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Vampires Aaron and Michelle prowl
the dark, gritty, strip clubs and back alleys of London on the hunt for Michael
Jamison, the man who stole Michelle's blood and left her for dead. To assist
them, Aaron’s new master, Urvashi, calls in favors from her friends, Russian
mercenary werewolves.


 


Wolves Katya and Ivan, hunters adept
at killing rogue vampires, set aside their animosity for Aaron and Michelle to
stop Jamison from murdering another woman – he already has one bloodless victim
lying in the morgue.


 


Jamison, ex-special forces, feels
his enemies closing in, but he won’t go down without a fight – and like Aaron
and Michelle, he also has powerful friends.


 


Experience the violent, sensual
underbelly of Nightlife London, as Aaron and Michelle mix up a wicked blend of
sex, chaos, mayhem, and vengeance.










Chapter 1


 


 


“Fifty quid for a blow, a hundred for a fuck, but for one-twenty
I'll take it in the bum.”  The topless dancer shimmied up onto his lap and pushed
her warm, full breasts in Aaron’s face.  He remembered reading somewhere that
British girls supposedly have larger than average breasts.  This girl lent some
credibility to the theory.


Seated near the raised platform and stripper pole in The
Rocking Horse strip club in Soho, London, Aaron was truly enjoying his
evening.  Then she got serious, planting her hot crotch on the lump in his
pants and grinding like a curved chalk atop a pool cue stick.


It had been too long since his last feeding.  Her
blood-filled flesh awoke the hunger he had denied for three nights straight.  His
mouth filled with razor-edged teeth, aching to be buried in her lush, generous
breasts.  She pressed her left breast to his lips, serving herself up, a hot ready
meal.


His tongue flickered out and pulled her nipple in between
his waiting teeth.  Her quickening pulse pounded through the warm flesh in his
mouth as her nipple grew rigid.


God, I want to bite her.  It’ll hurt for only a few
seconds.


His teeth dug into her sensitive flesh, deep enough to draw
blood.  Luckily, her DD tits were one hundred percent real, no silicone.  Never
knew for sure without a taste test.


The strength of his grip on her ass, and the wondrous
euphoria of his venom coursing through her blood stream, prevented her from
pulling away from the sting of his needle-sharp teeth.  “Bloody hell!  That
hurts!”  She squirmed, but tugging only hurt more, and he wasn’t letting go.


Her complaints turned to moans of pleasure.  Her fingers
curled into his hair and sealed his mouth tight against her chest.  She ground
her crotch on his leg, humping and groaning through her peak.


As she quivered in orgasm on his lap, he released his bite. 
One minute precisely, not a second more.  “Shit and butter me muffin.”  She humped
on him for a few more seconds, wetting the crotch of his black wool slacks with
her juices.


Michelle slid up beside them and slipped her arms around Aaron. 
She purred into his ear.  “Information.  Remember?  We need information.”


Impatient brat.  “It’s been three nights.  I
have to feed.”  Michelle let go and Aaron stood with the stripper in his arms,
his hands clamped possessively around her firm ass.


The curvy woman trapped in his arms, clad in nothing more
than fishing line panties, complained.  “I’m not a bloody steak!  You owe me twenty. 
Unless you want a suckoff?” 


Aaron eyed her warily, but decided to play her game.  “Twenty? 
For five minutes?”  


She nodded with a glazed, warm smile.  


He squeezed her ass and whispered in her ear.  “I’ll make it
fifty if you answer some questions.”


“Is that all you need?”  She leaned up against him and
whispered, “Don’t know whatcha missin’.  I’ll swallow yer tackle whole.”


Michelle glanced towards the strip club security guards then
back at him, a look of warning in her eyes.  “Better be quick.  We are
gathering attention.”


“Let’s take it in the back.”  Aaron nodded towards the
hallway leading to a shadowy area with a series of curtained-off dancing rooms.


“Fifty pounds.  But no more than a few questions, maybe a suck-off. 
And no more biting!”  The stripper pointed towards the back hallway like a cop
directing traffic.


Far stronger than he looked, Aaron carried her in his arms
without so much as a grunt.  She waved the security guards off, and a couple
guys seated near the hallway hooted encouragement as Aaron walked past.  “Give
her the business!  Get your money’s worth.”


He knew the woman in his arms would gladly give him all the
business he wanted.  The scent of her arousal flooded his nostrils.  As he
flowed through her thoughts with his telepathic probe, he found her aroused and
eager.  She was one argument away from giving it up for free and offering to
let him stay in her room overnight.  Some of these London strip clubs doubled
as whore-houses.


Cock painfully hard, stripper in a G-string humping on the
crotch of his pants as he carried her into the shadowy bowels of the club, his
priorities began to shift around.


Information.  Concentrate on information.


Beyond the curtain, the black lights cast an eerie pallor on
the black upholstered bench in the booth.  She tugged the fabric closed and
tied it off for the illusion of privacy.  Secure in their burgundy velvet
curtained chamber, Aaron sat down and held her spread eagle on his lap.  “Okay,
listen.  I’m looking for a man who might have been here in the past three
weeks.”


“Sorry to disappoint, but I don’t have the parts yer lookin’
for.”  She rubbed her parts on his spiked erection, hitting his point while
demonstrating hers.


“I’m not looking for your lovely parts.”  He licked a spot
of blood off her breast and suppressed the temptation to bite the other one. 
That would be dangerous.  Overfeeding led to certain … complications.  “I need
to pick your brain.”


He pulled a photo from his jacket pocket and showed her. 
“Have you seen him before?  He’s an American, goes by the name of Mike or
Michael or even Jamison.”


Three weeks they had been looking for Michael Jamison, the
man who stole Michelle’s blood and left her for dead.


Having ingested her blood, he survived a changed man, now a
vampire.


While the stripper glanced at Jamison’s photo, she ground
her wet mound back and forth over the tip of his tented crotch, an agonizing semicircular
massage.  “Nope.  Don’t know him.  Wish I could be of more help.”  She worked
herself back up to another orgasm.


He crept through her mind, adept at hiding his presence in
her thoughts.  The key to this game was asking the right questions to bring
forth the answers he needed.  Janette was her name.  Janette didn’t recognize
the photo.  The man who flashed through her mind was one of her Albanian bosses,
Reza.  He had bragged to her of a stupid Yank who recently bought an Uzi.  The
Yank’s name was Mick or perhaps Mike.


Aaron grinned as Janette worked him over.  “Ah, but you have
been helpful.”  He wondered why a man with black market dealings worthy of a
prison sentence would tell this woman his secrets.


Janette shuddered with another wet orgasm, humping through
her finish.  She smiled wide and then slid off his lap between his legs.  “Let
me serve yer right quick.  It’s only fair.”  Though he needed to know more, he
couldn’t bring himself to interrupt her when she unzipped him.  “Bollocks – I
haven't seen a prick that big in ages!”  She appreciated his size with a smile,
and then skillfully swallowed his cock whole.


Aaron threw his head back.  The girl knew her business.


Lips, tongue, hard suction, and a then a little nibbling on
the very tip of his cock – she had him going.  Stroking, pumping her hand up
and down his shaft, she sucked hard, and then went all the way to his balls,
deep throat.  In a shuddering moan, he unloaded into her hot suction.  She
earned her money, coaxing every drop she could take.


And she swallowed, a true fellatio artisan.


She wiped her mouth off with an absorbent towel conveniently
placed atop the back of the seat, and then cleaned him and zipped him up tidy. 
“There you go, pipes cleaned.”  She smiled her lips wet-swollen, and held out
her hand for her money.


With a sigh and a lazy groan, he held her gaze.  “But what
about Reza?  We need to talk about him for a minute.”


“How did you –”  She gasped and tried to stand, but he shoved
her back down to her knees, her face in his crotch.


“Wait a minute, Janette, we’re not finished.  You like your
clients to leave happy, don’t you?”


“Are you with ruddy Interpol?  How’d you know my name? 
What’d that wanker tell yer?”  Her mind exploded with possibilities, zinging
off in all directions.  She knew of Reza’s illicit dealings in drugs and guns. 
His whole family was involved, trading back and forth from Albania to all parts
of Europe and right here in London.


“Calm down, I don’t work for the police.  I just need to
know about Mike, the Yank.  I need to know everything Reza told you about the
Yank.”


“Lord, ye’ll have me killed.  You don’t wanna mess with ‘em,
not a pretty boy like you.”  A common mistake people made.  Aaron’s young, pale
skin belied a nasty truth.  Few suspected that this slim, dark-haired, mild-mannered
man disguised a lethal killer capable of slaughter.


But Aaron chose not to be defined by the monster within –
most of the time.


“I promise I will not tell a soul.  I just need to know.” 
His words sparked a repeat of the same cocaine-hazy recollection in Janette’s
mind: Reza bragging about selling an over-priced fully automatic Uzi.  Nothing
new.


Shit.  Have to talk to Reza directly.


“I told ya, it’s just Reza’s mouth flappin’.  He loves to
talk while I’m on me knees.  He took the Yank for a ride.  Charged him two
thousand smackers, triple what the gun was worth.”


The fear in her eyes reflected Janette’s grisly thoughts of
what Reza might do to her if he found out she’d spoken of him.


“I understand.”  He hugged her close.  “But you know where Reza
lives, don’t you?”


She started to shake in his arms.  “I can’t …”


“Shush.  It’s alright.  You don’t have to say it.”  She had
already said enough in her unspoken fears.  Reza was one of many bosses who
frequented her bed, part of the family that owned the club.  It was all one big
tangled mess of prostitution, drugs, and gun running.


She stood up, avoiding his eyes.  “I’ll take me pay now.”


He handed her a fifty pound note and followed her out to the
front.  Michelle approached looking hopeful.  She slid under his arm and
whispered, “Une bonne
nouvelle?”


“Yes, I have good news.  We need to talk to Urvashi.”


Michelle squinted at him.  Though Michelle and Urvashi
weren’t trying to kill each other – yet – the ladies hadn’t meshed together well.


Aaron had once allowed himself to believe he was
untouchable, that no human could best him.  As a telepath, faster and stronger
than any man, who could possibly threaten him?  A man with a gun, that’s who. 
His overconfidence led to mayhem and chaos in Las Vegas.  His foolish pride led
to the death and mutilation of his newly wed wife, Anastasia.  And yet again,
in Paris, a man with a gun had turned his world inside out and upside down.  


Michelle was lucky to be standing.  She should have died. 
She had died.


Mistakes.  Aaron had made a lot of mistakes in the short
time he’d been a vampire.  But biting Urvashi, a fallen angel, was perhaps the
most ridiculous thing he’d ever done.


The full consequences were still unfolding, and Michelle had
grown increasingly agitated over the situation.


“We don’t need her for anything.” she spat venomously.
 She hated the fact that Aaron had to answer to Urvashi.


His eyes slanted to the shadows.  Two Albanian thugs were
watching them.  Definitely time to go.  Aaron ushered Michelle out the door.


“Look, this is another one of those Vegas situations.  It’s
messy, complicated.”  He wished he still had his intimate psychic bond to
Michelle.  It would simplify the complexities of this moment.  Sadly, that link
had been broken in Paris.  “We need Urvashi’s connections here.  But, the good
news is, we have our first lead.”


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 2


 


 


Fear is an unimaginably powerful device.  Some people spend
their entire lives twisted by fear, driven to all kinds of insanity, only to
justify it through fear.  Aaron recognized that Janette lived with a good
measure of fear of her bosses.  With good reason.  He doubted the prostitution
racket had any real separation from the gun-running and drug dealing side of
the family business.  Janette was knee-deep in the hoopla.  This was not the US
of A, where gang bangers walked around packing pistols in public.  In London,
where all handguns are illegal, they were the big ticket black market
item.


Back in their deluxe suite at the Knightsbridge Hotel, Aaron
hashed out the situation with Michelle.  “The dancer is deathly afraid of this
guy Reza.  When we talk to him, he’ll know where we got our information.” 
Aaron loathed getting involved with this mess.  But he needed more info.


Michelle slipped off her Louboutin designer heels and faced
him.  “In Albania, the mafia deal in slaves.  Here, they are merde, pimps and thugs, but
the habit is hard to break.  They own this woman, like a commodity.”


Aaron wondered how Michelle knew so much about Albanians.


“Mon amour,
you are tense.”  Michelle unbuttoned his dress shirt, her eyes smoldering with
desire.  “Let me help.”


She slid off his shirt, unzipped his pants, and he stepped
out of his boxer shorts.  He loved it when she pampered him like this.  And he
loved the feel of her silky smooth, pale limbs wrapped around him.


He had found her again just three weeks ago in Paris.  When
she died in his arms, her body plugged full of 9mm rounds by Jamison, their
bond broken, Aaron felt as if he’d lost part of his soul.  Discovering she had
survived, resuscitated by Parisian medics, had been the best night of his life. 
Like getting a second chance.  He could never get enough of Michelle.  If it
wasn’t for this damn vampire hunt, he’d never let her out of the bedroom.


He unzipped the back of her blue dress and pulled it from
her shoulders to watch it fall to the floor.  Nothing but smooth, flawless
skin.  No bra, no panties, just the love of his life, in her delicious birthday
suit.  Every night with this pale goddess in his arms felt like a stolen
moment.  Death cheated one more time.


He pinned her against the wall, his cock already hard with
need for her.  “I’ll work away both our tensions, until you can’t walk.”


She growled low and gripped his cock firmly.  “A bold
promise.  But I will hold you to it.”


He loved hearing that feminine growl of hers.  He’d learned
everything he knew about how to please a woman in her bed with her growling
beneath him.  She could fuck until his cock hurt and still take more.  His
balls ached with an endless need for her and she fed that need, stroking him
with a smooth, squeezing glide.


Her hands knew his cock better than he did.


He ran his fingers deep into her hair, encircling her head,
pulling her into a kiss.  He had to have her, be inside of her, his tongue, his
cock, his fingers.  Lips crushed, fangs bared, he devoured her mouth.  Still
pinned to the wall, she wrapped a slender leg around his waist and slid his cock
between her inner thighs.


Slick with arousal, she ground her hot, wet slit along the
top of his shaft and pulled on him, trying to slip it in.  She growled into his
kiss, struggling to mount him, but the angle was wrong, sandwiched between him
and the wall.  He let her fight her slippery wet battle, almost sliding in then
slipping back out again.  He grinned into their kiss, chuckling as she grunted
in frustration.


Finally he stepped back.  She took full advantage of this opportunity
and jumped on him, legs spread wide.  She guided him into her sopping wet heat
with a satisfied moan.  Then he slammed her back against the wall, and ground
up into her hard and fast.


“Je t’aime Aaron!  Je t’aime!”


The more she cried out her love in lyrical French, the
harder he pounded her, using all his preternatural strength to hammer her
insides like the piston of an engine.  When she came, inhuman vocal tones screamed
his name.  She bit down into his shoulder, sinking her fangs in almost to the
bone.  Her venom punched him full of endorphins, and he came hard, buried all
the way inside her.


“Oh god, I love you so much, Michelle!”  He bit her neck
deep and clamped on, sucking blood hard and fast as he emptied himself inside
her, giving and taking, punishing her with love.


 


* * * *


 


Michelle held onto Aaron desperately, absorbing all his
pummeling passions, never once complaining at the wonderful hurt.  She never complained
he was too rough.  Though she had developed a mental privacy wall, and could
keep him out of her mind, she rarely did.


She knew Aaron sensed her pain, but he also sensed that she
liked it rough, mostly.


She needed this.  She needed to take all of him, every ounce
he could dish out.  His bond with Urvashi had changed him.  He had grown
stronger, more virile and aggressive.  Although subservient to that damn
fallen-angel-bitch of a master, Aaron had begun to assume the dominant role
with Michelle.  She wouldn’t have it any other way.


He was no longer bound to her commands.  Her power over him
had been stripped away in the moment of her death.  Complaints would only serve
to drive him off, and she feared this more than anything.  Only love kept them
together.  She hadn’t truly understood what Aaron meant to her until he
disappeared in Paris.  Now that she had him back, she couldn’t imagine losing
him again.


Although it hurt, she could take it and heal up right as
ready by the following evening.  She had endured much worse from her former
master, without the benefit of affection.  Michelle made herself into Aaron’s perfect
lover, willing to do or give anything he might want.  There was no one else in
the world like him, and she gladly took everything he had to give, even pain.  Quivering
and moaning, throbbing pleasure and soreness overlapping into ecstasy, she
clung to him like a woman drowning.


Growling, breathing heavy, he slowly surfaced from his
frenzy.  “I did it again didn’t I?”  She nodded.  Her claws sank deep into the
flesh of his shoulders as she clung to him, too exhausted to speak.


He carried her from the wall to the bed and gingerly laid
her down, exercising the care and caution he had momentarily forgotten in their
mad tussle.  The best part, he was still buried in her, right where she wanted
him.


“I’m sorry, Michelle.  I can’t get enough of you.  It’s like
I need you so badly, I am fighting to get as far inside you as I can.”


“Oui.” 
She managed the one word acknowledgment.  He had definitely reached deep inside
her.  She was still high on him, from his bite, his cock, still twitching with
the aftershocks.


Her arms and legs felt boneless.  The man could screw her
into a complete stupor.  His venom seemed more potent.  His bite made her
rummy, like being drunk on hard liquor.


When Aaron took Urvashi’s blood in Paris, he gained an extra
measure of strength, and few other things.  Michelle had hoped he might provide
her the same extra measure of strength, but so far the condition was not
contagious.  Aaron, alone, retained the benefits of Urvashi’s blood.


 


* * * *


 


He lay in heaven, deep in Michelle.  He wished he could stay
between her thighs for the rest of eternity.  Though she wouldn’t say it, her
whimpers spoke volumes.  He had fucked her raw expressing his love.


{{Are you finished?  I have been waiting.}}  Urvashi’s voice
rang in his mind and destroyed his hard won bliss.


He had tried to keep her out of his mind, to hold onto some
shred of privacy, but he knew the fallen angel had been watching and he sensed
her pleasure at his predicament.


{{You’ve enjoyed enough of her.  Now come to me, we must
talk.}}  


Unspoken, but fully implied, was the fact that Aaron was not
done performing tonight.  Urvashi wanted hers, and she would demand everything
he could give, no holding back.


Michelle watched his eyes, seeing the moment his gaze turned
inward, distracted.  “She’s in your head again.  Putaine de merde!  Tell her if she wants to
watch, I charge two thousand an hour.”


He chuckled then pulled his hips back, making her gasp and
shudder.


“Oye …”  She grunted and gritted her teeth as he slowly slid
out.  All that slick, wet love oozed out around her thighs as she lay
exhausted, legs spread wide in invitation.


God, she made him hard again, seeing her so vulnerable, rosy
pink, wet and ready.  She would let him, too, but that wouldn’t be fair.


Perhaps it was better to work off his need for Michelle on
Urvashi.  She didn’t seem to mind when he called out the wrong name.  Urvashi wanted
his cock and obedience, and perhaps something else she wouldn’t admit to.


“Michelle, love, you’re worth every penny of two thousand an
hour.”  He gave her a lingering kiss.  “I want nothing more than to stay, but I
must speak to Urvashi.  Duty calls.”


Michelle snagged him before he could move off the bed.  She
pulled him down into a kiss, her tongue searching, plunging in and around his
mouth, scraping on his sharp fangs.


When he resisted, she let up and pegged him with an
unfamiliar look.  A look of uncertainty, maybe even fear?  “Promise you will
never let her come between us.”


“I promise.  All the fallen angels in the world couldn’t
keep us apart.”  The words had become a nightly ritual.  A smile formed on his
lips as she fingered herself, a blatant invitation for more.


He got up quickly before she tempted him to hurt her
further.  He threw on a bath robe, slipped out the door and headed down the
hall towards Urvashi’s suite.  His new master preferred a room on the same floor,
keeping him on a short leash.  


Staying at The Knightsbridge was like living in a real
English manor.  Traversing the hallways barefoot, in nothing but his robe, he
expected to run into a frowning English butler in a three piece suit. 
Obviously decorated by professional designers, the walls, floors, and furniture
were a collage of subdued pastel colors.  A hotel straight out of Martha
Stewart magazine.  At four hundred pounds a night, you’d think the puke-beige
colored pillows were weaved with gold.  Good thing Michelle was paying the
bill, she could definitely afford it.


Urvashi answered her suite door in a see-through, white,
silk robe and a sly grin.


“You called?”  He smiled, wishing he was back with
Michelle.  But hey, any man could find pleasure with Urvashi.  The gossamer
robe barely hid Urvashi’s shapely, golden-tanned curves, full, lush breasts and
thighs, and somehow, she always fit his cock like a glove.  Did she shapeshift
to mold to him precisely?  He often wondered.


No matter how much he loved Michelle, he couldn’t deny the
sublime pleasure Urvashi offered.  Sex with her revitalized him, like plugging
into a battery, literally.  An electric exchange crackled his skin wherever
they touched.


She sniffed at his neck as he stepped up for a hug.  “You
could have showered.  If I wanted her pussy in my face, I would fuck her
myself.”


“Yeah, she asked me to remind you she charges two thousand
an hour.”  He couldn’t help a roguish grin as Urvashi rolled her almond eyes at
him.  When she started untying his robe, he placed his hand over hers.  “Wait. 
We need to talk first.  Business before pleasure.”


She pursed her lips and kissed him, brushing a static tingle
oh-so-gently over the ridge of his lips.


Aaron faced his Persian sorceress, wishing he could pierce
her mind like everyone else.  Urvashi had a privacy wall, a solid block.  And
she never let him in – not voluntarily – not since their first meeting, when he
had inadvertently caught a glimpse of several thousand years in the life of a
fallen angel.  She had brought him to his knees with the crushing revelations
of her experiences throughout human history.  When she realized her mistake,
she shut that door in his face, permanently cut off.


He sighed at the layers of strangeness and complexity in his
life.  Itching to return to Michelle, Aaron got down to business.  “Why would
Mike need a gun?  What’s he worried about?  Think he knows we’re looking for
him?”


“He is American.  They collect guns like I collect shoes.” 
She shrugged.  “You should be more concerned about the Albanians.  The UN
considers Albanian mafia to be terrorists.  They work in large family clans,
very difficult to penetrate.”  Her dark eyes pierced him with the
innuendo.


When she found him in Paris, he watched her shapeshift into
this Kim Kardashian persona.  Urvashi seemed to enjoy wearing the skin of Kim
Kardashian.  Well maybe not exactly Kim, but very close.


Urvashi-Kim ran her fingers down his chest in an electric
tickle of energy.  She had a thing for touching him.  Not really affection, just
lust.  Lots and lots of lust.  Yet he suspected Urvashi’s constant touchy-feely
indicated an ulterior motive.  Like stealing a pinch of his energy?  Maybe more
than a pinch?


“You’re not ready to face these people, Aaron.  Not without
a massacre.  You need professional help.”


“Michelle’s not gonna like that.”  He shook his head.  He
had maintained peace by keeping the ladies away from each other.  Bringing
Urvashi into the investigation directly would quickly create problems.


His life had become a juggling act, and there were only so
many balls he could keep in the air before they all crashed into each other.


Urvashi purred in his ear, brushing her succulent lips over
his skin.  “Not me.”  She slid her tingling fingertips inside his robe, and reached
for his cock.  “I have friends who can help.”  Her warm magical hands stroked
him to a rock-hard erection in seconds.


Her tantalizing power permeated through his cock and balls, worked
through his whole body.  She made him feel more alive than ever before.  Their
robes fell to the floor and she went down on her knees.


Sniffing his cock, she teased with feather soft licks.  “Tomorrow
night, bring your pet.  If I have to smell her sex all over you, I might as
well enjoy it too.”


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 3


 


 


The next evening, right after sunset, lounging on
golden-weaved pillows in their pastel striped hotel suite, Aaron explained
Urvashi’s plans to Michelle.  She reacted as expected – not happy.


“What is she doing now?  Chienne fou.  She will kill us all.”  Despite
her ire, Michelle pecked Aaron on the cheek and held his chin, pinning him with
her vivid, emerald green gaze.  Her flawless pale skin, elegant, patrician
features and golden-blonde hair had never failed to hold his attention, but it
was her eyes that always snared him.


“Michelle, you have to trust her.  I trust her.”  He wished
he could share his connection to Urvashi with Michelle, the way they used to
share everything.


“You are blinded by your bond to her.  For me, is simple.  She
does not love you and I do.”


“This has nothing to do with love.  It’s about getting the
job done.  You’ve been hot to find Michael Jamison for weeks.  We’ve gotten
nowhere until last night.  This is our first lead since he killed that bank
teller.”


Although the BBC news declared the woman’s death a cardiac
arrest, Urvashi had ferreted out the truth.  The woman had been left in the
alley, short a couple pints of blood, with telltale puncture wounds on her
neck.  Aaron continually wondered why Jamison murdered the bank teller.  Maybe
he simply couldn’t stop feeding until he killed her, an accident of sorts.


Michelle pulled Aaron’s face to her, nose to nose.  “Oui, mon amour, we will find
him soon enough.  But I have always worked alone.  I trust no one but you.”


He took her hands, curling his fingers with hers.  Michelle
had gone through hell with her master, Julian, decades ago.  The man had fucked
her head up royally.


“That was the life Julian taught you.  But it is not our
life.  Michelle, I want to live, with you, for real.  No more hiding in
nightclubs and back alleys.  We are going to start building a life, connecting
with people, trusting people.  We’ll start with Urvashi.  My father said people
deserve the benefit of the doubt until they prove otherwise.  Trust is a two-way
street.  You have to give to receive.”


“You cannot see her.  She is dangerous to you, like we are
dangerous to people.  And you are blind to her as people are blind to us.”


“I know things about her you don’t understand.  She is
ancient, older than even she knows.  But beneath all those hundreds of years
lies a person, a woman, and she can be trusted.  I believe she is worthy of our
trust.”


“How do you know she is a woman?  Is a mask.  She can change
shape.  She is not human.  I smell her.  I see her aura.  She is something
else.  A fallen angel?  Is très
mal.  I have not lived a hundred years by being stupid.  She is
dangerous.”


“Okay, even if you’re right, it doesn’t change anything.  I
am bound to her.  We have to find a way to make the best of it.”


Urvashi entered Aaron and Michelle’s hotel suite with
divinely impeccable timing.


Michelle snarled, “Quand on parle
du loup!”  Speak of the devil.


Urvashi held her hands in the air with an exultant grin.  “And
here I am.”


“Ladies, can’t we just get along?”  One of these days he’d
have a wicked catfight on his hands.  And it’d be ugly.  Inevitable.


“Of course.  I just came to make sure you two were ready for
our next big adventure.”  Urvashi’s static powered fingertips traced his
shoulder.  “I hope you appreciate how much trouble you have been.  Beyond
her.”  Urvashi pointed towards Michelle, as if it was so horrible to tolerate
her presence.  Aaron’s autonomy with Michelle had been granted by Urvashi,
begrudgingly, at his steadfast insistence.


The severity of his master’s eyes spoke to serious
business.  “I called in favors on this one.  Albanians are not easy to deal
with.  But I happen to know people who spent some time in Kosovo.  They have
dealt with the KLA and the mafia families before.”


“Friends in low places?”


“Unfortunately, yes.  We meet them tomorrow night.  Bring
the katanas.”


“What good are swords against guns?”


“Just bring them.”


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 4


 


 


The following night Urvashi, Aaron, and Michelle piled into a
taxi to go for a ride.  Michelle patted Aaron’s leg with a knowing smile when
Urvashi directed the taxi driver back to Soho.  Aaron recalled Michelle’s
little tutorial the first time they hit that neighborhood.  “This is the
cesspit of London.  Strip clubs, prostitution, black market deals.  It will be
fun.”  She had grinned in anticipation.


Aaron thought it would be interesting at the very least. 
“Sounds like my kinda place.”


Now, Urvashi was taking them back to the cesspit, to her friends.


Staring out the taxi window, he took it all in as they
passed through Chinatown and into Soho.  He couldn’t really tell the difference
from one to another, it all looked much the same.  The sign high up on a wall
said ‘Brewer Street.’


He wriggled, trying to get comfortable with a katana sheath
digging into his back.  Fucking swords.  How crazy is that?  Urvashi had
trained him with a katana for several weeks in Paris, but since coming to
London to hunt Jamison, they’d had no practice time.


“Who are these people?”


Urvashi ignored him.


“Vash, who are we meeting?”


“As you said, ‘Friends in low places,’ mercenaries.”


“Oh, I bet the swords will really impress them.”


“Perhaps.”


Michelle stayed silent, wrapped around his arm.  He’d been
pressuring her hard to maintain congeniality with Urvashi.  She kept her eyes
fixed on the passing scene outside.


The taxi stopped at a boarded up storefront with apartments
above.  The seemingly abandoned building was sandwiched between a Thai massage
parlor and a sex shop showcasing brilliant red BDSM latex and all kinds of
interesting accessories.  The place caught his eye immediately.


He tapped at the glass, pointing at the sex shop, and
teased, “Are those nipple clamps?  That’s just what you need, Michelle, a
crotchless latex bodysuit, and electrified nipple clamps.”


She grinned, no objections.  He knew she’d buy it if he asked
her to.  As of late, Michelle seemed to have lost the ability to say no
to him.  She’d wear it too.  Oh so tempting.


“Whoever said the English are conservative must have missed
Brewer Street.”


Icy fingers of wind howled and scraped across Aaron’s
exposed face and ears as he stepped out into the sidewalk, the ladies right
behind him.  Burrowing into the high collar of his pea coat to ward off the
wind-chill, he thought they should be in Miami, on the beach, feeding on drunken
tourists.  England was a cold bitch in December.


Urvashi tried the door and found it unlocked.  “Come, they
are waiting for us.”


The wind followed them in and whisked the dust off the
floors of the mostly vacant room.  To one side hung a heavy boxing bag and a
faded target board mounted on the wall.  Two knives stood out from the center
of the bullseye.


Maybe the swords were a good idea.


A large grey-blond man sauntered in and stared at them with
a steely gaze.  “Well, what do we have here?  A couple of leeches?  Americans
suck.  But American vampires ...”


“Definitely leeches.”  A dark-haired woman with pale skin
and a similar grey-blue gaze stepped out from behind the man to glare at the
trio.  “Smells like walking death.”


Urvashi slid up on the man, her electric fingers stroking
over his shoulders to embrace him in a warm hug.  “It’s been a while, Ivan. 
Please have patience.  Trust me.”


Aaron snorted derision.  “I don’t know what you smell, but
this dusty shithole reeks of wet dog.”  He glanced around looking for the mangy
mutt.


Both Ivan and the woman growled, as if they’d been
personally offended.  “You are asking much, woman.”  Ivan complained to Urvashi
as he stared down Aaron and Michelle.


“So glad to meet your friends, Urvashi.”  Aaron
wondered why everything with Urvashi had to be so damn complicated.


Urvashi held Ivan’s scruffy chin like that of a petulant
child, a three hundred pound muscle-bound, petulant child.  “If you want to
hunt a vampire, then you will have to work with these two.”


“Why not kill all three?”  Ivan winked at Aaron and
Michelle.


As the word kill left Ivan’s lips, Aaron snapped both
swords down from the inverted sheaths strapped to the center of his back, his
hands suddenly full of surgical-sharp Japanese steel.  “I’d just as soon cut
you in half right now.”


He tried to pierce Ivan’s mind with his telepathic probe,
and hit a solid wall.  The woman was no different.  They’d been trained to
defend their thoughts against mental intrusion.


Aaron whispered low to Michelle, “You take her.  I got him. 
And be careful, they are more than they seem.”  Yet again, he wished for his
psychic bond with Michelle, so he could communicate all these little nuances by
instant thought.  They had once been so deeply connected that he couldn’t tell
where he ended and Michelle began.


“Nice blades.  Too bad you brought blades to a gunfight. 
Not smart.”  Ivan pulled out an Uzi from behind his back and shoved a foot-long
clip from his cargo pocket into the handgrip of the gun.


“Stop this now!”  Urvashi moved in between Aaron and Ivan –
hands splayed out towards each of them.  “Lock down the testosterone for a
minute.  We are here to pursue a common enemy.  We both need something from
each other.  Let us negotiate as men and women, not animals.”


Aaron noticed Ivan and Katya carried the same strange
coloration in their auras as Urvashi’s manservant, Renault.  These two were
definitely something more than human, and the wet dog stink was emanating from
them.


“We know what we are, but what the fuck are you?”  Aaron
slid the tip of his blade past Urvashi’s shoulder towards Ivan.  The seconds
stretched past in tension-filled silence.  Blood pumped in his ears with the
thud of his heart.  It was strangling.


Michelle sniffed the air.  A look of pure hatred crossed her
face.  Her snarl set the hairs on the back of Aaron’s neck jumping.  She lunged
forward with her jaw unhinged and claws at the ready.  Aaron caught her with
his left arm, sword in hand.  He strained to stop her advance as she screeched. 
“They are animals!”  Michelle hissed right in his ear, fighting against his
strength.


The pale, dark-haired woman snapped back.  “We are hunters. 
We hunt creatures like you.  And though your flesh tastes gamey, nasty, we’ll
gladly eat you for lunch.”  Her nose curled up.  “We eat vampires on
principle.”


Michelle spat venom at her.  “Mange merde et mourir.”  Eat shit and die.


Aaron pushed harder to move her back away, conscious of her
snapping teeth, all too close to him.


Ivan growled, leaning forward with barely contained
aggression.  “We are wolves – the Volki of Siberia, and you should be afraid.” 
His words sparked a memory.


Aaron and Michelle looked at each other, both grasping the
same recollection.  They had once shared minds, relived the tale of Michelle’s
life in Paris during WWII.  She had encountered an unusual pack of wolves in
the middle of the battlefield.  Four of them stalked her out into the
countryside, standing all the way to her chest, with glossy black pelts and
unusual amber-golden eyes.  Weak and disoriented from gunshot wounds, they
circled and attacked simultaneously.  Aaron knew Michelle’s agony as their
teeth tore through her flesh and bone.  Those animals were big, strong,
unnaturally so.


Michelle had fought with every ounce of strength and fury,
an insane frenzy of slashing claws and gnashing teeth.  She survived to stagger
away from the encounter, barely able to keep her feet.


Watching the pair of them closely, their eyes had shifted
from pale blue-grey to a jaundiced yellow.  A twinge of intuition clicked into
place.  These two might be related to the pack that attacked Michelle all those
years ago.  Probably not a coincidence.


Aaron glared at the two wet dogs.  “Sure, it’s easy to
target one lone woman wandering through the countryside in the middle of a war
when you’ve got your whole dog pack behind you.  But the odds are even now.  And
I’ll cut you both to pieces if you ever threaten Michelle again.”


The woman’s eyes bulged, and the truth dawned across her
face.  “You!”  She lunged around Urvashi, straight for Michelle.  “Murdering
bitch!  I’ll tear you to pieces and chew the marrow from your bones!”


“Not happening.”  Aaron’s blade sang through the air to
score a line across her throat, stopping her in mid-stride.


Ivan’s machine pistol popped over the top of the woman’s
shoulder, aimed straight for Aaron’s chest.  Aaron froze.


Ivan whispered soft and calm.  “Stand down, Katya.  I know
you want revenge, but we didn’t come for this.”  When she didn’t move he yelled
in her ear, “I said stand down!”


Her throat visibly constricted.  Aaron could see the battle
waging insider her, and finally, her stance softened.  Ivan’s pistol never wavered
as she backed up two steps.  He was prepared to kill.


Fucking swords in a gun fight.  Damn Urvashi.


Katya still wanted her pound of flesh.  “She killed Andrei! 
How can you stand to look at her?  You were there!  You remember the sight of
her, covered in blood, a filthy murderer!”


Ivan slid his arm around Katya, and pulled her back as he
stepped her beyond the reach of Aaron’s sword.  “And we almost killed her.  She
is lucky.  Andrei has been gone seventy years.  Nothing will change that.”


In her emotional turmoil, Katya’s mental block slipped. 
Aaron dived in and caught a whole new perspective.  In Katya’s mind, he saw a
wretched creature with matted blonde hair in a shredded white dress, covered in
blood from head to toe, completely feral, a wild animal with fangs and claws
bared, hissing like a viper, spitting venom.  This monster, Michelle, could not
be beaten.  Over and over again they came at her, from different angles, hoping
to catch her off guard and take her down.  She was too strong, too fast, her
insanity had given her such wicked strength and speed.  Katya’s brother Andrei
was one of the best, most fierce of hunters, but he didn’t last more than a few
seconds against Michelle.  This screaming banshee sliced Andrei to bloody
ribbons and snapped his neck.


A bare-handed butcher.


Katya’s vivid memory sent a chill down Aaron’s spine and
churned his gut.  It was all so fuzzy in Michelle’s mind.  She barely
remembered those days when she had lost her mind, lost her way, and somehow
found a way back to sanity.  But to Katya, it was one of the most traumatic
things she had ever witnessed.  The emotional scar from Michelle’s dance of
death with Katya’s wolf pack ran deep through Katya’s psyche.  It pained her to
this day.  And there was something ugly lurking beneath the surface of her
renewed grief.


Hatred – plain, simple loathing.


Katya’s mental shields slammed closed, barring him from her
mind.  He didn’t catch the full reasons, but Katya vehemently hated vampires. 
She would slaughter them all if given half the chance.


And didn’t Ivan say Siberia?  Ivan and Katya?  Russian mercenaries.


Fuck.


What were Russian werewolves doing in London?  Was Urvashi’s
servant, Renault, part of their pack?  He and Renault had never gotten along. 
Since arriving in London, Urvashi had dispatched her servant to some business
elsewhere and Aaron was glad for it.  They were all better off without dogs
sniffing around.


“This isn’t going to work, Vash.  They hate us.”


“You do not know me, don’t pretend.” Ivan warned in his
heavy Slavic accent.


Aaron looked pointedly at Katya, still restrained by Ivan’s
hefty embrace.  And now that he really looked at her, he saw something he
wished he hadn’t – a resemblance to his deceased wife.  With her higher cheek
bones, and that Eastern European chin, she reminded him of Anastasia, his Snow
White.  The only difference was Katya’s dark hair cropped short above the
shoulders.  Ana’s hair had been luxuriously long, he’d loved running his
fingers through it.  The likeness stung deep.


This woman, who hated his guts and wanted his severed head,
would be a constant reminder of the wife he had loved and lost in Las Vegas.


“Stop staring at me or I’ll gouge your eyes out, iobanie strigoi!”  Katya growled low in her throat, an
animal sound that buried into Aaron’s skin.


“You must guard yourself, Katya.”  Urvashi slipped her hand
over Katya’s cheek in an affectionate warning.  “Or he will be in your head,
stealing all your dirty little secrets.”  She winked at Aaron.


Aaron had dug into Urvashi’s head only once, by mistake.  That
brief glimpse had revealed millenniums of Urvashi’s life.  She was the most
inhuman creature he had ever met, existing apart from the great rat race of the
world – an immortal observer of mankind’s penchant for repeating the same
mistakes over and over again.


“Are we going to play nice now?”  Urvashi’s face turned
solemn, and the weight of her expectations settled on Aaron’s shoulders.


He sheathed his twenty-four inch blades.


Michelle inhaled as if to say something incendiary.  Aaron
stilled her with a hand on her shoulder and a look.


Finally, he nodded to Urvashi, and sensed her satisfaction
that they were getting somewhere.


Ivan pulled Katya tighter into a hug and whispered, “Leave
the dead in their graves.  We have a murdering vampire to hunt.”  Jaw clenched,
she glared at Michelle and Aaron, then nodded.


Ivan patted her on the shoulder and grinned at Aaron.  “So
what’s this I hear about Albanians?”


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 5


 


 


“All I need is a few minutes to talk to him.  A few
questions.”  Aaron sat in the chair across the table from Ivan, Michelle in a chair
at his side.  Katya’s apartment above the abandoned store front had a shoebox
for a dining room, complete with missing splotches of wall paper and a delightful
moldy smell beneath the wet dog aroma.


Might have been a quaint little apartment once, like fifty
years ago.


Ivan leaned forward to hold Aaron’s gaze.  “These people
don’t chitchat.  How you say in America?  Deep shit?  They have been in deep
shit since World War II.  The Allies did nothing for them.  Russia to one side
and China on the other, is like a sandwich.  They are fucked both ways.  The hard
life makes hard people.  Heroine flows through Albania like a river, straight
to the West.”  He gestured with his palm flat, sliding along like flowing water.


Aaron rolled his eyes.  “Yeah, we get it.  They’re all bad-ass
drug dealers, and it’s a hard-knock life.  Yada, yada, yada.  Let’s just get in
there and forego the sob-story history of poor, forgotten Albania.  I only need
a few minutes to get in his head, and then I’m done.  I don’t need to chitchat. 
I don’t need him to say much of anything.  Get me in the room, I’ll ask the
questions, and I’ll have my answers.”


“No matter to me if you get shot full of holes.  But when I’m
in the room, is different.  Your smart mouth will get my ass blown off.”  He
snapped his fingers.


Aaron frowned, and then grinned.  “So you run the show.  You
ask the questions.  All I need is the mental triggers to get him thinking.”


Ivan stroked his chin.  His gaze turned inward, pondering
the idea.  His bulk shifted as his head bobbed up and down.  “Okay, tomorrow I
go with you, under one condition – the ladies stay out of it.”


Michelle growled low in her throat.  “I go where Aaron
goes.”


Aaron nodded to her.  He had to go with Michelle on this
one.  Their time in Paris had wrought fundamental changes in their relationship. 
She possessed a certain insecurity now, a fear of losing him.  He feared losing
her the same.  Michelle had died in his arms.  He couldn’t bear that loss
again.  Reunited, they had made a pact to never be separated again.


Katya stood up from the other side of the table, her hand on
Ivan’s shoulder.  “I’m not letting you go alone.  Definitely not alone with
either of them.”  She pointed at Aaron and then Michelle.


“Albanians don’t respect women.  You have no place in this
business.”  Ivan held Katya’s gaze with a you-know-I’m-right look.


Katya pegged Ivan with a patronizing look.  “You forget, I
was in Kosovo, and Iraq.  I know these men, how dangerous they are.”


“Zvezda moya, you know I am right.  In their world,
women are for making babies.”


“Fine!  But you’re not taking her either.”  Katya pointed at
Michelle.


Michelle stared, unblinking at Aaron.  “I don’t have to be
in the room with you.”  Her eyes swung to Katya and Ivan, then back to him.  “I’ll
give you fifteen minutes.  And then I am coming for you.”  And heaven help
the fool that gets in her way.  Aaron knew too well the havoc and bloodshed
his vampire lover could unleash.  Michelle was the last enemy you’d ever make.


 


* * * *


 


Michelle didn’t want to waste another minute of the night. 
The moment they were alone, back in their hotel suite, she attacked the buttons
on Aaron’s dress shirt and slid her hands over his smooth, hard chest.  Not a
large man, but amazingly strong, and highly toned.  She loved the feel of his
flawless skin and tight muscles, especially when he pressed her down into the
bed.  She planned to spend the rest of her life smothered by Aaron’s body.  Her
own personal sex god.


His fingertips traced the line of her brow and cheek, and deep
love shone in his eyes.  She had never thought a man would look at her that
way.  Lust she could find aplenty – men lusted after her endlessly.


Love was another matter.


Her fingers followed the ridges of his collarbone and then
circled his nipple to watch it harden.  His head leaned back with a moan, and
she was tempted to bite him in the jugular vein, right where he liked it.


Shirt undone, she continued downwards with his pants zipper. 
Her hand enclosed his hard cock with a rewarding groan escaping from his lips. 
This wonderful man was hard for her anytime.


She slid her hand up and down, from the curve of his balls
to the glistening tip of his cock.  “Bon
sang ne peut mentir.”  Good blood cannot lie.  The fact that
Aaron Pilan came from good stock was never more evident than when she held his
fullness in her hand.


“Oh woman, you don’t know what you’re in for.”  He smiled
and his eyes darkened with that look – the look that promised he would fuck her
stupid.  She loved watching the depth of love in his eyes as he thrust into her
hard and fast.


“Mon amour,
I do know, and I am planning on it.”  She grinned and went down on her knees to
pay homage to this man whom she loved with all her heart.  She swallowed him
all the way down.


He growled as his hands fisted in her hair, almost choking
her with his length.  “Oh Michelle, I love when you take it all.”


His encouragement spurred her on.


She’d gladly service him every night, just like this, for as
long as he wanted her.  Slurping on the head of his cock, feeling him twitch in
her mouth, her own arousal wet her panties.  Pleasing Aaron turned her on so
bad, she could hardly wait to feel his punishing length buried inside her.  She
cupped and massaged his balls, feeling them tighten in her hands, while sucking
hard and fast.


His cock grew even larger, more rigid, that special moment
right before he flooded her mouth in hot release.  She milked her lover for
every drop, biding her time for her turn.  She ached for him, her feminine
folds swollen and slick with need.


His fingers uncurled from her hair, and he rocked back on
his heels, almost losing balance with the power of his orgasm.  “There are no
words to describe how wonderful you are, woman.”


Pulling his cock from her mouth, she smiled and licked the
last of his juices off her lips.  “My turn.”


He looked down at her and a shadow crossed his face. 
Something was not right.  “Michelle, my love, this could get complicated.  She
wants me to go to her, now.”


Instant rage issued a growl from between her gritted teeth. 
“Not until we are finished!”


His eyes shone with sympathy.  “She wants you there too …”
Sympathy and a hint of mischief.  Michelle narrowed her eyes.  The bastard was
looking forward to this.


“The bitch wants me in her bed?”


“Yes.  Every night I come to her, I smell of you.  She wants
a taste of the real thing.”


“How does she know I enjoy women, too?”  Michelle
shuddered.  Urvashi’s fingers crept into every aspect of her intimacy with
Aaron, sneaking through his mind, violating their private moments.  Now she
wanted to flaunt it in her face?


The women in Aaron’s life had never mattered to Michelle before. 
They were only food and occasional fun.  She experienced no jealousy when Aaron
played with the food.  No woman could claim a majestic creature like Aaron, but
Urvashi was different.


The bitch would be there forever, tugging his strings,
telling him what to do, manipulating him.  He might even learn to love her,
eventually, and that scared Michelle more than anything.


Aaron didn’t shy away from Michelle’s accusing eyes.  “You
know she’s in here.”  He tapped on his temple.  “There is little I can hide
from her.”


During her long life, Michelle had learned that honesty is a
commodity in short supply, but for Aaron it seemed so natural.  Her deep rage
at her loss of control over Aaron sparked an insatiable need for vengeance. 
Jamison would die for what he done, for her loss, for this insane situation
with Urvashi.


She blamed Jamison for everything.


Lately she had been thinking of new ways to win this contest. 
If Urvashi could squeeze Aaron with her fingers of influence, why not
Michelle?  Two can play that game.  She pecked his cheek in acceptance of the
new deal.  “I will do this for you, because you want it – not for her.  Are you
sure you can handle us both?”  Michelle cupped his balls and gripped his wet
cock, wondering if his gear was up to the task.


As his erection stiffened once again, he growled at her. 
“Don’t challenge me woman, I’ll leave you limping for the rest of the week.”


“I wish you would stop holding back.”


He assessed her with a wicked grin.  “Be careful what you
wish for, you just might get it.”


Her only answer was to slowly, sensually remove her
clothes.  His eyes tracked her as the last scrap of her panties slid down her
legs.  Stripping for him was such a turn-on.  Her sex throbbed with need in
anticipation of the unknown encounter with this strange creature, Urvashi. 
Michelle had often wondered what she might be missing out on when Aaron left
for Urvashi’s room.


Aaron shed the rest of his clothes, and they donned matching,
black silk bathrobes.  He led her down the hallway to Urvashi, but at the last
second Michelle stepped in front to knock on the door.


Urvashi answered with an emotionless face, conveying not a
hint of her mood.  “It’s about time you joined the party.”  She gestured for
them to enter.


Her Persian Highness, Urvashi, had the paisley-patterned
suite.  Swirling pastels crept all over the furniture like some deep sea
creature.  Her room was the size of a New York apartment, the deluxe package. 
The conservative color scheme seemed to match Urvashi’s reserved, Buddhist
monk, unflinchingly calm personality.


Urvashi had raised her voice only once in Michelle’s
presence, and the backlash of her anger had unleashed a wave of power that had
knocked both her and Aaron flat on their backs.  Michelle had quickly learned
that Urvashi was not to be trifled with.


And now this inhuman creature sized her up like a meal to be
devoured.  She had a sense that this would be a night to remember.  Juices of
Michelle’s arousal leaked down her inner thighs as she stood before Urvashi’s
appraising eyes.


“Okay, this isn’t weird at all.”  Aaron watched both women
with a leery expression.  He probably thought they were going to cut each
other’s eyes out.  The thought had occurred to Michelle on more than one
occasion.


Michelle decided to make the bridge.  If she wanted to keep
Aaron’s favor, she would have to take extra measures above and beyond the call
of duty.  She stepped up to Urvashi and smiled warmly.  “Thank you for inviting
me, I do appreciate the gesture.”


“Ah, am I to think you came for me?  I know why you’re here,
to please Aaron.  But that is not why I asked for you.  Tonight you will please
us both.”


“Donner au diable son dû.”  Give
the devil his due.


Urvashi opened Michelle’s robe at the neck and let it slide
down off her body.  “Yes.  This devil will take all that you can give.”


Golden fingers of tingling current brushed across Michelle’s
nipples as Urvashi played with her.  Her pussy lips swelled with the sensations
coursing from the tips of her breasts straight to her groin.  Her eyes closed
in appreciation of the wondrous feel of Urvashi’s heavenly touch.  With feather
light strokes and gliding, crackling electric slide, Urvashi tuned up her
arousal like a conductor preparing an orchestra.


Aaron slid up behind Michelle, his robe already discarded. 
The warm, hard ridges of his erection pressed in between her butt cheeks as he
nibbled on her earlobe.


Michelle leaned her head back and surrendered to the assault
of sensations turning her helpless and legless.  “Mon dieu, Aaron.  You never told me she could do
this.  I think I can forgive you, now.”


His laughter rumbled against her ear as his shaft pressed
deeper into the cleft of her ass to slide between her legs.  Looking Urvashi in
the eyes, Michelle reached down between her sopping wet folds and tried to
slide the head of his cock inside.


Urvashi’s hand closed over hers, the electric zing flowing
through her fingers and straight into her sensitive labia.


“Oye.”  She almost came right there.


Urvashi pulled her hand away.  “This is for me tonight. 
Mine alone.  Aaron will have to find another place to put his cock.”  Urvashi
slid her warm magic fingers down over Michelle’s juicy clit, rubbing in
circular motions and then dipped two fingers inside, curling up and back into
that place, that special spot.


Only Aaron knew exactly where to hit that spot, Michelle had
taught him.  This woman had stolen the intimate knowledge of Michelle’s body from
her lover’s mind.


The unimaginable sensation of electrostim both inside and
out, with Urvashi’s flexing fingers brought on a splashing wave of climax. 
“Oye, mon dieu!” 
Michelle yanked Aaron’s hair to pull him down into a solid chomp, burying her
fangs in his neck.  An orgasm this good could not be managed without biting


Through the haze of wondrous sensations, her wet mound
humping on Urvashi’s magic hand, the woman issued a warning.  “Do not bite me. 
I made allowance for one mistake. I will not do so again.”


Michelle let go of Aaron’s neck, slurping his blood off her
lips and nodded.  “Oui.”  Too absorbed in the moment to think of
anything but the simplest answer.


“I mean it.  If you bite me, I will be forced to kill you. 
I do not want you bound to me.”


Michelle nodded in agreement once again, her eyes half
closed as she grudge-fucked Urvashi’s powerful hand.


Aaron’s strong grip seized her hips.  “Michelle, hold
still.”  As the head of his cock probed her anus, she knew this night would be
the beginning of a new and wondrous chapter in her life.


Slowly, carefully, he worked a torturous glide all the way
in her ass.


“Céleste.” 
Heavenly.  She leaned back into him and whispered.  “Don’t hold back.”


He pushed harder, digging in that last little bit.  He didn’t
hold anything back, not one inch.


She was about to come again when Urvashi leaned in and
kissed her on the lips.  Urvashi’s free hand stroked Michelle’s right nipple
while her other hand continued reaming out her pussy.  “You want to come for him,
but I want to see your eyes.  Tonight you come for me.”


As her insides clenched in orgasmic spasm, she came for
Urvashi, and almost cried out her damned name aloud.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 6


 


 


Stepping into a pile of brown-grey slush on the sidewalk,
Aaron complained to the world, “Come see Europe, she said, see the sights.  She
forgot to mention how London is a sloppy, wet iceberg in the winter.”  He trudged
through the half-frozen muck and pulled the lapels of his coat up to brace
against the merciless wind.


Michelle stepped gingerly from the taxi onto the street, and
pulled her coat around her slender hourglass curves.  She had been walking a
little funny since waking up.  Though she tried to hide it, Aaron knew Michelle
was hurting.


He hadn’t held back last night.  He and Urvashi left
Michelle so exhausted from the grueling sexual marathon that Aaron had to carry
her down the hallway to their suite just before sunrise.  Now, she could hardly
walk.


Michelle looked him in the eye, trying her best to pretend
she wasn’t in pain.  “Oui,
I did forget to tell you how cold London is in the winter.  I always follow the
birds south.”  Her loving emerald eyes twinkled with mirth and apology, but
underneath it her aura gleamed with devotion.


Dammit.  He had fucked her raw, and she slobbered her
love all over him.  It’s like she wanted him to hurt her.


He would have to be more careful next time.  He had reveled
in giving Michelle all his passion, but he hated seeing her in pain.  Though he
might have been rough with her, he wasn’t a sadist.


Urvashi stepped out behind Michelle, trench coat cinched
tight at the waist with a tie.  A second taxi pulled up behind them and out
stepped the two wet dogs, Ivan and Katya.  Aaron wondered if they might shake
their overcoats like a dog flinging the water off its fur.


He sighed in acceptance of their strange alliance and nodded
to them.  “Thank you for joining us.  Your help is much appreciated.”


Ivan grunted to Aaron and company by way of reply.  Silent
and brooding, Katya glared at Aaron with barely contained malice.  Her guarded
stance conveyed a very unwilling participant.  Aaron stared right back,
allowing the full impact of his gaze to penetrate her cold hate.


Her eyes assessed him, and then it happened, something
changed.  She began to thaw.  Aaron had the insane urge to grab hold of her and
tell her how much he was tired of the strife and pain and death, how he wanted
to live a simple life with Michelle and Urvashi, how he’d rather walk away from
this ridiculous manhunt.


She snapped out of his spell abruptly.  “Stop staring at
me!  Keep your damn eyes away!  I know what you do to women.  They look at you
and spread their legs.  You take and take until there’s nothing left to give. 
You thrive by taking life that is not your own.  I know what you are, iobanie strigoi.”


Guilty as charged.


With raised eyebrows he gave her a lopsided grin.  “Feel
better now?”  The woman nursed her hate, held onto it desperately.  Must take a
lot of energy to harbor that kind of hate and keep it smoldering.


Especially on this frozen bitch of an island.


She opened her mouth for another sharp jab, but Ivan put a
hand on her shoulder and shook his head slightly.  She swallowed whatever bitter
retort hovered on the tip of her tongue and averted her eyes.


Silently, they all slogged through the darkness, cold and
slush towards the flashing neon words The Rocking Horse, one of several Soho
strip clubs.


Aaron whispered low to Michelle.  “That woman would gut us
like fish.  She hates you, and who can blame her.  But I can’t figure out why
she hates me.”


Michelle leaned into Aaron and purred in his ear.  “Is like
cats and dogs.  Ennemis
naturels.”


Urvashi wrapped her arm around Aaron’s and added her piece,
speaking directly into his mind.  {{Too many apex predators together in the
same territory.  Cats and dogs indeed.  And vampires are the worst.  They can
rarely stand any of their own kind, let alone the wolves.}}


She caught his interest with that line.  “Are there many of
us around?”


{{A few.  Soon to be one less when we find Jamison.}}


He caught Michelle’s squint of irritation as she watched his
one-sided conversation.  He wished Urvashi wouldn’t play this game in front of
Michelle.  It was rude to keep Michelle out of the loop.


Thumping rhythms of bass music hit his ears as Aaron opened
the door to a black light enhanced world of sexual fantasy.  Topless girls with
breasts painted in swirling fluorescents weaved through the tables, serving
drinks and mesmerizing all with their glowing nipples.  Their painted flesh swayed
in time to the loud music.


Curious stares followed Aaron and their odd gang as they
made their way to a corner booth.  The overlapping thoughts directed at them
crowded his senses.  “Jaysus, Mary and Joseph, I’d give half a paycheck to
fuck all three ‘o them Totties at one time – What’s a stunner like that blonde
doing with that skinny git? – Love the hips on the darky, I’d bugger that ass
all night long.”  Aaron instantly realized how strange they looked, two men
and three women, in a strip club filled with lecherous men.


A waitress with a glowing-glittery butterfly painted on her
chest took his drink order.  Her soft round breasts had been artistically shaped
into the upper wings of a butterfly.  Her dental floss bikini bottoms covered
virtually nothing.  She smiled wide as Aaron slipped a tip in the front strap
of her panties, his fingers accidentally brushing across her delicate
folds.


Might have to look this girl up later.


Settled in the booth, scanning the room, Aaron finally saw
what he was looking for, up on the raised platform, dancing topless on the
stripper pole.


Janette.


A dub step bass line ground out enough power to vibrate
glass as Janette humped the stripper pole as if she was about to pop an orgasm
right on the stage.  She wore nothing but glowing white thong panties.  The
scrap of fabric barely covered her ankles as she polished the stainless steel
with her shaved mound.  All eyes were on Janette, and there was not a limp dick
in the room.


When she caught Aaron’s stare, her dance faltered.  The sexy,
sultry temptress illusion faded in the wake of her fear.  Terror flickered
across her face as Aaron held her eyes and bored into her mind from the other
side of the room.  He scooped it straight from her head.  She had spoken to
Reza.  He rewarded her candid confession with a slap to her face and a sincere death
threat to assure her silence.


Reza was a real lady’s man.


Aaron didn’t even have to look for Reza.  Janette did it for
him, a spike of paralyzing fear in her chest.  Aaron followed her gaze to Reza
standing by the bar, unaware that his beautiful Janette was about to piss all
over the dance platform in terror as she stood petrified, gripping tightly to
the stripper pole like a lifeline.  The man was mostly bald, but with a
five-o-clock shadow of stubble wrapped around the sides and back of his head,
and a little trimmed goatee.  He had that unmistakable look of a man who has
traveled through the dark alleys of the world and lived to tell the tale.


Glancing back to Janette, their eyes met again, and she had
a fleeting fear for him, knowing Reza would not be merciful.  Mostly she was
worried about the big ass knife her boss had threatened to shove between her
legs if anyone else came around asking questions.


Aaron felt compelled to carry her off to safety, hold her
and promise it would be alright.  But that would have been a cruel lie.  He
wasn’t here to solve her problems or open a can of whoopass on the bad guy in a
flurry of kung-fu kicks.


All he needed was five minutes with Reza.  Poor Janette had
made her bed in this shithole, and now she had to lie in it.


Ivan slapped his hand on the table.  “Ladies, remember our
bargain.”  He stood, his eye tracking Aaron’s focus on Reza.  He missed nothing. 
“We have fifteen minutes.  Stay here until we return.”


Ivan tossed a fifty pound bill on the table.  “Have a lap
dance on me.”


Michelle and Urvashi both smiled, seemingly amenable to the
idea.


Katya sneered, “Give me your credit card and we’ll make it a
real party.”


Aaron smirked.  Somewhere inside Katya resided a living,
breathing woman, with a sense of humor.


“That’s our man.”  Aaron nodded towards Reza who just now
glanced in their direction.


“Follow me, and try not to speak.”  Ivan strolled off,
casually weaving around the tables, headed for Reza.


In the spirit of their agreement, Aaron nodded silently and
played follow the leader.  Michelle yelled to his back, “Fifteen minutes.”  He
looked back and winked at all three ladies.


Wouldn’t that be interesting, all three women in the same
bed.  He doubted anything could top his experience with Michelle and
Urvashi, but you just never knew.


Reza watched them curiously, a hint of anxiety in his eyes. 
Ivan was not a small man.  Though Aaron did not fear him, or any man, he could
see Ivan carried himself with confidence, and he had that wide, powerful jaw.  One
of those bite-your-arm-off jawlines – probably a wolf thing.


“Dobri vyehcher.”  Ivan offered his hand with the
greeting, but Reza just looked at him suspiciously.  Dropping his hand, he
continued, “My name is Ivan, and this is Aaron.  We need to speak with you. 
Privately.”


Reza sipped his drink, looked Ivan up and down, and then
glanced at Aaron.  That’s when he noticed Janette slinking off the stage with a
fearful glance over her shoulder.  He instantly knew Janette must have fingered
him, because he’d never seen these two men before in his life.  The look on his
face conveyed much.  “Bitch.”


Aaron followed Reza’s thoughts as he imagined wicked, bloody
things he would do to Janette with the six inch blade hidden at the small of
his back.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 7


 


 


Aaron couldn’t help himself.  “Just talk.  And we can pay
for information.”  The idea of Reza slicing into Janette for the trivial
information they wanted didn’t sit well with him.


Ivan raised his eyebrow in an unspoken warning.


“I have nothing to say to you, and I don’t want your
money.”  Reza attempted to play casual with his dismissal, but his hand was
shaking and a bead of sweat ran down the side of his face.


“Five minutes, no more.”  Ivan lifted his heavy square jaw
and stared Reza down, not once breaking eye contact.


“Five minutes, five hundred pounds.”


Aaron snickered.  So much for the I don’t want your money
bullshit.


Ivan agreed with a nod.  “If you have what we need, we have
five hundred.”


Reza smiled, but he was not happy.  “Come.”


They followed Reza off to a side door leading into a
corridor with rooms on either side.  Aaron scanned the hallway and knew
instantly that Janette was in the room on the second door to the right.


She was packing a suitcase and praying to God she would make
it out of there before Reza grabbed her.


Reza tried the doorknob to Janette’s room and found it
locked.  He cursed under his breath again, “Bitch.”  He walked on down the hall
and tried the next door.  “Step in my office, gentlemen.”  He smiled smugly as
they followed him into a room with a queen size bed that reeked of cheap
perfume and desperate loneliness.


Aaron imagined all the men who found some temporary
happiness in a place like this, paying money for a few minutes of warm flesh, and
the poor women who sold their bodies here, night after night.  The oldest
profession in the world, and yet surely the least gratifying.


“So, what do you need to know?”  Reza got right down to it. 
He pulled six inches of shining steel blade from his belt and began flipping in
his hand intimidatingly.


Ivan didn’t mince words.  “The American you sold a gun to. 
We need to know about him.”


Reza pointed his knife at Ivan, then Aaron.  “What are you
fucking cops?  You come in here speaking Russian, with your little American
boyfriend.  Fuck off.”  Reza’s suspicions were confirmed, Janette had talked to
them, and he would make her pay for it.  He spat at their feet in disgust,
sheathed his knife at his back stepped towards the door.


Aaron’s suspicions were also confirmed, Michael Jamison had
been there.  The entire encounter flitted across Reza’s mind, but he didn’t
know jack shit.  Reza sold Mike a gun, way overpriced, and that was it.  He didn’t
know where Mike came from, where he was going, or anything useful.


But wait, there was something.  “Who did he come
with?”  Aaron grabbed Reza’s sleeve and stopped him before he left the room.


Reza turned on him, a mind to stick his knife in Aaron’s ribs. 
“I am done talking to you.  Go suck Russian cock.”


Ivan chuckled.


With that Aaron let Reza go.  The bastard spun away and
slipped out the door, but he had given up the last piece of information in his
mind.  Reza had watched Mike leave in a taxi.  As the cab driver opened the
back door for Mike, Reza had caught a glimpse of a middle-aged blonde woman
waiting for him.


Seemed Mike had his next victim lined up already.  If they
didn’t find him soon, that woman would end up dead in the slush-covered street,
shy a few pints of blood.


Aaron led the way out with Ivan right behind him.  “Let’s
go.  I got what I came for.”


They headed down the hallway and out into the strip club.  A
dull haze of stale cigarette smoke assaulted them as they made their way to the
women.  Reza was talking another stubble-headed Albanian man standing behind
the bar, a heated exchange.  Reza glanced back at Aaron and Ivan repeatedly.


The bartender said something and nodded at the back of the
building towards the private dance rooms, and the rear exit.  Reza took off at a
fast clip.


Shit.


The bartender had seen Janette pass that way seconds
earlier, with her suitcase.  Aaron caught it all from the bartender’s mind and
decided it was time to get involved.


Urvashi grabbed Aaron’s arm.  “Don’t.  Leave it be.”  She
was always siphoning off his emotions, using their bond to intuit his thoughts,
even when he tried to block her out of his mind.


Though he knew it was foolish, he couldn’t leave it be.  His
actions had put Janette in danger.  It was on his shoulders.  Just like Michael
Jamison was his responsibility.


He slid Urvashi’s hand from his arm and pecked her on the
cheek.  “I’ll be back in few minutes.  Have another lap dance while you wait.”


He took off, walking as fast as he could without attracting
too much of the wrong kind of attention.  Vampires move unnaturally fast. 
People notice that kind of thing.


In the dark recesses of the back rooms, he headed for the
red exit sign, moving at a full jog now.  Out the door and into the freezing
wet, graffiti-covered alley, he found them both.  Reza had pinned Janette by
the throat against a slimy brick wall, her suitcase lying in the dirty slush. 
He reached behind him for the knife tucked in his belt.


“Twasn’t me, I swear!”  She choked out the words.  Mascara
ran down her face in dirty streaks, and her wool coat was open, exposing naked
breasts.  In her rush to escape, she hadn’t even dressed properly.


“Lying bitch!”  He was an inch from shoving that blade
between her legs when Aaron snatched his forearm in a wicked, clawed grip.


Aaron’s talons punctured through jacket and into fleshy
muscle.  “You should have taken the money,” Aaron growled as he wrenched Reza’s
arm away from Janette, twisting up and back at the wrong angle.


“Fucking wanker!”  Reza cried out at the crunchy, gristle-snapping
sound of his dislocated shoulder, and the knife fell from is hand.


Aaron pivoted and tossed Reza across the alley to land in a
cussing grunt of pain.  He turned back to Janette who was staring at him, jaw
agape.  “Get your bag and go.  Stay the hell out of Soho.  Better yet, get out
of London.”


Whimpering in relief, shocked, terrified, she did exactly as
he ordered, scooping her bag off the snowy street.  She backed up slowly, her
fear now redirected to Aaron.


Stupid woman.  “Go already!”


With a startled jump she took off running.  She didn’t even
try to make the wheels of her suitcase work, dragging the hard, red case as
fast as her three inch plastic heels would allow in the snow-rutted, uneven
brick surface.  Finally.


“You can run bitch, but I’ll find ya!”  Reza regained his
feet, but his right arm dangled uselessly.  He squinted at Aaron in pain and
fury.  “You nancy bastard, don’t you know who I am?”  He felt his shoulder
gingerly, trying to figure out why his arm wasn’t working right.  “Keljmendi
clan, and you’re right royal fucked.”


“I don’t give a shit who you are.”  Aaron considered what to
do with him.  He was tired of killing.  He had more than his fill of killing in
Las Vegas and New York.


Reza reached into his jacket with his good arm, going for
his cell phone.  He fully intended to have somebody inside the strip club grab
the women and Ivan.  “You’re already dead, and your women will be sold to fat
Italians with small cocks and big bank accounts.”


Aaron snarled.  “You’re too stupid for your own good.”  In a
flash of movement, he smashed through Reza’s jaw, snapping his head back.  The man
flew across the alley, cracked the back of his skull on the brick wall and
crumpled in a heap in the slush.  If Reza lived, he’d be eating ice cream and
apple sauce through a straw for weeks.


Didn’t even need a kung-fu kick.


 


* * * *
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With a two handed grip, Aaron wrenched the locking mechanism
and yanked open the back door to the club.  When Reza had gone for his cell
phone, his thoughts revealed an alarming situation.  This entire city block was
under the control of the Keljmendi clan.  Every business within a kilometer
answered to the clan.


{{Time to go.  Now.}}  Aaron projected directly into
Urvashi’s mind.  He wanted them out the front door before he made it to the
bar.


Passing from the shadows into the lighted bar, the
bartender’s sharp gaze never left him.  The man glared at Aaron for a moment
then glanced back to the exit.


Michelle, Katya, Urvashi and Ivan were already making their
way to the front door.  At the entrance, a burly, six-foot male wearing a black
“security” t-shirt, his scowling face scarred from chin to eyebrow, caught a
signal from the bartender.  He grabbed another hulking giant wearing a t-shirt
emblazoned “No Blood-No Foul” then stepped up to block Ivan.


Scarface grumbled, “Boss says ya gotta stay.  Not done yet.”


“Boys, this does not end well.”  Ivan’s meaty knuckles
cracked as his fists balled up tight.


Aaron joined them and slid between Urvashi and Michelle to
the front, facing the guards directly.  “We brought a private party.”  He
gestured towards Michelle, Katya, and Urvashi.  “Much better than the girls
here.”


Aaron caught the thoughts of the bartender advancing behind
them with a solid baseball bat slapping his palm.  Aaron nodded to Ivan. 
“Behind us.”


Ivan turned to face the bartender, his hands up in
surrender.  “We don’t want trouble.  Just looking for a good time.”


Aaron winked at Michelle and flashed left.  His fist crushed
the guard’s nose into a bloody pancake.  The guy went down and stayed down.  “Guess
that qualifies as a foul.”


Michelle snorted, and a split-second later, slashed to the
right, carving bloody lines across the other guard’s face with her wicked
talons.  The man screamed until Katya’s boot to the groin lifted him off his
feet and sent him staggering back, only to fall to his knees in agony.


Urvashi grinned like a kid in a candy store, enjoying the
show.  “We should do this more often.”


Aaron turned to watch Ivan intercept the inept swing of the
bartender’s bat.  Ivan snatched the bat away and spun it in a high arc, right
down onto the bartender’s receding hairline.  The crack of wooden bat on skull
echoed across the strip club as men yelled and women screamed.  Everyone moved
as far away from Ivan as they could get.


The bartender dropped like a sack of potatoes.  Ivan
chuckled.  “This is a good time. Now, I am having fun.”


“Will you stop playing?  Let’s go.”  Katya pulled on Ivan’s jacket
and steered him past the guards on the floor to follow Aaron and Michelle out
the front door.


“We need to leave Soho, now.”  Aaron led them out of the
Brewer Street alleys, and back to the line of taxis.


They piled into a waiting taxi and Michelle snapped at the
driver.  “A hundred pounds to get us out of Soho in five minutes.  To the
Knightsbridge Hotel.”


The driver grinned.  “That’s a job I can do.  Best get your
money ready.”


Ivan complained.  “Why leave so soon?  I was just starting
to enjoy myself.”


“This cockup got us bagged.”  Katya thumbed towards Aaron in
the front seat beside Michelle.  “Had to go and save the stupid stripper.”


Katya had a funny look on her face.  Her words rang with
annoyance, but her aura revealed something else, a hint of mirth.  Then she
smiled.  “Who’d have thought a leech could be so bloody gallant?”


Aaron grinned lopsided.  “If you knew what he planned to do
to her, you’d have been out in that alley with me.”


“I know the type, all bad, all channels, twenty-four-seven. 
Pure bollocks and cuss and spit.  Only thing worse is an arrogant Russian.” 
She winked at Ivan who chuckled low, almost a growl.


Michelle broke the spell of camaraderie when she licked the
blood off her fingertips and spoke directly to Katya.  “Aaron is much stronger
and faster than I.  And you know what I can do.”  She kissed Aaron on the cheek.


Ivan and Katya shutdown, like a switch had been flipped.  No
more smiles and snickers.  The momentary illusion of friendship dissipated. 
They rode in uncomfortable silence the rest of the way.


At the hotel, they all stepped out of the cab, and Aaron
reached out to shake Ivan’s hand.  He smiled, just a big happy Russian, no more
killer Ivan. 


“We had fun tonight.  I’ll buy you a drink.”


Aaron smirked.  “I like my drinks hot and fresh.”  He looked
pointedly at Katya.  “I bet she has an exotic flavor.”


“Un huh!  Keep your chompers away from me!  No way on God’s
green earth would I ever allow you near me.”


He stepped up closer.  “You’re probably right, I can smell
…”


“Don’t you dare say it!”  She was in his face.  An inch from
his nose, her fists curled up.


“I was going to say coconut shampoo.”  He grinned wide,
tempted to steal a kiss while she was so close.


“Twenty for one bite.”  Ivan grinned mischievously at Katya.


“God, you’re a cheap pimp.”  She rolled her eyes at him.


Aaron turned to Michelle.  “What do you think she tastes
like?”  He licked his lips.


He couldn’t stop himself from teasing Katya.  She reminded
him so much of Anastasia, especially when she smiled.


Michelle wrinkled her nose.  “Chien mouillé.”  Wet dog.


Katya snorted with her upper lip in snarl.  “I’d just as
soon watch you starve to death.”  Her eyes grew cold, and he caught a hint of
her malice leaking past the wall blocking her mind.  She had some intensely
personal reason for hating vampires, something recent.  “You have your leech.” 
She flicked her nose at Michelle.  “And Urvashi is certainly friendly.  You
don’t need me.”


As though on cue, Urvashi slicked her hand down over Aaron’s
crotch.  “I think he would rather taste wolf tonight.”


Ivan put his arm around Katya and squeezed her shoulders in
a brotherly hug.  “Okay.  No biting tonight.  It’s unsanitary.”  Ivan winked at
Aaron.


If Aaron didn’t know better, he’d think Ivan actually liked
him.


“But I am still drinking Vodka.”  Ivan pointed at Aaron.  “We
need to talk about what you learned.”


This is what Aaron had been afraid of.  They were now stuck
with the two wet dogs to the finish of this manhunt.  He shivered, looked down
at the slushy sidewalk, and glanced towards the warm, cozy hotel.  “Room 440.  Get
your vodka and meet us there.”


 


* * * *
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“No matter what they say, the wolves are not friends.” 
Michelle pulled Aaron into the bathroom, holding his face in her hands.  In
moments like these he was reminded of her age.  Physically, she appeared in her
late twenties, but Michelle had a century under her belt, and a lot of hard
lessons learned.


She whispered so Urvashi couldn’t hear.  “And they are too
friendly with Urvashi.  They cannot be trusted.”


“I know what happened with the wolves during the war.  You
shared that with me.  But I don’t think Ivan and Katya are enemies.  In time,
we can learn to trust them.  Give them a chance to earn our trust.”


“They almost killed me.  Is not a joke, Aaron.  They would
have eaten me.”


Aaron shivered with the vivid memory of Michelle’s fight
with the pack.  Michelle’s bloody, clawed hands glistening in the moonlight.  Huge,
oversized beasts with gnashing teeth, tearing at her from different
directions.  Her inhuman screams of rage as Michelle tore through Katya’s
brother Andrei with her bare hands.  It amazed Aaron to this day, the things
Michelle did in France during the war, the horrors she survived.


“I am not an idiot, Michelle.  Have faith in me.  I won’t
allow them to hurt you.”


“I take care of myself.  Is you I worry about.  You are too
young, too naive.  Never turn your back on them.  Promise me.”


“I promise.”


A knock at the suite door announced Ivan and Katya’s
arrival.  Aaron and Michelle strolled out of the bathroom together as Urvashi
seated the wolves on the pastel, puke-green living room couch.


Ivan wasted no time cracking the seal on his fresh bottle of
Stolichnaya, red label.  The strong vapors of vodka wafted through the room as he
poured an over-sized shot glass full to the rim and downed it with a doggy
shake of his head afterwards.


“O!  Yob tvoiu mat’!”  Aaron
didn’t understand a word, but Ivan conveyed the suggestion that this is good
shit.


Katya grinned at the big man and snatched the glass off the
table.  “Let me have some before you finish it.”  She poured the same measure,
tipped her head and tossed it back in one hit.  She grimaced at the burn, but
looked like she enjoyed it.


Urvashi’s cell phone went off, a melodic sitar musical ring
tone, something straight out of India.  “Oui.”
 She listened for a moment and waved at Aaron, speaking directly into his
mind.  {{I must take this call, privately.}}  She left the suite for the
hallway.


Ivan watched Urvashi go.  He grabbed the shot glass away
from Katya and refilled it.  “So tell us about Reza.  What are his dirty
secrets?”  Without waiting for an answer, he emptied another shot.


Aaron looked to Michelle, who nodded slightly.  “I only
caught a few quick snatches from him.  Enough to know he is deeply involved in
the black market dealings of the Keljmendi clan.”


Ivan and Katya both whistled together.  Katya stole the shot
glass, poured it to the rim, and knocked it down in one.


Ivan grinned at Aaron, shaking his head.  “You have a talent
for finding problems.  You might think these men cannot get to you, but you
don’t know where they come from.  You don’t understand how the Albanians deal
with vendettas.”


Aaron narrowed his eyes.  “I am done with them.  I got what
I needed.  Reza didn’t know much of anything.  He saw Mike Jamison with a blonde
woman, and I was able to catch a brief glimpse of her face in his mind.  That’s
all he knew.”


“You may be done with the Albanians, but are they done with
you?”


Michelle growled her two cents.  “If they become a problem,
we will handle it.”  Michelle liked getting her hands dirty in the
entrails of her enemies after slashing their guts open.  She had always enjoyed
slaughter a little too much for Aaron’s comfort.


“Da.  I remember.  She is a wicked woman, no?”  Ivan smiled
at Aaron.


Aaron pulled Michelle close, an arm around her shoulders,
and kissed her on the nose.  “Yes.  But I like her that way.”  He smiled back.


Katya snorted at Aaron and stared with pointed distrust at
Michelle.  “Go on thinking with the wrong head.  Get yourself killed.  Vampires
are not known for compassion.  Most of them kill their masters or vice versa.”


Ivan stole the shot glass back from Katya, refilled it, and
downed another shot.  “I think with both heads, and I am still here, all in
good working order.”  He adjusted his crotch as Aaron laughed and the ladies
rolled their eyes simultaneously.


Aaron studied the wolves.  They were not really together. 
They struck him more as brother-sister, or coworkers, comrades.  Aaron looked
directly at Katya, letting her absorb the full effect of his gaze.


His words drilled into her along with his unblinking eyes. 
“I appreciate your concern, it’s touching.”  She smiled, almost pleased, and
then shook her head, ridding herself of his spell.  Aaron found her resistance
endearing.  “But Michelle and I are not bound as master and servant, not
anymore.”


Katya frowned slightly.  The wheels turned in her head.  “You
choose to be together?”


Aaron nodded at the same time as Michelle, while her hand
stroked his thigh affectionately.


Michelle licked her lips as her hand slid up and down
Aaron’s leg.  “Is like the love stories you read about.  Très magnifique.  Very
romantic.”


The way she teased him with her gentle strokes, he could
have bent her over the couch right there, audience and all.


“Beautiful, I am sure.  Romance and slaughter.”  Ivan
sounded curt, less casual than normal.  “What’s next?  How do we find this
leech, Mike, and the woman in the limousine?”


“I don’t have a clue.”  Aaron shrugged and sat back.


“We have learned nothing.”  Ivan poured another shot and
tossed it back, his bottle half gone already.  “A waste of time.”


Aaron nodded in resignation at the dead end.  Michelle
patted his knee.  “When Jamison kills the woman, and he will kill her, we can
follow the trail again.”


Ivan grunted but Katya stared wide-eyed at Michelle like she
was insane.  “We are trying to find him before he kills her.  Fucking
vampires have no respect for life.”  Katya shook her head.


Michelle glared at Katya.  “Michael Jamison cannot hide
forever.  I will find him.”


Aaron sensed something beneath Michelle’s resolve, a deep
seated need for vengeance.  Jamison had taken something from her.  She lost her
hold over Aaron when she died, however briefly, and she considered that a
debt.  Michael Jamison would repay Michelle’s loss with his life.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 10


 


 


Michael Jamison’s cell phone vibrated atop the bedroom
nightstand with an incoming call.


“Answer it please!  It’s been going off all bloody day.” 
Laura curled up against Mike’s chest, her hands sliding under the bedcovers
towards his crotch as he reached for the phone.


Mike groaned and hit the send button.  “Hello.”


“About time you answered.  Been callin’ nonstop.”


Laura’s hand found what she was looking for and started
stroking him.


“Sorry, I’m a night owl.  Who is this and what do you want?” 
Mike wanted off the phone.  Now.  Laura had tugged and pulled him to a full
size erection in seconds.  Since Paris, it seemed he could sport an erection
almost on command.


“Don’t care if you’re a bloody raven, I got problems.  Your
friend Reza, you know the one who sold you a … package?  He works for me.  He’s
all busted up, now.  A Russian and a Yank blasted my boys lookin’ for you.  We
need to talk, now.”


“A Russian and an American, together?”  Laura kissed his
belly button and slipped down under the blanket to lick the head of his cock
with teasing laps of her tongue.


“I don’t stutter mate, you heard me.  Get the fuck over to
The Rocking Horse club and tell me who these bastards are.  Reza’s in the
hospital.  Can’t bloody talk.  He’s sucking mash through a fucking straw.”


“This has nothing to do with me.”  He grimaced when Laura
quit teasing and took him full into her warm suction, slurping and working him
with her hands.


“Got everything to do with you.  I give you one hour, and
then the Keljmendi clan will be lookin’ for you instead of them.”


“Fine!  I’m …”  Laura bore down all the way, sucking as hard
she could.  “I’m coming.”


He disconnected the call as he filled her mouth with his
release.


Laura came up for air with a sticky wet smile and stripped
off her t-shirt to reveal her small handful breasts, pink nipples hard as
pebbles.


“My turn.”  She tilted her head to the side and bared her
neck, waiting impatiently for her nightly bite.


Mike had never imagined how easily a woman could become a
complete addict for his bite, needing it day and night, like a junky needs a
fix.  But he couldn’t deny the fact that he thoroughly enjoyed Laura’s
attentions, and her money.


She sat naked before him, a millionaire widower turned whore,
her eyes pleading with him to give her what she needed so badly.  She had been
hooked by the end of their second night together.  Within a week she had
promised to give him half her inheritance.  By the end of the second week she’d
been reduced to the level of a sex slave, willing to do anything to please him.


Vampires are truly nature’s perfect predator.  Their prey want
to be consumed.  They beg to be bitten.  Fucking phenomenal.  He could spend
the entire night screwing and biting Laura until her heart gave out, and she’d
love every minute of it.  He figured that out the hard way, during his first
night with Sarah, the bank teller.  The more he bit her, the harder she fucked
him.  Riding his cock, his head buried in her neck, she just fell over in a damn
coronary.


He had been forced to learn a measure of self-control to
avoid killing Laura.


“Please Michael, stop playing with me.  You don’t know what
it’s like when you sleep through the day.  I go bonkers!  I can’t take waiting
for you.”


Laura was starting to cry, tears running down her face.  Her
hands shook with nervous need as she reached between his legs to stroke his flaccid
cock, willing to suck him off again if that’s what he wanted.


Amazing.


Never in his wildest dreams did he realize how much power he
could hold over women with nothing more than his bite.


He grinned in genuine pleasure.  “If you insist.”


“Then I insist!”


Her words trailed off as he pulled her down into a deep
bite, caressing her back and tight little ass as she moaned and squirmed in his
grip.  She came hard, fingering herself in an orgasmic frenzy as he held onto
her, sucking down his dinner, fresh, warm and delicious.


“Oh god!  Shit!  Don’t stop!  Don’t you bloody stop!”  She
had three fingers jammed inside her, masturbating her sopping wet folds with
the temporary insanity of explosive climax.


The woman was insatiable.  He knew if he wanted, he could
line up ten men to gang bang her, all at the same time.  As long as he
continued to bite her regularly, she’d fuck until she collapsed.


Too bad she wouldn’t last very long.  He had really begun to
enjoy living with her.  And spending her money, of course.


Drinking deeply from her throat as she spiraled through a
convulsive multiple orgasm, she finally flopped on his chest.  When she didn’t
move, he prodded her.  Nothing.


“Fuck!”  He’d taken too much.


Rolling her over gently onto the bed, he laid his head on
her chest and listened to her shallow breathing.  Her heart was racing hard and
fast, working overtime.


“Sorry, Laura.  I’ll try to be more careful next time.” 
Might not be too many next times.


He licked the smear of blood off her neck and kissed her on
the cheek before he grabbed his robe to head for the shower.


Waiting for the water to warm up, he couldn’t help but stare
at himself in the mirror, marveling at the wondrous changes to his physique. 
Love handles gone, the paunch had magically disappeared.  He could see every
muscle of his torso, ribs too.  He still looked his age, mid-forties, receding
hairline, but he could have passed for a fitness instructor.  He never stopped
smiling in the mirror.


Though it hadn’t been easy, stealing Michelle’s blood was
the most inspired thing he’d ever done.


 


* * * *


 


God, this place was a dive.  Mike shook his head at the fact
someone could trace him to a hole like The Rocking Horse.  He hadn’t thought
anyone could pursue his non-existent trail, but he’d stayed low anyways.  If
only he hadn’t killed that poor woman.  He’d seen the reports of Sarah’s death
in the newspapers.  That had to be related to this, somehow.


He didn’t even want to think about the idea that this could
be related to Paris, to Aaron.  And if so, how the hell did Aaron know Mike had
survived?


He’d thought he was dead for sure in Paris.  Michelle – that
psychotic bitch – had sliced him wide open and strung his guts out on the floor. 
He barely stayed conscious long enough to scoop them back in.  Hardly seemed
possible that anyone could survive such trauma to stand here in front of this
craphole strip club without a scar to show for it.  Vampirism was a god damn
miracle.  Perhaps he couldn’t be killed.


He wondered if Michelle had survived.  Nah.  He
filled her with thirteen shots from a Glock.  A damn elephant couldn’t survive
that.


He stepped in the door to the strip club and shook off the
cold.  Definitely a huge difference between here and Vegas.  Natives of Vegas
had never seen snow.  His vacation in London might need to be cut short.  Looks
like it was time to go home.  But if someone was searching for him, Vegas would
be an obvious place to look.


He needed to stay low, flush these people out and figure out
how to get rid of the problem.  No sense going through life looking over your
shoulder.


Seconds after entering through the front door, a man stood
up from a table by the entrance and approached Mike.  “About time.”  The man
looked very much like Reza, older, thinner, perhaps a bit more severe, he could
easily be a cousin or uncle.


“I’m here.  There’s no guarantee I have any answers for you,
but I am guessing you have some kind of video footage to show me?”  Mike had noted
several cameras positioned about the place the last time he was here.  Someone
kept a close eye on this operation.  A little overkill, but this was London,
the land of cameras on every street corner.


“Name’s Bresnik.  Reza is my third cousin.  This is a family
operation.  We’re not happy about this … disturbance.  You understand?”


Mike nodded and waited silently for him to go on.


“I have video, and you’ll see it from every bloody angle.  But
you’re going to tell me who these bastards are and what they want with you.  If
you’d like to leave here in one piece, you’ll tell me everything.”


The two juggernauts pretending to hang casually by the front
door stepped up behind Mike.  He heard their slow, sluggish hearts, probably
plagued with high blood pressure, and even higher cholesterol.  Definitely no
match for him.  He could break all three of them.  Their weak bones and flesh would
sever in his hands.  He’d enjoy it immensely.  But there was a time and place for
such things.  Not here, not now.  For once in their pathetic lives, these men
could serve a purpose.


“I have nothing to hide.  I will help you however I can.” 
Mike nodded and tried his best to look innocent.


Bresnik pierced him with a stare.  In another life, Mike
would have feared this man, but not now.  Bresnik played his intimidation card
well.  “Yes, you will help me.  You will tell me everything you know about
these bastards.”  He nodded towards a side door and then led the way, the two
thugs trailing behind them.


They made their way to an office of sorts, with a wooden
desk and two flat-screen PC’s tied into the surveillance system.  Bresnik sat
behind the desk and motioned to Mike to sit.  The thugs stood back in the
hallway, door open, watching.


With a few clicks, Bresnik had what he wanted.  He turned
the screen to face Mike, and here they were, Aaron and Michelle, together,
unstoppable.  Mike watched the screen, fascinated, as Aaron took out a man near
twice his size, and Michelle raked the other man’s face with her wicked razor nails. 
The same nails that had torn through Mike’s stomach and ripped out his
intestines.


The sight of them filled him with awe, reverence and fear
all at once.


How could she be alive?  No one could survive thirteen shots
at point blank range.


“I see you know them.”  Bresnik eyed him smugly.


Mike swallowed down his confusion and breathed deep, trying
for some measure of composure.  “Yes.  Only the young man and blonde.  I don’t
know the others.”


His thoughts raced over all the possibilities for how to deal
with them.  The two vampires together were far more than he could handle.  He’d
seen the slaughter they were capable of in Las Vegas, what Michelle alone was
capable of.  He couldn’t take them by himself.  Plus, they had friends who
seemed just as formidable.  Especially the big guy with the build of a
professional wrestler.  That man moved like a seasoned combat veteran:
confident, fearless, lethal.


Mike needed all the help he could get.  He needed the
Keljmendi clan.


“These two, Aaron and Michelle,” he pointed at them on the
screen, “they are here for me.  But I believe they may have business in London
as well.  I don’t know the other two women or the big guy.  I have never seen
them before.”


Bresnik just watched him quietly, and then revealed a new
piece of the puzzle.  “The large man is Russian.  I suspect he is the one in
charge.”


Mike frowned, not knowing what to make of this.  Bresnik
waited.


Mike sighed.  He would have to give this man something more
to go on.  “I followed Aaron and Michelle from Las Vegas to Paris.  But it was
too dangerous.  I abandoned the investigation.”  Mike pulled out his private investigator
license from the State of Nevada and showed it to Bresnik.  “Don’t let their
appearance fool you.  Aaron and Michelle are killers.  Your men are lucky to be
alive.  These two killed a group of Colombians in Vegas, along with my client,
the head of security at Caesars Palace.”  Mike would give Bresnik the truth
that he needed, the truth he could understand.


“I am supposed to believe these fucking supermodels with
their Russian pimp are killers?  Brawlers, yes.  Maybe a boxer?  This one is
very fast.”  He pointed at Aaron frozen in a grainy black and white image. 
“What proof do you have of these things?”


Mike had hoped it wouldn’t come to this.  He hated aligning
himself with this kind of man.  There is rarely any true benefit to be had from
getting cozy with mafia, especially the Albanian mafia.


But, there seemed no way around it.  If he wanted these men
to solve his problem, he would have to give them a reason.  Like a good
soldier, Mike had come prepared for the worst.  He reached into his pocket and
pulled out a USB flash drive and handed it to Bresnik.  “That’s video I filmed
in the desert of Vegas.  You can see Aaron and Michelle as they burned the
bodies of the Colombians.  They stole the cocaine and the money, several
kilos.”


Bresnik perked up.  “You think they brought it here, to
London?”  He plugged the USB flash drive into the side of the monitor and
clicked through to the video of Aaron and Michelle tossing corpses on a
bonfire.


Mike shrugged.  “I don’t know.  It’s possible.  They could
be trying to set up shop here.”


Bresnik’s eyes never left the video.  The Albanian watched
the vampires burn the bodies of the dead, standing there looking like a pair of
underwear models, slim and trim, young and beautiful.


Bresnik scratched the stubble on his unshaven face and
slipped his fingers through black, greasy lanks of hair.  He scrutinized Mike
closely.  “So, why are they playing with Russians?  Maybe the Russian is
helping them move the coke?”


“That would make sense.”  Mike nodded.


He watched the conclusions forming on Bresnik’s face.  He
had a pretty good idea of a man like Bresnik’s thought process.  The Albanian
probably wanted Aaron and Michelle’s heads on a platter, simple revenge.  He
would probably want any drugs or cash they might have.  More, he probably wanted
to dig his fingers into any network they might have, including the Russian.  Then
there were the women of course, he probably planned to cart them off to some
shithole brothel in Macedonia.  Everyone knows Albanians are the masters of the
sex slavery trade across Europe.


Men like Bresnik were easy to read.  Once you understood
their lifestyle and business, their motives became underwhelmingly transparent.


When he left Paris, Mike had thought London would be an
interesting vacation.  See the sights, get a taste for British blood, but then
he had met Laura.  The thought of staying had started to look appealing as
Laura offered him wealth and property.  But now the vacation was over, and
Mike’s illusions of a calm, quiet life were swept away in the face of these two
murdering vampires determined to hunt him down.


The fool Albanian who thought he had opportunity on his
hands smiled at Mike, one of those reptilian grins full of teeth, but no real
mirth.  “I imagine the Colombians are still looking for them, no?”


“I imagine you’re right.”  Give the Albanian some points
for originality.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 11


 


 


Aaron tossed and turned in the hotel bed as a beckoning
voice dragging him out of a sound sleep.  {{Come to me now.  We must talk.}}


Urvashi dragged Aaron from deep slumber with her compulsory
demand.  Michelle’s limp, naked limbs were draped around him possessively, as
though subconsciously she needed assurance that he’d never leave her again.  He
slowly slid out from under her, placing a kiss on her cool cheek.


To someone who didn’t understand, she could easily be mistaken
for dead.  Their metabolisms slowed to a crawl as they slept.


He knew instantly it was too early.  He sensed the daylight
pressing against the blacked-out windows of their suite.  One of the most
immediate benefits of Urvashi’s blood in his body was a tolerance for
daylight.  But the heavy fatigue dragged him back down towards sleep.


{{Wake up.  I need to talk to you.}}


Her powerful demand forced his body to climb out of bed
against his own will.  He stood, groggy and pissed off.  He had once been burnt
very badly in the Nevada desert, and he wished never to repeat the experience.  Urvashi
may have changed him, and daylight could no longer harm him, but Aaron retained
a vampire’s fear of the sun.  He cringed at the thought of daylight.


Wrapped in a bathrobe, sluggish with the need to sleep, he
trudged down the hallway to Urvashi’s room.


She opened the door just as he started to knock.  “You
really must learn to function during the day.  The rest of the world does.”


“Yeah, sure, whatever.”  He slumped onto her bed and curled
up, tired, wanting to go back to sleep.


Renault stepped out of the other room attached to Urvashi’s
suite wearing a crisp three-piece suit, a snarl on his face.


Aaron lifted his head.  “I thought I smelled wet dog.”


Renault didn’t bother to answer Aaron’s half-asleep taunt. 
Though short, compact, and seemingly in his fifties, Aaron knew Renault was
much more than he appeared, like everyone else in his life.  The man stank of
earthy scents and musky animal.


Renault looked at Urvashi and pretended Aaron didn’t exist. 
“I will be waiting for you in the lobby.”  He wheeled out a heaping stack of
suitcases on a cart, Urvashi’s luggage.


Aaron groaned and shook his head.  “He’s part of that wolf pack,
isn’t he?”


“Once, yes.  He is a free agent now.  They would call him a
rogue.  But he serves me, and they have no further claim on him.”


A complicated tale lay hidden in that simplified
explanation.  Everything with Urvashi was complicated.  Renault did play his
servant role well.  Chauffer, gopher, Renault did whatever she needed done.  A
manservant straight out of the Victorian era.


“So, what’s with the luggage?  Where are you going?”  It
bothered Aaron that she would pack up and leave without any real notice.  And
yet Renault knew what was up.  Aaron was always the last to know her plans.


“Moscow.  There is an urgent matter I must attend to.  You
will join me when you’re finished here.”


Michelle was gonna love that one.  He sat up in bed. 
“What’s in Moscow?  And why would we want to go there in the middle of
winter?”  England had all the cold he could handle.  He had heard the tales of
Moscow in the winter, of subzero temperatures, ice and snow.  “The rest of the
civilized world goes south for the winter, not north.”


“There is a problem with one of your kind, his name is Dmitri. 
I don’t know what to do about it yet.  When I see what’s happening, I will tell
you more.  But that’s not why I called you here.”


Hmm, a Russian vampire named Dmitri.  How many of us are
there?  Aaron rubbed his eyes, he really wanted to lie down and crash till
sunset, but this was getting interesting.  “OK, so what is it?”


She sat next to him on the bed.  Crackling with tingles of
power, her hand slid into his.  “When you took my blood, you created a
connection that can be dangerous for the both of us.”


“Doesn’t seem like such a bad deal for you.  Got a new
vampire as your beck and call guy.”


She smirked and pecked him on the cheek.  “There is more to
our bond than you know.  If something happens to you, it can affect me.  You
have probably guessed by now, we share more than just thoughts.”


Aaron had felt her sharing.  More like taking.  She
had definitely been getting something from him, he just didn’t know what.


“So, what do we share, and what does it mean?”  She had him
wide awake now.


“I have not had time to teach you all the nuances.  Let me
say it simply: every living thing has a certain energy.  In Asia they call it Qi. 
You may have heard of it in other cultures, like mana or pneuma, the yogis of
India call it prana.  I can sense and manipulate Qi, my own, and that of
others.  In a way, you could say I feed from it, much like you feed from blood,
which is also a form of life energy.”


He just stared at her, knowing she’d been siphoning off him,
wondering what kind of harm she could do to him in the process.


She caught his eyes and his concern.  “It doesn’t hurt you. 
You probably don’t even notice or feel anything.”  He had noticed, but it
wasn’t painful, and she seemed to give something back, that zing of static
every time she touched him.


“So, why is this important now?  You’ve been keeping it
secret for weeks.”  He stared directly into her teardrop eyes that never once
showed an ounce of remorse.


“I will be away for a time, and I cannot be here to help. 
You must admit that you have a habit of getting into … situations.”


He nodded.  There had been many situations recently.


“I don’t want you to …”  She paused, measuring her words
carefully.  “If you need me, I may be able to help, in some ways.  But you must
be careful.”


“Stop dancing around it and say what you mean.”


“Be careful.  Think before you act.  There is much that we
can do, together.  Yet, apart, we are a liability to each other.  Do you
understand?”


“Maybe, if you stopped giving me this ancient Chinese
secret shit, I might understand.  I think you’re saying that I could hurt
you somehow?”


“Yes, that is part of it.  We will talk of this more when
you join me.  Keep in touch.  I must know what you’re doing, preferably before
you do it.”


So that was the extent of her big revelation.  He knew he
wouldn’t get any more from her until later.  When the student is ready, the
teacher will appear, or some kind of guru crap.


He tapped his skull.  “I got the Urvashi direct line.”


She kissed him full on the mouth.  “Too bad there’s no time
…” He sensed her desire slipping through their bond.  She wanted one for the
road, but she also needed to leave, now.


“I’ll have to make it up to you when I get to Moscow, in the
summer.”


She laughed.  It was a rare thing to see her let loose in
genuine laughter, she was so reserved.  Sometimes it felt like dealing with the
statue of a woman.


“You’ll be following me much sooner than you think.”


He stood and walked with her out the door, and down the hall
to his own suite.  “Tell Renault I’ll miss him.”


She chuckled again, and gave him a parting smile as she
flowed towards the elevator.


 


* * * *


 


“Eh, Luis, how’s business down in that pisspot you call a country?” 
Bresnik grinned over the long-standing argument with his friend Luis Almendros,
disputing whether Colombia or Albania harbored worse living conditions.


“S’not so bad.  At least they let us have guns.  I got more
guns in my closet than a British SWAT team.”


“I’ll betcha do, mate.  But you know how it is, when they
outlaw guns, only outlaws carry guns.”


Luis chuckled.  “So, what’s up?  I know you don’t call me
long distance to talk about the fucked up weather you got over there.  It’s
like seventy degrees here.  I think I got a sunburn.”


“Shut it!  We’re drowning in fucking snow.  Next year I’ll
go south for the winter, grab some of them brown girls ya got with them giggly
asses.”


“You getting tired of all those anorexic white bitches. 
Girls be lookin’ hungry.”


“Too much rabbit food.  Listen up, mate.  I heard one of the
cartels had a problem in Vegas a couple months back.  Got three men killed, all
toasty out in the desert.”


“Funny you should mention that.  I know this cabron Abel.  He’s
got a real hard-on to find out who killed his brother, Juan Carlos.  ‘Bout two
months ago, in the desert north of Vegas, and the mothafuckers burned the
bodies.”


“Ah yeah?  Well, I can tell ya who did it.  Better yet, I
can show ya.  Got it all on video.”


“Pinche puta madre!”


“You tell Abel to bring his traquetos.  I’ll show ‘em the
video.  Shit, I can probably find the bastards too.  They’re right here in
London.  But I don’t do this for free.  What’s it worth to ya?”


“They’re all dead, all of ‘em.  I got thirty grand if you
set it up.”


“Now you got yourself a deal.”


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 12


 


 


“He’s stupid.  Like a little boy led around by his cock.  If
not the leech, surely Urvashi will kill him.”  Katya sat on the couch in their
two-bedroom apartment, scrolling through emails on her smartphone.


“And what do you care?”  Ivan strolled out of the shower,
dressed for another night scouring the bars and clubs for a hint of Michael
Jamison.  The overpowering scent of aftershave followed in his wake.


Katya sat quiet for a moment, thinking about the question
she’d rather not face.  She didn’t exactly care, but, she couldn’t
understand what Aaron saw in that monstrous blonde.  “I’m just sayin’.”


Ivan snorted with a knowing smile.  “He’s not like the
others.  You can sense it.  You can smell it.  You can feel it.”


“Go ahead, sniff his crotch all you like.  I’m just sayin’
he don’t know what he’s got into.  The boy’s in over his head.”


“I think you see the skin of a young man, but you don’t see
the thing he’s become.  Be thankful he is reasonable.  He could take your head
off with his hands.  Give him some attention.  Maybe he will take Michelle’s
head off for you.”  Ivan laughed, a full-throated chuckle.


“Cha!  He’s ready to get his leg over every time he looks at
her.  Can’t get enough of his ruddy leech.”


“Won’t stop him from fucking you.  I see how he looks at
you.”


“Shut up!  I’m not letting his cock anywhere near me.  You
know what happened to Kristina!  She’s so hooked on that bastard Dmitri, she
won’t even take my calls.”


“Katya, we’re not saints.  If there is a God, I doubt we are
in his plans.  Don’t be quick to judge.  Aaron is dangerous, but he’s not so
bad, for a leech.  And we both know he’s nothing like Dmitri, not yet.  If Urvashi
gets in his head, who knows what he’ll become.”


“What are you saying?”


“Urvashi spent years with Dmitri, and look at him.”


“So it’s all her fault?  Dmitri is a murderer and worse, he
has Kristina and his bloody harem.  How is that Urvashi’s doing?”


“She is everywhere in our world, Katya.  Her Majesty
manipulates everyone.  Did you ever stop to think why we hunt Jamison?  So he
killed a woman.  We have all killed, many times.”


“You know exactly why.  They are monstrous.  They have no
respect for life.  Vampires should all be killed.”


“The same could be said of us.”


She snorted.  “Have some more vodka, get your head
straight.”


Ivan laid a hand on her shoulder.  “Think about it.  Koren’ uchenia goriek, dah plod yego slodok.”  The
roots of learning are bitter, but the fruit is sweet.


She pulled his hand off her shoulder.  “I’ll give you
something sweet – srat’ tebe v rot.”  Shit in your mouth.


He just laughed and threw her coat at her.  “Come, the night
is for hunting.”


 


* * * *


 


“Another night wasted.”  Aaron had grown tired of trolling
strip clubs and bars for the elusive Michael Jamison.  This hole-in-the-wall
was one of the seedier clubs.  Place hadn’t been cleaned in a decade.  He
thought he saw a cockroach skitter across the asbestos-tiled floor, zigging and
zagging to the beat of the shitty strip-dance music.  “Somebody needs to fire
that DJ.”


Bored, Aaron watched with sidelong glances as a bald man
walked in the door accompanied by fat American tourist who could barely stay
upright.  The bald one, the more sober by far, helped his friend into a seat
before he fell over.


“Hey!  Let’s get a drink over here!”  Baldy waved over a
waitress and whispered something in her ear.  She kissed him on the lips as if
they knew each other well.  She turned and signaled to one of the topless
dancers floating around the bar looking for a mark.


The woman smiled and made a beeline straight for the pair of
men.  The waitress immediately rounded up three more girls who all swarmed the
table.


Fascinating.


Aaron watched, perplexed, as the women focused their
attentions on the tourist, who was so trashed he could barely speak.  Matter of
fact, he looked more than drunk, he looked completely faded on something stronger.


Ivan grunted and glanced at the spectacle that held Aaron’s
attention.  “Is a common scam in London.  The bald man is not his friend.  They
probably met in another bar an hour ago.”


Aaron began to grasp what was going on as he watched one of
the girls cramming her breast in the drugged man’s face, while the other three
girls rummaged through his pockets, cleaning him out.  The bald man watched the
fleecing of his buddy and smiled with bright white teeth.


Michelle added her piece.  “This happens all over Europe. 
Especially with the tourists.”


Katya chimed in.  “He buys the guy a drink, slips him a
Micky, and whamo, here they are.  The fool won’t remember a thing.  He’s
probably getting paid to bring fools like that in here every night.”


Aaron shook his head.  “Isn’t that illegal?”


Katya scoffed.  “Sure, but it’s legal to charge for each and
every lap dance.  He’s getting four at a time.”


Michelle laid her hand over Aaron’s.  “The charges will
equal his credit limit.”


Aaron wondered how many men would be willing to max out
their credit limit for Michelle, how many times she had done it without the
slightest twinge of guilt.


Katya gave voice to the same.  “Betcha got a lot of
experience cleaning out a bloke’s bank account.”


Michelle grinned with all her teeth.


Ivan rummaged through his coat pockets and came up with a
twenty pound note and a wry grin.  “Is this enough?”


Katya punched him in the arm.  “Knock it off!”


He and Ivan both chuckled.  Michelle merely raised her
eyebrow, perhaps waiting to see how serious he was about the proposition.


“She’ll clean ya out of more than twenty.  Give ya cardiac
arrest, that one.”  Katya looked at Michelle and back to Ivan, dead serious, a
clear warning.


Aaron sighed and broke the tension by changing the subject. 
“We need to be doing something different, this is pointless.”  He scanned the
room again, finding absolutely nothing of interest besides the poor sap that
would soon have his credit card charged to the hilt.


“At least the vodka isn’t watered down.”  Ivan slugged
another shot, tapped the glass on the table, and smiled at Aaron.


Might as well be water the way Ivan knocked it back.  It
seemed the Russian could drink his own weight in vodka.


Michelle stared at Ivan, a hint of something in her eyes. 
Was that a flirt?  Invitation?  She winked at him.  “Jamison has a woman, a
bloodslave by now.  He has little use for a place like this.”  She looked
around, bored.  “We should return to the Albanians.”


Katya shook her head, a mocking grin on her face.  Aaron
sighed again.  No matter what Michelle said, the wolf had issue with it.


The she-wolf leaned towards Michelle.  “Might as well give
them your ass for free.  Go back, and you’ll find yourself trussed up in a
truck headed for Italy, sold to the highest bidder.  Besides,” she nodded
towards Aaron, “he said the Albanians didn’t know anything.”


Michelle glowered at Katya.  “I know how to make men talk.”


Aaron recalled Michelle doing unspeakable things to
unfortunate Gestapo agents she enticed into the basement of a townhouse in
Paris.  Aaron still remembered the sound of their screams.  Michelle wasn’t
kidding.  He caught Michelle’s flash of anger with Katya, and her intent to
lash out, a split second before she moved.


He snatched Michelle’s wrist in a strong grip.  “Please,
this isn’t solving anything.”


Glaring at both women, he tried not to hurt Michelle as she
growled in irritation.  He caressed her cheek, and he poured his love into a
delicate kiss.  Finally, she ceased fighting him.  “We need to try something
new that doesn’t involve the Albanians.”


Ivan poured himself another shot, but Katya swiped it off
the table and swallowed it whole.  He looked at her sideways and offered his
suggestion.  “We need to know more about the woman he killed.  We should look
at her autopsy.”


Ivan obviously wasn’t drunk.  Aaron began to appreciate the
Russian’s sharp intelligence.  “That’s a good idea.”


Aaron dialed into his direct line to Urvashi.  {{How’s it
going?  Your sexy golden ass catch frost-burn yet?}}


Michelle eyed him, a spark of irritation in her eyes.  She
was so damn intuitive.  She always seemed to know when he was chatting with
Urvashi in his head.


His master came back to him after a few seconds.  {{I am
busy.  What do you need?}}


Must be something seriously wrong in Moscow, he had never
felt her so edgy.  {{We need to look at the autopsy from the murdered bank
teller.  Can your contacts get it for us?}}


{{There’s nothing I can do at the moment.  You must handle
this.  The man in charge of the case is Detective Sergeant Billings.  You have
lots of help, deal with it.}}  She snapped off their link without so much as a
goodbye.


Dismissed like a fucking minion.


Michelle’s irritation had intensified during his silent
conversation with Urvashi.  It seemed he could hardly please either of the
women in his life, their needs and desires pulled him in two directions at
once.


Ivan poured another shot and swallowed it down.  Damn lush.


This wasn’t how Aaron wanted to spend his winter, playing
referee between alcoholic Russian werewolves and Michelle, or placating
Michelle’s insecure jealousies.  Miami sure would be nice right about now.


Aaron shrugged.  “Urvashi can’t help us.  How do you propose
we get our hands on that autopsy?”


Ivan looked Katya up and down, checking out her faded jeans
and bulky leather coat, and then Michelle.  As usual, Michelle wore her hunting
outfit, an itsy-bitsy black cocktail dress with a hint of ass cheek showing,
and a creamy tan leather coat with knee-high black boots.  She could have just stepped
off the fashion runway onto the cover of a magazine.


“Michelle could get it.”  Ivan winked at her.


Michelle grinned, showing a hint of fang.  “Oui.  I know many ways to get
what I want.”


Katya guffawed.  “It’s always about shagging, eh?  The blood
rushes to the prick and the grey matter stops functioning.”  She tapped on
Ivan’s skull.


Ivan grinned like a predator with his broad jaw full of
white teeth.  “I make up for blood loss with vodka.”


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 13


 


 


“I came all the way across the ocean with my boys, ready to
take these bitches down, and you don’t know where to find them?”  Luis leaned
into Michael Jamison’s face with a sneer of irritation.  The overpowering
stench of the Colombian’s fetid, meat-eating breath washed over him.  Mike felt
like gagging, right after breaking the man’s neck.


Fists clenched, the adrenaline of the hunt surging through
his body, strengthening his limbs, Mike fought down the urge to kill this
stupid little man.  Just a little longer and these men would solve his
problems.  Just another day or two.


Oh how he wished he had never purchased that stupid pistol
and brought attention to himself.  Mike had always carried a gun, ever since
his Special Forces days in Iraq.  Running the private eye business, you never
knew when you might need a gun to get out of a tight spot.  But it was high
time he learned to manage without.  It’s not like any of these fucks could take
him down.


Gritting his teeth, he spoke slow and easy to make sure the
idiots understood him.  “They’re not far, we will find them soon.”  Breathe
in, breathe out, calm, cool, let the rage float away.  “Bresnik has seen
them here, in Soho.”


Luis turned on his friend.  “So, if you saw them, where the
fuck are they?”


Bresnik sat back in his squeaky office chair, relaxed,
smirking.  “Nicky saw the Russian at a liquor store not two blocks away.  He is
parked there now, waiting.”


Luis snapped his fingers.  “Abel, ven.”  The Colombian
stepped into the office, at the ready.  “Vete con dos hombres por
la tienda.  Nicky esta por alla, esperando los putos.”  Abel nodded.


Luis turned back to Bresnik.  “How do you know the Russian
will show up again?”


Bresnik snickered.  “He is Russian.  They bathe in vodka.”


Mike found the whole idiotic exchange aggravating.  These
fools couldn’t stake out a women’s bathroom.  He wondered how the cartels and
mafia functioned with such gross incompetence.  No surprise these men end up in
dead or in prison, they’re too stupid to get away with the shit they do.


Mike stood up to go.  “I will find him.  Give Nicky my cell
number.  As soon as he sees the Russian, or any of the others, have him call me
directly.”  He made for the door with the intense need to leave the room before
he broke somebody’s neck.  These men made his bloodthirst boil in his gut.


“Hold up.”  Bresnik stood and followed him out the office
door and down the hallway.  “What did you find out about the blonde?  I want to
know more about her.  She had on over four thousand pounds in that dress and
fur, probably more with the boots.  A very expensive whore, wouldn’t you say?”


Mike almost ripped Bresnik’s arm out his socket when the man
grabbed him at the elbow.  The bastard didn’t realize he was seconds from
death.  Breathing to find some calm, Mike hesitated.  He didn’t want to go down
this road, enmeshed in all this dirty cartel maneuvering.  He just wanted Aaron
and Michelle to go away, permanently.  But Bresnik might need a little extra
motivation if the going got tough, something to keep him focused on the target.


“I can tell you she’s loaded.  Has a mansion in Paris.  My
best estimate is she’s worth double digit millions.  She inherited it all from
her grandmother.”  Mike suspected Michelle’s grandmother was actually an alter
ego of Michelle herself.  There probably never was a grandmother.  He reassured
Bresnik.  “I’ll tally it up for you in an email.”


Bresnik’s eyes gleamed with greed.  The man was sickeningly
transparent and predictable.  “Any family that will come looking for her?”


“Nope.  She is completely alone in the world.  The man with
her, Aaron, they just met a few months ago.  If the two of them disappeared
tomorrow, no one would care apart from her bankers.”


That was precisely what Bresnik wanted to hear.  The man’s
eyes displayed all the things he contemplated doing with Michelle de Mornac’s
money.  These people were some kind of wicked.  In all Mike’s time in the
military, a tour in Iraq, then his years as a private investigator, he had
never encountered anything quite like the Albanian mafia.  Terrorists, drug
cartel, trafficking in sexual slavery: nothing was sacred with these people.


“I’ll have Nicky call ya.  From there it’s on you.  You’re the
investigator.”


All Mike wanted at that moment was to investigate where to
hide Bresnik’s corpse after he tore his flesh to pieces and drained him of
every last drop of blood.  Mike shook it off, nodded, and walked away before he
killed the fool.


He needed to see Laura immediately to take the edge off this
damned unmanageable thirst.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 14


 


 


Michelle slinked into Belgravia Police Station late
afternoon, just after dark, hoping to catch the man in charge of the homicide
case before he left for the day.  Rising on her tiptoes, she leaned over the reception
counter, blasting the officer behind the bullet-proof security glass with a
full measure of her cleavage.  He looked down at her flesh on display and then
looked up into her mesmerizing eyes.


“Monsieur,
would you help me find Detective Sergeant Billings?  Is very important.”


“I’ll check if he’s here.”  The officer could barely tear
his gaze away from her to look at the clock.  “He normally works late.  You
might be in luck.”


He grinned at her, unblinking, enraptured.  She slipped on
her rose-colored glasses to break the spell.  He shook himself and smiled
sheepishly, then picked up the phone and dialed a number.  “Hello, sir, there’s
a … excuse me, what’d you say your name was?”


“Michelle.”


“Ah, there’s a woman named Michelle here to see you.  And it’s
urgent.”  He winked at her.  His aura glowed with an earnest desire to
please.


Men were so predictable.  Flash a little skin, a genuine
smile, direct eye contact, and they all scrambled to meet her needs. 
Unfortunately, she was difficult to please, and far more difficult to live
with, if they survived at all.


“Well, sir, she’s here to see you.”


Michelle’s acute hearing picked up the grumpy voice of the
reluctant man on the other end of the call.  “I don’t care if she’s here for
the bloody prime minister, I still don’t know who she is or what she wants!”


Blushing in embarrassment, the officer whispered low into
the phone.  “David Cameron himself wouldn’t turn this one away.  You’d best
come down.”


“Bloody hell.”  A slamming click indicated the Detective Sergeant
had hung up.


 


The officer grinned again, pretending he hadn’t just been
snubbed.  “Yes sir, she’ll be here waiting.”  He calmly replaced the phone on
the receiver base, trying to hide the red flush of his humiliation.


Michelle pressed her chest forward another inch, exposing
even more cleavage, and whispered sweetly.  “Merci
beaucoup.”


He had earned his reward, a flash of white breast and a hint
of pinkish-brown nipple.


He wanted more from her, more of her time, attention, her
breasts.  His desires permeated his aura, lust written all over his face.  Lucky
for him she did not indulge his hopes.


Men did not fare well with her prolonged attentions.


A moment later, a security door to the side buzzed open.  A
large overweight man entered the reception area and walked straight for her. 
He had an acne-scarred bulbous nose and a comb-over that didn’t quite hide his
massive bald spot.


Not a pretty man, not at all.


Michelle knew his type.  This was the kind of man who
readily paid her escort service fees of one thousand an hour, two hour
minimum.  He walked right up to her, and his stern look took in her measure.


She turned her back on the officer at the counter to focus
on her target.  “Bonjour. 
Detective Sergeant Billings?”  She removed her rose-tinted shades and gave him
the full force of her gaze.


Gradually the Detective Sergeant’s icy demeanor thawed.  His
frown turned upwards into a grin.  “Michelle, is it?”


She smiled brightly and stepped in close.  “Oui.  I am so glad you are
available.  I need your help.”


His eyes dropped to her slender figure and then back up to
her eyes.  “What can I do for you?”


She looked around, eyed the desk officer nearby, and then
leaned in close.  “It’s a very private matter.  Can we talk somewhere?”


He looked as if he might balk, but then her eyes snared him,
and she knew she owned his ass.  “Certainly, right this way ma’am.”  He led her
down a hallway appraising her ultra-short miniskirt with a wry grin.  They
stopped at the elevator.  Billings pressed the call button, and looked around. 
There was no one around.


He returned his attention to her miniskirt.  “Don’t have anything
dangerous in there do you?”  His eyes twinkled with the cheap line.


“Would you like to see for yourself?”  Michelle slipped off
her long coat to reveal a scant, second-skin black outfit.  She twirled and bent
over slightly to show him a glimpse of the bottom edge of her ass peeking below
her hemline.  Looking over her shoulder, she ran her fingers down her bare arms
and winked at him.  “Nothing up my sleeves, I promise.”


He stared without blinking, dazed, and then shook his head. 
“I believe you, Miss, but I should check.”  He tried to sound apologetic, but
his hungry eyes betrayed the sordid truth.


She held up her arms in surrender.  “If you must.”


He brushed his hands over her curves, not missing one
centimeter of her breasts.  His questing fingers slid all the way down the
outside of her hips and stopped.  Red-faced, he looked at her.  “Do you mind?”


She spread her legs wide and winked.


He gulped audibly, glanced around once more, and then gave
her inner thighs an exceedingly thorough examination.  His fingers came away
glistening wet as he grinned nervously.  She hadn’t bothered to wear panties
for this mission.


The elevator pinged and Billings jumped.  Michelle adjusted
her skirt before the doors parted.  There was no one inside.  She heard a soft
sigh.  She thought Billings might almost pass out with relief.


Grinning like an idiot, an obvious lump in his pants, his
hand lingered at her elbow as he steered her into the elevator.  As the doors
closed and the elevator rose, she watched his aura swirl with his dual desires. 
He wanted to help her, but he also wanted to fuck her right there in the
elevator.  Lust was the dominant color by far.


“I would love to help you, Miss, if I can.”


She reached down to slide her fingers over the tip of the
tent pole at the crotch of his pants and watched him shudder with her touch. 
The only help he wanted to give was to help his cock slide between her butt cheeks.


She licked her lips suggestively.  “A dear friend has died. 
I think you can help me, I must know how it happened.”


She held the Detective Sergeant rapt in her gaze, seduced
beyond reason, then the door chime broke the spell.  He looked down the empty
hallway and back at her.  “I’m not sure I can be of assistance.  These kinds of
investigations are not public.”  He was frowning again.


She glanced down the hallway and noted the Detective
Sergeant’s office three doors down, and no windows.  Perfect.  She
stepped up close, her left hand trailing down his arm with a feather-light
stroke as her right hand learned the contours of his cock through the light
fabric of his slacks.  She unloaded her emerald doe eyes on him with a direct
stare.  “Monsieur,
give me a few minutes in your office.  I am sure you will help me once you
understand.”  She pinched the head of his cock slightly and watched his eyes
dilate with need.


She knew she had dialed him up to the very edge, the point
of no return.  He stepped in closer and slipped his hand up between her legs,
his meaty finger digging inside her moist folds.  “Might take a little longer
than a few minutes.”


His arm curled around her in a protective embrace as he slid
deeper into her pussy, teasing with a slow glide.  His fingers shook with the
intensity of his need.  It had been a very long time since Billings had known a
woman.  She would have to fulfill that need to get what she wanted.


Few things in life came free.


She pulled away from him, sliding his hand out from between
her legs, and pulled him down the hallway.  Billings followed without
resistance.  He unlocked his office door and held it open for her.  “Let’s see
what you’ve got.  There might be something I can do for you after all.”


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 15


 


 


“Fifty pounds says he’s shagging her right now.”  Katya
winked at Aaron in teasing.  Michelle had been gone over two hours.  Sitting in
their crap-hole apartment, waiting, Ivan and Katya had already finished off one
bottle of vodka between the two of them.


“Feeling left out?”  Aaron winked back.  He loved seeing
Katya blush.


She scoffed and Ivan snickered.  Ivan stood and headed for
the door, jacket in hand.  “I’m going for more vodka.”


Katya looked at him funny then looked at Aaron and back to
Ivan.  “Get me something to eat, would you.  One of those microwave pizzas.”


Ivan grinned.  “Sure.”  And he was gone.


If he didn’t know better, Aaron would think Ivan had left
him alone with Katya on purpose.  He recalled their first meeting, just over a
week ago, and how Katya would have sunk her nails into his face with glee.


Quite a different scenario now.


She watched him.  He watched her watching him.  For the
hundredth time, he wished he could get into her head.  Something about her was
a constant draw.  He felt compelled to learn what made Katya tick.


“So, I’ve been wondering, what is a Russian werewolf doing
in London?  And why do you speak like the British, but Ivan doesn’t?”


“I’ve lived in London a long time.  I like it here.  Ivan
stays here once in a while, but he prefers Mother Russia – likes to stick with
the pack.  There were many years Ivan couldn’t even leave the country.  These
days we get together and travel quite often.  We are hunters and problem
solvers.”


Aaron recalled Urvashi’s mention of some of their travels. 
“Like Afghanistan, Iraq, and Kosovo?”  Aaron imagined them solving problems,
and what that probably involved.  Uzi’s made for quick solutions.


“Something like that.”


The more Katya opened up, the more he liked her.  He saw her
as similar to him and Michelle, oddities in the world who lived apart from
everyone else.  They shared a necessary detachment from mankind.


Katya flicked her nose up at him.  “What’s your story?  How’d
you end up here, with the Frenchy and Urvashi?”


“It’s complicated.”


She held out her hands.  “Isn’t it always?”


“Yes, more so each day.”


She stared right at him, almost looking through him, her
light blue gaze assessing him.  “You haven’t been at it very long, eh?  What, a
couple years?  How long you have been sucking blood?”


He couldn’t help but laugh.  She seemed to make him laugh
more and more every night.  “Try three months.”


“Bloody hell.  Ya gotta be shitting me.  You been doing this
three months, and already balls deep in Urvashi with a leech grabbing you like
there’s no tomorrow.  Watcha got?  The world’s largest cock?”


She had him laughing hard now.  And he had no answers. 
Aaron had often wondered how he ended up in this place, this mess.


“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.  Michelle and I met
under difficult circumstances.  A couple of dirty cops were shaking her down, I
tried to play hero and ended up shot.  She saved my life by giving me her
blood.”


“Saved?  Is that what you call it?”


“Well, I’m still here.  Then we went to Vegas where things
really got out of hand.”


“Bloody Las Vegas.  Had a boatload of fun there, did ya?”


Memories surfaced and raked over the painful scars of his
loss.  “Yes, but it got ugly.  The Cartel killed my wife.”


“You were married?  You can’t be more than twenty!”


“I don’t expect you to understand.  There’s no way to
explain what Anastasia and I shared.  But she was my wife, if only for a few
hours.  And now she’s gone.”


He tried not to let that well-spring of pain surface.  Not
here, not with this callous woman.  But damn it, she looked just like Ana.  If
she grew her hair out, maybe dressed a little nicer, gained a few pounds, a
little less of that hard athletic edge, she could almost pass for Anastasia.


“Nothing to explain.”  Katya snorted.  “No one survives long
with your kind.  Bloody leeches take everything.  You’re too young and dumb to
have learned, but you will.”  She had that look again, like Aaron was the sum
of all evil in the world.


“No, you’re right.  I am only twenty-two.”  He brought his
eyes to bear on her gaze full of malice.  “So, how old are you Grandma?  Must
be at least eighty, ninety?  You lived through WWII.”  He sunk the jab in deep
with a smirk.


From leaning back in her chair, she came at him instantly,
right up in his face.  “Don’t you know it’s not polite to ask a girl her age?” 
Her hands balled up into fists.  He caught a whisper of her ferocity leaking
past the block on her thoughts, and her aura had turned black-red.


“Must be my youth showing again.  We can’t all be wise old wolves.” 
He smiled, waiting for her move.


She almost clipped him with a solid right hook, but he dodged. 
Matching her preternatural speed, he twisted away as she flowed past him.  With
a helping shove in her back, she headed straight for the wall, barely catching
herself on her hands at the last second.  Aaron was on her, pinning her breasts
hard against the wall, her head pressed sideways, one eye glaring back at him.


He nipped at her ear as she squirmed, trying to break free. 
“Maybe you’re getting a little slow in your old age.”  He ground his hips in,
pressing the heat of his hard crotch against the crack of her ass.  He licked
her neck, tempted to take a bite while he held the advantage.


“Get off me, you bastard!”  She screamed and growled like an
animal, a deep, rumbling sound that carried an edge of hysteria.  Her ice-blue
Anastasia eyes showed a jumble of emotions and turmoil.  Her aura streaked through
with orange fear, black-red malice, and purple arousal.  She smelled earthy, a
hint of animal musk, mixed with some kind of perfumed body wash.


“What was that word you used?  Gamey?  I bet you taste
gamey.”  He licked at her again.  Her struggles and the food scent of fear
ignited a powerful desire to take what he wanted.  He could tear off her pants
right now, fuck and bite her until she became his, permanently bonded to him,
just like Anastasia.


What would it be like to have a wolf of his own?


He nuzzled his nose up against her neck, inhaling her
wonderful yet alien scent.  She squirmed harder, and he bore against her
harder, pressing his hot erection deeper into the cleft of her ass.


“Oh god, don’t bite me!  Please don’t bite me!”  She was
crying.


Puzzled, he stepped away from her.  Why would she be
crying?  He hadn’t hurt her.


She turned on him with a pistol drawn from somewhere in her
jacket.  “I’ll take all those pretty teeth right out of your face with a nine
millimeter scalpel!  You fucking tosser!  Touch me again and I’ll kill you!”


Why was she so angry?  Ana liked it rough.


“Ana, calm down.”  Her eyes had started to change, lighter
in color, a jaundiced yellow tint.  Her jaw muscles clenched and twitched,
moving.  Her jaw seemed somehow … longer.


She snarled and shook her head, her aim with the pistol wavered
as she fought for self-control.  “My name is not Ana!”  She was growl-speaking,
a deep baritone rumble that shouldn’t come from a woman’s mouth.  This was not
Ana, and she seemed to be losing control of … whatever.


Aaron backed away from her slowly, his arms up in
surrender.  “Katya, I won’t touch you.  I promise.  I wasn’t trying to hurt
you.”


She closed her eyes and panted heavily, in through her nose
and out through her mouth.  After a few seconds of steady breaths, the
intensity level dropped a notch and she lowered her gun.  “Just because we got
on okay, don’t mean we’re getting it on.”


He watched her, making sure the gun stayed down and the
colors of her aura stayed reasonable.  “Tell me what you’re afraid of.  What
did you think I would do?”


She slipped her gun into her inside jacket pocket.  Her
hands shook, betraying her anxiety.  “I know what happens when you bite.  I have
seen what you can do to a woman.  I don’t want what you’re selling.”


This was very personal.  Someone she knew had fallen prey to
a vampire, had become a bloodslave.  Someone she cared about.


“It’s not going to happen with one little bite.”


“And when you’re wrecking my ass, and your teeth are in my
neck, who’s going to stop you?”


“Me.”


“Right.  You damn near cornholed me just now.  Ain’t no
stopping once it’s started.  Not till you’ve had your fill, and I’m a fucking
drained mess, begging for more.”


“I am not like that, and neither is Michelle.”


“Right.  We’ve seen what your little Frenchy is like. 
Watched her kill an entire regiment of Nazis in a minute.  Painted in blood she
was.  Damn near bathing in it.  And she had a man with her, an American
soldier.  He died for her.”


“And after she killed your enemies, and took two bullets,
you hunted her.  How honorable is that?  The four of you still couldn’t take
her down.”  He laughed, but he was not smiling.


“She was completely crackers.  If we hadn’t done something,
who knows how many innocent people she would have killed.”


“I can see how you might think that, but I know what she was
doing.”  He tapped his skull.  “She shared it all with me, as if I was there. 
She hated the Nazis with such a passion.  She lived in Paris during the
occupation.  If you saw what they did to people, the things she saw, the things
she was powerless to stop, you would have killed them all with your bare hands.”


“I don’t care.  Just make sure you keep your war loving
teeth and that Loch Ness monster away from me.” 


He couldn’t help but laugh out loud.  She’d done it again,
made him smile.


A cracking sound was followed by Ivan as he kicked through
the lock on the front door of the apartment.  “What is wrong?”  The Russian
snarled as he scanned the apartment for some anticipated threat.  Breathing
like he’d just run a mile, he held his vodka bottle in one hand and a large,
wicked serrated blade in the other.


Aaron put it together instantly, “Katya came at me, but I
never hurt her!”  Hands in the air he backed far out of Ivan’s reach.


“I left you two alone to have fun, not fight!”


“Bloody hell!  I knew you were up to something.”  Katya
swiped the empty shot glass off the coffee table and hurled it at Ivan.


He ducked as it smashed against the wall to his left.  “It
has been too long.  You need to get laid.”


“Oh fuck off, Ivan.  Who are you to tell me what I need!  I
need this bastard to keep his ruddy teeth away from my neck, that’s what I
need!”


Ivan laughed in a full-throated chuckle and flipped his folding
knife closed to shove it in his pants pocket.  “That’s what you were so afraid
of?”


Finally, Ivan confirmed what Aaron has suspected all along. 
“You two are bonded.  You felt her fear.”


Ivan nodded.


Katya snorted.  “I wasn’t afraid.  I was ruddy pissed-off! 
I almost shot his teeth out.”


Ivan looked back and forth to Aaron and Katya.  “Stop trying
to bite her and maybe you’ll get somewhere.”


She laid into Ivan.  “He’s not getting’ anywhere, asshole.” 
She turned on Aaron.  “And you keep your teeth and your cock to yourself.  I’ll
have neither.”


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 16


 


 


Michelle straightened her skirt down over her hips as she
walked down the hall, away from the office where she left Detective Sergeant
Billings slumped his chair, half-conscious.  She had fucked and bit him into a
complete stupor.  Though men like him could be entertaining at times, this one was
nothing more than a means to an end.


Since Aaron had come into her life, he had ruined her in the
bedroom.  Sex with humans was a poor substitute to Aaron’s virile, punishing
love.  She did the dirty deed and now had the autopsy file zipped up tight
inside her jacket.


In the taxi, headed towards Katya and Ivan’s apartment, she
wanted nothing more than to go back to the hotel and shower – wash away the evidence
of the nasty man.  His acrid scent plastered all over her body made her skin
crawl and turned her stomach sour.


But business came first.  She instructed the cab driver to
let her off at the abandoned storefront below Ivan and Katya’s apartment, then
noticed the busted front door.  Alarmed, she burst in to find Katya sitting in
the living room glaring at Aaron, and Ivan cracking open the seal on a new
bottle of vodka.  The Russian had a smirk on his face.  He was always laughing
at something, or someone.  Aaron had the same smirk, as though sharing an
inside joke.


Katya’s aura swirled with a crazy blend of irritation,
arousal and even a measure of fear.  She feared Aaron?  Or perhaps Aaron
triggered all these conflicting emotions in Katya.


Michelle didn’t care about Katya, but the situation piqued
her curiosity.  “Did I miss anything?”  She directed her question to Aaron. 
She hadn’t established much of a relationship with the wolves.  They tended to
look at her with disdain whenever Aaron’s back was turned.


“This cockup tried to roger me.”  Katya thumbed towards
Aaron.


Aaron shrugged.  “She flipped out.  All I wanted was a
little bite.”


Michelle smirked and sat down beside him.  “I will make up
for it.”  She kissed him on the mouth and pulled at his lip with her teeth,
looking sideways at Katya and Ivan.


“Better watch it.  Don’t know where that’s been.”  Katya
glared at Michelle in open hostility.  Cunt.


Michelle glared at Katya and unzipped her jacket to toss the
autopsy file on the scratched surface of the second-hand coffee table.  “I got
what I wanted.”


“Bet he did too, eh?  Bit of fair trade?”  Katya was in a
real mood, pushing every button Michelle had.


Aaron snapped, “Enough.  She did what you couldn’t do, and
you should be thankful.”


“Oh I could do it, I just wouldn’t.”


Michelle held her tongue and fought back an urge to tear off
the bitch’s head.  She opened the folder to the first page and sent Katya a
knowing look. “I doubt that.  But it is done.  Let’s have a look.”


She caught the truth in Katya’s eyes as the wolf scowled at the
short hemline of Michelle’s designer dress, envy.  A common problem she
encountered with other women.  Michelle had honed her sexuality into a sharp
weapon.  She had carved her way through the nightlife for over seventy years,
alone, with nothing more than her wits and sex appeal.


Wonderful.  A new reason to be hated.  As if Katya
needed another reason.


Michelle prized Aaron for his easy assurance with her.  No
jealousy, no envy, no twisted little issues.  He was just Aaron, simple
and loving, no insecurities.  After seventy years, human frailty got old.


Katya leaned forward and snagged a few pages from the report
to scan through it, and Ivan snatched several pages away from her.  He grunted,
“Let me see.”


Michelle and Aaron leafed through the remaining pages on the
table.


The grainy black and white copies of the crime scene photos brought
a shivering chill to Michelle.  Dark memories of old times tried to resurface. 
The woman lay in the street in her nightgown and overcoat.  She had black
circles around her eyes, far too thin.  She looked a lot like one of the
bloodslaves Michelle’s master Julian had drained.  One of many bloodslaves who had
suffered this fate.  Thank God Julian was long dead.


Michelle refused to deal in bloodslaves anymore.  It was
unnecessary and cruel.  They never survived more than a few weeks, and their
deaths weighed heavily on her conscience.


She hoped Aaron had learned his lesson well with the loss of
his wife Anastasia.


Aaron stabbed at a page.  “That’s odd.  This says her
coworkers at the bank noticed she’d been calling in sick a lot.  The
investigator requested her medical records.”  Aaron had a puzzled sound to his
voice.


Michelle knew exactly what that meant.  “She could have been
anemic, a bloodslave.”


Katya glared at Michelle hard.


Interesting.  She knows of the bloodslaves.


Ivan tapped his sheet of paper.  “There is a cell number she
called twice.  The notes say it’s a prepaid phone.  A throwaway?”  He looked to
Katya.  “Can you track it?”


“If it’s a smart phone with GPS, and only if you apologize
for leaving me with him.”  She tilted her head at Aaron, and both men smiled.


“Yes, Katya, I am sorry I left you with the big bad vampire
and he tried to bite you.  Now get your fucking laptop.”


“Fine!”


She got up, angry, and Ivan smacked her ass, “Hurry.”


Aaron couldn’t help but grin as she glared over her shoulder
on her way out of the room.  “So … what … she’s a hacker?”


“Something like that.”


Katya sat down and placed her laptop on the coffee table in
front of her.  “This is England.  You left your privacy behind when you entered
the country.  Haven’t you heard about the voicemail hacking trials?  It’s all
over the BBC.  That was years ago.  Now, there are all kinds of tools available
to track phones and phone calls.  A few mouse clicks and I can pull GPS logs,
messages, call records.  Fuckall.”


 


* * * *


 


Mike Jamison shivered atop the building opposite the
abandoned storefront as he sighted his binoculars on Aaron, Michelle and the
two others, watching them through the half-open blinds in their window.  He had
a nasty gut feeling he knew exactly what they were looking at in that file
folder.  When the dark-haired woman sat down with her laptop and started typing
in data from one of the pages, he sensed the situation was turning against him.


Hands shaking from the freezing wind, damn near numb, he
fumbled with his cell phone to dial Bresnik.


“Hallo.”


“Is this Bresnik?”


“The one and only.  Who wants to know?”


“This is Mike.  I followed them from Nicky’s tip.  They’re
right where you said they’d be, in Soho.  When do you want to do this?”


“Yesterday, mate.  We’ll be there in ten.”


Looked like he wasn’t getting out of the cold anytime soon.


 


* * * *


 


Aaron scooted up close to Katya to better see the screen of
her laptop.  “So, this is where the woman was found, right?”


Katya looked at him, at how close he was sitting.  “Yeah. 
It’s also the last reading on the GPS.”


To her other side, Ivan sat back and scratched the blond-grey
stubble of his buzzcut.  “He dumped the body and the phone at the same time,
same street.  A dead end!  Svoloch’!”


“That’s it?  What about before?”  Aaron’s finger tracked the
GPS lines leading up to the end point.


Ivan and Katya both shook their heads.  She pointed at the
screen.  “Jamison went to a nearby hotel, to the hospital, to the bar, back to
the same hotel, and dumped her here.  He never traveled more than a few blocks
from the hotel bar and hospital.  But it looks like he went to the hospital
several times over the course of two weeks.  Do you think he’s stupid enough to
be in the same hotel, on the same street where he left her dead body?”


“If I was Jamison, I’d leave the country.”  Ivan rubbed his
hands over his face, grabbed the vodka bottle and poured another shot.  “Why
stay?”


“He is here.  He was at The Rocking Horse recently.  Reza
sold him that gun barely a week ago.  Jamison’s here, somewhere.”  Aaron eyed
Katya, the soft supple skin at the nape of her neck.  Yet again, he wondered
what she would taste like.


When she looked up at him, nose to nose, she stared into his
eyes.  He could feel his vampiric web of enticement sliding over her, drawing
her in.  She broke eye-contact with a shake of her head and stood up abruptly,
wiping nervous hands on her jeans.  He loved to see her fidget as he slid past
her defenses.


She paced the room, stealing glances at Aaron, but
maintaining her distance.  “Okay, if we assume Jamison is still here, now what?”


Michelle watched Katya, a hint of annoyance in her eyes. 
“We wait and watch the news.  When he kills again, we hunt him down.”


“You’re so bloody content to let that happen!  We want to stop
him from killing, don’t you get it?”  Katya scowled at Michelle who glowered
right back.


“Michelle has a point.  There might be something in the
news.”  Aaron reached for the laptop, pulled up Google, and searched for the
BBC news website.


Katya stared at him like he was insane, for agreeing with
Michelle, or messing with her laptop, or maybe both.  “Fucking wanker!”


With that she marched over to the dresser and shoved her
pistol in the top drawer and headed for the door.  “I need to breathe.  I can’t
deal with these leeches.”  The wicked look she shot at Aaron left no room for
misunderstanding.  He had triggered something animalistic in her, and she was
fighting it off.


She slammed the door on her way out and left Aaron sitting
there feeling like an ass.


Ivan stood up shaking his head.  “I will talk to her.”  He
tossed his pages of the autopsy on the table in front of Aaron.  “See what you
can learn.”


Ivan walked out the door after Katya.


Michelle stared at Aaron with an accusation waiting on her
lips.


Aaron shrugged.  “What?  Don’t look at me like that.”


“Is not wise to play with wolves.”


He nodded, knowing she was right.  Katya was a pile of
contradictions.  An obnoxious tomboy, anti-social bitch, and yet strangely,
still fun to be around.  He had this ridiculous urge to claim her, to have a
wolf of his own.  Seeing how she had almost shot his face off at the prospect
of being bitten, it was probably a bad idea.


“Yeah, the wolf pack might not like me mucking around with
one of theirs.”  But if Urvashi could get away with having her manservant pet,
Renault …


 


* * * *


 


Katya heard Ivan jogging to catch up to her before she
sensed him.  She had been walking at a fast clip down the pavement. 


As soon as he reached her she turned on him.  “What the hell
did you think you were doing leaving me alone with Aaron?”  She jabbed her
thumb back towards the apartment.


He laughed in her face.  “I thought you would have a few
minutes of fun, nothing more.”


“Damn you, Ivan!”  Katya nailed him in the arm with a solid
punch, knocking him back a couple of steps.


“Admit it, you like him.”  Ivan was still smirking, the
bastard.


As usual, Ivan had struck at the heart of the matter.  “I
don’t want to like him.  Can’t you see?  I can’t like him.  He’s a fucking
vampire, Ivan!  They are nothing but users and consumers, sucking the life out
of everyone around them.”


Ivan’s amused gaze searched hers.  “Yes, he sucks.  But you
still like him.”


Katya snorted.  “It’s not right, Ivan.  I won’t be in his
fucking harem.  I won’t be his bloody pet.  It’s not going to happen!”


“I know what you fear.  You don’t want to live like
Kristina.  I understand Katya.  I’m sorry I left you with him.  Forgive me.” 
He seemed about as sincere as an insurance salesman.


“I mean it.  I don’t want him near me.  I’m serious, Ivan. 
I can’t trust myself around the bastard.”  Ivan’s candor had stolen her steam. 
But at least she felt in control now, her wolf suppressed.  She had barely
restrained the savage animal inside her from making a meal of the fool leech
rubbing his damned prick all over her.


Ivan looked over his shoulder and then slid his arm through
Katya’s, ushering her down the street.  That was strange.  Ivan wasn’t the type
to prance around with a girl on his arm.  When she glanced back once more, she
knew something was wrong.


“How many.”


“Three.  Latinos.”


What they hell did they have going with the bloody Latinos? 
Katya tried to recall anything recent with the pack that might have involved
Spaniards.  Nothing came to mind.


Ivan leaned in and whispered, “You have your gun?”


She shook her head.  She never carried her gun unless she
thought she absolutely needed it, like when they were hunting, or when they met
with Aaron and Michelle.  It was just too risky to carry a weapon without
reason.  A good way to end up in an English prison.


His grip on her arm tightened.  “In the alley up here,
follow my lead.”


Bloody hell.  She hated when Ivan pulled his Russian
Superman routine, trying to take on the world alone.  Before she had a chance
to balk, he steered her into the uneven brick surface of the alleyway.


His knife out, Ivan pushed Katya back against the wall and
crouched low, waiting.  The first of the three men came around the corner with
his pistol drawn.  Ivan slashed up across his wrist, and the pistol fell.


The man’s surprised yelp was cut short by Katya’s right
cross punch, snapping his head sideways.  He dropped.  “Stay down.”


Ivan scooped the gun off the ground, and then snagged
Katya’s sleeve to shove her back out of the way, but he was too late.  Cold
gunmetal touched the back of her neck.  One man, behind her, held his pistol on
her steadily, and another man had a pistol pointed at Ivan.  “Damn it, Ivan. 
You knew this would happen.”


Ivan aimed straight for his attacker’s forehead, a kill
shot.


The one behind her spoke directly in her ear, loud enough
for Ivan to hear.  “You don’t know me, but my name is Abel.  I once had a
cousin, Juan Carlos.  Your friends killed him and burned his body, like savages. 
There was nothing left to bury.”


Ivan growled low.  “I don’t know this man, Juan Carlos, and
I did not kill him.”


Abel shrugged.  “I can’t say.  I know you are together, so
I’m taking something precious from you.”  He snagged Katya’s jacket and pulled
her back.  The steel of the gun pressed painfully into the base of her skull.


“Fuck.”  Her blood boiled with the need to lash out.  She
could feel the change hovering beneath her skin, a ripple of power dying to get
out.  The power and strength of her wolf built up slowly in her hands.  She
could do it.  All she needed was a split second to turn the tables on this
son-of-a-bitch.  Spin, grab, smash, and shoot the other one before he even knew
what had happened.  She envisioned killing both men in a couple of seconds.


Ivan watched her and Abel, his jaw twitching with tension.


“Make a move, and she dies right here in front of you.”


Ivan didn’t move, and he had stopped twitching.


Abel’s breath blew across her neck.  “My cousin JC was like
a brother to me.  I knew him all my life.  For JC, I’m taking her.  I walk
away, and you stay here.  That’s the only way she lives.”


Ivan’s gun-hand swung to Abel’s forehead.  “She dies, you
die, I die, we all fucking die.”


Katya waited for her chance, for the moment Abel moved his
gun, with his attention distracted by Ivan.


The man on the ground regained his feet, shaking off Katya’s
punch and holding his bleeding wrist.  He stared at her warily.  Latin men have
such pride when it comes to being hit by a woman.  His damaged pride flashed in
his eyes.


Abel pushed her towards the other armed Colombian.  “Vete con ella, por el carro.”


Abel’s pistol never moved from the back of her neck while the
other man also put his gun to her temple.  A fucking tradeoff.


Ivan’s eyes flashed her a warning, and Katya knew he didn’t
want her to try anything, yet.  He called out to her as she was pulled
down the sidewalk, at gunpoint, “Podozhdi, poka mi poiavimsia.  Ne
soprotivliaisia.”  Go with them, without resistance.


“Koziol!”  Her frustration blossomed into righteous
fury.  Her wolf growled low in her throat.  She hated when Ivan played these
sick games with her life.


Finally, she was able to look at the man with the gun to her
head, Abel.  What she saw was not encouraging.  Abel was not a man who would
hesitate to pull the trigger.  He had those hardened, emotionless eyes – a man
who had seen and done horrible things, and would do them again if he had to. 


He looked her up and down.  “Where is your phone?”


There was no point in playing games, so she did as Ivan
requested – cooperation without resistance.  “In my coat.”


Abel reached into her jacket, feeling around, brushing over
her breasts callously.  Abel’s glacial eyes never left hers as his hands felt
their way around.  She couldn’t imagine letting a man like this touch her, yet
it was happening, and she was powerless to stop it.


He pulled out her phone and tossed it at Ivan.  “We want the
coca and the money your friends took in Vegas.  You don’t bring the coca, we
all take turns having fun with her, and then I send her back to you in pieces.” 
He pointed at the phone in Ivan’s hand.  “I call tomorrow.  Follow my
instructions and she lives.”


Katya wanted to kill them all, now, but she had to wait, pretend
to be a good little girl until the fucking cavalry arrived.  Ivan was gonna
pay for this one.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 17


 


 


Sitting on the living room couch with Michelle, Aaron
studied the autopsy, going over each page repeatedly.  There had to be
something that would give them a clue to Jamison.  Why did he come to London? 
Why would he stay?  Why was he going to the hospital so many times?  Why did he
kill the woman?  Why did he need a gun?


A set of fast moving steps ascended the stairs to the
apartment, and Aaron and Michelle stood, braced for whoever was coming. 
Aaron’s hands automatically went to his swords, ready to draw.  Ivan pushed
through the busted front door and pegged Aaron with a malicious look of hatred.


“You have been keeping secrets from me!”


“I told you everything I know about Jamison.”  Aaron
maintained his grip on his swords, unsure what to expect.


Michelle growled a warning as Ivan advanced with a pistol in
one hand and a knife in the other.  His gun rose up level with Aaron’s chest
and Michelle dropped low and hissed, claws splayed out wide at the ready. 
Aaron recognized her attack stance.


“Michelle, no.”  Aaron held a hand out to her and stepped
forward, between her and Ivan, right into the gun pointed at his chest.  If she
lunged at Ivan it was all over.  The Russian would surely end up dead, and
Aaron would surely get shot.


“They took Katya.  Some kind of Mexican mafia.  They took
her because of the men you killed in Vegas, and the cocaine.  Where is the
cocaine?”  Ivan didn’t mince words, and his fury radiated off him in waves. 
Ivan’s finger twitched on the trigger, ready to unload.  Aaron’s life hung on
his next words.


“Shit, Ivan, they did the same thing in Vegas.  They’re Colombians. 
They kidnapped my wife.  We don’t have any cocaine.  We burned everything, the
bodies, the drugs, everything.  They must be Colombians.  I just don’t
understand how they found us here, in London.”


Ivan squinted at him, uncertainty blending into the
aggressive colors of his aura.  “Where is your wife?”


“They killed her, and they will kill Katya if we don’t work
together to get her back.”


Aaron wished that somehow he could go back in time and do it
all over again, do it differently.  If he could change just one or two
decisions, Anastasia would still be alive, and Katya would not be in harm’s
way.  His stupid mistakes had endangered Katya’s life.


Ivan’s look communicated the severity of the moment.  If Katya
died, so would Aaron.  This mess had made a bitter enemy from a friend.


Michelle flexed her claws, ready for war.  “Jamison brought
them here.  He followed us from Las Vegas.  He’s using the Colombians to stop
us.  They must all die.”


Ivan slowly dropped the gun away from Aaron’s chest.  “I knew
this had to be Jamison.”  The look on his face morphed from menacing to
something else.  “That’s why I sent Katya without resistance.”  Regret.  Ivan
regretted his orders to Katya.


“What?”  Aaron could hardly believe it.


Ivan tapped his skull.  “We are connected.  I will track
her.  Where ever they go, we follow.  Make ready, we are leaving.”


Ivan looked calmer now, more assured of his plan.


Something struck Aaron a little funny.  “You could have
stopped them, but you didn’t?”


The twisted colors of guilt stabbed through Ivan’s aura. 
“Maybe not.  They had a gun to her head.”  Ivan’s aura said otherwise.


“You let it play out so that Katya could lead us to Jamison? 
I could have gotten the information from one of the Colombians.  If they knew
where Jamison was, I would’ve known.  There was no need to put Katya in this
situation.  All you had to do was bring me one of them, alive.”


Ivan glared at him, a barely contained aggression swirling
through his aura.  “I want them all together.  Better to kill them all at the
same time.  Jamison and the Colombians.  Don’t worry about Katya, she can
handle this.  She has survived worse.”  He looked pointedly at Michelle.  “This
one almost killed her.  But Katya is stronger than she looks.”


Ivan was a cold, calculating bastard.


Aaron shook his head.  How could Ivan send her out with
those psychos, with an order not to resist?  He knew what those men would do,
given a chance.  “And what if we don’t get there before …”


“Stop worrying about her.  Worry about Jamison.  Vampires
are not easy to kill.”  Again he looked right at Michelle, who had evaded death
more times than a cat with nine lives.


Michelle stood ready.  Aaron dug through her unshielded
mind.  She wasn’t overly concerned about Katya, but she was primed for the
hunt.  She had her sights on Jamison, and any fool Colombians who might step
into her path.  She would teach them all a lesson.  That dark, wicked edge he’d
seen from her days in WWII was back.  Michelle the Nazi skinner, Michelle who
delighted in her enemy’s entrails, Michelle the mass murderer.


Ivan headed to the bedroom, rummaged through a heavy steel
chest, pulled out an Uzi, several clips, a handgun, and a fistful of throwing
knives.  He was gearing up like fucking Rambo.


Michelle began to pace the room in anticipation.  It had
been a long time since she had freed this wicked side of her personality, and
Aaron sensed she would enjoy this all too much.  Tonight, death would come in a
miniskirt and high heels.  Though stylish, it wasn’t exactly the right outfit
for the job.


“You should change.  Put on some of Katya’s clothes and
shoes.”


Michelle looked down at herself.  Aaron tried not to laugh
at her.  She looked up at him in a squint, and didn’t even acknowledge that he
was right.  She went straight for Katya’s dresser and rummaged through her
clothes.


“I need to let Urvashi know what’s happening.”


Michelle stopped digging through drawers and threw him a
sharp look, but held her tongue and accepted it with a nod.


Closing his eyes, he reached out to his new master.  He
sensed a bone-chilling cold, a warehouse environment with little heat.  Around
her, numerous men were doing the same thing as Ivan, gearing up for some sort
of assault.  What the fuck was she up to?


{{Vash, its happening tonight.  Jamison brought in
Colombians.  They are related to the men I killed in Vegas.  He’s using their
vendetta to his advantage.  They kidnapped Katya.  We are going after her
now.}}  He sensed a spike of distress and irritation from Urvashi.


{{I am beginning to think you are more trouble than you’re
worth.}}


{{We will get Katya back.  This should give us a path to
Jamison.  I will do everything I can to finish it tonight, I promise.}}


{{This is a bad time.}}  She was irritated, but with an edge
of some anxiety too.  Something was very wrong in Moscow.


{{It’s happening tonight.  I am not leaving Katya with those
men until tomorrow.}}


She snapped at him impatiently.  {{I don’t have time to
explain, I’m here with the pack.  It’s a combat operation.  The pack is … complicated,
and they are all connected.  It is unwise to run two operations at this
distance.}}


{{There’s no choice, Urvashi.  Ivan’s not gonna sit this
out, and Katya’s life is already at risk.}}


{{Don’t let their appearance fool you.  They are lethal
hunters.  Katya is not a damsel in distress.  She’s a Trojan horse.}}


{{I don’t give a shit if she wears a fucking saddle.  We’re
going after Katya, tonight.  You asked me to keep you informed, and I did.  Why
don’t you return the courtesy and tell me what the hell is happening in Moscow?}}


{{You really must get a grip on your temper.}}  She paused,
and Aaron waited.  {{We are taking Dmitri down.  I won’t go into the reasons,
but it’s necessary, and must be done immediately.}}


{{Open season on vampires, eh?}}


She didn’t take his bait.  She was silent for a moment.  {{I
wish you were here.  We could use your help.}}  She paused again, and he sensed
something he’d never felt from her before – insecurity. {{I need you, Aaron.}}


That was a first.


Urvashi didn’t need anyone, for anything.  He wondered what
exactly she meant.  {{I will come to you as soon as it’s done.  Is this what
you were talking about, us being separated?  Is it a problem for you?}}


{{We will talk about it later.}}


{{That’s what you said last time.}}


{{Yes, it’s a problem.  Apart, we are a liability to each
other.  You must take care.}}


Urvashi the enigma.  Her words led to more questions than
answers.  Confucius say, man who bites fallen angel should not complain of the
taste.


{{Yes Mother, I’ll be careful when hunting vampires and drug
dealers, I promise.}}


{{Indeed.}}  With that she shut down their connection. 
Conversation over.


Opening his eyes to focus on the task at hand, Ivan handed
him a black, semi-automatic pistol.  “You know how to use this?”


He nodded.  “Let me have one of the Uzi’s.”


Ivan looked at him seriously.  “I don’t want to get shot.”


Aaron couldn’t help but shake his head and laugh.  Preparing
for war, and he didn’t even know how to use a damn gun.


Ivan squinted at him.  “Is better to use the swords.  Stick
with what you know.  Fight on instinct.”


Aaron shoved the pistol in his jacket pocket.  “Sure,
whatever.  But I’m keeping this just in case.”


“You might want to put on the safety.”


Aaron pulled the loaded gun out his pocket
ever-so-carefully.  Ivan showed him the button, clicked it on and off a couple
times to demonstrate.  “Got it, I’m good.”


He knew Ivan was right.  He’d probably do better with the
swords, or even go for Michelle’s hands-on approach – claws and fangs.


 


* * * *


 


“Get off, you sodding wanker!”  Wrists cuffed in front of
her, Katya struggled to remove the man’s hand from the crack of her ass.


“I like a woman with spirit!  I bet you fuck like a bitch in
heat.”


“Pull it out of your pants and I’ll twist it off!  Keep that
cock out of my reach!”


He chuckled and shoved her face-down on the bed.  “That’s
good to know.  We’re gonna tie you up tight before we tap that ass.”


She screamed into the bedding and pushed hard to send him
flying off her back.  He stepped away just in time to evade her kick.  “Stay
away from me!”  She growled low.  This man was pushing her over the edge of
control.


Her hands clenched and she gritted her teeth to fight off
the insane need.  Her wolf wanted out.  Now.  Her wolf wanted this man’s balls
for a snack.  The beast wanted to chew up through his groin, through all that
tender, juicy meat, to the good stuff in the belly.  The guts have such rich
flavor for wolves.


Her tormentor stared at her as she twitched and shook,
straining to fight off the wolf.  Aaron had almost done it to her a couple hours
earlier, and the beast remained too close to the skin.


“I think this puta is high or something.  She’s fucking
weird essay.”  He walked out the door with a frowning glance over his shoulder.


Katya had barely regained control when she smelled him standing
in the doorway watching her.  He had that coppery tang, like day old blood,
accompanied by the vampire’s pheromonal scent.  She smelled Jamison’s chemical
lure, and knew it to be the same lure that had seduced her niece, Kristina,
into a state of voluntary slavery to Dmitri.


She hated vampires, all of them.  Aaron and Michelle were but
a temporary exception to the rule.


She caught Jamison’s eyes and stared.  A vivid picture of
flashing fangs shredding through soft, juicy flesh filled her mind and her wolf
promised he would die soon.


He watched her.  His nostrils flared as he caught her
scent.  She saw it in his eyes when he realized she was more than she
appeared.  He turned on his heels to talk to someone down the hallway.  She
strained to hear the whispered words that betrayed Jamison’s anxiety.


“This girl is all wrong.  There’s something … different
about her.  She needs to be cuffed, bound and gagged.  Keep the men away from
her.”


The other man sounded British and had a tint of laughter in
his voice.  “No.  She is mine now.  I will do what I want with her.  It’s none
of your concern.  You shouldn’t even be here.  This is our business.”


“I’ll stay out of your way.  I just need to be sure you
finish this.  I can’t have these people hunting me wherever I go.”


Then it clicked and all the pieces fell into place. 
Albanians.  The Albanians were in the mix with the Latinos.  A royal fucking
mess.


“Don’t worry, mate.  We got the situation in hand.  You just
keep out of it.  Go have some fun with the girl if you like.  A freebie.  Get
her while she’s still fresh.”  The Albanian walked off chuckling.


Katya prayed Jamison would be foolish enough to enter the
room with her.  It had been far too long since her wolf tasted the flesh of a
vampire.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 18


 


 


Aaron pulled up the collar of his coat against the freezing
wind and sleet.  Ivan stood to one side and Michelle to the other, watching The
Rocking Horse strip club for any sign of activity.  Four a.m. and the club was
closed.  People with any sense were at home in bed with a fire blazing in the
hearth.


But not them.


They had to trudge through the punishing cold and sleet
while Ivan followed his internal compass to track Katya.  When they arrived at The
Rocking Horse, everything started to make sense.  Jamison had created a
clusterfuck.  Colombians, Albanians, and who knows what the hell else would be
found inside.


This was gonna get ugly.


Aaron looked to Michelle and Ivan who were both primed to go. 
Aaron felt the encroaching sunrise, coming soon.  While he could still function
with the sun burning bright in the sky, he dreaded the idea of fighting in the
daytime.  And what of Michelle?  If they were still inside this shithole at
dawn, she’d be nothing but dead weight.


“Urvashi was right.  We should come back tomorrow night. 
The dawn is coming.”  Aaron couldn’t shake this heavy sense of foreboding.


Both Michelle and Ivan’s auras flared with righteous fury. 
Ivan growled, “We go now!”


Michelle grabbed Aaron’s arm.  “It will be done in
minutes.”  Her sharp claws flexed and dug in through his coat.


“That’s what we want to happen, but this is much more
complicated than we thought.”


Ivan pulled his Uzi out of his jacket and pulled a pistol
from his pocket, a gun in each hand.  “Is simple.  Kill.  Them.  All.”


Uh huh, sure.  Nothing was ever that simple.  “So, how do we
go in without getting shot full of holes?”


Ivan looked at him like he was nuts.  “The backdoor, of
course.”


They circled around the block to the door in the alley, the
same place it all began with Reza and Janette.  Aaron dreaded this moment – all
the people in the building they would have to kill.


Ivan stared at him hard, seeing the hesitation.  “We cannot
afford witnesses.  I don’t care who we find in here, they all die.  You don’t
want an Interpol manhunt across Europe, trust me.  No witnesses.”


Aaron prayed they would find no one but those they came to
kill.


Ivan gestured to the door.  “You do the honors.”


For the second time in a week, Aaron snapped the locking
mechanism as he yanked open the back door.  Stepping into the darkness of the
club, he drew his swords and tried to find the will to kill these men.  In the
past, his violence had been mostly self-defense, or in defense of Michelle and
Anastasia.  In those intense moments, he never had time to consider his actions.


But this was different, premeditated assassination.


Michelle slinked past, a wicked, intent look on her face –
all hunter.  That’s where he needed to go, to that dark place in his psyche,
the predator within.  For a time, the predator had been like another
personality, fighting for dominance of his mind.  Urvashi changed everything. 
After drinking her blood he had emerged a new man.


His hunting instincts and senses took over.  He heard a
whisper of noise, several people in the other room, men.  Their cologne masking
their sweaty, blood-filled bodies – they smelled like food.  Another scent
blended in, a hint of Katya’s shampoo, her earthy wet-dog scent.  Though Ivan
claimed she was here, Aaron felt reassured at the evidence she had passed
through this room recently.  Standing in the shadows of the curtained rear,
they surveyed six Colombians drinking near the bar about twenty feet away. 
They were unprepared.


Michelle didn’t even pause.  She shot out straight for the
bar, a blonde streak of death in blue jeans.  She slashed up and across,
cutting a bloody T shape into the man’s torso.  His only sound was a
fleshy gurgle from a torn, gaping throat.  Ivan sighted in and blasted two men
with well-placed bursts from his Uzi.  Calm and calculated.


Two Colombians reached for their guns.  Aaron’s inhibitions
fell away as his blades crossed through the bone and gristle of a man’s spine,
sending his head flying across the room.


“Madre del Dios!”  The last man opened fire with an assault
rifle and sprayed bullets across the room.  Aaron and Ivan dived low, but
Michelle kept going at him.


She jerked as one of the bullets nailed her.  Growling low
in pain, she tore the gun from his hands and buried her teeth in his neck.  The
crunch of bones and tendons crushing in her jaw cut off the man’s scream.


Aaron and Ivan stood and looked about.  No one left standing
to kill.  They watched Michelle drain the man.  The sucking, slurpy sounds
normally would have made Aaron hungry, but tonight it only turned his stomach. 
Finished, she discarded his lifeless body, wiped the blood off her face with
the back of her hand, then examined her injured shoulder gingerly.


Aaron stepped up close to her.  “Are you okay?”  Her eyes
flitted about, looking for more prey.  “Michelle?”


She glanced his way.  “Oui.  Les hommes se cachent à
cet endroit.”  The men are hiding over
there.  She nodded her head towards the side hallway leading to the girls’
rooms.


Michelle often backslid into French in moments of stress. 
Aaron could see from her aura how she tried to ignore the pain to focus on the
job at hand.  He slid his arm around her.  “We can finish this.  Stay here and
wait.”


She shrugged his arm off and moved forward, her face filled
with grim determination.  Ivan followed.  By now, anyone else would be alerted
by the gunshots.  With the element of surprise gone, they were walking into the
shit now.  They found the hallway empty.


Aaron scanned the rooms with his telepathic probe.  There
were several more Colombians, but no Katya.  “She’s not here.  Don’t kill them
all.  We need to find out where she is.”


Ivan winked and pointed to the ceiling.  “Second floor.”


Michelle growled.  “Kill them all.”


Aaron pointed with his sword to the door where three men
stood on the other side with their guns ready.  Ivan pointed and unloaded his
entire clip through the wall and door.  Two men slammed open another door at
the end of the hall and opened fire.


Aaron dived forward into a crouched roll and came up between
them.  His swords sliced through both their throats simultaneously.  Sprays of
arterial flow showered him and the walls as they gargled in their blood.


Ivan looked down at his belly to the spreading stain of red
from a gut shot.  “O iop tvoiu mat’!”  Sounded an awful lot like oh
shit in Russian.


“Merde!” 
Michelle staggered but stayed on her feet.  The right side of her jeans turned
black-red with blood from a new wound.  At this rate they’d never make it out
alive.  Nothing simple about killing.


Aaron stepped up to Michelle and put his arm around her,
helping her take some weight off her wounded leg.  “Fuck.”  Upstairs, Aaron
heard thumping noises and men yelling.


Ivan wiped the blood off his hand on his jeans.  He gestured
towards the stairs with his Uzi.  “We’re going up.  No matter what happens, I
hold you responsible to bring Katya home.  This is your mess.”


Aaron nodded.  He held himself responsible for this fucked
up situation.  He assessed Michelle.  She wasn’t looking so hot.  “Wait here. 
We’ll deal with this.”


Her eyes flared with fury.  “I want Jamison’s head!”


“So I’ll bring it to you.”


“Non.”


She pulled away from his embrace and took the first step up
the stairs towards the men waiting with loaded guns.  Aaron put a hand on her
shoulder.  “At least let me go first.”  Pain-glazed emerald eyes regarded him
with a hint of relief.  He would probably end up carrying her home tonight, if
by some miracle they survived this shit.


Ivan grabbed his arm and pegged him with a deadly serious
look. “No matter what happens, no hospitals.  No blood samples, no doctors, and
no hospitals.  Are we clear?”


Looking at the spreading bloodstain on Ivan’s belly, he
whispered, “Whatever you say.”


Aaron went first, Ivan and Michelle right behind him. 
Shuffling feet and thumps became louder as he headed up the stairs to the first
landing, a ninety degree corner.  He peeked around and up the rest of the
stairwell, and saw no one.


Aaron placed the ball of his foot on the stair step and
slowly rolled his weight onto it.  Creak.  Shit.  With painstaking caution
he stepped tip-toe onto the other stair.  Creak.  “Fuck!” No matter how careful
he moved, the old wooden steps betrayed his advance.


What the fuck was I thinking?


Breathing in through his nose, seeking out the warning
scents, Aaron caught them.  Sweaty men perspiring in anxiety.  The smells of
fear.  These people smelled like food.  The predator buried deep in Aaron’s
mind wanted to feed on their blood, and Michelle needed it too.  No point
wasting good blood.


At the top of the steps, Ivan right behind him, Aaron peered
his head around the corner into the hallway.


Guns barked and bullets ricocheted off the walls as the
Colombians opened fire on him.  The element of surprise was officially lost.


Ivan jerked Aaron back as a bullet seared a burning line
across his forehead.  “Son of a Bitch!”  Aaron wiped at the blood on his
forehead, checking to see how bad he’d been shot.  Just a graze.


“You have good luck.”  Ivan grinned at him and snapped a new
clip into his Uzi.  He tipped the barrel of his gun, pushing at Aaron’s sword. 
Ivan nodded towards the exposed hallway and whispered in his ear, “Put it out
there for them.”


Aaron stared at Ivan.   “Are you fucking nuts?”  He probably
was.  The blood loss and vodka had taken its toll.


Ivan pushed his shoulder and whispered again.  “A
distraction.”


Oh.  Duh.


Aaron stuck the end of his sword out into the hallway and gunfire
spat rapid-fire, plaster exploding mere inches from his face as the bullets
thunked into the wall.  Several rounds bounced right off the steel.


Ivan moved amazingly fast for his size.  In an instant he
slid across the hallway floor on his side unloading an entire clip into both
men.  A few bullets zinged past, but they were too high, exactly as Ivan
intended.


Aaron peeked around the corner again to watch two Albanians
slump to the floor, twitching in their death throes.  Guess they had ran out of
Colombians, the Albanian reserves had kicked in.


Someone yelled from an open doorway.  “Peter!  Armand!”


Ivan tossed the empty clip from his gun and slipped in
another one while Michelle made her way up the stairs.


The voice yelled again.  “Peter!  Armand!”


Ivan stood and nosed towards the door, his gun ready.  Aaron
reached out with his mind, seeking whoever he could find.  There were six armed
men … Albanians.  They waited in a large open loft, a gambling room with lots
of card tables.  One man, Bresnik, was arguing with another.


“Get your ass out there and shoot the cocksuckers!”


“They got through ten men!”


“They caught us by the bollocks, but we know exactly where
they are.  Now, walk into the hallway and fucking shoot them before I shoot you!”


Listening to Bresnik’s thoughts as he berated his gunmen,
Aaron realized the man knew his and Michelle’s names.  Working with Jamison, the
Albanian had set this whole mess up.  This was Reza’s boss and cousin.


But Jamison and Katya were nowhere in the room.


Bresnik’s cell phone went off and he answered it, cursing. 
“What?  Of course you’re hearing shots.  It’s a bloody battle royal!”  He
listened to someone going off on the other end of the line.  “No!  I don’t want
the fucking pigs in my house!  Don’t call the cops.  Send me everyone you’ve
got.  Now!  Anyone with a gun.  It’s fucking World War Three in here.”


Aaron held up six fingers to Ivan and whispered, “They’re
all armed, and Katya and Jamison are not in there.  They just called for more
backup.”


Ivan pointed his weapon.  “Katya is there, somewhere, I feel
her.  We need to move, now.”


 


* * * *


 


Katya had tried so hard to hold off, to wait for Ivan.  If
they just left her alone she could have waited for hours, days even.  But those
damned Latinos kept eye-fucking her.


The one they called Luis stepped into the room and spoke
over his shoulder in a whisper.  “Deme treinta minutos sin interrupción.” 
The other man nodded, and locked the door behind him.  His plans for thirty
uninterrupted minutes were written all over his leering face.  She could smell
his reeking hard-on.  Greaseball probably showered once a week.  If he’d come
to her clean, she might have let him get his dick wet, simply to buy time.  But
the thought of this slimy, filthy man inside of her turned her stomach inside
out.


She hoped Ivan arrived soon, because it was about to get
ugly.


“Que bonita puta.  I bet we can get a good price for you. 
I should take you back to Colombia with me.  But first, I need a little taste.”
 His eyes penetrated through her clothing, assessing her carefully.  “I hope
you’re clean, I forgot to bring a condom.”


“Keep it in your pants or lose it!”


One second he was feeling her up with his eyes, the next a
vicious right hook slammed across the left side of her jaw.


Her head snapped sideways and her teeth chattered with the
impact.  Stars bloomed in her vision and she tasted the coppery tang of blood
on her lip.  “Bloody hell!”  She spat red on the bedspread.


Oh yeah, this one was gonna die right now.


He leaped on her, squishing her down into the mattress, and
held her cuffed hands high above her head with his left hand.  “Ain’t no
stopping this train puta.  You best go along for the ride.”


With his right hand he slipped a knife under her shirt,
right between her breasts, and flicked upward, cutting through her bra.  Then
he sliced off her shirt to stare at her naked chest with a mean, hungry look.


Fucker liked fear.  He enjoyed hurting women.  Bloody
sadist.  Might enjoy killing this one.  He needed to die.


Then he let go her hands and put the knife to her throat. 
“Don’t move, and it’ll all be over real quick.”  His free hand began undoing
the buttons on her jeans.


“Fuck off!”  She slammed a double fist into his nose,
feeling the gratifying crunch of his broken face.  As she knew would happen, he
dropped the knife and reeled backwards in agony and shock.


She shoved him off and he tumbled to the floor.  “A la
verga!”


She scrambled for his knife and grabbed it just in time to
slash at his swinging arm.


“Puta madre!”  He backed away, inspecting his arm,
trying to distance himself from her.


“What?  Don’tcha want a piece of me?  Come on you greasy
bugger, let’s get it on!”


He backed up and bumped into the door.  That’s when she
heard the sounds of shooting and men shouting.  Ivan had arrived.  She sensed
him in the building, making his way towards her at this very moment.


Luis looked to the door, then back to her.  Realization of
the truth dawned on his face. “Pinche diabla!”


His eyes telegraphed his move.  He lunged.  She dodged and
slashed across his shoulder.  He hissed and cursed her.


An urgent knock came at the door.  “Luis, ellos
están aquí!  Nos chingan!”


His momentary distraction gave her all the time she needed. 
She leapt on him in a primal scream of rage and buried her knife in the side of
his neck.  His cry of surprise cut short as she sliced through his windpipe.


Grasping at his neck, he bled all over the god-damn place,
splattering her hands and breasts in scarlet speckles.  Death is not neat or
pretty, but it can be fun.


She flinched at the sounds of weapons fire close by as she rummaged
through Luis’s pockets and found the key to her handcuffs.  Hands slick with
blood, she struggled to unlock the handcuffs.  Click.  “Yes!”  She exalted in
her freedom as she yanked the loaded pistol from the waistband of Luis’s pants.


“A knife and a gun.  That’ll do.”  She looked down at her
naked breasts spackled with blood and realized it didn’t really matter.  “If
the Greeks can fight naked, so can I.”


Then the door opened and another Colombian stared wide-eyed,
shocked into silence at the sight of her.


 


* * * *


 


Michelle stepped up to Aaron’s side in the hallway.  Her
haggard face wore a grimace of pain, but she was ready to rumble.  A woman’s
scream cut through the loaded silence.  “Die you greasy fuck!”


A man’s cry of agony followed.


Ivan looked at Aaron and they both knew it was now or
never.  Shots fired, Katya screamed again, and Ivan barreled through the door,
bullets flying.


Aaron followed, swords drawn, and went straight for the man
on the left whose gunfire tracked Ivan.  A downward flash of steel severed the
man’s hand from his wrist.  Aaron followed with a horizontal throat slash. 
Michelle streaked past, and nailed another guy, sending him flying through the
air in a splat of blood.


Bresnik and another man dived for the floor to evade Ivan’s
fire, while Michelle moved in on her man to finish the job.  Ivan sprayed
bullets all over hell, unloading his clip as everyone scrambled out of the way. 
Several Albanians went down screaming in pain with gunshot wounds..


A door to the right of the room slammed open and out flew
Katya, half-naked, barefoot, her little handful breasts bouncing as she looked
about with a feral gleam in her freakish, amber eyes.  Her teeth gritted in an
insane growl, she no longer looked like the Katya he knew.  This woman was a
killer, a bloody knife in one hand, blood speckled across her naked torso and
jeans, and a pistol in the other hand.  She found the nearest target, spun and
sliced at his chest, and fired into his face point blank.  His brains splashed
across the wall as he flopped backwards.


“Fucking tosser!”


She grinned with way too many teeth.  Long, sharp, wolf
teeth.


Mesmerized by Katya, Aaron stood riveted in place, watching
her spin, slash and fire.  Where the hell did she get the knife and gun?  Some
fool with a hard-on probably lost his life trying to get up on her.


Searing pain hit him, along with Urvashi’s scream of agony
echoing through his mind.  Something horrible had happened to his master.


In mid-stride Katya dropped everything and screeched, a
terrible banshee howl like all the demons of hell scraping across chalkboards.


A heavy psychic percussion hit Aaron’s mind, a black fog
coating Aaron’s tongue and mind.  Katya and Ivan’s auras exploded in bright
yellow-white and they both grabbed their heads, faces scrunched in agony. 
Katya hit the floor convulsing and twitching.  Ivan dropped to one knee
groaning in pain.


What the fuck?


The two Albanians gained their feet and let loose with Uzi’s,
cutting a sweeping arc across the room.  Aaron dived and snagged Ivan, but as they
rolled behind an over turned card table, he felt a thump and watched Ivan’s
chest splatter red with the hit.  Michelle ran straight for the men, screaming in
rage.  She was almost in reach when three bullets tagged her in the chest and
sent her flying back in a gory tumble of blonde hair and blood.


One gunman turned and sprayed several bullets across Katya
down on the ground, ceasing her twitching dance and mewling cries.  She slumped
flat, a bloody wreck.


Bresnik, called out across the room.  “Your friends are
fucked.”


Aaron peered his head around the planter to catch Bresnik with
his Uzi pointed straight for him, a grim smile of satisfaction plastered on his
face.


Urvashi’s warning tore through Aaron’s mind.  {{Stay with
the wolves, they need you!  Two of their pack died in an explosion!  Dmitri
knew we were coming.  The wolves experience the deaths of their comrades, it’s
debilitating.}}


Son of a bitch.  They should have waited till
tomorrow.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 19


 


 


Aaron sensed both Michelle and Katya on the verge of death, bleeding
out on the floor.


Ivan groaned and sat up.  “Remember your promise.  I hold
you responsible for Katya.”  His eyes were amber gold, and his jaw began to
move, elongating.  Large animal teeth grew in his mouth as he growled and shook
his head.


“Move fast or die.”  His words came out in growl-speak, a
voice not quite human.


Aaron nodded.  “If I’m gonna die, I’m taking the Albanians
and Jamison with me.”


Aaron watched in horrified fascination as Ivan … changed. 
He sloughed off his jacket and tore open his button-down shirt, freeing his
upper body of the restrictions of clothing.  His entire body was … moving. 
Snarling, growling, and grunting, Ivan’s white skin turned dark with bushy
hair.  His face sprouted fur and his nose turned black and thick as a dog’s
snout.  Then his face stretched outward, taking on a canine aspect, and his
eyes turned fully golden.  He fell forward onto his hands and knees, second by
second, as his body reformed into a very large predator.


God awful crunchy-tearing noises accompanied Ivan’s
animalistic expressions of agony.


“That’s gotta hurt.”  Though he didn’t want to see such a
gruesome sight, Aaron couldn’t look away.


Bresnik let off a couple rounds into the other side of the
table.  “You and your Russian friend have something I want, and that’s the only
reason you’re both still alive.  I know you took the drugs and cash in Vegas,
and you will give that to me.  But I also know who she is, and I want
everything she owns.”  He pointed his rifle at Michelle’s head, indicating she
was his focus.


Aaron read it clearly in Bresnik’s mind.  He and Jamison had
dug into Michelle’s background, learned of her estate in Paris and her
investment accounts.  Bresnik was willing to sacrifice a dozen men and a pile
of Colombians that didn’t mean shit to him, to steal Michelle’s fortune.


Bresnik reached down to grab Michelle by her hair, grimacing
at the sight of her full-size fangs and blood-splattered face.  “I don’t know
what the hell she is, and I really don’t care.  She’s worth over forty million
and I want every penny of it.”


The sound of numerous men ascending the stairs drew Aaron’s
attention.  Five armed Albanians filed into the room from the hallway, ready to
back up Bresnik.


Time to move – fast.


Aaron stood up, swords ready, and kicked the table aside.  “Check
out this shit.”  Three hundred pounds of unnaturally large, black wolf growled
menacingly, fixing its golden eyes on each of the men in turn.


“Sic ‘em Ivan.”


The beast snapped its massive jaws and leaped into the midst
of the men at the doorway.


Aaron moved lightning fast.  He didn’t stop moving until his
katana was buried up under Bresnik’s ribcage, straight through his heart. 
Urvashi would have been proud of his precise strike.


Bresnik grunted, convulsed, and his eyes rolled back in his
head as Aaron yanked the sword out of his chest.


Gunshots flew everywhere as Ivan tore through the men.  Literally. 
He ripped the men to pieces, shaking their feeble bodies in his jaws, crunching
through bones and sinew, stringing out their guts.  Aaron dived low again and slashed
at Bresnik’s sidekick standing with his mouth open in petrified awe.


Achilles tendon, then hamstring – the man dropped.  Slashing
up into his falling body, Aaron severed his spinal column.  Wasn’t a clean
kill, but it would have to do.


Aaron rolled and crawled to get behind another over-turned
card table.  Shots whizzed past, some close shaves, and one gouged across the
skin of his back.  “Fuck!”


Gritting his teeth through the pain, he focused hard,
listening to the sounds of meaty death coming from the wolf’s snapping jaws. 
Soon, the shooting stopped.


Aaron lay there, exhausted, in pain, knowing he needed to
get up and get the girls out of this blood-soaked den of death before the
police surrounded the place.  “Move Aaron.  Move fast.”


He stood up.  Michael Jamison was crouched near Michelle,
not ten feet away.  Mike caught the movement and stared directly at Aaron,
unflinching.


Vampire to vampire.


Mike put a little black pistol up against Michelle’s skull. 
He glanced at the wolf tearing it up at the entrance to the room, and whispered
to Aaron.  “She will probably recover from these wounds in a couple days.  But
she won’t survive if I blow her brains all over the floor.”


Aaron read it crystal clear in Mike’s thoughts.  The man
really wanted to kill Michelle, badly.  She had ripped out his intestines,
shredded half his body, left him for dead.  The memory of it still traumatized
him.  Michelle was Mike’s own personal demon.


Aaron looked at the gun, and then at Jamison’s eyes.  “If
you kill her, you’re dead.”


“Perhaps.  But you can still save her.  Drop your blades and
walk away from this massacre.  No one else needs to die tonight.”


Aaron wanted it so bad, to just drop his swords and walk out
the door with the women.


But Mike didn’t mean a word of it.


No matter what Aaron did, Mike would kill Michelle, one way
or another.  Mike couldn’t stand the thought of her alive, hunting him down,
haunting him night after night.  He needed to kill her for his sanity.


Aaron sighed.  “Okay.  I am putting my swords down now.  Put
your gun down.”


Jamison stared at him, assessing the risk.  “You first.”


“We’ll do it together, same time.”


Jamison eyes flicked to the swords, then to his own pistol,
measuring the odds.  He nodded.  Aaron nodded back.  They both set their
weapons down.


As soon as Aaron’s swords clinked to the hardwood floor,
Mike snatched up his pistol and fired at him.  Aaron shot Jamison six times in
the chest with Ivan’s pistol through his jacket pocket.


Jamison’s single shot aimed true, straight through Aaron’s
left shoulder.


“Motherfucker!”


He staggered, but kept to his feet.  Blood streaked down his
arm and dripped off his elbow.  “God dammit!”


He walked over to Jamison and kicked him.  “Why did you make
me do this?  Asshole!”  He reached down to Michelle’s hand and wrapped her
fingers around the pistol grip.  “This one’s yours, love.  He pulled Michelle’s
unconscious trigger finger over and over, unloading Ivan’s pistol into Jamison.


Searching the vampire’s mind, he found a spark of life still
flickering.  “Fucking vampires are hard to kill.”


He snatched his swords off the floor and separated Jamison’s
head in one clean stroke.  “Idiot.  Should have taken your own advice and
walked away.”  He wiped his blades on Jamison’s jacket and sheathed his swords.


Looking around, Aaron found himself standing in a
slaughterhouse.  The wolf was gnawing on meaty bones, crushing them in its
powerful jaw.  It looked at him for a moment, licked blood off its chops, and
growled.


“Bad dog!”  Aaron pointed his finger at the animal, and it
ignored him in favor of continuing its meal.


A whimpering sound issued from behind a doorway at the back
of the room.  “What now?”


Swords in hand, Aaron slinked over to the door and yanked it
open.  He dodged to the side to avoid any gunfire.  A woman’s squeal of terror
was all he heard.


“No, no, no.”  He shook his head, dreading what he would
find hiding in the bathroom.  Peeking in the doorway, he saw Janette on the floor
in black lingerie beside another woman in nothing but black thong panties.  The
woman was dead, shot in her left breast.


Janette was alive and well, untouched, shaking in terror,
crying like a baby.


Aaron took a deep steadying breath as the horrible weight of
responsibility pressed him down.  “I told you to leave town.  I told you to
run.  Why didn’t you fucking listen?”


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 20


 


 


“I tried.  I really tried.”  Janette’s bloody, shaking hands
smeared blood on her forehead as she pulled a stray hair away from her face.


Digging through her mind, he realized she was totally faded,
high on cocaine.  She and Lola, the dead woman, had been servicing the
men.  And she hadn’t tried very hard to run or hide.  She had taken a job
dancing in another strip club over on Parker Street in Covent Garden.


“You didn’t leave London.”  God, he hated himself for what
he had to do.


“I know … I should have.  Bresnik found me …”  Her boss had
found her all too easily.  The deal Bresnik offered her was simple – a lifetime
of sex slavery, or death.  She chose the former.


“Bresnik’s dead.”  How ironic, he had freed her now, twice
over, but he couldn’t let her go.


She looked at him, still afraid, but not of Bresnik.  “Why are
your eyes bleeding?”  She shuffled back away from him till she hit the back
wall of the bathroom.


No matter how many different angles he looked at the
situation, Aaron could see no way out of the unavoidable conclusion.  Janette
knew far too much, an unmanageable liability.


Tears of blood ran down his face.  “I’m so sorry.”  He
closed the distance and reached down to pull her warm, half-naked body up into
his arms.  She trembled in his embrace, perhaps sensing what was to come.


Aaron considered the ugly truth: there are some people that
cannot be saved, no matter what you do.  Aching sadness filled him as he whispered
gently in her ear.  “Please forgive me.”


Then he bit down hard into her neck.


She squirmed and fought, trying to push him away, but her
weak arms could not break his unnaturally powerful grip.  Soon she succumbed to
his venom and began to convulse in ecstatic orgasm.  He dug deep into her mind
and soul, learning all there was to know of Janette, drinking in her blood and
essence.


Born into poverty, she had known hardship living in the
ghettos of Brixton.  Raised by a single mom who changed boyfriends monthly,
Janette grew into an insecure, obnoxious teenage mess.  Spreading her legs for
the wrong kind of boys, her late-teen pregnancy led to an abortion and a
downward spiral into sex, drugs, and prostitution.


Janette was damaged goods from the word go.  But none of
that made Aaron feel any better when he drained her till her heart seized in
cardiac arrest.


He gave her the most beautiful death; the euphoria and
ecstasy of his venom coursing through her veins and the firm grip of his
supporting arms.  Probably more beautiful than the life she would have known
working endlessly for Albanian slave traders.


But that still didn’t justify her murder.  Aaron knew this
moment would haunt him for the rest of his life.


Wiping the tears from his face, he laid Janette’s limp body
on the floor next to the other woman.  “If there had been any other way, I
would have done it.  I hope you find the peace in death that you never had in
life.”  His lips brushed her still-warm cheek.


He closed the bathroom door and looked to Michelle and
Katya.  The girls were laid out in pools of blood.  Dawn’s grey twilight
streaked through the windows.


He kneeled down next to Michelle, more tears of blood
welling in his eyes at her condition.  She was still alive, barely.  “Oh god,
Michelle, just hold on.  Please hold on.”


She needed blood.  There was blood everywhere.  Jamison’s
headless corpse lay in a spreading red pool barely three feet away.  Aaron
shoved Jamison’s lifeless arm into Michelle’s mouth.  “Bite down.  Please bite
down.  Please Michelle.”


She wasn’t taking it.  He looked at all that wasted blood on
the floor, and then reconsidered.  That was just plain dirty.  Wincing, he
reached inside his wool pea coat and scooped his own blood off his left
shoulder and smeared it over her lips.  “Come on, Michelle.”


Finally, her tongue crept out and licked.  Aaron pushed the
dead arm into Michelle’s mouth and her teeth did their job instinctively.  Her
soft sucking sounds were an encouragement.


“I think she’s gonna make it.”


He looked up to the encroaching light of dawn.  “Shit.”  Michelle
couldn’t handle the sun.  He rushed over and stripped the curtain off the
window and wrapped her in it.  Might keep the direct sun off of her.


Now Katya.


He knelt down beside the pale, topless woman on the floor,
admiring her frail beauty.  Seeing her like this was such a contrast to her
fiery temper.  Her aura flickered, the tiniest of flames, so weak he could
barely see it.  He leaned down close.  Still breathing, still alive.  But she
had lost way too much blood.  He didn’t know what to do for her.


Michelle would heal like Lazarus rising from the dead, but
who knew what the wolves were like.  He suspected their constitutions were more
robust than normal people.


So he wrapped her in another curtain, just to keep her warm,
and maybe help stop the bleeding.  Grunting against the agony every time he
moved his left arm, he picked Katya’s bundled body off the floor and threw her
over his right shoulder.  He staggered over to Michelle and managed to squat
down without dumping Katya on the floor.  Michelle was lighter that Katya, so
he pulled her up and scooted her onto his injured shoulder.


“God, that fucking hurts!”


Growling, teeth gritted against the pain, he stood with both
women in his arms.


Their weight wasn’t much of a burden for his preternatural
strength, but the pain of Michelle bouncing on his wound forced a whimper from
his lips.  A girl over each shoulder, he faced the beast sitting in its den of
carnage, across the path to the stairs.


The animal watched him, and he wondered how much of Ivan was
still in there.  Hopefully enough to walk away from the creature without
problems.  As he approached, it growled in menace.


“Ivan, it’s me, Aaron.  Stop it!  Look, I have Katya.”  He
leaned Katya’s face down to show her to the wolf.  It stood up and licked her
nose affectionately.  It whined, a soulful sound, and then looked Aaron
directly in the eyes, an unspoken reminder of his promise.


He couldn’t read any thoughts from the beast.  His telepathy
didn’t extend to animals.


It licked a few drops of blood off Katya and whined at him
again.  “I’ll do my best.  I need to get her out of here before the cops show
up.  You’d better take off too.”


The wolf watched Aaron walk past, slipping in the red goo of
entrails and body parts.  “This is so gross.  I can’t believe you eat this
shit, Ivan.  Gonna take a lot of vodka to wash that taste out of your mouth.”


Aaron kept going, grunting in pain with each creaking step as
he descended the stairway.  He walked out the busted back door of The Rocking
Horse at 4:30 a.m. in the morning, fighting hard to stay on his feet, as the
sound of sirens approached the front of the building.  His sharp hearing
detected the sound of booted feet making their way towards the end of the alley
behind him.  Using every last ounce of his strength reserves, he ran as fast as
his feet would carry him and the girls.  He ran till his heart slammed so hard
it would surely burst.  He ran until he couldn’t run anymore.


He thought he knew the way back to Katya’s Soho apartment,
but he wasn’t so sure now.  Grunting and growling with the exertion, he
staggered on.  The cold cut into him, sapping his strength and stealing his
resolve to keep moving forward.  He just wanted to sleep, the lethargy of the
coming daylight added extra pounds to the girls’ weight on his shoulders.


After an hour of torturous trudging through back alleys,
blood dripping from his forehead into his eyes, he found a street corner he
recognized, just down the block from the apartment.


He damn near dropped both girls when he kicked open the
downstairs door.  All but limp with exhaustion, he battled his way up the steps
into Katya’s apartment just as the fingers of sunrise reached above the
horizon.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 21


 


 


Aaron laid the cocooned girls on Katya’s queen-size bed.  He
squinted at the sunlight.  No matter the fact that it didn’t hurt him, he still
hated the sun.  He tossed a blanket over Michelle to further insulate her.  The
sun would fry her skin like a hot iron if he wasn’t careful.  He staggered into
the kitchen and rummaged through drawers to find duct tape and black trash bags. 
“This is as good as it gets.”


He taped the windows taped off in no time, then closed the
bathroom door to shut out the light from the small bathroom window.  As close
to pitch black as he could get it.  Only took a few seconds for his eyes to
adjust to night vision.


His limbs felt like limp noodles, and he could barely keep
his eyes from closing.  But the girls needed him to do the right thing.


He scooped more blood off his left shoulder for Michelle and
bit back a groan of pain as he milked his wound.  Several times he smeared his
blood over Michelle’s lips and her tongue darted out to clean it off.


“That’ll have to do for now.”  He turned his attention to
Katya.


Aaron unwrapped Katya’s bloody curtain to assess the damage. 
She had been shot in the right thigh, stomach, and upper chest.  He stripped
off her bloody jeans and panties.  She was every bit as beautiful as he
imagined, even with the nasty wounds.


At a complete loss as to what to do for her, he did the only
thing he knew, a vampire’s first aid.  Aaron began licking her wounds. 
Starting at her chest, he meticulously cleaned out all the blood from the
puncture.  She moaned beneath him, perhaps dreaming, or in pain.  She felt cold
to the touch.  He recalled all those CSI shows where they talked about people
going into shock from trauma.  Shock makes people cold, right?


Aaron stripped off his clothes and huddled up against Katya
beneath her blankets, holding her tight, trying to warm her body with his.  Her
skin warmed to him, and he continued cleaning her wounds.


Her blood did taste different, a bit of a spicy tang.  He
liked it.  She moaned and squirmed under his weight, his venom’s euphoria
working through her unconscious body.


Licking her, he tried to penetrate her mind.  He caught only
snatches of strange dreams involving pain and bloodshed, and the sensual
tinglings of her body’s reaction to his venom.  She dreamt of hunting, killing,
fighting and fucking, all rolled into one.  Then the pain of her wounds would
darken her dreams, until he found where it hurt and licked it clean, replacing
pain with pleasure.  She had never let him into her mind before, but asleep,
she couldn’t maintain her mental shields.  He sensed other tentative
connections, like little threads tying to others, to her wolf pack.


In his exhaustion, it was so tempting to curl up and sleep
on top of her.  Her warm naked skin and the stench of blood had given him a
hard-on.  If not for her near-death condition, he could easily spread her legs
and take what he had wanted for several nights.  Then she shuddered, and grew
clammy-cold.  Her breathing became shallow, the flutter of her heartbeat so
weak he thought for one moment it had stopped altogether.


He was losing her, so he called for help.  {{Urvashi!  I
don’t know what to do.  Katya is dying!}}


Suddenly he felt his master’s presence in his mind, flowing
through his memories of the night’s carnage, seeing through his eyes into the
darkness.  {{I told you not to go tonight.}}


{{I know, but it’s done, please help me.}}  He sensed
Urvashi’s concern for the wolves.  She did care for them, in her own strange
way.


{{Katya will die if you don’t stop the bleeding.  She could
die from shock.}}


{{I’m taking her to a hospital.}}


{{NO!  The secrets of her blood cannot be revealed.  And the
British police would imprison you both for this massacre.}}


{{Tell me what to do.}}  He sensed Urvashi’s reticence.  She
knew something that might help, but she was trying to avoid it.  {{I promised
Ivan I would take care of her.  You want the pack to hunt me down because I got
her killed?  If you know something, you must tell me.  You brought them into
this.  It’s on your shoulders too.}}


{{Merde!  Do not speak of this to anyone.  This is for you
and I alone to know.}}


{{Yes, yes, hurry, I can feel her dying!}}


{{Make love to her.}}


{{What?}}


{{I … we … we can exchange energy through sexual intercourse. 
In the dark ages, the superstitious call it a succubus, in your case, incubus. 
You probably have this capacity and don’t know it yet.  Which is probably why
you leave Michelle so drained after sex, and why you feel so alive from it. 
You have been feeding off Michelle when you make love to her.}}


The little details started sliding into place, arranging
into a bigger picture.  He recalled carrying Michelle’s exhausted body back to
his suite after several hours spent with him and Urvashi draining Michelle.  He
hadn’t even known he was doing it.  {{That’s what you have been doing to me? 
What we did to Michelle the other night?}}


{{Yes.}}


{{You bitch!  How long were you going to let me drain
Michelle without telling me?}}


{{You’re not hurting her, not really, and it makes you very
strong.}}


{{And how will that help Katya?}}


{{You don’t have to take, you can give.  Give her your Qi,
give her life.}}


{{I don’t know how.}}


{{Make love to her, and I will teach you.}}


He looked down at the bloody, pale woman shivering beneath
him and found it hard to believe that having sex with her unconscious body would
help in any way.  But what if she was ready for him?  Maybe if he warmed her up
first.


He started licking her wounds again, but Urvashi
interrupted.


{{That will not save her.  Make love to her now!}}


Aaron growled low in his throat, looking down at his
treacherous erection, and the near-dead woman.  Her little pubic curls were
blood stained from the mess of her right thigh.  He could hardly figure out
where to hold onto her that wouldn’t cause more pain.


Urvashi sent a psychic kick down the line. {{Just do it.}}


{{Fine.}}


He felt her smug smile when he spread Katya’s legs and
dipped his fingers inside her.  She felt silky warm and moist, probably from
the magic of his venom.  Katya murmured something.  He’d rather not hear her
say no.  He couldn’t go through with it if she was consciously fighting him.


He slipped his fingers out, rubbing her wetness around,
encircling her juicy clit.  She murmured again.  Careful not to hurt her, he
slipped the head of his cock into her moist entry.  She murmured again.


“Damn she’s tight.”


{{Stop messing around.}}  Urvashi nudged again, and he
pushed inside Katya further.


She was slick, mostly ready, but so damn tight.  He
doubted he could fit all the way in her, but she felt so good, a warm wet
glove, he probably didn’t need to.


Aaron pushed a little harder and Katya’s head leaned back as
she grunted.  She would have been so wonderful as a lover, awake.  She would probably
hate him for doing this, but he couldn’t stop.  The pressure was building with
each sliding thrust that shoved her head up into the pillow.  He tried not to
hurt her, not to be rough, but she was so wonderfully tight.  Her little
sighing noises drove him mad.  Deep in her mind, her unconscious thoughts
bloomed with waves of pleasure and then spiked with pain from her wounds.  Her
mind cried out for more pleasure, deeper, harder, faster.  He sunk his teeth
into her shoulder, just to let his venom kill the pain.  When her pain was
washed away in the effects of his bite, he let go and focused on making love to
her while she was still floating high on venom.


She liked it.  She liked the painkilling euphoria and the
thrusting slide of his cock.


{{Think about how you feel toward her.  She wants this.  She
wants you.  You want her.  You want Katya to be strong and well.  You want her
to heal.  Focus your will!}}


He tried to think of these things, of his desire to heal
her, of his strong feelings for her, but her warm bleeding body awoke another
hunger.  He wanted to fuck and bite her non-stop, to claim her, permanently.  He
could do it right now, bond her to him, and wear her tight glove every night.


{{Stop trying to claim her!  She needs to heal!  Focus your
mind and say the words with me.  Vitae essentia est amor.  Vitae
essentia est amor.  Live Katya live!}}


He chanted the foreign words aloud with Urvashi in his mind,
thrusting deep and hard into Katya.  She began to move in time with him,
curving her hips to meet him.  Focused intently on the words and the act, he
hit the magic moment.  Aaron growled and cried out, “Vitae essentia est
amor!”


As he came, the most exquisite ecstasy flowed out of him
into Katya.  Life, energy, come, Qi, whatever, it all poured straight
into her.  Her back arched up and she tossed her head in a mighty roar.  Her
hands and legs clamped around him, and she rode his cock, growling and grinding
her hot wet pussy hard and deep.  She took all he had to give, milked him dry
as she humped his wave of power to her own climax.


Snarling like an animal, her hot wet cunt squirted all over
his groin as she came in a full bodied spasm.  Her feral, amber eyes opened
wide and locked with his.  Shock, fear, betrayal, pain, clouded by ecstasy and
desire, her eyes held an entire world of conflicting emotions.  As she cursed
something in a foreign language and rose up to meet his cock buried all the way
inside her, he felt a massive drain of strength and energy flowing out his
groin into her.  She took it all, every last ounce he had to give, and more. 
Clamped onto him, fucking him like a mad woman, Katya screamed in ecstasy.


Then Urvashi screamed in his mind.  {{You must stop!  No
more!}}


In a blinding flash of light, Urvashi broke their connection
and Aaron collapsed in exhaustion.  His limp arms wouldn’t move to lift his
weight off of Katya.  His world faded to black.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 22


 


 


Michelle awoke to the fresh smell of blood calling her to
feed.  Her heart labored with a dull thud, her senses faded and then sharpened
acutely.  Her throat burned with a scratchy dry ache that only blood could quench. 
She had been here before, this close to death, and she need to feed
immediately.  She fought with the curtain wrapping that restrained her arms and
worked her way free to track the blood scent.  She found two warm, naked bodies
pressed together, reeking of spilt blood.  There was so much blood everywhere. 
She didn’t know where to start.


Licking, suckling, lapping away, she took every last bit of
blood she could find.  And when the wounds were clean, she bit down and took
more.


“Michelle stop!  She’s lost too much blood already!”  Strong
hands pried her away from the warm bloody flesh.  “Here, Michelle, here.”


He replaced the lost meal with his own arm, and she bit
down.  She recognized the unique taste of her lover, Aaron.  She fed until he
murmured against her ear, “Please stop Michelle.  That’s enough.”


Though she desperately wanted more, needed more, she stopped
at his insistence.  Exhaustion and pain dragged her back down to sleep, curled
around the warm bodies under the covers.


 


* * * *


 


By the time Aaron convinced Michelle to stop feeding, he’d
gone dizzy and sick to his stomach.  He sighed in relief when she finally fell
back asleep.  It was always touch and go in dealing with a vampire who needs
blood that bad.


Untangling her arms and legs from his body, he looked over
Katya.  With all the blood and gore gone, she was even more beautiful in her
naked vulnerability.  She murmured something and reached around him to pull him
back down on top of her – totally subconscious – but still adorable.  Her wounds
were raw, but Michelle had done a thorough job of cleaning.  The difference was
phenomenal.  Dark blotches encircled Katya’s eyes, and each of the gunshot
wounds had purplish bruising, not exactly great, but for a woman who had
been on the edge of death, she looked pretty damn good.


As he sat up, slipping out of her weak embrace, something
hard rolled under his hip.  He looked down to find three bloody spent slugs on
the bed.  But how?  It must have happened during the sexual healing
episode.  That goofy seventies tune went off in his head, “Sexual healing
baby, oohhh!”


“I must be losing my mind.”  He laughed:  a haggard rough
sound.


Then he realized Katya was mostly human, and she probably
needed fluids, now.  He grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and
coaxed her to drink some, little by little.  He poured tiny bits into her mouth
and whispered, “Drink, please drink.  You need water.  Drink it, Katya.”  Her
eyes crept open, only partially lucid, but they had returned to that blue-grey
color.  The amber-gold of the wolf was gone.


Exhausted and drained, starving for fresh blood, Aaron
staggered to the shower and cleaned up.  His shoulder had mostly healed.  The
wound was still visible, but it had scabbed over, and he knew it would be fully
healed very soon.


Clothing options were limited.  His shirt and pea coat were
caked in blood.  He scrubbed up the coat as best he could, but the shirt was a
lost cause.  Aaron rummaged through Katya’s drawers and found a white t-shirt
that fit kinda snug, and buttoned up his coat to go hunting.


On his way out the door, he dialed up his master who he
hadn’t heard from since the sexual healing episode where she cut him off so
abruptly.  {{Hey, Urvashi, are you okay?  Where are you, what’s going on?}}


She took her time coming back to him.  He sensed fatigue and
anxiety.  {{I am still in Moscow, and yes I am okay, but things here are not
okay.}}


{{I remember you were hurt, what happened?}}


{{I am recovered now.  I will return for you soon.  We can
talk then.}}


No answers, no insights, nothing.  She cut him off and that
was that.


Urvashi was a big girl.  She could certainly take care of
herself.  Heading straight for the nearest pub, Aaron planned to gorge himself
on any woman in the building.  He had to focus on taking care of his own, Michelle
and Katya.  The girls needed him, and he needed to feed.


 


* * * *


 


Katya dreamt of Aaron making love to her, his hard pale body
thrusting between her legs, her hands gripping his ass, biting his shoulder
when the ridges of his cock rubbed against her sore pussy.  Though it hurt, it
was the right kind of hurt, something she had gone without for too long.


Her dreams of delicious sliding, humping, grinding, grunting
sex continued endlessly, broken only by periods of pain and soreness.  Always
it was Aaron who took her pain.  He knew where it hurt, and then his warm, wet
love slathered all over her pain and washed it away with blissful euphoria.


She floated in a half-life, a purgatory of burning pain and
decadent pleasure, vacillating between heaven and hell.  Many times over, Aaron
quenched the fires of her agony, murmuring foreign words, and soothing her body
with sex and pleasure.  Wet slippery tongues slid over her painful wounds,
cleansing away the pain.  She had learned that whenever it hurt, a tongue would
make it better.


It seemed Aaron had been making love to her for days on end. 
She knew the contours of his back, his ass, and those hard-toned shoulders. 
She had grown to desire the strength of his thighs bearing down into her with
powerful thrusts, hitting her very core.  She was familiar with the way his
erection slid in and hit that spot, how she popped her hips to help him.


And always Aaron stared at her with such intensely focused
concentration.  Like now, as his thighs pounded his cock into her sopping wet
cunt and her head squished into the pillow.  She convulsed around him, wishing
he’d never stop, angling to help his thrust hit where she liked it most.  Holding
his shoulders, whimpering with the sensations of hardness buried in her, she
realized this wasn’t a dream at all.  Somehow, this creature she once
abhorred had worked his way into her bed, into her very soul.  Then he thrust
in painfully hard, the way he had been doing it all along, carrying her over
her peak.


“Oye!  Lyubit’ menya sil’neye!”  Love me harder. 
She wanted it, hard, fast, deep, just like she knew he was capable of giving it
to her.


As she clenched around him, spasming in joyous climax, her arms
and legs holding him tight, he spoke the same words she remembered hearing many
times over.  “Vitae essentia est amor.”


The essence of life is love?  Since when did this
pale vampire love her?  And why did the idea seem so appealing?


She had learned some Italian while traveling Europe, and the
Latin counterpart sounded very similar.  Her hands flowed over ass and thighs
that she already knew intimately.  When did this happen?  How did she end up
with a vampire between her legs?  Why was she enjoying him so damn much?


A feeling of wondrous euphoria and well-being infused her
from head to toe, warming her whole body, like roasting in a tanning bed.  This
was what she had been striving for, this feeling he had given her so many times. 
She remembered this feeling.


No man had ever given her this kind of joy with his cock.


She thought back, trying to trace this incredible turn of
events.  She recalled arguing and wrestling with Aaron, Ivan kicking in the
door, she left the apartment for some fresh air … the Colombians!  The
Albanians!  Bastard Colombians took her back to that fucking strip bar.  And
then that fucker Luis tried to rape her.


She gutted the greasy wankers, and then she was out of the
room, fighting, shooting, Ivan was there …


Then death, grief, and pain, the explosive backlash of her
packmate’s demise had been so overwhelming, and it was hitting her now, anew.  “Abram,
Vitaly!  My brothers are dead!”  She cried out, tears streaming down her face. 
Her packmates were gone.


She had been bound to her brothers in the pack for decades. 
She had once talked of mating with Vitaly, had even tried, though they were not
compatible.  She loved Vitaly as a man and a friend, a brother in the pack, a
comrade in arms.  They had run together in the forests, hunted together, made
love countless times.  And Abram, he was like the younger brother she never
had.  He was the newest of the pack, joined barely twenty years ago.  Abram had
not embraced the life immediately.  It was only after Katya spent many hours
teaching him control, how to tap into the strength of the wolf, how to hunt,
the freedom and joys of the change, and showed him the benefits of having the
pack as your family for guidance and support.  She had been so proud of Abram
once he found his place in the pack and in his new life.  The sudden pain of
their loss twisted in her chest as if it had just happened.  A sob choked from
her throat.


Aaron watched her, concern etched into his beautiful, pale
face.  He laid his weight into her and hugged her tight.  “Shhh, it’s okay.  It’ll
be alright.”  Then he did what he had been doing for who knows how long – he
bit her.


The momentary sting was quickly replaced with a wholly
different kind of joy and sensation.  A feeling like no other, but she
remembered this too.  Holding her, his teeth in her neck, he brought her to a
second climax in seconds.  All her pain and grief washed away.  There was only
this wonderful hard body wrapped around her, buried inside her, and the
heavenly sensations assaulting her senses.


She quieted in his arms, absorbing all the comfort she could
take.  She’d rather not think about the horrifying ramifications.  Katya needed
Aaron in this moment, and facing harsh reality was the last thing she wanted to
do.


Crying through her grief, content in Aaron’s arms, a second
set of pale limbs snaked around her and Aaron to join their intimate embrace.  Beautiful
pale breasts pressed up against Katya’s arm.  Blonde hair and emerald eyes
assessed her with a quiet intensity and then Michelle kissed her on the cheek.


“Je suis désolée.”  I am sorry.  Then Michelle petted her hair, as if they were friends … or
lovers.


A fucking sandwich.  She was the bloody meat in their
god-damned vampire’s sandwich.


As the unpleasant truth of her situation became apparent,
the question came to mind.  “Where’s Ivan?  What happened to Ivan?”


Aaron lifted his head from her neck, licked her blood off
his lips and assessed her seriously.  “We haven’t seen him for three nights. 
He had been shot, but … he changed.  I left him as a wolf at The Rocking Horse.”


“Shit!”  She scrambled away to sit up against the pillows
and headboard, suddenly embarrassed at her nudity.  The naked vampires watched
her as she covered her breasts and pulled her hair behind her ear nervously. 
“He should be back by now.  He didn’t have clothes … It wasn’t planned.  Oh god,
it’s all fucked up!”


“He did take off his coat and shirt beforehand, but, it was
real mess, and who knows where he went from there.”


“On the streets?  We never change in the city.  To be loose
on the streets, all the innocent people …”  The thought of Ivan killing
innocents and being hunted by authorities terrified her.


“Well, aren’t you connected to him?  Can’t you like … check
on him or something?”  Aaron pulled up the blanket for her, respecting her modesty.


“I know he’s okay, but I don’t know if I can find him, not
if he’s gone native.  Ivan has always been able to find the pack, no matter
where we go, it’s one of his gifts.  And the pack has done this before, sending
me out into enemy hands so Ivan can track me, but I can’t track him like that. 
We’re not all the same.”


They just watched her, unblinking.  She began to understand
how small animals feel under the watchful gaze of predators.  “So, what’s … why
are we …”  She held out her hands at them and the bed.  “I don’t remember how
we ended up … like this.”


Aaron cracked a smile, and Michelle smiled along with him,
all their sharp teeth grinning at her.  He ran his hands through his hair, and
looked at Michelle, and then back at Katya, and she suddenly realized he was
embarrassed.  “I didn’t know what to do for you.  It was bad.  You’d been shot
several times, and I couldn’t stop the bleeding.”


Katya nodded, and waited for Aaron to get to the part about
going balls deep in her like a ruddy Mardi gras orgy.


“So, I asked Urvashi, and she sort of coached me.  I didn’t
even know it was possible.  She’s very … gifted, and somehow because of my
connection to her, that means I’m also … gifted.”


Surprised, but still waiting, she nodded.  “And what does
this have to do with you fucking my brains out?”


“It turns out there is a way to help you heal, very fast. 
Urvashi showed me how.”


“By banging me till my toes curl up?”


“Basically, yes.”


“How many times?”


If vampires could blush, then Aaron was blushing.  “I
promised Ivan I would take care of you.  This whole mess was my
responsibility.  I had to make sure you healed as quickly as possible.  I’m not
a doctor, I don’t know jack about wounds or infections or any of that shit. 
Urvashi thought you had gone into shock.  So I did the only thing I knew for
sure would help.  And I did it a lot.”


“How many times?”


“I think I lost count yesterday.”  The bastard was grinning
again.


“And the biting?  How was that helping me to bury your teeth
in my neck?”


“Our bite is a potent pain killer, and it helps to get
things going, to warm you up.  I didn’t want to hurt you.”


“One good chomp to lube me up, eh?  A smashing time for all.”


Michelle’s tongue slid out, reaching down below her chin,
the very tip curled up towards Katya and then slurped back into her mouth.  “If
you prefer, I can warm you up.”


“I don’t do girls, and I don’t do vampires, and I especially
don’t do two at once.  It’s a wonder I survived this long with you two treating
me like a bloody chew-toy.”


“Actually, we weren’t feeding.  We cleaned up your wounds, but
nothing more.  I bit you for the taste, just to get my venom into your
bloodstream.  Like I said, it helps.”


“Okay Mr. I-didn’t-inhale.  Gone to college with the
Clintons, eh?”


He laughed.  The bastard had been banging her stupid for
days and nights, biting her repeatedly with his devil’s teeth, and he laughed
like it meant nothing.  She knew him too well, like old lovers.  How the hell
did she get to know his body so damn well in such a short time?  Her hands
shook, betraying her inner turmoil.  “I don’t need any more of your kind of
help, thank you very much.”


“I didn’t see you complaining a few minutes ago.  Looked
like you were enjoying my help.”  His eyes penetrated into her soul.  She
remembered those eyes hovering over her, making love to her, pouring himself
into her body like a man possessed.


She felt her reaction to him.  Her nipples hardened again. 
Her sore pussy wetted for more.  He already had her trained to perform like a
damn bloodslave.  She didn’t believe for one minute they hadn’t been feeding from
her.  She knew the truth.


Michelle reached out to tuck a stray curl of hair out of
Katya’s face.  “You did not complain when I helped to clean your wounds.  You
are lucky to be alive.”


“Sure, I enjoy a hard cock as much as the next girl.”  Katya
looked at Michelle, as though assessing what she might have to offer, and then
addressed Aaron again.  “That doesn’t give you the right to get your leg up on
me thirty times a day.”


“Fine.  Talk to Urvashi.  She’ll tell you.  I’m not lying.”


“You know what, we are not fucking anymore.  I can smell
myself.  I smell like blood and death and sex, and you.”  She wrinkled up her
nose at the stink.  “I need a shower.”  She finally abandoned all modesty and
shoved the covers aside.  She swayed and almost collapsed as she stood.


“Whoa, wait a minute.  Let me help.”  Son of a bitch scooped
her off the ground into his arms and carried her to the bathroom.


“Put me down you stupid ass!”  He only hugged her closer.


He set her down gently in the bathtub, but by then she was
shivering with the cold.  “Leave me be!”  She growled as her teeth chattered
and her hands shook.


He stepped back, but didn’t leave the room.  “I am trying to
help you.”


She looked at that Loch Ness monster swinging between his
legs and almost asked him to help her one more time.


He watched her sizing up his package with a smirk and
reached over to turn on the hot water tap, mixing it with a touch of cold water. 
“I am not your enemy.  I have been making love to you for three days and nights,
healing your wounds.  If that doesn’t make me your friend, nothing ever will.”


“And how does that explain her.”  She pointed out the
bathroom door at the naked blonde vampire lying in her bed with a tongue that
would have every lesbian in France begging for marriage.


“Michelle and I share everything.”  The asshole grinned, as
if sharing her was their right.  “And she did help.”


“I can't even count all the ways that is so fucked up!  Besides
tongue-fucking me in my sleep, what did she do for me?”  Katya felt like
crying, screaming and laughing all at once.  Not even the hot water filling the
bathtub could calm her storm of emotions.


“I was taking from her to give to you.”


That’s when she noticed the dark circles around Aaron’s
eyes, the sunken look of his face.  He had lost weight.  And Michelle appeared
much the same with dark, bruised eyes and sharper cheek bones.  They both
looked starved.


“What do you mean taking and giving?”


“It’s kinda complicated, but I can take Michelle’s strength,
her Qi, and then I can give it to you to help you heal faster.  Very
fast, actually.  It’s miraculous.”


She looked down at her chest, at the bruise and the scabs of
what must have been a bullet wound.  She had done a month’s worth of healing in
three days.  But if she could have changed, she wouldn’t have needed their help
at all!  “You’re not kidding?  I really was shot?  How many times?  Where? 
Where are the bullets?”


Aaron knelt beside the tub and put a reassuring hand on her
shoulder.  He was so god-damn calm about the whole thing.  It was unnerving. 
“You were shot three times.”  He pointed at the scab on her chest.  “Here.” 
Then down to a scab she hadn’t noticed on her belly.  “Here.”


His hand trailed down her belly towards her warm, ready
folds.  She almost thought he was going to do it, give her a ride on his
fingers, with his blonde bitch watching.  She wanted him to do it.  Then his
hand slid off to the side to her left hip to another scabbed wound.  “And
there.”


She didn’t want him to stop touching her.  She bit her lip
as her hands twitched with the desire to grab his hand and move it lower where
she needed him.


The bitch stepped up beside Aaron in all her pale, naked
glory, nipples perky, large juicy clit readily visible on her shaved mound. 
She smiled as Katya checked her out, and held out her hand in some kind of
peace offering.  “These belong to you.”


Michelle dropped three disfigured metal slugs into Katya’s
hand.


Three bullets.


She hadn’t been hurt that bad since WWII, when the blonde
bitch damn near cut her to pieces.


She stared at the bullets and looked up into the eyes of two
hungry vampires, and realized just how totally strange this whole thing was. 
They should have killed her.  They should have drained her body and left behind
a desiccated corpse.  And why would they play the sex sandwich game just to
save her life?  Since when do vampires ever give a shit about anyone beyond
themselves?


And why did she have this constant urge to let Aaron fuck
her again, right now, in the bath tub, or on the floor, or bent over the kitchen
sink?


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 23


 


 


Aaron watched Katya moping around her apartment, so weak she
could barely walk.  In nothing but her bathrobe, hair plastered to her head,
bruises around her eyes, she was so unsexy.  She had lost weight, they
all had.  “I’m starving.”  Katya rummaged in the freezer and pulled out a huge
slab of steak and promptly dropped it on the floor.  “Bugger!”


“Let me help.”


He scooped the meat off the floor and shoved it in the
microwave to defrost.


When he turned back around, Katya was staring at him.  “I
can feed myself.”  Her stomach audibly growled and she watched the microwave
with a look of impatience.


Aaron snagged a frying pan hanging from an overhead rack,
set it on the stove and cranked up the gas burner all the way.  “You got some
oil?”


She squinted at him suspiciously and pointed towards an
overhead cupboard.  “Since when are vampires domestic?  You couldn’t cook a
steak if it jumped in the frying pan for you.”


He looked at her, bit back a retort, and poured a dash of
olive oil in the pan.  In a far simpler life, months ago, Aaron had once been a
waiter in a New York Italian restaurant.  And though he was a very different
creature today, he still knew how to cook a steak.


Katya glanced at Michelle who sat at the kitchen table
wearing one of Katya’s t-shirts with her boxer shorts.  Aaron smirked as the
wolf obviously didn’t know what to make of Michelle lounging around her
apartment like she lived there, wearing her clothes.  Katya threw up her
hands.  “Shit.  Where’s my bloody phone?”  Her mood seemed to sour by the
minute.


Michelle sauntered over to the low table in the living room
and snagged Katya’s cell phone and brought it back with a smile.  Aaron thought
she looked cute in Katya’s clothes, almost like a normal human being.


“It’s practically dead!”  Katya shuffled over to the wall
and plugged her phone into a charging cable.


Aaron yanked the steak out of the microwave, tossed the
wrapper in the trash, and dropped the meat into the sizzling oily pan.  The
stench of cooked meat did nothing for him.  All those years he had enjoyed
barbequed burgers and hot dogs were lost to him now.  Food had no appeal.


He needed blood, and now, but Katya needed to eat something
solid first.  So he swallowed down his hunger.


After a few seconds Katya had powered her phone up and a
series of tones chimed indicating new voicemail.  “A dozen messages?  Who’s
blowing up my phone?”


She dialed her voicemail.  Aaron could just hear Ivan’s
telltale growling voice.  “Idiot!”  Katya’s eyes rolled as she looked at him.  “Ivan
got nicked!  He’s in the cells!”  Katya shook her head and listened to several
more messages from men speaking Russian, and one from a woman.


Tears slid down Katya’s face at the woman’s voicemail
message.  Though the words were foreign, the tone was unmistakable – hatred. 
Whoever had called Katya was seething.


Aaron figured it had something to do with the deaths of her
packmates.  He wanted to go to her again, hold her in his arms and reassure
her, as he’d done for three nights and days.  But those tender moments were
over.  Katya didn’t seem to appreciate his actions to save her life.


He stabbed at the steak, watched red blood ooze from the
center, and figured that wolves probably prefer their meat on the rare side.  A
plate of steaming steak in hand, he turned around to find Katya shutting
herself in the bathroom, the sound of her sobs muffled by the door.


“Go to her.”  Michelle glanced at the bathroom door.  “She
needs you.”


He wondered if he would ever truly understand Michelle.  Perhaps
she was changing.  Maybe their relationship had changed her.  A few days ago
she would have laughed at Katya’s woes.


Quietly, he opened the door and slid into the bathroom. 
Katya sat on the toilet, her face in her hands.  She looked miserable.  All he
could do was hold her, and so he did.  He hugged her and she wrapped her arms
around him and shook and cried.


Words don’t suffice in moments like this.  Words are a cheap
measure against the grief of loved ones lost.  He held Katya silently, and let
her grief run its course.


“She hates me.”


He wanted to ask who, but didn’t.


“She told Dimitri they were coming.  And now Vitaly and
Abram are dead.  I never should have trusted her.  Bloodslaves are the worst
kind of addicts.  They will do or say anything to protect their bloody
leeches.”  In her grief, the walls blocking her mind became thin and cracked. 
The horrid truth of the situation leaked out for Aaron to read.


Her own niece, Kristina, was a bloodslave.  It all clicked
into place, Katya’s intense hatred of vampires.  She hated what Dmitri had done
to Kristina.  But Kristina chose Dmitri over her own family.


What a mess.


“Here, eat something.  You’ll feel better.”  Aaron helped
her up and steered her over to the kitchen table and sat her down in front of
the plate of food.


Michelle poured a glass of water and set it on the table.


Katya’s grief did not get in the way of her appetite.  She wolfed
down a forty ounce pile of steaming meat like it was nothing.  Finishing the
scraps on the plate, she glared at both Aaron and Michelle.  “Stop staring at
me like a fattened cow for the slaughter.  I can see you’re both hungry.  Go
find your meals elsewhere.”


Aaron looked at Michelle.  She looked as hungry as he felt.


With the food, Katya had visibly improved.  But her feast
wasn’t over.  She stood abruptly and dug through the refrigerator to pull out
milk, cream cheese and bagels.  She proceeded to slather each half of the cold,
untoasted bagels in cream and inhaled them like it was the last food on the
planet.


She looked to Aaron and Michelle again, hunger and
aggression swirling through her aura.  “Well, go on.  Go bite some poor sucker,
I’m fine.”  Her voice had dropped several octaves into the growl zone and her feral
eyes were the veiny yellow of her wolf.


He looked to Michelle, and she nodded in confirmation.  Time
to give the wolf some space.  She didn’t want vampires in her den anymore.


“Alright, we’ll leave.  Just tell me where to find Ivan.  We’ll
go check on him.”


Shoving most of a bagel into her mouth, cream cheese smeared
all over her lips, she growled.  “He’s at West End Central on Saville Row.” 
She paused to cram more food in her mouth then snapped her fingers.  “Get him
some clothes.”  She pointed at a tall oak dresser and continued wolfing down
the last of her bagels.


 


* * * *


 


Aaron wondered at Katya’s behavior.  There was something
unnatural about her appetite, something desperate.  Must be one of those wolf
things.


After hitting their motel room at Knightsbridge to shower and
change clothes, he and Michelle infiltrated a swarm of women, an office party
in the lounge.  Aaron had always loved ladies’ night for feeding – the drinks
were as cheap as the women.


They gorged themselves, each tagging several donors.  He
drank so much blood he felt bloated.  But he needed it.  This reverse incubus
shit left him completely drained, like he had run a damn marathon.


He let Michelle go to town on the ladies, but after more
than an hour, he decided it was time to prise her off her food and get moving. 
It was eleven p.m. by the time they arrived at the West End Central police
station.


Michelle took charge.  “Let me handle everything.  Say
nothing.  Smile.  Pay the money when they ask for it.”


Aaron didn’t argue.  He knew nothing of jails and police. 
Though he had killed men in four different jurisdictions around the world, at
twenty-two years old, Aaron had never once been arrested or even had so much as
a traffic ticket.  Michelle had decades of experience managing dirty cops and
back-alley dealings – far more qualified to handle this situation.


“We are here to see Ivan Solomin.  We would like to pay for
his release.”


The officer at the front desk frowned at Michelle
suspiciously.  “Surely you’re not suggesting …”


“The ticket.  There is a ticket, oui?”


Relief crossed his features as he smiled tentatively. 
“Right, you mean a fixed penalty.  Let me check on that.  And you are?”


“Michelle Pilan.  We are old friends”


Aaron fought hard not to show his surprise at her use of his
surname.


The officer clicked his mouse and typed in a few things. 
Aaron read it all in his mind.  Officer Farnsworth knew exactly who Ivan was. 
They had been putting the screws to him for a day and a half, trying to see if
he’d talk, confess anything that might connect him to a crime.  They’d checked
his immigration status.  Ivan was legit.  They had nothing on him except some
disorderly conduct.  And they couldn’t hold him much longer without any
official charges.


Ivan never said a single word beyond his name.


Michelle pinned the officer with her intense emerald gaze,
waiting expectantly.


Dazed by her stare, he finally spoke up.  “Mr. Solomin is
being issued fixed penalties for Drunkenness and Drunkenness with Aggravation. 
He gave the boys a hard time, started yelling and having a fit.  Oh, and
Outraging Public Decency – we found him naked in a skip.  Completely legless.  Guess
he tanked it up good that night.”


“And how much?”  Skewering the man with her intense emerald
gaze, she didn’t let up for one second.  He could hardly look away to his computer
screen.


“That totals up to two hundred sixty pounds.  Normally, we’d
issue a notice, with thirty days to pay, but we don’t have his address, and he’s
Russian, on a temporary visa.  Wouldn’t happen to have his address would
you?”


Michelle didn’t even pause.  “Non, that won’t be necessary.  We will pay now.”


Since Paris, Michelle had been throwing money at Aaron left
and right.  From their first moment together, she had always bought him
designer clothes, but these days she had become a regular money bag.  Almost
like she was buying his affections.  He had his own money, from his high roller
nights in Vegas, but she wouldn’t let him spend a dime of it.  It felt good to
be able to contribute something for once.


Aaron whipped out a fold of fifty pound notes and counted
out four hundred.  The man looked at the pile and grew a smug grin.  “It’s
after hours, the business office is closed.  We will need exact change. 
Sorry.”  The man was most definitely not sorry.  In fact, he fully intended to
jack them around until the morning, if he could find a way.


Michelle snagged one of Aaron’s fifties and replaced it with
a ten pound note from her jacket pocket.  “Please release him now, thank you.”


The officer took the money and grinned again.  “Well, I’ll
need to have the supervisor to sign off, and then there’s the matter of
clothes.  You see, he had none, and we don’t have any to give him …”


Michelle set a large tote bag filled with Ivan’s jeans,
t-shirt and boots atop the counter.  “We brought his clothes.”  She leaned
close, almost nose to nose with the officer.  “I would very much appreciate his
release tonight.”


He cleared his throat.  “Miss, these things take time …” 
Her eyes held him, and her fingers stroked the top of his hand.


“Oui,
monsieur.  We have time.  Your job is very demanding, non?  If you’d like to take a
break, I can help ease your tensions.”


He looked at her funny, sideways.  “Miss, that wouldn’t be
appropriate.”  His eyes flicked to Aaron, and then the truth became clear in
his mind.  Officer Farnsworth appreciated men far more than women.


Michelle looked at Aaron, a twinkle of mischief in her
eyes.  He shook his head.  No fucking way, uh uh.  Michelle pulled out a
wad of bills in a tight roll, all fifty pound notes.  “Perhaps there is a way
to expedite?”


The officer glanced around as he considered the little-known
fact that the CCTV camera covering his desk had been on the blink for over a
week.  He quickly slid his hand out to snatch the roll of money.  “I think we
can have him out in no time, Miss.  No time at all.”  He smiled and the money
disappeared.


Michelle winked at Aaron.  He felt a great surge of relief. 
He wanted nothing to do with Officer Farnsworth.  Though Michelle carried an
anything-goes bisexual attitude, Aaron was a steadfast hetero.


After a few mouse clicks and a phone call, the officer
pointed to the chairs lining the wall.  “You can sit there and wait, he’ll be
around shortly.”


A half-hour later Ivan walked down the hallway to the
reception area in the clothes Michelle had brought, hands cuffed behind him, a
cheesy grin on his face.  He looked a bit thin, needed a shave, his uncombed
hair spiked up on one side, but he was alright.  He didn’t seem to be injured
at all.  The gunshot wounds had mysteriously disappeared.


The officer removed the cuffs and sent him on his way with a
stern put a limit on it next time, mate.  Ivan ignored him as he rubbed
his wrists and headed straight for the exit.  Officer Farnsworth nodded to
Michelle with a smirk.


Ivan was moving so fast, Aaron had to jog to catch up to
him.  “You’re looking pretty good compared to the last time I saw you.”


Ivan shook his head with a look, as if to say not here. 
Michelle followed them out the door and to the nearest taxi cab.


As soon as they were all seated in the back of a cab,
driving towards the apartment, Ivan whispered low.  “Did she change yet?”


Aaron and Michelle looked at each other, puzzled. “No? 
Why?  Was she supposed to?”


Ivan cursed.  “How is she?”


“All things considered, she’s doing pretty good.  I helped
her.  She’s much better now.”


Ivan squinted at him suspiciously.  “She must change to
heal.  Look.”  He pulled up his t-shirt to show off his hairy chest, not so
much as a single bullet wound or scar.  “The change, it makes us new again.
Like a rebirth.”


“Fuck.”  Aaron shook his head.


Michelle watched him, wisely keeping her mouth shut.  Her
eyes spoke of warning, but there was no way around the truth.


“What?”  Ivan watched him too.  Talk about sitting in the
hot seat.  “Is she strong enough to change yet?”


“I don't know. She looked pretty good when we left.  She was
eating up a storm.”


Ivan nodded and smiled.  “That’ll do it.  She just needs
enough strength to change … and change back.”


Though intelligent, and a generally decent guy, Ivan’s lack
of advance planning struck Aaron as ridiculous.  If Katya had to eat to gain
strength to change to wolf, then what the hell was she going to eat to gather
the strength to change back?  Who was she going to eat?


Ivan looked at him sincerely with a warm smile.  “Thank you
for bringing her home.  Once she changes into her wolf, she’ll be fine.  You
honored your promise.”  He clasped Aaron’s hand and arm in a brotherly shake.


“Well, you see, I did honor my promise, and I did help her
heal … She’s mostly healed already.”


“How?”


“Um, I did it.”


Ivan looked at him, a growl on his lips and a flare of
malice in his eyes. “What did you do?”


 


* * * *


 


After hearing Aaron’s tale in all its sordid detail, Ivan
was thoroughly disgusted with him and Michelle both.  “I told you to take care
of her!  That doesn’t include rape!”


Michelle put her hand on Ivan’s shoulder.  “He was following
Urvashi’s council.  He did the best he could and he saved her life.  We both
saved her life.  It was not rape.”


Ivan’s fists were balled up, ready to swing.  Michelle
leaned forward into his face, leaving herself wide open to him.  “Go ahead, hit
me.  If it will make you feel better.”


Ivan punched the back headrest and knocked the front passenger
seat all the way forward.  The cab driver swerved and started cursing up a
storm.


Ivan growled, “Let me off here.”  He jumped out of the
still-moving vehicle a block away from the apartment with his finger jabbed at
Aaron in a parting warning.  “You better … Oh fuck it!”   He took off walking
fast, straight for the apartment.  Aaron had never seen him so mad he couldn’t
articulate what he wanted to say.


Aaron reassured the cab driver.  “If he broke it we’ll pay
for it.  Don’t worry.”


“Don’t worry?  Fucking wanker!”


Michelle threw two fifties into his lap.  “That’s your tip. 
Get us to the Knightsbridge hotel in the next twenty minutes, and you’ll earn
another hundred, on top of your cab fare.”


Aaron had almost forgotten to worry about the sunrise, but
Michelle was all too aware of its proximity.  The cab driver quit grumbling and
turned off towards their hotel.


“Do you think they’ll forgive me?”  Aaron didn’t even want
to look Michelle in the eyes, he felt like a complete dirtbag.


“Is not important.  You did what you had to.”  She comforted
him with her hand on his lap, curling her fingers in his.


Although she was right, Aaron suspected he may have gone too
far.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 25


 


 


A loud banging on the hotel suite door rattled Aaron awake
just before sunset.  Definitely too early to get up.  SLAM, SLAM, SLAM.  “Open
the door you bloody wanker or I swear I’ll cut your prick off when I find you!”


He considered answering, might not be wise.


“Fuck it.”  Better to face Katya now rather than let her
sneak up on him later.


The moment he unlocked the deadbolt, Katya burst in the
door, shoving him back.  “You, and your devil’s teeth!”  She pointed a pistol
in his face.  “I should have killed you the first day.”


“Look, I’m too tired for this shit.  I didn’t know you could
heal if you changed to a wolf.  I did the best I could under the
circumstances.”


“I couldn’t change you idiot!  I was too weak!”


“Great, so I saved your ass, and now you’re here to shoot
me.  That makes sense.”


“You hooked me, you son of a bitch.  I’ve been going mad all
day long thinking of one thing!  You!  I told you not to bite me!  I begged you
not to bite me!  And you did it on purpose, I know you did!”  Tears streamed down
her face, and her gun hand wavered so bad he thought she might shoot him
accidentally.


He snatched the gun away and tossed it across the room. 
“Stop it!”


A solid left hook nailed him in the jaw, snapping his head
sideways.  Girl could hit.  She came at him in a flurry, right, left,
right, left.  He dodged and slapped her hands away, but she was strong – and
fast.  The knee to the groin dropped him.


Groaning with that puky gut-groin pain, he tackled her legs
and brought her down.  The girl was a brawler, and she fought hard.  But he was
pissed now, and not in the mood to get hit anymore.


He pinned her on her back, his hips between her legs, and
her hands held above her head.  “Stop fighting me, Katya!  I am not your
enemy.  I saved your life.”


Sobbing and bawling, still struggling to break free, she
screamed in his face.  “I don’t want to be your bloodslave!  I don’t want to be
your pet chew-toy!  I don’t want to suck your dick and run your errands and die
alone, a drained carcass with a fucking smile on my face.  You did this to me
on purpose.  You didn’t have to claim my life to save me!”


All he could do was hold her.  He couldn’t even deny her
accusations.  Deep down, he knew he had claimed her.  It had been unavoidable. 
He had made love to her almost non-stop for seventy two hours, biting her over
and over.


How could he not claim her as bloodslave?


It was an ingrained instinct, natural as his beating heart. 
Michelle had taught him to never, ever bite women more than two minutes, and
never more than twice.  Michelle knew how easily a person could be claimed,
hooked on her bite.  But Aaron abandoned all caution trying to save Katya’s
life.  He couldn’t even count how many times he bit her, or for how long.  She
was his now, for life, for better or worse.


“I didn’t know any other way, Katya.  I did what I had to.” 
He let go of her hands and hugged her tight, squeezing her warm, wonderful body
that had once been so frail and weak, but now held a mass of power and
vitality.  She reeked as if she had rolled in the hay with a whole pack of wet
dogs.  And he couldn’t help but notice the wound on her chest was nothing but
fresh skin.  No scar and no scab.


She had already done it, changed to wolf and back again. 
She didn’t need his help anymore, not for healing, but she did need something
else.


His bite.


“I don’t want you near me with your fucking teeth, but it’s
all I can think about!”  She sobbed and beat at his shoulders as he held her. 
He wished he could take it all back and undo the damage.  But it couldn’t be
undone.  Bloodslaves were life-long addicts, if they lived for long.


There was only one thing to do.  He bit her.  In seconds,
her sobs and flailing arms became sighs and intimate caresses.  His teeth
worked their magic, dumping the world’s most powerful drug into her
bloodstream, alleviating her withdrawals, and gifting her an intensely sexual
euphoria.


They hugged for a time, and he eventually let go his bite. 
Though she may not realize it, he didn’t actually feed from her.  He only sunk
his teeth in to let his venom saturate into her body.


“Is this the rest of my life?  Is your face the one I will
wake up to every day of my life?”  Her tears started again.  He hated seeing
her cry.  Such a strong woman shouldn’t cry.  It was so wrong.


“You brought breakfast in bed?  How nice.”  Michelle leaned
over the corner of the hotel bed, grinning broadly with all her teeth.


“Oh god no.  I can’t do this, I just can’t.”  Katya pushed
him to let her up.


Aaron stood and pulled Katya off the floor.  She seemed
slightly more reasonable now that her needs were taken care of.


Michelle licked her lips.  “One little bite, an aperitif?”


“No, I am not your bloody aperitif.  I’m not the main
course.  I’m not anything.”


Michelle sat up on the bed, butt-ass naked, absolute zero
modesty.  Aaron was already getting hard just looking at her.  Plans for a threesome
swirled through his imagination, erasing all of the potential pitfalls of such
a relationship.


{{Open the door.  I am here.}}  Urvashi’s abrupt intrusion
into his mind startled him.


“Shit.”  He didn’t even know she had left Russia, let alone
arrived in London.


Without scanning to see who might be with her, he opened the
door wearing nothing but his boxer shorts.  There stood Urvashi, with Ivan,
both of them grinning and staring at Michelle over his shoulder.  His naked
lover grinned right back at them and didn’t bother to cover herself.


Aaron was beginning to suspect Michelle had set her sights
on Ivan with plans to tame a wolf of her own.  She had surely caught his eye. 
Ivan couldn’t stop staring at her, with the hungry look of a carnivore.


That would surely be a mistake to avoid, taking two wolves into
their household.


Urvashi shook her head.  “Please put some clothes on.  We
need Ivan to pay attention.”


Ivan’s eyes never left Michelle, but he snickered.  “She
does not seem to mind, and I have no complaints.”


Katya had regained some of her composure.  She waved her
hand in front of Ivan’s face.  “I’m right here.  Can you see anything beyond
the blonde piece of ass?  Come on, we need Ivan’s big head, not the little
one.”


“Both my heads are big.”  He laughed in Katya’s face.  It
was good to see the cheerful Ivan, rather than the Russian Bear Ivan ready to
maim and kill.


Aaron decided some clothes were in order.  He grabbed a
t-shirt for himself and one for Michelle.  She took full advantage of her
audience to slowly, sensually slide that t-shirt down over her outstretched
hands and jiggling breasts.  It reached all way down to the very edge of her
ass.  Just short enough to flash everyone with shaved pussy.


Ivan pulled his eyes away from Michelle long enough to give Aaron
a measure of scrutiny.  The Russian glanced at Katya, and then back at Aaron,
doing some sort of mental calculation.  “I’m not too sure yet if I should thank
you, but Katya is alive, and you did your best to help her.”


Aaron nodded to Ivan and watched something unspoken pass
between the wolves.  Katya looked down and away, as though ashamed, or avoiding
Ivan’s gaze.


“Listen, we don’t have time for drama.”  Urvashi took a
second to collect everyone in the room with her no-bullshit severity.  “Two
members of Katya’s pack died in an explosion.  Dmitri and his security forces
knew we were coming.  We were betrayed.”


Urvashi’s eyes slid towards Katya who looked like she was
about to start crying again.  Aaron hated seeing her cry.  Aaron shook his
head.  “It wasn’t her fault.  If you need someone to blame, look to Dmitri and
his bloodslave.”


Urvashi glared at Aaron for his defense of Katya.  “There is
much you do not know, and little time to share it with you.  We must leave
soon, no later than tomorrow.  Dmitri will die.  We will take him down.”  She
looked at Ivan and Katya in turn.  “This is not about your vendetta, though I
understand how you feel.  I will explain the full details in Moscow, where I
can show you what he’s been doing.  His actions cannot go unchecked.  I tried
diplomacy.  I tried to buy him off.  Dmitri will not be deterred, and for that,
we must kill him.”


“What the hell is he doing?”  Aaron was so tired of being
led around with all this secretive half information.


“He’s synthesizing vampire’s venom and planning to mass
produce it.”


“Oh my god.”  Katya’s hand went to her mouth.  She looked
horrified.


Aaron puzzled it over for a moment.  “So, he’s a drug dealer
designing a new drug?”


“Yes.  But this is vampire’s venom.  Imagine entire nations
of bloodslaves, in thrall to Dmitri.  Ask Katya how she feels about your
venom.  Ask her what it was like to go without your bite today while you
slept.”


Katya’s eyes burned with hatred for Urvashi.  Katya was not one
to have her issues aired in public.  As she opened her mouth to protest, Michelle
interrupted.  “This cannot be allowed.  We must kill Dmitri, and any of his
laboratory workers, his secretaries and assistants, anyone who might have
learned the formula or the methods of creating this drug.  This is a crime
against humanity.”


They all just stared at her.  Michelle.  Of all people, no one
expected her to be so vehemently opposed, so passionate about this issue.  She
stared back at them boldly, wearing nothing but a black t-shirt, naked from the
waist down.  “I know what happens to bloodslaves, I have seen it too many
times.”  Her eyes went to Aaron and then Katya.  “Dmitri must be stopped at all
costs.”


Katya nodded in agreement with Michelle.  For the first time
ever these two women saw eye to eye on an issue.  Somebody get a camera and
capture this moment.


Ivan slumped down in a recliner and leaned his head to the
side to ogle Michelle’s naked ass.  The television came on suddenly, startling
everyone in the room with a loud, obnoxious commercial for used cars.  Urvashi
looked at the device as if it was possessed by a demon and she would smash it
back into the seventh level of hell.


Aaron pointed to Ivan’s leg.  “You’re sitting on the TV remote.” 
Ivan found the remote beside him and studied the hundred or so buttons.


Aaron looked up and froze in position at the face of a
blonde woman on the six-o-clock news.  “That’s her!  That’s the woman who was
with Jamison when he bought the pistol!  I recognize her.”  Aaron snatched the
remote away from Ivan to keep him from shutting it off.


The television screen split in half to show a dark-haired
female reporter holding a microphone on the left side, and a recent photograph
of the blonde woman on the right.  “Today a woman was found dead in her home in
Esher.  She reportedly committed suicide with a lethal overdose of pain
medication.  From her handwritten note, police officials are fairly certain
Laura Robbins took her own life.”


The reporter shuffled papers on her desk and continued.  “Ms.
Robbins claimed she could no longer stand to live day to day with the knowledge
she would soon waste away and die from cancer.  Friends and relatives stated
that Laura had refused to undergo the recommended chemotherapy treatments as
she was told by doctors that her cancer was inoperable and therapy would only
prolong the inevitable.”


The reporter flipped pages again.  “Investigators say there
is slim chance of foul play in this case, because Ms. Robbins also indicated
her wishes to donate half of her estate, valued at three point five million
pounds, to a local cancer research facility.”


Cancer.  Suicide.  Why?  Why would Jamison attach himself to
a woman dying of cancer?  Because of her money?  Then it clicked.  “Michelle, where
is the autopsy report for the bank teller?”


Michelle pointed.  “In the dresser.”


Aaron grabbed the file from the drawer and flipped through
the pages until he found what he was looking for, the murdered woman’s medical
history.  His finger tapped the pages.  “Cancer.  She had cancer too.  That’s
why Jamison was spending time at the hospital.”  He looked up at Michelle, and
then at everyone else.  “Jamison wasn’t a cold-blooded killer.  He wasn’t
running loose on the streets of England slaughtering innocents.”


Katya’s face went ashen.  “Culling the herd.”


“Yep.  Jamison was hunting for the weak and diseased.  The
ones who were going to die anyway.”


“But she was still healthy when she killed herself.  She
didn’t look sick to you did she?”  Katya appealed to Aaron with desperation in
her eyes.  “Did she really kill herself because of the cancer?”  Katya’s face
presented a question for which she did not want the answer.


“Laura couldn’t live without Jamison.  She was his
bloodslave.”  Michelle delivered the brutal truth to Katya mercilessly.


“Oh my god.”  She looked at Aaron as if he was the devil
born in human form.  “I’m going to be sick.”  Katya shoved past everyone and
headed straight for the door.


“Wait.”  Aaron grabbed at her arm but she shook him off.  


“Don’t touch me!  Don’t ever touch me again!”  And she was
gone.


He stood there looking at everyone, sick to his stomach,
sick with Katya’s distress, sick with the weight of the situation on his
shoulders.


Urvashi watched him silently, judging with her eyes. 
Michelle’s look held sympathy.  She had loved and lost many bloodslaves, and
for that reason she had lectured Aaron endlessly to never put a human being in
such a position.


Ivan’s eyes were cold with accusation.  “Well, are you just
going to stand there?”


Aaron was at a loss.


Ivan pointed his finger at the door.  “This is your doing. 
Go out there and get her.  She is angry, hurt, but she should not be alone in
this.  Go to her.”


Urvashi looked at him impatiently, as though waiting for him
to get a clue.


Michelle nodded agreement with Ivan.  “She needs you more
than she knows.”


Aaron tore a pair of pants from the drawer, slid them on, shoved
shoes on his feet, and snagged his blood-stained coat on the way out the door.


 


* * * *


 










Chapter 26


 


 


Aaron caught up to Katya just as she slipped into a back
alley, probably hoping to lose him.  “Katya, wait.  I just want to talk,
wait.”  He grabbed her shoulder when she sped up to get away from him.


She jerked out of his grip and turned on him with tears
running down her face.  “How did you find me?  Are we linked?  Oh god, please
tell me we’re not linked.”


He just wanted to hug her and kiss her and make love to her
and tell her it would be alright.  But it was all too cheap.  Nothing he could
do or say would make up for what he had already done.  So, instead, he smiled
at her sheepishly.  “No, we are not linked.  I can track your scent.  It’s
kinda strong, like a wet dog.”


“You son-of-a-bitch!”  She punched him, hard.  Must have
seemed like a good idea, because she followed it up with another and another,
punching him over and over in the chest and arms.


He stood there for her, without blocking, without dodging,
and let her do her worst.  When he didn’t fight her, she reared back and nailed
him with a solid right cross, knocking his head back.  That one hurt.  Katya
hit like a man.


She pummeled him and pushed and pummeled some more until she
had him up against the wall of the alley as she cried and unloaded all of her angst
and frustration on him.


He deserved no less.


When she pushed and he wouldn’t give, the brick at his back,
she finally fell on his chest and bawled in heaving sobs.  He pulled her into a
tight hug, and whispered against her ear, “It’s gonna be okay.  You're alive
and healthy.  You have your pack.  Nothing has changed.  Be happy you’re
alive.”


She looked up into his eyes, searching for something, for a
sign that she could somehow live with this situation.  “She killed herself
Aaron, because we took him from her.  She couldn’t stand to live without
Jamison.  Is that what it’s like?  Is that how I will die?”


“Shush.  You’re not going to die, and neither am I.  Nothing
has changed, I am still the Aaron you love to hate.  You’re still Katya, a
nasty Russian mercenary who smells like wet dog to me, but I like you anyway.”


“But everything has changed!”


“Like what?  Ivan’s still a drunk, Urvashi's still a bitch,
and Michelle is still a little bit psycho – okay, a lot psycho.  What’s
changed?”


“Me.  You changed me.  You did something.  Dammit Aaron, I
don’t want to be with you.  I don't want to love you!  Why did you make me love
you?  How could you be so cruel?”


Aaron suspected that it would take several centuries of
living before he had a clue about understanding women.  All this time he
thought Katya hated his guts.  If not for the brick wall at his back, he would
have fallen over with the shock of her confession.


“I don’t know, Katya.  But I am not your enemy.  I don’t
want to hurt you.  And honestly … I want you in my life.  I understand you feel
this need for me, for my bite, I get it, but I doubt it’s love, Katya.”


“You don’t understand.  That’s what Dmitri did to Kristina,
and now you’ve done it to me.  Kristina betrayed us, my own niece, she betrayed
me for that fucking leech, Dmitri.  She loves the bastard, like I love you,
like Laura loved Jamison.  Don’t you get it?  Vampires don’t love bloodslaves. 
Who can love a sniveling, needy pet?  Vampires own bloodslaves, body and soul.”


Though he knew she was mostly right, Aaron also knew that he
cared for Katya.  He cared what happened to her.  He cared how she felt.  He
cared about all those little details that don’t really matter to anyone else,
those little things that only matter when you love someone.


“I didn’t come to argue with you.  I came to tell you I am
here for you, if you need me, whenever you need me.  You can count on me.  You
can trust me.  Love or no love, I can be a part of your life, if you let me.”


“You already have Urvashi and the psycho.  They take fucking
turns with you!  How am I supposed to deal with that?  I don’t want to love a bloody
manwhore vampire!  I don’t want to share.”


“I don’t want to share you either, but we don’t always have
that choice in life.”  He flipped her around with her face to the wall, his
front to her back.  He moved so fast she barely caught herself with her hands. 
Lightning fast he unzipped her jacket to run his hands over her smooth stomach
and down to the fly of her jeans.  His fingers tore through the buttons, and in
a second her beautiful white thighs were bared to the knees.


He nipped at her neck as his fingers found her hot and wet,
and oh so ready for him.


She looked left and right down the alley to check for
bystanders.  It was all clear.  “Damn you, Aaron, do it now!”  She growled low
and heavy, the wolf rumbling its need in her throat.


A second later he freed his aching erection and sheathed
himself inside her tight, slick, heat, bending her over into the wall.  He hit
all the way home inside her, and wrapped his hand around her mound, stroking
that sensitive, juicy bud.  She groaned with a sexy little growl and shoved her
ass up hard against him to seat his cock that extra little bit.


Though he had tried to ignore the truth, tried to deny it,
he had known from the moment he first made love to her.  Buried in Katya,
feeling her tight glove squeezing him with her orgasm, Aaron knew now, that
this was the moment of truth between them.


“I’m sorry, Katya, I am so sorry.  But we don’t always get
to choose who we love.  You didn’t choose me, and I didn’t choose you.”  Aaron
poured his release into her along with his love and life energy, when he spoke
the words, “Vitae essentia est amor.”


The essence of life is love.


 


THE END
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THE NIGHTLIFE:  NEW YORK


 





 


Vampires, strippers, escorts,
night clubs, pimps & dirty cops – the Nightlife New York is never boring.
Aaron Pilan’s life is forever changed when he’s shot trying to rescue a
drop-dead gorgeous woman on the streets of New York. Aaron is thrust into the
shocking world of vampiric slavery when Michelle shares her blood to save his
life.


Michelle's existence as a
solitary vampire is also altered when she accepts this naive young man into her
life. Bound by her blood, Aaron is subject to her authority. He walks a
tightrope of strictly controlled feeding regiments & intense sexual
adventures while catering to the neurotic control-freak tendencies of his new
master. She vows to eliminate him if he proves too difficult to control.


This story is bold &
evocative infusing blood, sex, love & turmoil in an urban drama about two
vampires battling evil outside & within themselves.


★★★★★ “If you like your vampires vicious & bloody &
your erotica with a plot, this is the book for you.”


★★★★★ “Luedke brings his main characters to life, both
incredibly flawed & powerfully charismatic, with a wonderful writing style,
in this unique twist on the Vampire.”


★★★★★ “This is unlike any vampire tale I have ever read,
and is as far removed from Bram Stoker's Dracula, as New York is from
Transylvania. Travis Luedke has fashioned a compelling tale of love, passion,
violence & steamy hot sex, set against the backdrop of the Big Apple.”














 


THE NIGHTLIFE: LAS VEGAS


 





 


Vampires, Aaron Pilan and his
master Michelle, live by one rule – no bloodslaves. EVER. Aaron breaks that
rule when he meets Anastasia. All Anastasia wants is to be loved and cherished,
but the predatory men she’s attracted to bring her only pain and abuse.
Escaping one train-wreck relationship for another, she finds happiness with
Aaron and Michelle as a bloodslave, a 'pet'. When Aaron uses his telepathy to
win thousands at the gambling tables, he attracts the deadly attention of the
Colombian Cartel and Aaron and Michelle are 'disappeared'. Addicted to the bite
of her vampire lovers, Ana is desperate to find them. But, Las Vegas isn't
ready for vampires mixing heroin, sex and vengeance. Ana is trapped in the
spiraling chaos.


Find out what happens in the
second novel of the Nightlife Series.


★★★★★ "Go grab a copy before this much fun is declared
illegal."


★★★★★ "Mr. Luedke once again showcasing his
considerable talent for crafting erotic, action-packed, supernatural thrillers
that leave the reader saying "Wow!"


★★★★★ "A no-holds-barred, easy-to-read romp that mixes
fantasy, suspense, horror and erotica, and does it well."














 


 


THE NIGHTLIFE: PARIS


 





 


Vampire master Michelle, and
her slave, Aaron Pilan, flee to Paris, leaving behind the slaughter in Las
Vegas. Aaron made the costly mistake of taking a bloodslave, and then married
her. The tragedy of his wife's death has driven a rift between them and
Michelle is desperate to heal the breach.


Struggling with his predatory
alter ego, Aaron is fractious, rebelling against his master. He desires another
bloodslave, and that Michelle cannot allow. She opens her heart and soul to
Aaron and he relives, through her memories, her dark, gritty tale of survival
in the savagery of WWII Paris under the German occupation. Michelle's
staggering revelations are deeply disturbing. The confrontation of master
versus slave comes full circle as the couple faces death and separation.


And they are not alone in
Paris. An investigator has followed them from Vegas seeking the unique gifts of
Michelle’s blood. He’s watching and waiting for the opportunity to make his
move against them.


Find out what happens in the
third novel of the Nightlife Series.


★★★★★ “I was screaming at one point, crying, at another. It
was an emotional roller coaster of a book.”


★★★★★ “This segment of Michelle and Aaron's tale is dark
and graphic, but with mesmerizing descriptions and a morbidly compelling
storyline, I felt this was the best of The Nightlife Series by far.”


★★★★★ “Decidedly darker and somewhat disturbing, THE
NIGHTLIFE: PARIS takes the series for a turn towards the dark side and I loved
every minute of it!”














 


 


BLOOD SLAVE


 





 


Her mother named her
Esperanza Salvación – Hope for Salvation. But when a girl works as an escort
for Colombian cartel in the ghettos of Spanish Harlem...there wasn’t much hope,
or salvation.


Hope’s telepathic ability
keeps her a step ahead of ruin, but her unusual gift attracts the attention of
a psychotic vampire bitch. Trapped in a Manhattan penthouse with the psycho,
she thought she was dead meat.


Her survival lies in the
hands of Vampire Master Enrique. He seems to respect her, perhaps even care. As
a measure of protection, he makes her his personal Bloodslave. Helplessly
addicted to his bite, Enrique rules her every moment. As always, Hope must
adapt to survive.


Swept into the decadent
nightlife of Manhattan's elite, she falls in love with Enrique and prays
someday he may grow to love her, too. But is it simply a relationship of convenience?
Is she nothing more than a concubine desperate to satisfy his nightly demands
for blood and sex?


And forever in the background
is the fear that one day the cartel boss she abandoned will hunt her down to
collect on old debts.


★★★★★ “Fast paced, no holds-barred, gripping,
gut-wrenching, soul-ripping and most definitely tear-inducing. Perfection!”


★★★★★ “Travis Luedke writes amazing characters and amazing
stories and unbelievable passion flawlessly. After reading this book I was left
in shock.”


★★★★★ “You know when you see a violent or bloody scene in a
movie and you cover your eyes for a couple of seconds until it has past? I
caught myself doing that with this book, then I realized that the lines were
not going to go away until I read them.”
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The Nightlife
Series is violent, sexy, and occasionally violently sexy.


 


Vampires,
strippers, escorts, night clubs, pimps & dirty cops – the Nightlife Series
is never boring.


 


Can decadence,
corruption and prostitution go hand in hand with self-control? Over-indulgence,
illegal activity and vampires lurk in darkness when night falls on the city.


 


The Nightlife
Series explores the sexy, dangerous misadventures of vampires and an
interesting assortment of wickedly corrupt men and women of the night. Gangs,
pimps, prostitutes, cartel, mafia, drug dealers, addicts, alcoholics, all those
wonderfully colorful people you find rubbing elbows in the back alleys, night
clubs, and strip joints.


 


These creatures
inhabit a world of constant blood, sex, and arousal. The act of feeding is
highly erotic, victims often experience multiple orgasms. A vampire’s bite is
the most powerful drug imaginable, ecstasy, euphoria, and an ever-present
potential for addiction. Lethally violent predators, they can cut through flesh
like a hot knife through butter. They slip through the nightlife quietly,
unobtrusively, until cornered. Then it gets ugly, people die.


 


The Nightlife Series includes:


 


    THE NIGHTLIFE NEW YORK


    THE NIGHTLIFE LAS VEGAS


    THE NIGHTLIFE PARIS


    BLOOD SLAVE


 


These wicked,
pulse-pounding novels drag readers breathless through one cataclysmic event
after another....bite into your copy today!
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Newly Released as
of October 2013 ★


YA PARANORMAL ROMANCE/THRILLER


 


THE SHEPHERD


 





 


Skate punks, kleptomaniacs, clairvoyant visions and reincarnation...


...THE SHEPHERD is unlike any other Young Adult novel you
have ever read.


Mike Evans here. Sixteen year old skate punk squatting in a
white-trash trailer park with my loser drunk Dad. Seems I lost most of my
friends when Dad lost our home in foreclosure. Only Anita stuck by me. Worse, I
keep having strange clairvoyant visions of things that always come true.


Then I almost ran over Nadia in my Geo. A passing truck
finished the job – left a crumpled heap of skin and bone on the road. I fixed
her. Me.


Now this fourteen year old girl won’t leave me alone. I
sorta let her sneak in my window when she needs a place to crash.


I have a double life: daytime at school, Anita, skating, and
then my nights with Nadia. She's my secret friend, gives me money and
listens to my problems when nobody else will.


My world is spinning out of control. Old friends have turned
enemy, my grisly visions of death won’t quit, and Anita’s intentions make my
head spin. Even with all that, I’ve got bigger stuff to worry about.


Nadia’s hiding something.


 


˃˃˃ “I could not put this book down. All I
keep thinking about is what could possibly happen next. I felt as if I was back
in high school with them!”


˃˃˃ “It's almost a love triangle of epic
proportions or so you think....Travis blew me away with this book, I never saw
what was coming.”


˃˃˃ “Amazing, I loved Mike and Anita. The
characters that I didn’t feel could redeem themselves did in ways I never
thought possible. I loved the ending and so not what I thought would happen. I
love the element of surprise.”


Sharp, witty, dark and gritty, The Shepherd is the must
read YA paranormal thriller of 2013. Get your copy now!
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Luedke is a husband, father, and author of Urban Fantasy Thriller, Paranormal
Romance, Contemporary Fantasy, Young Adult Fiction, and Sci-fi. He is currently
catching a third degree sunburn in San Antonio, Texas, and loving every minute
of it.
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the author of the Nightlife Series novels, Travis lives very vicariously
through his writings. He invites you to enjoy his macabre flights of fancy, but
be warned: The Nightlife Series is violent, sexy, and occasionally violently
sexy.
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