
  
    
      
    
  


Chapter 1


 


The night was dark, the animals had scurried to their homes sensing the danger he posed to them. Alone in the darkness the solitude was comforting, secure, his friend. He watched as the wolves, vampires and townspeople celebrated their victory. It was a well won victory for the village; he could sense their relief even though he was far away from them. He had followed the mad woman here, she had upset the wrong people and there was a price on her head. A price he had planned to reap had he arrived soon enough. Although, the reward he was watching now would be even greater. There was no monetary value in this one but the personal satisfaction was huge.
 


Camouflaged by the blackness of the night he stayed in the trees, indistinguishable by his dark clothing and woollen hat. Sat at the top of the hills, his vampire hearing and sharp vision allowed him to see and hear everything undetected. Three days ago he had thought he was having delusions, after following the vampires to this spot, then seeing him. Watching the chaos had initially been amusing until he saw him come out of the shadows. Thinking his eyes had deceived him, he blinked several times, but no, even centuries later he still recognised him. 

 


It was then that his mission changed. The initial plan had remained the same, take out the woman, end her reign of terror but he had now added follow his new prey. What he hadn’t banked on was this group of warriors bringing together the villagers to remove the first target. Now he had time to watch his second target, this one would be harder, watching him he could see that he was just as strong as he remembered. But that wasn’t a problem he would watch and find his weakness; after all he had waited centuries. He was palming the knife in his hand as he imagined plunging it into his chest, the blood pouring, him smiling on as his prey begged for life. He continued watching in amazement as a woman appeared, one who emanated such power he felt humbled. 

 




 



 


Chapter 2 

 


Darius was at a loose end he had been wandering the house for the last two hours, it seemed that his days off felt endless. He had spent the last two hours working his body in the home gym. He had no police reports outstanding and frankly nothing to do. Looking out of the window he felt the need to get outside and do something. The sun was high which meant he needed to cover up.
 


He wouldn’t burn and poof away in the sun, well not unless he sat out there naked for a lengthy period of time, but there were always consequences for everything. A vampire going out into the sun was easy but also a matter of safety, if you were covered and limited the time you would live. For Darius, he was pretty old even for a vampire so his tolerance to the sun was pretty good. But if he was to stand in the sun naked for too long, he would burn to a crisp or be staked by some insulted passer-by. The age of a vampire pretty much determined how severe the burns would be. 

 


That being said Darius had noticed that since the Goddess of War had granted him short term immunity to the sun, his tolerance was now much greater. Thinking back to that day a couple of years ago made him smile, even though he and his friends had to fight against Theo's mother's to stop her reign of terror. In return for helping the Goddess of War had granted him immunity from the sun during the time of fighting. Even though he had known it was a temporary reprieve he took it, to feel the sun after so many centuries was a boon he couldn’t turn down. One he now missed.
 


He could still feel the heat of the sun on his skin, the pleasure in wallowing in the brightness, his skin still held some slight tanning from all of the exposure. In fact Darius had spent most of the time in Spain in only a pair of shorts; he had wanted to make the most of it, savour every second. Those feelings would stay with him for a long time to come. 

 


With a decision made, he slid on a light weight long sleeved jacket and baseball cap before he ran to the car. Falling into the black leather seat, he drove out of through the gates waving at the two wolf shifters on the gates. For the last two hundred or so years he had lived with the wolf shifters as an unconventional member of the Silver Wolf Pack.
 

 



 


Without doubt this would be seen as a somewhat bizarre set up, a vampire living with the wolves but he loved it, the people in this pack were his family and he would without question lay down his life for them as they would him. So when Theo needed help to deal with the mother who had abused and tried to burn him to death as a child, Darius was there by his side. Silver's had been a safe haven for him for a long time now he wanted it to remain a safe haven for others.
 


Driving into the heart of New York City crawling through the traffic, he was assailed by the smells and sounds of the city, the pollution, and scents of the food from the restaurants, flowers and trees in the park. The dark tinted windows of the car protected him from the sun; but with his window down about an inch, he could take everything in. Slowing at the traffic lights he watched a woman walk past, her head was bent low as she talked on the phone. First noticing the curvaceous figure he continued watching, she was wearing a light blue tank and jacket twin set, the white linen trousers accentuated her lush bottom. He noticed the way her shoulder length chestnut brown hair fell forward over her face, as she lifted her head he did a double take. Even with glasses on there was no doubt it was Mary he was ogling, he had never seen her in glasses but man did he like it.
 


The sumptuous Mary was one of Lucky’s friends. Lucky had been his partner in the Paranormal Task Force otherwise known as the PTF. Basically the PTF was a police department set up to deal with the crimes involving the different species in society.
 


It was unusual to have a human on active duty in the PTF, but even though Lucky was a human she was one with immense capabilities. She was stronger than most humans and had the ability to feel another person's emotions. When she had been brought into the PTF Darius had partnered with her, they had made a great team until she met Ben. As the Alpha of Silver Pack and one of Darius' good friends, they were really close. Then Ben and Lucky had done the usual thing, met, fallen in love, mated, then married, had children (although Lucky already had four daughters from her previous marriage) and lived life completely devoted to each other and their family. He didn’t begrudge them this, he was happy for them, he just couldn’t watch the closeness of their love for too long without pangs of loneliness. 

 


Whilst they were partnered Darius had developed a great respect and friendship with Lucky both as person and a colleague. A colleague who just happened to have some pretty hot friends, well one in particular and she had just walked past him. Watching her, Darius saw her duck into a shop and looked at the small bookstore. Ah so this is THE bookstore, Mary ran her family bookstore and now he knew where. He didn’t know Mary that well, but when he saw her Darius always enjoyed flirting with her and watching her blush in response. Unfortunately Mary was terrified of other species and although she spoke to him, he could see and smell her anxiety. On occasions though he was pretty certain there was a very subtle hint of arousal.
 


Parking he doubled back and found himself looking in the window of the store. There she was, smiling, and happily chatting with a customer. Darius loved to read, well when you are pretty much immortal you have to have a wide range of interests, he was actually running low on books. Maybe she could recommend some.
 


Opening the door he let the customer out as he went in. Concealing his surprise at how large the store was he looked around, it was somewhat deceiving from the outside. He noted some chairs and tables to one side, a couple of people were sat reading, while drinking coffee from the machine behind them. Coloured in a cappuccino colour the walls were brightened with large paintings.
 


Mary was no longer at the cash register; he couldn’t see her, high bookshelves hindering the view of her luscious body. Moving through the aisles, he heard a door to the right of him slam. Following the sound he saw that Mary was clearly behind a large and seemingly heavy box, moving to intercept her Darius smiled at how petite she was, 

 


"Here let me" he took the box as she saw him, he registered her surprise,
 


"Oh, hey Darius, umm thank you" and there was the anxiety, the slightly widened eyes, the smoothing of her hair, straightening her tank top, the slight scent of fear emanating from her body. His imagination kicked in as he imagined her naked, those curves looking at him, inviting him in. Kicking the image out before he embarrassed himself as well as her he looked around,
 


"Where do you want these?" she pointed to the aisle behind the cash register 

 

 



 


"Don’t you have someone else who can do the heavy lifting for you?" although not heavy for him, a large box of books would be cumbersome to a human especially one a tiny as Mary, 

 


"Not really, it's not a big problem, but thank you. Anyway what are you doing here?" What to say, should he lie and say he just happened to walk into this particular store, or, you looked hot and I thought I’d come get a Mary fix. Not believing either would help his cause, he decided to take the middle road.
 


"I saw you walking into here and realised this was your store, so I thought I would take a look around and see what books you’d recommend for me" surely that was tame enough,
 


"Really? I didn’t know you liked to read" she smiled; it made her big brown eyes light up.
 


"Well when you have a lot of time on your hands you build up a fairly good collection. Although as I am sure you know reading is even better sat in front of a roaring fire with a beautiful woman" he couldn’t help himself, every time he saw her he had to say something cute to make her blush. He watched her cheeks turn a slight shade of pink before she decided to ignore his statement.
 


"Well why don’t you take a look around, if you see anything that you like take a seat and have a flick through, there's coffee over…damn I forgot, coffees not really your thing. Anyway have a look around." Darius laughed as he wandered around, she was so nervous around him; it was so cute, no not cute endearing. 

 


As she watched him wander away, Mary took a deep breath, her legs felt like jelly. The man always made her feel like a quivering wreck. Determined not to turn around as he walked away and embarrass herself she tried to busy herself emptying the box.
 


It didn’t last; she turned just as he rounded the corner. It gave her enough time to see those tight buttocks holding up a pair of black jeans so snug and firm, she wanted to take a bite out of each cheek, would it taste like a firm round peach? Shaking herself she turned away, she needed to get her mind out of the gutter, again this didn’t last. How could her mind get out of the gutter when a little slice of heaven was in her presence? 
At just over six foot with the broadest shoulders she had ever seen (maybe a slight exaggeration) the man was the finest specimen of anything she had even seen.
 


With his dirty blond hair, always kept that couple of inches longer than most men, he always looked like he had just got out of bed. Now she was thinking of him getting out of bed or just getting in with her. He just looked so hot, volcano hot! She wanted to run her hands through his hair, down his broad chest down and right down to where she would find his long, hard cock. God she needed to stop thinking of him like this, he was dangerous. But his blue eyes made her feel like she was drowning in the sea, and his body, well she had only seen it clothed obviously, but even she could see how ripped and muscular he was. What she wouldn’t give to run her hands down his body. 

 


Standing tall she stretched her back; she had to concede the boxes were heavy. It hadn’t been so bad when her dad was here, but since he had retired she was finding it more physically strenuous. Financially the bookstore did relatively well, she lived in the flat upstairs and it provided enough of an income for her to get by, but it didn’t leave much for too many luxuries. To be honest Mary didn’t need much, she loved working here and had over the years built up a fairly steady stream of customers. 

 


Thankfully even though the digital age had changed the need to buy book there would always be those who wanted to hold a book in their hands. For those people, Mary would continue to provide books, however she had also embraced the e-book era. Mary now made a fairly good profit from hiring kindles and other e-book readers out by the hour. Customers could come in, rent it by the hour and sit in the store with their chosen e-book.
 


Now that her legs were solid again, she moved to one of the aisles to add the new books. She was so focussed on looking busy she failed to really notice what books she was adding until,
 


"The pleasures of a high class escort. Mmm would this be a personal recommendation?" looking at the openly erotic picture in her hands and looking at the shelves in front of her Mary bypassed pink cheeks and went straight to red,
 

 



 


"What, I uh, yes, no." Mary heard the groan inside her own head and the shouting of a voice screaming speak woman! Marys head had gone all fuzzy, she no longer held any thoughts in there, and they were lost from the minute she looked up into those big blue eyes,
 


"I'm joking Mary, although I would happily read this one with you, layed out in front of a roaring fire, hopefully while we were both naked." Why couldn't she turn her eyes away from him?
 


When a third voice joined them she found the ability to move, "hey Mary, listen just to let you know I am going to be late. So I was thinking how about I’d meet you across at the pasta place?" startled she turned her confused gaze towards the new voice suddenly realising she had been that focused on Darius that she hadn’t even heard the bell go. 

 


Darius turned to look at the slightly overweight man sporting a receding hairline. Obviously he knew Mary, but his manners were clearly somewhat lacking. How rude, the man had just interrupted them without any thought to saying excuse me,
 


"What oh, wait a minute, excuse me Darius." 

 


She rushed off to talk to the man she obviously knew. He had no intention of listening in but it wasn’t his fault he had super hearing. Darius listened as Mary reminded this man, named Adam, of his promise to take her to the movies. She also reminded him that their last 3 dates had been to the pasta place during happy hour. Darius had then listened in annoyance at the man completely dismiss Mary, who added that his busy schedule didn’t give him much time. The jerk had the nerve to say that, if she wanted to go to other places he was more than happy for her to pay. Oh my god he was unreal, in his opinion after dating someone for three months, there was no longer a need to continue wasting money on expensive dates. 

 


Darius waited for Mary to blast him, and nearly fell over when she accepted it. What the hell, he knew Marys friends would go ballistic if they heard the way he spoke to Mary. It took everything in him to refrain from moving forward to put the man in his place. Why would she let him disregard her feelings like that?
 


He was still pondering this when he heard the bell over the door go, he listened to Mary serving another customer but her tone had lost that little edge of happiness. He loved the sweet tone that he had always associated with her. Grabbing the first book he found he sat at one of the tables as he pretended to immerse himself in it. The truth was he didn’t even notice the words, he just kept running the conversation through his head, thankfully there were only a couple of others sat down so it was pretty quiet which provided him the time to think.
 


"What did you decide on in the end?" Mary had poured herself a coffee and joined him at the table,
 


"Closing the book he glanced at the front page before quickly opening the front cover before answering. It just screamed out at me, mmm, the secrets of the sexy librarian. Any thoughts on it?" again she blushed before her eyebrows creased.
 


"I don’t think I stock that book" smiling she leaned forward and pulled it out of his hands while listening to Darius groaning, she turned to the cover and burst out laughing, 

 


"Mm what's this?” ‘How to please a woman, don’t worry every ones a failure sometimes'. Really Darius I didn’t think this was an area where you needed help." The amusement in her voice was a welcome sound to his ears.
 


"Oh I don’t, and I would be happy to prove it to you." 

 


"I think maybe you should stay out of the over 18 section, for some reason I don’t think you need any ideas," oh he had ideas, but Darius didn’t think Mary was ready for them. 

 


Darius saw another customer head to the register, resulting in him loosing Mary's attention. By mid-afternoon there was a stream of customers coming in and out. He was pleased to see she had an assistant during the afternoon. By the looks of her she was student and a slightly eccentric one at that, her whole look, made you look again just to make sure you had seen what you thought you saw. Her name tag said Shania, she couldn’t have been more than 18. Wearing a bright pink tutu and leggings, with a blue silk shirt that matched her short blue hair, and she had multiple piercings topped off with a quirky smile. Actually she was the complete opposite of Mary. This slip of a girl ran his book through the till taking a moment to give him a lingering smile when he paid and left.
 


Mary breathed a sigh of relief when Darius left, now she could relax. She had been livid when Pete turned up at the store; he worked a couple of blocks away in an accountancy firm. He wasn’t a great catch but at the start he had seemed nice enough, maybe a bit boring but at 36 she was realistic. She knew she wasn’t gorgeous and sexy like her friend Sarah, nor was she strong and vibrant like Lucky or smart and powerful like Amelia. In comparison to them she was plain, conservative and slightly over-weight. She had stopped expecting to meet a gorgeous man like Darius, who would sweep her off her feet. Except in her dreams which protested this reality by sending sexy, hot men to tempt her into oblivion and beyond. Maybe Pete had a point she expected too much from her dates. Inside she knew she would cancel tonight's date and the rest of them, he just wasn’t working for her.
 




 



 


Chapter 3
 


Lying on the bed, in the villa he had rented, contemplating his next move, he was still surprised about how all of them left by teleportation. Every single one of them, the wolves and the vampires left together. This huge Amazon woman arrived; shit there was some power in that woman, she was awe inspiring. He had watched as she greeted many of the townspeople from the village, and he watched as all of the Others disappeared with her, taking his quarry. Now what to do, if he went to the village and asked about them too soon, questions would be asked and this could essentially take away his element of surprise. No that certainly wouldn’t be helpful he had been so close before and still lost, his prey was too clever and elusive to risk that.
 


Then the solution came, the vibrations in his pocket had alerted him to the message on his cell, ‘email on its way’. Using his superior speed to move he had returned to the villa and checked his emails. Making the call from an untraceable cell he was met with a familiar voice,
 


"Are you available for the job?" Good question, was he? Taking a job would give him time for things to settle here, and then he could return and find out more about the visitors, 

 


"Email me the rest of the details and I will provide you with an answer in 72 hours."
 


"And the cost for this service."
 


"Depends on the job, an unforgettable warning is between $10-15000, a permanent removal of one person is about $20,000, more than one person, add half again per person."
 


"The email is on its way."
 


Hanging up he had checked to see the email waiting, opening the attachment he found details of a human male using blackmail to extort money from his employer. The employer was quite a high profile business man who liked to cross dress in his spare time. This employee had pictures of him and was using these to extort money, this alone was not reason enough to take out the man. But within 10 minutes he had hacked into the local police records and saw that on at least two occasions, the wife had been admitted to the local hospital, once with a wrist fracture (records say she slipped) and the other with a broken cheekbone (she banged herself on the dining room table), this had been enough reason to check out the job.
 


Immediately he packed his things, within four hours he was heading to France. Calculating one week watching before the job, another two to execute it, timing was great. In a couple of weeks he could return and find out where his prey had returned to. He had waited a very long time for this moment.
 




 



 


Chapter 4
 


Entering the station Darius parked the car as Mitch roared up next to him on his motorcycle; the guy just hated cars, apparently the feeling of being closed into the space made him feel slightly claustrophobic. Darius could understand this, as a warrior for the Gods and Goddesses, Mitch had been sent to New York for some reason yet to be given. All they did know was that when things went bad which inevitably was quite often, Mitch was there beside them.
 


Mitch didn’t really talk about his life in the heavens, although Darius knew that when he was in the heavens he had wings, here he didn’t. Being on the motorcycle was the closest he had to feeling the wind run through him and he made the most of it. He had to be the most outgoing guy he had ever met, with every intention of making the most of his time on earth. The guy spent most of his time when off the job partying hard and playing even harder, often with Darius for company.
 


He and Mitch were employed in the Paranormal Task Force, part of the police force that dealt with the other species involved in criminal activities. After all the species became known in society, it took a few years for the politicians to realise that normal laws were useless against other species. A few years after that, new laws were developed, agreements made by the heads of species and the result was the emergence of the PTF.
 


Members used glamour to disguise themselves during the shifts just for safety reasons it would really suck to be recognised when out in the street unarmed and alone. Mitch was the only one of the PTF that didn’t use glamour on shift to protect his identity. The job was hard enough as it was, letting every weird and dangerous predator know who they were, was just asking for trouble.
 


The PTF was fronted by an accountancy firm protecting the operation behind the scenes. In fact from the front there was a respectable accountancy firm that truly did run from here. Behind the scenes was a rather large police headquarters, specifically designed to house the Other species that could not be contained in a normal prison. The cells were built out of steel, coated in silver, the wards prevented people using magic, and the bars of the cells were blessed weekly by a local priest whose memories were removed before he left. 

 


The PTF ran from one main office, at one end Josie, the only human currently working with them ran all the computers and technology. The tall redheaded woman was a genius who tended to keep irregular hours, coming in specifically when they needed her expertise but she was also available on 24 hour call out. More recently Imogen who was mated to Theo in the wolf pack had started coming in to assist Josie. Wanda their resident witch had a room off to the side where she translated spells and brewed potions. The room always had some sweet smell drifting out permeating the air. The PTF ran two shift rotations each with 12 members, in addition to Bastian a high level warlock who headed the PTF. When Bastian was unavailable Darius stepped in.
 


The Other species had only formally been out in society and living openly with the humans for about fifteen years, the PTF had only officially been established about 10 years or so ago. Darius had been one of their first employees, it was a decision that he had never regretted. He had seen firsthand the suffering humans could inflict on each other, then after he had been turned, he had seen the suffering Other stronger species could inflict on each other and humans. When the decision had been made for Other species to live openly with humans, Darius had seen the huge benefits of this, but he had also been prepared for the huge risks that would accompany this.
 


Lucky had joined the PTF about 18 months after they went operational, initially he had reservations about partnering a human, but she had more than proven her worth. When Ben the Alpha of Silver Pack, and his best friend, had found out he was joining the PTF he was livid. Ben was fiercely protective of everyone he knew and he didn’t see the point in Darius deliberately putting himself in harm's way. When he later found out Darius was to be partnered with a human he was furious, which amused Darius. However when Ben and Lucky had a chance encounter and Ben declared she was his mate, his attitude changed. Ben then put it on Darius to make sure Lucky was safe. Looking back Ben chasing a woman was hysterical; the single, strong Alpha had given no indication that he wanted a mate. The fact that Darius knew the woman was even more hysterical.
 


Mitch joined the PTF about the same time as Lucky, no one thought it a coincidence at the time. What they weren’t aware of then, was that Lucky and her offspring were crucial to the order of the world at some point in the future. Mitch was here to assist in making sure the order of the universe was kept, that was the extent of anyone's knowledge of what was going to happen in the future. 

 


"Hey D, how was your weekend? Missed you in the club, Silver's was heaving."
 


The Silver Wolf Pack owned several bars and a nightclub in New York; all were popular with both humans and Other species. Darius and Mitch often went to either the bars or the club after shift. Mitch emitted some sort of animal magnetism and women just flocked to him. It was odd really; he had long hair that contained pretty much every shade of blonde and brown imaginable. Physically it was obvious he worked out but other than that Darius thought he was pretty average, he didn’t see the attraction. Clearly he was not the right person to judge a man's looks. Considering the multitude of women he bedded, Mitch obviously had hidden talents.
 


"I would say I had plans with a beautiful woman but that would be a lie. Let's go" he just couldn’t be bothered to go out looking for women right now. 

 


They swiped their cards to get through the security door, they then had to use a retinal scan to get through the interior doors, security was taken very seriously here. Arriving for handover Darius was not surprised to see he and Mitch were the last to arrive, they always were. 

 


"Nice of you to joins us, in your absence you have both been nominated to do patrols tonight." 

 


Bastian was grinning at them, knowing that taking part in the patrols usually resulted in a long and boring shift. They only ever had one patrol out on the streets, as a general rule they didn’t need any more. The Wolf Pack and Vlads Vampire Elite Team also had patrols out during the evening. Although Silvers and the Elite team were not official police they had an agreement to assist the PTF in managing the street crimes committed by other species. They had more man power than all of the New York Police Department combined.
 


Darius could hear George snickering to the side of him, the man was just an ass. As a fox shifter George could have been an asset to the team, instead he was an arrogant and annoying man who was actually disliked by the team. He was short, with red curly hair, a goatee beard and insisted on wearing pants that were far too tight. When Lucky had been part of the team he antagonised and disrespected her. They couldn’t shift him out although Darius knew Bastian wanted to. George's friends in high places wouldn’t take too kindly to that, so instead they tried to ignore him, if he was asked to do anything serious Mitch partnered him, Bastian didn’t trust anyone else not to accidentally chop his head off.
 


There were the usual problems to discuss, rogue wolves, witches and warlocks using spells on humans, and as usual vampires arriving in the city trying to take down Vlad. The Vlad thing was a regular problem, it was one Vlad handled rather than the PTF. Leading the vampires was no easy job, it was essentially the strongest who survives and Vlad was pretty strong. Any vampire considered strong enough to manage the species in any area was pretty powerful; one strong enough to manage the City of New Yorks vampires was damn powerful. 

 


When he had first arrived in New York with Ben, Darius had been asked if he wanted to join Vlad's team of Elites. These were a team comprising of strong and loyal vampires willing to support and protect the head vampire. Throughout his travels Darius had seen many vampire heads lead their species, hell he had even been part of these teams before and had no intention of going there again. His experience had taught him that these heads could be deceitful and dangerous. Over time though he had seen Vlad lead with honour and respect, if he had to stand by any vampire head it would have been Vlad, but he didn’t which suited him fine.
 


Heading out he and Mitch arrive at the Manhattan district, there had been an increase in vampire activity and Bastian wanted a higher visibility in that area. Darius didn’t mind, it was where Mary lived, maybe he would bump into her. Using one of the PTF cars it didn’t take long to get there, although Mitch's groaning had made the journey seem longer. 

 


This place was busy during the day but at night time it was heaving. The bars and clubs had queues of people waiting to get in, people dressed up for a night on the town. He could see a few discreet ladies plying their trade. Some he had known for a while others were new, heading into the coffee shop he and Mitch brought several cups and headed out to see them. Some people avoided the prostitutes, he never had, growing up in the era he did, prostitution was normal, very often they were just mothers trying to make enough to feed and clothe their children. With a sigh he yet again considered what had changed? Many of these women were still trying to earn enough to feed and clothe their children. 

 


Handing a cup to Angie, a prostitute he had known from when she started here, she wrapped her hands around the cup, blowing into it as she tried to warm up,
 


"You guys are great. God I think this is the coldest October in a long time."
 


Mitch laughed "every October here is cold" he was still unused to the ever changing weather down here. 

 


"How's business ladies?" several others had joined them to collect hot coffee. Angie with her bleached blonde hair, thick make up and too short skirt, should have been tucked up at home with her 3 children. Instead she was out here trying to make enough to keep a roof over their heads, 

 


"Mmmm better now you two have arrived. It's been a little slow for a few days but payday is coming so it will pick up soon" her legs were shivering with no covering to warm them, her boots were thigh high offering a little protection. You could sell your wares in a long coat and woolly hat.
 


He watched as Mitch left to get more coffee, some of the girls had taken the coffee and moved back to their places, reluctant to miss business. 

 


"Any problems, increase in the fanged ones? Where's Leila, night off?" he fired the questions at Angie, conscious that if a customer pulled up she would be gone.
 


Leila and Angie had been working this area for the last 10 years; Darius had gotten to know them well and often checked on them. He watched a look of anger darken in Angie's eyes, 

 


"She should be on a permanent night off, but who the hell listens to me" her tone had deepened to an almost growl.
 


"Meaning?"
 


Darius was certain he was not going to like the answer and he didn’t.
 

 



 


"About three weeks ago she went with a punter who got a little carried away, some sort of fucking warlock had the nerve to tie her up, cut her all over while chanting some sort of shit, when it didn’t work he went ballistic and beat her so badly she is still finding it hard to move. Not that that bastard Carlos has let me see her for over a week now."
 


"Shit why didn’t you ring me? Angie please tell me you reported it?" he knew how hard it was for these women to talk to the police, he had also seen some of the responses the women received. 

 


"Of course we did, not that we have fucking heard anything from them. I know some off you guys at the PTF are good, but others are just assholes, no different from some of the regular cops." He could hear the resignation in her voice; he wished he had a solution for them. What amazed him was the way society had accepted his kind but still these men and women were used and abused with few consequences. 

 


"Where is she now? Is she still with Carlos?" Angie had no pimp, she couldn’t afford one but Leila did and Darius knew Carlos would be pissed at the loss of earnings.
 


"She’s at home but he's not happy, keeps going on about getting her back out, he's probably still working her, just not outside. If you want to help her, get her away from him, she wants out but is scared, she has nowhere to go. I've offered her my place but she knows he will come after her." Pulling a note pad and pen out of his pocket he handed it to her.
 


"Write the address down. I know just the place for her, don’t worry about Leila. I take it she has not seen a doctor. Listen she won't be able to tell you where she is but I will get her to call you later."
 


Handing him the paper, he saw steel and tears in Angie's eyes. He knew that Leila reminded Angie of a younger version of herself, which is why she looked out for her. Leila arrived on the streets at a mere 15 years of age. Angie had shielded her as best she could, but Carlos was her pimp from the beginning and thus in control.
 


Throwing the car keys to Mitch he turned to leave "oh and Darius" he turned back to Angie,
 


"Thank you for the school, I am only here 3 nights a week now so that I can add to their college fund" he shrugged and left, pleased he had helped.
 


The reason she worked the streets was to pay for a low cost private school for her children, they were all bright and she wanted them to have the opportunities she never had. Darius had discreetly paid off the school fees for the years ahead, naïvely thinking it would help her and the kids. Well it had in a roundabout way, he should have realised she would find another use for the money she earned.
 


Handing Mitch the address Darius proceeded to make the phone calls. He was not surprised when Mitch pulled up in front of a rundown apartment block. Even in the dark of night, it looked awful, peeling paint, boarded windows, and rubbish on the lawn. He could see a group of teenage boys out front with music blaring from the car they were sat in. In different areas around the apartments he could see at least 3 drunks, and a further four people were slumped or weaving in and out of the streets. Mitch moved out of the way to let an old man passed, he even caught him as he stumbled only to be snarled at and abused. As they made their way past the teenagers he saw them watching, could read the intent in their faces. Flashing them a bit of tooth he watched them fall back. 

 


"Don’t bother us and we won't bother you." Darius knew that with his size and physical demeanour he was intimidating, on occasions it was helpful. 

 


His nose recoiled; the smells immediately assailed him as soon as they entered the doorway of the apartments, urine, vomit, bleach (crap cleaners), and stale alcohol. Mitch actually put his hand over his nose. Making their way up the stairs they stopped and listened. Behind the door where Leila was, they heard some sort of argument going on. Banging on the door, he smiled when he saw Carlos' reaction when he opened it to him and Mitch, although, he fear didn’t last long, he had always been an arrogant son of a bitch.
 


"What do you fuckers want?" he had to have small man syndrome, at 5 foot 4 inches he was tiny, with long dark greasy hair, his brown eyes were stoned and the tattoos on his arms told everyone how much he loved his mother, father and various other females. Darius had met Carlos on a handful of occasions. Initially scared of him, Carlos soon learned that Darius was somewhat restricted by human laws and this made him even more cocky towards him, who was just waiting for a reason to kick his ass. 

 


"I need to see Leila" he could see the indecision on Carlos' face, should he risk turning them away, or risk letting them in. Eventually he let them in. The apartment was a mess, it was cluttered and dirty, coming past the kitchen he saw two other men in there, both wasted, dishes overflowing, cigarette ends on the floor, paper strewn every-where. The old fashioned yellow wall paper peeling, nicotine stains on the ceiling. The smell of rotten food infiltrated the room, drifting into the hallway. 

 


"LEILA, get your butt out here!" the voice brooked no argument, the command was obvious.
 


He heard a sniffling "I will be right out, I am nearly ready." 

 


She came out of what he assumed to be a bath room; it was Darius' turn to gasp. Her eyes were red and puffy; he could see the trembling hands which explained the poorly applied make up, the remnants of black eyes were still there. She was limping quite badly; her nose had been broken some time ago. But it was the gash on her cheeks and neck that stopped him in his tracks, deep cuts that had never been stitched; he could see they were slightly pus-filled and if he had to guess he would say they were infected. 

 


Leila was only 25 or 26, but she looked tired and old, her dark brown hair was cropped short into her neck, her petite frame was tucked into a small black dress. Unsteady on her feet Darius gently took her arm and led her to a table in the kitchen, Mitch moved the other men out. He could hear her intake of breath with every step, he had no doubt she was still working.
 


"Why are you two here? I don’t understand?" Knowing Carlos was at the doorway, he made it up, explaining how he had couldn’t find her so he checked the police databases and eventually found this address.
 


"Leila, listen to me we need to get you checked out by a doctor, those gashes look sore and infected."
 


With a wince she touched the one on her neck, and then looked around the room. He could see her embarrassment at the conditions she lived in.
 


"Sorry about the mess. Thanks for coming but you don’t have to worry about me. I have been using antiseptic cream" she was shaking even more, trying to avoid looking at him, her eyes kept flicking to Carlos. 

 


"Don’t look at Carlos Leila, you ARE going to leave with me tonight, we are going to get you help, and if Carlos has a problem with that he can deal with me not you" he heard movement behind him.
 


"You motherfu…." 

 


He didn’t need to move, Darius knew Mitch had been waiting for a reason and as he heard the scuffle he knew Mitch had taken him down, albeit temporarily. Carlos was a Mexican who flexed his power by hurting others which is how he ruled his women. He tended to have at least one other big guy with him in the apartment at all times, another one stayed on the streets watching the girls. His tats were the most intimidating thing about him; the spider web on his cheek, a chain running down his neck.
 


"Leila, listen to me, I have a safe place for you to go. There are people waiting for you and a doctor who is one of the best. All I need to know is if you are willing to come. It's a chance to get out of this life but it's up to you?" 

 


It wasn’t really a question, if he had to sit here all night convincing her to go he would. He just wanted her to want to get out. 

 


As she nodded, tears fell down her cheeks streaking her mascara, pulling her dress down as she stood, she was shaking so badly that Mitch lifted her "is there anything you need from here Leila?" In Mitch's arms she looked like a small child, a terrified small child,
 


"There's a small bag under the bed, a red one. It has photos of my mother."
 


Thirty minutes later they arrived at the Elite Silver Haven, it was a huge house with electric gates and cameras dotted all over the palce, "wow what is this place, its huge."
 

 



 


"This is a refuge of sorts; it was started last year by a friend of mine. Imogen won't mind me saying but she was kidnapped and abused by a witch. She was later attacked by vampires and left for dead. She then met some women, who had been pimped by a vampire; she saw the need for a safe haven. It is targeted at women who have been abused by other species. It’s a place where you will have access to counselling, doctors, and training programmes with the Silver Wolf Pack, self defence classes, pretty much everything you need under one roof. There are always security people around the place. So far it has been pretty busy although it’s quiet right now. The people who work here are great, but I suppose I am biased."
 


"Why" he could see from the mirror that she was trying to take everything in, but in the darkness her view was pretty limited. 

 


"Most of the people here are my friends; I even help out when they are short staffed. Now I know this is scary and a lot to take in, but please don’t worry everyone is great. The counsellor Cane is a witch but a really nice guy, the doctor is called May, she's only 15 but she’s amazingly gifted, Theo and Imogen do the self defence classes and the security is ran by both vampire and shifters."
 


Darius and Mitch waited until Leila was settled in the house and had seen May who was the junior doctor. Even though she was only 15, with her eidetic memory May had breezed through medical classes and was an amazingly talented doctor. 

 


After examining Leila, she came out to where Darius was waiting in the corridor. May suspected that she had fractured her hip and had at least one broken rib, which explained the pain, two of the six gashes were infected so she started her on antibiotics.
 


Imogen had arrived and arranged for some general basics for Leila, like night clothes, toothbrush, slippers, he didn’t know why slippers were important but Leila seemed to appreciate it. Darius knew that tomorrow, May would arrange for full medicals, Imogen would arrange for Cane to come and chat with Leila. Cane was a trained counsellor; he chose the profession after the wolves had helped remove him from a cult a few years ago. He now came to help the residents here. Cane's sister, Morgan was mated to Nicky who was one of the wolves, and Ben's brother.
 


Turning towards the knock at the door, he saw Emma enter. She was one of the first residents who had come here; well she was one of six prostitutes that had prompted Imogen to set the place up. Vlad and Ben had assisted Emma and 5 others in remaining in the Country and this heralded the start of the Elite Silver Haven and Emma's role here. 

 


Imogen had been training with Vlads Elite at the time when she met the women. The Elite hadn’t known Imogen's background, so when they sent her into a house pretending to be a vampire prostitute, they had no idea that she had previously been forced into this role. Imogen flipped and killed the pimp who was also allowing humans to pay for the privilege of feeding vampires in front of others. The law set strict rules on feeding, not in public, the host has to be fully willing and no money can be exchanged. If someone wanted to feed vampires, they can donate blood to be bottled.
For Darius feeding directly from a human had been a necessity until the species came out and bottled blood became available. He had always made sure to only drink from a human once before moving on to a different person; others were not this considerate, as Imogen found out.
 


Imogen had been so pissed that after killing the vampire, she also ripped into the leader of the Elite team, named Ice, who was an intimidating bastard, Ice was an appropriate name for him. However hard this had been for Imogen, it had been this that prompted her to start the haven and for this he was grateful. 

 


"Hey Emma how are you?" Emma was from ???????, her accent was strong but she was a valued member of Imogen's staff team. 

 


"I am good Mr Darius, Mr Mitch it is good to see you also" she turned to Leila. 

 


"Hello Miss Leila, my name is Emma and if you will let me I would like to help you get through the next few days" she watched as Leila looked to him and then back to Emma, he saw her eyes well up with tears as she nodded.
 


Leila was shown to her room, each was similar yet different, this one like the others, was thoughtfully decorated and furnished. The furniture was all in light colours, the bed was large and the pillows made it seem cosy. The curtains matched the beige bedding that was adorned with lilacs. With the sofa on the other side of the room, Darius knew Imogen had put these in each room for those who were uncomfortable in the bed. The pictures on the wall depicted scenes of wolves, Imogen's sister Celia was doing an art degree and donated each of the pictures. Overall the room was designed to relax and calm the residents. 

 


"Good, good, now can I suggest your two friends leave so you can rest, do not worry I can sit with you if it will make you feel safer." He watched her nod again, relieved Leila understood the broken English. As he and Mitch left he felt better knowing she would be safe. 

 


They headed back to where they had started, near Mary's place. Parking the car away from her shop and apartment they wandered, watching and listening for any sign of drama. Mitch checked in with Josie, who confirmed that the only problems that had come in had been dealt with by Vlads Elite Vampires. Every time the vampires or wolves had an incident while patrolling they had to file a report with the PTF. The laws worked differently now, the vampires were under the rule of Vlad, he had laws for them and he had the power to enforce these. Ben was the head of the wolves including the rogue wolves; so he had laws for them and the power to enforce them. Danissa was the head of the witches and Dirk headed the warlocks, each had laws with the same principles. To make sure no one group embraced the power and made moves for overall control, a council with the heads of each species including the humans met every month. Here each group accounted for any interventions, discussed general progression in the ultimate aim of living together in peace, and decided on a plan of action for any problems. 

 


"D, any chance you feel like telling me what's so important about a book store?" he had been wandering through the streets aimlessly, not really taking anything in. Stopping and actually looking around, he noted the streets quietening, still no lights on in Mary's, she must be asleep. 

 


"Huh, what?"
 


"D, we have walked this same street 3 times in the last hour, and each time you try not to look at it. Now, even though I am a mere god warrior I am not that unobservant." There was a hint of laughter in Mitch's voice but it wasn’t mockery, more curiosity.
 


Surely he hadn’t been avoiding looking at it; surely they hadn’t walked this way 3 times. Maybe they had, that would explain the reoccurring thoughts of Mary behind the window. Understandably in his head she was naked, with all of those luscious curves on display just for him, oh and she was definitely wearing her glasses with the light behind her, just waiting for him,
 


"Uh hello Darius, you still with me?"
 


"What, oh yeah, I am not looking at the bookstore I am just being cautious. You never know who is hanging about" he was trying to convince himself as much as Mitch.
 


He had deliberately turned away from Mary's, moving forward, watching the cars pass. It wasn’t a great neighbourhood to live in but it certainly wasn’t the worst. Before they left the station he had checked out some facts about the neighbourhood, finding some low level dealing, the occasional burglary.
 


"That's good, it means you won't want to know that a cab's just pulled up outside and a pretty brunette just got out carrying a large box."
 


He swung his head round and saw that Mitch wasn’t kidding, there she was at 2am in the morning, on her own carrying yet another large box that was clearly too heavy for her. Before he realised what he was doing he headed towards her, it wasn’t far maybe a hundred yards. Taking the box out of her hands, she couldn’t even see him over it.
 


"Hey, what the hell?" as she saw him he watched her blush, "oh hi Darius, I didn’t realise it was you," she looked lovely tonight, in a charcoal silk blouse, black trousers and a pair of sexy as hell stilettos, and oh yeah she was wearing the glasses, the ones with the black frames. 

 


"What are you doing out here at this time of the morning, alone and carrying yet another box of books."
 


She laughed a soft and gentle, yet sad laugh "I have been to a dinner/dance for new authors, hence the new books" the night was still cold, so much that he could make out her peaked nipples through the blouse.
 


"That doesn’t explain why you are on your own, you could have got the cab driver to carry the box in" didn’t she realise that anything could have happened to her, anyone could have been waiting. The urge to wrap her up and run away somewhere safe was pulling at him. 

 


"I didn’t go on my own, I just returned on my own. I could have got the driver to help me, but then I would have been letting a stranger into my home, surely you wouldn’t recommend that. But now you are here, you can carry it in for me." She had a point, letting a stranger into her home would be just as dangerous. He followed her up the narrow staircase to her home. The bottom door wasn’t very secure, only a flimsy lock to protect her from people outside. 

 


"What do you mean you didn’t go on your own?" The thought of her with another man made his fangs elongate, the urge to mark her, make her his, was strong inside of him. He could smell her perfume, sweet and tantalising like her. The scent of alcohol followed her; well at least she wasn’t roaring drunk with some man trailing behind her, for that Darius was grateful. 

 


With a big sigh she pulled a second set of keys out of her purse, looking over her head he was pleased to see this door was a little more secure, with a dead lock and sturdy door. 

 


As she opened the door he saw a small but well cared for apartment. Looking around at the open space there were only two doors off from the main living area, one he assumed was a bathroom, the other a bedroom, not just any bedroom but Mary's bedroom, where Mary slept, possibly naked. The living area was completely her, soft and gentle. The tones in yellows and soft red, the furniture was mismatched but looked good, throws and pillows adorning the sofa. 

 


The beeping of his cell brought him out of his haze of watching, mesmerised as Mary slipped off her shoes. She was rubbing her feet, those lovely feet with red nail polish on the toes. Reading the text from Mitch he smiled; he had gone for a walk and would ring if he needed anything. 

 


"I am going to have a glass of wine. Would you like one Darius?" her voice was a little higher pitched than normal, her tone more flippant than normal. Her body didn’t look as tense around him; the alcohol might have reduced her inhibitions. 

 


Mmm moving his gaze upwards he shook his head. Watching her walk across her small wooden kitchen he saw the sway of her soft round bottom, and felt his cock stiffen with immense arousal. When she opened the fridge she had to bend down, giving him an even better view of her curves. He knew he was stood there staring, but he couldn’t think of anything to say, he just wanted to look. As she turned, glass at her lips and caught him staring, she stopped still, splashing just a little of the wine onto her chin. 

 


"Why do you look at me like, it's like you want to eat me, it makes me a little nervous."
 


He could smell her fear but he could also smell her arousal. He stepped forward until he was in front of her; he watched her gulp as he took the glass from her, and set it on the worktop next to her. Bending he licked the wine from her chin. 

 


"I do want to eat you, just not in the way you fear" her skin felt soft on his tongue, the scent of her perfume slightly stronger now he was closer. He wanted to be closer still. 

 


As he touched his lips to hers he could feel their softness, she didn’t recoil so he kissed her more fully, she opened her mouth slightly, and he nipped at the bottom lip. She opened a little wider and gently touched her tongue with his. He could taste the wine, and as she responded to him he deepened the kiss. He could hear her heart beat increase, the scent of her arousal was slightly stronger, he stepped a little closer, deepening the kiss. His erection was straining hard against his jeans, painfully hard. 

 




 



 


Chapter 5
 


As he watched from the shadows making sure he couldn’t be seen, he thought through everything he had seen. He hadn’t been surprised when he watched the two men approach the prostitutes with coffee. Darius had always had a weakness for ladies of the night. It was hard to think of him as Darius, although the name change made him smile, he had always been predictable and he guessed it would be similar to his birth name. 

 


When Darius and the other huge male entered the dirty, dank apartments he didn’t know what they were doing but they left with a clearly injured female. He continued to follow them to what could only be described as a mansion, a very secure mansion.
 


He wasn’t sure what the place was but he had noted the presence of guards, the electric gates and cameras. Knowing the risks going in unprepared he had made a decision to go back to the place tomorrow and find out exactly what it was. From the state of the female they took in there it couldn’t be good, the woman certainly looked scared and in pain. No matter, if he could find a way to get her out undetected and somewhere safe he would. He wasn’t surprised to see that Darius was acting true to form, seducing vulnerable women, hurting them, but have no doubt he would put a stop to his reign of terror permanently. 

 


After leaving the mansion, the two men had arrived back at the same place they started from. He had watched with interest as the two men wandered somewhat aimlessly. When Darius went to the woman who had gotten out of the cab, again he waited, ready, prepared. He was intrigued when the woman let him in to the apartment voluntarily. Waiting around the back of the apartment he had listened for any sign that the woman was distressed, again nothing. Although when he watched as Darius left, he was without doubt agitated. 

 


He had taken in everything he could see on the woman's features, so tomorrow afternoon he would come back and try to find out more about her. He wouldn’t be able to come before then, the sun would be too high for him. As he left and headed back to the apartment he had rented, he decided that he would sleep for a few hours before he checked his emails. 

 


Arriving at his apartment he did two laps of the building before he even entered. In his line of work he had to be cautious, he had upset too many people to be hasty. Taking the stairs and then doubling back on himself, he checked the door for any signs of tampering before taking out his key. Checking his cell he confirmed that the door had not been opened, the discreet placed sliver of wood was still in place near the bottom, the obvious thread to distract from the wood was also there. Opening the door quickly he waited before entering. Everything was in place he checked the windows and the room before removing the film from his camera and readied it for a new one; he slipped off his shoes and sweater before heading into the shower.
 


He was still tired; his trip to France had been exhausting, mainly due the endless plotting in anticipation for his return trip to the States. The French mark had definitely been cautious, changing his routes to work and back, security on the outside gates and cameras on the inside. He even had four Rottweilers prowling the grounds. It had taken a few days of watching to find his opportunity. The weakness was in the guard change over; the guards chatted and took their gaze away from the gates. He watched and waited for the right opportunity and then went through the gates so fast, that if anyone had registered anything they would have questioned their eyesight before thinking intruder. 

 


The alarm on the house was good but standard, within 20 seconds he was inside. Why did he pick this day, well that was easy, the wife had left earlier in the evening. From listening to her talking to the guards he garnered that her mother was sick, so she was staying the night with her. The joys of superior hearing, at least the man's wife wouldn’t be the one to find him.
 


What he hadn’t prepared for was the arrival of another woman, this one he suspected was for hire and one who specialised. When he heard sounds up on the first floor, he followed the stairs and the sounds. The man hadn’t even bothered to close the door. 

 


Going into the door next to it, he was thinking of waiting for the woman to leave. Silently closing himself inside, he found himself surprised to see TV monitors hooked up to a recording DVD player. Inside he groaned, why had he come in here? The room was tiny but the addition of the video camera really restricted the space. He couldn’t even turn round; he didn’t want to touch anything just in case he left a trace. His only option was to stay in here and wait it out. Unfortunately in front of him was a scene being played out and it wasn’t a scene that appealed to him. 

 


Looking through the mirror he watched the woman, dressed in leather pants and a black tank, her face was covered by a black rubber mask. The man was stood in front of her, naked, his sex jutting out in front of him,
 


"Say my name bitch" as the man snarled, he was just considering which action he could take, run in rescue the girl, sneak in kill the man then the girl. All of these options involved him being seen, and then he stopped thinking, when he saw that the woman liked it. As the woman answered he waited, she didn’t seem upset or even scared, and actually she seemed breathless and aroused.
 


"Master" he watched as the woman stood subservient to the man, 

 


"Remove your clothes, slowly. Do not touch yourself until I say so."
 


The woman was obeying him, he continued watching in morbid fascination as she slid the tank top over her head; he saw tiny clamps on her nipples, and when the man flicked them she groaned in pleasure. As she slid the leathers off, she was left in a tiny thong on "I said no underwear, do you want to be punished?"
 


"Yes master" as she answered he saw that she truly did want this, she was excited.
 


"Bend over." The woman obeyed the man and bent over raising her bare ass to his raised hand which smacked her hard on the behind before sliding his hand over her slit.
 


"That's it, you like this, it makes you wet for me doesn’t it?" she nodded as his hand came into contact with her bottom again, he could see the red mark well up. The man couldn’t hide his excitement, he rubbed his cock. Still watching he tried to turn away but something made him watch the scene unfold. 

 


This time when he slapped her, he followed it by plunging his finger inside of the woman’s wet sheath; she leaned back into him as he fucked her with his finger. He added another causing her to push harder. With the other hand, the man grabbed her hair pulling her back, 

 


"Did I say ride my fingers bitch?" she shook her head and he pulled his hand away, the woman whimpered at the loss, he pulled her up by the hair, biting into her back and neck, she rubbed against him. 

 


"On your knees, now." She obeyed. "Open your mouth" she obeyed and he rammed his cock inside of her so far she gagged, but then started sucking as he continued to pull at her hair. Watching the pair, he struggled to comprehend this S&M thing but obviously the two in that room did. 

 


Pulling her off his cock, he pulled her up his body and made like he was going to take her nipple, but instead he bit her breast. The woman cried out but it was definitely in pleasure she cried. This time he turned her and pushed her over to the dresser, bending her forward, he rubbed the hand mark on her bottom, 

 


"Open wider" as she did, he placed his cock near her entrance and then slammed into her forcing her body forward, she moved back against him, from the mirror I could see him squeeze her breast and pull on the nipple clamps. He continued slamming into her, getting harder with every thrust, she was calling master and I could see the moment she came. He didn’t give her a chance to ride the orgasm but continued pounding in and out until he was spent.
 


And everything was recorded. He didn’t touch the camera until the woman left, this way she wouldn’t get the blame for what he was about to do. The man was still naked preening himself in the mirror as he entered the room, Covered in black from head to toe he watched the man's eye open widen in fright when he walked in with the gun held out. Spinning around the man's head rocked back and forth as he looked for some way out, too late. With one shot he was down and no-one saw the man dressed in black slip out of the gates at handover. 

 


By the time the man’s death hit the news he was sat first class on his way out of France. 

 




 



 


Chapter 6 

 


Wow this was nice, she felt all warm and fuzzy. No this was more than nice, her legs were starting to feel wobbly, her stomach was doing somersaults, and she could feel herself growing wetter. The tension in the air reaching blistering heights, her head didn’t quite believe that she was stood in her kitchen, kissing the gorgeous specimen known as Darius. Darius who was…shit…a vampire, this wasn’t right, he was dangerous, a vampire, he could kill her without a second thought. 

 


Lifting her hands to his chest she pushed him away, instantly feeling the loss of his closeness, 

 


"Shit sorry, look Darius you have to go, this isn’t right, we shouldn’t, no this won't work. Please just, just leave" pushing a little more forcefully she saw the regret and confusion in his eyes. 

 


"It's just that you’re a you're a…" the squeak in her voice and the change in her body’s scent told him the fear had hit her, while his arousal threatened to knock him on his ass.
 


"Vampire, Mary, I am a vampire. I won't hurt you, I couldn’t, I just……"
 


"I don’t know that, you need to leave, sorry it’s the alcohol. I would never have allowed this if I hadn’t been drinking" her eyes were darting around, looking for a way out of this. 

 


Watching his shoulders slump as he turned away, tugged at Mary, "lock the door behind me Mary, please don’t be out on your own late at night, be careful, I will see you around." His tone was resigned as he left.
 


As the door closed quietly behind him, regret hit her. She locked the door and then slid down it. She felt awful, she had always liked him. From the day Lucky introduced him, he had flirted with her, which was unusual for Mary. Most men went straight for her friends who were taller than her, thinner than her, more outgoing, yada yada yada. So when Darius flirted with her, she was flattered but didn’t think too much about it. I mean the man was delicious and a genuinely nice guy. When she realised he was a vampire, she was initially terrified of him, but over the years he had never pushed any boundaries and she had found herself growing comfortable around him. 

 


Tonight was the first night he had ever tried anything sexual with her, and god it was good. Was it a vampire thing that caused the somersaults, the excitement and the way he could make her feel? Did he do that to all women? It wasn’t that Mary was a virgin, she hadn’t been for a long time, but she had never been kissed like that, ever. Actually she knew he was old, so it stood to reason that he had a lot of years to practice the art of seducing a woman. She knew it would mean more to her than him.
 


Touching her lips, she smiled at the feelings he brought out in her, she couldn’t describe it, well she could, he made her feel sexy, made her think sexual thoughts. But he was a vampire; he drank blood, people's blood. He was strong, very strong, he lived with the wolves, and at one point they also terrified her. They didn’t really scare her so much now that her friend Lucky lived with them, but a vampire. He would be dangerous to her. 

 


Standing up she went into her bedroom, changed into some pyjamas, looking at her reflection staring back at her in the mirror she laughed. She had just been kissed by a vampire, a very hot sexy vampire, who made her very hot, and now she was stood in some flannel, sheep covered pyjamas. Taking off her glasses she climbed into bed, this bed was her one treat to herself, with its metal frame and 4 posts, she even had a curtain rail on it, it reminded her of the beds in historical romances, where the man pulls the drapes and proceeds to ravish the woman. Ahhhh...to be ravished.
 


She knew her friends found her aversion to other species funny, but they didn’t understand, there were already enough dangers in the world, and she didn’t need more. It was fine for these species to come into the open, but how were regular humans supposed to protect themselves now? She knew her friends were right when they pointed out that these species had always been there, just in hiding, but seeing them every day was different to reading about them in fantasy fiction, with an emphasis on the word FICTION.
 


As she tossed and turned Mary couldn’t get Darius out of her head, the look on his face when he left. In fact as the sun rose some 4 hours later she still couldn’t sleep, but she had made a decision. Climbing out of bed she changed her top, ran a brush through her hair, added her glasses, brushed her teeth and left hailing a cab just outside her apartment. It was Sunday, so she had been looking forward to a relaxing day, but she knew she wouldn’t settle until she had made things right. When the cab arrived at Silver Pack Land she was pleased to see Theo talking to some of the guards, spotting her he frowned and waved her in.
 


"Mary you okay?" his immense size had always scared her, he was as broad as he was tall, well nearly anyway. She knew that his mother had treated him terribly until she abandoned him, leaving him scared all down one side of his face. Theo always made you look at him twice, but not because of the scars, but because of the tattoos that covered the scars.
 


She nodded but he still looked worried, "I need to speak to Darius" he nodded and climbed on a quad bike motioning for her to follow him. It wasn’t his appearance that scared her, it was that distant I don’t trust you demeanour that he carried with him. Mary had to admit that since he mated with Imogen and brought his brother and sister to live with him he was a lot more relaxed, although he still didn’t speak much, maybe it was her he just didn’t speak to. 

 


As they sped over the land she marvelled again at how beautiful this place was, it was a huge piece of land with houses dotted throughout the woods, they had a gym, stables, a lake and a new rather large park that Theo and the other wolves built for the pups as well as his siblings, the whole pack made sure the younger generation, all species, had everything they needed to be children.
 


When Theo stopped the bike, she looked at the cottage where Darius must live. Made of limestone with a thatched roof it looked quaint; there were even some flowers in hanging baskets outside. And now looking at his cottage, she wasn’t so sure about her fool proof plan; could she really knock on that door, could she really go into the den of a vampire, what if there were coffins? What if he was so pissed off he did actually eat her? Were vampire cannibals? Theo must have sensed her unease.
 


"He won't bite you know, well not unless you ask him to? Just knock on the door." Taking her life in her hands she knocked on the door, there was no answer, she turned to leave when she heard a male chuckle from behind her.
 

 “You actually have to knock loud enough for him to hear it." How the hell had Theo come up behind her without her hearing. He was a damn wolf that's how? Theo banged on the door so loudly Mary jumped, and then he left to go back to the quad. 

 


When the door opened she lost her breath, he was magnificent: his blond hair tousled, eyes tired by not sleepy, and that body, he had no top on so she got to see that beautiful sculptured chest, the smattering of chest hair, the definition in his muscles. His eyes widened when he saw her. 

 


"Mary what's happened, why are you here?" he saw Theo behind her, 

 


"Can I come in, we need to talk" he moved to let her past, her arm touching him as she passed him, feeling a little tingle of electricity as she heard the quad engine rumble and leave. She was in a hallway with a door on either side with a staircase in the middle.
 


Motioning her through the door on the left, she found herself in a lounge that was large and warm, with the wooden floors, large red sofas and matching recliner chairs. One wall had a huge, dark oak, high bookcase that was full, a baby piano and large TV on the wall.
 


"Well I wanted to say that I am really sorry for being mean, I really am" her voice was quivering, not just in fear but in anticipation of something, she just wasn’t sure what.
 


"It's not being mean if it’s what you feel Mary, you didn’t have to apologise, I'll get over it."
 


"That’s the thing, you confuse me, you look at me like I…well I don’t really know. and I know I shouldn’t be scared of you but let's be honest I am scared of most things weird. Anyway I know you didn’t mean to kiss me so I just wanted to apologise for over reacting." Now she felt awkward "anyway now I have said it, I will leave" she had her hands in front of her, she was twisting them as she made to leave.
 


Darius stepped in front of her, her heart beat increased but this time it was not from fear, well not much anyway, it was mostly from anticipation, the sweet anticipation that he may kiss her again. She had just apologised so why on earth was she seeing his lips touching hers again?
 


"Don’t mistake my intentions Mary, I did want to kiss you last night and right now I want to kiss you again but I won't, not until you realise that I won't hurt you. I would never hurt you, I don’t know what I have done to make you fear me, but know this, you will always be safe with me" his voice was determined and a little angry.
 


As Mary paced the room, she was thinking about how to vocalise her thoughts, damn all of the books she read had great paragraphs of women's inner most thoughts, but right now she couldn’t think of anything that would make sense. 

 


"I don’t get how you can look at me like that, let's be honest I am a little overweight, I dress comfortably not to impress, I can't wear contacts for more than a couple of hours before my eyes start to itch, I am pretty boring. You give me feelings and for me, I prefer a good romance book to sex any day. Don’t interrupt me" she had seen his mouth open, but if she took a pause she would forget what she was saying.
 


She saw the corners of his mouth turn upwards before she continued "my history with men is pretty terrible, either they think I have money because of the shop, or they are married, using me for sex or they just want someone to settle down with, someone who will look after them. Apparently I look like that type. So when someone who, quite frankly is gorgeous shows an interest in me, I want to know what's in it for them."
 


Well she was somewhat out of breath now, and she was certain that when she went home she would have an epiphany over what she should have said. 

 


"You are so funny and sweet, but you don’t see that, firstly let's see and you can't interrupt me either. You are not overweight, you are deliciously curvy, I like the way you dress, although I have to say my main thoughts are about undressing you. I think I will like you naked more, no don’t interrupt me. Your glasses make you look unbelievably sexy, I spend most of the time waiting for you to tell me off, I don’t think you are boring I like listening to you talk. As for reading versus sex, I love to read as I am sure you have noticed, but I think you may have been having sex with the wrong men. Now sex with me I can guarantee will be more exciting than reading, although if you were for example, laid across me naked while reading that would be pretty hot" he smiled inwardly as she moved to sit on the arm of the sofa,
 

 



 


"I am pleased you find me gorgeous it makes me feel a little better about being a vampire, and scaring you. The reason your previous men have ben assholes is because you were secretly waiting for the right man or vampire to come along. I don’t want you for your money, I have my own and if I am married I know nothing about it. I admit I would definitely use you for sex, although I am certain that will be a two way thing. I don’t want you to look after me, but I would like to look after you. I am fairly old Mary, I have learnt a lot over the centuries the last thing I want to do is hurt you." 

 


Why did he manage to give a lovely romantic response, one that made her feel all warm and mushy inside? " it's not that I think you will deliberately hurt me, it's just that you are so, so virile, so strong, so gorgeous and... " this wasn’t working, right now she wanted to throw herself at him "I don’t know anything about you other than you’re a vampire, you are old and could kill me just like that" she clicked her fingers to emphasise her point, although she was quickly forgetting she had a point." I know nothing about your past, nothing about your life now and that scares me"
 


She could see him thinking, he was truly listening to her. He walked off telling her to wait there. She was sorry to see that gorgeous body move out of her line of sight. Instead she focussed on looking at the books in his collection; she pulled out an old Shakespeare book, ‘Much ado about Nothing’, one of her favourites. Opening the page she nearly dropped it, my god it was signed 'sorry to see you go, William', hearing Darius come into the room she looked up, 

 


"You knew William Shakespeare" he nodded.
 

 “That's amazing, what was he like? I can't imagine." 

 


Darius laughed, "he was a drama queen, that’s what he was like, but he was also a funny person, one who was completely self-absorbed, but nice, I learnt a few things from him." Holding out a book to her she took it, "this and the other one will tell you everything there is to know about me, no-one has ever read these, there are things in them no-one else knows. They are yours to read" now it was Mary's turn to see Darius anxious, although he was handing her the book, she could feel his reluctance.
 

 



 


Taking the book gently in her hands, she sat on the recliner, "You don’t have to let me read these" opening the page she saw it was a biography of sorts "this is too important." 

 


Sitting in the sofa, he smothered a yawn, "I want you to, you want to know me, and these memoirs will let you. About 30 years ago I decided to document my life, not for any other reason than wanting to preserve my life, as I got older I started to worry that I would forget who I am, where I came from, the good and the bad. 

 


"Wow, but they must... it must be so personal to you" already she was getting excited; his life must have been so interesting, he could teach her so much. She slid off the arm of the sofa and curled her feet under her. She felt privileged, no honoured that he had given her this.
 


"They are but I want you to read it. Uh Mary" she looked up at him, but he could see that she had already drifted away from the conversation "I am going to go to bed for a while, I will be upstairs if you want to carry on where we left off, but if not make yourself comfortable." 

 


"Oh, sorry, no I better leave, I forgot you have been up all night" as he saw her look about, he came to stand in front of her. 

 


"Don’t leave, it's Sunday, there is a spare bed upstairs if you get tired, it's not like you need to change" he saw the confusion before she looked down at herself, laughing as she tried to cover herself and then cover up her blush. 

 


"Oh my god, I am so embarrassed, oh no, that’s why Theo was looking at me like I had grown a second head" her cheeks were bright red now, and she was groaning.
 


Laughing he bent and kissed the top of her head "I take it you didn’t realise you were wearing pyjama bottoms" she shook her head.
 


"I like them and I like the idea of knowing you are in my house with sheep pyjama's on while I am sleeping. I tell you what, you stay here and tonight I will take you out for dinner."
 


He had lost her, she had sat back and opened the book, he wasn’t sure how she would respond to it, it did indeed contain the good, the bad and the damn right ugly. As he climbed into the bed, he knew he was right though, he did like knowing she was downstairs. It felt right.
 




 



 


Chapter 7
 


This is the life story of Darrell Le Breton, born of Agnes Le Bretton and Father Louis (surname unknown), brother of Philippe and Charmaine Le Breton.
 


I was born in France in 1303, I start this at the age of 13 years old, why 13, I am not sure really, I suppose even then 13 was a significant age. 

 


I lived with my maman, brother and sister as well as several other females. My father was of the Clergy, one who had pledged his life to God, he was somewhat a hypocrite spreading the word of god and returning periodically to the lives of the children he should not have had. We didn’t see him often but when we did, he preached the teachings of god, spent time hidden away with maman and promised that someday he would return to live out his life with his family. 

 


It wasn’t easy being a boy without a father; it was even harder living with a mother who entertained men in order to put food on the table. We lived in a large house ran by Miss Lilly, which was essentially a brothel, in the Beaubourg quartier in France. This was an area specifically set aside for ladies of the night. Miss Lilly owned the house and maman rented two largish rooms from her. 

 


I remember the majority of my childhood with fond memories, maman was wonderful, she was warm, affectionate and happy most of the time. In fact Miss Lilly's was a lovely house, lots of fun with plenty of laughter and food. There were certain parts of the house we were not permitted to enter, although on occasions me and Philippe would sneak around and watch the goings on. Miss Lilly once caught us and boxed our ears red. She was a buxom French woman who always tsked at us, normally followed by big hugs and lists of chores that needed doing. 

 


Maman was a small petite woman, her long blonde hair hung to her waist; she had big blue eyes that always made it look like she was smiling. By the time I was 10 I was the same height as her. It didn’t matter though, if I was hurt of upset she would wrap her arms round me and make me feel safe and loved. 

 


Philippe was two years older than me; he always looked out for me and our sister, particularly if we went into the city. Being children of a prostitute meant that we were often harassed by the other children; it didn’t matter if their fathers visited maman and the other women. Even then children could be cruel, although childhood wasn’t childhood by today's standards. Many children were working by the age of 8 or 9, with many boys ordered to join the army or serve the knights. Being outside of the city protected us a little, but going into the city could be a trial, very often resulting in fighting between Philippe and the local boys, and as I got older I joined them. 

 


I loved living in France and still consider it my first home. Even then it was a lovely place, the green meadows with trees everywhere and plenty of large castles dotted around the country side. The sights, sounds, and smells teased every sense I have even writing this I feel like I am back there, with my eyes closed, I can still remember the feeling of running through the meadows, the water on my legs from the streams, Charmaine’s laughter and Philippe bawling at us to "hurry up". 

 


When I was 13, Philippe did indeed leave to go join the Kings Army, maman was distraught as was Charmaine who was 10 by that time. Charmaine my younger sister was everyones little ray of sunshine, with her long golden ringlets, blue eyes like mamans and such a sweet disposition. Everyone who saw her fell in love with her. We made sure to keep her out of sight when there were men in the house, maman had drilled us about the dangerous to one such as Charmaine. When Philippe left it became my responsibility to protect her. One I almost failed in.
 


Maman and the other ladies in the house were ‘entertaining’, I had taken Charmaine out into the yard to collect apples. Maman was going to make a pie; her baking was amazing, so juicy and soft, with a hint of cinamon. The sun was baking down on us; Charmaine was running round the trees giggling when a man stepped out from the nearby bushes. Wearing a blue tunic and leggings that identified him as coming from the nearby castle, he stepped forward, speaking to us for a few minutes before placing a bag on the ground in front of us. Opening the bag he placed a loaf of bread, some apples, potatoes and carrots on the floor, he added to this, a gold coin. We looked on in amazement when he added another gold coin to the pile. 

 


Now this was some parcel, in my naivety it didn’t occur to me what he wanted in return. Even though we lived in a brothel and I knew what was sold there, we had been protected from the seedy side of life. So when he moved to take Charmaine, I was a little slower than normal, when Charmaine looked at me and it dawned on me what he wanted, I jumped in front of her.
 


This didn’t concern the man, he back handed me, knocking me down. I jumped up slightly dizzy and pushed Charmaine towards the house, as she ran she tripped and the man went after her. Running I jumped on his back, he knocked me to the ground again. This time I hit my head on the floor, I knew I was hurt but it didn’t matter I had to get to Charmaine, the man caught her and I ran after them. I thought I had lost her until a second man stepped through the bushes on his horse. 

 


He was huge and a little terrifying, with his long beard and long dark hair, he pulled his sword and stopped the man. Charmaine bit his hand and ran to me after he dropped her; the man went to run after her again. The other man jumped from his horse and followed, as the man went to wrestle Charmaine from my arms, the other man grabbed his hair and held the sword to his throat. 

 


"Unless you are the father of these children and there is a good reason for them to be running scared I would stop now." 

 


Looking to me, I was shaking by this point, he nodded to Charmaine. 

 


"Do you know this man?" I shook my head, by now I was also worried that this second man would want something from us, I wished Philippe hadn’t left, he would know what to do, he always did.
 


"He tried to take my sister sir."
 


The man was cursing me. Looking back on my younger self I find myself laughing at my own naivety, i remember that when he started cursing I actually tried to cover Charmaine’s ears. I still recall the words he spoke, and they still cause feelings of anger and bitterness.
 


"The children of whores were no better than those that birthed them; they are to take the consequences of their mother’s sins" The man was addressing our saviour still trying to get what he wanted.
 


The man told us to go inside and wait for him there. I did as he said, but there was no way I was waiting for him, I learned from that lesson and wouldn’t make the same mistake again. Luckily maman was coming out to find us and met us in the kitchen. It took her a minute to calm us down, when she did and found out what had happened her face darkened, she started cursing. Telling me to get Charmaine some milk she picked up the rolling pin in one hand and a pan in the other before running out of the house.
 


I tried to stop her fearing for her safety. When I stood in front of her she stopped, bent down "my beautiful brave boy, don’t fear for your maman, I am as fierce as any soldier when I have to be, no one hurts mine. Now sit with your sister while I deal with this man."
 


She did return but not alone, the man who saved us came with her, he sat while she made pie, he didn’t say a lot to us but he did to maman. He was English but spoke French, it didn’t matter Maman had taught us both. Although I didn’t really understand much of what they were saying, they spoke too quickly. I did work out that the man's name was Edward and he had come from the fighting down in the South. After pie the man left and I was relieved, wanting to forget the whole incident, although I would never again leave the house alone with Charmaine, I would never let her get hurt.
 


My relief was short lived though, the next day the man came back, this time for me, maman watched as he led me into the court yard and handed me a wooden sword. I was terrified; when I saw him arrive I thought he must have come back maybe to punish me for letting the man get to Charmaine.
 


I was wrong. For the next hour he showed me how to hold a sword and how to move whilst carrying a sword. The sword might have been a wooden practicing one, but it was heavy. My arm ached that night when maman sat me down and told me Edward would return the next day to give me more lessons. Apparently he had convinced maman that I needed to be able to protect myself and Charmaine, maman agreed. I wanted to know what he wanted in return, Maman laughed and told me not to worry my pretty little head about that. 

 


Edward did indeed come back every day for a long time, by the time I was 14, I was strong and fast with a sword, in fact for my birthday that year, maman and the other ladies presented me with my own sword and scabbard. It was and still is the best birthday present I have ever been given. My first sword was referred to as a Espée du Guerre, a war sword, I still have this although I don’t wear it every day anymore, I would get a few odd looks and find myself arrested if I tried.
 


Over that year Edward became more of a father to me than my own had ever been. He taught me how to look after myself and the other ladies in the house, he also taught me to shoot a bow and arrow, and again I still have my first bow and arrow. Some days after he had taught me he would then chat to maman, it took me a while to realise what he wanted in return, I should have been angry but even then I could see how happy Edward made her, she didn’t seem to work as much and Edward was kind to Charmaine as well. That summer was probably one of the best of my childhood. 

 


I remember the morning when Edward came early, maman was with the other ladies and he found me practicing with my sword, 

 


"Well Darrell, you have learnt well, I don’t think there is much more I can teach you" he had tethered his horse and motioned me to sit on a rock, laughing I joined him, "I thought you said you never stop learning." 

 


"I did indeed, although you have to learn from others as well. I have to leave today Darrell, but your maman and you children have been very special to me, I lost my own son when he was but a baby so teaching you has been a honour. Remember all that I have taught you and that I am proud to have been your friend." After he left I just sat there, lost. It had never occurred to me he would leave. 

 


I found maman that night sat in the kitchen quietly crying, she too would mourn the loss of Edward from our lives. He had given maman a short sword as a gift for me and I was immensely proud of this, I was devastated years later when this was stolen from me. Over the next 4 years I helped out more around the house, I dealt with some of the nastier clientele and marked out a bit of a name for myself. On several occasions I was called for when there was trouble at other houses, and I made sure to pass on my new skills to other boys in the neighbourhood. 

 




 



 


Chapter 8
 


Mary sat back with heavy eyes, so Darius was called Darrell and his mother was a prostitute. She had never heard him mention a brother and sister, but if they were born in the 1300's then they would have died, surely they were not vampires. Mary couldn’t imagine living while you lost everyone around you, the pain and grief must be overwhelming. When you live forever what was the point in getting attached to anyone?
 


She wanted to read on, but her eyes were so tired, damn her early morning, if she had just slept during the night she would have been able to read more. She would close her eyes just for a few minutes, then she should be able to read some more. 

 


Darius showered and quietly made his way downstairs, with the sun setting his day was just starting. He couldn’t hear Mary but he could smell her, he could hear her heart beat coming from the lounge. When he stepped around the corner he stopped and stared, her glasses were skewed across her nose, the book still in her lap, her legs curled under her. Gently stepping towards her he draped a throw over her. Resisting the urge to kiss her he shut the door on the way out of the room. Making a phone call he sat outside waiting for Ben, he didn’t want Ben to wake Mary; he was noisy at the best of times.
 


In wolf form Ben was huge, with silver fur and blue eyes he was Darius' best friend, Ben was the only person who knew any of his past and even he knew very little. As Ben shifted to human form the bag that was across his back fell and Darius caught it "shit Ben you nearly broke the eggs."
 


Ben laughed this loud growling laugh, Darius punched him in the arm "be quiet you oaf" Ben was the biggest of the pack in wolf form, which stood to reason, how would a tiny wolf look as pack Alpha.
 


"Darius why are you whispering, why am I whispering? And why am I bringing you human food? Do you know I had to run out of the house just to stop Lucky coming. She's convinced you have a woman tied up in bed" he went to laugh again but Darius punched him again.
 

 



 


He knew Ben would ask questions but wasn’t sure how much he wanted to tell him, "you are fucking nosey Ben" maybe distraction would work "how are the kids today?"
 


"Oh no you don’t, I am wise to people using the kids to stop me asking questions, it doesn’t work anymore. Do you know what also doesn’t work, me running out of the house with food just so my wife... that way I don’t have to tell my wife that her friend rocked up this morning wearing pyjamas and went into the vampires lair."
 


"For someone who doesn’t talk much Theo's turned into a gossiping old woman, the shit" Ben laughed again but this time a little quieter.
 


"So what are your intentions towards Mary cos if you upset her Lucky’s going to kick your ass." He could hear the hint of pride in Ben's voice, as much as he tried to stop Lucky getting involved in the meaner side of pack life, he loved that she could take down most men.
 


As Darius sat on the bench the bushes hiding him from what was left of the sun he smiled "don’t worry I can take Lucky" as he listened to Ben's predictable growl he grinned "seriously I have no intentions towards Mary, I just like being around her."
 


"Try again" was Ben’s response so he did, Darius told Ben everything he was feeling and his life story that Mary was currently reading, causing Ben to raise his eye brows in question.
 


"So you are going to make her breakfast and hope that she doesn’t run when she wakes up."
 


"Yep" that summed up his great plan, he hoped it worked because he really didn’t want to see Mary walk away from him, and this scared the life out of him.
 


"I can see one small problem in this….You don’t know how to cook."
 


Shit, Ben was right, he lived off blood, he knew humans ate omelettes for breakfast, he had seen Sylvia, Ben's mom, do it hundreds of times, he just didn’t know how to do it himself, "Don’t worry, I will show you and if she wakes up I will sneak out the back door, although I have one condition." 

 

 



 


"No you can't watch" Darius was laughing at Ben when he scrunched up his face.
 


"I don’t go in for that anymore, not since Lucky. Eugh Mary is her friend." 

 


"I was joking. I would have to kill you if you tried. What's the condition?"
 


"I get to read the book after Mary." 

 


"Maybe" as they tiptoed inside to the kitchen, he remembered why Ben was one of his best friends, not only was he a good man, he was also fucking clever. 

 


Everything was cooked, Ben had assured him that Mary liked meat (apparently you put other things in omelettes like ham) before he snuck out the back door. Darius had just finished his own breakfast of warm o positive when he heard some noise from in the lounge. Poking his head around the door he was surprised to see Mary immersed in the book again, "afternoon, you hungry?"
 


She lifted her head "mmm actually I am what's the time?"
 


This time it was Mary eyeing him hungrily, "just after 4, why don’t I bring you an omelette" she nodded and he left her to it. Within a minute he was back with the omelette and fresh OJ. 

 


"Wow it never occurred to me that you could cook, I didn’t think you could eat food?" Now she smelled food her stomach was growling in anticipation.
 


"I can't; well not really, at best I can eat a piece of bloody rare steak, at worst anything else will make me physically sick. And although I want to take credit for the omelette I can't, Ben helped me, but now I know what to do I can do it myself."
 


She looked horrified "Ben was here?" It was then that he realised she was embarrassed to be here, he couldn’t explain why he was disappointed, but he was. 

 


"Sorry, I didn’t know it was a secret and I thought you would be hungry, I don’t have food here."
 


She laughed "me being here is not a secret, me being here in sheep pyjamas is definitely something I want to keep a secret. I had planned on discreetly calling Lucky to bring me some clothes. Mmm this is good, thank you, have you had something?" He nodded, relieved yet fascinated with watching her put the food in her mouth, watching her take small bites, the movement of her mouth as she chewed the motion of her throat as she swallowed. 

 


"I can take you home to change if that’s okay, then I would like to take you to dinner if you will let me" he could almost hear the pleading in his voice but he didn’t care, he liked seeing her here. 

 


"Well I don’t…. actually forget that, yes I would like that, on one condition, we make it quick."
 


She must have seen the confusion in his eyes "when I start reading something I tend to get absorbed in it, sorry" he laughed, he watched her eyes stray to his memoirs, "whatever you say Mary, whatever you say. In that case I will go shower."
 


As she watched him leave, her eyes followed, wearing only a pair of jeans she stared at the ripples in his back, the contours of his muscles, leading down into his buttocks, wow he was so defined, she so wanted to take a bite out of him. Knowing she was blushing she buried her head back in the book in case he turned around.
 




 



 


Chapter 9
 


After Edward left, life carried on as normal for a few weeks, then they got word that Philippe was on his way home, he had been injured and was being sent home to recuperate. Everyone toyed with being excited and worried about his injury. Maman rented another room so he could have his own space, Ms Lilly made sure the house was warm and dry. I and Charmaine waited impatiently in the yard for nearly three days, until we saw the cart come round the corner. 

 


Racing to meet him we were so excited, maman was behind us. When the cart pulled to a stop we jumped up, his leg was in a splint but he smiled and reached out to hug us. He looked the same but different, a little older, maybe wiser. Maman jumped up to welcome her first born home, tears running from her eyes. Worry creasing her forehead when she saw his leg, tsking she complained about the poor treatment of soldiers, calling to the other women, they gingerly lifted him from the cart.
 


Things were a little harder now, the famine had hit but men still needed the comfort provided by the ladies, so we had survived but it hadn’t been easy. With one more mouth to feed it would be a bit tighter, but I would help out wherever I could. I had often gone into town and helped out some of the elderly people running errands and clearing up after the markets, I would just go a little earlier now. 

 


I had thought about following Philippe in the armies, but after the incident with Charmaine I had no intention of leaving her and maman. The older I got, the more protective I became, for although they were subject to abuse and ridicule in my eyes they were still ladies.
 


The happiness at having Philippe home didn’t last long, he had changed, no longer was he the happy carefree boy that had left, in his place was an angry, bitter man who thought the world owed him everything, actually an angry man who thought maman had failed him. 

 


It didn’t take long for him to start making snide remarks about mamans work, he expected Charmaine to care for him, and expected me to run for ale to keep him amused. Even with a broken leg he was able to call for the women to join him in his room. I wasn’t stupid or naïve I knew what he was doing. It was okay for him to criticise maman but he used the women in the same way, like it was his right. On several occasions I saw maman handing over food and pennies to the women, Philippe had no intention of paying them. 

 


It wasn’t long before his drinking made his tongue looser. Walking past his open door one night he called me in, with his speech slurring I knew he had been drinking again, I just wasn’t sure who had fetched it, I certainly hadn’t.
 


"Come sit with me Darrell, I missed you and Charmaine" I was reluctant to get too close, his leg was better now but still sore, he still spent most of his time in bed. I didn’t like being around him anymore, Charmaine felt the same, moving in I stood next to the bed. 

 


"Why don’t you come visit me anymore, when I first got home I couldn’t get rid of you, now I have to wait for you to come past."
 


I shrugged "I have been helping old Claude on the farm." 

 


"Shit! He’s still alive." I nodded "well in that case run down to the tavern and fetch me some ale" he didn’t need more ale; he needed a kick up the ass.
 


Shaking my head I watched the disbelief in his eyes "what?"
 


"No?" 

 


"You little shit, do as your told" this was the Philippe who returned from the wars, the nasty, abusive one.
 


Standing tall like Edward had taught me, again I shook my head "I have given the money to maman, did you know that when you take a woman from here you have to pay for it. Of course you do, you have made it clear what you think of maman. Well even if you live here you have to pay for it. Maman is already paying for an extra room, your ale and your women. I will not fetch you any more ale and any money I give maman will go on food."
 


"What do you know Darrell? You are nothing but a boy; do you know what they think about women like maman?" spittle was coming out of his mouth as he snarled at me.
 

 



 


"It doesn’t matter what anyone thinks, what matters is what we think. Maman has put a roof over our heads, when the famine was killing people we survived, not only did we survive but she sent any left overs to others. So I for one don’t care what anyone thinks and neither should you." I was raising my voice, which I never did, but I was so mad.
 


"Why you little, if I could I would run you through with a sword for your cheek."
 


"Philippe you could try, but you are so full of ale you would fall before you left this room. Something else you should know, I am going to see Ms Lilly, I will tell her to treat you like they do the other men, and if you don’t pay you will be sent on your way."
 


"Who the hell do you think they will get to do that you fool?" he was so arrogant, thought he was the strong one, he was, but I would give him a run for his money.
 


"Me" with that I walked off, I heard Philippe fall out of the bed but I didn’t return. I had already told Charmaine to stay away when he was in his cups. I did indeed talk to Ms Lilly and it did help, sort of. He never told maman what had happened between us but 3 weeks later he left to join the army again. Maman and the other ladies breathed a sigh of relief. 

 


Life carried on as normal, I earned a living assisting the ladies of the houses in protecting themselves, as business increased so did the chancers who thought they could intimidate and hurt them. Living near a port meant lots of sailors, most were nice enough but there were a few nasty ones.
 


By now there were four of us working together, all aged 18. We had all been brought up in this area and prostitution was a normal way of life, it was the only way of life for us. We saw the injustices metted out to the women and were determined to help out when they had trouble. There were a few men working in the houses but we stayed away from them, men as prostitutes seemed unnatural, but they were always busy. We didn’t charge money to help out but some of the house owners gave us money or food for our help.
 


It was in one of the other house that I met a new girl, at 17 she was quite old to join the house. She was English, but spoke French, arriving in France after stowing away on one of the ships. Somehow she had made her way to here. I found her outside one of the house begging to be given food and board.
 


She reminded me a little of maman but only in her stature, she was tiny, with long dark curls ending in the middle of back. She had picked the wrong house, Anna was harsh, not very sympathetic and full, I wasn’t surprised to see the woman turned away.
 


Pointing toward me, Anna sent the woman my way. I later found out her name was Emily. I took her to Ms Lilly who didn’t want her entertaining but did agree to take her on as a maid; she wouldn’t get paid but would be given a room and food in return. Emily agreed but it was obvious from the beginning that working was new to her, but she tried hard and Ms Lilly was patient with her.
 


Charmaine and Emily became good friends, Charmaine was slightly younger than Emily, but she had always been mature. Emily taught Charmaine how to read and write, Charmaine in turn taught me, in secret of course. 

 


Within a year I was madly in love with Emily, then my father returned…………..
 


"Mary are you ready?" she didn’t hear Darius enter, so she jumped causing him to laugh "you really do get immersed in a book don’t you?" Oh god, he had on black trousers and a tight black t-shirt, with its v neck she couldn’t help but follow the ripples of his torso downwards. 

 


"Sorry, I don’t mean to" she stood and started putting her shoes on, straightening her glasses.
 


"Don’t ever apologise for enjoying something. Now let's sneak you out of here before anyone else sees you in those pyjamers"
 


"God how embarrassing" it was growing dark outside, but embarrassing wasn’t what Darius was thinking; no he was thinking he didn’t want anyone else to see her in the clothing she wore in bed. Just the thought conjured erotic images and also possessive feelings. No-one should see her in her bed attire.
 

 



 

 



 


Chapter 10
 


Dusk couldn’t come soon enough; he had been awake for hours, trying to decide where to go first, the woman in the big house or to the woman in the apartment above the shop.
 


In the end he decided on the injured woman as he readied himself for a fight, adding some silver knives to the guns, stakes and Taser that he always carried. He had recognised at least one wolf and one vampire on guard at the house, his primary plan was to check on the injured woman and get her out, if he had start a body count to do so, so be it, he wouldn’t allow anyone to become another one of his victims. 

 


He wasn’t sure where he would take her, but figured she would have a friend she could go to. After that he would return to make sure the woman above the shop was safe.
 


Arriving outside the large house he waited and watched, he could see cameras mounted in different places around the gates, it took him several hours to find any vulnerable spots, but eventually he found one spot that was covered by a rotating camera. It was out of the way and slightly over grown with vines but it was the only weak spot he had found. He watched from a nearby garden for nearly two hours before making his move, grabbing the railing, he started to hoist himself over it, until his hand touched something wet, it started to burn, causing him to drop back. 

 


Looking at the mark on his hand, he smiled, holy water, wasn’t that clever. They must reapply it daily for it to have burnt him. He was impressed, donning some leather gloves he waited another hour before making a second attempt. This time he made it over the gate, landing on soft grass. Immediately he smelled dogs and within seconds he saw 6 huge dogs racing towards him, growling and snarling. Again he smiled, for most this would be a problem but he had a natural affinity with animals, they wouldn’t hurt him. As they came closer they slowed and eventually sat in front of him. Stroking and whispering to them he quickly made his way towards the house. There were bushes in front of the windows; using these for cover he circled the house. It was round the back where he found her. 

 


She was sat on a swinging chair, in a white towelling dressing gown, singing, her voice was low and sweet, soothing even. He approached her slowly, her eyes shot up as she heard him come closer, he hadn’t tried to be too quiet, he didn’t want to frighten her.
 


"Please I will not harm you" he tried to make himself appear harmless, knowing that was unlikely. He was tall and wide, he exercised daily and trying to find clothes large enough to fit his frame was hard. His hair was cropped short, less risk of leaving hair strands behind, his blue eyes bright and shining with only a tiny hint of red. 

 


He watched as she tried to move, saw the pain as she gritted her teeth, he moved forward instinctively and helped her stand, even though she flinched when he touched her.
 


"Please I just want to make sure you are safe. I saw the vampire bring you here last night and needed to check if he had hurt you." She relaxed a little and sat back down, again the pain lancing through her, she motioned to the chair in front of her, he looked around to see if they were alone. 

 


"I take it you shouldn’t be here" her melodic voice was soothing to him, he sat but kept his senses ready for attack or retreat,
 


"No, I shouldn’t but that doesn’t mean I am here to harm you" he kept his voice low, trying to keep it light.
 


"Are you here to harm the others inside?" he could hear the fear in her voice.
 


"Are they causing you pain, hurting you in any way?"
 


"No, of course they aren’t."
 


"Then they are safe, although I would rather they didn’t see me."
 


"Then I suggest you go into the bushes where you came from, I certainly didn’t see you there" as he slid back into the safety of the bushes, he watched her from behind, even with the bruises she was pretty but her eyes told of pain and sorrow.
 


"Now tell me why you are here" the fear had left and was replaced with curiosity.
 


"It is as I said; I saw the vampire bring you in and wanted to make sure he hadn’t harmed you."
 


She actually laughed at him, no one laughed at him "if you mean Darius you were worried for no reason, he has never harmed me, only tried to help me. Why would you think different?" crouched as he was, he could still see the vast lawns in front of him, from the outside this place would look like a rich man's home.
 


"I know him from a long time ago, he was a fierce warrior with no morals and he would kill you at will" again she laughed at him, he was becoming exasperated, no one dared laugh at him.
 


"You are mistaken." Although the night was cool, she didn’t seem cold, in fact if anything she looked warm.
 


"If I am mistaken, why has he brought you somewhere guarded by vampires and wolves, with cameras on the gates? No-one can get in or out unless invited."
 


"You managed to get in. Darius brought me here because it is safe; it is a safe haven for humans injured by other species. It is somewhere to recuperate, I have only been here for one night but so far everyone has treated me with respect, which hasn’t happened for a long time" he heard her wistful sigh, saw her shoulder slump slightly.
 


"Who injured you?" there was something compelling about this woman.
 


"Why does it matter?"
 


He didn’t know why but it did, "because it does."
 


"I work the streets; you could consider it an occupational hazard." Ah so that was how she knew Darius, he would take to someone who worked the streets.
 


"It still matters" now it mattered even more.
 


Although he couldn’t see her, he knew she had closed her eyes, "a warlock, tall and big, I remembered he had a big scar over his eye and a beard, a long beard, he smelled of the sea, I just remember thinking he smelled of the sea and oil, an odd combination. One minute we were in the motel, the next he was gone and I was bleeding. In my head I was trying to move myself, scared that if other's found me I would be dead by morning. My friend found me after seeing him leave and I was still in the room, she took me home. That was three weeks ago."
 


He was angry, no he was furious, trying to keep the anger out of his voice "why are you still injured if you were at home for three weeks? Surely you should be getting better" was there something else wrong with her, something more serious?
 


This time there was pain in her laughter, he didn’t like the sound of it, or the sniffling of tears that followed it "I still had to earn my keep, it doesn’t matter how injured you are, Carlos wants his cut. Any way it doesn’t matter now, apparently I can stay here as long as I need to. For the first time in a long time I feel safe, well sort of, I think it will take some getting used to."
 


"So Darius and the other man, they didn’t hurt you, are you sure?" it didn’t fit, there had to be something else going on, maybe they would come back for her.
 


"If I promised to take you somewhere safe would you leave with me?" He didn’t think she would, but he would find her somewhere away from all of this, he had houses in several countries, maybe one of those would be safe enough.
 


"No I feel safe enough here, but thank you" he saw her try to move her foot to swing the chair, he knew it would hurt, stepping out of the bushes he swung it gently, she took a deep breath.
 


"You smell lovely, masculine and strong, it's nice." He stopped and stared at the back of this stranger’s head. 

 


"I have to go; can I come and check on you tomorrow night?" 

 


"It depends, are you going to hurt the people here?" he could hear the tiredness in her voice. 

 


"Not unless they hurt you."
 


"What about Darius?"
 


"Please don’t concern yourself with that, we have unfinished business that’s all. I can't leave with you out here. Will you go inside and rest please?"
 


"Don’t worry all I have to do is press this and someone will come bring me inside" she lifted her hand and he saw a small box in it, 

 


"You haven’t pressed it yet?" even he could hear the surprise in his voice.
 


"You haven’t given me reason to, I trust Darius and if you know him I trust you" what the hell?
 


"I could be his worst enemy" he was his worst enemy, one deadly to know, yet she trusted him, just from association. Her short hair was blowing in the breeze.
 


"Ah so you could. But you said you have known him a long time and you would have to know he is one of the most caring people there is and if you know this about him then how could you be his enemy? Before you leave, what is your name?"
 


What to tell her, he gave her the one closest to the truth, "Paulo and yours lovely lady?"
 


Her laughter tinkled in his ears "lovely lady, I don’t think I have ever been called that, Leila, my name is Leila." 

 


He left when he heard footsteps in the distance, but he heard her name Leila, lovely Leila. It was time to leave, but he would be back, he now had several things to do tonight but he was thorough and fast when he needed to be. 

 


Heading into the night, he changed his plans. Now he would only make a brief stop at the apartment over the shop; he wouldn’t have time to linger. When he arrived it didn’t take him long to see it was deserted, giving him time to move on to the new part of his plan. 

 


He knew where the apartment block was where they carried Leila out of; he just had to work out which apartment it was. He approached some homeless man asking him for Carlos, the man laughed and informed him that Carlos best worker was out of commission, but Adam on floor 3 had some new skin. Eventually after handing him a twenty the man had told him to check the fifth floor and gave a description of Carlos. The best worker, the one out of commission must be Leila.
 


Watching the entrance for an hour yielded nothing more than some wayward youths who clearly thought they were the top dogs. Slipping in behind them he was assaulted by the smells, his stomach recoiled, smells had always seemed to affect his senses and this one was not good. Closing his eyes he forced away the revulsion and moved up the stairs, sticking to the inner walls without touching them. On the fifth floor he listened to the blaring music coming from three doors, waiting and watching. 

 


A man in a suit left an apartment with a man who seemed to be offering him protection, a huge black dude carrying a knife in his hand. He watched as the black man returned, calling to Carlos as he entered, excellent that saved him some time. 

 


There was no music in this apartment, turning the door handle he found it locked; removing his tool belt it took him less than 10 seconds to get into the apartment. It was disgusting, worse than the stairwell. Slipping into the place, he took his time listening, checked the kitchen on the way through, it was empty but rank, no wonder Leila didn’t get better she probably got sicker in here. Hearing movement from the door opposite he ducked round the corner, knife in hand. 

 


"Hey Carlos, now that Leila isn’t here can I use her blue sequinned top?" it was a females voice, he could hear from the rasp in her voice that she was smoker.
 


"No you fucking can't if she returns she will want that top, for some reason the crazy bitch refused to wear it when working, but she will go ape if it’s missing." He could hear the annoyance in the man's voice.
 


Another male joined the conversation but his voice was moving, heading this way. Sliding behind the door, he waited until the man entered the kitchen; slipping out behind him he grabbed him round the throat and pressed on his pressure points until he lost consciousness. He was a big guy, but human, so weak compared to him, he moved the man so he was behind the door.
 


The girl came in next, heels clipping on the worn linoleum; her eyes widened at the scene in front of her, grabbing her round the mouth before she screamed he lifted her.
 


"If you leave without making a sound, in five minutes I will bring you $1000 cash. Just wait outside the door, okay" she nodded, slowly he removed his hand. He wasn’t too worried about her seeing him; he had his hood low, a high necked jacket and different coloured contacts. Slipping the cash from his pocket, he peeled off $500 and watched as she slipped out of the apartment. When you treated people like dirt, there was no loyalty. He knew Carlos was now alone, he would be able to hear if there was another heart beating in the other rooms. 

 


"You must be Carlos" the man jumped back, he was surprised at how weedy he looked, clearly Mexican, short and thin, maybe he was stronger than he looked although he doubted it. 

 


"You have 30 seconds to get me Leila's things" Carlos complied too quickly although wasn’t happy about it. Following him into another room, Carlos pulled a bag from under the bed, and held it out to him. 

 


"I thought it would be Darius, the asshole, but I see he was too chicken to return" he was watching every movement Carlos made.
 


"Open it and add the blue top. You do realise that working her when she was so badly injured will make her recovery longer?" Carlos shrugged.
 


"Look a mans gotta eat, she knows how it is." Adding the blue top, Carlos zipped it up and then threw it at him, expecting him to reach out and catch the falling bag. Carlos was not a clever man; he pulled the knife from a draw and tried to aim at his heart. When it missed Carlos saw his error and jumped towards the bed.
 


Bored, he ended it by throwing Carlos his knife back, only his aim was better, hitting Carlos directly in the heart. He waited until he dropped and looked around for anything that might be Leila's, he found a photo at the bottom of a drawer, it had to be Leila as a child. A further check yielded a gold chain sellotaped to the back of a drawer. Adding it to the bag, he found the woman outside, he handed her a wad of notes, knowing it was more than the $500 he promised but it didn’t matter.
 


"Wait 30 minutes before calling the cops." With that he left. It didn’t take long to get to the docks. After securing the bag in the boot of the car he took a walk, by dawn he still hadn’t found the bearded man but he had found the boat he worked on. There was always tomorrow night.
 




 



 


Chapter 11
 


Darius had indeed taken her home, waited the hour it took for her to shower and get ready, all without complaining. Picking what to wear had taken her the longest, eventually settling with a long black skirt and chiffon red blouse. Rather than make a comment about her weight or how long she had taken, he had actually complimented her, but added his preference for a shorter skirt making her laugh. 

 


And now they were sat in a lovely Italian restaurant, Darius had ordered the steak. Initially she had opted for a salad, until he sent the waiter away and informed her they would sit there until she had a substantial meal that would fill her up. He followed this with a comment about her not letting him fill her up. She blushed so hard; she called the waiter back and also ordered a steak just to provide a distraction. Darius was laughing by the time she finished ordering, although he stopped when she kicked him, before she herself started laughing. 

 


"I take it you are Darrell?" He nodded in response to her question, "why did you change your name?" 

 


"You need to read it to find out" he could tell her but something's he didn’t like talking about, something's he still couldn’t say out loud.
 


"Your mother sounds lovely." 

 


He looked far away as he answered "she was, it didn’t matter what she did, she was always kind, caring and loved us all regardless of our faults."
 


"Is she still alive?" he shook his head and she saw the pain in his eyes, "no she died a long time ago, anyway what do you have planned for next week?" Talk about diversion, she had only ever seen Darius when he was being charming and gorgeous. This was a new side to him.
 


She accepted his changing the subject, "I have a new delivery arriving tomorrow and I have to prepare for the start of the University year. Students will need new books to get the through the semester, always a busy time" This prompted a discussion on their own, very different educations.
 


By the end of the meal she was completely relaxed; she had actually been able to ignore the fact that Darius was a vampire. As soon as dinner was over he took her home, walked her into her kitchen and said goodnight. On the way out he kissed her chastely on the lips. Making a cup of a hot chocolate she climbed into bed to continue reading, it was all fascinating, he was enthralling, his life was intriguing. 

 


By the end of the year I was madly in love with Emily, and then father returned. Emily and I had started a slow courtship, one that maman approved of. On her days off we went walking, on my nights off she read to me and Charmaine. During the day I would help her with her chores. Slowly our feelings deepened until the day I took a brave step and kissed her. I had wanted to kiss her for weeks but was terrified. For all of my upbringing, I was relatively naïve about relationships. The kiss itself was okay, good even, albeit a bit hurried and wet. I think it must have been Emily's first kiss as well. 

 


Charmaine caught us and told everyone, we were both mortally embarrassed, but it prompted maman to talk to me about a woman's virtue, making a point to mention Emily's virtue and genteel upbringing. I didn’t need maman to tell me; I already knew that and if the circumstance had been different, I was not sure Emily would have looked twice at the son of a prostitute. 

 


We continued to spend time together, sitting by the nearby lake, walking into the castle; she wasn’t embarrassed to be seen with me. Occasionally she permitted me to kiss her, but only when there was no chance of getting caught. By this time I knew she had run away from England. The day after her father announced her betrothal to a man in his forties, she was on a boat.
 


On the day she turned 18, we were married and she was so happy. It wasn’t a large ceremony, just a small one with the ladies and a few of the local people. The service was quick and to the point (the father there liked his ale and was quick to get away). We had a small party back at the house, we even received some presents, and it was lovely. I was so happy. Over the months I had been putting a little money aside, enough to get Ms Lilly to rent us one of the bigger rooms. 

 

 



 


The first night together was what I imagined happened for most people. Maybe it was even better than for most people. Looking back with amusement, I consider 45 seconds a bonus. Living in a brothel had at least given me some idea of what women liked and disliked.
 


Ms Lilly had even taken me to one side and given me some tips, make sure Emily was relaxed, check she was wet enough, when I questioned how I would do this, I was so mortified at her reply, Ms Lilly wasn’t shy with showing her amusement at my mortified face. Maman and Ms Lilly took Emily up to the bed room to prepare her, I wasn’t sure what prepare meant but I wasn’t going to argue. I prepared myself by having another drink. 

 


When I went up to our new room, I was amazed to see candles lit on every surface, Emily was laid on the bed in a little slip, even picturing it now she looked lovely, her long brown hair tumbling round her shoulder's, a little cream slip shirt hanging off her shoulders. Taking a step into the room, I was ready and waiting, slipping off my trousers I walked forward, I could see her nervousness; shit even now I can remember my own. 

 


Bending to kiss her, she responded in a way she had never been able to do before, she opened her mouth and arms to let me in. Climbing onto the bed, I fumbled a little trying to follow Ms Lilly's advice. I would love to say that it was wonderful and magical but it wasn’t. It was quick and messy, awkward for both of us. Even then I knew I had a lot to learn, I was dogged in this learning. 

 


Two nights later, one of the errand boys returned with a message saying that father had returned and was on his way to Ms Lilly's to meet his new daughter in law. When he arrived somewhat drunk, I was surprised to see my father looking old. He declared himself impressed with my bride and then told us he was planning on staying. It was time for God to take second place to his family, I considering asking him whether God could have done this when we were children rather than adults, but didn’t think maman would appreciate it. 

 


I wasn’t convinced he would stay, but maman seemed sort of happy with it, not in the way she was happy with Edward, but still happy. Charmaine though was pleased. It lasted a week, I had been helping Claude on his farm more and more because he was getting old and needed someone stronger. I had returned to the house through the yard, planning on trying to clean myself up before finding Emily. I heard something to my right, a whimpering, thinking one of the ladies was in trouble I raced round the side of the house. What I found nearly floored me; father was pushing Emily against the wall, pulling at her dress. Her lovely dark hair was a mess, strands pulled out, a mark on her right check.
 


Racing over, I pushed him to the ground, I still remember him looking up at me, looking me straight in the eye. I kicked him, a rage inside me welling up. Ignoring him and facing Emily, I helped her up and sent her inside to find maman. 

 


"Why?" I was furious, my own father, even now the thought is enough to make my blood boil. 

 


"What does it matter, you live with whores, just because she doesn’t sell herself she is no different from the others."
 


I kicked him in the face, I think he was shocked, he just lay there. When maman came out, she pulled me away, crying she sent me inside, when she returned she returned alone. We didn’t see my father for several years. Emily however was terrified; she feared he would return when she was alone. Every time there was an unexplained noise she burst into tears.
 


It didn’t take long before she demanded we leave Ms Lilly's, I agreed with her, she was scared other men would see her in the same way as my father had. 

 


Old Claude had offered me the stables to live in, as well as a percentage of any profit from the farm. I had already agreed but the incident with my father resulted in us moving a little quicker. 

 


Poor Darius, poor Emily. Mary put the book down; he was married, what happened to his wife? His father sounded like a bastard, she would have killed him. In fact his mother must have been devastated. Yawning Mary looked at the clock; she had been reading for two hours. She needed to sleep, the deliveries tomorrow would be a nightmare and she needed her strength. Closing her eyes she drifted off quickly, images of Darius floating through her mind. 

 

 



 


Darius in the 1300's dressed in the customary tunics, her walking into the yard, him seeing her, taking one look before moving to her. Pulling her into his arms and kissing her hard, she could feel the strength in him, his kiss swallowing her, his tongue probing and making love to her mouth.
 


She pulled him closer; she could feel his erection through his leggings. Her body responded, as he pulled the front of her green velvet dress lower, exposing her round and luscious breasts, taking each one in turn, he kissed each nipple and then took them into his mouth. Her hands were in his long blonde hair, moving her hands down to his back and under his tunic. Darius lifted the hem of her dress, sliding his hands up her calf, stroking her sex with his fingers, all the while continuing to tend to her heavy breasts. 

 


Opening her legs a little wider, he entered her with one and then two fingers, Mary gasped. She was already wet and ready for him, pumping her harder she felt herself plant her feet more firmly on the ground. As her body convulsed and she tried to keep standing, he moved his hands up massaging her breasts, taking her mouth with his.
 


She wrapped her legs around his waist prompting him to ground his erection against her, her body was still shaking so she dug her fingers into his back in an attempt to steady herself. He lifted her dress further and pulled at his leggings, then he entered her all while he was still kissing her. He groaned in her mouth as she tightened her hold on him he was pushing into her again, she was full with him, pulling out and then entering her again, she groaned at the feel of him inside her. As he pumped into her, she urged him deeper each time. Her body was reaching again, and this time they came together. 

 


Her heart was beating so fast she felt like she had spent hours running but Mary still sighed and then opened her eyes jumping at the darkness that greeted her. Hot damn she was in bed and had just had the most electrifying dream of her life. Gutted it was only a dream, she turned over and tried to settle again, but her body was still thrumming. 

 




 



 


Chapter 12
 


The disturbed sleep had left Mary feeling tired and irritable, she knew that within the hour the boxes would arrive and she didn’t really think she had the energy. She thought of calling her father but knew that she wouldn’t. Wondering across the road for a large decaf, she was further depressed by the dark clouds and wet grounds. As the rain started to come she hurried over to the shop with her keys in hand, seeing a waiting customer she moved a little faster, missing the curb she almost lost her coffee, she would have had the customer not stepped out into the rain and helped her. 

 


"Thank you, if you give me a minute we can get in out of the rain" fumbling with the keys, the man waited patiently.
 


Facially he could only have been in his late teens, physically he was huge. For some reason she didn’t feel threatened; in fact he seemed quite nice, sort of open and friendly. Shaking herself off, she turned on the lights to find the male waiting patiently. 

 


"Well take a look around, I have a delivery due but let me know if you need any help."
 


He didn’t move but held out a hand with a note, taking the note Mary was slightly confused, maybe she should feel threatened.
 


Good Morning gorgeous, I hope you slept better than me; unfortunately I kept getting images of a curvaceous brunette reading me bed time stories, naked. Meet Max one of the pups from Silvers, today he carries boxes for you. Don’t worry he is a good kid, more importantly he is strong. Make the most of it. 

 


Love D xxx
 


She wasn’t sure what to say, this poor boy, surely he didn’t want to be here, but how sweet of Darius. 

 


Looking at Max she saw the strong arms, he would be able to carry more weight that she could, "um you must be Max, look if you want to leave I won't mind, I am sure you have better things to do than hoist boxes for me."
 


Max smiled, "actually no I don’t, Theo is busting my ass about missing training, so at least this way I get to avoid him for another day. You have a cool collection here, I love reading" he did wander off, wandering through the aisles.
 


She watched him walk, he had a slight lisp but as he smiled, she noticed a tongue piercing which in turn explained the lisp, he was staring at all of the books in wonder. Okay he could stay, "if you are going to stay, would you mind helping me rearrange things" 

 


"I am at your disposal, although Darius said I was not look at your butt or anywhere else sexual, so you might want to add a sweater" he laughed when she went bright pink.
 


"I don’t think so young man, I am old enough to be your mother" she tried to add a stern tone but she couldn’t, he was of sweet.
 


"I doubt it, my mother's 246 years old. Where do you want me?" now she stood in front of him open mouthed, why did people continue to shock her?
 


Despite all of the chaos of moving things around and serving customers it was actually a good day. With Max's help they had moved the store around, the effect was great. The coffee machine and tables were now in the middle of the shop. You could see all of the sections from the centre point. Max had suggested adding a children's area and she was seriously thinking about it, it was a good idea. Max had even helped a couple of the customers find books. 

 


As the bell tinkled over the doorway she turned to find Shania stood just inside of the doorway, almost open mouthed. Thinking she was looking at the new layout of the shop, Mary felt a little jubilant at their progress, until she noticed Shania's gaze focussing on Max's butt, which was currently bent over a box. Mary watched in amusement as Shania continued watching as Max stood and turned towards them, it was his turn to be open mouthed. Shania may be unusual in her appearance and clothing with her short blue hair, yellow dress and combat boots as was her get up today, but she still a very attractive girl. Tall and thin, with piercing green eyes and amazing bone structure she was never without a date. As they smiled at each other Mary smiled inside, how sweet. 

 


Placing her things in the back and signalling Mary to follow, Shania was almost bursting at the seams, 

 


"OMG Mary, what are you doing? Who would have thought that your book shop would turn out to be a hot bed of sex on legs, where are you finding them? I could sit all day watching that...that fine specimen of man out there. Oh you are so clever, that’s why you had him moving the shop about, and you have spent the day looking at his butt." Mary started to protest but Shania had gone out to the front of the shop, still muttering to herself.
 


Mary had just finished setting up the coffee machine in her new seating area when she was approached by a new customer. A couple of customers had already made their purchases and were making the most of the shelter from the rain.
 


"Excuse me, can I get a coffee please" Mary turned to find a tall, well-built gentleman behind her; dressed all in black he looked ominous yet somehow familiar.
 


"Of course, help yourself, I don’t mean to be intrusive but, do I know you?"
 


"I doubt it; I am not from round these parts. This is a lovely neighbourhood, I am looking to buy a house, and realtors will tell you anything to make a sale. What is the area really like?"
 


"I love it here, lived in this area over 10 years, not a huge amount of crime, neighbours lovely" she did like living here, some days she just liked to watch the people go by, often she wandered what peoples stories were? 

 


"What about Others?"
 


"Sorry, I missed that, what do you mean?" 

 


"Do you have any problems with any of those other species?" The man had altered his tone into a hush, stopping anyone over hearing. If she had been asked this a week ago she would have said no, but she would have added her own fears and perceptions to the conversation, not today. 

 


"Actually I haven’t had any problems with 'Others'. I have found that some are hardworking, charming, sweet and thoughtful. I suppose they have the same problems as humans, in that some are just plain rotten." 

 


There was no malice or fear in her voice, in fact she meant what she had said, which flummoxed her. Holding a coffee in her hands, she blew on it as she realised the effect Darius was having on her. Happy with this the man drifted off to sit down, she felt rather proud of herself. 

 


"Mmmm Mary can I have a quiet word please?" Max was waiting behind the Sci-fi shelves; she followed him through to the store room, "what did that man ask you?"
 


Max seemed anxious, "nothing really, he was just asking about crime, he is thinking about moving into the area."
 


"He mentioned others" she watched Max's brow crease in thought.
 


"Well yes he was asking about crime from them, it’s actually a common misperception and I have to say people, myself included are still fearful around other species" she watched as he seemed to think this through. 

 


"Mary, I get that and understand people's fears, but that doesn’t make sense, the mans a vampire."
 


Mary stood there looking at Max, what did she say to that? "Are you sure? Well it doesn’t really matter, probably nothing" it didn’t have to mean anything at all. But as she peered discreetly outside the door, she noted that the man was gone. 

 


Without giving it much thought she went through the rest of her day in complete happiness, the shop looked great, the customers seemed to like it, Shania was happy, mainly because she was drooling over Max, Darius had done something really sweet and tonight, well, as soon as the shop was closed, she would boil some instant noodles curl up in her armchair with a hot chocolate (she had already had too much alcohol already this week), and settle down to read some more of Darius' story. Normally the thought of spending yet another night alone made her feel empty, but today everything felt just right.
 




 



 


Chapter 13
 


Darius had popped into Haven to see Leila but she was asleep, he left her some chocolates before heading off to meet Imogen. Unsurprisingly he found Imogen in the hall practicing some self-defence techniques with the women. A couple of years ago Imogen had been attacked by vampires. The night before this she and Theo had argued and then made out, inadvertently their blood mixed. When Imogen's blood then mixed with the vampires who attacked her, Imogen had become a sort of vampire wolf mix. 

 


Totally unique this development had been kept completely quiet, everyone involved decided that this would cause some people to experiment with breeding and potentially create new species. With Imogen she had developed into an extremely strong and powerful being, stronger than even Darius and he was an old vampire. Imogen though had a good heart and used her new skills to do good things. Having been a victim of abuse she remembered the degradation too well and wanted to help others. Mated to Theo she was a member of Silver Wolf Pack, she managed their electronic security and ran a security consultancy business, on occasions she even helped out in the PTF, but being part vampire and a damn strong one, she was also one of Vlad's Elite Warrior team. 

 


Since opening the Haven, Darius had watched her turn it into an actual home, warm and caring, welcoming people into its fold. Darius had a huge amount of respect for not only Imogen but her mate Theo. Theo had also suffered his own trauma, his mother was abusive, his father exiled from the pack, his mother ran away after setting fire to Theo with the intention of killing him. He had remained strong despite all of this and now Darius could see how happy he was. Theo had never looked to having a family of his own, but when he met Imogen and her sister, a light sparked. When they got it together after too many years, everyone wished them well. But when Theo discovered that he had two half vampire siblings, everything just came together. Darius had never seen Theo happier or stronger.
 


"Hey Darius, just in time, come partner me." 

 

 



 


Inwardly and outwardly he groaned, this meant she was going to fling him and he would have to be hurt, she was so strong she could hurt most vampires under well 7-800 years old. Taking off his jacket and slipping off his shoes (no one was scratching his Armani shoes) he waited for his instructions.
 


"Come at me from behind, but make it quick. Now ladies remember what I said as soon as that first contact comes, take the offensive do not wait to see what the other person is planning.”
 


It wasn’t that bad practicing this with Imogen, it wasn’t often he had the chance to test himself because Imogen was strong enough to stop him worrying about hurting her. He came at her fast, as he put his arm around her neck, she grabbed him and twisted, flinging him down onto the hard wooden floor (he didn’t get the mat treatment), she ended with her foot across his neck but also gave a partial demonstration of where else a foot could cause maximum impact. Darius moved before she made contact with his groin causing her to laugh.
 


"I wouldn’t do that to you Darius." 

 


"I wasn’t willing to take the chance thank you very much; I quite like having everything in working order. However if you will allow me, I can show your friends some other moves. Some of which may be a little before your time, but still quite effective." Imogen nodded and took a place with the other women; the woman was intent to learn everything she could about the art of combat. 

 


When the other women left, he spent some time sparring with Imogen; she was a quick study and a very good fighter. Theo had been training her well, although the fact that Theo was one of the fiercest wolves Darius had met helped. They were interrupted by Liza and Lewis. Theo's half vampire siblings, Darius had been the only vampire in the pack when they had arrived. After leaving Theo, his mom had mated with a vampire and produced twins, Liza and Lewis.
 


"Hey Darius, look what I can do."
 


Liza had started a ballet class a few weeks ago and loved it; still wearing her pointe shoes she proceeded to show them her new moves. Darius clapped and Liza basked in the praise. They were both great kids, and Theo and Imogen were doing a marvellous job of caring for them. It certainly hadn’t been easy for them, their mother had also treated them horrendously and when she died none had been too upset. Theo and Imogen were determined to help them live normal lives in a good loving home. 

 


As he made his way home he was considering calling Mary, but he didn’t want to crowd her. Leaving the Haven he felt like someone was nearby watching him. Slowing down at the gates he couldn’t see anyone, but he could feel them. Focussing his gaze to the surrounding bushes and fence there was no real evidence but it didn’t feel right. As he left the feeling stayed with him, meaning it wasn’t the house that was being watch, but him. Again he couldn’t see anything he just felt like things were not quite right. 

 




 



 


Chapter 14
 


He had been watching from the cover of the trees and bushes since leaving the bookstore. When he met the woman he was surprised at how kind and sweet she was, she seemed very genuine. The storm had allowed him to leave the apartment earlier than he had expected giving him more time.
 


Talking with her, she didn’t seem harmed, no evidence she was blood addicted, quite a likeable woman. So what did Darius want with her? He had planned on staying longer until he smelled and then spotted the wolf. A stupid, stupid mistake, it never occurred to him to send out his senses looking for Other species. Hopefully he had left before he was noticed.
 


Arriving here, he had seen the woman with the white hair arrive, his senses told him she was a vampire, but something was not quite right with her, he could feel her power radiating from her, even from a distance. He was still contemplating the meaning of this when Darius arrive.
 


The temptation to sneak into the house was riding him high when Darius arrived, but he held off knowing stupid mistakes got people killed. Then the disfigured man with the two children arrived and a short time later Darius left. Debating on whether to stay or follow Darius, he finally opted for Darius; he could return to the house soon, it was still early. 

 


He waited what seemed like hours but was only a couple of minutes, he didn’t worry about losing him, this close he could track him with ease. The black suburban was inconspicuous, following him toward what he guessed would be pack land, he trailed the windy roads, populated by dense forest on either side, and he could sense the wild wolves in the forest. 

 


Stopping a way off, he watched Darius enter into the secured gates, wanting to look for a way in. He stopped himself in time to see his car surrounded by at least 8 wild wolves, he tried to placate them and it worked a little but not enough. Maybe their loyalty to the pack hindered his ability to control them? Not good, they couldn’t kill him but they could cause some serious injuries and pain, spilled blood could also identify him to Darius, he would be able to smell him. Reversing the car he made his way back to the place called Haven, hoping to think of a solution to the wild wolves. 

 


Doing a customary drive round he parked about a mile away, before doing a circuit on foot, heading back to where he entered the previous day. He watched the camera and scaled the fence, making sure to keep his hands gloved. Maybe she had told someone about him, maybe he would have a welcoming party, could be interesting. As he landed on the other side, he palmed his knife, ready. The dogs came again, but this time they ran toward him with their tails wagging.
 


He found her sat in the same swinging chair; the moon shining above her, stars twinkling in the distance. Tonight she had a light blue sweater on to keep her warm. Crouching in the bushes again he wanted to just watch her for a few minutes, watch her enjoy the solitude. 

 


"Paulo, is that you?" she hadn’t turned around, he was watching so he knew she had not moved, yet she sensed him, 

 


"How did you know?" knife still in hand he stepped out of the bushes.
 


"I don’t know I just knew you were there. How are you today?" she was the injured one, yet she was asking him how he felt.
 


"The better question is how you are doing?" hearing her sigh, he waited.
 


"Good I suppose, I am not in as much pain today, but I had my first counselling session today. The Counsellor is called Cane, he is really nice. I was really worried about seeing him and had made myself really nervous, only for him to ask me almost nothing. We just chatted about everything and nothing really. So I was all stressed for nothing, go figure" her voice actually sounded tired.
 


He could also hear the anxiety in her voice, he wanted to comfort her, but wasn’t sure how. Stepping out of the bushes, he pushed her gently on the swing, watching as she lifted her feet from the ground. Her feet were tiny, even with the bulky slippers on. 

 


"So have you decided not to keep hunting my friend?" it was his turn to laugh. 

 


"I am afraid not Leila. Have you told him about me?" he was not overly concerned only mildly curious, whether Darius knew or not made little difference to him.
 


"What would you do if I had?" normally he would do something to remove the threat but Leila, he didn’t think he could. It would be like taking out a wounded animal that was in the middle of recuperating. 

 


"I am not sure, the thought of hiding you away from him sounds good, but I am sure that is a terrifying thought for you."
 


"It is but what would you do to me if I told him about you?" although there was a little fear in her demeanour, there was also some curiosity and laughter.
 


"Why I wouldn’t do anything, what do you take me for Miss Leila" she laughed at the quiet yet slightly outraged tone in his voice, he liked her name, he liked calling her Miss Leila, it suited her. 

 


"Well no I haven’t told Darius, although if I had been awake when he visited and left me chocolates I might have" the bastard, chocolates, why hadn’t he thought of that? Darius always seemed to make him look bad.
 


"Will you tell him tomorrow?" he continued to swing her, his dark hood pulled over his head, sunglasses covering his eyes and sweater zipped high limiting Leila's view of him.
 


"I don’t think so" as his eyebrows rose, he was pleasantly surprised, in fact he liked that she said no.
 


"Why?" 

 


"I have decided to convince you Darius is a good guy, and then maybe you will change your mind about him" she was full of surprises, she planned to change his mind, he was notorious in the circles he ran in for his grit determination, finishing every job he was hired for.
 


"And how do you plan to do that lovely Leila?"
 


"Well I was thinking that I would give you a list of his virtues, tell you a little about what I know about him, and maybe you will give him the benefit of the doubt" her voice was soft, yet he could hear the hope in it. She lay back in the chair, he could see the gentle breeze again whispering in her hair. He couldn’t picture her dressed for prostitution; she was so natural and soft.
 


"Why would I listen?" 

 


"I have been living my life wrong for a long time. Every time I come sit out here I expect to be carted off to my old life." he stopped swinging her, she sat up and he motioned her to see if he could sit down, she moved and he joined her using his foot to swing the chair.
 


"Then why come out here?" if she felt safer inside, that’s where she needed to stay.
 


"These people, I don’t know them and they don’t know me, yet they have been so kind to me. I don’t want anyone to hurt them, so if I am outside they can take me."
 


"Wouldn’t you fight?" letting life happen without being involved seemed alien to him, he needed to have control of what was happening.
 


"No, what's the point, I have fought all of my life and where am I?" 

 


"What can I do to help?" he would help her, on that he was determined.
 


"Give me two weeks to convince you about Darius, please" she was looking off into the distance, he had noticed that she didn’t offer eye contact.
 


"I ask you what I can do and you ask for that, why? Why not something to help you?" this woman confused him, in a way no-one had before.
 


She actually moved to lay her head on the edge of his shoulder, it made him feel wanted, an odd sensation he wasn’t sure he liked. But it felt relaxing sitting out here with Leila, he had to keep reminding himself to check around him.
 


"In my life there have only been a handful of people who have genuinely wanted to help me, most of those are gone, there are two left, my friend from the streets, Angie, she's older than me and looked after me even though I had Carlos. Then there is Darius, he dropped in on me and Angie from time to time, you should speak to her if you want to know about Darius and his good deeds." 

 


"Enough, please my ears are bleeding with all this talk of Darius. You have your two weeks, but I have a condition of my own."
 


"I am listening" taking out a pen and the small but unused note pad from his pocket he jotted some details down. 

 


"If you have any problems get a message to this number, I will come and find you but until then you fight, fight like one of those wolves you see around okay?" As she nodded he felt a little relived.
 


"I am going to go, you look tired, but before I leave I need to tell you not to worry about anyone coming for you, that won't happen."
 


And then he was gone. 

 




 



 


Chapter 15
 


It was much quieter at Claude's; Emily spent the mornings in our house, the afternoons at Claude's cleaning his house and cooking the evening meal. We always ate together, very often Charmaine and maman would visit, I think they enjoyed the peacefulness of Claude's. 

 


When we had first moved into the stables it was just that, a stable, but between us we had managed to make it nice. She was so sweet, my Emily, innocent. The days were busy particularly in the winters, although I had previously helped Claude, doing it fulltime was much harder. 

 


During my first year at Claude's, I convinced him to buy sheep; I had heard word about merchants buying the wool. On my first trip to sell the wool, I was told about spinning it for clothing. I received a good price for the wool and obtained a spinning wheel for Emily, the initial thought was to use the wool to make clothes for ourselves, however Charmaine started to help and then maman. 

 


Very quickly they were able to make clothes with speed and ease; it wasn’t long before villagers were asking to purchase some. So we brought more sheep and made a little profit, then a little more and a little more. Now it was Charmaine and maman who visited the markets, Emily was too shy. It was starting to become lucrative and within a year we owned over 150 sheep, I looked after them and the other animals. It was hard work, but Emily's confidence grew and grew.
 


By year two we had people travelling from other villages to buy our goods. It was at one of the markets that they met Simon, as a merchant he traded in most goods. Requesting food and lodge from Claude in return for goods. He stayed a week and he spent some of his time watching Emily and Charmaine; I noticed he watched Charmaine a little too much, so in return I watched him. 

 


However, Simon turned into a valuable person to know, although he was a little flamboyant even for mid 1300's. His tunics were a little tighter and shorter than the ones I and the villagers wore, he might still wear leggings, but where ours were woollen, his were a thinner material, where my covered me, his accentuated his assets. Simon spent much of his time travelling across to India, during those days it was hard and dangerous work. Before he left he gave Emily a gift of some silk, he told her what he wanted and promised to return in the month. He did indeed return and was very pleased with the custom tunic she had made.
 


I remember waking some nights to find Emily sat in front of the candle, forehead creased in concentration as she continued to work around her designs, she was adding to the tunic with the silken thread. I would rise from our make shift bed, cold and naked, pad over to her, remove the thread and material, take her hands, and remind her to sleep whilst taking her back to bed. When I went to sleep, I always tucked her into me, when I awoke she was always wrapped around me. 

 


It was on one of these cold winter nights that she finally told me about her life before me, I was unsurprised to hear that her father was a nobleman in England. She had run after finding out her father had betrothed her to a much older man. He had been an acquaintance of her fathers for some years, and they had decided that combining their holdings would increase their power and standing. Emily had watched this man abuse his slaves and watched the unhappiness on the face of his last wife before she was taken by the plague. She didn’t plan on being the next wife. No-one from her old life knew where she was, it had taken her three weeks to get to France. 

 


I think she expected me to be shocked or angry, I was neither. From the moment I met her, I had known she had come from better stock than me. It made little difference to me, as long as she was happy and she was. I did however feel privileged to share her secret. No longer did I need to question.
 


Every summer we had a fair come to the village, we had yet to go there together, I had come as a child and loved watching the jugglers and jester, and Emily was fascinated by the French poems and treats there.
 


I had always watched the knights and their tournaments with envy. It was while we sat watching the tournament that I saw a man watching us. I saw him gather two others and head over towards us. We had Charmaine and maman as part of our party. Standing to greet the men I expected it to be someone who knew maman. It wasn’t, instead there in front of me stood a man, relatively small, with slicked back dark hair, without a doubt this was an angry man. 

 


"I take it you are the man who has ruined my girl?" I stood there wondering who the hell this man was, I looked behind him and saw at least two other men on horses. Behind me I could hear Emily scrabbling around to stand, I moved my whole body so that it blocked these people from seeing her. I had never been stupid, this was Emily's family and she was scared. 

 


"It depends on who you are and who your girl is, I have taken a bride but I don’t believe I have ruined anyone" people were starting to look at us, even though I could hear the noises around me, the noise in the immediate vicinity suddenly reduced.
 


"My Emile, where is she?" Emily came from behind me and touched my shoulder prompting me to move aside, I took her hand and adjusted my stance, thankfully I had my sword with me. I tried to look stern and hopefully I did. I could see some of my friends step closer, but I was a man with honour and I would fight my own battles. 

 


"Father what are you doing here?" Emily sounded anxious; her normally tranquil face was tense and her eyes were large. As much as she was focussing on her father, she was very conscious of the two men behind him, both of whom were piercing her with their stare. 

 


"You dare ask me what I am doing here, looking for you of course" the man bellowed at Emily, automatically I drew myself up tall, this was my wife and I would protect her. 

 


There was a fleeting resemblance to Emily, although he was pale, his dark hair was of the same colour as Emily's, but slicked back. He had a sword in a sheath, his tunic embroidered in gold, betraying his upper station in society. His horses were of good calibre, I was certain these men had seen battles. I watched as the men with him started walking towards me.
 


Both were pretty tall, but somewhat thin. Both looked confident as they traipsed across the lush green grass. They wouldn’t look at Emily, but were more than happy to glare at me, as they came closer I could see the exhaustion etched in their faces. 

 


"Don’t father, leave here now. You know why I left. Please father just leave me in peace, I am happy" there was a pleading note in her voice, I saw her father's eyes soften, before he strode forward and raised his open palm high, I watched as it came down, it was like slow motion, I could see it get lower and lower. As his hand came down to near her face, I grabbed his arm.
 


"That is my wife, no-one raises a hand to her, no-one. Now I suggest you leave, I am slowly losing my temper."
 


I watched as his face turned an almost beetroot colour, he was breathing hard, his face clenching in anger "not without my daughter you barbarian."
 


"I will not return. I am no longer the meek girl who left, father. This is Darrell he is my husband and so you no longer own me."
 


When her father looked back to me, I saw the hatred in his face. I knew Emily was a genteel woman but from looking at her father, I hadn’t realised just how well brought up she was.
 


"I do not care who your husband is, you are mine and I will return home with you, no one need know what has happened here" although his tone was lower, his words were spat out.
 


I heard her sigh, she looked up at me with those big eyes, "I am so sorry Darrell, I did not mean for you to find out this way." 

 


I remember the confusion at her statement, was there something else I didn’t know about, would she return with her family? Every noise around me completely disappeared while I focused on my wife, 

 


"Father I cannot come with you, I am with child, our child" her voice was barely a whisper, I almost missed it. I was staggered. 

 


"Really", I don’t know why I was whispering, I remember standing there looking at this lovely woman, who was growing our child inside her. I couldn’t breathe; the excitement was welling up inside of me. Ignoring her father, I picked her up and swung her round, maman and Charmaine were beaming. 

 


"For god's sake Emily, we can take care of that when we get home" her father's voice interrupted out happiness, his comments rude and inconsiderate. Enough to warrant my ire, I step away from Emily but she didn’t let me go.
 


"But what about I father? What about my happiness?" Only now could I hear the steel in her voice, I had never heard Emily angry and unwavering, I liked it.
 


"You will want for nothing, what more do you want?" he was pleading and I waited to see if Emily would crumble, she didn’t, in fact she became annoyed, very annoyed. 

 


I had waited long enough and it was time to make my stand "well sir I am Darrell and Emily is my wife; I have no intention of letting her leave, as long as she wants to stay she will have a home with me.”
 


"You believe I will leave my daughter with you, a heathen?" 

 


Looking back even now I can't believe that this was my first meeting with my father-in-law and Emily's brothers. Needless to say he wasn’t my number one fan. The two men with him were Emily's brothers, Stanley was the older one and he stepped forward, and challenged me to a duel. 

 


There I was, stood there in the middle of a fair with all these people looking on, some knew my mother and wanted nothing more than to watch me a young upstart bested. Others knew me and wanted nothing more than to watch me a young upstart bested. There were a few that knew me and wanted me to win but not many. There was no way I could stand there and concede, so I accepted. 

 


Pulling my sword I looked at Stan, dressed in his rich, heavy and well decorated surcoat. I looked down at my blue tunic with my belt and sword sheathed to my right. Maman and Charmaine were aghast; Emily just looked to me and her brother with tears in her eyes. As I stepped forward she grabbed my arm. 

 


"Oh Darrell please don’t, you don’t even have a surcoat" I had never had a surcoat and to this day I can still remember the weight of the interlinked metal, how knights didn’t buckle under the constant weight I still don’t know. Soldiers today complain about the weight of their pack, but try a surcoat first.
 


From behind me I heard a familiar voice "he can use mine" I turned to find Philippe grinning. He looked a little more portly but good, healthy even, much better than when he left. He was dressed in his battle clothing, crimson tunic, leather boots, and surcoat, the hood was down so I could see the smile in his eyes, "I see you are still getting into trouble Darrell."
 


I bowed slightly, "thanks brother" It took a few minutes to swap his surcoat onto me, then a couple of minutes for me to become accustomed to breathing in it, we could have waited until I became accustomed to moving in it, but we didn’t have a decade to wait. 

 


"Good luck little brother". By the time the duel began quite a crowd had gathered and I was pushed into centre of a loosely formed circle, as the crowd cheered. As I came closer to Stanley I almost turned and ran, in fact if there had been a way out of the crowd I probably would have. He was much larger than me and he was clearly much more comfortable in the armour than I.
 


He didn’t stop long enough to let me even stand right, he came at me fast and hard and knocked me down flat within seconds, he aimed the sword right into me chest, I could see it getting closer and closer. From the corner of my eye, I saw Emily being held back from running to me, I was seconds away from the sword connecting with me…………
 


Mary sat and stared at the page, what the hell, where was the rest of it? It just ended. Picking up the phone she rang the number.
 


"Hey pretty Mary, what…" Darius didn’t get a chance to finish his sentence before she cut in.
 


"Oh hey Darius does this continue?" She was now sat up straight, needing more, needing to know what happened. Did he win? Mentally kicking herself duh, of course he did, he is still alive duh,
 


"What?" 

 


"Your biography, tell me you have written more" god if she had to wait for him to write more she would be so cross, she hated cliff hangers in books. Well she didn’t mind if she could get the next book.
 


He started laughing, "of course, there are two books." 

 


She felt herself breathe a sigh of relief, which quickly transformed into annoyance. 

 


"And you tell me this now, at 2am when I am sat in the middle of a scene. When can I get the second one?" She hated being left waiting in the middle of a book, especially when the solution wasn’t far away. In fact this was one of the things she loved about ebooks, well her and half of the population, books on DEMAND with demand being the operative word. 

 


"When do you want it?" Mary was started to get frustrated with Darius, well next week (sarcasm really didn’t suit her so she didn’t actually say it but she thought it), I don’t think so; she wouldn’t be calling anyone at 2am if she was happy to wait.
 


"Is now too soon?" looking at the clock she sighed again.
 


"No, not at all" Her eyes widened, he was really going to bring her it now "I take it you are ready for bed Mary." Now she was suspicious. 

 


"I am why?"


 


"As long as you stay like that I will be there soon," and then she was listening to a dial tone. Oh shit, looking down at herself, she smiled to see there were no sheep on her PJ's but there were stars and moons......
 




 



 


Chapter 16
 


Darius slipped on his runners, he had been training with Ben in the gym, and was about to get in the shower when Mary had called. He could fell rivulets of sweat dripping down his neck, his body hot and clammy from the workout. The endorphins were running through his body, if he had thought about it, he would have realised that seeing Mary with the good endorphins now running through his body be too much from his already horny body. Fortunately tonight he hadn’t thought that far in advance.
 


Retrieving the second volume in his memoirs he placed it in a rucksack and left. Rather than take the car he made the most of the clear night and ran the distance to Marys, wallowing in the silence, the dark velvety night. The moon lighting his passage through the woods until he hit civilisation and the ambient street lights took over. Even with his speed it took him a good 20 minutes, he was even sweatier when he arrived, and maybe this hadn’t been such a good idea. He had to admit seeing Mary in those sheep PJ's was too much of a pull. 

 


When the downstairs bell went, all thoughts of the second book went from her head, what she was wearing was at the forefront. Having changed out her usual PJ's and into some boy shorts and tank, she was now questioning whether she had enough time to change again. Deciding to live dangerously she pushed the intercom to open the door before she could change her mind, again. Even had she wanted to Darius didn’t give her a chance to think anything else let alone do anything He knocked at her door, taking a breath she opened it. 

 


Shit taking a breath hadn’t been enough to prepare her for him, there he stood in a pair of joggers and a tight black t-shirt that emphasised his gorgeous body. God it really did emphasise every contour of his deliciously hard body, the joggers hung low giving her a hint of what was lower. Her legs wouldn’t move, screw her legs, her eyes wouldn’t move.
 


Never again would he want to see the sheep PJ's, in fact long nightclothes needed banning immediately unless you were over 50, then mayby it was okay. There she stood with her sexy, curvy legs on display, pretty toe nails with red paint, the shorts hung low and he could just see a little skin, but not enough, not nearly enough. Slowly lifting his eyes, he watched her nipples peak before he trailed them upwards. When he got to her eyes he was pleased to see the feeling was mutual, she was watching him as intensely as he was her. She was biting her bottom lip and oh god did he want to bite that bottom lip. 

 


"Hey gorgeous" she was looking at the obvious bulge in his joggers, he thought about moving to conceal it, but that thought lasted less than a second, he wanted her to see what she did to him. 

 


"Mmm what, oh hi." Mary knew she had gone red, how much more obvious could she be, she had literally stared at his erection. God she was as bad as a man staring at a woman’s breasts, but shit he needed looking at. She couldn’t help it, her gaze dropped to IT again, her body wanted to take it, take it all. She wanted to take away the joggers and hold all of that man in her hand, she wanted to stroke him all over, run her nails along that hard length and watch him loose control. Could she do that? No, yes, would he let her, yes, no?
 


"See something you like?" she nodded at exactly the time when she meant to shake her head. He stepped forward and took the indecision from her, taking her hand he placed it over his length. She felt how hard he was, how thick he was, how long he was. Slowly she rubbed her hand down him, not liking the material between them. So focussed on his cock, she didn’t realise he had lifted his hand to stroke her breasts through her top, damn there were too many clothes, no longer did her boy shorts feel revealing, they now felt annoying, in the way, a hindrance. 

 


He bent to kiss her hard, she responded and he deepened it, he groaned into her mouth, her hand continued rubbing him. 

 


"Harder Mary" as she added pressure to her movements, he pushed her back against the wall, sliding his hand under her tank top, he felt the crested nipples, he needed her skin on his. With the other hand, he moved her hand inside his joggers and nearly cried in relief when her hand gripped him, hard, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock. 

 


He moved his head to kiss her ear lobe, moving down to her neck; he could feel her pulse pounding, he felt his incisors lengthen, moving his head away from her he tweaked at her nipple, while she continued to pump her hand up and down his long hard shaft. Never before had the urge to taste a woman rode him so hard. He always had more control than this. 

 


Mary could feel her heart hammering, he was so long and hard, she could feel herself grow hot and heavy, she needed more, needed him to touch her. With a confidence she didn’t know she had, she moved his hand from her breast and slipped it inside her shorts. 

 


As she slipped his hand in her shorts, Darius felt like he was in heaven, he ran his hand downs and teased her nub, sliding his fingers along her folds. Loving the way she arched her back, but not loving it when she took her hand from his cock. Loving it again, when he saw she had stopped to remove the tank, even more when he saw those lovely, luscious breasts there in all of their glory, the rose peaked nipples, the flesh just ripe for him. He took one on his mouth, she arched again, he slid fingers between her folds, and she was wet and it was all for him. Rubbing his finger along the fold he smiled as she moaned. Moving his hand back and forth he slipped a first and then second finger into her. She was so tight, he imagined it was his cock inside of her, her sheath would be so tight; he almost ripped her shorts off to make way for his raging cock. 

 


Oh god, this man was heaven and hell all rolled into one, she wanted him, needed him. As he continued to pump into her with his fingers, she grabbed his hair; she lifted his head and kissed him hard. All the while the fire in her body continued to rise. As she pushed her tongue into his mouth, she felt his fangs and oh my god, there was no fear, only an increase in her already too high arousal. In fact this added to her already high arousal tipped her over the edge. Her breathing shortened, she let go of his mouth, her head falling against the wall and his thumb pushed on her nub while still pumping his fingers in and out of her. And then she squealed as the orgasm took her, and all the while Darius continued pumping her until she came back to earth.
 


"Jesus, I... god I don’t think I can move, I have never had, never felt…I don’t think I can speak." Mary was truly shocked at what this man could do to her. 

 


What did she mean she had never ‘felt’? Hell Mary had never had an orgasm, how? The how meant nothing, knowing he had given Mary her first orgasm meant everything; in fact it made him swell even more. He kissed her hard, what he got in return was almost animalistic, she moved against him, pushing him into the lounge area, he let her guide him, when she pushed him into a chair he let her. But when on his way down she slipped his joggers off, he was truly surprised at this truly wild and erotic woman in front of him on her knees bending towards his hard and heavy cock.
 


Seeing his cock all ready and completely naked, Mary was in awe, it was huge. Bending her head she licked the drop of cum that oozed out of it, he slid his hands in her hair, she swirled her tongue around the purple head. 

 


He tightened his grip, when she slid her mouth over him he groaned. Sliding her mouth around him, she grinned when his hand gripped her hair. Adding her hand she scraped her teeth along his length, causing him to almost arch out of the chair, she slid her other hand to his sac and kneaded them gently, she could feel his legs tensing, sliding her mouth back down his shaft, she felt herself grow hot and aroused again. She wanted more; she wanted everything he had to offer her. Swirling her tongue up and down around his length, she felt it hit the back of her throat and his hands kneaded and pulled at her hair.
 


"Oh, OH, Mary don’t stop" as he emptied himself into her mouth, she took everything she could from him and still it wasn’t enough. Sliding her mouth from him she looked up into his eyes, they were gleaming, he stroked her cheek. 

 


"You are a very talented woman, my Mary."
 


Still it wasn’t enough; she knew he was a man that women begged to have sex with. She was a plain, slightly overweight woman who had never expected to have a man like Darius look at her like that. If tonight was all she could get then she would take it. Standing she looked at him sat in her chair, his cock still erect and ready, gripping the tops of her shorts she slid them down. Doubts assailed her until he smiled at her. 

 


"I have never seen a sexier woman in all my 800 years."
 


He leaned forward and kissed her slightly wobbly tummy, then pulled her down to him. She was astride him as he was kissing her again; she rubbed her clit over his cock, the feelings of electric shooting through her body, 

 


"Are you sure sweet Mary?" she nodded, he didn’t wait, he lifted his top off and it was her turn to revel in his toned and muscular chest. Sliding her hands up and down him, his hands on her hips rubbed her against his cock a little harder. Her breasts were in line with his mouth and he took her nipple into his mouth, she could feel his fangs scrape them and she arched into him as he did it again. He increased the tempo, her clit was on fire and this time, she almost saw the fireworks behind her eyes as she closed them.
 


He was so excited, her body was sending him into overdrive, she was astride him but he wasn’t in her, which was where he really needed to be. As she came again he could feel her juices on his cock, she was sliding up and down him. When she lifted herself and placed his hard cock at her entrance he felt like shouting thanks to the gods. He held her and slowly inched her down onto him, she felt like a glove, her tightness gripped him hard, the heat inside her set him alight. When she moved up, he almost grabbed her to keep her with him. As she slid down again those luscious breasts bounced, he tipped his head back in a groan, his incisor's fully elongated, he had never drank from anyone in the sexual throes before, but right now he wanted to drink her in, almost as much as he wanted her to continue riding him to oblivion. Taking a breath he steadied his mind, willing his fangs to recede least he do something that would scare her away forever. 

 


Grabbing her around her waist, he stood with her still on him.
 


"Bedroom which door?" she pointed. Opening the door and spying the four poster bed, the drapes and the thick luscious bedding almost transported him back to another time, "my woman has good taste." 

 


Before she had chance to respond he laid her on the bed, never letting himself slip out of her, her buttocks were right at the end of the bed. Moving his cock almost out of her he slammed back into her making her body inch backwards, she cried out, the pleasure on her face evident. 

 


Pulling her closer, Mary waited for him to fill her up again; her legs wrapped around his back as he pounded into her over and over again, her hands grabbed above her head, gripping the bedding hard. Her breasts high as she arched her back, this time when she came she screamed and screamed loud. Her orgasm was heightened when she heard him shout out his own release.
 


As he fell forwards onto her, she felt sexually sated for probably the first time ever. 

 


"Hell Mary that was unreal" she couldn’t speak just nodded as he lifted his head to kiss her. Sliding out of her, she felt empty without him. He continued kissing her as he lifted her and moved the bedding, sliding her into the sheets, he followed. Her head was on his chest and he was stroking her hair.
 


"Darius."
 


"mmmm"
 


"You called me your woman." She waited anxiously, wanting to kick herself for saying anything, for all she knew he said lots of things during sex.
 


"Mmmm I did, didn’t I? I think it sounds damn good, I like it" as his hand stilled, it was his turn to wait.
 


Smiling she kissed his chest "so do I" with a sigh she lay against him and closed her eyes.
 


"It's a good job you do, because believe me, you need to" as she laughed against his chest he joined her. Then she remembered, sitting up she turned to him
 


"The book, I forgot, where is it?"
 


"It's in my bag near the door" she jumped up, oblivious to her nakedness and ran out of the room. He followed her out and watched her squeal in excitement as she held the book. She grabbed a bottle of juice out of the fridge, kissed him on the chest as she passed him. He laughed and then grabbed his own drink out of the bag, he realised his thirst was there, waiting in the background. Sex didn’t normally make him thirsty, but then again he had never wanted to drink from anyone during sex, before tonight, before Mary. 

 


Pouring it into a glass, he went back to the bed room, Mary looked at him and then the glass and within seconds he could see the questions bursting for release, "ask Mary."
 


Tonight she no longer looked scared of him; "I assumed that when a vampire you know, well they would feed from the other person" her voice had quietened as she asked.
 


He settled back into the bed when he had drank half of the blood, the thirst somewhat abated, "not all vampires drink during sex, before tonight I had never felt the urge to drink from another person during sex, it had always seemed too personal and intimate." He could hear the lust in his voice, just thinking about drinking from her when she was mid orgasm was making him hard again.
 


"And tonight?" He could hear the anticipation in her voice, the questions in her eyes.
 


"I had never wanted to drink from anyone as much as I wanted to taste you, I still do. It's almost too much."
 


He watched her sat with her back against the headboard, the covers over her lap, book on her knee, eyes wide.
 


"Really?" for some reason this cheered her, she wanted him to want her in a way he hadn’t wanted a woman before. Why did the notion of him drinking from her make her feel sexual, and very aroused?
 


"Why didn’t you?" now she was wondering if there was something wrong with her, if there wasn’t wouldn’t he have done it anyway? He leaned over and kissed her forehead.
 


"Tonight was the first time I have been near you and not felt your fear, I don’t want you to be scared of me, I would never do something that intimate without your permission. If I drink from you, you would be tied to me. Not literally but it would increase the feelings for both of us. I would want to protect you, I would find it hard to walk away from you
whether you liked it or not."
 


At this precise moment in time, with him sat in her bed naked, that didn’t seem to be such a bad thing. 

 


"Do vampires get married? Not that I am thinking marriage just curious" shit, why do I have to go and spoil things? She didn’t realise how much her facial expressions betrayed her.
 


This time he kissed her nose, "would marriage to me be such a bad thing Mary? No don’t answer that. A vampire can bind our life force to a human. When a vampire is drinking from a human, it is the human who has the power to say the words that will bind them."
 


Her eyes widened in surprise, "why the human? I would have thought it was the vampire" as he watched waiting for the questions he could see she was truly interested.
 


"I don’t really know, but it makes sense. A vampire could cause mayhem if he went round binding humans to them; they are already so much stronger than humans, this way the human gets to make a choice."
 


She was sat with her knees up and her chin sat on them "what difference does binding someone make?"
 


"The binding will only work if the two people want to be bound, for love and life alone. If this is the case, if it is true, they cannot become addicted to being fed from. Their life force links with the vampire, they remain human but with some of the benefits of the vampire they are bound to, the human gets a little of their gifts." 

 


"And the vampire?" her voice was a little husky.
 


"Well we get the best gift, someone to share infinity with, someone to live out our time with, someone to love, someone to protect and adore. A vampire’s life can be lonely and painful." 

 


"I never really thought of it that way. So Darius, what are your gifts?"
 


He laughed at her, "I don’t think so, all in good time. Do you have any other questions?" He lay down and tugged her down with him.
 


She altered her position, so she could stroke his face, it felt nice, the gentleness, the touch, the warmth of the moment "your mom seemed lovely."
 


That took him by surprise, she was lovely, but he hadn’t been sure how Mary would react knowing his mother had been a prostitute.
 


"She was, I don’t think she ever got angry with me. Or if she did it never lasted long." 

 


"Was she a vampire too?" Mary watched his eyes darken.
 


"No, she wasn’t, here pass it over, let me read to you for a while. You do realise it’s nearly 4am don’t you?" she didn’t but she knew a distraction when she heard it. As he pulled her down, she joined him laying her head on his washboard stomach, listening to his soft melodic voice...
 


I was seconds away from the sword hitting me; he was aiming it toward my neck, the only vulnerable part of the armour. Some people had the opening for the head stitched up, Philippe's didn’t have that luxury, and so I didn’t have that luxury.
 


Lifting my leg, I kicked out at his knee, before rolling away. The crowd were shouting, they were mere feet away but it sounded faded, almost distant. As I managed to get up, I lifted my sword to block Stanley's blow, we parried always moving. I soon realised that although Stanley was strong and experienced, he tired quickly so I increased my movements with great difficulty. He was starting to slow down and as he swung out, his sword connecting with my arm, I saw that he had less co-ordination. My arm hurt a bitch, but I kept moving. Aiming my sword at his head, I figured his helmet would protect him from serious damage. But if I hit it hard enough it would cause some pain in the ear canal, hopefully slowing him down even more. 

 


I watched Stanley sway, as he dropped his sword and went straight into a crouch and run. I knew I was in trouble until I heard Philippe shout.
 


"Drop to the left."
 


I did and Stanley moved past me, turning I jumped onto his back, he roared and tried to buck me off. I was too slippery for that, my brawling with Philippe as a child had taught me how to cling for dear life. Tightening my hold around his neck, he was clawing at my hands, I kept my grip as he fell to his knees, eventually he passed out and I let go. I was hot, tired and was carrying probably double my weight in metal. I turned to Emily's father.
 


"She is my wife and I will not let her go." With that I took Emily's hand and walked away, Philippe behind me jeering, Charmaine skipping happily, maman was worried. I understood her worry; I too suspected Emily's father would come back. 

 


He did, with the two brothers. It happened while I was settling the horses for the night. Maman was in the house with Philippe and the others, celebrating his return. As I was shutting the door, I heard a slight noise. I stopped, my hand still on the stable door, closing my eyes I listened hard. Nothing, then I turned and made it just past the stable before they stepped out. Face's furious, I stood my ground, discreetly widening my stance. 

 


They didn’t fight fairly, why would they, I had already proven my worth, Emily's brothers jumped in together. Realising that I couldn’t win, I didn’t try, conserving my energy to protect myself. Within a few seconds I was down, curling into foetal position I lay there, waiting for it to end. The kicks rained down on me, connecting with my back, my arms, legs, stomach, everywhere. Then it stopped, initially I thought it was over, it wasn’t.
 


Give her up you bastard." 

 


Between gritted teeth I responded, "No." 

 


The kicking started again "Then I will kill you" Emily's father hated me and even now I have no doubt that if he could have, he would have killed me. Thankfully, maman sent Philippe out after me. When they heard him they left, running off like the cowards they were. 

 


It took me over a week to recover, Emily and maman fussing. We didn’t tell them who had done this, Emily and maman suspected but I didn’t want them to know. Regardless of how much Emily would have supported me, I didn’t think it fair that she knew her father and brothers had tried to kill me. 

 


When I was strong enough, Philippe and I found them living at a nearby Inn. This time it was we, who waited in the darkness, taking them when they were in their cups. This time we rained the blows, when they were out of it we then arranged for a passing merchant to take them back to England. In return for my injuries we kept the horses. Emily pretended not to notice the new additions to the farm, she never asked any questions, and I never offered any answers. But looking back, it must have worried her, she must had wondered. 

 


I didn’t matter for long, two weeks later a new enemy presented itself.
 


Hearing a light snore, Darius looked down; his sweet Mary was asleep and snoring lightly, her head on his stomach. Looking at her he realised how happy he felt, laying here with her. Slipping out from under her, he went over to the window and closed the curtains thankful for the blackout material behind them. Dawn was peaking and his body was feeling the full exertion of the night, next time he wouldn’t train with Ben before working out with Mary. Because he knew there would be a next time, there had to be. Darius made a quick phone call before climbing back into the warmth that was Mary. Shivering, he felt odd, a little unnerved, putting this down to tiredness he curled himself around Mary and the good feelings returned.
 




 



 


Chapter 17
 


He knew he should leave but for some reason he stayed, hiding in the shadows, watching as dawn started cresting over the large city. After seeing Leila he had thought about his promise to her, two weeks, he could wait a further two weeks before taking out his enemy, after all he had waited over 700 years. 

 


Stood in the dark alleyway, he watched and listened. He had practiced the art of appearing invisible for many years; someone could walk past him and not notice he was there. It wasn’t that he was invisible, but he blended into his surroundings, only to be seen if he allowed it. It didn’t matter how hard he concentrated though, the thought of Leila interrupting him, almost as much as trying to understand why he had agreed to her stupid request. 

 


Just the thought of Leila made him smile, he didn’t know why but it did. Clarity surrounding his feelings towards Leila evaded him. That was until he saw the figure at the window closing the curtains, so that was why he felt the need to wait; he knew there was a reason. This is where HE had spent the night, but what about the woman, the one up there with him. It was too close to dawn to do anything about it, and if he was to keep the promise to Leila he needed a clear head. 

 


Looking up at the window for one last time he swore his vengeance, he would make him pay. Tomorrow he would check on the woman, after he had checked on Leila of course. If he had hurt the woman, there would be no two week leeway.
 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 


Chapter 17
 


As Mary stretched she jumped as she felt something hard against her back, a big something hard. Closing her eyes last night came back to her, he had stayed, Darius had stayed and he had said she was his. Wow, she ached; it was a pleasant satisfying ache as her brain and body flushed with the memories of last night. The darkness in the room confused her, looking at her watch she gasped, it was after 12, the shop. All thoughts of gently slipping out of bed ended, she jumped up and flung the covers back. 

 


"Hey I liked you next to me, come back here" his voice was drowsy with sleep, his eyes remained closed. His hair ruffled, arms stretched above him.
 


Laughing, she turned to Darius, he looked so good in her bed, she quite liked the thought and sight of him there, 

 


"I can't, the shop, oh god I am so late" the panic in her voice rising, this was her livelihood; if she didn’t open the shop she would lose her customers.
 


Darius yawned and gave her this really big grin, "don’t worry, I hope it was okay but I called that girl who helps out, Shania" she stopped.
 


"What?" 

 


She saw his smile disappear in doubt "sorry, I just thought you would be tired, and I wanted to help you out" now he sounded unsure of himself.
 

 “It’s fine I am just surprised you did that" she was shocked, it was actually really thoughtful of him and sweet. She climbed onto the bed and planted a big kiss on his head before jumping off.
 


"Come back here, Shania didn’t mind, her words were 'it's about time Mary got some from a man who cared.’ Hey come back here, don’t start something and leave" Mary really wanted to go back to bed with him, but she couldn’t, she would never get back to the shop.
 


"I need to make sure Shania doesn’t need any help."
 


She watched as again he stretched his arms over his head, those taught muscles pulling tight.
 


"I sort of asked Max to help her out" looking back at him, she smiled.
 


"Now I really need to shower and go down there, Shania couldn’t stop staring at him yesterday, she's probably still at the door drooling" she ran a brush through her hair, not really getting any closer to leaving.
 


"I know the feeling, you need to come closer and make sure I am not drooling after looking at your luscious naked body" as she looked down it dawned on her that she was truly naked in front of a gorgeous man, and had been all night. What really astonished her was that she didn’t feel self-conscious, instead she felt liberated. 

 


"Wow, look at me" she was looking down at herself in wonder.
 


Making a growling sound Darius replied, "oh baby I am." 

 


"I am never this, well naked. In fact I am normally self-conscious about my body. Well I am not stupid, compared to other women I am somewhat rounder. I go on these diets and then well I forget and…."
 


Darius had stood up, showing all his nakedness, which was a sight to behold. But she realised that, although she got to look at a man that looked like a god, he got to look at a woman with some wobbly parts and well not many muscles. Maybe she should go back on the diet, join the gym. Just the thought had her frowning, but for him maybe she could commit. 

 


He pulled her to him "I like that you're not this open with other men, believe me that makes me feel big and strong and special, but I also like to look at you like this. I have thought about what you looked like naked way too many times. Now I have you in the flesh let me look my fill."
 


She knew her cheeks had gone red, she wanted to believe him, she really did but could she really, truly believe that someone could look at her like he said? He did seem to be looking at her, his eyes looked heavy; his cock had lengthened and was pointed towards her belly. Maybe he was telling the truth.
 

 



 


"Mary I can see the doubt in your face. Do not ever doubt how stunning you look. The media might stick these images of thin women everywhere, but a real man likes something to grab and touch and taste. In fact let me do that now," his voice was just above a whisper, tickling her ear as he slid his hands down her arms. 

 


He pulled her back to bed and all of her protests faded as he took her into oblivion. In fact it was after 2pm by the time she actually arrived the shop. She was surprised at how busy it was, and then Shania took her to the window and the new display. She and Max had done a marvellous job, adding white tree lights wrapped around some large tree branches that held books on it. 

 


"Wow this is great, thank you" she really meant it, it looked eye catching and very festive.
 


Shania blushed a little "it was Max's idea" In fact everything was so under control she decided to take a day off. Calling her closest friends she arranged afternoon drinks, sneaking upstairs she changed her clothes, this time as quietly as possible, if she woke Darius she would never make it.
 


Walking into one of Silver's bars she saw Lucky and Sarah already waiting for her. Mary loved her friends but normally she felt like the dowdy one, Lucky was tall with long thick almost black hair, they had met in College, and Mary had been so happy for her when she had married Ben. Sarah was stunning with her dark complexion, thin body and mid length brown hair; she was a genuinely nice girl always caring for others. But today though Mary felt sexy and wanted, she had changed into a white skirt with pink flowers, adding a pink jacket over the top, her hair was straight and shiny, her smile wide and eyes excited. In fact she just felt good about herself. 

 


"Oh my god, Mary got some sex, spill, spill. No wait Lucky girl go get her a drink first. Mary sit down."
 


Sarah had always been perceptive, Amelia couldn’t make it which was probably a good thing, as a lawyer she would have questioned her like she was on the witness stand. Placing a large glass of wine in front of her Lucky sat down, "spill, you have the biggest grin on your face, you walked in here like you owned the place, and man I can feel some very not Mary feelings." 

 


"Meaning?" Mary was smiling, her friends had spent years telling her to set her sights higher than the dead asses she normally dated, the fact that Lucky was an empath meant that she always knew what everyone around her was feeling, although Lucky reined it in most of the time.
 


"Meaning, not only are you feeling as radiant as you clearly look, you still have some sort of sexual vibes bouncing off you in waves. Shit girl several men are looking this way, and I can assure you they are not looking at us." 

 


Sarah leaned forward "first of all tell us who." 

 


She couldn’t hold it in any longer, she embarrassed herself by answering with a squeal "okay, okay, it's Darius" Sarah burst out laughing, Lucky sat there with her mouth hanging open.
 


"My old partner Darius, the vampire Darius?" 

 


Mary was grinning from ear to ear "yes, oh my god yes."
 


Sarah downed her drink in one "don’t say another word, I will be back."
 


By the time Sarah came back Lucky had composed herself but Sarah was just getting started, "what I don’t get and I am sure Lucky is also struggling with, is how the hell Miss I am so scared of other species, have you ended up screwing a vampire?" 

 


Lucky coughed "I wouldn’t have put it quite like that, but hell yeah! Please explain?" 

 


She went to open her mouth but Sarah interrupted "wait let's get back to that in a minute, first the good stuff, what was it like, I mean I know he is damn hot, but in between the sheets."
 


Was it rude to tell her closest friends, probably, would that stop her, hell no, in fact she had never wanted to talk about anything more in her life.
 


"Unreal, I mean actually really unreal, he was amazing but more than that I was. Last night he made me feel like I was the most desirable woman in New York, no in the world, and this morning he well he told me I was. And he is huge I mean…." 

 


Lucky choked on her drink "please oh god don’t finish that sentence, I worked with him and he is still Ben’s best friend." 

 


Sarah burst out laughing, "Ignore her, she has her own big strong man at home, I of course don’t, so please continue. Make me feel better about my lonely existence." 

 


Ignoring Lucky's grimace Mary continued "He was just huge and oh god he made me well you know like so many times. I even liked the feel of his…" pointing to her teeth "on me; it was a big turn on."
 


"Did he bite you?" Sarah had stopped looking so happy, now she looked worried. Lucky swivelled her head to Mary.
 


"Did he Mary, because if he did I will kick his ass." 

 


"Well he did" at their gasps she continued "but not in the way you two are thinking" then she burst out laughing. The rest of the afternoon passed so quickly she almost missed her cell ringing, looking at the time she cursed.
 


"I was meant to meet my parents for dinner, oh I am so late" Downing her drink she kissed them both on the cheek, and left mumbling apologies. Jumping in the cab she sat back and realised she was a little drunk, and on her way to her parents for dinner. When her cell rang again she expected it to be her father again, so didn’t look at the caller ID.
 


"Don’t worry dad I am in a cab, be there in ten minutes."
 


"I assume if you are on your way to your dads, you aren’t coming to join me in bed." 

 


It took a second for it to click before she dissolved into giggles, "what, huh, hey, oh Darius, sorry i am having dinner with my parents tonight, I completely forgot" she was getting flustered "I will try and hurry, I can't really cancel."
 


"Mary I don’t know the type of guys you dated before me, but never cancel something on my behalf and definitely not dinner with your parents. If I try to get pushy kick my ass and then kick it again, but the second kick should definitely occur in the bedroom."
 


Her laughter rang out and it was a sound that she liked "Darius….Are we dating?" She would never had asked that if she hadn’t been drinking.
 


"Well considering I am still laid in your bed completely naked, and I would like to have you back in here some time tonight I hope so. I would like us to be Mary, because I have to say at this point if I saw you with another man, we might have problems. What do you say, take pity on an old man will you?" His voice was low and gentle, a little seductive, it made her tummy tingle.
 


"I would like that, but if I see you with another woman." she didn’t finish the sentence.
 


"You won't Mary, I promise. Can I give you some advice though, when you get to your parents try to limit the slurred speech" Darius was now laughing, as was Mary, in fact when the cab pulled up in front of her parents she was still laughing, in fact she wasn’t sure she could stop.
 


"Don’t worry my parents will like it. I think they worry about me." 

 


"Well let me do that now. Do you want me to come pick you up when you are done?"
 


"No, why don’t I come to your place tonight? When I am done, I will pop home and get some things."
 


"Sounds good, can you pick the red negligee in your second drawer? No don’t answer, surprise me, but how about I pick you up from yours?" ah she liked that he wanted to take care of her.
 


"I would like that thank you Darius, see you soon."
 


It didn’t take long for her parents to say something, they had shared a bottle of wine and Mary knew she was now more than a little drunk. Her parents had always been pretty cool, as an only child they had lavished their attentions on her. Both made sure she had everything she ever needed. She could talk to them about anything, and she knew they had been disappointed in every man she had dated, and they were only the ones they had met. Very rarely had they said anything, but the ones they had known they never really liked any of them. God knows what they would say about her dating a vampire. It didn’t take long for them to mention her obvious joy, 

 


"Isn't that the skirt we brought you a couple of years ago for your birthday. I have to say it looks lovely on you, makes your face light up." Her mother was in her 60's; she was slender and petite, she absolutely always wore matching clothes and shoes. She had always tried to get Mary to dress in brighter clothes, hence the skirt and jacket. 

 


"Thanks mom" she was halfway through her lasagne which was a welcome treat. An automatic pang of guilt stepped in, normally when she was dating she went on a strict diet, then she realised she didn’t have to and she carried on eating.
 


"Is there anything new happening in your life sweetie?" Mary carried on eating, trying not to meet their gaze, she had never had to lie to them, but she didn’t know how they would react to a vampire. 

 


"What you mother means is that you are glowing, in fact you look fit to burst with happiness. It's like something big has happened, now we discussed what this may have been when you were in the bathroom, we think it’s a man."
 


Her mother interrupted "but you are acting different, you have never been this happy, and when you start dating you go on a crash diet, which I have to say worries us dear. Anyway now we are puzzled."
 


Her parents were great, and knew her so well. Putting her knife and fork down she looked at them, her father had a heart attack last year, he was still having physiotherapy for the paralysis in his leg, but it was getting better, "well I have met someone, he's different to the usual guy I date."
 


"I like him already" her mom patted dads arm to quieten him.
 


"Anyway he is different, he talks to me, actually talks. He wants me to know all about him, he thinks about me and what will help me. Like the other day he knew I had a big delivery coming in, do you know what he did?" 

 


"What sweetie?" 

 


"Well he was at work, but he sent someone he knows in to help me out, you should see the store it’s lovely. Oh and get this, when I was all self-conscious about not being skinny, he basically told me I was beautiful, can you believe it?"
 


It was her mom who answered "yes dear we can, that’s how we have always seen you."
 


By now Mary was too drunk to shut up she just kept going "even tonight when I said I was coming here, I offered to hurry so I could meet up with him. He told me to never cancel appointments for him; if they were important to me I should always go, especially if it was with you guys. I mean he is just too nice" as she continued with her meal she was deliriously happy.
 


"Why didn’t you bring him with you, I always cook too much" her mom did, she always took left overs home with her,
 


"No point he's a vampire it would be wasted on him." 

 


Only after she thought about what she said and took in the complete silence around the room did she look up, and see the absolute shock on her parents face. This time it was her father who was the first to recover; her mom was sat with the glass half way to her mouth.
 


"I didn’t mean to say that out loud" Mary's voice was somewhat quieter, she felt a little more sober.
 


"No point in secrets Mary, this man or vampire sounds very nice, but have you heard about these people who get addicted to feeding a vampire?" now it was her turn to sit in shocked silence. 

 


"Daddy, how do you know about… don’t worry about it. Thing is Darius hasn’t done anything like this, he hasn’t even tried, I promise. He actually works for the police, well sort of." 

 


Now her parents smiled "really, that’s good then, now tell us about this Darius" their smiles were a little weaker but she knew they genuinely wanted to know about him. 

 


She told them about Darius but not about his past, that was personal to Darius and not her story to tell. They were happier when they found out he knew Lucky and Ben. By the time she left she had promised to see if Darius wanted to come for drinks next week. 

 


Calling a cab she made her way back to her apartment, after tipping the driver she jumped out pulling her heels off. As she went to put the key in the lock, she heard a muffled sound in the alleyway near her. Walking round to look down the alley, she saw two men standing over something they were kicking, without thinking she started shouting.
 


"Hey you, what do you think you are doing?" It was only when they turned around did she see that one had a baseball bat, the other had a knife, oops, she went to turn but already knew she would be too slow.
 




 



 


Chapter 18
 


As the sun set he was waiting, changing his route he made his way back to the Haven, taking the usual precautions he scaled the fence and made his way to where he hoped she would be waiting. She was and he felt his mood lift from just watching her on the swinging chair. 

 


Making his way through the bushes, he stopped, she was singing softly but it was beautiful. Church hymens, stepping out he gently pushed the chair "good evening Paulo and how are you feeling tonight?" 

 


"Keep singing, it is lovely" he hadn’t heard hymns for centuries and even then not sang in a voice this sweet. When she finished he looked down over her peaceful face, the gashes on her face healing slowly, he handed her a pot of cream.
 


"This will help you heal quicker."
 


"What is it?" she then cream and when her hand touched his he felt the sensation travel up his arm.
 


"A potion used long ago to speed healing."
 


With a gentle smile she replied, "thank you. Now tell me what you have planned for this evening, something involving my good friend Darius I imagine. You do know I still have 13 more days, don’t you?" 

 


Sitting beside her he laughed, "I do, and yes you are right, he was with some woman last night and i want to go and check she is safe." 

 


"Why on earth wouldn’t she be?" her voice sounded incredulous, why was it such a surprise? Looking across the manicured lawns, he could see how they allowed someone to scan the whole area, yet those looking in would be hindered by the high conifers spanning the whole perimeter. 

 


"I know the real person Leila, he is not all good and this woman seems fragile, she runs a book shop for god sake." 

 


"Would she have short brown hair and glasses by any chance?"
 


He looked at her, he could see amusement in her eyes "and if I say yes?"
 

 



 


"That would be Mary; she is friends with Lucky who is the mate of the pack Alpha, who in turn is best friends with Darius."
 


"Say what?" now she was laughing, clutching her ribs but laughing "it doesn’t matter what I said, just know that he wouldn’t hurt her."
 


"How do you know that?" he really was interested in what she knew.
 


"I have met Mary before; her shop is near my patch. She also delivers books here." As she moved, he watched her wince some more.
 


"Are you still in pain?" 

 


She let out a weary sigh "physically it is getting better, mentally it feels harder. I know this place is safe but you manage to get in, and I am always waiting, looking over my shoulder." 

 


He slid his arm onto her shoulder, gently stroking it. He didn’t want to risk her pushing him away but he couldn’t let her continue worrying, he decided to tell her she was safe, he would take the risk of her being angry or scared of him, if it made her feel safer.
 


"Leila you don’t have to worry any longer, they aren’t coming for you I promise."
 


She actually leaned into him and for a second he was just a man, with a beautiful woman, watching the night around them "you don’t know that." 

 


"I do, I promise they won't come after you anymore" looking into his eyes she knew the meaning behind the unspoken words. She didn’t look angry or upset, she just nodded. 

 


"Thank you" and that was that, she leaned her head onto his hand, before he came round to sit beside her. The night was growing stronger, the thin scattering of clouds hovering in the sky. They must have sat there for an hour, just in silence before Leila spoke. 

 


"I had my first real counselling session today" he didn’t answer, he just listened 

 


"It was strange; I sat talking about my life with a man I didn’t know. Although he asked a few questions, I just talked and talked. Do you know something, I had never realised that even though my mom was there she wasn’t there for me, my childhood was all about her."
 


"Did the therapist tell you that?" he waited while she pondered this, his hand stroking her neck.
 


"No he didn’t, it was something that I realised myself, she left when I was 13. I was a bitch of a girl in my rebellion and I blamed myself for her leaving. When she left everything went to crap, dad started drinking, he lost his job, I got in with the wrong crowd and the rest is blah, blah, blah. Don’t get me wrong lots of horrible things happened after that, I didn’t just wake up one day and say I know I will be a prostitute today. But anyway where was I, today I stopped blaming myself for her leaving."
 


"That’s great, really great. I have learned lots of things over the years, but one thing that has been continuous is that, we take responsibility for our own actions not the actions of others." 

 


"That sounds like something I should have been taught at a much younger age."
 


"I must go, a car is coming pulling up in front of the gates, can I…?" he hadn’t needed to ask.
 


"Of course, I will be here." As he made his way through the lawns he blurred his image by using his speed. The car pulled in just as he settled back into the conifers, he watched from the distance as Darius pulled in.
 


Waiting he saw Darius walk across the lawns towards where Leila who had remained seated. Placing his hand on the knife at his hip he continued watching, one false move and he would be there, forget the promise. If he hurt Leila he wouldn’t leave this place. Hunkering down, he tuned everything out; the dogs didn’t even come towards him anymore. 

 




 



 


Chapter 19
 


Getting out of the shower Darius felt happy, in a way he hadn’t felt in a long time, actually not since his boyhood. Mary made him feel alive again. His thoughts kept drifting to her as he dressed, grabbing a glass of blood on the way through the kitchen, he heard Lucky before she knocked at the door. Opening it he saw she was not happy, in fact she looked pissed.
 


"Tell me exactly what you are doing with Mary" her tone was one he had seen her use on her children and never directed at him. 

 


"In what way?" 

 


"Don’t play smart with me, I know you Darius, I have seen you with a different woman every night. I know about your little nights out, and Mary, well Mary is sweet and kind and innocent and in no way prepared for YOU" she prodded him in his chest. 

 

 “Woah there,” Darius understood Lucky's concern, but she hadn’t even asked how he felt "hey hold on Lucky, I know Mary's your friend but I…."
 


When she stamped her foot he nearly laughed out loud, there she was, this strong vibrant woman who had the ability to make one of the strongest men he knew quiver and there she stood stamping her foot at him. Then it dawned on him, this wasn’t about him, well not really, it was about Mary being hurt.
 


"Lucky stop, stop a minute and think about how I am feeling. Come on take just one minute out of your tirade and use your empath skills" for him there was no risk, he had never felt like this, not even with Emily. 

 


He watched Lucky stop and look at him, before falling into one of the chairs "my god, you are in love with her." 

 


The pained expression on Darius' face must have surprised her.
 


"No, I….Not love, I just… shit I love her. How? I don’t even know how. It hasn’t been that long." Now it was Darius' turn to fall into the chair, almost spilling his blood all over the floor. Darius really couldn’t work out how the hell he had fallen in love with Mary, he liked her a lot and he always had. He had been enjoying her body and her company, but love, when had that son of a bitch snuck in? 

 


"Oh god Lucky, don’t tell her, promise me you won't tell her. She will be absolutely terrified. Damn she even has parents, do you know when I last dated someone with parents who were still alive. No, No this will not work" coughing Lucky interrupted his ramblings.
 


"Darius you need to stop mumbling" looking up he had almost forgot Lucky was there, instead of ranting at him, she was looking rather sweet. Coming over Lucky wrapped her arms around him, and then squeezed, rather hard. 

 


"You are so Lucky, Mary is great. But if you screw around, or make her cry I will cut off your balls and watch you not bleed to death." 

 


What the hell, how harsh, just the thought of it made him wince. How had they been partners for 2 years and he not see this mean and sadistic side to her? When she finally left he grabbed his keys and headed to the Silver Elite Haven. He needed a distraction, something to prevent him freaking out or over analysing his feelings for Mary. Maybe he should drop in on Leila.
 

 



 




 



 


Chapter 20
 


Darius saw Leila sat near the lawns; he wandered over to see her. Bastian had called him to report that Carlos had turned up dead, a colleague and working girl had given a statement naming some sort of other species as the suspect. He already knew that, Mitch had given him the heads up as well as warning him that if he had killed them he wouldn’t be able to protect him. Darius wasn’t concerned he had been with Mary at the time the witnesses had given for the deaths. He wouldn’t mind knowing who had killed him though, that way he could congratulate him.
 


Sitting next to Leila, he was surprised at how relaxed she seemed, her hair blowing in the breeze. 

 


"Hey Leila, how are you feeling?" a smile touched her face. 

 


"I am good thanks to you and Mitch" it was a lovely night, cool but not cold, with the moon shining on the lawns and lighting up the sky. He sat down next to her, without the garish makeup, short skirt and heels, she looked almost childlike. Then again she was only in her 20's. 

 


"Can I ask you a question Darius?" he nodded. 

 


"Why do you come visit us, why do you help us out? Most people sneer at us prostitutes but not you, why?"
 


Leaning forward with his elbow on his knees he closed his eyes, he was thinking too much about his past these days, it couldn’t be healthy for him. 

 


"My mother made her living as a prostitute; it wasn’t any more acceptable then, than it is now. She worked hard to feed and clothe me, my brother and sister. I never resented her for it, in fact I still admire her determination to provide for us, hell my father did very little. I suppose I look at you girls, I don’t detest you, I don’t pity you, I just see people working a hard job, for little in return, I want to help." 

 


"That’s a good reason, thank you. Tell me about you Darius, have you always been this nice?" She was talking quietly, but he heard the loaded question, not knowing where it was coming from he answered truthfully,
 


"I don’t think I have ever been a bad person, I have done things I regret and things I don’t regret, but I believe you get back what you put in. So I try to do good things, treat people how I want to be treated. Why?"
 


"I would have thought that when you live hundreds of years you must build a few enemies."
 


Leaning his head against the chair he gave a weary sigh "we all have enemies Leila; I try to stay out of the way of mine. Is there a reason for the questions Leila, are you really okay, has someone said something to upset you?" 

 


As she laughed it was light and relaxed, a sound he wasn’t sure he had ever heard from her mouth, "of course not, you are without doubt a great man and someone I like having as a friend."
 


He wasn’t sure how she would take the news of Carlos; he had spoken to Cane on his way over here. As Leila's therapist he was hoping Cane could tell him the right way of saying this, Canes advice, 'just get it over with.' 

 


"Listen Leila, I need to tell you something. Um Carlos is dead, he was murdered." 

 


For a minute she just sat there "well at least I don’t have to be scared of him coming to get me, let me know who to thank please Darius" he wasn’t sure how to reply so said nothing.
 


That went better than expected, he wasn’t sure if she would be upset, happy, angry or sad. She was indifferent, but he had delivered enough of these messages to know that when the shock hit she would need someone.
 


As he was walking away he felt uncomfortable, his back tingled and he knew someone was watching him again. Turning back to Leila, he wasn’t sure where the feeling was coming from, but he trusted his instincts.
 


"Come on Leila let's get you inside, it's getting late and cold." 

 


After settling Leila in her room he went searching for Theo, he found him in the kitchen getting a sandwich, "hey Darius, how's Leila?"
 

 



 


"Good I think, listen have you seen anyone hanging around lately?" Shaking his head, Theo was now watching him intently, never one to take security lightly.
 


"The last couple of times I have been here, I have felt like I am being watched." 

 


"Could it be the million cameras Imogen has set up around the place?" he thought about this before ruling it out, it was more than that. 

 


"I will double the guards and send some more patrols out. Once I have eaten I will do a run round and make sure everything is in place.
 


"Don’t worry about it Theo, I need to go see a vampire." 

 


"You sure we can…." But Darius had already left. 

 


Starting the car he headed into the city, time to go and see what was happening in the vampire world. Darius knew where he was going; the house was set on the outskirts of the city on huge grounds. Parking about 5 miles from the house he went the rest of the way on foot. 

 


A mile from the house he stood still and cloaked himself, his abilities allowing him to stay hidden from others. They also gave him the ability to look like he was flying, he wasn’t of course, but to those that could see him the illusion was good. 

 


If anyone else came into this place without an invite, they would be risking immediate death, for Darius it was called 'making a point'. You didn’t sneak into the home of the head of the vampires, unless you were stupid or Darius. 

 


Once in the vicinity of the house, he jumped up to a balcony on the second floor, he had to get in a different way each time. Vlad would always set some trap to prevent access through the same door more than once. 

 


As he went to open his toolkit from his belt he stopped and listened, no nothing, using the metal he quickly opened the lock. Entering the dark bedroom he could see the light from under the door, moving stealthily he moved through the room, but as he placed his hand on the door he stopped.
 


"Good evening Vlad" he could feel the vampires presence behind him, impressed that he had not been able to further penetrate the house, 

 

 



 


"Well, well my dear friend Darius, one day you may try knocking at the door, you know you are always welcome here." Really, this was a surprise. Darius wasn’t too sure about that.
 


"Ah but I like to keep you guessing, what would be the fun in the front door?" 

 


Darius turned to face him; Vlad was dressed as always in a business suit, his blonde hair now reaching his nape, was secured in a loose tie. 

 


"But of course, is there a reason for your visit Darius, have you come to your senses and decided to join my Elite?" 

 


When he arrived in New York he had approached Vald, as the head of the vampires for the city it was a sign of respect. For the average vampire it wasn’t necessary but if you were older and stronger, and did not make your intentions known it could be seen as a threat not to. He had known cases where the head vampire had taken out potential threats, just to ensure their continued leadership. Darius was no threat to Vlad so he had met with him and made sure he knew this. However he was also no fool, he had made it clear, that should Vlad attempt to cause him problems he would retaliate. 

 


Other than Vlad no-one in the city knew his exact age, a person with Vlads abilities would automatically know he was old, very old. Therefore Vlad knew he was also strong enough to be an adversary. From the beginning he had found Vlad to be a fair and ruthless leader when he needed to be. He had immediately offered Darius a place in his team of Elite Warriors, having been there before in a different city with a different leader, Darius declined and Vlad accepted this. 

 


"Sorry, no change on that score but I do need your skills, something feels wrong. I keep feeling like someone is watching me, but I can't quite get a handle on who or where. Are you aware of any new vampires in the city, this one must be old to conceal themselves from me so well."
 


Vlad was looking pensive, never one to broadcast his thoughts, Darius waited. 

 

 



 


"Firstly I think you need to trust in your instincts, I will ask my team if they have heard of anything. However, if there is someone watching you, and they are as old as you say then this is a concern for me also."
 


"I have been here years, what is the likelihood of anyone finding me?" Darius wasn’t really talking to Vlad, but more to himself. 

 


"Are Ben and the others aware of this?" He could hear the question in Vlads voice.
 


"No I don’t want to draw anyone into this, if it is about me and no risk to them."
 


"Yet here you are!"
 


He went outside and surveyed the scenery, the only way to see in here was by air. The darkness looked back at him, the stars twinkled in mockery, what was he missing? 

 


"I am. I figure if anyone had heard of any new vamps in the city it would be you. And if not it may be a problem for both of us." 

 


"Indeed, let me have Ice and Shaun trail you." This was an interesting idea, Ice and Shaun ran Vlads army of vampires and the Elite Warriors. Shaun was an affable Irish man, Ice was as his name implied cold and distant but damn smart. If he didn’t want you to know something you didn’t, simple. Even though Ice was only 500 years old, Darius would think twice before challenging him and that was saying something. 

 


"I am not sure I like the idea of that, but honestly if it will help go for it." 

 


His cell rang, seeing Mary's number he answered with "hey gorgeous I am……….."
 


After listening to her he responded "where are you? I am on my way, do not leave the house. Hang up and in 20 seconds a guy called Vlad is going to ring you, stay on the phone with him until I get there." He handed the phone to Vlad who took his arm, as Ice came rushing in the room,
 


"Give Ice the address and he can meet us there" quickly after giving the address to Ice, Darius took his first trip via teleportation.
 




 



 


Chapter 21
 


Mary stood at the window waiting for Darius; her hands were shaking as she held the cell waiting for this Vlad to call. A sound like a pop made her jump; she spun around looking for something to protect herself with, nothing. And then Darius materialised in her lounge room with a strange tall man. As Darius raced towards her, the other man raced down her stairs and she assumed into the alleyway. 

 


"Let me look at you Mary, are you injured, oh god please tell me you are okay" as she nodded, and burst into tears all she felt was the relief that he was there with her. When he wrapped his arms around her, she felt safe and warm. 

 


Now the other man that arrived with Darius, he made her nervous. There was something raw about him, terrifyingly raw. When he came back into her apartment his presence made her stiffen.
 


"Hey baby it's okay, this is Vlad a sort of friend of mine."
 


Even though this Vlad smiled in a way she thought was meant to appease her, it didn’t work. 

 


"Darius a word please" again the smile, but there was an edge to it, 

 


"Mary knows about me Vlad, talk in front of her." She saw the surprise in the man's face, surprise and a little warmth towards her. Why she thought that she didn’t know, his facial expressions remained almost unchangeable. 

 


"Can I ask your friend what happened first?" Mary tentatively recounted the details, praising the man that helped her before he continued.
 


"The man that helped you was a vampire, one I do not know but one who is very powerful, he had left only moments before we arrived. Darius if I was to guess I would say he was about your age." 

 


Mary watched as Darius lifted his head, she could see the anxiety etched on his face "Darius what is it?" 

 


"Mary I am sorry to do this to you, but I need you to pack your bags" she could almost feel his thoughts darting about, he was still close to her, his arms still round her, but his grip tightened slightly. 

 


"What? Why?" 

 


"I am so sorry, but I need you to come with me to Silvers, now, please" he was truly worried, so she went into her bedroom and packed a bag. 

 


How had anyone from his past found him? He had been so careful, over 200 years he had managed to stay in the same place, and now he had finally found someone he had to leave, he had to leave Mary. Lucky was right he shouldn’t have started this, now he would have to hurt her. 

 


"I need to get to Silvers quick" he could see the questions on Vlads face, he wasn’t going to explain, he needed a couple of days to make plans and then he would have to go. 

 


"Ice is downstairs he has a motorbike, Darius let me help you" he had to admit that as far as head vamps went Vlad was one of the best. 

 


"Thanks for the offer and if I was ever going to work with a head vamp, it would be you. This really changes nothing; I will not be in debt to anyone and will not bring anyone into a problem that has been mine for centuries now." 

 


As Mary came out of her room with a bag that was almost as big as she was, he smiled, she was lovely. Locking the house up after Vlad popped out again, he met Ice and headed out on the motorbike. 

 


By the time they got back to his house, Mary's arms were literally glued round his waist, moving them and then her, he saw that her face was a mixture of terror and exhilaration, he couldn’t help but laugh.
 


"Don’t tell me that you have never been on a motorbike Mary." She shook her head, and he took her arm to get her inside. She looked pale and freezing, turning on the lights and the fire to warm her up she smiled. "I didn’t say it last time I was here, but I like it."
 

 



 


"I like you here" he handed her a glass of whiskey, to warm her and settle her "how are you feeling?" 

 


He watched as she knocked the drink back in one, gasped and then made a loaded statement "I will feel better when I know what is going on." 

 


"I don’t know where to start really. Look I need to make some phone calls and check a few places for information. Can I do that and then we can talk?" she nodded, he gave her a tour around the house, last time she missed the tour and Darius wanted her to get her bearings.
 


Then they settled on the overlarge sofa together, her with the book of his life, although she was soon going to get the shortened version, and Darius at the other end with his laptop rested on her ankles. 

 


He started firing off emails, then checking new reports across the various countries. He would find him; he would work out where he had been, and how he had found him here in New York. 

 




 



 


Chapter 22
 

 



 


It was good having Philippe back; he was no longer the miserable, arrogant man that had left. Instead he was helpful around the farm; he was gentle with Emily and Charmaine. There was still a little animosity towards maman but she made it clear to all that it was her problem to manage. 

 


With all the sheep penned for the night we sat outside Claude's with a tankard of ale, just being brothers again. Laughing about our boyhood antics, in fact we somehow ended up wrestling. The sun was setting when we decided to see who could climb the highest branch in the old Oak tree. When Philippe fell, I laughed so hard I soon followed him; in fact it was only Emily scolding us that prompted us to pull ourselves together.
 


Our fun was short lived, two days later I found old Claude in bed dead. Emily had been worried when he hadn’t come down for breakfast. As I called the priest to perform the last rites, Emily was grief stricken. I was grief stricken, over the last few years he had been more of a father to me than my own had ever been. 

 


It was maman and Philippe that held us together, Claude had no family to make the arrangements so they fell to me. I wasn’t sure what was to happen to the farm, in fact I didn’t know who owned the farm. For a week I waited for the owner to come, Emily and I had put together a proposal to give to the new owners. So when that lone horse man arrived a week later I washed and shaved before going out to greet him. 

 


I was slightly concerned when the man asked for me and Emily by name, for I had never seen him. He handed me a letter from Claude, I still have this letter, somewhat old and torn but preserved as well as an 800 year old letter can be. 

 


Reading the contents of the letter was exhilarating as well as shocking; old Claude had petitioned the king to request I be given title of the lands. King Phillip IV and amazingly he had agreed, although I suspect the rent was increased. The letter was thanking me for turning an old barely functioning farm into something quite profitable. And then he handed the deeds over to me. Me! A prostitute's son now a land owner. 

 


Emily was so happy, by now she was 2 months pregnant and the fact that we now had security for our baby over joyed us both. Within weeks she, maman and Charmaine were sorting out Claudes things. We were reluctant to part with many of his belongings so we stored these in the roof space, I still wonder if they are there, I doubt it. 

 


It didn’t take long but the women made the house lovely and homely. We offered Philippe the barn and maman and Charmaine moved in with us. They were truly happy times, the relationship between Philippe and I strengthened. We were closer than we had ever been; we set more vegetables, added pigs to the farm. We then started on a plan to increase out wealth and standing in the town.
 


Pregnancy suited Emily, as I worried she was doing too much, she worried I was stressing too much. When she was about 5 months pregnant I remember being curled up in bed, my arm wrapped around a snoring Emily when I first felt our baby kick. I lay there for several minutes waiting for it to happen again; when it did I shook Emily awake to tell her, only for us to wait nearly an hour and the baby to not move again that night. 

 


Maman and Charmaine had started taking the clothes to the market inside the castle walls; they were being traded for food, supplies and goods for the baby. Philippe was becoming accustomed to not being accepted inside the castle, the inhabitants at the castle didn’t take kindly to the sons of whores, but he was determined to make a good name for himself. 

 


It was not long after this that Philippe started acting strangely; looking back I recall that he didn’t want anyone in the barn. When he wasn’t working he was in there. At nights when we would usually eat together he disappeared for hours. Maman and Emily were convinced that he had found himself a nice girl, I wasn’t so sure; Philippe wasn’t the type to keep his exploits quiet. However as he was a grown man I didn’t worry too much about him. Maybe I should have asked questions, would it have made any difference to what came next, I don’t know.
 


Mary sat up; Darius was frantically typing away, the frown on his face deepening. Stretching her legs, she made herself coffee; looking in the fridge she took out a bottle of blood. Her stomach clenched a little at the thick dark red substance. Pouring it into the glass she took a sniff, unsurprisingly it smelled like blood, would it hurt to alter the smell a little?
 


Taking her drink and the one for Darius she handed it to him as she went to sit back down
 


"Hey, thanks. If you had said I would have made them" he pulled her close and kissed her long a deep, "I feel like I am neglecting you, which I am. I just want to take you upstairs and bury myself in you" just the idea was enough to get her hot and bothered. 

 


"When you have finished that I will make sure you bury yourself in me. Bury yourself many times before you close those eyes to sleep."
 


He took a sip from the glass and she watched a sour look touch his facial features 

 


"What?" 

 


"It's cold!" 

 


"Duh, it was in the fridge." She stated the fact like it was obvious. Laughing at her he stood. 

 


"That’s to keep it fresh, but to drink it, you warm it" still chuckling he wandered off to the kitchen. Smiling she turned the page and carried on…..
 




 



 


Chapter 23
 


Philippe carried on acting strange, rather than have dinner with us he would head into the castle grounds, even though he was treated like trash. We would hear him bring girls back to the barn, the laughter as they arrived. Occasionally we heard the sounds of sex.
 


And then he started to dress in more expensive tunics, no longer did he want to wear the ones made by Emily, he even brought more animals for on the farm.
 


He didn’t help as much in the daily running of the farm, very often not rising until after lunch. After about three weeks of this nonsense I decided to confront him. After repeatedly banging on the door and getting no answer, I let myself in, only to find the place a pigsty, clothes strewn all over, empty ale tankards and in the corner a brunette wrapped around my brother. I didn’t recognise her but as she stirred she looked a little drunk, even though she was naked, she wasn’t concerned when found me there. 

 


I went outside and waited, eventually Philippe came out.
 


"Good morning little brother" he was acting like I hadn’t just found a naked albeit somewhat hazy female in the barn. As the girl scurried out bidding us goodbye and promising to return that night I went inside and took a look around. There were things everywhere; most I could see were not Philippe's, plates, ornaments, food and clothes. 

 


"Philippe, where are all of these things coming from?" Even then I had known Philippe couldn’t afford them.
 


He mocked me with a laugh, "if I told you Darrell, you wouldn’t believe me."
 


And that was that, he went off to the fields and we spoke no further about it. Emily and maman were worried, hell I was worried but what could we do. Philippe didn’t seem to be hurting anyone, I had only had my brother back for a short while, and I didn’t want him to go back off with the armies. 

 


And then things got worse, after yet another morning of Philippe not arriving I went back to the barn, again no answering from my knocking. As I opened the door I was astounded to find it barred, I pushed but it didn’t budge. Walking around the outside, the windows were covered in a thick black cloth, with no gap to see in. Hollering for Philippe to open the door I was greeted by silence. With no time to continue the charade I went back to work. 

 


Returning late afternoon I again hollered at Philippe, only this time he answered "Darrell please be quiet, you will bring the armies here if you continue shouting like that" his voice sounded odd, almost broken.
 


"Open the door damn you!" 

 

 “I can't do that Darrell, believe me right now I want to. I am sick and need to rest" hearing a giggling from inside ignited my temper.
 


"Of course you are, and you need a female to help you in your recovery." 

 


"Like you wouldn’t believe, look go home, take care of that delectable wife of yours, I will come talk to you when I am more able." 

 


After that he ignored all of my ranting's. Two nights later I did hear a noise coming from the barn, heading out there I was surprised to see the barn open but no Philippe. I waited for a while before going back inside muttering curses to myself. 

 


Emily was awake, the candle light illuminating her gloriously swollen figure. With only a few weeks to go she looked radiant.
 


"Come back to bed Darrell, do not let Philippe work you up. He is a grown man let him make his own mistakes." 

 


"Not on my land he won't." She was trying to ease my worries as she massaged my neck and as usual it worked. I tucked her into my arm as we lay down together but rather than go straight back to sleep we both marvelled in the creation of our child, watching and then feeling the baby kick. As we drifted back to sleep, I considered that maybe Emily was right.
 


When Philippe came to visit me 3 nights later I had resolved myself to not worrying about him. But looking at his pale complexion and red tinged eyes I truly was worried, I went to fetch maman but he stopped me. 

 


"Hold on Darrell, I am not sick I am better, in fact better than I have ever been. I am truly well, in fact invincible." The smug look on his face worried me but I wasn’t sure why.
 


We walked and talked for a while before Philippe left, he apparently had a woman to meet, but that night he managed to convince me that although he looked sick he was in fact well. 

 


In the morning the barn was boarded up, again no answer from Philippe. This time I returned after my day at work, instead of causing a ruckus I pitched a stool and sat and waited. Shortly after nightfall I heard noises from inside the barn. A while later, Philippe opened the door and a different female left. 

 


"What the hell is going on here Philippe, I demand to know." 

 


Laughing he promised to tell me, as we walked through the fields he spoke of old tales of mythical creatures. When he started talking about vampires, I truly thought my brother had gone mad. 

 


"What is your point Philippe?"
 


"My point Darrell is I am no longer that naïve man waiting for life to get better, I am a creature of the night, I make my own destiny. No longer do I wait on others, they wait on me. I am truly immortal."
 


"Don’t be ridiculous. It's the sickness making you talk crazy, you are still unwell."
 


As he laughed at me, he ran forward except I didn’t see him move, it was a dark night but the moon was high. Then he was behind me, turning to face me, he opened his mouth, and I jumped in fright at his teeth, they were long and sharp.
 


"Philippe please, this is ludicrous, surely you don’t believe in those stories, you have more sense than that." Although I wasn’t so sure, the teeth were new and pretty convincing.
 


Before I knew it, we were back where we had grown up. There were still a few people in the streets; we greeted them like nothing had happened, like Philippe had not just said 'hey brother I am a vampire.'
 


Then he spotted a lone female, she was pretty and as soon as she saw Philippe, she made her way towards him like in a trance. Leading her by the hand he took her to the edge of the fields, grabbing his other arm I stopped him.
 


"Just what are you doing?" 

 


"Proving to you that I speak no lies" with that he bent his head into the crook of the girls neck and bit. I watched in horror as the girl struggled, then went limp then let out a moan. But this moan was a moan of joy. With me still pulling at Philippe, he stopped.
 


"You worry too much she will be fine, she will not remember a thing. This truly is a good thing." 

 


With that I am ashamed to say I ran. Without stopping I ran through the yard and into the house, grabbing wood as I came through. Not stopping until all doors and openings were barred, I turned to find Charmaine, maman and Emily looking at me in disbelief. 

 


"Darrell what is happening?" What did I say, sorry sweetheart my brothers a vampire, obviously I didn’t, so I lied.
 


"There has been some trouble at the castle." We had seen some small revolts at the castle so this wasn’t completely unbelievable. It took a while for me to convince them we were safe, it took longer to convince maman that Philippe was safe. Eventually they settled into bed, I waited knowing he would come. 

 


He did come, knocking at the door; I refused to let him in. When he tried the door and found it barred he sat outside talking to me, he knew I could hear. He asked me to join him, promised me eternal life. I was happy to make the most of the one life I had, I didn’t need eternal life.
 


We spoke through the door, he refused to tell me who had done this to him, he just wanted me to become like him, he spoke about the wealth he was amassing by pushing people into giving him valuables. When I pointed out that he gained this deceitfully, he pointed out that these people had too much wealth. When he told me about the women, I said I had Emily. When he spoke about the places we could go to, I reminded him of my responsibilities. Eventually he gave up and left. 

 


That morning when I went to the barn it was again barred, but this time I knew why. As night fell I went back to the barn to try and decide what was to be done with my vampire brother. This time the door was ajar, I hesitantly went inside. As I stepped into the barn the door was thrown shut, I turned to watch Philippe place a wooden plank across it.
 


"What the hell do you think you are doing?" Looking back I realise how stupid I was, trying to reason with a vampire. I should never have gone.
 


"I am sorry Darrell but this needs to be done, the three of us will hold so much power." I was completely confused, the darkness hampering my poor human senses so i was not aware of the barns additional occupant. 

 


"What do you mean the three of us" I felt a knot of dread in my stomach, knowing I would not like what was coming next. 

 


"Hello son!" Turning the other way I could make out my father's shadow "what the….."
 


And then I felt it as Philippe bent and drew blood from my neck. Initially I tried to fight but only for mere seconds, before I was overcome by good sensations. I remember Philippe laying me to the ground after he had finished, I remember tasting metal in my mouth as he put his wrist to my lips. 

 


When I woke I fought them, but fighting vampires as a human is not easy. Philippe tried to placate me with promises that I would be so much stronger, have so much power. Quite frankly I didn’t care. This time father held me while Philippe bit me again.
 


"Why?"
 


As I heard my father's laughter, I tried again to fight "so stupid, the three of us will be so strong, together we can have anything." 

 


"Why make Philippe do this?" by then my voice was a whisper, my energy draining.
 


"Well son you can't kill the vampire who turned you, if you do then poof you go to. This way Philippe can't kill me and you can't kill Philippe. Nor can Philippe hate me for turning him, how can he when he turned you? I on the other hand can kill you both."
 


Again when Philippe finished he fed me his blood, the metallic taste was nicer this time. 

 


"Oh my god Darius, your brother, your father, how could they?" Darius looked up from the laptop.
 


"They could and they did. My father had always been able to influence Philippe. Philippe in turn had never been happy with what he had and wanted more. As for why me, I don’t know Mary" shutting down the laptop, he stood.
 


"Come on, let's get you into bed." 

 


As they climbed into bed, Mary marvelled at the softness of the mattress, then the lusciousness of the thick quilts and then the sight of Darius' naked body. This time she stopped him from joining her in the bed. Instead she took his hard, magnificent length into her hand and then slowly, tortuously slowly into her mouth. He gasped as she slid him in and out of her mouth again, and again, clutching her shoulders for support, he groaned her name. She loved this, this feeling of power, that she, little meek and mild Mary could bring this man to his knees. Just knowing she held this power over him made her wet and aching for him.
 


And as Darius stopped her and gently pushed her back onto the bed he climbed up positioning his body in between hers, lowering his head to kiss her, the expression in his eyes told her exactly how much he wanted her. He slowly kissed her while entering her body, kissing his way down her neck, she longed for him in every way. Tonight she wanted everything from him.
 


"Do it, bite me Darius" Inwardly he groaned, he couldn’t think of anything he wanted more, but he knew that if he did he would long for her, yearn for her even knowing this he couldn’t stop, he needed to see if she tasted as exquisite as he thought she would.
 


"Are you sure?" she nodded as he continued moving in her, she was gasping her, her breath coming fast. As he felt her reach towards her orgasm, he pierced her slender beautiful neck. He felt her tense and then she gave herself over to the pleasure. He had never fed from anyone while making love so he was amazed by the sensation of the act. The intimated act they were sharing heightened his already lost heart, she tasted so wonderful, like rich red wine, and he could taste the delectable essence of her in her blood. As she screamed his name, his orgasm took him hard and fast, it was so powerful he was a little disorientated. As he closed the puncture wounds, he could still feel Mary's rich blood coursing through his body. Taking a deep breath to steady himself, he kissed her.
 


"Oh my god, that was amazing, truly amazing. Does it feel like that for you?"
 


"Better, I get to taste you and have you flowing through my veins. Gods I never knew it could be like that." 

 


A little while later as Darius drifted to sleep Mary felt her neck, nothing, she felt nothing there. Watching him sleep she moved the lock of hair off of his face. He was truly stunning. She knew she wouldn’t sleep yet, switching on the bedside lamp she continued reading. 

 




 



 


Chapter 24
 


It was time to lie low, god Darius was quick in fact he was still trying to work out how the hell he had arrived, and who the person with him was?
 


No sooner had he dealt with the 2 humans in the alley he had felt the influx of power. He knew some of it was Darius, but there was an others power as well, someone stronger than him and Darius but he wasn’t sure how much and this concerned him. He hadn’t stayed close enough to find out whom, but he had been in the vicinity when he caught sight of some other vampires, not as strong as him but they were definitely looking for him. 

 


At least the woman was safe; he had sent her inside knowing she would call Darius. When he had seen her get out of the taxi he had already seen the men in the alley, he had every intention of dealing with them, but only when he had seen the woman go inside. The fact that she a woman alone decided to come to someone's rescue told him a lot about the person. 

 


Things were starting to get interesting. Rather than come straight back to the apartment he went back to the Haven. He knew Leila would be asleep, but he left her a gift on the swinging chair, a small cell and charger. He hoped she would be the one to find it, if not it wasn’t a problem, it was untraceable. He just wanted to make sure she could contact him. 

 


Checking his emails, he found a message confirming his next job. This could be interesting, a little diversion giving his friends time to believe he had left. He spent the next three hours doing some research, you didn’t take out a very public millionaire without good reason, and you didn’t get away with taking out a Millionaire without good research. 

 


As the sun rose he checked his alarms, he closed his eyes thinking of Leila, he didn’t know why but she had gotten into his head. He was just about comatose when his spare cell rang, grasping around, he answered with a gruff.
 


"What?" His eyes instantly opened when he heard her breathing in his ear. 

 


"Leila?" 

 


"Oh thank god it's you." He could hear the relief in her voice. 

 


"Are you okay, what's happened?"
 


"Nothing, I couldn’t sleep and then I came out here and found this, I wondered if it was from you. But then I was worried it wasn’t. Are you okay, why did you leave this?" 

 


With a weary sigh of reluctance "I have to go away for a few weeks on business but I wanted to make sure you could contact me if you needed to." 

 


He could hear the disappointment in her voice when she spoke, "so this is only for me to ring you if I need you?"
 


"Yes. No, well you can ring me just if you just want to talk as well" he sounded hopeful, he knew he did. 

 


"Good, now tell me where you are going and what you do for work other than stalk my friend with a plan to kill him." Although he laughed at her response he questioned what to say. So far he hadn’t lied to her and he didn’t want to start but he didn’t want to scare her off. Throughout the centuries he had seen the results of half-truths. 

 


"I am pretty much what you said Leila, I don’t want to scare you away, but I don’t want to lie to you either. I am a gun for hire. You need someone taking out I am the one you come to."
 


"I figured it was something like that." there was no judgement or anger in her tone.
 


"How?" 

 


Now it was Leila who laughed, "well when our mutual friend…" 

 


"Enemy!" 

 


"Friend, anyway Darius stopped by to tell me Carlos was dead. It doesn’t take a rocket scientist to realise that, the day a strange man talks to me about killing my friend, is the same day my old pimp winds up dead, it is no coincidence." 

 

 



 

 “You are a smart woman, does it anger you?" He really wanted her to like him for who he was. They spent the next hour talking about him, his life, his kills, but not his past. He wasn’t ready to face that yet. He would only do that when the two of them were together. 

 


As he said goodbye, Leila had said she would ring him every evening. Feeling more relaxed he laid back down and soon drifted off to sleep. In his dreams he saw him, Darius or Darrell as he was known then. The anger in his eyes as he looked at him, and cursed him, he had run knowing he was next on the mad man's list. 

 


Darius had haunted his dreams for centuries and he had known that this one man could destroy him. He didn’t like waiting around so he decided to turn the tables and started hunting him. 

 





Chapter 25
 


Mary was tired, so tired but she couldn’t stop now, she had to know what happened to him.
 


My first wakening as a vampire was not pretty, I was tired, and hungry, so very hungry and my head felt like a herd of horses had trampled on it.
 


Before I really had conscious thought something was thrust into my arms, it was like giving dinner to a starving man. With no thought I ripped into the GIFT, it was only when I was sated that I looked down at what I had torn into. She was kind of pretty, with blonde hair, and blue eyes. I expected her to be horrified but she just lay in my lap. Looking at me with a dreamy expression on that I knew was lust. 

 


"Thank you sir" was her reply which turned my stomach. I was horrified; it was like I had cheated on Emily. Pushing her away I jumped up and made a run for the door bt my father stood in front of it, 

 


"Not so fast son" he stood in front of the door stopping me from leaving, I could feel the strength coursing through my body. 

 


"Don’t bother I am stronger than you and if you try it believe me I will make you sorry." 

 


I stepped back, not sure what to do, Philippe grabbed my arm "hey Darrell settle down, look I wasn’t too happy when it happened to me but once I got used to it, I found it’s actually great." 

 


I pushed him off "Emily? She must be frantic." 

 


"Seriously, do you think I would let her worry, no she thinks you are meeting with one of the lords and will be back in a few days."
 


"Oh and what do you think she is going to think when she finds out what you two have done to me.”Turning to my brother and farther I had to ask “you have always been a bastard, but you Philippe, why?"
 


I watched his face fall, could see the anguish "I wanted you with me, together we are good, I hated not being able to talk to you about this. I wanted you to understand." Here is I was stood in my old home, my life completely changed. Looking at the old furniture, the disarray of the place I groaned.
 


I stood looking at these two men, my family, "you selfish bastards, you have taken me away from my wife, my child, oh god my child. Did either of you think about maman and Charmaine, did you?" I was moving between shouting and complete desperation.
 


"Oh grow up Darrell, act like a man for once in your life." That was it I was furious, with a roar I rushed my father, knocking him backwards, the table fell under our combined weight. I pummelled him, well until Philippe pulled me off. My father was bleeding but it wasn’t enough, the anger still coursing through my veins. Lifting the bar across the door, I pulled it open and went into the night. 

 


I didn’t go far, I didn’t have to, I knew where I was going, rightly or wrongly I had to see her, see she was fine. I stood outside the door to my house for a while before Emily stepped out. I heard her gasp in fright until she saw me. 

 


"Darrell thank the gods you are home, I know Philippe told me not to worry but you didn’t even say goodbye. What happened is anything wrong?"
 


Where did he start, she started to sit with him, but her growing belly was restricting her, "no stay there, let me come to you" he helped her sit at a chair in the kitchen.
 


Sitting next to her, I wrapped my arms around her small body. I had never felt so unsure of myself. She moved to nestle into him, moving her hair I was so startled to find I could smell her freshly washed hair. I could feel her blood running through her body, her pulse pounding near my ear. Then my incisors elongated and I knew, I was thinking about biting into my heavily pregnant wife. 

 


Pushing her away I moved to the doorway, "Everything is fine Emily, I don’t want you to worry. Um I need to go away from a few days but I was thinking why don’t you visit your family in England, why don’t you take maman and Charmaine with you?" I would do anything to get them away from me, away to safety.
 


I was clutching at straws I wanted them away from Philippe and my father; I didn’t know what else to suggest. I couldn’t even convince them to go back to Ms Lilly’s; Philippe had already proven to me that wouldn’t protect them. 

 


"Emily I need to tell you something, Philippe he's different now, and he made me different too. But I don’t want to hurt you, oh god. That’s why I need to go away for a while, I need to get control. But promise me something, do not leave the house at night while I am not here, promise me." I was pleading with her, unsurprisingly Emily had no idea what to say or do. 

 


"In fact get maman and Charmaine, pack some things and I will see you to town, yes that will probably safer." 

 


"Darrell, stop you are scaring me, what is happening, I don’t understand" the fear was etched across her face. The candle in the house glowing behind her made her look somehow ethereal. 

 


Maman came into the room, "what is all of this noise about, Darrell you are back. Maybe you can make your wife rest, it is not good…."
 


She came towards me, she went to kiss my cheek, I could smell her blood, it seemed to call to me, and to my disgust my mouth salivated. Involuntarily my fangs lengthened, maman saw, her horrified expression still haunts me to this day. Cursing in her French, she ran to her room and returned with a crucifix. By now Emily was crying.
 


"Please I don’t understand." 

 


"Emily, listen to maman, let her protect you, I am so sorry" Maman was getting angry.
 


"My Darrell, how could this happen to my son, Philippe where is he? If you hurt him"
 


I couldn’t protect them, if they didn’t know about Philippe and father they wouldn’t know to fear them. 

 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 


Chapter 26
 


Mary woke to the smell of omelettes; Darius had brought her breakfast in bed: coffee, omelette, juice and a rose. Smiling at him she could see the tension coiled round his body. She had so many questions but she didn’t want to press him, if he wanted to talk about it, he wouldn’t have given her the books. The book, where was it, turning she found it on the dresser. She must have fallen asleep reading it last night or this morning. 

 


"This smells great, I'm starving."
 


"It’s not a lot. It’s Beth's graduation party tonight." 

 


Taking a forkful of omelette she moaned in delight "I forgot about that, it's at Silver's isn’t it?" 

 


The Silver Pack inc. was a thriving business, owning multiple bars, a construction company and the Silver nightclub. Mary had forgotten about Beth's graduation, Lucky was so excited; Beth was her eldest daughter and was today graduating from Cornell University after graduating top of her class in some sort of business development degree. 

 


"Damn I haven’t had time to get her a present. Shit the shop I completely forgot." 

 


"Don’t worry it's all taken care of, Max and Shania are at the shop and I have a thousand dollar gift card from both of us. Ben and Lucky are giving her an one month trip to Europe as a graduation gift so she can buy clothes."
 


"The girl practically owns a shop's worth of clothes already, she will love it."
 


The man was a god, mmm "before I forget and tell me if this is too soon, but my folks would like to meet you" she waited for the protests, the excuses, the it's too soon, instead she got.
 


"Okay" he answered like she had just asked him to pop to the shops for milk, not like she had asked him to meet her parents.
 


"What?" clearly the shock was evident on her face. "I am nearly 800 years old; I am past being scared by parents, besides I would like to see the people that created you."
 


"Are you really too old not to worry?" laughing he kissed her nose.
 


He pondered this "you would think so but no, however I will worry about it closer to the time. After dinner I have to go to work, will you be okay with me not here. If not you can stay at Lucky’s."
 


"As long as you leave the third book somewhere for me to find I will have enough to occupy myself."
 


"About last night, do you mind if we don’t mention it to anyone here. They will only worry, and I need to get everything clear in my head before I speak to them." She could understand that, so she nodded mid mouthful. 

 


She climbed out of the bed, heading to the shower; Darius grabbed her round the waist and pulled her in for a long hot kiss. She still managed a shower, just not on her own. It was probably the longest and most exciting shower she had ever had. They stopped by her place so she could get changed and put on some make up, when she had packed her bag the night before she hasn’t been thinking of a party.
 


Looking in her wardrobe she couldn’t decide what to wear, seeing a hint of sky blue towards the back she pulled out the dress. God she forgot about this, another impulsive buy after Sarah had convinced her it looked good. When she got it home she had lost the courage to wear it in public so she stuffed it at the back for a rainy day. Well said rainy day had arrived. 

 


As she put it on and looked in the mirror she nearly took it off. Although it had a high neck, there was no back, cut quite tight to her figure she was surprised to see there were no bulges, there was however a lot of leg, ending just above her knees it wasn’t overly short but the split down one side was definitely high. Quickly adding heels and jewellery she raced out of her bedroom before she could change her mind. 

 


"Jesus Mary, you look….wow turn around. Stunning, I love that dress although right now I have visions of removing it." His eyes were bulging; she liked him looking at her like that. 

 


"Behave" as they locked up, and headed onto the street, she stopped deciding to have a bit of fun. "Although I have to say I think you are going to like the lacy black and red thong I am wearing." She couldn’t help laughing at him as he just stopped in the street staring at her.
 


"I think I left something in your apartment we should go back" he was gently tugging at her hand. 

 


"I don’t think so."
 


They made it to Silver's slightly late, but it didn’t seem like anyone noticed. They mix of the crowd was interesting, clearly Beth had a lot of her friends there, many of the pack had come, including a few people they both knew. 

 


The boys and other children were not there, due to them being way too young. Lucky had 4 daughters of her own before she met Ben. Their father Phil was sort of missing, he had been hurt in a fight when his then insane girlfriend's lover killed him. The Goddess of Destiny had saved him only to take him from the girl's lives. They hadn’t seen him in years now but he wrote to them weekly. Then Lucky and Ben had triplets, all boys and very sweet. Everyone found them to be a handful but not Mary, for her they were lovely. She read them stories of castles and knights, at 5 nearly 6 years old they had just reached the age where they get really excited at a good story. 

 


Darius watched Lucky nudge Mary and enjoyed seeing the blush come over her cheeks. He knew they were whispering about him, humans seemed to forget the superior hearing of vampires. Unfortunately his hearing was not good enough to hear above the pulsing din of the music. He was however surprised when Vlad arrived, he and Ben were good friends but he rarely joined them for social gatherings. He had always kept himself too distant, not many people knew anything about Vlad's personal life.
 


Darius knew he would have to leave, he also knew he would miss this; they had been like family to him for over 200 years. Without even knowing it the pack had provided him comfort and safety. He saw Vlad make his way over to him, when Ben left him to greet his parents.
 


"Any further on your little problem Darius?" 

 


With a weary sigh he shook his head, "not really, so far I have managed to track him to Europe but he left there decades ago. It will take me a couple more days to get more information."
 


Vlad was watching him, "the offer of help still stands, I can also assure you the Silver Pack will be unhappy that you have not let them help, Ben will take it personally." 

 


"I know" But Darius had made a promise centuries ago, never to put anyone he cared for at risk again. 

 


Beth came over to join them, "hey princess, congratulations, you must be so proud." She looked lovely, wearing a silver and black diamonte dress, well dress was an exaggeration as it came maybe two inches lower than her bottom. He saw Vlad sneak a look at her long legs.
 


He was surprised Ben had let her leave the house in the dress. "How did you get out of the house wearing only a top?" Beth just looked at him and laughed. 

 


"I didn’t, when I left the house I had trousers underneath, by the time I lost them it was too late for Ben to do anything" as her laugh rang out he shook his head.
 


"How was the graduation?" Although Vlad was with them, he said nothing.
 


"I am just pleased it is over, I am ready to join the real world. In fact I have decided that I am not going to move back home, I am looking for an apartment in the City." 

 


"Have you told your mom that?" 

 


Beth laughed and Daius was startled to find that Vlad was following the conversation "I told her today, she took it better than Ben, considering he is not my dad he is very protective. He seems to forget that I am an adult, hell I have been living with my boyfriend for the last three months" choking on his drink Darius started coughing.
 


"Does Ben know that?" she shrugged.
 


"A man always wants to protect what he holds close" Vlad was looking sternly at Beth, it didn’t seem to faze Beth, in fact she smiled sweetly before continuing. 

 


"And is this boyfriend joining us tonight?" That would be interesting, the wolf pack were protective of all females.
 


"Yes he will but be good, Ben had promised no-one will say or do anything stupid" he caught a flash of anger on her face, but ever the hostess she swallowed it with a big smile.
 


"Would I?" Yes I would, if he's an ass. Darius had no doubt there would be a line to get to any man who hurt any of the girls. 

 


Listening to the music he watched Mary dancing with Imogen, Sarah and Lucky. Vlad was chatting to Beth, or was it the other way around? Wow he was struggling to take his eyes off Mary, she looked great every time he saw her but tonight she took that to a whole new level. Darius had seen a couple of men looking at Mary, one couldn’t have been older than 22, she was certainly drawing the crowds. He wasn’t concerned; he knew he was the one taking her home tonight. 

 


Darius wandered the room checking for any problems, any sign of gate crashers, he had seen several of Vlad's Elite doing the same thing including Imogen as she approached him.
 


"Hey Imogen, is Celia here, I haven’t seen her yet." 

 


Imogen pointed out her sister, there was a few years between them but when their parents had died Imogen had taken on the care of Celia. 

 


"Darius, I want you to know that if I can help in any way let me know."
 


It took him a minute to work out how Imogen knew, it was hard to remember that as part vampire and part pack, Imogen ran between both groups. She was a fully-fledged member of Vlad Elite Vampires, but before she joined them she was pack. 

 


When Imogen was attacked by vampires, her link with Theo had turned her into something of a hybrid which had quite rightly scared the hell out of her. Now she was a vampire, but when angered she took on some features of a wolf. As she grew into her new skills she had turned into an impressively strong, and talented vampire/wolf and was highly thought of among vampires. In fact they actually named her the White Assassin, due to her long white hair which had been dark brown before the change. 

 


"Thanks Imogen, the thing is I don’t…."
 


"I know you don’t want pack to know, Vlad told me that and so I will keep that confidence. I don’t like it though and when the pack find out they will be furious. But know this Darius if I think you are in danger and the pack is needed, I will break that confidence, okay?"
 


"Okay"
 


"Good you are too good a friend for me to allow something to happen to you, Theo would never forgive you and neither would I if you let anything happen" she kissed his cheek and left going over to pull Theo onto the dance floor, Darius laughed as he watched Theo try to pull away. 

 


"I never thought I would see the day when a female dragged Theo onto a dance floor" he heard Ben's voice behind him.
 


Laughing his friend joined him at his side, "hold that thought Ben; he is not quite there yet."
 


They both laughed as they watched Theo stand on a dance floor and not move. With his huge frame, and tattoos decorating one side of his face and neck he stood out in any crowd but on a dance floor you couldn’t miss him.
 


"You want to tell me what's going on with you and Mary; you have been watching her for most of the night?" 

 


"She's pretty great, she makes me feel….i don’t know what she makes me feel, but I like it." 

 


Ben clapped him on the back "pleased for you Darius, so now you want to tell me what's bugging you?" 

 


Sometimes he was certain Ben had some of Lucky's empathy skills, he was just too damn perceptive. He knew there was no point in lying, Ben knew him too well, he just didn’t have to give him the whole truth.
 


"I just got some shit from my past to sort out. I may have to go away for a while to sort it out; will you keep an eye on Mary if I do?"
 


"No but I will ask Theo to, that way if you need me to come with you I can. It will be like years ago when we travelled together" he and Ben met when Ben spent a year travelling, a bit of an adventure before getting ready for the joys of being pack Alpha. 

 


It was a good year and probably the first year he had really laughed and relaxed. So when Ben asked him to come and meet the pack he had agreed and well that was 200 years ago and he was still here. 

 


"Thanks for the offer, but I need to do this alone." 

 


"I take it this isn’t really an IF you go? Want to tell me when and where?" 

 


"Where I don’t know yet but when, probably in the next couple of days." 

 


He watched Ben mull this over "would you consider taking someone else from pack with you?" 

 


"no." 

 


Ben was watching the crowd, but Darius wasn’t fooled, Ben was one of the smartest men he knew and the most loyal.
 


"Here's how I see it, we have been close for a long time now, I have always known there was something in your past that you were shall we say reluctant to deal with. The whys are none of my business but you are part of this pack and if you need us we will be with you. If however you get hurt, I will come looking, first I will kill whoever did it, and then I will kill you for keeping us out."
 


"I know that but thanks for the reminder, this pack is family to me. Before meeting you it had been a long time since I felt that. So regardless of what happens I want you to remember that."
 


As they watched Lucky lower the music and the lights were turned up, Ben went to join her. Both congratulated Beth, but when they gave the trip to Europe she was over joyed. Her speech however shocked everyone, once she had thanked everyone; she announced that she had been offered a job as PA to the CEO of Tsychacovski Industries which as Beth explained was an amazing job for a new graduate.
 


Darius watched Vlad's face blanch, he covered it quickly smiling as Ben and Lucky congratulated HIM on such a good decision, they were sure Beth was going to be an asset to his business. He waited until Vlad was alone.
 


"I take it that was a surprise to you also?" Vlad's face didn’t change; the expression stayed exactly the same.
 


"A slight surprise, she asked for a job, I just didn’t realise I had offered her such a prestigious job." 

 


"I am not sure Ben or Lucky would be happy if they knew."
 


Now that got a change, his face gave a sort of worried look, well as worried as someone like Vlad would ever be "then we will just have to keep this to ourselves, if it doesn’t work I will find her some other role, not sure how my current PA will feel about it." 

 


"Neither am I."
 


"Or maybe I will just find her a more prestigious job from the start."
 


Laughing Darius handed him a bottle of blood "good luck with that." 

 


By the time they got back to Darius', Mary was exhausted, she had actually fallen asleep in the cab. Her days were becoming all mixed up with her nights. Tonight they didn’t make love, instead Darius held her all night or morning as they slept.
 





Chapter 27
 


When she woke she checked the time and was pleased that it was still daylight. Grabbing a drink, she called her parents and the store to make sure everything was going well. Then she got comfortable as she settled down to read her next instalment of Darius' life. 

 


"Maman, it is too late for Philippe. Father returned he did this to Philippe. Philippe did this to me, and I don’t know what to do" his heart was heavy, his head hurt, he saw the fear in mamans eyes. I have no shame in saying I was crying, maman was crying, Emily was nearly hysterical. 

 


"Board the windows Charmaine" I hadn’t seen Charmaine stood to one side, she looked so scared, her blonde hair hanging around her, hands shaking as she moved to obey maman. 

 


"Wait, let me get you some stronger wood" I needed to make sure they were safe.
 


I actually helped board the house from the inside. Maman promised that in the morning she would take Emily and Charmaine with her to the town and seek shelter there. At least around larger groups of people they would be less vulnerable. 

 


As I turned to leave it dawned on me, that from now on I would probably see my wife and child from a distance. I made a decision that I WOULD get control of this beast inflicted on me. I would find a way to be in the same roof as my wife somehow. 

 


After listening to maman board the door, I turned away. I raced away from my life, it didn’t take me long to find an abandoned barn to sleep in. The thirst was raging through me, but now I had somewhere to sleep I could take care of my thirst so I made my way towards people. I watched and waited, I knew I needed blood but everyone I saw, I either knew or found a reason not to feed from them. Until I saw old man Hadley, he had abused maman in the streets for being a prostitute; the man had a hateful mouth and was ill liked. I fed from him, sating my hunger on his cruel, mean blood. 

 


I went back to the abandoned house, found myself a corner and lay down. I cried that night, cried so long and hard I felt like I had lost myself. I had. When I woke the next night, I made my way back to the house; I just wanted to make sure they had left. Looking back I still don’t know whether I wish I had never returned. I do know that I still hate myself for not returning sooner.
 


The night was dark, no moon, no stars, it was just complete night. It didn’t matter to me I could see and hear everything around me. I was thirsty when I woke and knew I would need to feed again, I intended to go to the house and then to find food. 

 


On the way to the house I could hear the animals in the forest, it occurred to me that maybe I could sustain myself on animal blood alone. If I could get this under control just maybe I could live with my family again. Making my way across the fields, the sheep moved away from me, in fact all of the animals did. I had always loved the animals and now even that was gone. 

 


Coming through the yard I saw the barn, the door was ajar but I didn’t care anymore. I had no intention of seeing Philippe and father, I wanted nothing more to do with them and I had no intention of letting them get near the girls. The door to the house was open, I could see candle light from the back of the house in the kitchen. Initially I thought they hadn’t left but then I knew maman wouldn’t have left the door open. 

 


I stopped and listened, I could hear father laughing and I stood there trying to convince myself that maybe they were just looking for something. As the dread welled up, with my stomach threatening to heave, I went in through the door.
 


My ears were ringing, for some reason there was noise in my head. I could see the babies things stacked together in a neat pile; I questioned why Emily had not taken these. Surely she wouldn’t leave them; she was too close to giving birth.
 


As I went through the doorway the smell assailed me first, it was so strong my stomach clenched in hunger. I saw maman first, face down on the floor, her neck torn open, there was no blood none at all. Charmaine lay on the floor, a pool of blood seeping from her head, my baby sister, gone, there was no life in her. I could literally feel my heart breaking in two. The noise in my head getting louder, rising to a crescendo as I turned and saw Emily, lying on the floor lifeless, her large round belly protruding, blooding trickling from the gaping wound at her neck. 

 


"I'm back, listen I don’t know…….." the noise in my head increasing as I heard Philippe, obviously returning from somewhere.
 


Then the pounding started in my ears, it was too much, my stomach heaved and I tried desperately to be sick, nothing came. A movement to the side drew my attention, there he was, my father, bloody hands, blood dripping from his mouth, he was smiling. I couldn’t breathe.
 


"Well, well you return. You see what your actions have done? I warned you not to cross me" he did this to get revenge; even now I cannot believe he took my whole reason for living away for revenge.
 


The noise in my head had started again and this time when it reached the crescendo, I stopped hearing what my father said. Pulling my sword I roared and swung. His head was completely taken from his body; I saw the look of shock, just that split second before the sword reached him. I felt a moment of satisfaction before I remembered what he had done. 

 


Philippe looked at me, fear in his eyes, before he turned and fled.
 


How dare he, lifting my sword I moved towards him determined to take his head. I would not let him live for what he had done. As I went to leave, I heard a gasp from below, looking down it was Emily. I dropped the sword and went to my knees, she opened her eyes.
 


"I love you." 

 


"Oh my god, I love you too, don’t go. I need you, please stay, stay for me and the baby. Let me get help" as momentary hope inside of me soared, I watched her smile as she took another gasp and then nothing. 

 


I knew then that she had gone, along with my baby. I screamed and screamed; finally I looked up and realised Philippe had definitely gone. With a roar I cradled Emily's head in my lap and cried. 

 


I stayed there through the night and the next day, I didn’t sleep I just sat holding them spending time with each of them. My father I had moved left out in the sun, hopeful that the sun would take care of him. 

 


Maman so excited for the birth of her first grandchild, she had loved us, cared for us and comforted us throughout our lives, I wanted to comfort her in death. Then there was my Charmaine so young and innocent, with her whole life ahead of her, all gone. No more would I hear that sweet voice, see her hair fall round her face. 

 


And Emily, I had brought death to her and our child. I should have let her go back to England with her family. No more would I see that smiling face, hold her in my arms, kiss her goodnight, feel our child kicking inside her. I literally felt like I was broken, and I was, inside I was broken. 

 


That night I dug graves for each of them, using wood from out back I made the coffins. They were nothing special just boxes; I had nothing more I could offer them. I carefully washed each of them, wrapped them in some muslin and gently lowered each one into the box, saying prayers for them. When they were gone the pain inside me increased.
 


But the thirst was taking over that. I went into the town, this time I didn’t wait for some nasty, horrid person, I took the first lone person I could find, then another and another. I spent the night in the house again, thinking about how to end this, how to end me. I cleaned the house; Emily wouldn’t have wanted anyone to see the place untidy. I had a plan, come morning I would be waiting for the sun to take me, there was nothing left of fathers body so surely the same applied to me. 

 


My whole body raged with pain and anger, I had nothing left, everyone I loved was gone, except one person Philippe. Philippe had been there, Philippe was in this with his father and he still had his life. It was then I realised I still had things to tidy up before I could go to my beloved family. I still had Philippe to kill.
 




 



 


Chapter 28
 


Mary put the book down, tears were streaming down her face, and she physically hurt inside for him and for them. To loose everyone close to you in a short space of time, and in such an awful way was a tragedy, how did you move on from that? 

 


She was so engrossed in her thoughts and her own anguish; she didn’t see or hear Darius come downstairs. It was only when he spoke that she registered his presence, 

 


"Mary, Mary what is it?" she could hear the panic in his voice.
 


She didn’t speak, she didn’t think she could, he was bent down so he was in line with her, looking into those big blue eyes broke her heart a little bit more. She wrapped her arms around him, as the big sobs broke through her body. As he stroked her hair and comforted her, she actually felt grief stricken for him. 

 


"I am so sorry, oh my god, how have you coped with so much loss? I don’t think I could. I am glad you killed your father he was a bastard." 

 


"Ah sweet Mary, 800 years is a long time to grieve. I have never regretted killing my father, he wanted to teach me a lesson and he did. But it was the last lesson he ever gave." 

 


He had gathered her into his lap, her head against her chest, stroking her hair. There they sat clinging to each other, he could smell her hair, and she could feel the weariness in his body. 

 


"Darius, what's happening, I don’t understand why the other night changed things for you? What has you so worried? Please let me in." 

 


Resting his head on hers, he let out a weary sigh, "It's hard to explain Mary, I don’t want to put you in harm's way by telling you too much." 

 


"Darius let me help you" she was pleading and it was breaking him in two.
 


"You are helping by just being here, you have only read the first 30 years of my life, I had some really difficult times, some of which I still can't talk about. If you will, I would like you to keep reading. I want no secrets between us, but no matter what happens I need you to always remember something." As she nodded she felt her tears flow again, somewhere deep inside she knew she was going loose him, one way or another. 

 


"I love you Mary, in a way that I have never felt, not even with Emily. You are so special, everything single inch of you is beautiful, don’t ever let anyone else let you think otherwise. I can't really explain more right now."
 


Wiping her eyes, she became determined, if he could be strong, so could she." Then I had better keep on reading, while you go back to finding out whatever you need to know." 

 


The next 200 years were kind of immaterial to my life story; I wandered a lot, moving from country to country. I kept looking for Philippe, word travelled fast, I just kept following the stories of night creatures. My need for vengeance was burning inside of me; it never left just followed me. On at least two occasions I found him or rather I cut through the people to get to him, only to find I had just missed him again.
 


Over the centuries, Philippe became more discreet with his need to quench his thirst, there were fewer stories. For the next couple of centuries I lost track of him, but I found another way to keep the anger and hatred from exploding, I travelled the countries joining in with the wars. I didn’t travel directly with the armies, I followed in the shadows, finding somewhere safe to hide out during the days, and joining the battle at night. 

 


It didn’t matter what it was about, who was right or wrong, if there was a fight I was there. It was a good place to find food; I would pick at the ruthless bullies and take them in the night, the really nasty ones I killed. 

 


Every time I took the life of one, I felt a little better about not finding Philippe. If on occasions I found a good soul who had been hurt and had been left dying, I eased their passing. I would drain them, knowing the good feelings this gave them. Afterwards I felt a little closer to easing the guilt I felt at not being there for my unborn child, Emily, maman and Charmaine.
 


In the late 1500's I had a brief spell in England; I had heard of these theatre places and wanted to see for myself what they were like and I was surprised to find I loved them, I spent 6 months watching every play that was shown. It was there that I met William. He was quite a likeable man, with a house full of children; he was an outgoing and prominent actor of his time. I was fortunate to spend a few days in his company after seeing him leave the Theatre after a performance. Not only was he great on the stage he was also a writing his own work. 

 


What I struggled to comprehend was how he could get on that stage day after day. Yes people visited the theatres and they were popular, but there were some people, well a lot of people that looked down their noses at the actors. In fact some people were downright rude to him. 

 


He wasn’t concerned with people's criticism; he didn’t need to be liked by everyone. He wanted to perform so he did, it was an interesting time and I still love going to theatres. Every time I enter a theatre and the curtain lifts, I picture William as he was then, I hear the crowd clap and I know my friend William Shakespeare would have loved the success of the theatres.
 


It was in the early 1600's that I met Fred, a young boy only 14. He was fighting for Poland against Russia. He was assisting in the make shift hospital, for some reason he mistook me for one of the surgeons. 

 


"Hey sir come look at this man, can we not give him something for the pain?" 

 


The man was indeed in pain, he had lost a leg. Although it had been cauterised I could already see the infection setting in. 

 


"Let me have a look at him, why don’t you go and fetch me some clean water." 

 


As I watched this small red headed boy run off, I was amazed that one so young could stand to be around the horrors of war. When Fred was out of sight, I bit into the man's wrist and drained him, as he moaned in pleasure he took his last breath. 

 


Do not however consider me a saviour, some sort of guardian angel; I have killed a lot of people, sometimes wrongly. 

 


Fred returned with the water to find he was too late, making the sign of the cross, I watched Fred say the Lord's Prayer. His words as he stood were poignant and are still with me today.
 


"What I don’t understand mister is why we fight each other, there is already enough pain and sadness in this world, why add to it? At the end of it these people will hate the others, and then they will try to get revenge on the other side. What will that bring them, I tell you what it will bring, more pain and sadness, that’s what?" 

 


"Why are you here then?"
 


"I want to help, but not with the killing, no way, I couldn’t shoot straight if I tried, not that I would mind you. I want to help with the living; life is too short, let's help the living live better." 

 

 “Such a wise head on a small boy" 

 


"I will have you know I am nearly 15 sir" 

 


We chatted for a while and when the sun rose the next morning I fell asleep thinking of Fred's words. He was right, and I decided that rather than fight the wars I would help Fred with the living. That evening I went back to the hospital to say thank you, but again I was too late. He had been killed in the cross fire, I found his small body broken and bloody. I hadn’t even been in time to ease his suffering. That night I buried him but not his words. 

 


They changed the course of my life; I didn’t return to France but headed to England. I spent the next few decades watching people, Fred was right people with anger focussed on revenge, and eventually they destroyed more lives. 

 


Learning to let go of my hatred was hard, really hard. My life continued to be empty, no roots, no plans, and no people around me. I actually started meeting other vampires, learning about this somewhat dark and hidden society, I became desperate for acceptance. I wanted to be part of this society; I no longer wanted to be alone. 

 


I had no idea there was a vampire hierarchy, until I found out I was at the bottom of it. During this Era, Jeffrey was at the top, I was challenged by other vampires on a regular basis. As I aged in vampire years I found that I developed new skills. I could now jump distances that made it look like I was flying; this is still quite a rare skill. While most vampires can produce fire to set a heart on fire, I could actually produce enough fire to kill a person and I was strong, really strong. 

 


It wasn’t long before I was singled out by Jeffrey and offered a place in his Warrior Breed, a group of hand chosen vampires, who were expected to prevent vampires taking advantage of the vulnerable humans and weaker species. If a wrong had occurred it was the Warrior Breeds who were sent in to clean house. 

 


This suited me, I wanted to give back and let go of my hatred. Jeffrey seemed to be a fair and just leader. He would meet with the Warriors every evening and hand out the orders, which as the warriors we would enforce. We all lived in a large stately home, where we worked together and trained together. The grounds were well armed and people generally tended to avoid the area. 

 


I made some good friends there, we went out hunting for food, we played billiards and went to the new theatres. For the first time since I left France, I felt part of something; it wasn’t the same as family but better than nothing. I sought food from the dregs of society. I handed out my punishments where needed, in a swift no nonsense manner and I was completely loyal to Jeffrey. 

 


I had been there about 10 years when we had an influx of vampires, one of which was an ancient, they started causing trouble, attacking humans, obliterating groups of shifters, before they started taking out Jeffrey's Warriors. We lost three men in the space of one night, to this day I don’t know the name of the leader and I didn’t need to. 

 


Me and three others went in as soon as the sun set, they were staying in a house just outside of London, it was secluded in a populated area. Jeffrey had given an order to go in, take them down and get out. Unfortunately when we arrived there were over a dozen vampires in there. Most were still asleep; we managed to take down the first 6 without any problems. Then they started descending on us, there were swords and stakes flying everywhere, in the ensuing battle I saw this woman making her way out of the house. She exuded power, her long blue black hair cascading down her back, her gown was red velvet and from the back she looked a picture, when she turned and met my eyes the insanity was obvious, her eyes were almost black, but tinged with red, they looked wild. She had no intention in fighting with her men, this was the leader and she was leaving them to die. 

 


I followed her outside where she was waiting, I prepared to fight but she had a different way of getting what she wanted.
 


"Well aren’t you handsome, such a fine specimen of a man" her voice seductive and hypnotic.
 


"You need to come with me" I still held on, trying to shut out her voice.
 


Instead of backing away she walked forwards "oh darling I want you to come with me, in fact I want you to make me come." 

 


I had never met a female so obvious in her sexuality, she started to cup me, then stroke me. In my head I had images of us writhing around in a large sumptuous bed, her breasts in my mouth, my cock pumping into her. She continued stroking me as the picture in my head played out.
 


"Like that image? Come with me, join me and that will be a reality. Just think of us together" And then she sent me another image, me and her on a bed, my face in her wet heat, another woman under me, taking my cock into her mouth. The erotic image making me swell even more, I didn’t know how the hell to make it stop.
 


It was a window smashing that brought me out of my daze, I didn’t know what the hell had just happened, but as I looked at her and saw her eyes swirling I saw that it was something she had put into my head. She continued to stroke me, but this time I saw through it. 

 


I plunged my hand into her chest and pulled out her heart, I watched her eyes widen before she dropped to the ground in front of me, I set fire to it and went in to help the others. We lost another man that night, but while I mourned him Jeffrey and the others celebrated the victory.
 


I quickly rose up in the ranks; Jeffrey gave me more and more responsibility on the justice side. I knew he had other business interests but I didn’t have any involvement in them. Frankly I had no interest in them; I now know that I should have asked questions, if I had more lives would have been saved.
 


In 1682 we had a new member for the Warriors, her name was Belinda, and we called her Belle. She was just over 200 years old when she joined us. I remember the first time I saw her, she was tall, taller than me and at 6'2 I am pretty tall, her long blonde her was always tied in a chignon, with stony grey eyes, that seemed to see into the depths of your soul. She had a way of putting people at ease. I was her mentor and she was a good student. 

 


Belle was ruthless; she had no concerns in dishing out punishment. In fact I haven’t met many men as ruthless as she was, she always volunteered for the worst jobs, and if there was a fight she was in it, hell normally she started it. 

 


But there was another side to her, she loved to read and write poetry. We grew close, for a while we even had a brief liaison, but when I found out she was also having a brief liaison with Jeffrey I stepped away. I was angry but not devastated. It just made me more cautious around Jeffrey and Belle. 

 


We had been out on a trawl; there had been some reports of people being attacked in the red light area. There were two others further on; I and Belle were just checking out the seedier side of the business. We saw a woman who looked to have just returned, approaching her I prepared to offer her money in return for any information she could offer. The streets were dark and there weren't actually many people about, but it was still early, and cold, damn cold. Well he didn’t really feel it, but the humans did. The woman was still quite young but her face looked haggard, she was also a little drunk. 

 


After she understood that we were not there to buy her services, she started walking off, I was about to offer her some money when Belle grabbed her and spun her round.
 


"We want to talk to you" the steel in her voice was unwarranted. In her long coat, and boots, Belle looked intimidating enough. But her hard facial expression doubled that, so there was absolutely no need for anything else. The woman though, wasn’t easily frightened and tried to push Belle away.
 


"I got work to do lady." 

 


"That is not my problem, but you will answer our questions before you go and try and find someone to give you pittance" I could hear the scorn in her voice, when she spoke to the woman.
 


"I don’t think so Mrs" I could see Belle holding her by the arm, and saw when she added unnecessary pressure. Grabbing her hand I pulled her away, she was furious, I ignored her and took a different approach. Taking my time and giving the woman some money in return, I gathered that the women were scared at the recent disappearances. 

 


The rest of the night followed in a similar vain, money handed over no information of any help. Belle was becoming more agitated, she didn’t agree with providing a financial incentive. When we spoke to the 7th woman, she spoke of seeing a dark haired man coming round early evening, with friends. We were getting somewhere She remembered the man as he seemed to be the ring leader. She was coughing so hard and was clearly sick. I gave her the name of a good doctor (one I had gotten to know in the last 10 years) and told her to visit him and tell him Darrell would pay the bill. I could feel Belle's stare piercing my back.
 


When we arrived back, Belle flew into a rage; she called the women whores, the scum of society. I was astounded, but even then I was used to people treating prostitutes in this way. She made a complaint to Jeffrey that I was too soft on the women, and could have gotten better results by using a more direct manner. 

 


Although Jeffrey did not support Belle, he did speak to me about transferring her to a different team, I agreed. Belle's new role was adding an extra person to Jeffrey's personal guards. I was happy with this, her contact with humans would be more limited.
 


For me, my job was getting busier, more and more vampires were going rogue so to speak, the challenges to Jeffrey were coming quicker. We spent many hours contemplating the best course of action, in the end he decided to add more Warriors. I was amazed at how many were coming through, they were great fighters and I had to say I was impressed by the training they had received. I didn’t have a lot of involvement with Jeffrey himself, there was no need.
 


I also had no involvement in the training; I managed them when they came out of the training. Jeffrey was becoming more powerful, he had started expanding his reach across the vampire world. He soon started offering protection to the weaker species. And in principle I liked this, I actually offered to manage and organise this, and Jeffrey declined. Although I was put out by this, it wasn’t a major problem. 

 


Within months of this new protection enterprise, I heard rumours that some of the Warriors were actually charging a fee for this service. I didn’t agree with it, but if it helped their species and they were happy with the arrangements I had no argument. However, I then found out that if the species did not pay up, they suddenly had a huge increase in problems, people went missing, their homes were ransacked at night, some of the leaders were beaten. Eventually the groups entered into an arrangement with the vampires. 

 


This time I didn’t foolishly rush in telling Jeffrey of my concerns. But when I did have enough information to challenge him, I did. I found him sat in the lounge room with a human woman, he was feeding from her, he fed often and the house had a high number of human staff members. These staff members fed the vampires, I included, when I couldn’t get out to find my own food. 

 


He had the girl sat in his lap, he was drinking from her wrist, but using the other hand to fondle her breast, the lace on her dress was undone and she still had her cap on. I waited outside until the girl came out. 

 


"Morning Darrell, have you eaten?" Jeffery was offering the woman he had just finished with, who was drowsy but oozed sex, her eyes focused on my teeth and I knew it would only take a little to tip her into orgasm. Jeffrey had a policy to take them to the edge and leave them waiting for the next time. As I entered he was pulling the lace on his trousers, he was sated.
 


"I am fine but I need to speak to you about something. I have information indicating that those protecting the other species are running some sort of racket, if they don’t pay the species get hurt." 

 


He laughed at me, "Do you honestly think any vampire in this place does something without my express agreement?"
 


"So you know" I was disappointed, but strangely not very surprised.
 


"Which of these idiots do you think could come up with such a lucrative scam?"
 


Looking around the opulent room, with the thick royal blue drapes, white marble fire place and the large chaise lounge, it suddenly occurred to me that I had never questioned how Jeffrey afforded this lifestyle. 

 


"Why would you do that?" To my mind Jeffrey was in a position of power and I disagreed with taking advantage of that. But it made no difference and instead of doing something about it, I let him convince me of the need for vampires to dominate, to make sure that everyone was led and protected.
Jeffrey explained that without this, these species would eventually be able to take over and rule. If this occurred some less conscientious leader would take control. He must have found my agreement amusing; it didn’t take long for me to go along with him. I like to think that I am no longer that naïve. 

 


Looking back this was the beginning of a downward spiral for me; Jeffrey had managed to subdue my concerns and now knew how to manipulate me. He took me into his confidence more, slowly I began taking the more personal jobs Jeffrey needed doing. I started to get involved in the protection side and collecting the money for Jeffrey. 

 


Although part of me still questioned the need for this kind of enforcement, the other part felt important and powerful. I no longer questioned the jobs that came in for rogue vampires and when the orders came for rogue shifters, I carried out the job with accuracy and precision that was unrivalled. I eventually became a raging killing machine, who evolved into a detached killing machine. I shared in the rewards, the money and the parties. 

 


At least once a month Jeffrey hosted these huge lavish parties, many of the local high society came. Everyone dressed in their fineries, a sumptuous meal followed by music and dancing. And later liaisons that satisfied the women and the vampires, not many humans can rival a vampire sexually. I actually enjoyed this, I was socialising with people, real people. 

 


During this period in my life i started to enjoy sexual encounters, I thought nothing of bedding a different woman each night, whether they were married or not was immaterial. I was invincible what did it matter who I upset. I would pick a woman up at the end of the night, give them a taster of what a vampire could do, sleep a little and then fuck them through the evening. I say the word fuck because that is exactly what it was, there were no feelings on my part, in fact the only interest I really had was in demonstrating my power and virility. 

 


I would have continued on this path if I hadn’t made a chance discovery. We had a basement all kitted out with beds and living quarters, you had to be cautious. Most of us slept in the bedrooms upstairs though, except for Jeffrey. He had a room in the basement, where he made sure he was safe and secure during the daylight hours. I had been up all night and most of the morning, I could feel the exhaustion hit me. Deciding to sleep downstairs, I made my way through the dark tunnels and climbed into one of the beds. 

 


I awoke several hours later and realised everyone else would still be out. Making my way back to the house I came upon Jeffrey's room, the door was ajar. I opened it to check Jeffrey was well; no-one was in the room. Now this was an unusual occurrence, so I checked the room. I hadn’t been in this room before so was surprised to note a door at the end of the room. At this point I was genuinely concerned that some harm had befallen Jeffrey. 

 


I opened the door and stepped into a long corridor. Halfway down I came upon more doors, thick heavy wooden doors on either side, there was a small window in each door. Not glassed windows, but ones with metal grills. Looking though the first I saw a lone female resting. As I checked each door, I counted 13 people in these rooms. Each had a small metal cot and nothing else. 

 


Towards the end I heard moaning coming from one, looking in I saw a young man in the throes of the change, his thirst riding him hard. 

 


"Help me, feed me, please. I can't take it anymore" he was crying and disorientated.
 


Even then I could remember that feeling of complete hunger "it’s okay son, everything will be fine. You are lucky to be here, who did this you? There are punishments for doing this to someone." I wanted to help this poor boy, the law was clear; you did not change anyone without the agreement of the head. 

 


The man lifted his head towards me, "you fucking hypocrite, who did this? You bastards did this" stumbling backwards from the venom in his voice I hit the wall behind me, venom I could understand. 

 


Moving back up the corridor, I asked each of them how they had gotten here?" 

 


Four more gave me the same tale; they had been out at night, approached by person's looking to employ someone. Each then ended up here where they were then turned into a vampire. 

 


I made my way back through the house, making sure to cover my tracks. I headed out for the night, my dilemma weighing hard on me. By turning my back on my morals, I had failed to question and see what was happening right in front of my eyes. I just wasn’t sure what to do with it. 

 


For the next few nights I found somewhere else to sleep, I didn’t want to be in the house, I didn’t want to face Jeffrey. I am ashamed to say that it took me nearly a week before I made the decision to do something about it. I went back to the house each night looking for the separate entrance to the underground tunnels. I knew there must be one, I had never seen any of the people in the cells come into the house or through the house. Eventually I found an old cellar door, at the end of the next night I hid in the coal shed, I snuck out during the day and ran in through one of the side entrances. My tolerance to the sun was growing, but I still ended up with burns on my uncovered hands. 

 


Everything was deserted, but I could hear the moans, looking in the cells I saw the same people, but no longer were they in the midst of the transformation the were now hungry vampires. I had planned on releasing them, but when I opened the first door, the man flew at me. This did not concern me, he was in no way a match for me, and after quickly disposing him I moved onto the next one. This time the vampire was an older male, he hid in the corner.
 

 “Please no more, I will do as you say, just don’t hurt me anymore." when the man lifted his head I saw the injuries to his face, cuts, bruises and some sort whip mark.
 


"Don’t worry you are safe, I am not going to hurt you. I want to help you get away from here."
 


"Don’t lie to me, I am sick of the lies" The pain and defeat in his voice made me ache for him.
 


"Please, my name is Darrell, I want to help" I left him there, and started opening the other doors, in total I had to dispose of 7 more newly made vampires. 

 


When I left, I took 3 with me; three refused to leave and stayed cowered in the cells. We left the way we came in, and went to an abandoned house a few miles away. Within two weeks I had killed them all, I tried to teach them but they had been blood starved and the hunger was too much. The first I caught trying to sneak out at night. The other tried to eat me; I woke to her biting into my back. The third seemed to be coping well with the change, but when I tried to show him how to feed without hurting the human he wouldn’t stop. It wasn’t long before I heard that Jeffrey's men were looking for me, I spent a month running and hiding, but knew it was only a matter of time before they found me so I decided to take a more proactive stance and take down Jeffrey. 

 


I approached the witches first, they wanted Jeffrey gone but they were too scared to stand against him. I had the same response from the warlocks, elves and the fox shifters. However, it was the fox shifters who passed me the name of the local Alpha Wolf. 

 


Apparently Jeffrey had just started advising them of the need for protection, when the pack refused, mysteriously one of the pups went missing and was found dead hanging from a tree. When I first approached them, I was not met with kindness; seeing one of my kind they strung me up against a tree, and had planned to watch the sun take me. It took a while and several beatings but they eventually heard my plea. 

 


I remained their prisoner for 3 days, while they checked my story, when they were satisfied; I was released and formulated a plan with them. This time it was too risky for me to hide in the coal shed, however the wolves had had a rotation watching the house for some time, they had always planned to fight Jeffrey. They found a cave for me, close to the house but out of sight, this allowed me to help plan the attack. Jeffrey had now strengthened the door leading to the underground tunnels, but the wolves managed to get in. During the day all of the humans were out of the house, Jeffrey didn’t trust them in the house when he was resting. The house was supposedly secure and to a stranger it was, but to me I knew where and how to get in. Imparting this knowledge to the wolves, they set fires in 3 separate living areas and outside the cellar door used by Jeffrey. 

 


I watched from the cave as Jeffrey's house and enterprise burned to the ground, before letting myself sleep. Even from where I was, I could hear the screams of all the vampires I had served with for decades. My anger at myself was immense, not only had I allowed myself to be manipulated, I had taken innocent lives. I had no doubt that some of the vampires like me did not know what was going on inside the house. But I also knew that Jeffrey needed to die. 

 


That night I went back, I had to make sure it was all gone. I was stood looking at the ruins, when I was knocked to the ground. Standing I found myself face to face with Jeffrey, a very angry Jeffrey. His black hair was covered in soot, his white blouse had grey soot patches on it, but him he had sustained no injuries at all. 

 


As he punched me and I fell backwards, this became yet another time in my life when I expected to die. We fought, I was strong, but so was he. We did everything we could to kill the other, we had both been injured but it didn’t matter how hard we fought, we were still alive. As dawn started to crest on the horizon it was Jeffrey, who ended it. 

 


"Do not think this is over Darrell, I will be coming for you it doesn’t matter how long it takes I will kill you for this." Then he left, he was fast. I went to go after him, knowing that if I left this unfinished I would forever be looking over my shoulder. It was the pack Alpha who stopped me, he had been watching all along. 

 


"To go after him now would be suicide, you are too injured. Come back to the pack and we will tend your wounds, then you need to leave, find somewhere safer to go."
 


"But I can't what about Jeffrey?" I was tired, so tired, both physically and emotionally.
 


"He has to start again and that will take time, but while he is doing this he will be looking for you." I nodded as he helped me to my feet.
 


"We have a wolf coming back from a trip with some of my pack. He comes from lands far from here, go with him."
 


"I can't go with a wolf, that’s ludicrous." I laughed at that statement now, who would have believed the path my life would take.
 


"He is strong, these lands take many months to reach and you can have a new life, start over." 

 


And that’s exactly what I did. I changed my name so that it would be harder for Jeffrey to find me; I told people I was several hundred years younger than I really was. I knew from tracking Philippe how word circulated, and if Jeffrey was looking for a 600 year old vampire, then it wouldn’t take long to find me.
 


The wolf returned, he had been staying with the pack for a couple of months, but was returning home to America. I travelled with him and found my first real friend. With Ben what you saw is exactly what you got, a strong, loyal, and protective friend. During the first few months traveling, we became close and he taught me how friendship worked. When I arrived in America with him and he offered me somewhere to stay it was meant to be temporary but I am still here. 

 


My life is very different, here I have found a freedom I have missed for centuries, and the people in this pack are my family. When the species came out and lived openly in society, I thought about moving but why would I? When the police set up a branch specifically to deal with crimes involving other species, I signed up immediately. Ben didn’t and still doesn’t understand this decision, but then Ben only knows half of my life. He continues to be my best friend, his family now mine, even his parent who I am much older than, parent me. I am fighting on the right team and am doing something I love, I am now at peace. 

 


I have watched the people around me fall in love, and live a happily ever after. I don’t search for that, if I find it great, if not I will continue to enjoying the benefits of bachelorhood. I don’t look for Philippe anymore, I just want to live in peace. 

 


Mary sighed as she closed the book, things made more sense now. She was taken aback by some of the things in the book, she was also sad for some of the pain he had been through. But at least now, she knew what he was worried about. She wanted to do something for him, give him a surprise. It didn’t take her long to work out what. She decided to go back to her apartment and collect some things, giving her a chance to check on the shop. Unsurprisingly things were going well which relieved some of her anxiety. For the rest of the afternoon she prepared. 

 




 



 


Chapter 29
 


Stretching his arms out, his bed felt empty without Mary in it, sliding out of the bed he was about to look for her, when he found a note taped to his mirror.
 


Good morning Handsome, I have some things to do, don’t worry I am only downstairs. But I want you to shower; your clothes are in the bathroom. I will meet your downstairs as soon as you are ready
 


Love Mary xxx
 


Going into the bathroom, he found his tux hanging on the door. With a smile of confusion he moved it back into the bedroom and showered. Within thirty minutes he was ready and very curious. Nothing could prepare him for the sight waiting for him downstairs, Mary was stood wearing a long black sleek gown, with a low neck line he had a glimpse of those delicious breasts, a diamond choker at her neck, matching clips pinning her hair and some long black gloves, she looked absolutely stunning.
 


"Wow, you look magnificent." He was almost speechless.
 


"Why thank you kind sir, you look somewhat gorgeous as usual." 

 


He kissed her gently not wanting to smudge her lipstick "I take it we have plans tonight?"
 


"We most certainly do" she produced two tickets for tonight's showing of Madame Butterfly, in a private box. As she watched his face light up, her heart soared.
 


"I love the theatre how did you…The book." He stroked her face and kissed her again.
 


"Thank you Mary."
 


Throughout the production she watched Darius, as much as the performers. She watched how his eyes lit up, the concentration as he followed every word. He truly did love this. But she also came to another realisation, he was going after Jeffrey, he thought Jeffrey had found him. She understood his need to end this, but she didn’t want to lose him. 

 


They walked in Central Park afterwards, although it was late night she had nothing to fear, Darius would protect her. There was a chill in the air, and Darius placed his jacket over her shoulders.
 


"That was marvellous."
 


She wanted to let him keep his enjoyment but she couldn’t, she had to know "you think Jeffrey has found you, don’t you?" 

 


He stopped walking, and she heard his sigh "I do, he is not here now I think he moved on after Vlad nearly caught up with him. But he will be back."
 


"When are you going?" she didn’t want to hear the answer but she had to know.
 


"Probably in the next two days, I can't seem to find him. I know he stayed in England and if he has been spooked he will head back there. I can't live with this hanging over me any longer."
 


"Why, you have managed 200 years of it?"
 


"I always said that if he found me I wouldn’t endanger the pack and I won't. But more importantly, I will not endanger you Mary. I am going back to England and I will kill him this time." 

 


Even with the jacket she could feel the chill "how long?"
 


"I don’t know I wish I did. I want to spend my life with you Mary, but I can't risk this hanging over me. Please try to understand."
 


She did and that was the problem. She understood too well. They went home and made love through the night, this time it was she that slept through the day. When she woke up, he was gone, this time it was Darius who had taped the note to the mirror.
 


My sweet Mary, 

 


I couldn’t bear to say goodbye to you. I will return as soon as I can, don’t ever forget how much I love you. Last night was amazing, magical even, no one has ever done something so romantic for me and I will take that with me on my travels. I would like you to remain in the house; I have left a letter for Ben so it won't be a problem. I like the idea of knowing you are there in my bed with my belongings. When I return I want to make our love permanent, there is a blood ceremony that will do this, I expect you already have questions about this. I have asked Vlad to answer any questions you have. I pray that you want me in your life forever and hopefully this will give you time to decide what you really want, because once bonded I will not let you go. I hope this will not take long, but if something happens and I do not return please remember how important you are, how beautiful and special you are, just the way you are now. I have added a new entry into my book, you should read it. 

 


All my love Darius xxx
 


With tears running down her cheeks, she picked the book up from the table in the lounge and opened it to a new entry.
 


I am at a cross roads in my life now, to face the enemy I left behind before he destroys my future, or to wait for my enemy to find my future and risk losing it. I never thought that I would have something so pure and good to look forward to, I never hoped to fall in love again but I have. I met her several years ago, she was the best friend of my partner, she always stepped back from the limelight and didn’t truly see how beautiful she was and continues to be. Her unassuming personality hid a rose in bloom, I have wanted her since the moment I met her, outside a supermarket on a rainy day. I was buying blood while she and my partner were shopping for a chocolate cake. 

 


When an earth was that? Racking her brains she remembered, it was a friend's birthday and they were having a party, they were bringing the cake. She and Lucky had bumped into Darius near the checkout. She looked awful that night, she had been caught in the rain, her hair was stuck to her head, her glasses had steamed up, her sandals and tights were soaking and he wanted her even then. Wow. 

 


As I look at her sleeping form before I leave, I know that she is the reason I was given salvation every time I nearly passed into the next life. To know that love is where you least expect it, and to have the glow inside is what I have been waiting for. Although I go with a heavy heart, I go, knowing that if I do not return, I left this world a happy place. I know that she is my future; I just do not know which one, this one or the next. 

 


Mary sat there staring at the book he had shown her, the man behind the vampire and for the first time in a lot of years she prayed to the gods and goddesses for his return. She stepped out into the sun and looked to the heavens hoping someone was listening as she whispered "please return him to me."
 


"He's gone then?" Startled she found Ben sat on the bench, the pain and sadness etched in his face. 

 


"He has" and then she crumpled, it was Ben who held her, and Ben who carried her to Lucky. 

 




 



 


Chapter 30
 


Two Months later
 


Mitch was leaving work when poof he left the earth and landed in the heavens. He was tired and just a little cranky. 

 


"About bloody time" he saw the goddess of Destiny's eyes widen, she sat in her throne of white with her long flowing blonde hair hanging around her shoulders. 

 


"Surely you don’t dare talk to me in this manner warrior" she looked incredulous in an earthly sort of way. Normally Mitch had respect for the gods and goddess, especially for their powers but he had been calling to her for two goddamn months, and had got nothing in return. 

 


"Damn right I am, you waited two months to call me here. I want to know where Darius is and I want to be sent there. Whatever he is dealing with, I want to be there." She didn’t look impressed and quite frankly he no longer cared. 

 


"And if I say no?" She had the audacity to smile at him.
 


"Then next time you want me to do something, I may just forget and your little order of the universe may fly out of the window." Mitch saw a man come from the side, he didn’t know when he arrived but as he whispered in Destiny's ear, Mitch got the feeling he knew him; he was somehow familiar to him. It was only when he turned towards Mitch that he saw who it was. 

 


"Phil?" Shit! That was Lucky's ex, but he was big now, really big, he made Mitch look puny. 

 


"Hello again Mitch"
 


Mitch was speechless well only momentarily "gods you look well, when will you be returning to Earth" his smile faded.
 


"When the time is right, I check on them though, the girls and Lucky. They seem happy" the sadness was in his voice, Phil's shoulders slumped a little.
 

 



 


"They are but they miss you." 

 


"Excuse me, let's focus. Warrior, you can go to the vampire, tell him he is looking in the wrong place. He needs to be home, before he will find the one who has been following him through the centuries. Give him some advice though; he needs to go back to the beginning to see the truth. 

 


And just like that he was gone, and deposited in snow, damn cold snow. Even with his jeans and boots he was cold. The sun was just setting, when he heard a rustle behind him. Ducking out of the way he watched and waited, it wasn’t long before Darius came from the right of him and started heading towards a cabin like building. It looked abandoned but Darius didn’t think so, as Mitch watched Darius run past him. 

 


Darius had been searching for too long without any whisper of Jeffrey's whereabouts. A couple of times, vampires had given him snippets of old stories that sent him through Spain and Argentina, then nothing. He was tired and completely fed up, he missed Mary, he missed the pack, his job, his friends and he missed his home. The travelling was exhausting, he didn’t really talk with people unless they could help him, and he slept during the day and searched all night. He drank the bottled blood but all that did was remind him of Mary's blood. 

 


"Hey D" watching Darius stop dead, and look around until he found him was amusing. The smile widened on Darius' face before dropping,.
 


"Mitch why are you here, has something happened to the pack, or Mary, please not Mary." He stopped smiling as he saw the terror pass along Darius' face,
 


"Cool it bro, she is fine, pack is fine. I am here with a message from Destiny. It's time to go home." 

 


Shaking his head, Darius started back towards the cabin "I can't, I need to do this." 

 


"She said that the person you are looking for is back home." 

 


"Mary?" 

 


"Mary is fine, but we need to go and apparently you need to look into your past to see the truth." 

 

 



 


"How do we get back?" Mitch looked up to the sky before sighing, "train, plane, boat, fuck knows."
 




 



 


Chapter 31
 


As Mary left the shop she wasn’t surprised to see Ice waiting for her, since Darius had left there was always someone waiting to drive her home. Home was no longer above the shop; she had remained in Darius' house. It seemed the right place to be but it was empty and lonely without him. 

 


When he had first left, she spent the first few weeks slouching around, she was sad, lonely and her heart physically ached. The pack had been great at pulling her out of the house, she met so many new people all of whom loved Darius, but when they were gone she was lost again. 

 


Three weeks after he left, she was slumped in her PJ's in front of the TV, when the vampire man Vlad popped into the room, scaring the bejeezas out of her. Dressed in a dark charcoal coloured suit, briefcase in hand, blond hair tied back, he looked like he had just stepped out of a board room. 

 


"I have been waiting for your call; Darius wanted me to talk to you about the blood bonding."
 


"Well he is not here is he? I want him to tell me."
 


Vlad sat down, although he looked uncomfortable on the recliner "the reason he asked me to was so that you would have an unbiased understanding of all it entails."
 


As Mary shrugged her shoulders, Vlad stiffened "I am somewhat alarmed by your nonchalance. I assumed you cared for him as much as he you. However if that were the case then you would be prepared for his return."
 


"Excuse me, and if he doesn’t return what then?" her tone had started as annoyed with his insult and then to agony at the thought of him not returning.
 


"Then you grieve" and with that he was gone again, but she couldn’t get the thoughts out of her head. The next day she decided he had a point, making the phone call and admitting that, was another thing. 

 


He sent a driver to pick her up; the windows were too dark for her to see where they were going. But when she arrived at Vlads house she was amazed by the sheer richness and elegance of the place. In parts it was totally modern, in other it was like stepping into a different era. An actual real life butler showed her in and served her tea and cakes. 

 


"I see you are looking better than yesterday" his voice was rich and elegant, his pronunciation perfect.
 


She blushed "I am thank you for kicking my butt; I was feeling slightly sorry for myself." 

 


"I understand this must be hard for you, but Darius is a very strong vampire he will not fall easily. In his absence, he wanted you to have time to think about what being bonded to a vampire will be like."
 


"It doesn’t matter what it will be like, I want to be bonded with him" in that she was sure.
 


"Well if you do, you need to accept that he will no longer feed from anyone but you."
 


This hadn’t occurred to Mary "but won’t I become addicted to the high?" 

 


"No you won't, that doesn’t happen when you are bonded. You will not want to be away from each other for long, the sense of loss will overwhelm you." 

 


Okay she could deal with that, in fact it sounded pretty much how she felt now "he will continue to be over bearing and over protective." 

 


Continue to be "Darius isn’t." 

 


Vlad laughed "I apologise I assumed he would be, well he will be. Your life will follow his."
 


"He is kind, thoughtful, understanding, giving, sweet and funny" she was remembering all of the things he had done to make her feel like this. She felt the tears come, she couldn’t stop them. Vlad however decided to overlook them.
 


"As I said, your life will follow his." 

 


"What does that mean?" she wiped her eyes before she faced him.
 


"Your lives will be linked, you will no longer age and your appearance will remain the same. You will watch your human loved ones past into the next life." 

 


That gave her pause, mainly because of her parents. She couldn’t imagine a world without them. Could she really do this? 

 


"Um other than that, the rest sounds okay. Why couldn’t Darius tell me all of this?" 

 


"I think I was meant to scare you?" 

 


"You haven’t. But you haven’t told me, how we do this blood bond thingy?”
 


By the time she left, she actually quite liked Vlad. It transpired that he had Ben had set up some sort of agreement that would make sure she was kept safe for Darius. 

 




 



 


Chapter 32
 


She was coming out of Haven today; he would be able to see Leila. His stomach was in turmoil, what if she no longer wanted him around. Talking on the phone was alright, but not the same as seeing someone. 

 


Over these past few months he felt like he knew her, in a way he had never known anyone before. In fact he no longer planned to kill Darius; it would only make Leila sad. He knew Darius was gone, but he also knew people were waiting for him to return. Thinking about it, he wanted Leila to come away with him if she wanted to; he wanted to leave all the bad memories behind for both of them. For the first time in centuries he wanted to move forward, not backward.
 


She had given him the address of the house, the Haven had arranged for her to stay there, while she got her life on track. On the outskirts of the city it was secluded but close to a large suburb. From the outside it looked non-descript and hard to see from the road. He listened from the attic as a car pulled into the driveway, resisting the urge to look out. He had expected them earlier, but when she phoned him she said there was a change in the plan. Leila knew he would be there, he had told her last night that he had checked to see how secure it was. He had only arrived back in the city last night. From the job in England he went to Poland revelling in the space to think clearly, taking longer than he expected to decide what was happening in his head and heart, Leila had managed to get under his skin and he hadn’t liked it. 

 


He listened as the car door opened and heard Leila talking to a female; he was surprised to hear it was the one from the bookstore. He heard them come into the house, but when he heard the next voice all of his emotions hit him, firstly the hurt, but then anger and rage welled up. She had betrayed him, the hurt turned into rage and he slowly moved the hatch, and slid down onto the first floor. Now he would kill them all. 

 




 



 


Chapter 33
 


Mary was laid on the couch somewhat sleepy, she had spent another night tossing and turning, not being able to settle. Her dreams were filled with Darius, and although at first it made her feel closer to him, now she couldn’t get him out of her head. When the hand touched her, and she opened her eyes to find Darius knelt in front of her, she closed her eyes and groaned again.
 


"Please get out of my dreams, I can't take it anymore. I miss you too much."
 


It didn’t work; the hand stroked her face, she blinked back the tears, they seemed endless some days.
 


"It's not a dream sweetheart" taking a deep breath, Mary focussed on opening her eyes, expecting the image to fade as always. It didn’t, he kissed her lips, she pushed him away, he wasn’t expecting it and fell backwards, as his head hit the coffee table and he cursed she jumped up. 

 


"Oh my god, it's not a dream, you're real" she straddled him and kissed him hard, really hard. He returned the kiss and slipped his tongue in her mouth. She stopped kissing him and lifted her head; clenching her fist she hit him in the chest.
 


"Hey what was that for?" he was rubbing his chest from the impact even though it did not hurt
 


"What was that for, I am assuming you travelled back into a time where they had no phones?" 

 


Looking confused Darius replied "no." 

 


"then that’s why" 

 


"Sweet Mary, I love you so much" this time she didn’t break the kiss. He carried her up to the bedroom, standing her up he kissed her, and she started pulling at his clothes as he did hers. When they were naked, he stopped to stare at her before stroking her face, down to her breasts, as his hand went lower she stopped him. 

 


"You're back for good right?"
 


"I am, whatever I need to face I do it here, with you and my family beside me." She moved away to the dresser, pulling the knife out of its sheath, she watched him watching her.
 


"I am sorry for not phoning, really I am" his eyes had strayed to the sharp knife, Mary laughed.
 


"You silly man" lifting her hand she sliced downwards, with her blood dripping, the red in his eyes enflamed, she took his hand and sliced downwards, he knew what she meant to do, his eyes widened in surprise.
 


"Are you sure?" 

 


"Completely, I have never wanted something more in my life" with the blood on their hands, she took his in hers.
 


"With the blood of my hand, I give you my heart, with my heart, I give you my soul. When you live so shall I, when you die I will follow. From this day forth we are together as one." 

 


As their blood mixed, she felt warmth spread through her, she knew it would work. Vlad had explained to her, that a blood bond sounded easy, but it would only work if their bodies and souls were meant to connect. She knew Darius was hers, and had never questioned whether it would work. 

 


As he kissed his way down her body, he stopped on his knees.
 


"I have missed you so much, the sight, the touch, the feel and the taste of you. I want to taste you again Mary" as he kissed the juncture of her thighs she sighed. 

 


This is how it was meant to be. Spreading her legs she let him taste her and when she was spent, she let him lay her on the bed and enter her. She revelled in his body, in the feel of him inside her, pounding into her, claiming her as his and when they were both close, she tilted her head.
 


"Not from there today" he bent his head and pierced her breast, where he drank his fill while they both came together. Later that day, they celebrated his return with the pack. As angry as Ben was with him, he was happier to see him return. This time though, there would be no secrets, he handed his memoirs to Ben.
 


"You deserve to know everything about me" he watched the pride in Ben's eyes.
 


"I don’t need to know" he knew Ben trusted him.
 


"I want you to."
 


And so Ben took the memoirs, Darius would wait for the questions, he had no doubt there would be many. It was liberating, he was finally shedding his past, and he just needed to work out the last bit of the puzzle. 

 


He watched Imogen make her way over to him, she hugged him hard.
 


"It's good to have you back; Haven is running short on visitors so I need you to find me some. Laughing at her, he saw how true Imogen's words were; over half of the residents had been people he had brought in. He had never thought of it like that before.
 


"Give me time"
 


"Speaking of residents, Leila is moving out tomorrow. I think it would be good if you helped her. She has missed you; she speaks about you a lot."
 


"I would love to" Darius felt a burst of joy at how far Leila had come, the opportunities she would have. 

 




 



 


Chapter 34
 


As Darius and Mary stood in the hall of Leila's new home, well it would be for the next 6 months or so, he sensed someone in the house, someone strong, someone familiar and very dangerous.
 


"Mary, Leila, go out to the car and leave now." 

 


The voice that followed, chilled him "oh I don’t think so, do you little brother." 

 


Turning in complete shock, he faced Philippe "Philippe, what are you doing here?" 

 


While Darius was in shock, Philippe showed no surprise. He hadn’t seen Leila move away from him, but when Philippe grabbed her by the throat, and pulled her against him, his anger came back. He was back in the kitchen looking at maman, Charmaine and Emily. 

 


"Mary leave" 

 


"No" he should have guessed she wouldn’t go, why the hell had he brought her with him.
 


"Would you like to know why I am here? For you brother, it took me centuries to find you, you always were a slippery bastard. But I finally found you in Spain, with the wolves. I have to say I was impressed. It took me a while to find you here and then you left, but I knew you would return."
 


"It was you, all of those times, it was you? I thought it was Jeffrey" he was almost talking to himself, trying to digest all of this, while looking for a strategy to free Leila. 

 


"That bastard, he's more elusive than a goddamn ghost, but shit so are you. No brother it has always been me."
 


Jeffrey was dead, not looking for him, it was almost too much to take in "please let Leila go, this is between us Philippe."
 


"She betrayed me" Darius could hear anger in his voice, but he could also hear pain.
 


Leila's voice was squeaky as she tried to protest.
 


"How, she doesn’t know you Philippe, how could she betray you?"
 


"I actually cared for her, listened to all of her Darius is good, Darius is kind, and wouldn’t hurt a flea. Now you can tell her how wrong she is, tell her what you did" Philippe was spitting the words, his voice in a rage, but by now, so was he.
 


"Tell her what Philippe, how you killed my wife and child, ripped into the throat of our mother, drained our baby sister. Is that what you want her to know?" Darius threw the accusation with his voice.
 


"How dare you, I killed none of them, I found you bent over your dead wife, sword in hand. The same sword that killed our father" he threw Leila to one side; Mary pulled her out of the way. 

 


Darius ran at him, "you liar, you bastard. I found them and you came back to finish off." 

 


They were hitting each other, the rage of years gone by forcing them to punish each other; they were bleeding, grappling on the floor, head butting, exchanging insults. Lamps were knocked over, walls cracked by the force of them hitting walls. 

 


"Of course I did, I was taking them into the castle, the bastard had nailed the doors and windows from the outside, trapping them inside." 

 


Darius stopped; he was astride Philippe, fist in the air "what?" 

 


"You dumb bastard, I came to get them out. Emily had gone into labour; I needed to get the horses to move them. I hurried before father awoke, but when I came in I found you bent over Emily." 

 


Darius moved off Philippe, to the floor, "what? I thought, when I saw you come in, I thought you had come back to finish the job with father."
 


All the rage fell away; he could see the truth in Philippe eyes, "why have you been coming to kill me Philippe?" 

 


"I thought you did it, I thought the blood lust was too much, and then I knew you were hunting me and decided to kill you first, I kind of like living."
 


He dropped his head into his hands, "what now?"
 


It was Mary who made the decision "now you get off your butts, and stop squabbling like children."
 


He saw Leila shaking, Darius stood and moved towards her "don’t touch her" Looking back at Philippe, the steel in his words.
 


"Excuse me?" 

 


"Why Leila, why did you betray me" Philippe stepped closer.
 


"Don’t go near her Philippe, she has been hurt enough already. I don’t know what you think she has done, she doesn’t even know you."
 


He watched Philippe look to him, and then Leila, "you truly don’t know do you?" 

 


Darius shook his head "know what?" 

 


As Philippe sighed, he moved closer to Leila, he went to step in the way, but Mary grabbed his arm, 

 


"He doesn’t know does he Leila, he doesn’t know that I am a stupid man to jump to conclusions, about the only woman I have loved in centuries, no forever. Can you forgive me?"
 


He watched in astonishment as Leila looked up "do you really love me?"
 


Philippe nodded as Leila fell into his arms. He really did not understand what the hell was going on. But maybe he now had time to find out, taking a breath he headed to the door, he needed fresh air. As he stepped out of the door, he felt pain, in his chest near his heart, a burning searing through him. The intensity propelled him backward; the shock had him stumbling back in through the door. Looking down he saw an arrow sticking out of his chest, a note attached. 

 


Mary ran to him, propping him up, he wasn’t hurt as such. Philippe did not hesitate as he pulled the arrow out, but the burning continued. 

 


"How bloody medieval, a note on the arrow. 

 


Good evening Darius, I have waited a long time for revenge. But now you have people you care about, it is time to take it all away from you. Did you like my little trick, holy water on the tip of an arrow? Don’t worry it won't kill you; I want to take that pleasure myself. I wouldn’t bother leaving, just like you when you killed my subordinates, I am not alone. Oh and there is no point trying to get help from your filthy wolf friends, for some reason the cell signal is jammed. Enjoy the slow death of your friends
 


See you in Hell Jeffrey."
 


As all eyes swivelled from Philippe back to him, inwardly he groaned, why now. He checked his cell, already knowing there would be no signal. Looking at those around him, he was not going to let them die. As his brain tried to process options he remembered, Theo was so security conscious. 

 


"Leila, where's the alarm, Theo would have one here" he watched her eyebrows crease and then clarity struck.
 


"Upstairs next to the bedroom and one near the other door." Darius raced through and found the discreet button, it was time to rely on his friends, let's just hope they made it in time. 

 


Philippe ran past him and raced up the stairs, Mary and Leila had started pushing furniture against doors. As he heard banging upstairs, Darius just stood staring out of the front window as Philippe returned with a fairly large, black holdall.
 


"Let's do this." Darius smiled as he saw the weapons Philippe was pulling from the bag, guns, stakes, knives, small sword, a small explosive made him raise his eyebrows.
 


"It pays to be prepared." For some reason this statement jolted him. 

 


"I know what he is going to do, Philippe he is going to…." 

 


Philippe raced to the back window, "there are two people heading our way, holding large containers" although it was dark outside, even from this distance he could see Philippe was right.
 


"Gasoline. The containers hold gasoline, he is going to burn us out."
 


He heard Mary gasp "oh my god, he is going to burn us out" listening to the fear in her voice was killing him but he found his strength when he looked into her eyes and saw the moisture ready to overflow.
 


"Not if I can help, Mary, you and Leila go upstairs and wet yourself in the shower. Philippe, it's time for some target practice, if we can hold them off long enough, Theo and Imogen will sound the alarm."
 


He turned to find Philippe in the kitchen, a small bowl next to him he was pouring water into the bowl and dropping bullets into the water. Darius watched as he pulled the bullets out with tweezers and filled the gun. 

 


"I only have enough for two each so you get one mistake. Placing them in holy water will only kill them if you actually hit them in the heart so get it right." while Philippe was talking Darius went to the back window, slid it open and fired the first shot at the man closest to the house. His aim was deadly and he watched the man fall, taking a breath he turned to the other one heading for them, he fired again and he fell. Smiling he turned back to Philippe.
 


"Was that close enough?" Philippe's laughter rang out, but was quickly overshadowed by Leila screaming.
 


"The front, they are out the front." Philippe went into action, racing up the stairs grabbing a rifle on the way. And then he felt calm, Darius could no longer hear what was happening around him, his body was moving as he made plans. He was an expert with explosives and it was time to do this. 

 


Concentrating on the job in hand, it only took him a few minutes to get set the timer and switch ready. He was thankful that Philippe was so prepared, moving up the stairs he found Philippe firing rounds off. Looking over his shoulder he watched people falling one by one. 

 


"One minute, downstairs" he turned and raced back to Mary and Leila, he nearly stopped in his tracks when he saw them. There they stood in the kitchen, they now had towels wrapped round their necks, both had knives in their hands, Leila now carried a baseball bat and Mary had the small sword in her other hand. He could see stakes sticking out of their pockets. It was their fierce expressions that made him laugh, 

 


"What's with the towels round the nexk?" Both grinned but it Mary's innocent answer was the one that warmed his insides.
 


"There is only one person who is allowed to touch this neck and he's stood in the room" it didn’t matter what was happening outside, that just deserved a kiss; he pulled her close and kissed her hard.
 


"Well I don’t mean to break this up but what’s the plan, because I was kind of enjoying myself up there but I will run out of ammo soon." Philippe looked to be enjoying himself a little too much
 

 “In one minute we are going out of the French doors, heading straight through the garden. I will go first, Mary and Leila next with you covering the rear Philippe. If I was to guess the back is surrounded by woods.”
 


"How do you know that?" Leila was pretty amazing, she showed no fear, just grit determination.
 


"Theo's a wolf; the woods are the safest way to get help in or out of here."
 


"Mmmm Darius what happens when we get outside?" Mary on the other hand was terrified but doing her best to stay strong and calm.
 


"We run. It doesn’t matter what happens, you don’t stop, keep running. Theo will probably be on his way with re-enforcements, they will find you in the woods. Keep going and do not stop, okay?"
 


He went back to the kitchen window, set the charger; he could already smell the gasoline and knew that they didn’t have long, even less with the gasoline "now to the doors."
 


Slipping the locks off the doors, he couldn’t see anyone out there but he knew they would be there, taking the safety off the gun in his hand he clocked three vampires near the back fence waiting. Watching the timer on his watch he waited another 20 seconds, before lifting the latch.
 


"Go now," and then they were running, running for their lives. 

 




 



 


Chapter 35
 


Mary was terrified, her heart was pounding in her chest, she felt sick, her head was pounding and she had absolutely no idea how she was going to live through this. 

 


She had the sword but had no idea what to do with it; she might have to work that out pretty quick. When the boom came she screamed. Mary hoped Darius' distraction worked, she wasn’t sure the adrenaline pumping through her body was enough to keep her legs going. She knew that without her and Leila, Darius and Philippe would have been gone by now. 

 


Oh God, she could see three figures heading for them, Darius stopped, shouting at her to keep running.
 


"Go Mary do not stop, Philippe get them to the woods." She kept running by now she had tears streaming down her face, she knew he had stayed behind. She stopped but Philippe grabbed her and threw her over his shoulder.
 


"He will not lose another woman." Lifting her head she could see them circle him.
 


"NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!" She was banging her fists on Philippe’s back; he nearly lost his grip on her, mainly because he was now dragging Leila who was also trying to go back. 

 


As they came into the woods, he dropped her and Leila and proceeded to lift his gun, as she jumped up she pulled the stake out of her pocket only to find they were surrounded by wolves, with all of them snarling and advancing on Philippe.
 


"Stop! He is Darius' brother. Quick, Darius is surrounded over there, please" All of the wolves raced off, Philippe didn’t relax, especially when four more wolves came forward. She was relieved they were safe but she couldn’t relax until she knew if Darius was safe. 

 


As one of the wolves shifted, she found she was facing Connor, he gave her a hug and she felt her body sag against him. All around her was noise; she could her screaming, shouting, sirens, the occasional gun. But all she wanted was Darius, so when she heard his voice she nearly dropped
 


"Mary" she turned and went to run to him, but her legs wouldn’t carry her; it was a good thing that he is super quick.  Suddenly she was wrapped in his arms and she felt safe again.
 




 



 


Chapter 36
 


Darius stood ready, all the while watching as Philippe ran with Mary and Leila. He knew he was outnumbered and was only a matter of time before they overpowered him. At least Philippe would have the chance to get Mary out. As they approached him, he briefly closed his eyes, the fury taking over him. 

 


"Let’s dance boys" as they came at him, he was surprised at how weak they were. When he was slammed from behind he realised why, the power was watching from somewhere else. Using brute strength he stood, the mass of a man still with his hands around Darius' neck. Grabbing the vampire's wrist he pulled and twisted, with a shout of pain the vampire let go. Spinning round Darius forced his hand through his chest and pulled out the heart. Taking a breath he let go of his powers, focussing on one of the weaker vampires, the one closest to him, he pictured the image in his mind. 

 


As the fire engulfed the vampire, Darius watched his friends flee. He didn’t like using the fire but would if he had to. He only had to concentrate and visualise the person and spontaneous combustion just happened. 

 


He turned to find Jeffrey behind him.
 


"Well that's new. No wonder you choose fire." Darius estimated that there were at least 20 of them now surrounding him, closing his eyes he brought Jeffrey's image to the front. The growling and snarling interrupted his thoughts as did the emergence of Mitch and the rest of his team on the Paranormal Task Force. Now the vampires were outnumbered, that didn’t bother Jeffrey, pulling his sword from its sheath; he let out a battle cry and surged forward. 

 


He went for the image again, and just as Jeffrey was about to swing the sword, he was screaming from the heat of the flames. Then suddenly there were only the sounds of wolves, it was over and Ben clapped him on the back.
 


"About time you let your friends and family help." 
 


Mitch came forward "really you couldn’t have warned me that I would get this shirt ripped. I just brought this." He laughed and then his thoughts turned to Mary, before he said anything Ben answered his question.
 


"She is in the woods waiting for you." He needed her, he needed to see her, touch her and make sure she was really safe and well. 

 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 




 



 


Epilogue - 

 


He was over 800 years old and was nervous about meeting the parents; he was old enough to be their great, great, great, great grandparent. But he could not get rid of the butterflies in his stomach; Mary on the other hand was excited. He had flowers for her mother, whiskey for her father, and then he was lost. He had never actually met anyone's parents, well other than Emily's father, and he wanted to kill him.
 


He shook hands with her parents, and was surprised when her mother handed him a glass of blood.
 


"Don’t worry its warm" for a while conversation was stilted. When Mary's father started asking him about the wars he had fought in, he saw where she got her inquiring mind from. But things settled, until her mother joined in with her questions.
 


"So Darius is it true the vampires make the best lovers? Mary refuses to answer me." 

 


He nearly chocked, how did he answer? Humour, definitely humour "I am not really sure but I can ask around for you." 

 


As her father started laughing, the ice was broke and he ended up having a good evening, they were lovely people and truly cared for Mary.
 


When they were leaving her father stopped him "now I get all this modern crap, but what I want to know is if you are going put a ring on my baby's finger, I am not getting any younger." 

 


Darius was overjoyed "if I have you permission sir, I would love to" her father nodded and went back inside. 

 


When they arrived back at pack, they popped into see Ben and Lucky, Ben had been ribbing him about Mary's parents for days. He left Mary sat with Beth. 

 


Mary had never been happier, her life was whole, and she was so in love it didn’t feel real. She was sat outside with Beth, while Lucky had gone to settle the boys.
 


"So Mary is it true that you are mated to Darius?" 

 


"They don’t call it mating, but we are blood bonded." 

 

 “How does that feel?" They were sat watching the stars, the quietness of the night prominent in their hushed voices. 

 


"Marvellous, wonderful"
 


"What did you do, to bond to him." 

 


"Oh Beth it was wonderful, you slice a cut in your hand, then his. Hold hands and say the bonding words and if it's meant to be it happens." 

 


Mary missed the smile on Beth's face as she asked "so what are the bonding words?" 

 


Darius was revelling in his new life, not only did he have a wonderful woman by his side, he also had his brother back. Although Philippe was sketchy about what he did it was good to have him back. What was amazing was the impact Philippe had on Leila, he had never seen either of them so happy. Philippe was taking Leila off travelling, he wanted her to see the world but they would be returning to New York. He was genuinely please to see Philippe settled and in love. 

 


Connor had just ran the patrols, the sun was shining, the pups at school, everyone busy. Just outside of the fence he could smell blood, animal blood, wolf blood. Damn one of them had been hurt, heading past the guards on the gates, he followed the scent. 

 


Occasionally the wild wolves fought against each other but not normally to the extent that they seriously hurt another wolf. With a deep breath he found the injured wolf, whimpering and blood all over his coat. Running his hands down the wolf's pelt he found the wound. He was surprised to feel it wasn’t a bite wound, more a linear wound. Standing he was about to lift his shirt when he felt the earth being disturbed around him. 

 


"Hey, what are you doing here? Do you know what don’t worry, just help me get the wolf inside" he turned around ready to lift the wolf when his spine prickled, his wolf calling out in distress, it was too late. He felt the sharp blade slice across his neck; he couldn’t speak to call out.
 


"Ben, help, bleeding, traitor, too late, woods." It took what was left of his life forced drift away and then there was nothing more. 

 


Ben dropped his glass and ran; he could feel the other wolves running with him. He could smell Connors blood; he got there and took one look at Connor, his friend laying there in a pool of blood. Dropping to his knees, Ben roared and then lifted Connors head into his knee; pushing at his chest trying to rouse him Ben couldn’t comprehend the loss. Surely they would be able to find a way to bring him back. 

 

 



 

 



 


The 5th book in the Silver Series brings you closer to Vlad the head of the vampires. Can he run from the woman who has decided he is the one for her?
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