smile as he cleaned
me thoroughly between the legs.  I knew what he planned.  It seemed I knew his
thoughts.  He planned to have a little more fun.  His cock had grown stiff just
from washing me.


“I will not fight you.  I know my place.  I will never fight
you.”  I knew it wouldn’t change his plans, but it’s what he wanted to hear.


He started washing my neck, shoulders, and my face.  His arm
was so close and warm as he caressed my cheeks with the washcloth.  The
heat of all that blood-soaked flesh called to me.  I could see the veins in his
wrist as he wiped my forehead.  All that blood, an inch away, right under the
skin.  I couldn’t stop myself.  I bit him hard in the wrist.


“Merde!”


Once the blood hit my mouth I couldn’t let go.  I would
gladly lay pegged to the table if I could siphon this wondrous elixir from his
wrist non-stop.  He tried to pull his arm away, I wouldn’t let him.  It was too
good to stop.  With a grunt of supreme effort I ripped my right hand loose of
the spike, the agony overshadowed by the wonders of his blood.


I held his hand to me in a death grip, sucking every last
drop I could.  Julian cursed and yanked on his arm, but I would never let go. 
He finally did the one thing I couldn’t fight, he commanded me to release him. 
Against my will, against a desire so intense it drove me mad, I let go.


He staggered back, breathing heavy.  He looked dazed,
confused, a lazy half-smile of contentment on his face.  “A la vache!  I did not think
of that!”  He smiled at me in genuine happiness.  Then he looked at his bloody
wrist.


“Do not bite me without permission!”  His compulsive order
created a neat little block on my desires.  But he wasn’t angry.


“Oui, Maître.”
 Yes, Master.


With a faraway look in his eye, he wrapped his wrist in
cloth and tied it off.  Then he began to remove his clothes.  I knew he would
take me again, but I didn’t care.  I wanted him near me, for another chance at
all that wonderful syrup under the surface of his skin.


Atop me, his eyes gleaming with wicked anticipation, he
reiterated his order.  “Do not bite me.  Yet.”  That one word held so much
promise, I actually smiled at the bastard.


I tracked his every move as he planted his cock, doing his
worst.  It hurt, but not nearly as much as my spiked limbs.  I endured and
waited for the chance to bite him.  That one hope held me firm as he hurt me.


The moment came, none too soon.  “Bite me now!”  He bellowed
the command at the top of his lungs with his release.


I reached up with my free hand and pulled him down into a
deep bite.  It tasted even sweeter from his neck, a much heavier flow.  Then he
bit me back.  The dual sensations of blood high and Julian’s wicked teeth
digging in wiped away all pain and discomfort.  I no longer felt the searing
burn of my spiked limbs.  I no longer felt the bleeding hole in my hand clamped
around his neck.


It was simply wonderful.  My first orgasm, ever.  And it
kept going and going, seemingly without end.  I began to move with him.  I
began to enjoy the glorious slide of his monstrous cock inside me.  Growling, I
ripped my left hand free of the table to embrace him fully.


My nails dug into his shoulders, neck, and ass as he pumped
inside me harder, deeper, and I rose to meet him.  He reduced me to a wild
thing, moaning and clawing and grunting, pleasure, pain and ecstasy blended
together with the wonders of his bite and blood.


I wanted it to go on forever.  I didn’t want to let go, I
didn’t want him to let me go, I didn’t want him to stop.  But he did.  And then
he ordered me to stop.


“S’il vous plait! Maître,
again!  S’il vous plait.” 
I begged.


He smiled as I writhed with need beneath him, snapping my
teeth for more.  “What to do with you now?”


I sensed it then, his fear.  He feared what he had created.


“Where has Michelle gone?  Is she still in there?”  He
looked at me sideways, wondering if I had lost my mind.


“More.”  I snapped my jaw, itching to bite him again.


“Oui. 
But not tonight.  We have time.”


He backed off, his sated smile turning to a frown.  He had
conflicting opinions over this development.  He was disappointed to have lost
the weak Michelle he so enjoyed torturing.  My cries made his cock hard.  But
he had thoroughly enjoyed our little session of biting.


“It never occurred to me before … my master did not feed
from me.  He forbid such things …”  He walked off mumbling to himself,
confused.


It had never occurred to me either.  I never thought his
bite could be so wonderful.  I had panicked and fought so hard when he first
attacked me, I never considered I could enjoy the gift.


I learned the most important lesson Julian could teach that
night.  Existing at his deranged whim would be a never-ending nightmare.  But
maybe, just maybe, the brutality of this life could be tolerable, even enjoyable,
as long as there was blood.


Without being told, without a single word of explanation, I
knew I had undergone a change at his hands.  He made me the monster that he
was, a blood-sucking fiend.  I would never ask how or why.  To speak out of
turn invited pain.


I suffered my ignorance and all my unanswered questions in
silence.  But I knew.  The undeniable blood thirst returned with a vengeance in
mere minutes.  My intimate knowledge of its flavor only magnified my insatiable
desire for more.


Julian returned to me and removed the spikes from my feet
without a word.  I was so grateful for his mercy.  I almost crawled to him in
obeisance.  But then he showed me the chain.  His mercy came at a price.  He
watched me with a gleam in his eye as he attached a steel collar around my
neck, a ten foot steel chain on the end of it. 


“If you try to remove the collar …”  He nodded towards the
table.


I knew exactly what he meant, and I would never, ever try to
remove the collar.


I nodded.  “I will not fight you, Maître.  I have learned.”


He left me in the basement, naked and chained to a steel
ring mounted on the concrete wall.  I was thankful.


 


* * * *
















 


 


Chapter 11


 


I awoke fully healed.  No scars.  Not a scratch.  Julian’s
lesson left its indelible mark on my soul, but my body had recovered
marvelously.  This night I discovered how every aspect of my life had turned to
hell.  Not only was I forced to willingly submit to the rapacious demands of my
master, I also had to learn to live under the yoke of the German occupation of
my beloved Paris.  After another round of punishing sex and the wonders of
synchronized bites, I accompanied my master out into the city.


Everything had changed.


Signs in German had appeared on every street, swastikas
proudly displayed in public areas like a firebrand of ownership on the city. 
Statues of famous historical figures and French heroes lay in piles of
scattered rubble.  Mercedes cars and limousines bearing little Nazi flags like
party streamers tore past us, driven by chauffeurs with the callous disregard
of men who are above reproach.  Everywhere there were German men with French
women, but not a single able-bodied Frenchman to be seen.


Julian, thin and gaunt, became an instant anomaly, the only
young French male brave enough to be seen publicly.  He quickly attracted the
attention of the German soldiers.


“What are you doing?  Where are you going?”


The patrols harangued us with questions.  Julian played the
submissive, and I remained silent, head down.  They sent us on our way, leering
at me as they barked at each other in their clipped German.


I started to notice something strange about the few people
walking the streets.  They all had a slight haze of color surrounding them.  I
could see it from a certain angle, if I allowed my vision to defocus.  Auras. 
I was seeing their auras.  Everyone had one.  Even Julian.


The German patrols had dark swirls of color, business-like,
suspicious, and at times malicious.  Those smiling Germans with women on their
arms were much lighter in color and spirit.  Julian hated them all equally.  His
aura was darkest of all, almost black.


I walked all over the city at his side, seemingly for
hours.  I didn’t understand why, but I sensed his thirst at the edge of our
connection.  I felt the same endless craving.


“Remove your coat.”  I looked at him with unease.  Julian
had chosen my attire.  Under my coat I wore a white lingerie robe of silk
chiffon and lace, and nothing else.  It was see-through.


“Maître?” 
I held my coat close.  I couldn’t imagine why he would require me to take it
off out in the street.


“Now,” he growled, none too happy I questioned him.


I took it off.  I would walk through the streets naked to
avoid his wrath.


His plan became clear when we approached two soldiers
languishing on a street corner, smoking cigarettes.  “Gentlemen, I would like
you to meet the lovely Michelle.  She is soft, willing, and very reasonably
priced.”


I stared at him in shock.  Julian was the devil incarnate.


The soldier closest to us moved in to grab my arm with a nod
to his companion.  “Ja, she is lovely.  She comes with us now.”  The other
soldier pointed his rifle at Julian.


“Sure!”  Julian held his hands up, smiling, innocent.  “She
is a gift.  Follow me, I know a place.”


He led us to an unlit alley.  The soldier on my arm slid his
hands all over me, feeling me up, pinching  my nipples.  The press of his
blood-filled hands stirred my thirst.  All that juicy flavor just under his
skin.  As he pulled me along, I nuzzled close, seeking the warmth of his neck.


“She is friendly!”  The soldier smiled at the other, his
aura shifting to a spectrum of darker colors.


I heard it then, in my mind, a cold calculating order of
compulsion.  <Not yet.>


I looked to Julian, caught his eye, and then I knew.  We
were hunting, just like in my dreams.  My mouth filled with sharp teeth.  I
felt the itch at my fingertips as my nails extended to wicked sharp talons,
ready to grip the waiting flesh.  We passed into the obscurity of the alley,
but my vision was clear as day.


“This is a good place.”  Julian struck, latching onto the
other soldier’s neck like a viper’s attack.  I heard bones crunch under
Julian’s powerful squeeze.


The smell of the blood was irresistible.  I sank my teeth
into my soldier’s neck and wrapped around him in a loving embrace.  Surprised
and confused, he tried to push me away.  Eventually he returned my hug.  I
loved the feel of his soft, warm arms, the beating pulse of his blood flow
hugging me close.  And he enjoyed me.  His hard cock pressed against my belly
as he convulsed in ecstasy.  In that moment I loved this warm, blood-filled
man, so affectionate and tasty.  I would gladly yield my body in exchange for
his blood.


But then I felt his racing heart falter.  He shuddered in my
grip, crying out as his heart beat skipped staccato fashion.  I realized I was
killing him.  Despite my desire to continue, I let go.


Julian dropped his soldier to the ground like refuse, a
lifeless sack of flesh.  The man had died in his embrace.  He noticed the soldier
cradled in my arms.  “What are you doing?”


I understood then what he wanted of me.  “S’il vous plait, Maître!”


The murderous look on his face struck terror into my heart. 
He sent me an unmistakable image from his own memory.  My bloody, abused body staked
out on the table, a whip cracking across my torso.


I looked to the man in my arms, so young, barely more than a
boy.  But I had no choice in the matter.  I tore his throat out with my teeth
and, drained him of every drop of blood.  I didn’t want to, and yet I enjoyed
every second.  Julian had made me a monster.


I hated myself, my weakness, my fear, my easy submission to
his depraved demands.  Most of all, I hated that I liked it so much.


We returned to his townhouse in the early morning.  He
pointed to the basement stairway.  “Strip.”


Naked again, and back on the collar and chain.


He took me hard, fast, and painfully, but I began to enjoy
his animalistic attentions.


I hated myself even more for finding pleasure in his touch.


The next night was more of the same.  I submitted to
anything and everything he wanted.  I relished it more each time, the harsh
painful sex, and the killing.  By the end of the night I looked forward to
being chained in his basement.  I knew he would do painful, wicked things to me
once the collar was attached, and I wanted him to use and abuse me.


It became impossible to tell who was more wicked.


Night flowed into night.  Blood, sex, death, and always the
collar and chain.  First thing after sunset, he visited me in the basement.  I
would crawl to him and service him with my mouth, giving him all of my body. 
He could not truly enjoy me without hurting me.  I became everything he
desired, a willing slave, a vicious killer, an exuberant lover.  Michelle de
Mornac ceased to exist.  I was simply Michelle, property of Julian.


I lived to serve and please him.  I learned fast, mastering
all the ways to make him happy.  If he wanted something, anything, I did it,
without asking, without complaint, painful or not.


The soldiers were no match for us in ones and twos.  Our
hunting exploits reduced their numbers nightly.  But they soon increased their
patrol frequency and began moving in groups of four or more.  After that first
month hunting with Julian, it became rare to see a German alone at night on the
streets.


One night we encountered a group of five young soldiers. 
They had been drinking, their stoic discipline abandoned with the liquor.  We
were nothing to them.  Less than human.  In those first months of the
occupation they had no respect for anyone not German.  French women were all
whores in their eyes, to be used and discarded.


They grabbed me.  “We take her!”


One of them pulled my coat off.  Julian had dressed me in
brilliant sang-du-Christ red – Christ’s blood.  The see-through red lace
lingerie helped hide the blood.


The men stared at me, hungry, leering, exchanging glances
and nods.  Usually we avoided the large patrols, too many people, too many
guns.  But they quickly decided they would take turns with me.  Julian backed
off, and the men dragged me over to the nearest alley and stripped me.


Julian watched begrudgingly.  I could sense his conflicting
feelings of arousal and hate as the first soldier shoved me against the wall. 
I would have attacked then, killed the man in an instant, but Julian stopped me
with a command spoken in my mind.  The soldier took what he wanted and then
stepped back for the next one to have a turn.  The second soldier took the time
to put on a condom.  I could see his concern in his aura.  The rumors on the
street were that French prostitutes and their venereal diseases had incapacitated
more German soldiers than the French Army.


As the second man had his fun with me, I sensed Julian’s
growing blood thirst and hatred.  His compulsive hold on me slipped as his
desire to kill increased.  He wanted to kill them all.  He was very possessive
of his slave, and didn’t want to share.


With the release of Julian’s psychic hold, I struck. I dug
my claws into the man’s shoulders and tore out his throat.  I reveled in a feast
of his blood.  The soldiers backed away, shouting.  One ran, the other three
aimed their rifles at me.  Julian made his move, slashing through one soldier
with his wicked talons.  He held the man like a human shield, draining him in
the process.  The two remaining soldiers trained their guns back and forth
between us.  Terrified and confused, they seemed too afraid to shoot.


I finished with mine and tossed him aside to snatch another
meal.  I made short work of him.  The last soldier screamed in German and
opened fire on Julian and the soldier in his grasp, blasting them both.


I took him down a second later.  The force of my claws slashing
through his neck almost removed his head.  Julian cursed, distracting me from
my kill.  His anger and pain washed over me.  I watched as a blood stain spread
across his stomach.  He’d been shot twice.


He screamed.  “Merde!” 
I felt his compulsion, his anger tethering me to his will.  He wanted to leave
immediately, but he could barely walk.  “Help me!”  His order was inviolable.


I took his full body-weight on my shoulders, one arm draped
over me.  We made it home just before sunset.  I helped him to his bed, closed
the door on him, and raced to the basement to escape the sun.  His room and the
basement were the only parts of the house completely protected from daylight.


A crushing blow to the ribs kicked me awake.  “You did not
wear the collar!”  I had passed out on my bed, still in my clothes, sans
collar.  The sunrise had stolen my ability to function.


I hurriedly put the collar on, cringing under his blows.  “S’il vous plait, Maître!  It was a mistake! 
The sun came too fast.”  I begged at his feet, sensing his deep desire to hurt
me, his need to remind me he was the master.


His vulnerability of the night before had shamed him and he
raged over the messy attack on the soldiers.  “There was a witness.  They will
be looking for us.”  He yanked me up by the hair.  “You must be punished.”


“But how will we feed?”  Terrified he would starve me, my
fear decided my punishment.


“You will not feed.”


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 12


 


Collared and chained in the basement, naked and alone, he starved
me for three nights.  I was ready to start chewing on my own arm by the time he
brought someone to feed me.  I tore the poor man apart, literally shredded his
body to pieces.  Blood deprivation succeeded in making me even more monstrous
than my master.  Julian watched me closely.  I sensed his anxiety.  He feared
he had created something he couldn’t control.  He feared his beautiful slave
girl would not return once I sated my thirst.


I did return to sanity.  And I continued to serve him in all
ways, never once balking his authority.  He gradually relaxed his vigilant
watch over me.  But this marked a change in our hunting frequency.  Julian
feared the large patrols.


The sight of my beloved Paris under the Boche conquerors
angered me no end.  I ached to rend and tear their flesh.  I wanted to kill them
all, the stinking, filthy Boche ruining my country.  I could barely contain the
violent urges that constantly assailed me.  The only peace I found was on the
collar and chain where I could work off this frustration.  I poured my
aggression into service to Julian, enthusiastically submitting to his violent
perverse demands.  What he didn’t grasp was the simple truth of suffering
observed by Friedrich Nietzsche, “That which does not kill us makes us
stronger.”  Forged in the secret fires of hatred in my heart, Julian’s abuse tempered
the steel in my character.


I learned to close my mind to him.  I knew what his thoughts
and emotions were at most times, but I developed a privacy wall to keep him out
of my inner sanctum.


He worried over this.  “What are you thinking in that
devious little head of yours?”  He would knock on my skull and pull me close to
look in my eyes.  “Open your mind.”  I could never deny him, so I imagined serving
him with my mouth and filled my thoughts with deviant acts of fellatio.  After
performing to his satisfaction, he ceased worrying about me.  I was well
trained.


Shortly after the shooting incident with the German patrol,
Julian decided on a safer, more conservative approach to feeding.  Bloodslaves.


I thought him a coward, and perhaps he was.  I knew we could
take down small groups of four to five men if we were careful, more organized. 
But Julian wouldn’t have it.  His shallow patriotism couldn’t survive the
increased severity of German-Vichy rule.


He reverted to the tried and tested feeding method he’d
learned from his former master – ensnare women and then feed just enough to
hook them physically and psychologically on the addictive effects of his bite. 
I found this abhorrent and disgusting.  These starving, malnourished women who
could barely survive under the occupation became victims of Julian’s cowardice.


The first time he brought a woman home, Adele, he took off
my collar and chain for propriety.  I tried so very hard to drink only a sip, un petit apéritif, just
enough to stave off the thirst.  I ended up starving myself to keep her alive.


Julian laughed at me.  “They are cattle, Michelle. 
Feed.  Do not be concerned with their fate.”


I simply nodded.  There was little to say beyond
acquiescence to his demands.


Adele came to me repeatedly, begging me to bite her.  She
couldn’t go more than a couple hours without coming to me, offering herself. 
How can you refuse food that wishes to be consumed?


Julian was too rough with her.  He took her for his
pleasure, using her body, drinking her blood till she was sick from the anemia. 
It soon became apparent I would have to relieve her misery.  She could no longer
move.  He’d broken her pelvis when he lost control in the heat of passion.  And
yet I couldn’t bring myself to kill her.


“Michelle, take my pain.  Help me.”  She begged me
repeatedly for two nights, until I finally gave in.  She died in my arms.


Julian despised my foolish sentimentality for the cattle.


“Kill them if you must.  You have only forced me to find
another girl tomorrow night.  And make sure to dispose of her away from the
house.  We cannot afford suspicion.  Take her to the river.”  It seemed every
other week someone washed up dead on the shores of the Seine.  One more
emaciated woman made little difference.  His callous disregard for Adele
elevated my contempt for him to a new level.


As he promised, Adele proved the first of many.  Sometimes
Julian acquired several bloodslaves at once, allowing each to live a little
longer.  I learned to feed the tiniest amount from two or three women a night. 
The petite apéritif
did not satisfy, but it kept me from feral madness.


Julian abused them worse to spite me.  One girl, only
seventeen, he broke her neck.  She lived on for hours, crying and begging for
my help.  “Aidez-moi, je vous
prie!”  I gave her a merciful end, but I hated it, and I hated Julian
more each time I donned the mantle of death.


Then Julian brought me Lucas.  He was a street urchin
begging on the boulevard, barely thirteen or fourteen.  He didn’t know his own
birthdate.  He’d been born in the backroom of a brothel, raised by whores who
would not claim him.  Lucas made the mistake of grabbing Julian’s attention the
wrong way.  It’s not wise to pickpocket a vampire.


I became physically sick to my stomach when he presented me with
this teenage boy.  I recognized the hungry, predatory gleam in Julian’s eyes. 
“I’ve brought you a friend to play with.  Lucas, meet your new mistress, Madam
Michelle.  She will take good care of you.”


The bright colors of love and devotion swirled into Lucas’s
aura the moment he set eyes on me.  The boy was infatuated with me, and I knew
instant terror.


I begged Julian, “S’il
vous plait Maître! 
Take him back.”  As if he was livestock sold at auction.


I didn’t wait for Julian’s permission.  I grabbed the boy by
the arm and hauled him to the door.  “You must go now.  You must leave this
place and never return!”


To my dismay, Lucas opened his fool mouth and sealed his
fate.  “I would love to serve Madam Michelle.  I will do anything you ask of
me.  I am your humble servant.”  He bowed low, a filthy, charming boy pretending
to play servant.  “If you ever need anything, say the word and I will find a
way to get it for you.”


Horror froze me in place.  Julian smiled, pleased.  “See,
Michelle, he is yours.  Make sure to take good care of him.”


I wanted to kill him.  Julian.  I thought of it many times
before, but it never seemed possible.  I wondered if there was a way to kill
him.


The boy distracted me from my thoughts of murderous
rebellion.  “I am very good.  I will help ease your pain.”  He offered to rub my
back and feet.  He did this for the girls at the brothel.  I had to admit, he gave
a decent back rub.


I couldn’t help but fall in love with the boy over time. 
His cheeks were ever smudged with dirt.  His mangy pile of reddish-brown curls
needed a cut badly.  And his hazel eyes worshipped me.  Everywhere I went in
the house, he was there.


He quickly adapted to my schedule, running out into the
streets to beg during daylight hours, returning to the townhouse at night.  He
stole flowers and perfumed soaps from the brothel to bring to me and the
bloodslave women.


“Why thank you, Lucas.  That’s so sweet.”  He hugged me
close.  The boy was enraptured, obsessed.  He preferred to sit next to me,
almost in my lap.  Offering anything he could think I might want or need.  I was
deathly afraid of what might happen to him.


Julian soon revealed his game.  A week after he brought me
Lucas, he made his demand.  “You’ll not feed from a single person until you
feed from Lucas first.”


I couldn’t speak.  I couldn’t breathe to speak.  I contemplated
suicide to save the boy’s life.  If I couldn’t kill Julian, surely I could find
a way to kill myself?


I begged shamelessly.  “I will do anything you ask,
anything.  Please do not ask me to hurt the boy.  I beg you, s’il vous plait, Maître!”  I was down on my
knees at his feet.  I stripped my clothes and bent down face to the floor,
offering myself.


He took my offering, repeatedly.  He refused to bite me or
allow me to bite him.  He made sure it hurt, slamming me hard and fast, hitting
me.  This was a new lesson.  He didn’t like the way I catered to the
bloodslaves.  He determined to strip my soul of every last vestige of humanity.


In the midst of it, I saw him.  Lucas watched my humiliation
from a crack in the doorway.  Nothing to do but endure, as I had always
endured.


When he finished with me, my nose broken and bloodied,
Julian repeated his edict.  “You’ll not feed from a single person until you
feed from Lucas first.”  I wished I could kill him.


Lucas rushed in the moment Julian left.  He cleaned the
blood from my face with a washrag, apologizing profusely.  The poor boy thought
he’d done something wrong.  He had no embarrassment around my nudity.  I
imagined he’d seen it all at the brothel.


He spoke candidly.  “I know what you are, Madam.  I am not
afraid.  You can bite me if you like.  I trust you.  I’d rather you bite me
than watch him hurt you.”  The fool didn’t know what he was saying.


I dressed quickly, uncomfortable with this boy staring at my
body like a man.  “You do not understand, Lucas.  I cannot hurt you.  I love
you.”  I held his wonderful warm face in my hands.  All his adoration shone
from eyes brimming with tears.


He held me tight.  It felt so wonderful to just hold someone
who loved me unconditionally.  I could cuddle with that boy for hours on end,
and he let me.


“I do not deserve your love.  The things I have done.  I am
a killer.”  I whispered confessions to him, as if he was a priest giving my
last rites.


“I trust you, Michelle.  I have seen when you bite the
ladies.  It’s not so bad.  I think they like it.”  The little sneak had been
watching everything at the house.  He was excited at the prospect of being
bitten.


“You have not seen what happens to the women.  They die,
Lucas.  I could not stand to lose you.”  I enfolded the boy in my arms, praying
to God I could be strong enough to save him from myself.


I fell asleep with his warm body huddled close.  I knew he
worshipped me, his own personal goddess.  It was wrong, insane.  Too late.  I
needed his love so badly.  Julian gave him to me.  He was mine.


I held out almost three whole nights without feeding.  Lucas
came to me each night, trying to comfort me, offering himself.  I ordered him
away repeatedly, but he wouldn’t listen.  The little bastard came to me in the
early morning, hand hidden behind his back, but I could smell the enticing
aroma of life in the air.  He had cut the tip of his finger.


“Here, Michelle, you can have it.  It’s okay.  I want you to
have it.”


Something flipped in my mind, a switch I didn’t know existed. 
All rational thought wiped away in a second.  I lived for the blood, solely for
the blood.  Nothing else mattered.  I took his offer and latched tightly onto
his thin, little neck.


He squirmed and cried out in my squeezing embrace, and then
stilled as my venom worked its magic.  I had just enough presence of mind to
let go before I killed him.  But it was one of the hardest things I had ever done. 
I wanted to suck his body dry and shred his flesh to clean the last drops.  I
wanted to, but I didn’t.


“Je t’aime,
Michelle.”  He proclaimed his love for me over and over and over.  I had
drugged the boy to the point he couldn’t even stand.  I carried him to bed.


I lamented the life I had stolen from him.  I had hooked him
in one prolonged bite.  My very own bloodslave.  I cradled his body close as he
slept with a happy little boy smile.  I brushed his grimy hair off his
forehead, committing his face to memory.  I loved that boy.


I began feeding from him intermittently, but never enough to
satisfy his need for me.  The boy harassed me constantly.  “One more bite,
Michelle.  Just for a few seconds.  A small bite, Michelle.  I need one more.”


It was a never-ending demand.  I feared hurting him.  He
weighed nothing, malnourished, thin and pale.  But he kept begging.  I began
biting him without feeding, just holding him with my teeth in his skin.  I fought
every instinct I had to avoid taking too much of his precious blood.


The boy became a permanent fixture at my side, holding my
hand, sitting in my lap, hugging me, brushing my hair, rubbing my feet and
shoulders.  He started sleeping in my embrace through most of the day to stay
awake with me through the night.  The only time Lucas left my side was those
moments when Julian demanded I attend him.  And then Lucas returned
immediately, always washing my wounds with a wet cloth.  He understood I healed
without a scar in a matter of hours, but he always cried when Julian hurt me.


“Why do you let him?  Do you like it?”


I didn’t like this question.  I didn’t like the answer that
came to mind.  In some ways I enjoyed Julian’s attentions.  I found Julian’s
raw power and domination exhilarating, and the wondrous joy of synchronous
bites could not be denied.


“Do not concern yourself.  Julian is the Maître, always.”


After two months, Lucas noticed the women who came and went
from the house.  Few of them survived more than a few weeks.  I could see the
fear in his eyes.  He didn’t want to die.  But he refused to leave.  I truly
owned him, heart and soul.  He would do anything I asked, but he would not
leave.


His need for me became progressively worse.  It hurt him
terribly to wait for me to wake up.  I awoke to his pleas, shaking me, begging
to be bitten.  I accommodated him immediately, but I didn’t know what to do for
him while I slept.  Then one night I woke to his bloody wrist in my mouth.  He
had cut himself and shoved his hand in my mouth.


I could barely stop the bleeding to stitch him up.  I
scolded him, but I couldn’t stay angry.  This life was too much for him.


Julian found me wrapping Lucas’s wrist in a bandage.  “You
did quite well with this one.  I have never seen them live this long. 
Remarkable.”  His face held a mirthless grin, a hyena smiling at death.


I knew what had to be done.


I bathed Lucas with fragrant soap and held him tight all
night long, whispering my love in his ears, pouring affection on him for
hours.  He was in heaven.  I bit him over and over and over.  He loved me till
the moment his heart stopped, as did I love him.  It was a far better end than
he would have faced on the streets of Paris as a beggar.  That’s what I told
myself, repeatedly.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 13


 


Amidst these wretched times, another evil shadowed my
beloved Paris.  It would prove to be the most sinister act of oppression in the
history of mankind – the German persecution of the Jews.  The Boche had already
consumed all the wheat, flour, potatoes, baked goods, petrol, cars, livestock,
and young fit Frenchmen, but then they targeted the Jews and foreign nationals. 
It began early in the occupation, a few months after the invasion.  The streets
buzzed with news of new law.  Jews were now excluded from politics, civil
service, judiciary, military, schools, and all forms of media – journalism,
film, and radio.


“What do they expect them to do?  Clean toilets?  Wipe
German asses for a living?”  I asked Julian, but he didn’t care.  He rarely
concerned himself with anything that did not directly affect him.


Days later came more news about Jews.  They were restricted
to live only in their village or neighborhood of residence and forced to
register their presence.  They had to wear a clearly visible patch identifying
them for all to see, the yellow Star of David.  Landlords across the city began
to evict them.  It suddenly became very unpopular to be Jewish.


I never cared about the Jews before.  They were God-fearing people
like everyone else.  What was the big deal?  So what if they were bankers.  I
didn’t understand.


June, 1941.  Word spread like wildfire – Hitler had turned
on Russia, breaking the Hitler-Stalin pact.  Massive troop movements poured out
of the city.  In a matter of weeks the German soldiers were gone, patrols
reduced to the bare minimum.  The French communists who once praised Hitler and
preached tolerance of the German occupation were now grumbling on the street
corners and blowing up the Nazi cars with home-made bombs.  It suddenly became
very unpopular to be a communist, more so than ever before.


August 1941, the news came over the radio that all foreign
nationals – especially Soviets, Lithuanians, Estonians, and Latvians – had to
register like Jews.  Curfews were enacted city-wide.  It suddenly became very
unpopular to be of Eastern European descent.


I began to suspect that the rumors were true, Hitler was
insane.  How do you predict the actions of a madman?


When I could no longer stand the repression of the Boche,
had reached the limits of my ability to restrain my hate and aggression, I
begged Julian to give me an outlet.  “S’il
vous plait Maître
I must go out and hunt.  Will you give me permission?  I am ever your faithful
servant, Maître, do
you trust me?”


He looked at me, trying to gauge whether or not I lied.


I pressed my case.  “There are less soldiers now.  The
patrols are mostly flics.”  French cops.  I advanced on
him, flexing my lethal claws anxiously.  “I need to kill.  I long to feel their
death in my hands.  They must pay with their lives.”


He stepped back out of reach.  “We wait and see.  We will go
out together.”  I smiled in anticipation.  “But no hunting.  We will watch,
nothing more!”


It was a start.


We spent a month roaming the city, slinking through the
shadows and back alleys, evading the flics.  There were few Germans to
be found.  They had battalions of French traitors to do their work.  I learned
to track the Boche by their scent – sausages, sauerkraut, and tobacco.  They
did not smell like Frenchmen.


July 1942, we heard news.  The Nazis were deporting Jews and
foreigners to some secret place, never to be seen again.  This
time, Julian could not deny my arguments.  “Le plus on leur bais le cul, le plus ils
nous chient sur la tête.”  The more you kiss
their ass, the more they shit on your head.


“Je m’en
fous.”  Fuck it.  “C’est la fin des haricots!”  I have had enough.  He shrugged and that was it.  The horrid
news had tipped the scale in my favor.


He gave me permission to hunt.  Alone.


“Do not get caught.  If you are caught, I will not save
you.”


I never expected he would.  “I will kill them all or die
trying.”


He watched me closely, evaluating how dangerous I might be
to him, but he knew I served his every command.  He had grown to trust me.


My very first night out alone, I visited the mansion.  I
found my father’s house furnished but vacant.  I wondered what became of him
and Agnes.  I made a point to pass through the neighborhood at least once a
week.  Each time I passed, the house was dark, unoccupied, much the same as my
empty life.  I had become something wholly different and immeasurably wicked
compared to the woman I once was.


For the first time since Julian claimed me, I accepted the
constraints of this life.  I loved my freedom, the adrenaline rush of the hunt,
slinking across the rooftops, scenting out my prey.  They were recognizable by
smell alone – gunmetal, starched uniforms, foreign cigarettes, overpowering aftershave,
foot powder, and the distinctive body odors from their strange diet.  I focused
all my hatred, all my frustration, every ounce of aggression into the hunt of
the Boche vultures.  Though I was brutal, merciless, I always felt better
afterwards.  In a world of constant repression and domination, these few
moments were my small rebellion.


I truly enjoyed the excursions when I encountered Gestapo
officials, a rare find.  The Gestapo Nazis were a subspecies of German evil
responsible for unspeakable horrors committed against my countrymen.  I could
almost pick them out by the darkness of their auras.  I took great pleasure in
the mutilation and slaughter of these men.  They died painfully.


On one occasion I brought one home, a fortyish blond-haired,
blue-eyed Aryan.  He confessed to no less than seventeen murders during the two
nights I let him live.  Seventeen French men and women died after he tortured
them for information.  He also admitted the Jews and foreigners had been taken
to concentration camps at Auschwitz.  After I broke his legs he screamed the
truth, he suspected they were killing people in the camps.  I grew tired of his
noise and disemboweled him.  The soft belly is the most vulnerable area, no
bones to protect all those fleshy organs.  I had learned this in the streets –
men cannot fire their guns when their intestines are falling out.


Julian watched me closely.  I sensed his concern.  But he
was also proud, like a man with an attack dog on a leash.  He held a small fear
his dog might turn on him, but mostly he enjoyed my brutality.  His dog always
obeyed its master.


 


* * * *


 


In tracking the Germans, I learned there were certain areas
of the city more heavily targeted for persecution by the Nazis – the Jewish
neighborhoods.  I focused on these areas for hunting.  As I slaughtered the Boche,
I justified my acts with the idea I could somehow make a difference.  I was a résistance of one, but I
killed many.


My rationalizations were soon shattered.


One night I arrived at one of the seedier Jewish ghettos,
the Maraise.  I crouched on the rooftops and listened to people shuttered tight
inside their tiny apartments arguing.  The women and children cried, because the
Nazis had deported one hundred sixty-five Jewish students from the school. 
People whispered rumors that these deportations were not to work camps.  The
filthy Boche had sent their children to death camps.  Few believed the rumors, such
crimes were surely too monstrous to be true.  But I knew the children would not
return.  


My rebellion saved no one.  I had achieved my vengeance
while satisfying my hunger.


I watched from the rooftops as officials raided the Maraise,
rousting Jews from their homes to be hauled out into trucks.  I had heard of
this, but never seen it.  I found the truth staggering.  It was not Germans,
but their Vichy lapdogs.  I struggled to accept the evidence of this treachery
– French aiding the Boche against their own countrymen.


It made me sick to my stomach.  I snuck into one of the
buildings.  I felt an overpowering need to do something, anything.  As I
silently snapped the neck of a filthy traitor, I was confronted by a terrified
little old man.  He wore the patch on his coat, the yellow Star of David.  He
had been hiding behind a false wall panel, watching my stealthy retribution.


“You must not fight them!  It’s only worse when you fight
them.  Violence begets violence!  They will kill us all for your résistance!”  He spat out the
last word in contempt.  Disgusting résistance.


His reaction was common among the Jews and many others in
Paris.  I smiled at him, my heart aching with sadness.  “It matters not.  I
cannot change your fate, Monsieur.  I am sorry, but that is not why I am here.”


“Then why are you doing this?  We all pay the price for your
foolishness!”  He was genuinely upset that I had killed this man of authority.


“You poor thing.  You wear the mark.”  I pointed at his
yellow star.  “Have you not heard?  Hitler will kill you all if he has his
way.  There is little I can do for you.”  I wished I could do more.


“Then why are you doing this?”  He pleaded with me.


“I am only here for my pound of flesh.”  I smiled with all
my teeth and he finally saw me for what I was.  A killer.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 14


 


June 6th, 1944.  After four years of hell, degradation,
suffering, and death at the hands of the Nazis, Allied forces invaded the shores
of Normandy.


The beginning of the end.


“En fin,”
was the collective sigh of an entire nation as the Allies flooded our shores
and beat the Germans back from west to east.  They gained ground incrementally
day by day.  I hummed with excitement.  The whole city felt the turning of the
tide.  We just had to wait a little longer.  Even Julian smiled at the news. 
He rarely left the townhouse, preferring to pass his time with the bloodslaves.


In one of my many forays into the city, I happened upon the
Mansion, lit from within.  I stopped to investigate.  I saw him, my father,
through an upper floor window.  Alive and well, though slightly gaunt, his hair
had begun to grey at the temples.  The light shone brightly in Père’s eyes as he
sat at his desk in the massive study lined with bookshelves.  I wanted so badly
to go to him.


But what would I say?  How could I explain my absence for
the past four years?  How could I explain the clothes I wore – the wrappings of
a whore, my hunting outfit?  My courage fled.


I passed the Mansion each night thereafter, and found him
frequently.  I wondered of the Château and the vineyards and Tante Agnes. 
Suffering my questions in silence, I sat across the street and watched him for
hours.


I now hunted with a smile.  The Germans moved with fear and
uncertainty in their stride, the knowledge of their impending doom written on
their faces.  Gone was the pompous arrogance of entitlement and dominance that
had characterized their reign.


The nightly news of the advancing Allied forces strengthened
my confidence.  I resolved to visit Père.  He appeared to be living in the
Mansion now.  My head filled with visions of Paris before the war, a time when
I could visit my family as though nothing had ever happened.  Pure fantasy, but
it held my courage as I walked right in the front door of the Mansion.


“Ah la
vache!”  He gasped, the color draining from his face.  “Where have
you been?  Is it really you?”  He embraced me, eyes shining with tears.


His joy rendered me speechless.  I couldn’t ruin the moment
with lies.  I clutched him to me, feeling his wonderful warmth, absorbing the
unconditional love I had gone so long without.  He held me tightly, kissing my
cheeks, just like I remembered him.


“I have spent countless hours and much money investigating rumors
you were still alive.  They told me to give up, to move on.  But there were
people who had seen you as recently as last winter.  I knew you were still
alive.  I knew it.”  He stroked my hair, reassuring himself I was real.


“But I didn’t believe the lies.  One woman said you were a
prostitute.”  He shook his head.  “It matters not, we are together.  All is right
in the world.  The Allies will be here soon to help the résistance.  Paris will be
ours again.”


“Oui,
I love you, Père, I have always loved you.  That will never change.”


He started to look at me closely, really looked at me.  Suspicion
flared in his aura.  “Why, Michelle?  Why have you not contacted me?  Where
have you been?”


“In time I will explain.  It’s difficult right now.  Please
be patient with me, Père.”  I pressed him close, hiding from his gaze,
relishing his warm arms around me.  He seemed happy to just hold me.  “And what
of Agnes?  How is she?  How are things at the Château?”


He pushed me back to stare at me, face-to-face.  He looked
stricken.  I saw the answer in his eyes.  “You did not know?  She’s gone. 
There was an accident on the way to Orleans.  I sent word to you.  I wrote many
times.”


I looked away.  So much loss and pain.  My world could never
recapture my past.  Julian would not allow it.  Père saw my tears of blood, the
red stripes down my face.


“Zut alors! 
What’s wrong with you?  Are you hurt?”


I wiped my face away quickly, remembering myself.  The
moment I longed for could never be.  I had to leave.  I did not belong in this
place.  I did not deserve Père’s love and attention.


“I did not know.  We were to meet in Orleans, but the trains
were down …”


“Oui mon
amour.  I spoke with Jean-Luc, he explained.”  He looked in my eyes,
and I felt his fascination with me.  My gaze enraptured him.  “If you had
received my letters you would know I sold the Château a year ago.  I couldn’t
bear to continue the work of the vineyards knowing you were missing.”  He spoke
in a monotone, belying the depth of his enchantment.  I stepped back and he
stepped forward, following me.


“Listen, Père, I cannot stay.  I am well.  I have been here
all along.  You need not concern yourself.  You understand?”


He nodded.  “Oui. 
Everything is fine now that you’re here.  You can stay with me.  Everything is
fine.  This will be your home now.”


“Non. 
I cannot be here with you.  I will visit, but I cannot live here, Père.”  I
stepped back and he stepped forward, tracking my every move.  “I cannot explain
now, but I promise I will return when I can.  We are together again.”  I could
barely utter the lie.  It rang false in my own ears.


He looked confused.  My force of will couldn’t break through
his powerful love for me, for the woman I once was, his daughter.  “Nonsense,
you stay with me.  You belong in my home.”  He reached for me.


“What a beautiful thing.  Father and daughter reunited.”


Julian’s voice froze my heart cold.  I spun around out of Père’s
grasp. My master stood in the doorway to the study.  He had that look, his
dreamy hungry look that always preceded violence.


“Merde!” 
I hadn’t heard him ascend the stairs.  But I knew what brought him here.  He
had felt my elation at holding my father once again.  I let slip my iron
control on my emotions, and I feared the mistake would cost me dearly.  I threw
up my mental barricade, sealing my mind tightly.


“He knows nothing.  He’s harmless.  Please let him be.  I
beg you.  I am just visiting.  He thought I was dead.”  I blabbered on,
throwing useless words at an implacable creature.


He stepped up and caressed my cheek, a look of resignation
in his eyes.  “Why ma chérie?
Why have you disposed of his illusions?  To him you were dead, as you are
to all but me.  There can be no life with them.  They are cattle.”


His eyes reflected the truth.  His intentions flowed across
our psychic bond.  Jacques de Mornac presented a problem.  Julian dispatched
all potential problems without pause.


I could kill him.  I could kill him before he kills my
father.


Then Père stepped in.  “What is all this?  She is my daughter! 
You have no right!”  Walking to his desk, he pulled out the drawer and withdrew
a revolver.


The scent of metallic gun oil permeated the air.


Julian snarled. <KILL HIM.>


I gasped as I attacked the father I loved beyond measure.  I
could not disobey Julian’s command.  My hands moved of their own wicked
volition.  In less than a second, I slashed Père’s throat wide open, my razor
claws tipped red in his blood.


Père stared at me unwittingly.  His mouth moved, but he
couldn’t speak.  He choked on his blood in a futile gasp for breath.  His eyes
filled with confusion and accusation.


My traitorous, bloody hands covered my mouth in horror.  My
blood-covered hands, forever stained with the blood of my father.


His knees buckled and he collapsed.  “Non, non, non!”  Screaming in
denial, I caught him as he fell to the floor.  “S'il vous plait Dieu me pardonne.”  Oh please God, forgive me.


His eyes found mine.  His gaze held such a deep well of hurt
and betrayal.  His mouth opened again in a speechless accusation.  My vision
turned crimson as I blinked away tears.


Wailing, howling, keening, I cradled him in my arms as the
emerald spark in his eyes winked out.  Like all the men before him who had died
by my hands, he stared off into nothingness.  Something inside me broke, my
last scrap of hope and humanity shattered.  I had maintained sanity through
four years of hell, but I lost it in that instant.  For Julian, forcing me to kill
my father was simply another lesson I had to learn.


Without thought of self-preservation or consequence, I laid
my father’s body on the floor and turned on my master.


Vaulting into the air, I landed with my feet on Julian’s
chest and my hands sliced down under his jaw.  Whip fast, I buried razor sharp
claws into the base of his throat.  With strength fueled from madness, my
powerful hands gripped his spine.  Jerk, snap, and a leaping twist through the
air separated his head clean from his body.


His disembodied head bounced off the wall and hardwood
floors of the study, a look of fear and surprise painted on his face forever
more.  I had moved so fast, so unexpectedly, all Julian’s strength and power of
compulsion made no difference.  He never had a chance.  Speed and the element
of surprise was all I had ever needed.  A lesson learned too late for my
father.


Life bled out of Julian in seconds, and with it, the psychic
backlash of his death slammed through our bond and smashed my mind to pieces in
a blinding flash of agony.  All the deeply-rooted connections that governed my
life for four years were torn asunder.


I floated in the quagmire of my broken mind, nothing and no
one to latch onto.  Nothing but pure sorrow, grief, and pain.  I staggered out
into the night, blinded by the hammering in my skull.  Hunger, agony, the
scents of prey all around me, but the pain blotted out my capacity to hunt.  Instinct
took hold.  Daylight was coming.  Need to hide.  I found an abandoned building
with a basement, and hid in the darkest, deepest corner.


I had become a wild thing, feral, a simple predator. 
Michelle was no more.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 15


 


I awoke to a dull throb in my head, and sickness in my soul. 
Loss, pain, loneliness.  I had nothing, no one, and no direction.  If not for
the need to feed, I would stay there in the darkness, wrapped in a ball,
shivering, alone.  My hunger drove me out into a world in which I had no place.


I roamed the streets, slinking through shadows, a wraith on
the rooftops.  And then I smelled them: sauerkraut, sausages, cigarettes, the
acrid scents of their sweaty bodies.  I heard the strange barking and yapping,
loud outbursts of foreign language.  Germans speaking German.


The enemy.


Hated, despised, they had no right to be here.  They do not
belong.  Usurpers.  Thieves.  They must all die.  Kill them all, every last one
of them, and bathe in their blood.


I stalked a group of soldiers loading into troop transport
trucks.  Two of them walked away from the group.  I snatched out their throats,
and dragged their twitching bodies into the alley to drain them both.


Scaling the wall to the rooftop, I moved in on the men, a
group of twenty or more.  Seated in the back of the truck, they drove away. 
They could not escape me.  I was too strong, too fast, too hungry, and very
angry.  They didn’t deserve to live.  They didn’t deserve to breed and make
more of their hated scents.  I followed them.


My hate gave me purpose, direction, motivation.  I existed
to hunt them down.  They drove on and on.  I followed from the rooftops, from
the streets nearby and later from the rolling hills of the countryside.  I
maintained pace with them.  Their machine was not fast enough to escape my
wrath.


I pursued them over hills and through the small towns of the
coastline, almost to the point of sunrise.  The sun interrupted my hunt, and
the countryside offered nowhere to hide and sleep.  I did the only thing I
could.  I frantically dug a hole in the ground and buried myself.  I hoped the
shade of the forest would offer some additional protection.  I fell asleep, seething
with hate.  The damned sun had let them escape.  But I vowed I would find them
again in the night.


Crawling from my hole at sunset, I set off in the direction
of the long-gone troop transport.  I followed the road they traveled.  I soon
reached a small village where a group of five German soldiers camped at an old stone
and timber bridge, barely wide enough for a single car to pass.  I slipped in
without a sound and slaughtered three of them before the other two knew I was
there.  One rattled off a burst of shots from his rifle before I sliced his
neck open.  I moved so fast, the bullets whizzed past through the air, missing
me by a hair’s width.  The last of them screamed as I disemboweled him.  I
stood and watched with a grin as he died slowly, crying and barking in his
foreign language.


And then I feasted.


I moved on, following the same road in the same direction. 
Somewhere down the road a whole truck full of Germans awaited me.  I traveled again
until just before sunrise.  This time I hid in a wine cellar below an abandoned
country home on the outskirts of another village.


I woke the next night to gunfire and explosions.  A battle
raged in the village.  I smelled it on the wind as I scrambled to the rooftops,
adrenaline, fear, blood, death, sulfur and acrid gun smoke.  Germans.  And Others. 
Other men who smelled different, but bled the same.


I slinked across the rooftops building to building, working
my way to the battlefront.  I found a dozen Germans fighting a smaller group of
Others.  Four German soldiers circled around the building to strike from behind. 
The battle would soon be decided.  I patiently waited my turn.


I watched an olive-skinned, dark-haired man in green clothing
and helmet.  He fired his weapon and ran back behind the corner.  He tossed a
few grenades and backed up some more, repeatedly called out to his troop, “Retreat!”


It was too late.


The Others were caught in the pincer of the two attacking German
forces.  The man evaded the battle, but his entire troop died in the crossfire. 
The man escaped, alone.


I watched and waited.  Four German soldiers entered the
building under my feet, looking for more to kill.  Always killing, taking what
is not theirs, they do not belong here.  I went down to meet them.


After killing this small group, I walked out into the night
to find more.  They milled together, smoking cigarettes stolen from the dead,
barking and yapping at each other.  I walked right up to them.  They gestured,
inviting me over.  One man took off his jacket and snickered to his comrades as
he approached me.


He died first.


In a blur of furious claws and teeth I slaughtered the rest
of them.  Eight soldiers lay screaming, twitching and dying.


I feasted.


It began to rain, washing away the filth and blood from my
face and hands.  In the summer heat the rain brought a cool, cleansing feeling,
a lifting of my spirits.  I thought to find the olive-skinned man.  He was not from
this place, but he fought the Germans I hated so much.  Very interesting.


I found him an hour later, hiding behind a three foot wall
of brick and mortar.  I watched him from the rooftop as he lay there, unaware
he’d been found.  There were no other scents on the wind, no guns, no troops,
just this one hiding.  I slipped off the side of the building and landed ten
feet from him.


“Holy shit!  Get down!  What are you doing?”  He shuffled
back, startled, dragging his rifle with him.


I advanced, his fear held a powerful attraction.  They
always tasted sweeter with fear.  Then I heard the sound of a rifle shot behind
me, and tried to dodge.  Something slammed into the side of my head and all
faded to black.


 


* * * *


 


I smelled the musty scents of concrete walls and packed
earth, a basement.  He sat next to me in the dark, wiping the blood from my
head.  I watched him and knew he couldn’t see my eyes had opened.


He wiped my head and neck with a wet washcloth.  “Fuckin’
snipers.  You gotta watch for ‘em.  They hide out up in the buildings and
wait.  You just never know.  Couldn’t you see I was keepin’ down?  They’re
nasty buggers.”  


Jabbering on in his foreign language, he seemed to be
talking more to himself than me.  I didn’t understand a word of it.


“What the hell are you doing, Aldocino?  Whole damn troop’s
dead, what are you doing?  Should be out there.”


He rinsed out the cloth in a basin of water and continued
gently washing my face and neck.  My head pounded, but the pain was receding,
the wound sealing, healing.  It must have been a close shave.


This man fascinated me.  His strong, warm hands washed me
with such care as he talked to himself.  He smelled different, he sounded
different, and like me, he was alone in this world.


“Damn Krauts.  What the hell do they want with France
anyway?  What the hell am I doing here?  If Pops could see me now, Corporal
Joseph Aldocino, hiding in a basement with a sweet little Frenchy who’s
probably gonna die on me.”


His fingers brushed across the wound on the side of my head. 
“You are one lucky girl.”  He shook his head.  “This place ain’t nothin’ but
death.”


His warm hands moved lower to clean the blood from my chest
and breasts, lingering there with a soft touch.  He made me hungry, yearning
for more.


“Holy shit!”  He started as I grabbed his hand.  “Damn!  I
thought you was dying for sure.”


He peered through the darkness, trying to see me better.  I
wrapped around him, pulling him tight into an embrace as I bit down and tasted
his warm blood.  He didn’t fight.


He held on, whispering assurances, as if I was the one who
should be afraid.  “It’s gonna be alright, honey.  Don’t you worry none.”


He soothed me with his hands on my back and shoulders, and
his smooth voice.  I liked this man, he was nice.  I had not known many nice men. 
I decided to keep him.


He quickly succumbed to my bite, and I fed deeply, but not
enough to hurt him.  I remembered my nights with the bloodslaves, the control I
had acquired.


“Damn girl!  Darlin’, I don’t know what you done, but it
sure felt good.”


He had a lazy, drugged smile, his hand rubbed his crotch.  I
recognized the smile of a bloodslave.  I had claimed him for my own,
permanently.


“Don’t suppose you speak any English?  Eeenglish?”


I smiled and licked his blood off my lips.


“I ain’t lucky ‘nough to find me a Frenchy I can talk to.” 
He shook his head.


I shook my head.


“Get all that blood off your face and you sure are a pretty
little thing.”  He wiped the tip of my nose with his washcloth.  I wanted his
hands on me again, to touch me softly, with kindness.


“Here.  Let’s get some rest.  Them Krauts ain’t gonna find
us down here.”


He pulled me close and wrapped his arms tightly around me. 
It was a loving, protective embrace.  I loved my new pet, so warm, so kind.  I
loved his smile, his scent, and his aura.  I knew he was a good man, and I
would never let him go.


I watched him sleep, and stroked his olive-skinned face, his
dark eyebrows.  I loved the strange scent of his skin, and the taste of his
blood, a slightly foreign flavor.  I stayed in his arms, watching him sleep,
until I slept with the rising sun.


 


* * * *


 


I awoke alone.  His scent lingered on my arms, and I
followed it up the stairs and into the house.  The grinding clank of a tank
drifted through the broken window.  More Germans.  My pet had gone out to meet
them.


I tracked him.


Through the streets and alleys, through broken buildings
half-standing, and into the scene of the battle, I tracked him.  I scaled to
the roof of a three-story building to survey the battle.


The Germans had arrayed themselves on both sides of the
street.  Their tank rolled down the center, blasting away at the Others farther
down the street.  They fell in behind the tank, using its advance to cover
their own.  And then a small grenade flew out the window of a nearby building
and landed in the center of the men.  The explosion blasted them all away from
the tank.  Several Germans went down, but more survived and fired on the window
with their rifles.


I felt him then, his anxiety.  He ran away.  My crafty pet. 
Across the rooftops, I tracked him out the other side of the building, and down
the street.


I heard the explosions and yells of battle.  And then I
smelled them on the wind.  The Others had swarmed over the Germans who ran in
retreat.


I continued stalking my pet, but then the Germans fled in
the same direction on foot.  Leaping and bounding, I raced across the roof as
fast as possible to overtake him, my Joseph.  He could not see me, or the trap
that lay in wait.


From on high I saw the filthy Boche scattered across both sides
of the road, a classic ambush.  My pet would be cut down in moments.  I tensed,
ready to pounce, but he sensed something wrong and ducked down low next to a
pile of broken rubble.  He didn’t move, didn’t make a sound.  My clever pet.  I
heard his racing heart beat as he realized his predicament.


I paced across the rooftops, watching as the retreating
Germans unwittingly advanced on my pet.  He would be discovered at any moment. 
I watched as they moved in, and those farther down the street crept forward,
both groups positioned to converge on my pet.  My olive-skinned man checked his
rifle cartridge and his pistol, and then checked his bayonet.


He was preparing to fight.


I leapt up high into the air, spinning and twisting for
proper alignment.  Like an angel of death fallen from the heavens, I descended
upon them, slicing through all that juicy flesh and organs.  Deadly silent, I
cut through two of them as I touched down.  Across, back and forth, up-down and
at all angles, I slashed, cut, rent, and tore their feeble flesh to shreds. 
Sprays of blood and viscera flew in my wake while their screams echoed off the
barren streets as I danced my pirouette of death.


The Germans farther down stood up in plain view, no longer
hidden behind their barricades.  They stared in horror and fascination, barking
exclamations and curses, fingers pointing at me. 


“Valkyrie!  Valkyrie!”  Some of them called to one another
in fear.  Some were brave enough to shoot.


They raised their guns to fire, and I knew I would have to
run, there were too many.  A bellow of rage cut through the night and my pet
flew from his hiding spot and charged into the center of ten men.  His rifle
never stopped firing, and he never stopped moving until he ran straight through
a German officer’s chest with his bayonet.


My courageous pet.


In a flash I fought beside him, slicing through all within
reach to keep my pet safe.  Spinning, slashing, I tried to carve a path to
safety through German flesh.  Bullets whizzed past my head, firing from all
sides.  One burned across my shoulder, just a slight tear.  Screaming in rage,
I cut through more of them.


My pet fought with one of them, wrestling to take the rifle
from his hands.  I snatched the man’s throat out in my razor grip, only to be
shot in the back by another filthy Boche while distracted.  Staggering in
agony, I turned to attack, but my pet had already shot him in the head.


My wonderful pet.


I set aside the pain and focused all four years of my hatred
on the enemy.  We killed them all, together, side by side.  The last one tried
to run, screaming “Valkyrie” at the top of his lungs.  I caught up to him
quickly and put an end to his screams.


My pet walked up to stand at my side.  His aura swirled with
apprehension, awe, fear, and respect.  He nodded his head in acknowledgement
for saving his life.


“Woman … you’re some kinda wicked.”  Breathing heavily, he
rubbed a shaking hand over his stubbly jaw.  “But I’ll take the devil I know
over them damn Krauts any day of the week.”


I embraced him, smelling the wonderful scent of his tanned
flesh.  He held me, two lost souls comforting each other in a world of death. 
He picked me up into his warm arms, and I wrapped my legs around him.  I wanted
him, as a pet, and as a man.  He held onto my thighs and carried me in his arms
as he walked.


“Got some good ole American boys over there.  They ain’t
gonna believe this shit.  No siree, Frenchy, ain’t gonna believe a word of it.”


I saw it then, at a fourth floor window at the end of the
block.  The moonlight gleamed off the shiny black barrel of a sniper rifle.  I
pulled down hard and fast, trying to get out of the way.  The shot echoed down
the street as the bullet cut through my right side and straight into the chest
of my brave pet.


We both fell to the ground.  I lay on him, gritting my teeth
and growling through the agony of my gunshot wounds.  I lay there in his arms,
mewling in pain as I listened to his heartbeat falter.  


“I’m sorry, baby …”  His heart stopped.


Burying my head in his chest, I wailed and howled in pain
and grief.  So unfair.  I had no one in this world, no one to love me, no one
to be kind and smile and stroke me with his warm hands.  I looked over my
shoulder to see the bastard Boche still there, his rifle perched on the window
sill.


Grief transmuted to rage, and I launched up.  Though it hurt
to breathe, to even move, I ran.  My rage overcame the pain.  I ran to the end
of the street in a growling blur to leap high into the air and land at his
window sill.  In two pain-filled seconds I scrabbled over the lip of the sill
and tore through his jugular vein, emptying his body of every last ounce he
could give.


A life for a life.


The only form of justice I knew.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 16


 


I wandered through the village and out into the countryside,
a ship adrift at sea without sail or rudder.  I stumbled through the night, in
pain, exhausted.  My grief and injuries made me careless.  I barely noticed
when I wandered into the midst of four wolves.


Their presence startled me.  Le Loup.  France hunted them to
extinction years ago, yet here they stood, an entire pack.  Their pelts black
as a moonless night, their amber yellow eyes fixed on me.  They stood higher
than my waist, fully-grown adult wolves.  By the time I understood my
situation, they had flanked me from all sides.  Teeth bared in menace, they
slinked in a step at a time, growling.  I sensed their hunger.  They smelled
blood.


For a moment my grieving heart considered resigning myself
to this fate, allow the wolves their feast, give up the good fight.  This life
was too painful, too unfair, too lonely.  Why fight?  This was my one chance to
die.  I surely wouldn’t survive their appetites.


At the last second my feral predatory mind asserted firmly. 
You will not die.  A killer instinct to survive filled me with the
resolve to fight to the bitter end.


I hissed, claws splayed out wide at the ready, jaw unhinged
displaying a mouthful of teeth.  They attacked with impeccable timing,
coordinated far better than any army of men, biting and gnashing in concert.  I
spun, twirled, slashed, bit, raked and clawed, a whirlwind of death lacerating
anything within reach.  It was over in minutes, three wolves downed and the
remaining bitch limped off out of striking distance, yelping in pain.  I had
bone-deep cuts and gashes.  Blood streamed down my arms and legs where they had
done their worst.


But I was still standing.


I staggered into a nearby stream, swollen by the July
rains.  Slugging forward through the water, the bottom of the stream suddenly
dropped out.  The strong grip of the current pulled me down into the black
water.


 


* * * *


 


I woke to the sound of a man whistling lightly.  My heart
skipped a beat.  Julian?  Maitre? 
I lifted my head cautiously.  I was bundled in blood-soaked linen under a coarse
woolen blanket.  I lay on a cot, inside what seemed to be a cave of sorts, an
earthen dugout about thirty feet long.  A gas lamp hissed nearby, its flame
dancing in the slight breeze that wafted past the entrance to the cave.


I found the whistler just the other side of the bushes,
leaned over an open fire, cooking.  The shirtless man was a mountain, shoulders
at least three foot wide.  When he stood up he towered well over seven feet.  I
smelled the fish he cooked, but even more, this huge man with a heart as big as
my head and a massive body full of blood.  He had to weigh over three hundred
pounds, all solid muscle.


Standing in the cool night air, my nipples hardened.  I had
found my perfect pet.  Surely he could withstand regular feedings, he was so
big.  I stepped out from the cave completely nude.  He must have removed my
shredded dress.


I walked right up to him and slid my hand over his warm
blood-filled shoulder.  I loved the feel of all that meaty muscle flexing under
my fingers.  I almost sunk a bite into him right there, but he spoke first.


“My name is Arnaud Vasilis.  And you?”  I didn’t make a
sound.  “Well, have you nothing to say for yourself?”


He waited for my answer.  “Are you hungry?”  He glanced at
me from the corner of his eye, seemingly embarrassed by my nudity.


“Oui.”
 I was very hungry, but not for fish.


He tried to move away as I moved in, but I grabbed his big
meaty hand.  He turned to look at me, really look at me.  I saw the surprise in
his eyes.  He had recognized me for something more than a simple woman.  “Tu êtes un phénomène.”  You
are a freak.


I answered by sliding up to his chest and running my fingers
over his bulging pecs.  His nipples contracted under my fingers.


He ran his hands over my shoulders and arms, in awe of my
smooth, unmarred skin.  No sign or evidence of my numerous injuries.  “You were
a right mess, girl.  I cannot believe you are standing here.  Looked like
somebody tried to have you for dinner.”  He had a strange accent.


Fascinated with his big, meaty muscles, I licked his breast,
and watched his nipple form a tight little pebble.  Nice and salty.


He groaned as his erection pressed against my belly. “You
are asking for something you may not be ready for.”


I smiled, a mouthful of sharp teeth.  I was ready.


He backed away, a look of alarm on his face.  I grabbed onto
his chest, wrapping my arms and legs around this trunk of warm meat.  I
couldn’t wait another second.  Climbing up his torso, I bit down on his massive
neck, and loved it.  He was so healthy.  His strong heart flooded my
mouth with glorious flavor.


“Hey!”


He reacted instantly, tossing me right off him.  I tumbled
into the bushes and rolled across the ground to come up in an attack crouch,
growling low.  This mountain of a man knew fear.  I watched it dart through his
aura.  He knew I was dangerous.  He turned to run.  Silly man.


I launched at him, tackling him low.  I lifted his three
hundred plus pounds off his feet, twisted mid-air, and slammed him down onto
his back.  Lying on his chest, I snapped my teeth in his face, enjoying the
flare of fear in his nostrils, the scent of his adrenaline.


He shoved me off hard with both his hands and feet. 
Airborne, I flipped around to land on all fours, hissing my challenge.


“Dieu me
sauver.”  He started praying to God.


I took him down again.  This time I didn’t hesitate.  I
latched onto him with all my strength and sunk into his meaty neck.  I didn’t
let go till he was bellowing with his release, his erection straining through
his pants.  I stroked his lovely muscles and spread my legs to rub my wet
center across the top of his cock.


The man was very large, in all ways.  I had to see it for
myself.


I freed his mammoth cock from his pants and held it in
hand.  My fingers could barely touch around it.


“Oh Lord, you will surely be the death of me.”  He watched
with trepidation as I held his manhood in my razor grip.


I leaned down and licked him once to taste the salty flavor
at the tip.  He started.  “It’s been too long, girl.  If you start this business
I won’t be able to stop.”


Though he was very large, I wanted all that warmth inside me. 
I stood over him, legs spread wide, and sat down onto the biggest cock I had
ever seen.  Grunting and grinding down, stretching to accommodate him, barely half
of it fit in me.  And then he moved, and I moved with him.


It was the first time a man had ever made love to me.  Not savage
sex, not the animalistic punishment I had received from Julian nightly.  He
made slow, sensual, languorous love to me.  Gliding, sliding, whispers and
caresses and kisses.  The man stole my breath and my heart with his careful
attentions.


I couldn’t get enough of him, and he couldn’t stop giving it
to me.  He had the stamina of a bull.  A perfect pet.


After a time he simply held me, stroking my back with his
strong warm hands.


“So you like that, do you?”  He spoke with a lazy smile as
he stroked my hair from my face.  “Can’t say as I have any complaints either.” 
His heart beat strong against my breasts.  “Sure would be nice to know who you
are, or even what you are.”


I smiled and bared my teeth to show him the truth.


“Perhaps it’s better I do not know.”  He had that fear in
his aura again.


How can such a man fear anything?  He was so formidable, so
strong.


“Yes.  Let us pretend you are just my woman, and I will be
your man.  I think I like that game.”


I popped my hips to dig in, still impaled.  He grabbed me
and rolled us over, settling his weight and cock firmly.  And I bit him again. 
He was a fountain of blood on my lips.  Could I ever drain a man so large?


He made love to me as if I was the only person on the
planet, as if there were no tomorrow.  And I knew he was the one, my perfect
pet.


 


* * * *


 


I became part of his life as he became all of mine.  He
liked to talk, and I liked to listen.


“The stupid Nazis drove me from my land.  I killed three of
them.  But I knew they would send more.  I had to leave.  All my cattle,
horses, my crops in the field.  It was the second season of the year.”  He
whittled away at a piece of wood with a knife as he spoke.


“Connards.” 
I shook my head in disgust.  I regained my speech little by little, one word
answers, then two and three words at a time.


“They are gone now, I should return to my farm.  It is still
mine.  I would take you with me.”


The Germans had been driven back farther east, and the
countryside settled into peaceful silence as the bombs and tanks chased them
towards their own land.


I grabbed his arm, shaking my head no.  Civilization would
not suit us.  We needed our privacy.  I wanted to take him to Paris, but this
place was better for us, for me.  The peace and tranquility of my life with
Arnaud affected a balm to my tortured soul.


“You are right, of course.  No one would understand what we
have.”


He read me so easily, our connection had sunk deep.  I felt
him always, his need for me.  He had an ever-present desire for my bite.  No
matter how many times I bit him, he wanted more.  It was becoming a problem
through the daylight hours.


“Mon amie,
I need your help.  I cannot take it anymore.  The pain is too much for me.”  He
reached out to caress my cheek, his finger slipping into my mouth to touch my
fangs.  “I need this while you sleep.”


I had no idea what to do for him.


“Look at me, a full grown man, descended from Vikings.  No
man can stand against the strength of these hands, and yet you bring me low,
woman.”


He brushed his pale blond curls out of his light blue eyes. 
A direct descendent of the Viking bloodlines in Norway, he had moved south to
France to take advantage of the extra farming season.  A man of the land.  He
had been surviving off the woods and stealing what he could from the local
villages for the entire four years of the occupation.


A true Viking raider in the flesh.  I loved him with all my
heart, but I hurt him daily.


He withdrew a syringe from his leather pouch by the fire. 
He had stolen it the night before from the nurse’s station.  He pointed at my
teeth.  “It hurts too much when you sleep.  Please help me.”


I glared at him, wondering what he had in mind.


“I need your venom.”  He held my jaw in his hand, squeezing
the gums, a look of concentration on his face.


I batted his hand away and growled.  “Non!”  I did not know what he
wanted, and I didn’t like it.


“Please, ma chérie,
I beg you to help me.”


Then I understood, and I knew I could do it.  Only for him
would I do it.  I snatched the cup off the table and unhinged my jaw, opening
wide, my teeth fully extended.  I held the cup there under my teeth, catching my
venom as it dripped down.


He shuddered to watch me.  He preferred to live with a
certain amount of denial.  He loved me as a woman and didn’t like to think of
the monster beneath my skin.  When I accumulated enough, he drew it into the
syringe and set it aside for the next day.


“Merci
beaucoup, mon amie.  You have saved my life.”


I couldn’t bear to look at him.  I did not save him, I simply
prolonged his condition.  In three weeks he had already lost thirty or more
pounds.


 


* * * *


 


Over two months passed as we lived our secluded, quiet
country life, oblivious to the ravages of war sweeping across Europe.  Arnaud
had lost almost a hundred pounds.  His flesh hung slack on his massive frame. 
His eyes had a sunken bruised look.  The fierce light of the Viking warrior had
dimmed to a spark in his pale blue eyes.


I no longer played wrestling games with him.  I had become
his nurse instead, tending him as his body wasted away before my eyes.  He aged
years in days, his bright blond hair taking on a greyish pallor to match his
sickly skin color.


He knew his fate, as did I.


“Mon amie,
I cannot do this anymore.  You have to end it.”


I shook my head.  “Non! 
I will not!  Non!”


I feared descending back into the darkness of grief and
feral madness I lived with before he came along.  I needed him for every moment
he could give.  His power of personality and endless good cheer mended the
broken pieces of my life.  I was selfish.


“You don’t know what it’s like!  So much death.  I cannot
stand to be alone again.”  I railed against him, and he held me tight with arms
so weak he could barely move.


“You have given me happiness few men have ever known.  But
it’s over now.  Gift me this last request.  Give me an honorable death.  Let me
die in your arms as a man.  If you love me you will do this!”


I ran from him, out into the night.  I considered the
coward’s way, to leave now.  If I left him he might survive.  I knew his need
would be great, and it could kill him, but if I stopped feeding from him he
might live.  I couldn’t stand to leave him, and I knew he would follow me.  If
he had to crawl all the way to Paris, he would follow me.


Not even Julian was so cruel.  He always killed the
bloodslaves before they deteriorated to this point.


I roamed for a time, thinking the unthinkable.  I could feed
Arnaud my blood as Julian had done with me.  I could make him what I was.  But
what right did I have to pass on Julian’s wicked disease to a kind soul like
Arnaud?  I would lose him just the same, and in his stead gain a monster.


Père had been fond of the saying, “The blood will tell.” 
And it was true.  I recalled a line Tante Agnes quoted to me from the Bible,
Leviticus 17:11, “For the life of the flesh is in the blood ... for it is the
blood that makes atonement for the soul.”


No atonement in my blood.  Mine was the wicked blood of
Julian Gautier.


I steeled myself to do what I must.  I returned to my lover. 
“I will do it.”


I removed my only dress that he had stolen for me weeks
before.  I stripped his clothes and bathed him in water warmed from the fire.


I made slow, sensual love to this wonderful man who had
stolen my heart and returned my sanity in exchange.  And then I drained him of
every last drop and he died in my embrace, smiling.


 


* * * *


 


I could not stay in the countryside.


The villages I encountered on my way to Paris were mottled with
freshly dug graves, still reeling from the devastation.  We were free again,
but at what terrible cost.


I found Paris in much the same condition as I left it.  The
fighting had been minimal there.  Various factions of the résistance had coordinated
with labor union strikes to cripple the Germans at the critical moment.


I soon gravitated back to the dark alleys and streets of the
endless Paris nightlife.  Sliding from party to party, I tried to attend balls
and other social events.  But I had to avoid the upper class elite, they all
knew each other, and some of them had met me years before.  I learned to stay
out of the limelight.  Brothels and bars met my needs perfectly, anonymously.


I practiced my ‘petit
apéritif,’ taking only a small sip, a short momentary feeding from
several donors a night.  I returned to the role of escort and prostitute out of
necessity.  These brief liaisons helped assuage the loneliness, helped me pass
the nights with a smile.  But I never connected with the men.  I never met the
same man more than twice.


I returned to the mansion to find my father’s will named me
as the sole heir to the massive house and his accounts.  I could not bear to
stay at the mansion for long.  I lived in simple apartments, occasionally a
hotel.  I liked to live with a view of the river to remind me of those golden
years with Agnes in the loft.


I had no relationships apart from the law firm that managed
my father’s estate, my inheritance.  I had little use for the money.  Men would
give me anything I wanted.  Wealthy men offered their entire fortunes if I
would stay with them.  But I did not.


The law firm changed employees, partners died, were
replaced, the firm was bought and sold twice over, and then incorporated as a banking
and trust entity.  They maintained my accounts and holdings throughout the
years.  The corporate faces changed so frequently that no one realized this
beautiful twenty-six year old woman was forty-fifty-sixty years old on paper.


I feared someone would notice eventually.  I arranged for my
own death.  Michelle de Mornac died, and her grand-daughter carrying the same
namesake inherited her wealth and the mansion.  It was relatively easy to pay
off the right officials for the paperwork.  France has always had a healthy
supply of corrupt bureaucrats.


I lived a safe, comfortable, simple but lonely life.  I
refused to make more monsters like me.  I feared creating another Julian.  I
conveniently remained solitary, unattached to the world around me.


My simple, unfettered existence changed drastically two
months ago on that fateful night I met Aaron Pilan.  I threw all caution to the
wind, and took a chance on Aaron.  I saved a life, for the first time ever.


Me, the monster, I saved his life.


And now I had a wonderful lover, friend and companion to
show for it.  No regrets, so far.


 


* * * *


 
















 


Chapter 17


 


Aaron reeled his mind away from Michelle, withdrawing back
into himself.  He took a minute or so to reorient.  He had existed in her mind
and body, experienced her memories firsthand.  Their joining had been the most
intimate experience of his life, two minds sharing one body.


As he remembered himself, his identity, Michelle’s gruesome
history hit him like a slap to the face.  The bloodslaves, the Germans, the French
cops, she had murdered them all.  Cut them to pieces.


Hundreds.


She killed them a dozen at a time, a blood-thirsty feral creature.


Her soul held a dark and wicked stain from those years of
murder.  This was not the Michelle he fell in love with.  This was not the
Michelle he met on the streets of New York.  This creature sitting beside him, holding
his hands, was a monster.


A killer extraordinaire.


Serial killers could not begin to compare to Michelle’s
reign of death.


“Oh.  My.  God.”  He backed away from her quickly.  “All
those people.  You killed all those people.”


“La guerre, c'est l'enfer.”  War
is hell.  She could hardly look him in the eyes.  “I had not learned
control.  Julian did not have any control.  I was what he made me.”


Aaron shook his head, trying to dislodge the horrible
memories.  A useless exercise.  The mind, stretched to new dimensions by
images, thoughts, and ideas, can never return to its former shape.


“Seventy years, Aaron.”  She stood up and advanced on him,
bravely holding his accusing gaze.  “I have changed.  I learned to respect
life.”


As she stepped towards him, he backed away.  “You didn’t
have to kill Arnaud.  You didn’t have to kill those bloodslaves.  All they
needed was a blood transfusion, some medical care, a nurse or doctor, some
food.  Most of them were starving!”


She shook her head, her eyes willing him to understand, to
forgive.  “I learned control.  I have never taken another bloodslave.  This is
why I forbid you to do it.”


“Liar.  You enjoyed it.  You reveled in the carnage.  I was
there, and I know how you felt.”


“I am sorry.  You were not ready for this.”


“I was ready for the truth, but you’re not.  The bloodslaves
died because you didn’t give a shit, didn’t know any better.  With a little
care and caution, and medical treatment, I could have as many bloodslaves as I
can handle.”  He pointed a finger of righteous indignation.  “I am nothing like
you.  And I refuse to live this lonely half-life because of your foolish
superstitions.”


“You would take bloodslaves and watch them die, like
Anastasia?”


“Bullshit!  She died from that trigger-happy asshole
Colombian!  I didn’t kill her!”


“You would have.  Only a matter of time.  They are cattle,
there can be no life with them.”  Her hands shook as she reached for him,
beseeching him to see reason.


“Oh that’s just great.  Now you’re quoting that fucking
psycho Julian?  He really fucked your head up.  You still can’t admit the truth
after all these years?  They died because you killed them.”  He stabbed his
finger at her, sinking home the accusation.  “You refuse to have more bloodslaves,
because you refuse to face the fact you murdered Lucas and Arnaud and all those
other women.  It’s a self-serving superstition based in denial.  Michelle, if
you had taken care of them, they would have lived to a ripe old age, and
happy.  Lucas would be eighty-something years old.  He loved you.  They all
loved you.  And you gave them only death.”


“Non!” 
She lashed out at him, lethal claws slicing through the air as he danced back
out of her reach.  “Tu
es plein de merde.”


“I’m full of shit?  You’re the one always talking about
control.  You know damn well we can feed from three to four donors a night, and
it doesn’t hurt them in the least.”


“And what would happen if we did this to the same people every
night?  They would die!”


He finally took her hands, to still their lethal flexing. 
“Michelle, you’re wrong.  You’ve been in denial for so long you can’t see the
truth.  We don’t have to live alone.  Medical science, nutrition science, it’s
all so advanced now.  We can keep a group of people completely healthy.  There
are all kinds of supplements now, protein shakes.  Shit!  We could afford a
full time nurse to take care of them.”


He became intoxicated with all the possibilities.  He
imagined a harem.  Michelle’s massive mansion could easily house five to ten
beautiful women.  They could be friends, lovers, companions, a family of
sorts.  He pictured women like Cécile and Anastasia at his side, just like it
was in Vegas.


His fantasy bled through his psychic bond to Michelle and
her eyes darkened with hatred.  “You would do the same as Julian?  You want to
fuck and abuse the women like Julian?”  She started growling, a low threatening
rumble.


“Non! 
I will not permit it!  You cannot hurt the women!  No more bloodslaves!  You do
as I command!” 


Her words flowed in the unmistakable timbre of compulsion,
enslaving his will to hers.  Her murderous gaze raked him up and down, as if he
were a piece of meat to slice and dice like she had so many others.


“Does it help to cancel out the old wounds, Michelle,
knowing that you can force me to dance to your tune?”  He drove his spear of
truth painfully deep.


She hissed in menace.


“Do it, Michelle.  Do it while you’re angry enough to
justify it.”  He lifted his chin and let his hands fall to his sides, palms up
in submission, wide open for the killing blow.  “Go ahead, kill me now.  Do us
both a favor.  I don’t want to live for decades alone, hiding from the world. 
If you can’t see reason, then just do it.  I know you’ve thought about it
several times.”


Her hands flexed, razor claws itching to give him what he
asked for.  Seconds ticked by as she considered him.  Something of her distress
slipped past his indignant wall of anger.  Her hands clenched, her face
contorted in a mask of confusion and anguish.  Before he could pull back from
his avalanche of accusatory judgment, she turned on her heel and marched out of
the room.


He let her go.  The front door slammed.  The sound echoed
through the empty mansion.


“Shit!”  He’d been so caught up in the adrenaline rush of
her poignant memories, he’d gone too far.  She needed time to come to grips
with some hard truths.  “Fuck!”


He wanted to smack himself.  He probably deserved a good
ass-whooping from her.  He had let his passion and temper run free.  He had
mocked her, called her names.  She didn’t deserve his scorn or condescension.  She
had confided the deepest, darkest secrets of her soul, and he spat in her face
for it.


“Aaron, you are so stupid.”  Alone in Paris, an hour
before sunrise, and he didn’t know how to get back to their hotel.  “What are
the odds of finding a cab at this hour?  Idiot!”


He headed downstairs, hoping to find a basement or some room
sealed against the coming sunrise.  After a little exploration he found what he
expected, a room in the basement without windows.  Small details showed
evidence Michelle had stayed there at times.  Her perfume lingered on the
bedding and some of her clothes hung in the closet.


He lay down on the bed, savoring the scent of her perfume,
wishing he could take back his hateful words to the woman he still loved,
despite the dark corners of her soul.


 


* * * *


 


Michelle arrived at the Hilton minutes before sunrise,
wondering if Aaron would be there waiting for her with his accusations.  She
remembered very clearly the judgment in his eyes, the condemnation and disgust
on his face.


She had shown him things he was not ready to see.  He didn’t
understand the true nature of this life.  And his words had cut her to the
bone.


Could he be right?  Had she been lying to herself all these
years?  Could they really find a way to live with bloodslaves, as lovers and
friends, without hurting them?


Maybe it was possible.  They could provide them with venom
for the daylight hours, or perhaps medicine could help.  And when they became
too weak, why not give them blood transfusions?  Maybe with some caution and
planning it could be done.


Julian’s whole existence had been a lie to cover up the
truth.  He enjoyed sadism and murderer, hurting people by choice, not necessity. 
Aaron never hurt Anastasia, not like Julian hurt the bloodslaves.  None of
those women had to die.  Lucas didn’t have to die.  Arnaud didn’t have to die.


She sat down hard on a chair in the hotel lobby, reeling in
shock from the gravity of this life-changing realization.  “I killed them. 
They loved me and I killed them like cattle.”


She was so absorbed, she didn’t notice Maximillian Sinclair,
the night manager, until he set his hand on her shoulder.  “Madam, excusez-moi.  Madam, I must speak
with Monsieur Pilan.  He is not with you at the moment?”


“Non.” 
She snapped at him curtly.


“Is there something wrong?”


“Non,
I am fine.”  Everything was wrong.  Her entire life for the past seventy years
was wrong.


“Please inform Monsieur Pilan we have received his wire
transfer.  Do you expect him to return soon?”


His question hurt.  Her heart squeezed painfully, wondering
when Aaron might return to her.  She should go find him, first thing after
sunset she would find him.


Max seemed sensitive to her pain.  “I am certaine he will return
soon.”  He patted her on the shoulder, but she looked away, uncomfortable with
the placation.  “If he does not return, he is the stupidest américaine in all of France. 
It would be his loss, Madam.”


She smiled quickly, appreciative of his kindness, but
feeling the anxiety of the coming sun.  “I must go now.”  She rushed to the
room and hurriedly secured the curtains against the coming sunrise.


Lying in bed, in the sheets that still held the scents of
their lovemaking, she felt more alone than ever.


 


* * * *


 


Michael Jamison paced his hotel room just after sunrise, a
caged animal planning an escape.  This had been the best night of his
investigative career.  The revelations of this night were so intensely
gratifying, he was beside himself with wonder and excitement.  The audio bugs
he had planted in Aaron and Michelle’s hotel room had proven useless so far,
but the CIA model bugging maser gun he carried as he followed them to
Michelle’s family mansion was worth its weight in gold.


He had setup the maser on its tripod while huddled on the
roof across the street, Rue des Rosiers, aiming the laser eye directly at the
bedroom window where Aaron and Michelle sat on the little red velvet couch for
their heart to heart talk.  The maser bounced its beam off the glass, detecting
the most miniscule vibrations of sound waves against the glass.  The ultrasensitive
microphone picked up even the slightest whisper loud and clear.  He had
listened in on Michelle’s staggering confessions.  He heard everything, the
whole grisly tale.  He knew about their weaknesses, their extremely long
lifespans, and the issues related to bloodslaves that led to their foolish
argument.


“How horrible is that?  To argue over whether or not you
should have friends?  Whether or not it’s OK to feed from us.  Humans. 
Fuckin’ lame.  They’re like gods, but they squabble like children.”  He shook
his head, laughing.


In general, Mike could care less what the sheeple did with
their lives.  Most of humanity provided absolute zero useful contribution to
the world or the human genome.  What difference did it make if a few of them
died once in a while to feed such sublime creatures?  Shit, everyone knew the
world was headed toward catastrophic overpopulation.  Might do the Earth good
to see a few less people on the planet.


He considered their argument ridiculous and shortsighted.


And he now knew the most important thing of all, what it took
to become one of them.  It was all in the blood.  More specifically, Michelle’s
blood.  She may have feared the potential her blood holds, but Mike saw it
differently.  Opportunity, waiting to be seized, taken, realized for its
fullest potential.


His mind raced feverishly through all the necessary
preparations.  He had eleven hours till sunset at 7:29 p.m. to take ahold of
his destiny, to change everything he had ever known for the better.


“Carpe Diem, motherfuckers!”  He pumped his fist in the air.


While they slept like the dead, he would make his move.  By
the time they awoke at sunset, Mike would have everything he wanted, and
there’d be absolutely nothing they could do to stop him.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 18


 


It had been a long day for Michael Jamison, longer than some
of his days spent roasting under the hot sun in Iraq, looking for non-existent
weapons of mass destruction.  Although it had seemed too much to accomplish
before sunset, he had pulled it off with a couple hours to spare.


First, the property management company jacked him around for
several hours, before giving him the keys.  The a-holes charged him double the
usual rental rate, taking full advantage of his urgency.  He didn’t really give
a shit.  He got what he needed and headed straight back to the hotel.


He expected to use a card hacker device to get through the
electronic locks on her Michelle’s hotel door.  Then he noticed the door had a
regular key lock for use in the event of a power outage.  On a hunch, he slid
his key gun into the lock and jigged it for a few seconds.  Click, pop, it
opened right up.


“Hey, whaddya know.”


The door stopped moving two inches in.  She had used the
security hasp on the inside.  “Fucking paranoid vampires.”  He shook his head
snickering.  “Afraid somebody might do this?”


He shoved his cordless reciprocating saw into the gap and
cut through the cheap Chinese pot metal like an electric steak-knife carving
rump roast.


The hasp popped and he walked right into her room.  His
breath caught in his throat at the sight of her.  She lay in bed, the covers
partway off her magnificent, flawless, half-naked body.  The vampire reminded
him it had been two months since he’d last bedded an escort back in Vegas. 
Michelle gave him an instant hard-on, and she wasn’t even awake to focus those
damned freaky eyes on him.


He fought against the urge to feel her fabulous body while
he fit her into a six foot sea trunk.  She didn’t stir, didn’t even look like
she breathed.  He watched her for several minutes, putting his hand by her
mouth to detect the faint movement of air.  He checked her pulse.  Barely
there, ultra-light.  It seemed that vampires had suppressed biorhythms
throughout daylight.  Now he understood how easily they could be mistaken for
dead, or undead.  He focused on priorities, and snatched his hands away from
her – so vulnerable, so entrancing in her beauty, yet easily taken advantage of.


From there things moved along fairly quickly.  With a
luggage rack, he hauled the sea trunk down to his rented pickup truck in the
parking garage and sped off to the warehouse.  Inside the vacant building,
while chaining her to the sturdy oak table, he fought off that same urge to
touch Michelle, to fondle all her beautiful pale flesh.  The rape of a comatose
woman didn’t do it for him.  Though he planned to steal some of her blood,
anything else just seemed wrong.


With Michelle secured, he extracted an entire half-liter of
her blood using four different syringes.  His coffee mug filled with her wicked
elixir, he paused to make a toast.  “Here’s to new beginnings, and the end of a
lifetime of catering to bullshit and ignorance.”  He tossed back the whole mug. 
He almost gagged, but managed to keep it down.


“Oh that’s nasty.”  He shivered with revulsion at the flavor
and thick gooey texture coating his throat.  “I guess I better get used to it
now.”


In no time at all, he felt her blood working its
inexplicable magic, a tingling sensation all through his body.  What began as a
tingle became a tickle, an itch.  And then he started sweating.  Even though
the A/C was on, and the thermometer showed a cool seventy degrees in the
warehouse, he felt hotter by the minute.


He took off his button down shirt, wearing only the T-shirt
underneath.  “Damn it’s hot!”


In the warehouse bathroom, he splashed water on his head and
stared in the mirror.  A pale sweaty face and bloodshot eyes stared back at
him.  He looked like he’d been on a three day bender.


His fever gradually climbed till he thought for sure his
blood must be boiling.  He looked at the skin on his arm, expecting to see it
bubble up at any time.  I’m frying from the inside out.  He retained
enough clarity of thought to slap on a 50mg Fentanyl patch painkiller.  The gel
on the patch absorbed straight through the skin, a nice little punch.  The drug
helped some, but his burning fever continued cranking up the heat.


By sunset he was in so much pain he had put on a second
patch, sporting one on each shoulder.  The strong opiates made him rummy, sick
to his stomach, but they barely took the edge off his intense scorching fever.


“She never said it would be like this!  I’m burning up!”  He
cursed and flailed as he tried to relax on a foldout cot, a few feet away from
the comatose vampire.


 


* * * *


 


Michelle awoke to cold chains, shackles, and her arms
handcuffed above her head, the cuffs attached to the heavy wooden table underneath
her.  It felt eerily similar to the way Julian had tied her in his basement
just before he’d staked and whipped her to a bloody pulp.


She smelled a man in distress, acrid sweat, and heard his
thrashing and moaning.  She found him down on the concrete floor to her right. 
He looked half delirious, very sick.  She had seen this once before.  Aaron had
been plagued by the same symptoms after she fed him her blood.  Then she
noticed it in his scent, the change.  He didn’t smell precisely human anymore.


She reached out with her mind, sensing the tentative
beginnings of a psychic bond.  Michael Jamison was his name, and the idiot had
stolen her blood!


She sneered down at him.  She felt his fear, his
vulnerability, the moment he realized she awakened.


She ordered him, “Come to me and undo my chains.”  His eyes
popped in surprise as he understood the power he had given her over his body.


He jerked and whined as her authority yanked on his
pain-wracked body, forcing him to stand and walk to her table.  Every move elicited
a gasp from his lips.


He shook and begged as he unlocked her cuffs and shackles,
her will forcing his hands to work.  “Please help me.  I didn’t know it would
be this bad.  It burns, I’m on fire!”


She spit in his face.  “Brule
en enfer!”  Burn in hell!


She sensed his dread as her hate-filled eyes stared him
down.  She growled in his face baring her teeth and he shuffled back in fear.  “You
thought to take my blood and kill me?  You thought to have my power without
consequence?  You are a fool.  And now you’re my fool.”


She smacked him hard, sending him flying back through the
air to thud onto his back on the concrete floor.


“What a nice gift, a new toy.  A slave.  You may have my
blood, but you have given me your life in exchange.  Tu es complétement débile!”  You’re a
complete moron.


 


* * * *


 


Mike tried to blink away the haze of drug and pain.  He
hadn’t been hit that hard since he was in a bar fight in Hawaii and this big
nasty Samoan laid into him.  Michelle’s jarring, whip-like smack packed the
same wallop as a man three times her size.


He regained his senses enough to know she would never help
him.  The opiates had fuzzed his head up too much.  It had been pointless to
ask for help from a creature like her.


He was royally fucked.


His father, an ex-marine, had always told him, “Son, the
devil is in the details.  It’s the little things that count.  You get them
right and everything else falls into place.”


He thought he had planned for everything, made all the
preparations.  But this was way out of control.  This she-devil had overcome
every detail of his plans with her irresistible compulsion.  And she stood
there mugging him with a look of intense hatred.  Check-mated in one move, she
was now free and capable of ordering him around like a dog.


Time for plan B.


Mike could hardly stand, let alone walk.  But he could reach
into the waist of his pants to retrieve the black market Glock he bought the
day before, and he could still aim and shoot, mostly.


“You think you own me bitch?  Own this!” he screamed as he
fired at her four times.


Normally, Mike was a damn good shot, but he wasn’t exactly
in top shape, and she moved like a lightning bolt straight for him.  His first
shot missed.  Second one nailed her in the leg, flipping her over into a tumble
on the concrete.  The third shot missed, but as she regained her feet, his
fourth shot slammed her dead center in the chest, dropping her almost on top of
him.


He scrambled back away as fast as he could move in a
military ‘monkey crawl’ – all those boot camp drills finally proved useful.  He
made it several yards when she latched onto his left calf with her nasty
talons, digging in to the bone.


Screaming and flailing, he tried to dislodge her from his
body, but she had him in a wicked strong death grip and wouldn’t let go.  She
whipped out with another clawed hand and sank into his thigh, working her way
up onto him.


So much stronger than any woman her size should ever be, she
flipped him over onto his back as if he was a child.  And then she did what
she’d done to the Nazis all those years ago, digging her razor claws into his
soft belly to pull his guts out.  Screaming in agony and shock, knowing he
would soon die, he resolved to take this monster with him on a ride to hell.


He unloaded the remaining eleven shots of his fifteen shot
Glock into Michelle’s torso at point blank range.


 


* * * *


 


Aaron awoke disoriented.  He didn’t recognize his
surroundings.  Where the hell was Michelle?  It all came back in a crush of
remembrance, her tale, their argument, everything.  Some uneasiness lurked at
the edge of his awareness.  He had a sense of something seriously wrong.


He reached down his psychic connection to Michelle.  He
found her in some commercial building about twenty miles away in extreme agony,
a burning, searing pain.  He felt her agony as his own, his leg and chest torn apart.
 High screaming wails deafened his ears.  She needed him!


Screaming with her pain and rage, he threw open the internal
blocks barring the Predator’s access to his higher functions and released the
beast.  Extreme levels of adrenaline flooded his body, ratcheting up his
aggression.  He embraced the beast’s primal elements.  He rocketed out the
mansion, a growling blur of movement.


As he took to the rooftops gaining speed and momentum he
felt a series of punches to his chest and tumbled-scrabbled-scraped across the
roof trying to regain his footing.  Feeling his chest, he realized it wasn’t
him who’d been shot all those times, but Michelle.  She was hurt bad, dying.


Reaching down through his bond to her, he filled her mind
with the assurance that he would be there momentarily, <Hang on a little
longer.>


She responded with a soul-shaking scream of compulsion born
of desperation and suffering.  <COME TO ME NOW!>


And he did.


He streaked across the rooftops, no longer visible to the
human eye.  Accelerating with every ounce of strength and power, Aaron Pilan
broke the world’s record for the fastest animal on land.


He burst the warehouse door off its hinges with his entry. 
Skidding to a halt, he absorbed a nauseating scene of carnage.  The images hit
him in flashes, like crime scene snapshots from a gruesome horror film.  A
heavy dark-wood table complete with handcuffs, chains and shackles stood to one
side, something used for torture.  Michelle lie on the floor, her upper body
shredded, bloody raw meat.  She floated in a sea of her own blood.


Nearby was a man Aaron had never seen before, his condition
seemingly worse than Michelle’s.  His intestines and internal organs trailed
out onto the concrete.  Shiny tendon held shredded muscle to bone on his
forearms and legs.  He was dead meat.


Convinced the man presented no threat, Aaron dipped into the
pool of blood to scoop his master into his arms, cradling her close.


“Oh my god, Michelle, I’m so sorry.  I should have been with
you.  I should have been there.”  He babbled, crying, panicked.


She needed a doctor, a hospital, a blood transfusion.  Driven
by the need to do something, anything, he raced out into the street with her in
his arms.  He didn’t know where to find the nearest hospital or even what
emergency number to call.


And he had no cell phone.


Standing in the street helpless, he felt a tug on his mind.  Michelle’s
devastated heart faltered and skipped.  She was dying in his arms, and nothing
he could do would stop it from happening.


Blood, she needed blood.  He kneeled down to rest her on his
knee with one arm, and tore open his wrist with his teeth.


He held his wrist to her mouth begging her.  “Come on,
Michelle, bite down.  You need this, take it!  Come on!  Take it!”


For the first time since he was sixteen years old sitting at
his father’s death bed, Aaron prayed to God.  He wasn’t sure if God existed,
but he prayed.  “Please God, help her, she needs you.  I can’t lose her like this,
God, please!  I don’t know what to do!”


His prayers were answered.  She bit down on his wrist,
sucking down his blood with a weak slurp.  He heard sirens in the distance,
coming nearer, they would arrive soon.  Someone must have heard the shots and
called the police.


“Help is on the way, Michelle, just hang on.”


Miraculously, she opened her eyes.  Her beautiful emerald-green
eyes looked directly at him, and held his gaze intensely.  He felt her single
overpowering emotion washing over him.


Love.  Unconditional love.


All was forgiven. She loved him with all her heart and soul.


Aaron couldn’t even recall why they argued.  It didn’t
matter.  Facing the loss of his lover and companion, all priorities had been
suddenly rearranged.  Hope flared.  She loved him.  She fed from his wrist.


“Thank you, God, she’s gonna make it.  Thank you.”  He poured
out his gratitude.


And then God betrayed him.  Michelle sagged in his arms, her
ravaged heart faltered and quit.  As the life evaporated from her body, she
released his wrist and exhaled a last sigh.  Crying tears of blood, in shock,
he could scarce believe what his senses told him.


He followed her mind as she drifted off into the peace of
oblivion.  As she winked out, head-splitting pain slammed through his skull.  The
psionic ties binding him to Michelle tore from the roots of his psyche.  His
mind unraveled.  Like an intricately supported suspension bridge, his mind
twisted, shattered, and collapsed violently from the backlash of the severed
connections.


Aaron Pilan’s world ended, not with a bang, but a whimper.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 19


 


The Predator sat in the street with Michelle in his arms,
rocking, keening, wailing, an inhuman expression of grief and suffering.  The Paris
police finally arrived, too late.  They surrounded him, guns drawn, yelling in
French.


He looked to them, read their minds, saw how they saw him. 
His shirt and slacks covered in her blood, he looked an awful lot like her
murderer.  And he howled like an animal in pain.  The sounds of either grief or
homicidal madness, who could know for sure?


The Predator surveyed the area, squinting past the blinding
pain and flashing lights on the police cars.  The threats were everywhere, too
many to be neutralized.  He would have to run.  He set his master on the street
with care, and then moved in a blur, smashing past the nearest officer to race
down the street.


He took to the rooftops, evading the compact Citroen police
cars that zigzagged through the streets looking for him.  He traveled the
rooftops until he could no longer hear sirens of pursuit.  And then he stopped,
no idea of where he was or where to go.


He stayed there for a time, his head in his hands, mewling
through the intense agony pounding in his skull.  He needed sanctuary, and to
feed.  Too weary.  Apathetic.  Lost.  He had lost his mind.  Lost his way.  Lost
the will to act.


 


* * * *


 


Eugene Marcel, Gene to those who knew him, took one look at
the blonde woman he was supposed to scrape off the street and cursed, “Merde!”


He had extensive experience as a paramedic over the past ten
years, and he didn’t think there was much he could do that would make a
difference for her.  Didn’t mean he wouldn’t try.  He always tried.  There were
a few miracles still left in this world.


It would take one hell of a miracle to save this woman. 
Nevertheless, he charged the defibrillator and zapped her chest.  And nothing
happened.  His partner Martin continued the cycle of fifteen chest compressions
and one puff of the AMBU bag air mask.  Gene charged it back up and zapped her again. 
Blood spit at him from all the little holes in her chest as her muscles
contracted in electric shock.  Nothing.


He repeated the cycle a total of four times, and still
nothing.


Martin sat back on his heels looking to Gene with the
infamous Gallic shoulder shrug.  “C’est
fini.”  It’s over.


Gene glanced back down at the woman’s angelic face, wiped
the blood from her cheek, and knew he couldn’t stand to give up, not with this
one.  He had once read a magazine article that said beautiful people tend to
get better medical attention, and in this instance that proved true.  He
fluffed the AMBU bag twice more, forcing air into her lungs, and charged the defibrillator
for one more go.


“You know we cannot do it more than four times,” Martin
lectured him.


The training guidelines teach that more than four attempts
to defibrillate causes sufficient damage to the heart that it will never
function properly, even if it does restart.  Gene had bent the rules before,
but never with any success.


“What?  Are you paying the electric bill?”  He snickered at
Martin.


Gene’s wife Emily was fond of saying, ‘an idiot is one who
continues to do the same thing repeatedly, expecting a different outcome each
time.’  Perhaps I am an idiot.  Oh well, so be it.


He zapped her one last time.


To the surprise of both idiot and his assistant, her heart
restarted with an erratic spasm of beats, a rock band drum solo.  Its rhythm
normalized seconds later.


Martin hurriedly puffed the AMBU bag while he helped Gene
address the seemingly impossible task of staunching the flow of blood leaking
from all those little holes in her chest.  The hands of both skilled paramedics
worked together frantically, making the impossible possible.  They reduced her
blood loss from a gushing mess to a slow drip.


The two of them lifted her onto the stretcher, hauled her
into the back of the truck where Martin attached two IV’s, one plasma, and one saline-glucose. 
They sat with her, puffing the AMBU bag as the driver raced against time and
traffic to reach the trauma ward at the Hôpital Supérieur.  Many small medical
miracles awaited her arrival, and she needed every single one of them.


Gene stared at this beautiful woman with a smile.  She
represented the anomaly in his own personal statistic.  The fifth zap had never
worked with anyone before her.  He suspected it may never work again with
anyone else, but that would not stop him from trying.


 


* * * *


 


The Predator crept through the dark alleys, seeking prey. 
He slinked up on a pair of men using hypodermic needles to administer heroin in
the cold October night, hidden to all but the Predator.  He leaped down from
his perch on the roof two stories above and fed from one and then chased down
the other.  He left them dazed and stupid, but alive.


He roamed aimlessly for hours until he found an abandoned
building that showed no signs of recent occupancy.  The place should have been
condemned, but instead offered a much needed shelter in the lower level of the
windowless basement.


He awoke alone and cold, nothing but hunger to guide him. 
He took to the rooftops to roam the city, cruising in search of prey.  He found
one of the older districts, something about it seemed familiar.  The name came
to him, the Maraise.  The area had once been the Jewish quarter, the ghetto in
Michelle’s WWII.  He vaguely recalled shadowy memories of hunting these
streets, cutting down Nazis and French cops in the back alleys.


It looked somewhat different now.  The area had evolved into
a chic bohemian cultural center, ripe with tourists.  The tightly wound streets
and alleys were loaded with people enjoying the nightlife.  A target-rich
environment.


He had no concerns or worries, no plans for the future.  He
existed in the moment, a creature of pure instinct, seeking only to feed.  All
that remained of Aaron’s mind were fragments, splinters, and a lingering shadow
of grief for his dead master.


He spotted two women and a man.  They spoke English with an
accent.  It floated to the surface of his broken mind, a snippet of memory.  British
people with British accents.  Strangers in a strange land, much like him.  They
seemed oblivious to his presence as he stalked them from above.


He followed for a time, gliding along silently, awaiting the
right opportunity.  Soon enough they walked into an area devoid of street
lights.  Drifting through shadow, the Predator made his move.  Like a great cat
sliding through the tall grasses of the savannah, he blended with the darkness,
moving in on his targets unnoticed.


Reading their minds, they did not see him until he stepped
up a mere three feet away.  To them he appeared to materialize from the
darkness, born into the world at that moment.


“Bloody hell!  Where’d he come from?”  The startled man
looked to the women for answers.


They saw his dark blue shirt stained with darker patches of
reddish-black blood.  His eyes held the feral gleam of a carnivore stalking
prey.  In their minds he was a fearsome sight.  Their hearts raced and their
eyes bulged.


He loved the scents of their adrenaline, the noise of their
pounding heartbeats.  The man presented a problem, but he carried no weapons,
no scents of steel or gunmetal.  The Predator ignored him for the women. 
Walking right into their midst, he snared the tall, willowy blonde woman’s eyes
and struck in a flash.  She gasped and squirmed, but couldn’t escape his grip.


The man made the mistake of trying to grab him.  Without
ceasing his feed, he whipped out, shoving the man off to land in the street on
his ass.  As he fed, he recalled a splinter of caution in his broken mind, not
too much, not for too long.  He released her and went for the other woman
who stood cringing against the wall, watching with macabre fascination.


A few years older, wiser, she had been so absorbed in
watching his assault on her sister, she forgot to run.  He embraced her, took
what he wanted, and left her heaving against the wall.


The man regained his feet and his nerve.  His cell phone in
hand, he started dialing.  “You had better leave now, I’m calling the police!”


As the Predator moved in to slice the man open, neutralize
the threat, he sensed a familiar presence.  It caught his attention.  The Watcher,
the one who had followed him around the city the other night.  The nondescript
presence had a strange indefinable quality, different from anyone else he had
ever known.


It spoke directly into his mind.  <Come away with me,
child.>


The Predator abandoned the Brits for the enticement of the
Watcher.  The Brits argued over his assault as he drifted off into the night to
pursue the invitation.


“Jenny, Sarah, are you hurt?  Fucking wanker!  I think he
broke my nose!”


“Serves you right.  Shouldn’t have got involved.  Oh my GOD! 
That was … amazing!  I love Paris!”


“Jenny?”


“Mmm … Yes, that was … nice.”


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 20


 


Michelle drifted through a drugged haze, listening to a man’s
voice.  “Eight 9mm slugs, a collapsed lung, shattered collar bone, perforations
to the liver, kidneys, stomach, and large intestine, and 42 staples holding her
ass together.”


Opening her eyes, she could barely see through foggy vision. 
A man stood just outside the window to her room.   He shook his head and flipped
through a chart, pointing something out to a woman in a white smock.


“She’s already taken a liter and a half of plasma, and I’m
thinking she needs at least a half-liter blood transfusion.  She should be in
the morgue.  Somebody killed her three times over.”


The exhaustion and heavy drugs dragged her back into
darkness.


She awoke sometime later to the beeping sounds of her heart
monitor.  Trying to sit up, she struggled against the wires and lines
entrapping her in a web of monitoring apparatus.  Following the lines, they led
to two different IV units standing on a tier beside her bed.  Her chest and arms
looked like a patchwork quilt, with all the blood soaked bandages.  As soon as
her drugged-fuzzy mind registered the contents of the IV bag dripping into her
system, she hurriedly jerked off all the IV inserts.  She feared what things
they might be injecting into her body.


Pulling off the last of the monitoring cables, the nausea
hit her.  They had been giving her some kind of clear fluids, a major no-no for
vampires.  The only thing her body required was blood, hot and fresh, pumped
directly from the heart.  She leaned over and wretched off the side of the bed,
vomiting a nasty clear goo until she was dry heaving.   Her body worked
overtime to evacuate the unwelcome fluids by any and all means possible.  She
pissed right there in the bed, first time ever since 1940.  She couldn’t
imagine how horrible it must be to live with the constant need to urinate and defecate. 
How revolting!  Her skin felt coated in a slimy residue as she sweated out the
last of it.


“C'est
dégueulasse!”  This is disgusting.


Then she sensed the sunrise coming on.  She had to move, and
now.  Slinking through corridors, she narrowly avoided detection by night shift
nurses.  She forced her aching, exhausted body to descend the stairwell.  The
lethargy of the coming daylight threatened to put her asleep right there on the
stairs.


Running on sheer willpower and instinct she found the
basement.  She located a seldom used storage room, everything covered in dust. 
She collapsed at the back of the room behind the old broken laundry bins as the
sun’s first rays hit the hospital.


 


* * * *


 


The Predator grasped an intuitive sense of the cloaked
creature he pursued.  It liked to play games, delighting in the chase.  It
giggled at him.  He bounded across the rooftops of Paris, moving at breakneck
speed to close the distance.


It taunted him with laughter, its billowing cloak just out
of reach.  How could it move so fast?  It leaped high into the air, almost
flying, and then glided down over a hundred yards away.  Landing gracefully,
like a dancer, it stood atop a dome ringed with pillars, waiting for him to
catch up.  The Predator vowed to make this creature pay for its mockery. 
Leaping and bounding he reached it a moment later.  Then it disappeared in a
flash.


“Think you are the fastest?  Think you are stronger than me,
child?”


It had flitted around to the other side of the dome.  Racing
between the pillars in chase, he realized where he stood – the Pantheon.  He
recalled a cab ride through the city, his lover and master holding his hand. 
Pain.  Grief.  Loneliness.  This was the place Michelle had promised to bring
him.


He whined under the burden of grief, slumping down to bury
his head in his hands.  He missed her sooo much.  His heart twisted into
a tight, burning knot of pain.


“Is this what you want?”


She stood ten feet away, half-obscured by the pillar. 
Golden blonde curls of hair slipped out into the moonlight from beneath her
black-hooded cloak.  “You miss your blonde leech?  You miss taking her petty
orders?”  She came to him, speaking in a melodic woman’s voice, bearing the
face of his dead lover.  It was not Michelle’s voice.


He knew this could not be.  A trick.  An illusion.  She had
died.


“I can tell you what to do.  Would you follow my orders?” 
She advanced.  He growled a warning and crouched, ready to attack.


The Not-Michelle came closer, smiling, hand extended.  He
unhinged his jaw, teeth bared, claws out.  Not-Michelle took another step, hand
out, palm up, a peace offering.


It looked like her, so gorgeous, the most beautiful woman he
had ever known.  His heart ached to look at her flawless pale skin, remembering
snatches of her wonderful body wrapped around him, her soft cheek nestled
against his chest.


She smelled wrong.  Not-Michelle.


He refused her hand.  There could be no substitute for his
lover.  The sense of loss crushed him back down to the ground to sit with his
head in his hands, mewling and crying.


“Fine.  If you won’t follow your precious leech, follow me.” 
Then she changed.


Right before his eyes the flesh and bones of her face flowed
like gelatinous ooze recast into a new mold.  Pale skin turned golden.  Curly blonde
hair darkened to straight glossy black with a slight inward curl at the tips. 
Emerald eyes elongated and stretched into dark brown tear drops at a slight
angle, a Persian slant.


A name floated to the surface of his mind, a celebrity.  Kim
Kardashian.  But Not-Kim.  She had stolen this face too.  A thief of
identities, a mimic shape-shifter.  He wondered what she really looked like. 
Or perhaps she had been stealing the lives of others for so long she no longer
had an identity of her own.


The Not-Kim grabbed his hand.  “Come, I promise not to hurt
you.”


She gripped him strongly, unnaturally strong.  She pulled him
up off the stone floor to his feet.


With her touch came an overwhelming tidal wave of images,
feelings, memories, information overload.  She had known kings, queens,
emperors, heads of state, presidents, all manner of men and women of power and
authority.  Grand and majestic palaces flitted past his eyes.  Palaces so
fabulous, so otherworldly, they must be constructs of heaven.  Surely such
beauty had never been made by human hands.  Within the maelstrom of images he
recognized several structures he’d seen in films and magazines: Taj Mahal,
Hagia Sophia, and the Kremlin.


He grasped a sense of time stretching out before him,
decades, centuries, millenniums.  All filled with religions, intrigue,
politics, love, hate, desire, greed, and always the endless wars and death.  Wars,
old and new.  Wars fought in deserts with chariots, brass swords and spears, in
jungles with cavalry and elephants.  On the shorelines of every land stood
fortresses under siege, burnt and razed to the ground only to be remade in
homage to the new regimes.  Thousands of battles at sea with ships of all sizes
and styles, Asian ships, Greek ships, Roman ships, vessels filled with grunting
Norsemen at the oars, and the galleons of the Spanish, English, French, and
Portuguese.  And then came the floating fortresses, great battleships of steel,
aircraft carriers, marvels of modern engineering.


She had been there, watching, behind the scenes, an
ever-present observer of the folly of man.  Millenniums past, in the Far East,
she had acquired the name Urvashi, and they revered her as a fallen angel, an
Apsara.  She liked this name, this incarnation, her Persian princess persona.


She had fulfilled many roles throughout the ages: advisor,
consort, lover, wife, queen, empress, diviner, priestess, magician, sorceress,
and even goddess.  At times she had been considered angelic, divine, or demonic
by various different societies and religious factions.  She had carried the
title Apsara for centuries, traveling throughout the Persian empires, counselor
to Darius and Xerxes, favored by the Imperial Court.


In the Middle East, her exploits spawned legends of the
demonic djinn, a genie.  In Greek mythology she was immortalized as the siren,
the muse, the nymph or on occasion, even the goddess Aphrodite.  In ancient
African tribal myths she had been known as Asherah, the moon goddess who rose
from the forest to seduce men.  Throughout the Roman Empire, both Eastern
Byzantium and Western Rome, she had been considered either angelic or demonic
in accordance with the religious flavor of the day.  In Norse myths she was the
Valkyrie, revered as a divine member of Odin’s entourage.  Through the dark
ages she was again demonic, a witch, a succubus.  With the ideological shifts
of the renaissance she returned to the muse and nymph, painted as a temptress
inspiring mankind to new heights of achievement in the arts.


Tons and tons of details buried him, an overlapping in a
crush of information flooding in so fast it filled his mind to overflowing.  Her
hand placed in his seemed to carry an electric shock, a path to ground for the
endless data stream of her very, very long life.  Shuddering under the weight
of discovery, he moaned, his eyes rolled back in his head.


Seeing his reaction, his shock, she finally realized what
was happening.  She gasped and snatched her hand away as though burned by the
contact.  He read it in her eyes and her last fleeting thoughts.  She had
revealed far too much, more than she had ever told anyone.


Her walls of privacy slammed back into place, severing their
connection.  He stood before her, eyes wide in revelation, but she had returned
to the non-descript blank slate.


One tiny detail that he’d registered in the barrage of
information stood out in his mind.  Somewhere in her past, this creature had a
link to him.  This woman-fallen angel-creature had played some strange and
twisted part in the vampiric family lineage.


“You are a different sort aren’t you?  Yes, very unique.” 
Chagrin and appreciation blended into her features.  “Remind me never to do
that again.”  She shook her head and looked down at her traitorous hand that
had bled out untold secrets of human history with a mere touch.


He felt her then, in his mind, rummaging through his
thoughts to learn what she had mistakenly revealed.  “This will not do.  You
can never speak of these things, to anyone.”


Her words carried a weight of power, not unlike the feeling
he had experienced when Michelle used her force of compulsion.  Her will
wrapped around him, massaging its way through his temples, into his mind.  He
shook his head to break the spell squeezing his skull.


“Promise me you will never speak of what you have learned!”


The force of her speech dropped him to his knees in
submission.  As ancient as recorded time, she held power beyond his measure. 
Empress, goddess, fallen angel, who was he to stand before her?


She smiled sweetly. The crushing pressure lifted and his
anguish drifted away.  “Here, child, I feel your pain.  Let me help.”


She held out her hands again, offering an embrace. 
Luxurious waves of her sweet empathy called to him.  She would make the pain go
away.  She was a friend, his only friend.  He moved into her embrace without
hesitation.  He needed her comfort badly.


She consoled him in her arms, her mental shield blocked him
out, but her warmth infused his being.  She felt like a lazy hot summer day at
the beach, sun kissing his body from head to toe, lulling him into calm
happiness.  Her empathy absorbed all his pain, grief, and loneliness, all that
ailed him.


After a time, his emotions spent, tears shed, she spoke
again directly into his mind.  <Follow me, child.>


In close pursuit, he followed her through the night.  They
sailed across the roofs of Paris, moving gradually towards the outskirts of the
city.  They arrived at a four story building, all granite slabs and heavy stone. 
Massive gargoyles perched on the corners of the roof leered down at him.  This
place had to be centuries old.  Dropping down from above, they landed at a
broad balcony of white stone off the upper floor.  She led him through a
sliding glass door into a monstrous bedroom decorated in an ancient Roman style
– huge chaise lounges, large pieces of hardwood furniture, heavy, stylish, and
very expensive.  Glancing at a long, detailed bas-relief, it reminded him of
Cesar’s Palace in Las Vegas, but more like he imagined the real thing would
look.  In one corner of the room a giant four-poster bed stood shrouded in
cream-colored, semi-transparent fabric.


She disrobed without a word, zero modesty.  And then she
proceeded to remove his filthy blood-stained clothes.  Both nude, she led him
by the hand into another room, a bathroom of sorts.  Covered in ceramic mosaic
tiles, the massive bathing pool looked like something built centuries past, a
relic stolen from a monument to the god of bathing.  The bright lights and creamy
tones of swirling patterned tile matched this golden-skinned goddess perfectly.


Apart from Michelle, she was the most beautiful woman he had
ever seen.  Her luscious curves and exotic beauty spoke to him of foreign
tongues, strange cultures, and pleasures of the Kama Sutra.  He had an urge to
grab her, throw her against the tiled walls and fuck her till her screams
echoed out into the street.  Her caramel curves and knowing smile made him rock
hard, so hard it hurt.


She crinkled her nose at him with a mischievous grin.  “Bathe
first.  You smell like death.”


Death.  His master Michelle had died.  This woman could
never replace Michelle.  The word brought a painful stab into his heart, a
squeezing knot of grief.  And then she took his hand again and stole his pain. 
All grief and anxiety flowed out into her golden fingers as she led him into
the lukewarm water of the bathing pool.


With a bar of honey-scented soap she painstakingly washed
his entire body, taking extra care and time with his cock.  The arousal stolen
by his momentary grief returned with her skilled hands.  He smelled her unique
pheromones signaling her arousal.


His mouth filled with teeth as he imagined what her blood
would taste like.  Reading his every nuance of thought, she rebuked him with a
finger poking at his chest.  “Do not bite me.  You can never taste my blood.  Never. 
Understand?”


He nodded yes, but his teeth had a mind of their own.


And then she kissed him, wrapping his whole being in light,
love, affection, bliss.  Her warmth flowed from her soft, loving lips down to
his groin.  She gave him a hard-on to pound nails.


“It has been a very long time since I enjoyed one such as
you.”


Anticipation and arousal flooded his body as she pulled him
from the pool and dried his skin with soft strokes from a fluffy white towel. 
And then she led him out to the bed.


“Lie down, I like to be on top.”  He did as he was told.


She straddled his face, and their hands flowed over each
other, touching, testing, silent mutual exploration.  He worshipped at her altar,
tasting her delicious vaginal folds, trying his best not to do what he really wanted,
to bite her.  She swallowed him whole, engulfing his erection in strange
tingles of warm energy.  The woman’s flesh crackled with static electricity,
tickling him at all points of contact.


Her hands flowed over his thighs, reaching down to slide an
electric fingertip straight up his ass.  As he jolted with the intense
sensations, she clamped onto his cock and sucked hard.  She sucked so deeply, he
thought she could have stolen his very soul through the head of his cock.  And
then she shoved her hips down, planting all that golden juicy flesh into his
face as she kissed the base of his erection in deep throat.


He lost it, clawing at her thighs.  His fingers and tongue
delved into her front and back at the same time.  She swallowed his orgasm,
sucking every last drop.  She liked it, lapped it up, and cleaned him thoroughly.


“For your sake, I hope there is more.  This is only the warm
up.”  She smiled at him over her shoulder while licking her lips and then
changed position.


He watched her flip around to grab his cock.  Her power
infused his groin and he grew solid in her hand.  She radiated tingling warmth
with every touch.  Then she closed her eyes as she glided down onto him.  He
growled with the squeeze of her warm flesh and the massage of her energy
flowing all along his most sensitive skin.  Happier than he had any right to
be, he grabbed her golden hips and pulled her down.


“Yes!  Mon
dieu that’s good!”  She moved with him.


Her strength, otherworldliness, power, and sexy purring
French brought on a pang for his lost love.  He wished Michelle was there to
take all his passions, all his strength.  But this one was strong too.  She
could take it just like Michelle.


And so he gave it to her.


In an instant he flipped her over onto her back and laid his
full weight into her.  She growled in his ear sending little static snaps of
energy flowing over him.  Her fingers traced a zinging line over his shoulders
as he buried his cock over and over, unleashing all his strength on this rare
and powerful creature.


And she took every last inch.


“Yes!  Don’t you stop!  Don’t you dare stop!  Give it to
me!”  She grunted and growled, her hips rising to meet him as he thrust home.


Electric sparks flew and he dug in harder and faster, driven
by her cries.  She gripped his thighs and the electricity from her fingers
flowed straight through to his cock, bringing him to an immediate and violent
climax.


Roaring his pleasure, he screamed, “Michelle!” and bit down
hard into her neck.  The richest, sweetest blood he’d ever tasted flooded his
mouth.  An orgy of flavor.


“Oh shit!  Connard! 
Stop!  Damn you stop!”  She pulled and tugged on his shoulders.


But he’d clamped down into a tight embrace, and she couldn’t
pull him off.  He pumped into her harder and harder, emptying himself inside
her as he sucked down all that delicious syrup, the most wonderful blood ever.


“No!”  She screamed in his ear.


A blinding display of light and electricity blasted him up
into the ceiling.  He cracked his head and fell to the floor, rolling into the
impact to come back up on his feet.  He crouched there growling, slightly
dazed, claws splayed out, teeth bared.


She stood up from the bed, electric power crackling all over
her body and fingertips.  “You bloody idiot!  I hope you burn!”


Roiling nausea hit him and his stomach flip-flopped.  Within
seconds fire trailed out from his stomach to all his extremities, working its
way to the tips of his fingers and toes, to his very hair follicles.


He hit the ground, screaming and writhing in searing agony.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 21


 


Michelle woke up alone, aching and fatigued, in the basement
of the Hôpital Supérieur.  Blood deprivation gnawed at her belly and filled her
mouth with lethal teeth.  Bloodlust hovered on the edge of her mind, driving
her mad with its singular compulsion.


She made her way out of the hospital into the parking garage,
and by sheer luck, caught a helpful young woman.  She waved to the woman for
aid, luring her prey in by pretense of injury.  She wanted this woman’s blood,
all of it.  Feeding deeply from her neck, Michelle fought the instinct to drain
her victim dry.  The intensity of her need almost overwhelmed her.


She pulled away and roared in the woman’s face.  “I am not a
murderer!  I am not a murderer!”  Her shouts echoed across the parking garage.


Strapping her desire in iron bands, she willed herself not
to shred her victim to pieces.  She stripped the woman’s jacket off.  She
needed a covering for the hospital gown in public.  She left the woman dazed
and bewildered, laid out on the concrete, but still very much alive.


Food.  Clothes.  Aaron.  She had a hazy shadowy recollection
of a moment in his arms, but the details of it escaped her.  I will surprise
him.


She headed straight towards the mansion, the last place she
left him.  A cab conveniently pulled up alongside to offer a ride.  “Oui, Monsieur, I have a great
need.”  She slipped into the backseat and waited patiently.  At the street
corner a block away from the mansion, she stopped him.


“Thirty euros, Madam.”  She leaned forward to wrap her hands
around him, jerking him up and over the seat.


He screamed, kicked, and squirmed while she fed deeply from
his neck.  She didn’t have any money.  Letting him live would have to be
sufficient payment for services rendered.  She darted down the street and
around the corner, out of the man’s sight.  Though still thirsty enough to
drain a man dry, her second feeding took the harsh edge off her desperate need.


She recovered her hidden key from the stone lion guardian
and entered the mansion.  She tracked Aaron’s scent downstairs to the basement. 
The bedding covers showed evidence of where he had slept, but the house was
vacant.


Her mind instantly reached out to find him but a black void
echoed vacantly where his love and lively intelligence had been.  A dread sense
of aloneness enveloped her.


“Foutre
dieu!”  God damn!  She sat down on the bed in pure shock.  “I
can’t find him.  He’s gone.  Where is he?”


Her mind raced to piece together what had happened.  The
warehouse.  Michael Jamison. Gun shots ripping into her flesh.  Devouring
agony.  A man’s face, inches away, screaming shrilly, his bloody entrails in
her hands.  And then ... nothing.


She shuddered and gasped at the horrid memory.  She reached
underneath her hospital gown to feel her chest.  The wounds had healed, but a
deep soreness remained.


She remembered Aaron’s frantic attempts to help her at the
warehouse.  Confusion swirled in her brain.  She must have died momentarily.


“Putain de
merde!”


Their bond could only be severed by death.  She recalled the
feral animal she had become after Julian’s death and knew true fear.  Aaron
could be a mindless animal overwhelmed by the severing of their bond, or the
unthinkable, dead.  She must find him.  But where to start?


The Hotel!


She dressed in a rush, grabbed a handful of cash from her
safe, and raced into the city.  She thought to run all the way there, but her
body needed a break.  Instead, she grabbed the first taxi she could find.


“The Hilton!  Dépèche
toi!”


The half-hour ride to the hotel drove her near insane with
impatience.  She shredded the upholstery in the taxi with the nervous flexing
of her razor claws.  Outside the entry, she threw fifty dollars at the cab
driver and made her way straight to the front desk.


“Monsieur Sinclair!  Have you seen Monsieur Pilan?  Has he
returned to the room?”


“Non,
Madam, I have not seen him.”  He hurriedly typed an entry to the computer.  “He
has not requested a new key card.”


“I need a card please, hurry!  I lost mine.”  He looked down
at her shaking hands and simply nodded at her request.


“Here is the card, Madam, and I am calling the room now to
see if he is in.”


She flew up four flights of stairs and slammed through the
stairwell door.  Her feet slipped on the carpet as she skidded to a halt in
front of their door.  Swipe.  Her hand shook violently.  Mon dieu!  Swipe.  A green
light!


She flung open the door to find their room vacant, the bed made,
all in perfect order.  Aaron’s scent from several nights before had almost completely
dissipated with the changed bedding.


“Merde!” 
She screamed at the top of her lungs and slammed her fist through the wall in
rage.


Alone again.


A solitary creature of the night.


Worse, the man she loved was out there somewhere, hurting. 
He needed her, and she had no clue where to find him.


 


* * * *


 


Urvashi stood beside her manservant Renault, watching Aaron
thrash about on the floor.  He turned to her and sneered, “What will you do
with this … abruti?” 
Retard.


She stared at the young man suffering such intense torment
and shook her head.  She had such high hopes for Aaron.  “If he survives, he
will serve me.”


“I serve you.  Is that not enough?”  Renault looked offended
by the idea she would take another servant.


“It is not the same, Renault.  He is now mine.  He has
tasted my blood.”  She shook her head again.  The boy has made me a fool. 
How could I let this happen?  “Get me a nurse.”


When Renault did not move she turned her frustration on
him.  “Now!”


“Oui, Madam!” 
He took off right away, head down.


He knew when to avoid her scrutiny.  He had served her long
enough to learn that much.


She had watched Aaron’s writhing agony for over an hour, and
though angry with the fool, he inspired her sympathy.  She knelt down beside
him and bathed him in cool soothing waves of empathy, siphoning off his
misery.  He quieted under her touch.  “Sleep,” she murmured.


He drifted off under the power of her suggestion.  Her hand
rested on his forehead, feeling his heat, considering the possibility that he
might survive.  The boy knew far too much.  She could never allow him to roam
freely with this knowledge.  Far too dangerous.  “Perhaps it is best you are
bound to me.  I might have had to kill you otherwise.  And what a waste that
would be.”  She stroked his beautiful pale chest, absorbing a bit of his
formidable power through her fingertips.  An alarming amount of power for
someone so young and impetuous.


He knew her true name.  No one but the closest of her
confidants knew her true name.  The name had been given to her millennia ago, a
passing jest by a wizened and acerbic Himalayan monk she met in a shrine
dedicated to Badrinath, one of many Persian Gods.


She laughed.  I was such a horrible flirt.  Nara-narayana
never stood a chance.


In her seduction of the wise old lecher, he affectionately
referred to her as Urvashi, “the woman who conquers the heart.”  Later, Vedic
poets and sages wrapped grand myths around both her name and the brief moments
of her eternal life they witnessed.  Of course, she assumed the name as her
own.  And the myths were not all fabrication.


She stood up and the room started to spin.  “Idiot vampire!” 
He had taken so much of her blood he left her dizzy.  “Why do they never
listen?”


She sat down before the vertigo felled her.  “How people
ever dominated this planet, I will never understand.”  She took deep calming
breaths, letting the aggravation bleed away.  This one shortcoming would surely
be the downfall of mankind, their inability to listen.  She had long feared the
day when world leaders would blast the planet to pieces in their ignorance and
hubris.  Probably a day like this, when she was too fucking lightheaded to
think straight because she’d let some fool boy steal too much of her blood. 


She watched Aaron’s chest rise and fall.  “You had better be
worth all this trouble, Aaron Pilan.”  That is, if he survived.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 22


 


Michelle roamed the streets of Paris night after night, in
search of Aaron.  She spent hours scrolling through her iPhone and the
television for local news that might hint of Aaron’s hunting activities.  Three
times she visited the scenes of violent crimes, scenting out the areas,
searching for some vestige of him, some clue he lived.  The first, a knife
fight, revealed nothing.  The other two locations, drug-related crimes, also
proved dead ends.  No signs of her lover anywhere.


She prowled endlessly through the nightclubs, brothels,
bars, and eventually took to the rooftops for a broader view of the streets.  Her
vigil stretched into a week, and each night that passed added to the depths of
her despair.  Loneliness raked at her chest, a constant ache.  She needed his
presence in her nightly routine, his touch, his comforting mind attached to
hers at all times.  She missed the lovely sensation of his breath on her neck
and his powerful arms wrapped around her.


Not knowing was the worst.  She had no idea what had
happened to him.  He must have experienced the psychic backlash of her death,
however momentary.  Breaking their bond would have been extremely unpleasant. 
She had lost her mind when it happened to her.


Never had she experienced this intense heartache and
loneliness, the feeling of losing a lover, a man who held a part of her own
soul.  He was out there, just out of reach, untouchable.  She needed Aaron like
no other.


A nagging insecurity festered.  What if he thought her dead
and enjoyed his freedom?  Even if she could find him, would he have anything to
do with her?  She had always been so confident in Aaron’s presence.  He had no
choice in the matter.  With their bond broken, everything had changed.


The unbearable angst twisted in her stomach.  She felt like
a lovesick teenager, hoping against all odds that he still loved her, that they
could be reunited, their differences magically resolved.  She knew he had loved
her, but now?  Without their bond?


She had enjoyed her power over him.  Perhaps too much.


The pain of her loss intensified with every passing night.  She
awoke night after night to blood stains on her pillow from crying herself to
sleep.  The note under the bedroom door indicated the ruined pillowcases had
been added to the room charges.


The lonely nights crept inexorably to the end of October,
Halloween.  She found herself standing in a nightclub, fulfilling the routine
of survival.  She forced herself to attend the wild festivities with a mind to
find someone to take away this gaping hole in her chest and relieve the lump in
her throat forever threatening tears of self-pity.  She needed a diversion.


“Hey there, looks like we found us a right vampire.”  A tall,
dark-haired man with an Irish-British accent slipped his arm around her.  His
fingertips brushed her left nipple.  She had dressed the part – a short black
Goth outfit, her eyes and cheeks darkened in the classic Goth-vampire look.


“Oui,
and what would you do with me, now that I am found?”  She flashed him full-size
fangs, enjoying the one night of the year she could flaunt her true nature.


“Well, we have a VIP booth and a room at the Marriot.  You
should join us.”  He pulled her along to meet three other men in the VIP
section, all young, smiling brightly, probably college students.


She sat with the men for a time, on the Irishman’s lap,
letting his hands roam freely.  The warm bulge in his pants almost allowed her
to forget Aaron.  Almost.


Breaking all her rules, she enjoyed their company, laughed
at their jokes.  She connected with all of them, briefly.  Normally, she had never
allowed herself this simple pleasure.  Too dangerous.  But she had begun to
question herself, her beliefs, her motives, her rules.


Was it really so dangerous for them?  Or rather was it too
difficult for her?  She never wanted the commitments, the expectations and trappings
of relationships.  Mainly she hated the guilt.  She enjoyed playing with her
food, enjoyed their fear, their excitement, their adrenaline rush from her
animalistic needs.  To connect with them made them something more than food.  One
should not love an animal you intend to consume.


Aaron, in his crude and insensitive way, had been right. 
Though he may not have understood her as well as he thought, he pegged the
truth.  She avoided people by choice, not by necessity.  She masked her choice
in the color of necessity then convinced herself of the lie.


She could easily feed from several donors nightly and never
hurt them.  But she refused to build those connections and face the problems
when she failed to live up to their expectations.  She was no one’s friend
because she would not give of herself.  Friendships are give and take.  She
always took.


The Irishman pulled her from introspection with a passionate
kiss.  His hands slid up her dress to find her warm and wet.  She kissed him
back.  But it didn’t work.  They were not Aaron’s hands between her legs, not
Aaron’s lips on her lips.  This was not the man she loved, and though she had
tried, she could never forget.


Time to move on.


She bit him, gave him a sufficient dose of her euphoria, took
what she needed, and left her food shuddering in his VIP chair.


 


* * * *


 


Urvashi watched as Aaron’s raging fever threatened to boil
his brain and thrust him into convulsions.  He tossed and turned, thrashed.  In
his delirium he spoke the name Michelle, over and over.


Always it was this damned Michelle.  He loved his blonde
leech.


Urvashi had noticed the two of them together.  His unique
psionic signature grabbed her attention from several kilometers away.  He was a
very gifted telepath, scanning the city back and forth.  His psychic probe
flashed out to her, a powerful lighthouse beacon that drew her in.  His
indiscretion suggested he was oblivious to his psionic blasts zinging out in
all directions as he perused the thoughts of people around him.


In some ways she viewed him as an idiot savant, blissfully
unaware of the immense power he held.  Like a child with the keys to a
Lamborghini – able to start the engine and rev the motor, yet unable to harness
its full potential.  The boy lacked training and discipline.


The vampires were a disaster waiting to happen, but as she
watched the tragedy unfold, she decided to step in.  A shame to see so much
potential go to waste.  The boy had appeal.  His company could have been a
pleasant distraction for a few years.  But he had to go and do the one thing to
screw it all up.


“I should just let him die, it would serve him right.”


But in watching him, she couldn’t discount her intuition. 
This one was different.  His part in the grand scheme of things could be unique
and interesting.  Worthy of a closer look, a little extra effort.  That is, if
he survived the ravages of infection her blood had unleashed on his body.


The nurse Renault hired checked his temperature.


The old French battle axe accosted Urvashi.  “Madam, his
temperature is 104.  He should be in a hospital!  I have never seen such
disregard for a patient’s health in my twenty years as a nurse!”


“I know what he needs.  Do not question me!”  She reined in
her anger and impatience before she hurt the woman inadvertently.  She grabbed
the nurse and cut her wrist open with a sleight of hand gesture.


“Ow!  What are you doing?  Stop!  What are you doing to me?”


Ignoring the woman’s protests, Urvashi forced the nurse’s
bloody wrist up against Aaron’s mouth.  She rubbed the flesh around, smearing
red across his chin.  After a couple seconds his jaw unhinged and sharp teeth
clamped down on her open wound.


The nurse cried out, struggled, jerking on her arm to pull
away.  Aaron’s bear trap grip didn’t relent.  He held her arm tight to his
mouth.  He drank until the woman swooned, moaning and twitching.  She flopped
down onto the floor, her eyes rolled back into her head.


Urvashi had to pry the woman’s hand from Aaron’s grip.  “Now,
that’s exactly what he needed.”  She smiled at the nurse spasming at her feet. 
“See, he’s down to 99 degrees already.”  She showed the infrared thermometer
gun read-out to the twitching woman.


“I don’t need a nurse.  I need a couple of blood whores.” 
She spoke to herself.  The woman had passed out, and Aaron was too delirious to
understand.


She smiled at the relaxed vampire.  “I think we have a
chance with you.”  She flipped open her cell phone and hit an autodial button. 
“Renault, tomorrow night I want you to go to Pigaulle and find me two girls. 
Bring them here.”


“You cannot be serious, Madam.”


“I am serious.”


“Is this my bonus?  I would rather have the money.”


“Ta bouche!” 
Shut up.  “Just do it.  And do not offer more than a hundred euros
each.”


 


* * * *


 


Looking down at the city from the viewpoint on the second
level of the Eiffel Tower, Michelle came to realize a certain truth.  She no
longer cared about her precious rules.  Aaron had turned her simple existence
inside out and upside down.  She still believed spending any significant time with
people could be life-threatening, for them, but it didn’t matter anymore.


She just wanted Aaron.


She didn’t care if he wanted a harem of bloodslaves.  She
would happily find him some isolated Malaysian island and watch him seduce all
the topless native beauties he liked.  Let them make a religion devoted to
“Aaron the Almighty,” their own personal island deity.  She only cared that he
returned to love her for the rest of their long lives.


Fuck the rules.


She thought of what she’d do if she found him.  Bribes?  She
had the money to offer riches, luxury cruises, vacations and expensive toys,
anything he might want.  If only she could regain what was lost between them. 
There was virtually no limit to what she’d do to have him back.


She continued to prowl the Paris nightlife, seeking
encounters with men here and there to stave off her depression, if only for a
moment.  She craved human contact, a kind face or warm hands close by.  She
needed the tactile sensation to keep her from the abyss, that terrible chasm of
heartache and loneliness.  Alone, without Aaron’s watchful presence to deter
the aggressive men, they descended on her like a flock of birds to a ripe
cherry tree.  She danced with all types, Frenchmen, Spaniards, Russians,
Italians, Scottish, British.  She rarely turned a man away.


Except for the Germans.


Their auras evidenced good, honest, trustworthy men, smiling
and jovial, but she could not overcome her prejudice born of those wicked
nights a lifetime ago.  She refused to dance with them, and she definitely
avoided feeding.  Her bigotry made her dangerous to German men.  Just to hear
their barking speech brought back memories of death, screams, and slaughter,
and how much she had enjoyed it.  They didn’t deserve her wrath for the crimes
of their elders.


 


* * * *


 


Urvashi saw the fear of uncertainty in Sophie’s eyes and
read it in her mind as the prostitute considered this strange situation. 
Sophie pointed to Aaron, naked, lying half submerged in the bathing pool,
seemingly asleep.  “You want I should bathe him, Madam?”


The scrawny crack whore looked like the type who would do
virtually anything for the price of a hundred euros.  Sophie looked to the
other girl, Dulce, to see if she was brave enough to go first.


“Both of you, strip, get in with him.”  Urvashi had been
forced to keep Aaron in the water most of the time to control his raging fever. 
And it would be easier to clean up the mess if he killed one of the girls.


She flashed the prostitutes a stunning smile, the very same
one that had enchanted Emperors of Persia millenniums past.  “He will take
turns with you.”


Sophie shrugged and gestured to Dulce.  “You first.”


Dulce, also too skinny for proper health, stripped her
clothes fast and efficient and slid into the pool naked.  Her nipples stood erect
in the tepid water.  Aaron didn’t move, didn’t make a sound.  Looking up at
Urvashi for guidance, she grabbed the bar of soap and began working a lather on
Aaron’s chest.


“Keep going.”  Urvashi winked at her.


Dulce worked her way below the waterline and began massaging
his cock in the soapy water.  He grew full-size in her hand.  She looked back
and forth between Aaron and Urvashi, “Do you want me to wake him?”


Urvashi smiled knowingly.  “He is awake.”


Dulce glanced back at Aaron to see his eyes pop open, a
feral gleam of anticipation.  She squeaked in fear and tried to back away.  He
tackled her into the water and latched onto her neck while he buried himself
between her legs.


She fought her way back up to the surface of the pool, spluttering. 
She brought Aaron with her, his cock thrusting into her like mad.  “Help!  He
is crazy!”


Urvashi watched the woman’s reactions gradually reverse. 
Instead of fighting, she embraced Aaron, moving in time with him as he pounded
her silly, never once releasing his bite on her neck.  Her aura screamed as
loudly as she did – ecstasy, euphoria, and orgasm after orgasm.


Urvashi considered letting him kill the prostitute, take all
her blood.  Not a bad way to go really.  Probably better than the woman should
expect with her lifestyle.  She would die in the next few years of an overdose
or venereal disease.  But then Aaron stopped.  He cradled the woman in his arms
delicately as she gurgled and convulsed.


How interesting.  The beast had some modicum of
control, even in his fevered, delirious condition.


She turned to Sophie who had slowly backed away, her eyes
wide in shock.  “It’s your turn.”


“I don’t need the money that bad!  Non merci!”


Urvashi snagged her by the arm, “He’s not finished.  Get in
the water or I throw you in.”  Her grip dug in tight, and her eyes spoke of
things better left unsaid.


“Two hundred euros.”  Sophie’s bottom lip quivered.  Her nerve
barely held as she negotiated to sell her body to the wild man in the pool.


“I will put you on the street naked if you don’t get in the
water, now.”


“One hundred fifty euros.”


Urvashi spun and flicked her wrist, sending the blonde
prostitute flying through the air to land in the water in a perfect belly
flop.  Then she pulled Dulce from Aaron’s embrace and dragged her from the pool.


“That one.”  She directed Aaron to Sophie who emerged from
the water full of spitfire and cuss.


Aaron growled at his new victim, eyes glazed with fever.  He
glided through the water towards her.  His growl cut short with a word. 
“Michelle?”


Sophie backed up, scrambling towards the tiled steps of the
pool, but he grabbed her hand and pulled her in.  “Michelle?”


His captive stiffened as he sniffed at her neck like a dog.


“He thinks you are his lost love!”  Urvashi laughed out loud,
clapping, highly entertained.


“I don’t care what he thinks!”  Sophie sputtered.


Then he kissed the prostitute, cutting off any further
protest.  He pulled her up tight against his chest, his hands roaming over her
body, slipping off her clothes as his relentless kiss deepened.


In a moment he had Sophie’s skirt hiked up and pinned her
against the side of the pool.  “Michelle!”  He cried out in anguish and slammed
his cock all the way into her.


“Mon dieu!” 
He slammed her again and again, lifting her into the air with each thrust.  “Bon sang!”


Urvashi considered that he could feasibly break the woman in
half if he treated her like his precious Michelle.  Humans were not as
resilient as vampires.  She watched, fascinated, wondering if he was strong
enough to fuck her to death.  It looked like he just might.


She screamed and clawed at his back as he rammed it in
harder and faster, all his wonderful tightly defined muscles flexing as he
fucked her stupid.  But he wasn’t feeding.


“Just bite her and get on with it!”


He glanced at her.  His eyes seemed to focus for a second, a
moment of lucidity.  He looked back to the woman in his arms.  Urvashi read it
in his mind, the spike of disappointment at his realization that this was not
Michelle.


<Bite her.>  She spoke directly into his mind.


He bit Sophie hard in the neck and buried his cock to the
hilt.  Mercifully, the woman passed out.  Once more, he backed off from his
feed after a couple minutes, showing a strangely uncharacteristic self-control. 
What a curious creature, an apex predator with restraint.


He held her close, delicately, as if he really cared about
this woman.  Urvashi touched his shoulder, imparting an empathic sedative.  He
looked up at her, the depths of his despair evident as tears of blood slid down
his face.


“Give her to me.  We are finished.”


He handed the woman to Urvashi, and she pulled Sophie from
the water.


The drenched woman awoke to mutter something slurred,
heavily drugged on his bite.  “Il
n’y a qu’un bon heur dans la vie, c’est d’aimer et d’être aime.”  There is only one happiness in life, to love and be loved.


“How quaint, a prostitute who quotes George Sand.”


Urvashi laid the woman on the bathroom floor and hit the
autodial on her cell phone.  “Renault, please remove the women.  And tomorrow
night, no blondes.”


This obsession of his could not be allowed to continue.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 23


 


Aaron awoke to a bed shroud brushing across his chest, the
soft fabric billowing in the night breeze.  The sliding glass door at the other
end of the room stood open to a balcony and the sounds of the street below
drifted in.  He sat up in the king-sized bed and realized he had no clothing.


“Naked.  I hate waking up naked in strange places.”


A white terrycloth bathrobe lay across the nearby chair.  He
slipped it on and tied the sash.


The room looked very expensive, some kind of commercial
designer thing.  He could almost smell the wads of money spent on interior
decorating.


“What the hell did I get myself into this time?”


Questing for answers, it all came back in a flash. 
Michelle’s mutilated body in his arms, his helplessness, a terrible sense of loss
and grief, then pain and confusion.  He slumped into the chair as the memories
assaulted him.  The grief squeezed his heart, bringing a choking sob.  It was
almost like losing her again.


He needed fresh air.  The balcony had plenty of it, and a
phenomenal view to boot.  Gripping the stone railing, watching cars slide by
and people strolling along the streets, he recalled shadowy memories of how he
came to be in this place.


“Urvashi.”


The moment he spoke her name, his mind reached out to her,
several miles away.  A vision flashed, dark plush leather seats, the interior
of a moving vehicle, a limousine.  The lights of the city swept past the windows
in a streaky blur.  Urvashi traveled down the Rue Etienne Dolet on her way back
home, to him.


<Welcome back.> 
She spoke directly into his mind.


“Holy shit!”  His mind snapped back as he held tight to the
railing to keep his balance.


The implications struck him like a splash of ice water,
chilling in its startling truth.  They had a psychic bond.  How else could they
connect over such a distance?  But what did it mean?  Had he become her slave,
like with Michelle?


“Out of the frying pan and into the fire.”  He physically
jerked back, hardly able believe it.  “You fucking idiot!  I’m such an idiot!”


He searched through his memories to piece it together.  “How
the hell did this happen?”


She had snatched him up from the rooftops and brought him
here.  And then she wrapped him around her little finger with one shot of her
wicked blood.  He needed answers.  Who or what the hell was this strange woman? 
A laptop sat on a heavy oak table, beckoning to be tapped for information.


“Google.”


He slid the laptop open to a desktop image, an ancient city
of stone in a tropical rain forest.  The place was overgrown by vines and trees
wrapping around the ruins in a choke hold.  Angkor Wat.  He’d seen it before on
the Discovery channel.


He opened up the internet browser.  A Google search bar sat
conveniently in the upper right corner of the program, waiting for him.  What
was that thing they called her?  Apsara.  He typed Apsara and hit enter.


A massive list of websites came up.  The first one he
clicked on brought up a page detailing the history of classical Cambodian
dance, and an image very similar to the desktop photo of Angkor Wat.  His
memory clicked.  “That’s right, this is in Cambodia.”


He scanned through the site, mostly about the history of the
Khmer people.  They had carved Apsaras into the bas-reliefs and pillars of the
city.  Apsaras were defined as celestial nymphs.


“Oh.  My.  God.  This shit is for real.”


The rest of the site detailed the ancient court dance
rituals and their recent revival since the 1900’s.  He clicked on the next
site.  He found this page much more to the point.  “Apsaras are the nymphets of
the east … their task is not to reward, however, but to tempt and seduce.” 
Scanning past tales of various Hindu myths, he found her.  “Urvashi was said to
be the most beautiful Apsara of all.  Somehow, she had invoked the wrath of
Lord Brahma, and was cursed to descend from heaven.”


“Well isn’t that fuckin’ awesome.  Of all the things in the
world, I gotta get tangled up with a fallen angel.”  He shook his head.  “Boy,
Aaron, when you screw up, you do it big time.”


His hands trembling, he backed up to Google and typed Apsara Urvashi and hit
enter.  Wikipedia popped up.  “She’s in Wikipedia?”  He almost choked.


He clicked on it.  Born of Indra’s court, the celestial court
of the Hindu religion, Urvashi was considered, “The eternal woman whom man can
only desire, but never possess,” characterized as, “Extremely moody, seductive,
and jealous.”


“Perfect.  Sounds like a royal bitch.”


How much of the Vedic myths were embellishment and how much
based in fact?  Obviously they weren’t all myths.  Some of the mythical
descriptions rang true.  He had seen her shape shifting capacity firsthand. 
And powerful.  She hummed with power, like an electric conductor of sorts.  And
she had seduced him quite effectively.


Staring at the screen deep in thought, he felt her nearby,
that nondescript presence, a blankness moving towards him.  He turned in the
chair to face her.  She stood three feet away in a flowing cream-colored dress,
something designer, expensive, and definitely complementary to her hourglass
curves.  His words caught in his throat as her staggering beauty tripped his
tongue.


“So … should I be calling you Master?”  Tinged with sarcasm,
it was a serious question.


“You’re a quick one.”  She smiled appreciatively, looking
pleased with the intelligence of her new slave.


“I have my moments.  But I wasn’t quick enough to escape you.”


Her features turned warm, and a calm seeped over him,
anxiety and uncertainty drifted away.  He sighed with the wonderful sensation,
his shoulders loosened and relaxed as his burdens lifted.


“Is this who you really are?  This face?”


“It’s the look I prefer.  For now.”  She smiled again, and
he knew exactly why the myths raved of her beauty.  He had grown a semi just
from her damn smile.  The woman was sensuality personified.


When she laid her hand to rest on his shoulder, up close and
personal, his cock stiffened instantly.  The bathrobe did a poor job of hiding
it.


“How do you feel?”  She smirked, taking in his obvious
arousal.


“I’m confused, not sure what the hell is going on, or who or
what you really are.  But if you’re asking if I am okay, then yeah, I’m
great.”  He adjusted his cock slightly in a failed attempt to hide his raging
hard-on.  The damn thing sprang right back up, pointing straight at her.


She rubbed her thigh across his arm as she ran her fingers
through his hair.  “You are a beautiful man.”  Her electric fingers traced a
wonderful sensation across his scalp working down to his jawline.  “I think I
will keep you around for a while.  Try not to ask too many questions.”


Her every move spoke of possession, ownership.  While he
sensed her power over him and resented it severely, her hands still felt
wonderful.  She could make his life very pleasurable, if he didn’t piss her
off.  He felt like a stray dog snatched off the streets, held prisoner to be
fed and coddled, as long as he behaved.


“Could you enlighten me here?  I am trying to get a grip on
this … thing between us.”


She glanced at the webpage he’d been looking at.  “I think
you know enough.  More than you should.  A girl has to have her secrets every
now and then.”


“Right.”  He didn’t know what kind of hell a fallen angel
could bring down on his head if he made her angry, but he couldn’t stand
playing this game for much longer.  “So, what happened when I drank your
blood?  Why do we have this connection?”


“Questions, questions.”  She closed her eyes, as though
looking for some source of inner peace or wisdom.  She pegged him with her
teardrop eyes.  “By some miracle you have survived the infection.  You are
bound to me.  Centuries ago this would have made you my slave.  The world has
changed, and that is not an acceptable practice.”


Her magic fingers danced through his hair again, bringing an
entrancing sensation that traveled straight to his erection.  Her pheromones of
arousal signaled that she wanted him too.


“Though I am inclined to keep you close for a number of
reasons, I am not your master.  A mentor perhaps.  There is much I can
teach you, if you listen, and be patient.  And I am not unkind to my men.”


She slipped her fingers down the nape of his neck to his
collarbone, and kept on going inside his robe, sliding down around his nipple. 
He wanted her hands lower, but the electric tingle on his nipple wreaked havoc
on his reasoning processes.  She had him going.


He caught his breath and fought hard against the raging
desire to tackle her to the ground and bury his cock in her.  “While I am sure
I will appreciate what you have to offer, you’ll have to forgive me if I don’t
celebrate.  I’m not excited about being anyone’s property.  Been there, done
that before.”  Grief for Michelle flashed, but Urvashi ran her fingers down the
back of his neck and it drained out of him with her caress.


He could hardly fight off her overpowering seduction.  His
cock flexed, ready for her hands, her body, anything warm and wet.  Another minute
of this and he would surely shred her clothes where she stood.


“You mustn’t be so cynical.  It makes you look menacing,
unattractive.”  She sighed.  “You enjoyed my company before, why fight it now?”


Deliberate and calculated.  She played his body like a damn
harp, tweaking his strings to make him sing with aching desire.  He hated the
manipulation, just like he had resented when Michelle did it.  Too late,
Urvashi had already taken him to the edge of his self-control.


She leaned down to whisper and her lips brushed sparks over
his ear.  “Give it to me, Aaron.  I want all of your passion, your grief, your
resentment, your desire.  I can absorb all of it.”


She took his hand and pulled him from the desk, drawing him
to the bed.  His control all but completely gone, he shed his robe and helped
strip her clothes.  Zipper, bra, panties, his hands shook with need as he tore
at her clothing.  Finally, her luscious golden body beckoned in an enticing
surge of smooth curves.  He explored it all.


He consumed her mouth, smothering her with kisses.  Tongues
and bodies wrestled for position and they toppled onto the bed.  She flipped
him and he flowed with her, rolling her over onto her back.  They tumbled,
slipping and sliding, kissing, hands groping.  He couldn’t say how, but her
hands seemed to caress him all over simultaneously.  She pulled on his ass, his
shoulders, tugged on his cock, stroked his balls, and yet pulled his head down
into a deeper kiss.  He moaned into her lips, shuddering as her touch danced
all across his body, electric snakes writhing around him.  She could have sprouted
eight arms like a Hindu goddess for all he knew.  He briefly wondered if she
had given rise to those myths as well.


And then she wrapped her legs around his waist and he buried
his hard cock in her hot, moist, electric-tingling embrace.


“Oh damn that’s good.”  He growled into her ear as she took
all of him.


The sensation so intense, unlike anything he’d ever known. 
This must be how she had seduced men of all ages and races, emperors, princes,
kings, presidents.  Her power flowed up through his cock and across his whole
body, coursing in and out as she held him tight, grunting with his relentless
thrusts.


Her power surged into him, and he slammed her harder and
faster.  She made him feel so alive, so strong.


She started chanting in the strange tones of Hindi, her hips
rising to meet him.  He slapped and pounded her luscious golden thighs, her
grunts and melodic chants goading him on.  He gave her every ounce of desire,
frustration, grief, fury and resentment.  His release unloaded a bottomless
well of depression into Urvashi.


“Michelle!”


She took it all, listening to him scream as he buried his
cock with all his strength.  His passionate fires eventually burned out and he
collapsed into her soothing embrace.  Barely able to speak from his exertion,
he breathed in her ear, “Can you forgive me?  I just miss her sooo
much.  And …”  He recalled how she had played her dirty trick the first time
they met, wearing Michelle’s face.  He considered asking her to do it again, to
play the role, just to hold Michelle in his arms one more time.


She read him so easily, knew what he wanted.  She pulled his
chin up to look him in the eyes with her temptation.  “I will do it if you
want.  I can be your Michelle.”


Bleeding tears on Urvashi’s shoulder, he knew it would only
make matters worse to play this sick game.  “No.  She’s gone, and I need to
accept that.”


She held him, stealing his grief, giving him back a
wonderful zing of crackling power with her every touch.  He could lie in her
arms like this endlessly.  He could almost forget Michelle.  Almost.


In the early morning, sprawled across the bed, exhausted,
sated, cuddling together in sweet contentment, she sat up and tugged on his
arm.  “Come, I want to show you something.”


Daylight approached, with it the heavy lethargy and a good
dose of fear.  “I can’t, I must sleep.  We need to block the windows now.”


He stood up, panicky, he had waited too long and the sun sat
just over the horizon.


“Hush, trust me.”


She took his hand and pulled him to the balcony, to stand in
their bathrobes in the dark grey twilight.  In seconds the grey turned
purplish, signaling the coming light.  He turned to run back into the room and
she snapped, “STAY HERE.”


He couldn’t leave her side.  She had used their bond to
entrap him there to die a horrible death by sunlight.  “You want to kill me? 
You fuck me all night long just to kill me in the morning?”


“QUIET.”


He stood facing forward, stomach churning with fear, waiting
for fiery death to blast over the horizon.  As the sun kissed his face for the
first time in over three months of nightlife, he sent out a silent prayer that
he could be reunited with Michelle somewhere in the afterlife.  Heaven or hell,
it wouldn’t matter as long as she was there.  The light of the sun, the first
he had felt in three months, warmed his neck, then his cheeks, then his whole
face.  The second hand on the wall clock ticked off noisy seconds in the
silence as he waited for the searing fire, the burning pain.  He slowly opened
his eyes to the orange-pink-yellow colors of the sunrise.


Urvashi looked at him and winked.  “You’re welcome.”


“Wow.  I don’t know what to say … thanks.”


He squinted at the near blinding brightness and held her
hand as they watched the November morning sun bloom upon the sky.  He still
felt the lethargy, that heavy dead-tired weight upon his eyelids, but he no
longer feared the sunrise.


He wondered what else she had done to him.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 24


 


Michelle walked through the lobby of the Hilton towards the
door, intent on continuing the search for Aaron.  The night manager,
Maximillian Sinclair, watched her walk past.  He seemed to have developed a
fixation on her.  She had avoided him for the past week.


“Madam, excusez-moi!” 
He spoke up louder when she kept walking.  “Madam Michelle!”


She finally stopped and answered, “Oui?”  He jogged up to her,
catching her at the front entrance.


“How are you, Madam?  Is everything okay?”


With the painful truth in her heart and a lie on her lips,
she managed a pretense of a smile.  “Oui,
Monsieur, I am fine.”  She didn’t feel fine.  She felt lost, more so than at
any time in her very long life.


“Have you seen Monsieur Pilan?  Is he aware of the wire
transfer?  We have some papers he must sign.”


She shook her head no, unable to speak.  Her façade hiding
the angst and loneliness cracked.


“Is there something I can do for you, Madam?”  Max’s aura
swirled full of concern, his hand at her elbow.


“I will let Monsieur Pilan know … when I see him.”  She
choked it out, looking away, unable to face Max.


“He is missing?  Non?
 I can help you find him.  If he is staying in another hotel in Paris, I will
find him.  Don’t worry.”


A spark of hope flared, a light in her darkness.  “You would
do that?  You can help?”  She smiled brightly, her first real smile in weeks.


“Though he does not deserve a woman such as you, I will find
him if you wish.”


She hugged him, speechless with emotion.


 


* * * *


 


Beyond his tolerance to sunlight, Aaron noticed another
difference, a diminished need for blood.  He could go one or two nights without
feeding, and it didn’t really bother him – his thirst no longer the all-consuming
drive it had been.


In truth, he had no issues with his new life with Urvashi. 
Well, except for Renault.


Aaron tried to be polite when they met.  “Hello, my name is
Aaron Pilan, nice to meet you.”  He held out his hand.


“It speaks?”  Renault looked to Urvashi.


Renault spoke with a French accent and a hint of something
else, a flair from India.


“Yes.”  Aaron glared at the compact little man with curly
reddish-brown hair cropped close.  He tried to penetrate his mind, but the man
had a rock-solid privacy wall.  He imagined Urvashi had trained him well.


Renault snorted in derision, ignored Aaron’s offered hand,
and pretended Aaron didn’t exist.  Aaron sniffed the air, caught the scent of
something earthy, leaves in the fall, pine needles, and an animal taint. 
Something with animal fur.  This man was more than he seemed.  Not quite human.


“What’s his problem?”  Aaron flicked his head towards the
asshole.


“He’s jealous.  Renault has had me all to himself for far
too long.”  She twined her fingers in Aaron’s, with a pointed look in her
manservant’s direction.


He loved the feel of her.  Every time he stroked her skin,
power thrummed through his body.  He could be happy any time she touched him.


“Well, I’m not into the sausage fest.  Whatever you two have
going, don’t include me in it.  And he smells funny.”


“Renault and I have a working relationship, very
professional.”


“Right.  And that’s why he’s staring at me like I’m banging
his mother?”


Renault looked at him full of menace.  “Je t'em merde!”  Fuck you.


The little bastard growled at him.  Aaron growled right
back, sliding out of his seat into a crouch.


“Behave!”  Urvashi’s will lashed around him, restraining him
from taking the snide little prick’s head off.


Renault snickered, delighting in Aaron’s frustration.


“Both of you.”  Urvashi’s finger snapped out at Renault and
he went rigid, veins standing out in his neck and forehead.  Whatever she had
done to him, it looked painful.


She released her hold on them both, and Renault took off
immediately.  She watched him go and explained.  “He will not be a problem, but
he does not understand my reasons for bringing you here.”


“That makes two of us.”


She glared at him.  “Patience.  In time all will be clear. 
Come, I have another lesson.”


She trained him nightly in numerous strange and fascinating
arts.  Some nights she tortured him with hours of meditation and focus.  Other
nights, he hung on her every word, fascinated by the intricacies of swords – katanas
– specifically the wakizashi, a twenty-four inch blade.


He followed her into the adjoining room filled with
museum-like displays.  Her walls held an array of exhibits of all different
kinds, mostly archaic weaponry, with some vases, sculptures and other oddities
of human history.  They headed to the far end of the room, a large open area he
called, ‘Urvashi’s Dojo.’


A week earlier, she introduced him to the Japanese short
sword of tradition.  “The wakizashi is an elegant and deadly weapon for indoor
battle, and the preferred sword of assassins.  The Japanese designed it for
decapitation and close quarter dueling.  I use only the handmade clay-tempered
swords from Cheness Oniyuri, the Demon Lily.”


She smiled sweetly as she demonstrated how graceful and deadly
the short sword could be in the hands of a master.  She sliced through the air
in a humming blur – slash, parry, stab – a spinning arc of razor sharp death.  In
a matter of seconds she could carve a man to pieces.


After finishing her exercise, she lectured him.  “This is
the only weapon you will ever need.  And you will need it.  Dangerous as you
are, there are those who can best you.  Learn what I teach, and you will handle
any situation.”


And then she taught him to use the short sword like an
extension of his own body.  After several nights of practice he moved through
her katas – exercises – with speed and fluidity, the tempered steel singing
through the air.  He found peace of mind and a certain zen with the sword in
his hands.


On this night, as had become habit, he went straight for the
sword.


“No.  We need to work on your mental focus and discipline.”


He groaned.  More meditation.  Urvashi the self-help guru.


“A time may come when your mental focus and abilities will
make all the difference in the world, the difference between life and death. 
As you know, you can die.  It can be as simple as a man with a gun.”  Her
speech hit home.


Choked up with the grief her words inspired, he nodded
acceptance.


“You must hone your mind, focus your abilities.  A sharply
focused mind visualizes directly.  Learn to act by thought, by visualization. 
Clear out the debris and distractions.  Meditation is the first key to unerring
focus.”


He kept on nodding, wondering if she’d ever done seminars
with Tony Robbins.


“You have heard it said, ‘What a man can conceive he can
achieve.’  This is a partial truth understood by wealthy, powerful men, and the
occasional genius.  For you, this is the only truth you need to master.  There
is much potential awaiting your discovery.”


He sat and waited to discover, listening, letting her smooth
voice penetrate his thick skull.  Why not believe her?  He had no reason to
distrust her.  So he opened his mind to all possibilities.


“You may do many things that seem impossible, magical, but
this result is simply a product of a finely tuned mind.”


Coming from a fallen angel who did impossible and magical
things, he believed her.


“The power of your desire will determine the results of your
efforts.  You must learn to concentrate on your desires with all your focus and
intensity.”


Despite his willingness to follow her teachings, he found it
difficult to focus.  Her meditation exercise reminded him of his first night
with Michelle.  The bittersweet memory resurfaced.


As though it was yesterday, he recalled Michelle sitting in
front of him, legs crossed, wearing nothing but a see-through white slip and
panties.  As he lusted over every inch of her, she smirked in an unspoken
promise.  And she had delivered on that promise, giving all of her body and soul
to him.  He fell in love with her then, that very first night.  And when she
confided her darkest secrets he betrayed her love and trust.  Sitting with
Urvashi, practicing meditation, same as with Michelle, seemed a betrayal of her
memory.


Urvashi snapped at him, “Pay attention!”  He jerked back
into focus, embarrassed.


“Visualize yourself.  Feel the world around you.  Feel my
presence in front of you.”  She sat legs crossed in a black form-fitting
bodysuit, and looked every bit the fallen angel.  “Feel the flow of air
currents and the energies around us, between us.”


He felt it then, a slight pressure on his skin, a static
electricity, crackling and prickly.  In his mind’s eye he saw a faint glow coming
off her, reaching toward him.


She snapped again.  “You’re blocking me.  You’re blocking
out sensations with your shielding.”


He didn’t have the first clue how to ‘unblock’ whatever she
thought was blocked.


“Drop your shields!”  Spoken as command, her will tore down
the barrier he hadn’t known existed.


She stripped him bare, his soul naked for her perusal.  He
felt her then, an immensely hot and powerful thing – a burning hot sun roasting
him with uninhibited radiant energy.  She engulfed him, invading every pore and
crevice, stealing the air from his lungs.  He drowned in the overwhelming surge
of her power wrapping around him.


She invaded his psyche, his memories, every fiber of his
being, rifling through his most intimate secrets.  She dredged up his
humiliations, joys, failures, fears, all his life experiences.  Her exploration
evoked the deep grief of his father’s passing at sixteen years old, and then
recently Anastasia and the crushing agony of Michelle’s death.


Re-experiencing the moment, he sat there in the street, his
lover and companion bleeding to death in his arms.  It was more than he could
bear.


“Please stop!  Oh god, no more!”  He screamed and slammed
his mental barriers back into place.  She flowed back into herself, her power
tightly contained within her golden-skinned façade of humanity.


He gasped trying to recover.  Tears of blood streamed down
his face.


“I’m sorry.  I pushed too hard.  Forgive me.”  She laid her
hand on his, and that’s when he felt it, a siphoning-draining of his emotions. 
She stole his grief and pain, and with it a small measure of his energy.  This
exercise, though painfully harsh, had brought a new facet to his awareness.


“Is that what you have been doing all along?”


Her composure slipped for a second, then her mask of
perfection resumed.  “Yes.  I have taken your pain, when necessary.”


“I think you took a little something more.”


She smiled.  No apologies or shame.  “It seems you can learn
after all.”


 


* * * *


 


Each night Michelle descended to the front desk to find
Maximillian Sinclair.  “You have news of Monsieur Pilan?”


“Non. 
I cannot find him in any hotels in Paris.  Are you certain he has not left the
city?”


“Non. 
I can only hope he will come back here.”


It was the same each night, no luck.


She had visited the mansion several times, but never found
any evidence that Aaron had stayed there.  She hated the place more than ever,
for the memories of their harsh words, a moment of anger when she almost went
too far.  She had considered killing him that night.


Nothing to do but wait.


And so she waited.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 25


 


“Michelle!”  Aaron screamed as he buried his cock and almost
bit Urvashi by mistake.  He barely stopped himself before his teeth broke her
skin.


“Aargh!”  She yelled in his face and her blinding daze of
light-energy shoved him off the bed.


He shook off the last crackles of her energy.  How foolish,
to risk the jealousy of a fallen angel.  “I’m sorry, I … got carried away.”


He sat down on the edge of the bed, head in hands, unable to
look her in the eyes.  In the past three weeks, sleeping at her side, making
love to her night after night, he had mistakenly called her Michelle more times
than he could count.


Her electric fingers traced the line of his shoulder and
down his spine.  “Of all the men in the world, I choose you.  And yet you long
for another.”


“I’m …”  The apology had gotten old.  Saying it again
wouldn’t make it any better.  “I just miss her.  You don’t know what it’s like,
to be connected so intimately.  We shared everything.  It’s like a piece of my
soul is missing, the best piece.”


“The imprint was very deep.  It might take a long time to
overcome.”


He looked back at her.  Her tone seemed strange, as if she
spoke more to herself than him.  “I need to accept she’s gone.”


“Yes you do.”


He took off to shower and get a grip on his messy emotions. 
Barely able to look her in the eyes, he dressed in silence and followed her
down to the ground floor.  As they had done so many times before, he
accompanied Urvashi and her chauffer Renault out into the streets of Paris.


He steeled his nerve to do the thing that had to be done.  “Have
Renault take us to the Hilton.  I need to put things in order, tie up loose
ends.”  His clothes, Michelle’s clothes, the hotel bill.  “It’s about time.”


She sat silent for a moment, and then nodded to Renault. 
She slipped a comforting hand over Aaron’s.  “Yes, it is time.  It would seem
unavoidable.”  She had that strange tone again.


At the Hilton reception desk he met the ever so courteous
Maximillian Sinclair.  “Bonjour, Monsieur Pilan, have you been enjoying our
lovely city?”  Max looked pointedly at Urvashi with a snide tilt of his upper
lip.


Guilt hit Aaron square in the gut.


Reading Max’s mind, the manager’s hatred boiled.  He saw
Aaron as cheating scum and worse, the other woman was obviously not French. 
Max’s intense loathing blotted out all else in his mind.


“I need a room key.  I lost mine a few weeks ago.”  Aaron
spoke stoically, keeping a tight control on his emotions.  This asshole didn’t
know the truth, and he had no right to judge.


In his fury, Max almost forgot to tell Aaron about the wire
transfer.  His eyes narrowed and he breathed heavily through his nose as he
presented Aaron with the paperwork.  “Sign here, and here, and here, and I will
get you another key.”


Once more, Aaron signed form after form shoved in front of
him, and Max slid the coveted room key across the counter along with an account
statement.


Aaron glanced at the bill.  “Shit!  Can’t you give me some
kind of weekly discount?  You’re billing me for the entire month and I haven’t
even been here!”


He read Max’s sublime pleasure at this small retribution. 
“Pardon, Monsieur, we do not have a weekly rate.  This is not Motel 6.  You
have had the Executive suite available all month.  It is regrettable you were
otherwise occupied.”  He executed another snide eyebrow lift in Urvashi’s
direction.  Max’s mind burned with outrage that Aaron would betray the
beautiful blonde French woman with Urvashi, and then have the audacity to
complain about his hotel bill.


“Oh, and I’ll be checking out tonight.  I want the balance
of my money, whatever’s left after paying for the majestic Executive suite.”


Max’s hatred and attitude set him on edge.  He already had
more than enough guilt about Michelle’s death.  He didn’t need this asshole giving
him a hard time.  Aaron considered leaping over the counter to smash the smug
little bastard’s face in.


Urvashi snatched up the key and ushered him away brusquely. 
“Thank you very much, Monsieur Sinclair.”


She steered Aaron toward the elevator with a firm grip on
his arm.  “Money is not an issue, but the Parisian police are.  You cannot
growl and intimidate everyone.  Some problems require finesse, negotiation.” 
She lectured him on their way up to the fourth floor.


The implications of her words about money sunk in.  The only
people who spoke like that were those who had more money than they could ever
spend.  Looks like I got tangled up with another millionaire.  He suspected
she owned all the floors below the penthouse apartments they occupied, and a building
like that was easily worth several million.


Fucking millionaires.


When they arrived at the door to his room, Urvashi stopped
him.  “I think you should do this alone.  I’ll wait down in the lobby.”


“No, that’s okay.  I’d rather not be alone right now.  You’ve
been a comfort to me.  I’d appreciate it if you stayed.”  He wanted to make a
place for her in his heart.  He sincerely tried.


She ran her fingers through his hair, smiling brightly. 
“That’s the sweetest thing you’ve ever said to me.”


They walked into the suite together.  He braced himself to
confront the situation head on.  He worried he might find evidence of the foul
play from Michelle’s abduction.


The room looked spotless.  He imagined Michelle there in
bed, her tousled golden locks spread across the pillow, her glorious creamy
skin, and that sexy little smile of hers whenever she caught him thinking about
making love to her.


As though manifested from his imagination, Michelle glided
out of the bathroom wearing only a black silk bathrobe.  She looked so
provocative he instantly grew hard in his pants and his mouth filled with teeth
in anticipation of her wonderful blood.


 


* * * *


 


Michelle gawked at her lover and the woman standing next to
him.  At first she could do nothing but stare at Aaron in shock, the man she
had been waiting for, praying for.


She burst with joy at the sight of him.  “Aaron!”


But something was different.  His aura held a strange golden-bright
color, like nothing she’d ever seen.  And it leaked over to the woman at his side. 
Following his aura to her, this same golden color shone brilliantly from the
woman, like the corona of the sun emanating out in fiery waves.  This woman was
not human but something more – much more – and she held his hand as if she
owned him.


“Aaron?”


“Michelle!  Is that really you?”  Aaron looked back and
forth between the two women, as if he expected to see another Michelle
somewhere else.


When he looked to the black-haired Persian for approval,
Michelle knew the bitch had laid claim to her lover.


“Meurs,
pute!”  Die, whore!  “He is mine!”  She launched at the bitch
in a snarl of rage.


Aaron intercepted her, snatched her right out of the air in
a crushing bear hug.  “Oh god, I missed you!”


She watched the bitch glaring at Aaron’s back as he squeezed
Michelle so hard it hurt.  Murderous fury filled her.  Rend and tear flesh. 
Rip out her guts.  Listen to her screams as I filet her breasts and peel out
her spinal cord.


“I love you so much, Michelle.”


Six little words spoken with unmistakable sincerity dissolved
her rage.  Jealousy and suspicion evaporated, leaving only love and happiness. 
In his arms again.  He was back.  He lived.  Nothing else mattered.


“Je t'aime de tout mon cœur.”  I
love you with all my heart.


And he kissed her, the way he always kissed her, like she
was the only woman in the world.  Glorious heat and love poured over her,
working its way through her whole body.  Heavenly joy, wonder, awe.  She loved
this man.  She would follow him to the ends of the earth to be together.  Tears
of blood and joy ran down her face.


In Aaron’s arms, all was right with the world.


A dark-haired slut with tear-drop eyes pecked Aaron on the
cheek.  “I’ll give you this night with her.  We’ll talk tomorrow.”


Snap.  Michelle’s teeth closed on empty air as she lunged
for the bitch.  Too quick, the door clicked shut behind the interloper.


“Who the hell is that?”


“I’ll tell you all about her later.  We have some serious
catching up to do.”  He kissed her soundly, and his hands slid her bathrobe off
her shoulders, flowing all over her skin.  He laid claim to her mouth with a
fiery kiss of possession.  He carried her in his powerful arms and leaped onto
the bed.  Landing in a giggling tumble, his hard chest pushed against her
breasts as he kissed her again.


She shredded his shirt in her impatience to strip his
clothes.  His cock pressed against her leg and she grabbed it.  Just like she
remembered, rock hard, pulsing in her grip.  He growled as she stroked the
length of him, teasing the head of his cock with her thumb.  She wanted him,
needed him inside her, filling her, loving her like no other man had ever loved
her.


“I have dreamt of this moment.”  He slid in his hot,
engorged erection.  Inch by glorious inch, he stretched and filled her, burying
all that cock where she needed it most.


She growled into his ear.  “You are mine and I will never
let you go.”  She wrapped her legs around him and hooked her heels in, gripping
his ass for more.


He shifted his weight and hit that spot.  He always knew
where to find her spot.  Shuddering waves of bliss rocked her body as he ground
and thrust, hitting her right where she liked it, over and over.


“J'ai besoin
de toi.”  She clawed his back and pulled on his shoulders.


“I need you too, and I’m never letting you out of my sight
again.”


For a brief second she wondered what the black-haired bitch
would have to say about that.  Then he growled and hit home inside her, nailing
her spot with deliciously painful thrusts.  He sunk his teeth into her neck,
and she bit him back.  Heavenly bliss erased all thought, and nothing else
mattered.


 


* * * *


 
















 


 


Chapter 26


 


Aaron awoke in Michelle’s arms, her scent and their
lovemaking permeated the bed sheets.  The glorious aroma of home.  No matter
where they were, no matter what bed they slept in, with her at his side it
would always be home.  Everything in his universe aligned perfectly with
Michelle’s naked limbs wrapped around him snugly.


He prayed Urvashi wouldn’t force him to give her up.  It
would be unbearable.  The lines from Wikipedia came to mind, “Extremely moody,
seductive, and jealous.”  Urvashi didn’t strike him as one to share.


Michelle’s eyes opened with a smile on her lips.  “Good
morning.”


He banished thoughts of Urvashi as he settled between his
lover’s thighs.  He worked her clit with his thumb while he slipped two fingers
into her hot wet folds.  She gasped, her eyes rolling back as she thrust her
hips, finding his rhythm.  He sensed her soreness from the punishing sexual
marathon last night.  She loved the delicious ache inside her, the soreness
from her abused hips and thighs.


He nipped at her ears, kissing lightly down her neck and
collarbone.  “I’m going to wake you like this every night.”


“Céleste.” 
Heavenly.


He licked at her nipples to watch them harden, tracing little
circles with his tongue.  His hand deftly maintained his rhythm inside her,
sliding in her slick, wet heat till she writhed beneath him.


“Aaron, give it to me!  Stop playing!”


He loved this woman so much it hurt, and he had an aching
hard cock as evidence.  She pulled on him, guiding him to her.  His thumb still
in place working her little nub, he slid into her warm wet embrace.  She was sooo
ready for him.  He felt burned by the heat of her womb.  He could never get
enough of this woman.  Never.


Sliding all the way in, he withdrew slowly, watching her
shudder with sensation.  She hurt inside, but she wanted it bad, and he
couldn’t deny her.  Slowly, he plunged back in, hitting her at that deepest
point, right where she liked it, painful bliss.  She gasped and squealed with
the sweet torment.


Her sounds drove him on, he couldn’t hold back anymore.  He
buried it and began a slamming rhythm, beating the inside of her like a drum. 
She held him tight, whining and moaning and growling.  He worked to hear her
grunts and hit her deep where it hurt.  This was what she wanted, and he needed
to give it to her.


She came hard, clenching, contracting and screaming in his
ear.  “Aaron!”


She sank her fangs into his neck.  He bit her a second
later, grinding in to hit her limit.  He pounded his cock into this wonderful
woman, and knew the ultimate bliss of true love and that moment of simultaneous
orgasm.  Two souls as one, in love, convulsing in bed-shredding, toe-curling
release.


They clenched and ground together for a time, passion
begetting passion, consuming one another to the point of collapse.  He read her
sublime joy at his weight on her.  She wanted him like this every night of her
life, his cock planted deep, his arms around her, basking in his love.


But he had hurt her.


“I’m sorry, Michelle.  You drive me to it.  I don’t want to
hurt you, but I can hardly stop.”


“I like the way you hurt me.”  She literally purred.


He was far stronger now.  Another one of those fringe
benefits of Urvashi’s blood.


He read it plainly in her thoughts.  Michelle wanted all of
him, no matter the cost. “I don’t care.  I can take it.  I will never turn you
away.”  She feared losing him.  And the pain-pleasure blend incited a dark
passion.  Something left over from her days a lifetime ago with that psycho
Julian.


“I might get a little rough, but don’t expect me to chain
you up.”  He smiled.


Her eyes flashed in challenge, and then she broke into
giggles.  He had missed her laughter sooo much.


“I promise you I can handle it.  But I need your promise in
return.”


“Mmm hmm.”  He already knew what she wanted, and he would
give it to her, if he could.


“Promise you will never let her separate us.”  She was
uncharacteristically afraid and jealous of Urvashi.  Michelle’s confidence in
their connection had been shattered.  She badly needed to hear the words.


“By ‘her’ you mean my sexy new angelic friend?”


Michelle squirmed beneath him.  “Connard!  You know exactly
who I mean!  The whore! Putain
de merde!”  She tried to roll him over on the bed, but he dug his
hips in between her legs and laid his weight into her.  He was too strong now.


He kissed her into silence, smiling all the while.


“I promise.  I will never let her separate us.”


He gave his word, and he meant it.  But it might not be up
to him to decide.  And that scared the shit out of him too.  He put on a brave
smile for Michelle.


“That’s very romantic, but not entirely correct.”  Urvashi
stood in the room three feet from the bed, watching smugly as he struggled to
keep Michelle down underneath him.  His lover wanted to tear Urvashi’s heart
out with her teeth.


“Fuck!  Can’t you knock or something?”  He wanted to get up
and throttle her.  Instead he had to wrestle with Michelle, hugging her tightly
as she cursed and spat, trying to get out from under him.  “Please, Michelle, I
love you.  Stop!  We need to talk!  This is the not the way.”


Michelle stilled in his arms.  “Salope!”  Bitch. 
She spat at Urvashi in derision.


“Sorry to interrupt your little interlude, but we do need to
talk.”  Urvashi looked down on Aaron, ran her electric fingers over his ass, and
watched him shudder from the sensation.  “I won’t hurt her, I promise.”


He sat up slowly, extricated himself from between Michelle’s
legs and pulled his lover up to sit her in his lap sideways, his arms locked
around her.  “I’m not letting go of her.”


Michelle hugged him, slipping her nose into the crook of his
neck, just the way he liked it.  They knew each other all too well.  He stared
Urvashi down.  “Whatever you have to say, I am not letting go of Michelle.  I
lost her once, I can’t do it again.”


 


* * * *


 


Urvashi recognized the inconvenient truth.  This was a time
to choose her battles wisely.  She needed Aaron at her side, following her
instruction without question.  There was much he didn’t understand.  Too many
events had aligned against her too quickly.  And with her blood in his veins,
he’d become far too valuable to just let him go.


She surveyed the naked vampires fondling each other and
rolled her eyes at their ridiculous performance.


Aaron spoke to his beloved leech.  “Hear her out.  She was
there for me when I needed her.  She has given me no reason not to trust her.”


The blonde sat curled in his lap watching Urvashi with a sly
hate-filled look.  Urvashi could kill the leech at any time, but that would
alienate him completely.  He’d never forgive her.  His devotion to Michelle
radiated off his aura in waves.  He loved that bloody leech so much it turned
her stomach.  Never had she encountered a man she desired who chose another
woman over her.  Guess there’s a first time for everything.  So damn
young and impetuous!  Infuriating!


The blonde creature in his lap emitted a low growl, a guard
dog ready to attack to protect its master.  Urvashi snickered.  The bitch had
lost her power over him.  Their roles had almost reversed.


He petted her hair and murmured in her ear.  “This has to
end, Michelle.  We need to come to an agreement of some kind.  Please calm
down.”


His mature handle on the situation thawed Urvashi’s icy demeanor. 
Impossible to stay angry with him when he sat there naked, doing exactly as she
had instructed, managing the problem with finesse and negotiation.  Perhaps
he will learn and become something more.  And the fool was so happy – in
love.


She watched the couple with a heavy heart.  This could
become quite a mess.


She had hoped to build a real relationship with him,
something special.  The reality of the situation did not appeal to her.  She
didn’t want the leech in her life, too.


A couple centuries ago she would have simply killed
Michelle.  Problem solved.  She didn’t like to share.  But the new utopias of
civilization brought a fresh idealism, a revival in philosophy and her hope for
the human race.  She’d rather not return to the barbarism and suffering she had
witnessed over all those centuries.  And she didn’t want to be the source of Aaron’s
suffering.  A remarkable and beautiful creature such as him deserved more.


She needed his willing cooperation.


Time had taught her many lessons.  Time and circumstance
changed everything and everyone.  She could afford to wait.  For an immortal,
the phrase, “patience is a virtue,” took on a whole new meaning.


“An ancient wise man of Persia once told me, if one desires
a rose, one must respect its thorns.”  They watched her, waiting for her words,
her judgment.  “Your situation was not of my making.  You didn’t heed my
warning.  Now we must deal with the consequences of your mistake.”


“I know, and I’m sorry.  But it changes nothing.  I won’t
leave Michelle.”


She stepped up to Aaron.  “So this is truly what you want? 
Her?”  She stroked his hair with her fingers, sending little tingles filtering down
through his scalp.  He couldn’t deny the pleasure she gave him, his cock
stiffened as proof.


He looked down at himself and then at her sheepishly.  “Yes
… look … you’re wonderful.  Really.  Any man would take your hand and drop
everything in an instant.  But I can’t.  I can’t change how I feel.  Michelle
is everything to me.”


She stepped back away from him.


He continued his entreaty.  “I would like to call you a
friend.  I’m bound to you, a servant I imagine.  And I have always respected
you, and been grateful for your help, your friendship.  As a friend, can you
grant me this one request?  Please don’t force me to leave Michelle.”


She breathed in deeply.  Surprising how much this boy had
worked his way under her skin in so short a time.  He was special.


“I accept your friendship.  But that does not change the
nature of our relationship.  You delivered yourself to me through taking my
blood.”


Aaron blew out the breath he’d been holding in.  His face
was unreadable, and he blocked his mind solid.  Hmm … hiding something?


She hardened her heart and her features.  “There will be
times when I need you to do my bidding, and I may need you with me for certain
situations that will require your aid in resolution.  You will serve me when I
call.  And she will not interfere in my life.  That is unacceptable.”


Aaron’s smooth demeanor contradicted his deadly words.  “I
recall your lesson of the other night.  That beautiful sword, the wakizashi,
was originally designed for decapitation.  Ask yourself, Urvashi, if you tear
out my heart by taking Michelle away from me, what’s to stop me from using that
sword?  Can you guard yourself every waking moment?”


Michelle started growling again, like an involuntary
reaction from a dog that senses a threat.  The two of them looked ready for
war, lovers willing to die for each other.  Michelle sneered, “And you will
have me to contend with.”


Urvashi’s anger blossomed and she fought for control.  “Don’t
threaten me!  If I let you have your precious leech, you better make damn sure
to keep the bitch on a leash!”  With her shout, she released a telekinetic blast
of blinding white force slamming them both flat on the bed.  They sat up with
identical shell-shocked looks of astonishment plastered on their faces, and
blood running down their noses.


Michelle ran her hands over Aaron, checking to see he was
okay.  She hugged him in relief when he seemed fine, though speechless.


Urvashi shook her head at them, trying not to laugh aloud. 
They had no idea how small a fraction of her power she had let loose.  Still, the
boy had spine.  Almost made her proud.


Michelle addressed Urvashi directly.  “You don’t have to
hurt him.  I promise I won’t cause problèmes.”


Perhaps there is hope for them after all.  The bitch can
be reasonable.


She rolled her eyes at Michelle.  “Yes, yes, fine! 
Whatever.  I didn’t hurt him.  Stop looking at me like that.”


Aaron wiped the blood from his face and frowned.  Urvashi caught
the flavor of his thoughts.  He was a very intuitive creature.  Not one to easily
deceive.  “Did you know Michelle was alive all this time?”  Nor mince words.


She sighed, people always assumed the worst.  “Only recently. 
The hotel manager made inquiries across the city that came to my attention.  I
have many channels of information in Paris.”


“And when were you planning on telling me?”  He snapped, a
little too curt for her liking.  His newly acquired backbone had become
annoying.


“I brought you here, didn’t I?”  She waved him off, refusing
to be derailed from her purpose.  “This is all a moot point.  You have her
sitting on your lap.  Stop looking at me like I’m a monster.  Remember how I
found you?  You have me to thank for your sanity.  And your little personality
problem has been resolved, too.”


He looked at her sideways.  The truth of her words dawned slowly
across his face.


“The Predator …”


“Yes, exactly.  Your dual personalities have merged.  You’ve
been made whole, which is probably why you’ve become such an aggressive little
shit.”


He smiled and laughed.  There is always hope for a man that
can laugh at himself.


“Thank you, Urvashi.  Thank you for all that you’ve done. 
Thank you for bringing me back to Michelle.  I wish you would have told me
sooner, but you have my gratitude.”  He seemed so wise and mature, accentuating
the positives in his life.  His aggravatingly adorable French leech smiled at
him as she sat with his stiff cock against her thigh.


Urvashi couldn’t help but smile along with him.  He had a
certain adolescent charm.  “Now we have all that out the way, your first order
of business is to do something about the other vampire.  How do you propose to
deal with him?”


Aaron and Michelle both looked at her puzzled,
uncomprehending.


“You know, the American.  The one who stole her blood.”  She
pointed at Michelle.  “He’s running all over London like a lunatic.  He’s
already killed two women, one widow he robbed blind, stole her entire estate. 
He’s your responsibility.  Something must be done about him.”


 


* * * *


 


Aaron spent half the night in discussion with Urvashi and
Michelle about the ways and means of hunting down Michael Jamison in London. 
Both he and Michelle had an itch to find the bastard and cut him to pieces for
what he’d done.  To Aaron, the issues in London didn’t even matter.  He wanted Jamison’s
head regardless, on principle.


They decided to leave at sunset the following night.


Urvashi returned to her penthouse palace to make
preparations and contacts for their investigation, which left him a few hours
of the early morning for some quality time with Michelle.


8:00 p.m. the next night, he sensed Urvashi enter the
hotel.  They were ready for her, luggage packed.  He looked to Michelle.  “Are
you sure you want to do this?  We have our lives, we’re good.  Revenge isn’t
fun, and neither is killing.”


“You have not had fun with it yet.  You will learn.” 
Michelle gave him the smile of a woman who had slaughtered well over a hundred
Nazis and enjoyed it thoroughly.


He kissed this complex and wonderful woman, and caught a
glimpse of her soreness as he hugged her.  She was walking a little bowlegged. 
He had fucked her especially hard, repeatedly, and she liked it that way.


Urvashi greeted him with a kiss as they exited the elevator
into the lobby.  She slipped her arm in his, Michelle had the other.  The world
was his for the taking.  None could stand in his way with these two wonderful women
at his side.


Maximillian Sinclair choked on his coffee when Aaron winked
at him.  He read Max’s mind as they strolled to the front door.  The hotel
manager couldn’t believe his eyes.  Michelle beamed, shining bright as a
diamond, a freshly-fucked smile on her face.  The three of them together looked
like fucking supermodels walking down the fucking red carpet, right past his
desk.


 


THE END
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THE
NIGHTLIFE:  NEW YORK


 





 


Vampires, strippers, escorts, night clubs, pimps & dirty
cops – the Nightlife New York is never boring. Aaron Pilan’s life is forever
changed when he’s shot trying to rescue a drop-dead gorgeous woman on the
streets of New York. Aaron is thrust into the shocking world of vampiric
slavery when Michelle shares her blood to save his life.


Michelle's existence as a solitary vampire is also altered
when she accepts this naive young man into her life. Bound by her blood, Aaron
is subject to her authority. He walks a tightrope of strictly controlled
feeding regiments & intense sexual adventures while catering to the
neurotic control-freak tendencies of his new master. She vows to eliminate him
if he proves too difficult to control.


This story is bold & evocative infusing blood, sex, love
& turmoil in an urban drama about two vampires battling evil outside & within
themselves.


★★★★★
“If you like your vampires vicious & bloody & your erotica with a plot,
this is the book for you.”


★★★★★
“Luedke brings his main characters to life, both incredibly flawed &
powerfully charismatic, with a wonderful writing style, in this unique twist on
the Vampire.”


★★★★★
“This is unlike any vampire tale I have ever read, and is as far removed from
Bram Stoker's Dracula, as New York is from Transylvania. Travis Luedke has
fashioned a compelling tale of love, passion, violence & steamy hot sex,
set against the backdrop of the Big Apple.”
















 


THE
NIGHTLIFE: LAS VEGAS


 





 


Vampires, Aaron Pilan and his master Michelle, live by one
rule – no bloodslaves. EVER. Aaron breaks that rule when he meets Anastasia.
All Anastasia wants is to be loved and cherished, but the predatory men she’s
attracted to bring her only pain and abuse. Escaping one train-wreck
relationship for another, she finds happiness with Aaron and Michelle as a
bloodslave, a 'pet'. When Aaron uses his telepathy to win thousands at the
gambling tables, he attracts the deadly attention of the Colombian Cartel and
Aaron and Michelle are 'disappeared'. Addicted to the bite of her vampire
lovers, Ana is desperate to find them. But, Las Vegas isn't ready for vampires
mixing heroin, sex and vengeance. Ana is trapped in the spiraling chaos.


Find out what happens in the second novel of the Nightlife
Series.


★★★★★
"Go grab a copy before this much fun is declared illegal."


★★★★★
"Mr. Luedke once again showcasing his considerable talent for crafting
erotic, action-packed, supernatural thrillers that leave the reader saying
"Wow!"


★★★★★
"A no-holds-barred, easy-to-read romp that mixes fantasy, suspense, horror
and erotica, and does it well."
















 


BLOOD
SLAVE


 





 


Her mother named her Esperanza Salvación – Hope for
Salvation. But when a girl works as an escort for Colombian cartel in the
ghettos of Spanish Harlem...there wasn’t much hope, or salvation.


Hope’s telepathic ability keeps her a step ahead of ruin,
but her unusual gift attracts the attention of a psychotic vampire bitch.
Trapped in a Manhattan penthouse with the psycho, she thought she was dead
meat.


Her survival lies in the hands of Vampire Master Enrique. He
seems to respect her, perhaps even care. As a measure of protection, he makes
her his personal Bloodslave. Helplessly addicted to his bite, Enrique rules her
every moment. As always, Hope must adapt to survive.


Swept into the decadent nightlife of Manhattan's elite, she
falls in love with Enrique and prays someday he may grow to love her, too. But
is it simply a relationship of convenience? Is she nothing more than a
concubine desperate to satisfy his nightly demands for blood and sex?


And forever in the background is the fear that one day the
cartel boss she abandoned will hunt her down to collect on old debts.


★★★★★ “Fast paced, no holds-barred, gripping, gut-wrenching,
soul-ripping and most definitely tear-inducing. Perfection!”


★★★★★ “Travis Luedke writes amazing characters and amazing stories
and unbelievable passion flawlessly. After reading this book I was left in
shock.”


★★★★★ “You know when you see a violent or bloody scene in a movie
and you cover your eyes for a couple of seconds until it has past? I caught
myself doing that with this book, then I realized that the lines were not going
to go away until I read them.”


 
















 


THE
NIGHTLIFE SERIES OMNIBUS (Books 1-4)


 





 


The Nightlife
Series is violent, sexy, and occasionally violently sexy.


 


Vampires,
strippers, escorts, night clubs, pimps & dirty cops – the Nightlife Series
is never boring.


 


Can decadence,
corruption and prostitution go hand in hand with self-control? Over-indulgence,
illegal activity and vampires lurk in darkness when night falls on the city.


 


The Nightlife
Series explores the sexy, dangerous misadventures of vampires and an interesting
assortment of wickedly corrupt men and women of the night. Gangs, pimps,
prostitutes, cartel, mafia, drug dealers, addicts, alcoholics, all those
wonderfully colorful people you find rubbing elbows in the back alleys, night
clubs, and strip joints.


 


These creatures
inhabit a world of constant blood, sex, and arousal. The act of feeding is
highly erotic, victims often experience multiple orgasms. A vampire’s bite is
the most powerful drug imaginable, ecstasy, euphoria, and an ever-present
potential for addiction. Lethally violent predators, they can cut through flesh
like a hot knife through butter. They slip through the nightlife quietly,
unobtrusively, until cornered. Then it gets ugly, people die.


 


The Nightlife Series includes:


 


    THE NIGHTLIFE NEW YORK


    THE NIGHTLIFE LAS VEGAS


    THE NIGHTLIFE PARIS


    BLOOD SLAVE


 


These wicked,
pulse-pounding novels drag readers breathless through one cataclysmic event
after another....bite into your copy today!


 


 


★ Newly
Released as of October 2013 ★


YA PARANORMAL ROMANCE/THRILLER


 


THE
SHEPHERD


 





 


Skate
punks, kleptomaniacs, clairvoyant visions and reincarnation...


...THE SHEPHERD is unlike
any other Young Adult novel you have ever read.


Mike Evans here. Sixteen year
old skate punk squatting in a white-trash trailer park with my loser drunk Dad.
Seems I lost most of my friends when Dad lost our home in foreclosure. Only
Anita stuck by me. Worse, I keep having strange clairvoyant visions of things
that always come true.


Then I almost ran over Nadia
in my Geo. A passing truck finished the job – left a crumpled heap of skin and
bone on the road. I fixed her. Me.


Now this fourteen year old
girl won’t leave me alone. I sorta let her sneak in my window when she needs a
place to crash.


I have a double life: daytime
at school, Anita, skating, and then my nights with Nadia. She's my secret
friend, gives me money and listens to my problems when nobody else will.


My world is spinning out of
control. Old friends have turned enemy, my grisly visions of death won’t quit,
and Anita’s intentions make my head spin. Even with all that, I’ve got bigger
stuff to worry about.


Nadia’s hiding something.


 


˃˃˃ "I
could not put this book down. All I keep thinking about is what could possibly
happen next. I felt as if I was back in high school with them!"


˃˃˃
"It's almost a love triangle of epic proportions or so you think....Travis
blew me away with this book, I never saw what was coming."


˃˃˃
"Amazing, I loved Mike and Anita. The characters that I didn't feel could
redeem themselves did in ways I never thought possible. I loved the ending and
so not what I thought would happen. I love the element of surprise."


Sharp,
witty, dark and gritty, The Shepherd is the must read YA paranormal thriller of
2013. Get your copy now!


 


 
















 


 


 





 


Travis Luedke is a husband, father, and author
of Urban Fantasy Thriller, Paranormal Romance, Contemporary Fantasy, Young
Adult Fiction, and Sci-fi. He is currently catching a 3rd degree sunburn in San
Antonio, Texas, and loving every minute of it.


 


As the author of the Nightlife Series novels,
Travis lives very vicariously through his writings. He invites you to enjoy his
macabre flights of fancy, but be warned: The Nightlife Series is violent,
sexy, and occasionally violently sexy.


Social Media, & other links


Blog     http://thenightlifeseries.blogspot.com/


Blog     http://twluedke.blogspot.com/


Website     http://www.twluedke.com/


Twitter   https://twitter.com/TWLuedke or @TWLuedke


Facebook    https://www.facebook.com/TheNightlifeSeries 


Wattpad    http://www.wattpad.com/user/TWLuedke


Goodreads    http://www.goodreads.com/TWLuedke


Email    twluedke@gmail.com
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