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“I believe in you, I'll give up
everything just to find you.

 

I have to be with
you,

 

to live, to breathe, you're
taking over me.”

 

— Evanescence

 

 

 








Prologue


 


Prologue

 

“So what's the name of this town we're going to?” Cammie
looked over at her new boyfriend. She had only known him three
weeks but she had known from the start that he was a keeper. He was
handsome, confident and most importantly, he was rich.

 

“Pellman,” Jonathan answered. “I have an old friend down
there and I want you two to meet.” He smiled at her briefly and
then turned his attention back to the road. It was a lie. He had no
intention of having Cammie meet Thea. She was simply a cheap,
temporary replacement to the real prize. Thea would regret her
decision to leave him. And Cammie? Well, Cammie would serve her
purpose soon enough.

 

He sped eastward along Sunrise Highway toward his
destination. Tonight was the first night of the full moon and it
wouldn't be long at all, before he would complete his
metamorphosis. He had already begun to feel the Power rising in
him; it made him anxious to get on with it. He hated the waiting
period between when he felt the initial twitch of
the demon that lay dormant, and the final outpouring of absolute
power once he had evolved.

 

“I hope there is a decent restaurant there,” Cammie
huffed, “I'm famished!” She pulled down the visor and fixed her
curly blonde hair in the mirror. She added a layer of pink lipstick
to her full lips before flipping the visor up again.

 

“I know the perfect place to grab a bite to
eat.”

 

Jonathan was smart, quite intelligent, in fact, and he had
the entire map of Pellman in his head, as though he had lived there
his entire life. This was a relatively new skill and it came in
handy on a daily basis. He was like a walking GPS, and it fed his
feelings of omnipotence and superiority over the human race.
Therefore he knew exactly where he was going when he crossed the
railroad tracks and continued south into downtown
Pellman.

 

Cammie wrinkled her nose at the sights outside her window.
“This place is a dump,” she scoffed. “It's disgusting, why are we
here?”

 

Jonathan gritted his teeth against the urge to choke her
to death right then and there. To feel her last breath be forever
blocked from escape through her skinny little throat would give him
nothing but pleasure right now. But he waited, because he knew he
had to, the Power growing inside of him demanded it.

 

Jonathan pulled into a deserted parking lot. He looked
over at the woman he had brought with him and smiled. “We're
here.”

 

“Where?” she asked, clearly disgusted. “There's nothing
here.”

 

Cammie looked from her window to Jonathan and a sudden
chill ran through her. “What's wrong with your eyes?” she
breathed.

 

Jonathan ignored her question and opened his door. “Come
on,” he said as he got out. “I know it doesn't look like much, but
they say the food here is to die for.”

 

Cammie hesitated but exited the car against her better
judgment. The January night air was freezing and she zippered her
pink parka to her chin as she stepped out. “Jonathan, what are you
talking about? There is nothing here.”

 

Jonathan fell to his knees and clutched at his chest.
Vaguely he was aware of the sound of Cammie's high heels swiftly
clicking on the cracked pavement as she ran over to his side. In a
moment of clarity he realized that he had sealed this poor woman's
fate, a horrific fate to be sure. Before the demon could take total
control he looked up at her with amber colored eyes. “Run, Cammie,”
he warned, “run, and don't look back.”

 

 

 










Chapter 1

 


 

Forsythea Daniels grabbed her camera and exited her car.
It was her first murder scene to photograph since coming to Long
Island, N.Y. nearly five months ago as a freelance photographer.
She mostly sold her pictures to the local paper, the
Pellman Chronicle, but was desperately
trying to get into the larger newspapers and this could be the
story that got her foot through the door. The large town of Pellman
was itself a conundrum. It was known both for its high crime rates,
drugs and prostitution downtown, as well as its small theater
district, expensive shops on Main Street and of course the wealthy
homes by the water.

 

Downtown Pellman was not a place Thea ever ventured to by
herself. She made sure she parked her gray Pontiac next to the
police cars and locked her doors. Winter was in full swing and the
day was overcast and cold. Thea flashed her press badge to the
officer taping off the scene. “Not sure you want to go in there,
Thea.”

 

“Don’t worry Frank,” she smiled at the rookie, “I’ve got a
stronger stomach than you think.”

 

The young man’s face was deadpan. “Not for this, Thea; no
one was prepared for this.”

 

Thea walked into the empty building, camera in hand. The
windows were boarded up, hindering the light coming in from
outside. The crime scene unit had brought in bright lights so they
could see the whole scene. The first thing that Thea noticed was
the blood all over the walls and floor. She thought it impossible
that it had all come out of one person. She carefully watched where
she stepped as she got closer to where the body was. She winced at
the odor emanating from the center of the room. The putrid smell
attacked her senses as she neared and she had to stop and gather
herself before moving forward.

 

The detective on the case was a local man and Thea had
learned to respect his rules when it came to crime scenes, a lesson
that quickly won her favor with him. Joseph Gordon walked over to
her before she got close enough to see the victim. He was in his
early forties with dark hair and a muscular build. “I can’t let you
film this, Thea.”

 

“Why not, Joe?” He had never denied her access
before.

 

“I cannot risk any of these shots getting out to the
public yet. I can let you see it, but no photos. You have to give
me your word that you’ll tone it down in your verbal description to
your friend at the paper though.”

 

“Of course, what happened?” Thea tried to dodge all of the
blood on the floor as they walked together toward the
body.

 

“As far as we can tell, some kind of animal attack, but
what animal we don’t know yet; forensics is working on
it.”

 

Joe motioned for the officer to lift the tarp so that Thea
could have a look. The younger policeman hesitated but obeyed the
detective. He slowly pulled back the plastic cover. It was
impossible for Thea to tell if it was a man or a woman, but whoever
it was had been ripped to shreds and disemboweled. Thea felt her
throat tighten and she sprinted from the building, barely making it
out before vomiting. Her breath came in short gasps at first and
then slowed as she got control of her body. She hurried to her car
where she grabbed her water bottle and gargled the horrible taste
out of her mouth. She opened a piece of cinnamon gum and popped it
into her mouth.

 

Detective Gordon was at her side then. “You all
right?”

 

Thea nodded silently, cursing the horrific image that was
now burned into her memory.

 

He sighed before continuing. “Do you see why we don’t want
pictures of this released to the general public?”

 

Thea turned to look at him as she nodded again. “Who is
that, Joe?”

 

We found a purse with ID in it. Her name is Cammie
Johnston. She’s not a local; lives upstate in some little town I’ve
never heard of. We’re contacting the local department up there to
find the family.” Joe took a breath. “Thea, have you ever seen a
bear attack up where you're from?”

 

“Not personally, but I've seen enough photos of
them.”

 

“Does this look like a bear attack to you?”

 

“I don’t know Joe, I suppose it could be. I’ve just never
heard of it looking that bad before.”

 

“Well, we’re looking at all the local zoos around the
island. You can let the paper know that much. Right now we’re not
letting anyone else down here. We’ll call a press conference when
we know more.” He patted Thea on the shoulder, then turned to head
back to the scene.

 

As she closed her car door she looked across the street
and saw a familiar figure standing in the shadows. His short, dark
hair amazingly contrasted his icy, blue eyes. He was dressed, as
usual, in his leather jacket, button-down silk shirt and black
jeans. Edric was watching, beckoning her with his very presence.
She fell prey to him every time.

 

She walked over, butterflies filling her stomach as she
remembered their most recent encounter at his home last week, she
hadn’t seen him since. Their relationship had begun about two
months after she had arrived in Pellman. Thea had been attacked
three different times and Edric had saved her each time. He was
exciting and dangerous, but at the same time loving and generous,
and above all else, he was safety. Their time together was not
always consistent, only ever seeing him at night, and rarely during
the day like this.

 

Edric threw his cigarette to the ground. “‘Ello, Red,” he
said when she approached.

 

He spoke with a drawl that was a mixture of British and
Australian and it never ceased to give Thea chills. She hoped the
gum had done its job on her breath. “Edric, what are you doing
here?”

 

“Not happy to see me then?”

 

She smiled. “You know that’s not true. But you don’t make
a point of coming out during the day much, unless it’s
important.”

 

Edric’s smile faded and he nodded toward the crime scene.
“What’s in there?”

 

Thea shuddered visibly. “In there, is the worst mauling I
have ever seen.”

 

“Mauling?”

 

“Someone was torn apart. Police think it’s some kind of
animal attack, maybe a bear from a local zoo or
something.”

 

Edric nodded, he knew exactly what did the attack, but it
was nothing any police department could stop. He took Thea’s hand
as he turned to leave and walked to his car. “I will pick you up
tonight at sundown, be ready.”

 

“Edric, what’s going on?”

 

He kissed her hand and winked at her. “Be ready.” He got
into his black 1979 Cutlass with mirrored windows and pulled
away.

*****

100 feet away, standing beside a tree, a pair of
angry eyes watched as the two lovers parted, his blood boiling in
seething anger. So this is what has become of her, his prize? How
dare she be with that vile
thing? Her betrayal sickened him. If it
was power that she wanted these days, then he would
show her power, for there was
nothing more powerful than what he had
become.

 

As for her new interest:
the vampire would pay for his actions with his
life.

*****

Thea sighed, be ready for what exactly? Were they going
out somewhere? Come to think of it, they had never actually gone
out anywhere during this whole
relationship. Not unless you could
count the dive bar, Nightly’s Pub,
where Edric was known to hang out with his… friends. She had
been there a couple of times, but never without him, and never for
too long. She thought it was a dangerous place, even with Edric by
her side.

 

Their lack of traditional dating, thus far, had mattered
little to Thea. Her time with Edric had filled her life with
excitement and danger. It thrilled her; and it frightened her to
think of herself thirsting for this new lifestyle she had begun to
lead. He was like a drug; she was addicted to his company and
wanted nothing more than to spend every moment she could with him,
regardless of the truth of what he was, and at times, that
frightened her even more.

 

Edric was by far the most amazing lover she had ever
known, not that she had known many in her 25 years. She had been
engaged to a long term boyfriend right out of high school, but
thankfully, she'd had the good sense to break it off before they
actually walked down the aisle. But Jonathan was nothing like Edric
in appearance, personality or talent under the covers.

 

Thea went back to her car and called her friend Joshua
Myers, a reporter at the Pellman
Chronicle, and set up a meeting. An hour later
she sat at the coffee shop across from one of the very few friends
she had made on Long Island.

 

“So what’s the scoop downtown? They had the police cutting
us off before we could get close enough.” The handsome blonde
sipped his latte.

 

“Animal attack, but Detective Gordon wouldn't let me take
any pictures and to be honest I agree with him. There's no way
people should see that.”

 

“What about sketching something for us?” Josh
asked.

 

Although Thea was an exceptional sketch artist she didn't
think she could draw something that represented the horror that she
had seen that morning. She shook her head. “Sorry, Josh, but I'm
trying to forget what I saw in that warehouse, not think about it
enough to make an accurate depiction on paper. How about I just
tell you what I saw and you can decide what to write?” Thea
described to Josh what she had seen, toning it down a bit as she
had promised the detective.

 

Josh finished scribbling down some notes on the attack and
then looked at Thea, who seemed to be deep in thought as she stared
out the cafe window. He put down his notes and took a careful sip
of his latte before asking the question that had been nagging him
for months. “So, how is your mystery boyfriend?”

 

Thea snapped out of her trance. “What? What mystery
boyfriend?” She picked up her coffee but did not drink from
it.

 

Josh leaned forward and spoke in quieter tones, “come on,
Thea, I’ve suspected for about 2 months now. Why are you hiding him
from me?”

 

“I’m not hiding anyone from you. It’s just never come up
that’s all.”

 

“Okay,” he replied as he sat back again, “so when can I
meet him?”

 

Thea took a guarded sip from her coffee. “Meet him? You
want to meet him?”

 

Josh sighed, although he couldn’t help but find her
avoidance of the topic somewhat cute and appealing. “Thea, are you
still concerned about what happened when we first met? Because I’m
over that, I get it, we are just friends. But as your friend I am
just a little worried that you seem to be hiding someone who is
obviously important to you. There must be a reason he’s such a
mystery and usually those reasons aren’t ever good ones.” He leaned
forward again and quickly glanced around. “Are you in any kind of
trouble?”

 

Thea let out a small laugh and relaxed herself. Oh, if
only you knew, she thought. “Josh, I appreciate
your concern and I’m sorry if I’ve led you to believe I was caught
up in something dangerous but I'm not, it's really nothing like
that at all.”

 

Josh nodded. “Okay, so who is he?”

 

Thea considered carefully. “Remember when I got mugged a
few months ago? Well I’m sort of seeing the guy who scared them
off.”

 

“So why all the mystery?”

 

“It’s not a mystery. It’s just, he doesn’t like to go out
much.” She took another sip of her coffee and ended the
conversation, “and when I’m ready to combine both of my worlds I
will let you know and then you can meet him. And that is the end of
that.”

 

Josh laughed and put up his hands defensively. “All right,
all right, subject changed.” They finished their breakfast and
discussed the upcoming story about last night’s unfortunate events
for Cammie Johnston.

*****

In many parts of the state of New York, one could drive
for miles through nothing but farmland or forests between populated
areas. Long Island was not one of those places and Thea enjoyed
exploring the different towns. In less than 2 hours, depending on
traffic conditions, she could be in New York City, a place she had
yet to visit. An hour in the opposite direction and she could enter
the Hamptons, a summertime visit to be sure. There were countless
places to investigate in between. One of the first places she had
learned to find was the large shopping mall about a 30 minute drive
from her apartment.

 

It was nearly 3:30 when she parked her car in the busy
parking lot, grabbed her purse, and headed for the entrance. She
slowed only a few yards from her car and looked around her, feeling
as though she was being watched. Nothing seemed out of place and
she shook it off as leftover feelings of unease from the crime
scene that morning. She hurried inside out of the cold.

 

The first store she hit was the book store, looking for
anything on forensic photography. After thinking about the various
scenes she had been able to document for the paper, she had begun
to wonder about what it would take to become part of an
investigative team for the police department. Her grandfather’s
trust fund wasn’t going to last forever and selling photos to the
small local paper was not going to be enough to ever support her.
If she couldn’t get into the larger newsprints that had steady pay,
she would need to figure something else out. Forensic work seemed
like a logical alternative.

 

While standing in an aisle looking through titles, she
felt that “being watched” feeling come over her again, this time
accompanied by a spread of goose bumps down her arms. She
immediately looked up and surveyed her surroundings. There were a
few people here and there throughout the store but none that seemed
to be watching her, and no one in particular that stood out to her
as being wrong somehow.
Regardless, Thea had learned to trust her instincts when it came to
these things. She quickly paid for the book in her hand and made
her way down to the food court for an early dinner and a little bit
of reading.

 

One of the best things about her change in living
environments from Lake George to Long Island was the food,
specifically the choices in ethnic foods. Everything seemed to be
better here; even their mall food court was superior to the few
restaurants upstate. She found an empty table and secured it with
her coat on the chair, before getting on line for some Chinese
food.

 

She slowed on her way back to her seat, at first thinking
that someone had mistakenly decided to also sit there; there was
something resting on the seat of her chair. She glanced around her
as she approached. Picking up the red rose, devoid of thorns, she
brought it to her nose and breathed in its lovely scent. Had Edric
been here? Had he been the one watching her today? Would he really
come to the mall of his own accord in the middle of the day? She
didn’t think so. Unease started to settle in and she decided to
take her dinner to go.

 

The end of January on Long Island was bitter cold and Thea
rushed to the shelter of her car. She jumped in and took a minute
to warm up the engine before driving off. That’s when she noticed
the second red rose. It was wedged under her windshield wiper; it
too had had its thorns removed. She put it on the passenger seat
next to her and quickly drove off; it was already past
4:30.

 

It was starting to get dark and she knew Edric would be
expecting her around 5:00; she would have made it on time if not
for what happened next. As she drove she noticed a thumping sound
coming from the back of her car. She turned off the highway onto a
side street where it would be safer to get out and check her tires.
Sure enough, the rear passenger side had a flat.

 

She found her AAA card in her wallet and called it in.
Then she cursed Edric for not having a phone, land line or cell.
Another annoyance about their relationship, if you could call what
they had a relationship; there was no real way for her to contact
him, and so most of the time it was completely up to Edric as to
when or if they saw each other. And even though he had always been
there during the bigger emergencies, what about the little things
like this?

 

Josh’s earlier questions had hit a bit of a sore spot for
her. She missed the days of going on dates to restaurants or
movies. They had never been out anywhere since they had started
seeing each other.

 

Then there were those times when Edric would disappear for
days at a time and Thea would have no idea of where he had gone to.
There existed between them an unsaid “don’t-ask, don’t-tell” rule.
She never asked the questions because she was afraid she wouldn’t
want to know the answers. It was during these breaks from each
other that Thea would contemplate her life, as it were, including
Edric. It was easy for her to promise herself that she would simply
end this facade she found herself engaged in, when Edric was
nowhere to be seen. But the moment he called to her from the
shadows she would run, compelled to be with him just one more time.
She knew he had complete control over her at any time he desired,
and although she was consciously aware of this, she counted the
days until they were together again. There was no public show, no
meeting her friends, and no dates.

 

She waited inside the warmth of her car for the tow truck
to arrive. She picked up the two roses she had found and once again
inhaled their sweet aroma. She wondered who had left them for her;
did she have a secret admirer? She couldn’t help a smile at the
thought, reminding herself that not everything in this world was
evil and dangerous. It could simply be a man trying to impress
her.

*****

Edric pulled into the parking lot of Thea’s apartment
complex and knew immediately that she was not there. The sun had
begun to set and the moon was already becoming visible in the
darkening sky. He allowed his darker side to take hold and search;
he left the parking lot and headed north.

*****

 

It took 20 minutes for the tow truck to get to Thea. She
got out when the driver came to her side of the car. “Hi,” she
greeted, “think you could help me change my flat? I have a spare in
the trunk.”

 

“Sure thing,” the thirty-something man replied. “Do you
want me to bring the bad tire back to the garage and plug it for
you? It’s not far, you could follow me back.”

 

“No thanks, I’m supposed to be meeting someone and I’m
already running late.”

 

“Ok, here’s my card if you want to bring it by
tomorrow.”

 

Thea took the man’s business card and opened the trunk for
him, thankful that it was relatively empty and neat. It didn’t take
long at all for him to replace the tire. He gave it a look once he
had it off the car.

 

“Well, here’s your culprit,” he pointed out, “looks like
you ran over a nail; should be easy enough to fix.” He loaded the
flat tire into her trunk and closed it.

 

“Thank you for your help,” she said.

*****

 

Edric sped down the highway, following the pull he felt
that would lead him to Thea. But something else was bothering him;
there were very few things left in this world that ignited fear in
the vampire, but he felt it creeping up inside of him, and it was
leading him in the same direction as his lover.

*****

 

Thea got into her car and headed back home. It was well
past sunset and she wondered if Edric would still be waiting for
her or if she would need to go off and try to find him. She decided
she would get him a cell phone, even if she put it on her own plan.
It was almost 6:00 when she finally pulled into her
complex.

*****

 

Roger’s phone rang in his pocket as he watched the lady
with the flat drive away. It was the boss back at the garage and he
explained that it was just a tire change and that he would not be
bringing in a car tonight. “I’ll be there in a bit,” he was saying,
“just gonna pick up some coffee on the way back.”

 

He walked over to the driver’s side door of the truck but
stopped when he heard a noise coming from the trees across from
him. He grabbed his flashlight from his belt and shone it into the
small patch of woods. “Hello?” he called, “someone
there?”

 

Behind him a mint condition 1979 black Cutlass Supreme
pulled up alongside. The mirrored window rolled down. “Whoa,” he
said to the man inside, “this is a nice car—”

 

“Was there a woman here earlier, mate? Red hair?” the man
interrupted.

 

“Yeah, I changed her flat. You just missed
her.”

 

“Do yourself a favor mate, get in your truck right now and
get outta here.”

 

The window closed and he drove off. Roger shook his head
and went back to his truck. That's when he heard the growling. He
shone his flashlight around him searching for the source of the
menacing sound. He opened the door of his truck, jumped in and
patted down his empty pockets to find the keys. He felt something
ram into the passenger side of the vehicle then and he
instinctively grabbed at the wheel. He froze where he sat, fear
immobilizing him until the snarling face of a beast was at his
window. He laid on the horn hoping that it would scare the animal
away; where the hell were the keys?

 

The fearsome creature disappeared for a second; that's
when Roger spotted the keys dangling from the ignition. He turned
them and the engine roared to life. He had his hand on the gear
shift when his truck was rammed into again, this time from the
driver's side. The force sent him flying across to the other side
of the cab and he felt the truck tipping over. “No,
no,no!”

 

Glass rained down on him and he shielded his face against
the onslaught. He lowered his arms in time to see a long, hairy arm
reaching for him through the broken window. Sharp claws tore at his
coat, tearing the stuffing right out of it as the beast swiped at
him. It growled and snarled in frustration.

 

Roger opened the glove box and frantically searched for
the flare gun, making sure he stayed as pressed up against the door
of the truck as he possibly could. He felt the truck being shaken
and then impossibly the opposite door was torn off. What the
hell could rip off a door? His hand found the flare
and he prayed it was actually loaded as he raised his hand to fire.
An enormous paw slammed down on his arm, shattering the bones.
Roger's scream was brief as the werewolf leaped in and tore at his
throat.

 

An hour later Detective Joe Gordon's phone
rang.

*****

 

Thea was barely out of her car when Edric pulled up and
angrily got out of his own. “Where the bloody hell have you
been?”

 

“I went to the mall to—”

 

“I told you to be here at sundown, and it is bloody well
past sundown!” he yelled at her.

 

Thea took a step back, “I got a flat tire; I would have
made it back but… ”

 

Edric grabbed her and pulled her into his arms, anger
giving way to relief that the beast hadn't gotten to her. “I know,
I'm sorry, I just thought the worst when you weren't
here.”

 

Thea sighed, “this is why you need a cell phone.” She
smiled up at him. She pulled out of his embrace and started toward
her building; she had not yet invited him into her home, not even
the apartment building she lived in, still not feeling entirely
comfortable with the realm of possibilities that would open if she
did. “Let me just put my things away and I'll be right
down.”

 

Edric pulled her back to him. “No time, get in.” He opened
the passenger side door for her; he was obviously in a rush. Were
they in fact going somewhere?

 

She joined him at the car and looked up at him, smiling
coyly, “you know it’s been a week since we last saw each
other.”

 

Edric captured her lips in a sensual kiss, warming Thea to
her core. “Got to make up for lost time then, Luv,” he said when
they parted. He quickly ushered her into the car and closed the
door.

 

Thea sat in the middle of the car's bench seat and rested
her head against Edric as he put his arm around her. “So, are we
going somewhere?”

 

“My place.” Edric looked at her quizzically.

 

“Oh,” she said quietly, “I thought since you told me to
'be ready' you had something different planned.”

 

“Not liking our usual time spent together, then?” He eyed
her desirably. “I can help you learn to like new and
different things.”

 

Thea blushed at the very thought of the things that Edric
could have learned throughout his century old life, the things he
could show her. She straightened in her seat. “That's not what I
meant,” she smiled. “I just thought that maybe we were going out
somewhere tonight, like on an actual date or something.”

 

Edric sighed inwardly. He had hoped they could skip that
whole stage. After 126 years as a vampire, he had grown tired of
the public scene, choosing instead to stay in the background with
the rest of the shadows. “Not tonight, Thea.” He took her hand in
his and kissed it. “We will, I promise, but not tonight.” He looked
at her then.

 

Seeing the desire behind Edric’s blue eyes made Thea
believe they might not be going out after all. His look made her
stomach flip pleasantly and she suddenly didn’t mind the thought of
staying in for the night.

 










Chapter 2

 


 

Edric hung up his leather jacket and watched Thea sit down
on the couch in his two-bedroom home and place her reheated dinner
down on the antique coffee table. On the kitchen counter sat her
book from the mall and two red roses. He picked up the flowers and
smelled them; there was a man's scent on them. “Where'd you get the
roses, Pet?”

 

“Well,” she explained, “one was sitting on my seat in the
food court and the other was waiting for me on my car.” She looked
at him with a bit of a smile. “Don't suppose you were the one who
left them?”

 

He tossed the buds back onto the counter top and walked
deliberately toward her. “You know bloody well that I didn't leave
those for you.” Edric could feel his demon becoming restless within
him at the thought of another man wanting her, it screamed out to
possess her. He sat down next to her. “Now, who do you think left
them?”

 

Thea was enjoying watching Edric sweat this out. She
shrugged, took a final bite of her dinner and then looked up at him
coyly. “Maybe I have a secret admirer. One who will go with me to
the mall and take me out on dates.” The corner of her mouth rose in
a slight smile and she got up to throw away the remains of her
Chinese food.

 

Oh, you want to play do you, he thought as he
rose to follow her.

 

Thea didn’t realize how close behind her Edric was; he was
so damned silent when he wanted to be. She turned around after
entering the kitchen and saw him only 2 feet away with a ravenous
look on his face. The intensity of the desire held in those eyes
staring through to her soul sent a wave of heat pulsing through
her. It frightened and thrilled her simultaneously; she playfully
tried to run.

 

He was much too fast for her to ever think that she could
outrun him. He grabbed her from the doorway and pressed her up
against the wall. “Be careful when trying to make me jealous, Pet,”
he breathed into her ear before kissing her madly. His expert
fingers unfastened her slacks and they slid down to her ankles. She
stepped out of them and wrapped her arms around his neck,
responding to the urgency in his kiss.

 

Edric let his hand wander up her blouse to cup her breast
and enjoyed the startled yelp he got when he tweaked her nipple. He
picked her up so that she straddled his waist.

 

Their tongues dueled violently and she began to rub
against him, not having realized the raging need she had been
penning up all week. How could she have thought that she could ever
leave him?

 

The demon within him awoke with a ferocity of desire and
it empowered Edric's own arousal. He entered her with a powerful
thrust, causing Thea’s eyes to fly open and he heard her call out
his name.

 

Thea thought that if one could die from pleasure then she
surely would; she met every one of his movements. Her pace
quickened with his and she called out when she came, tightening her
legs around him.

 

He buried his face into her shoulder, his own moans of
pleasure growing. The demon came forth and Edric sunk his fangs
into the base of Thea’s neck as he climaxed.

 

Thea tightened her grip around his neck when she felt him
bite her, sending a jolt of electricity coursing through her entire
body. Her breath came in uncontrollable gasps and her head lolled
to the side of its own accord, allowing the vampire more access.
And then it was over. She could feel Edric’s tongue licking up the
blood around the puncture wounds. She shuddered with the
forcefulness of her powerful orgasm and melted against him,
completely out of breath.

 

Edric felt her walls spasm with the aftershocks of her
climax, pleasurably squeezing him, still inside. He felt Thea go
limp in his arms and he carried her to the bedroom. He flopped down
onto the bed and brought her with him, tightening his embrace and
resting his chin on the top of her head. “I’m sorry,” he said
softly. He had bitten her, tasted her blood, deliciously flavored
with adrenaline. He didn’t know how she would react to him losing
control like that. “I tried to hold back the demon, but you were
so… ”

 

Thea looked up at him, “It’s okay, Edric, it didn’t hurt,
it actually felt good, in an erotic sort of way.” She gave him a
small smile. Inside she shivered at just how much her body had
enjoyed the encounter.

 

Edric was unconvinced. “Forsythea, I meant it when I said
that I would never hurt you, that you could trust me.”

 

“Stop it,” she said. “You once told me that I didn’t have
to pretend with you, that I could do anything, and be anything I
wanted with you. So don’t you pretend to be something you’re not. I
know what you are, Edric, and I don’t know all of what you are
capable of, but I trust you, with my life… and my
heart.”

 

Edric rolled them over so that he wasn’t crushing her and
Thea lay her head on his chest, in awe at the utter silence she
heard; no breathing, no heart beat. It chilled her.

 

Every now and then her thoughts went to a place that
questioned what she was doing with Edric at all. It wondered, how
would all of this end? He must have sensed her doubt. “What is it,
Thea?” he asked, “what’s on your mind?” When she didn’t respond he
turned her over onto her back and searched her eyes, “did I hurt
you?”

 

Thea always found herself trapped by his gaze, incapable
of tearing her green eyes away from his even when she wanted to;
she wondered if it was a vampire trait. “No, you didn’t hurt me,
it’s just, sometimes I wonder if you’ll ever… ” she let her words
trail off, unable to complete her thought out loud.

 

“You wonder if I’ll end up turning you
eventually?”

 

She nodded.

 

Edric grinned seductively. “Do you want me to? Be my
mistress ‘til the end of time?”

 

“No, I don’t want you to.” She smiled in spite of
herself.

 

“Then I won’t,” he promised, “I won’t ever harm you, Luv,
you’ll just have to trust me on that.”

 

Thea knew he was telling the truth and she relaxed when he
kissed her.

 

He turned them back over and she settled down onto his
chest again. Edric brushed his finger over the shallow wound he had
left. “You know what this means?”

 

“What?”

 

“This mark right here means that no other vampire will
touch you, unless they want to be ripped apart.”

 

Thea detected a hint of pride in his voice. She smiled in
spite of her bite mark. “What if they can’t see it?”

 

“They don’t need to see it, their demon will know it's
there.”

 

“This demon is all instinct, isn’t it?” she
asked.

 

“I suppose,” he answered. “It certainly operates on pure
carnal instinct. It allows me to find you, to sense your mood, to
fight with a rage I rarely allow. It is lust, greed and
possession.”

 

“Did a vampire do the damage in the warehouse?” She didn’t
look at him when she asked, afraid of the answer.

 

“No, not a vampire.”

 

She looked at him. “What then? I know you know something,
please don’t leave me in the dark on this, Edric.”

 

“There are worse things out there than vampires. I’m not
saying that a vampire couldn’t do what you saw, our demons are
certainly powerful enough, but we never lose our humanity
completely.” He sat up and lit a cigarette, taking a long drag
before looking at her again. “It was a lycan.”

 

“A what?”

 

“A werewolf.”

 

Thea sat up and stared at him, shaking her head. “That
can’t be.”

 

“You said the same thing the night you found out that
vampires exist.”

 

“How can you be so sure?”

 

“I can smell him. I followed the scent to the warehouse. I
was more than a little relieved to see you standing there, alive,
since I could sense you too.”

 

“That’s why you insisted on picking me up at sundown,
tonight’s the second day of the full moon cycle.”

 

“I wanted you with me so I knew you’d be safe.”

 

“But that means it’s out there somewhere tonight. We have
to do something.” She got out of bed and started getting
dressed.

 

“And just what the bloody hell do you think you’re gonna
do, Red? Call animal control? You can’t stop it.”

 

Thea couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “Why can’t we
stop it?”

 

Edric put on his pants and walked around the bed to face
her. “Oh, I’m sorry, let me get my silver bullets and my shotgun
and go hunting for a bloody werewolf! I happen to like my life,
thank you very much.”

 

“What do you mean,” Thea asked, searching his eyes, “you
can’t… ”

 

“What? Fight it? No, Thea, I can’t fight it.” He softened
at her silence and grabbed her gently by the arms. “Forsythea, a
lycan is a beast that has no humanity, it is a feral demon. It
would take a full demon to take it down, and even then, I’m not so
sure.”

 

Thea sat on the bed. She had thought for sure, known for
certain, that Edric would be able to stop it. “So what do we
do?”

 

He sat down next to her. “We stay safe until the cycle is
over, and then if you want I will look for him when he’s in human
form.”

 

“Someone else is going to die tonight aren’t they?” she
whispered.

 

Edric put his arms around her. “I know you want to save
the world, Thea, but there are some things in this world, in
my world, that you just need to turn
away from.” Edric thought of the man who had changed Thea's tire
and wondered if he had survived the night.

*****

 

The beast sniffed the air and growled softly once it
caught the scent it had been searching for. It padded through the
park until it saw two figures standing in the shadows: a male and a
female. On some level it knew not to kill the female, but to save
her. The male, however, was different. Feelings of anger rose up
and caused its incredibly large canines to be bared. It crept
closer to the beings in its path.

 

As it neared them it heard the male yell, “Run Molly, back
to Nightly’s!” Then he ran into the woods. The instinct to chase
erupted within the beast as it raced after its prey.

 

“James!” the female cried after it.

 

The vampire was fast and quickly disappeared from sight.
But nothing could hide from the beast’s ability to hunt, its
superior senses could not be outwitted. It slowed when it entered a
small clearing and sniffed the air. It turned its head to the right
when a sudden pain rattled its mammoth head. The vampire hit it
once more with the tree limb before the beast swatted it from the
smaller demon. It stood on its hind legs and howled before coming
down on its unfortunate victim. It clamped down on the throat,
relishing in the taste of the sweet blood. Without warning, the
meal before it burst into flames, singeing the wiry fur on its
blood-soaked snout.

 

 

 










Chapter 3

 


 

Thea didn’t sleep much that night and in the morning she
talked Edric into helping her find the previous night’s werewolf
victim. Making sure he fed enough before going out into the lethal
sun, Edric inhaled deeply when he stepped outside of his home. It
wasn’t far, the woods behind the park maybe. He was looking at the
still rising sun when Thea joined him; he loved the way the
sunlight danced upon her fair skin and mixed the different reds in
her silken hair.

 

“Do you know where it is?” she asked.

 

He nodded toward the woods not far from his own home. “In
there.”

 

“Okay, let’s go.” She started to walk and he grabbed her
arm.

 

“Not yet,” he said, “he may still be close.” The
lycan was close, Edric could
feel it, and it was still coming down, not wolf anymore but not
quite human yet either. This was a bad idea, he couldn't risk Thea
getting hurt; he pulled her with him back toward the
house.

 

“Wait,” she protested, “the sun is up, shouldn’t he be all
human again? Now’s our chance to try to catch him.”

 

Edric turned on her. “This isn’t the movies, Thea! Reality
isn’t that he’s suddenly human with no recollection of what he did
last night once a ray of sun hits his skin. He knows what he
did, he may have even planned it. It’s a process, he looks
human but he’s still demon too. It’s like coming down from an
awesome high, but before you’re completely sober you shoot up
again. Until the full moon is over completely, he is still a demon.
Another hour or so when the sun is higher he’ll be weaker, I’ll go
then, alone.” He started into the house but then stopped and looked
out past Thea.

 

She turned to follow his gaze. “What is it?”

 

“Liam.”

 

Sure enough, less than a minute later the sandy-haired
vampire parked his 1980 black and gold Pontiac Trans Am, and came
striding up the driveway. Thea was not pleased at who had
accompanied him. Liam was Edric’s childe and had sworn to his sire
that he would keep Thea safe. His demon was bound to his word and
Thea somewhat trusted him. However, Liam’s childe, Robert, was
another being entirely. Where Edric and Liam both had a sense of
honor about them, Robert was evil, pure and simple. Even if he
wasn't a vampire, he would be a person Thea would cross the street
to avoid. He was covered in monstrous tattoos, and his long black
hair always looked greasy. He wasn't tall but he was very
muscular. The thin goatee around his lips made him look all the
more menacing, and his obsidian eyes always seemed to be glaring.
Thea had only ever met him a handful of times and her body’s
natural response to him was panic and fear. The hair on the back of
her neck stood on end and she instinctively moved closer to
Edric.

 

Liam approached them, careful to stand in the shadow
created by the house against the rising sun. “Edric, the lycan is
near. It got one of us last night.”

 

Edric’s eyes narrowed. “Who?”

 

Robert stepped closer, his eyes leering at Thea, boring
into her, filled with lust and greed. She gripped Edric’s arm and
moved slightly behind him.

 

“Molly saw it running down James. She came to the pub as
quick as she could, but there was no point in going after it,” Liam
answered, stealing a glance at Robert, hoping Edric wouldn’t
notice, knowing that he would.

 

Edric felt Thea squeeze his arm and his demon screamed out
to punish Robert. He could feel the pull of Robert’s lust for his
redhead. Ignoring what Liam had said, he punched Robert in the
face, knocking him down. He picked him up by his throat and brought
his own demon forth as he pinned the younger vampire to the wall of
the house, just in view of the sun. “There something you want,
Robert?”

 

Robert’s eyes turned a shade of red, his demon daring a
thought to challenge Edric, but he shook his head
instead.

 

Edric tightened his grip on Robert’s esophagus, causing a
trail of blood to drip from his sharp fingertips. “Once more, and I
rip your throat out and leave you pinned on a rooftop somewhere, do
I make myself clear?”

 

“Perfectly,” Robert spat. He stayed well behind his own
sire once he was released, not chancing so much as a glimpse of
Thea.

 

Thea felt a growing thrill at Edric’s display over her.
There was a part of her, once small but ever growing, that was
enjoying the danger of it all. Being a part of this underworld had
its allure and the very thought of wanting to play a role in it
frightened her; yet somehow she could not turn away from
it.

*****

 

 

Sitting amid four others at the bus stop, he watched them
all. So he hadn’t gotten the correct vampire last night. No
matter, he still had time, and there was no doubt in his twisted
mind that he would accomplish the goals he had set out for himself.
Before the moon cycle was complete, he would hunt them all down and
not stop until every last one of them was eliminated. He wouldn’t
be alone anymore either. Soon enough, he would have his mate to
hunt and kill with. He boarded the bus with the mere cattle
he pretended to be like and was thankful that none of them tried to
sit next to him.

*****

 

 

Edric and Liam both watched knowingly as the county bus
drove by. “Forsythea,” Edric said as he cupped her face with one
hand, “I want you to stay here while we take care of whatever is
left of the attack, we’ll be back soon.”

 

Thea shook her head. “No Edric, either I stay with you or
I go back to my own home. I’m not staying here by myself.” She shot
a quick glance at Robert who looked away immediately.

 

“I’ll drive you home then,” he answered. He knew what she
had been trying to say. She didn’t feel safe in a place where
vampires could come and go without her invitation. “Wait here,” he
said to Liam before walking Thea to his car.

 

Thea welcomed any opportunity to get away from Robert. She
got into Edric’s car and they rode quietly until she broke their
silence, “I don’t like Robert, he frightens me.”

 

Edric’s demon seethed at the thought of Robert with his
lover. “If he ever so much as looks at you again, I will put an end
to it once and for all.”

 

“You’d kill him?” She surprised herself; she wasn’t the
least bit perturbed by that statement at all.

 

“In a bloody heartbeat.” His hands gripped the wheel
tightly.

 

When they arrived at Thea’s apartment building Edric
escorted her to the door. As they approached, an older man was
coming out and he held the door open for them. “Go ahead in,” he
said to them.

 

Edric smiled, “thank you, mate, don’t mind if I
do.”

 

Thea’s heart skipped a beat; Edric had been invited into
the building. He could come and go as he pleased now. She just
stood there looking at him.

 

He closed the distance between them, holding her eye
contact. He held the back of her head and said, “don’t worry, Thea,
you don’t have to invite me up. I will pick you up just before
sunset.” He kissed her deeply before leaving the
building.

 

Thea was barely in her apartment when her cell phone
rang. “Hello?” she answered.

 

“Thea, it's Josh. Sorry to call so early, I know
it's only eight o'clock in the morning, but I just heard, there was
another attack last night.”

 

“Oh no,” she almost whispered, how had Josh found
out about the vampire being attacked?

 

“Yeah, I don't know his name yet, but I know he's a
tow truck driver that works for A-1
Garage out by the
mall.”

 

“Wait, what? Josh,” Thea said as she felt her legs
go numb, “when did this happen?”

 

“Not sure, some time last night. I thought since
Detective Gordon likes you so much maybe you could call him about
it. All I get is a straight up 'no comment'.”

 

Thea reached into her pocket and took out the
business card of one Roger Cummings from
A-1 Garage.
“Thea?” she heard from the phone, “you still
there?”

 

“Yes, I'm here. I'll call Joe right
away.”

 

“Great! Call me af—”

 

But Thea wasn't listening anymore and had
already hung up the phone. She dialed the local police department
and asked to speak with Detective Gordon. “Could you please tell
him Thea Daniels is calling? … Thank you.” She paced her living
room floor as she waited. How narrowly had she escaped being a
victim herself? How long after she had left him on the side of the
road was poor Roger attacked by the… creature? She wanted to speak
with Edric more than ever, but Joe would have to
do.

 

“Hello Thea, I know why you're
calling.”

 

“Hi Joe, I heard there was another attack last
night, do you think it was the same thing responsible for Cammie
Johnston?”

 

“Probably; listen, there's no way I'm letting
you take a look at this one, Thea, so don't even
ask.”

 

“Joe, I think I should come in and speak with
you.”

 

“Oh? Why is that?”

 

She took a breath before continuing, “Because
I think I'm the last person who saw Roger Cummings
alive.”

*****

 

 

Usually when Thea spoke with Detective Gordon
it was out in the field; this was the first time she actually sat
in the precinct waiting for him. She held Roger's business card in
her hand and stood when she saw Joe walking over to
her.

 

He reached out to shake her hand and cupped it
in both of his. She never noticed how big his hands were. “Come
into my office, Thea,” he was saying, “we can talk in
there.”

 

She followed him into a small room; it was
neat and organized, but impersonal. There were no photos on the
small desk of any family members or other personal items. When she
thought about it, Thea never heard Joe talk about a wife or
children and for the first time Thea started to wonder about this
man, her reporter's curiosity getting the best of her. She sat when
he gestured to a chair across from him.

 

Joe took out a notebook and pen before turning
to her and saying, “can I get you a cup of coffee or
anything?”

 

“No thank you, Joe, let's just get this over
with.”

 

“I appreciate you coming down and letting me
know about last night, Thea.” He sat down then. “We knew he went
out on a call but had no idea for who. Why don't you tell me what
happened?”

 

“Well, I had gone out to the mall yesterday to
go to the book store, and on the way home I got a flat tire so I
called Triple A.” Her nerves were taking hold of her now and she
began to ramble, “I sat in my car and read a little and thought
about the flowers—”

 

Joe looked up from his writing.
“Flowers?”

 

“Yes, the two roses someone had left for me at
the mall,” she said almost dismissively before continuing, “so I
sat there and waited—”

 

“Who left you flowers?” Joe
asked.

 

“I don't know, Joe, why is that important? It
has nothing to do with Roger Cummings,” she said, her voice was
rising with agitation.

 

Joe raised his hands to quiet her. “Calm down,
Thea, you don't know that the flowers don't have anything to do
with Mr. Cummings. Now let's just take a deep breath and slow
down.” He reached down and retrieved a small water bottle from the
bottom drawer of his desk and gave it to Thea after opening it for
her. He waited until she had taken a sip before asking her again,
“Now please, tell me about the flowers; you say someone left them
for you at the mall?”

 

“Well, not left them as in I had to pick them
up somewhere, I found them. One in the food court on my chair and
the other on my windshield.”

 

“Was there a note of any kind? A message with
them?”

 

Thea shook her head slowly, forcing herself to
remember the day before. “No, but… ”

 

Joe looked up from his notebook once more.
“But what?”

 

“I did sort of feel like I was being watched,
you know when you get that feeling? I didn't see anyone out of the
ordinary though.”

 

Joe put down his pen and thought for a few
seconds. “So you went to the mall; while you were there you found
two roses left for you at very specific locations, places where,
whoever it was, needed to be watching you in order to know that you
would find them. Then on your way home from the mall you noticed
you had a flat tire. Is that about right?”

 

“Jesus, Joe, when you say it like that it
sounds like whoever planted the flowers also caused my flat tire
and inadvertently caused Roger Cummings' death. Is that what you
think happened?”

 

“I didn't say
inadvertently.”

 

Now it was Thea's turn to be silent for a few
moments. “You think this was more than just an animal attack, don't
you?”

 

“Oh it's definitely an animal attack, Thea,
but there are no missing zoo animals on Long Island. And given the
details you just described, I think you may have actually been the
target, but when he couldn't get to you because you stayed in your
car, he killed Mr. Cummings instead.”

 

Thea's mind was reeling.
“He?”

 

“Hmmm?” Joe had been
thinking.

 

“You said,
he, Joe.”
Could this detective know the truth? Could he possibly be thinking
there was a werewolf out there killing people? Thea sat very still,
not realizing she was holding her breath.

 

“Whoever it is that owns this animal. Not a
bear though; maybe a mountain lion or an enormous dog, or a… ” he
searched his thoughts.

 

“Wolf,” Thea
whispered.

 

He pointed at her with a smile. “Yes! A wolf,
they're bigger than dogs, and there is a market for them, easy
enough to raise in your own home.” He was thinking out loud at this
point.

 

Thea let her breath out slowly so as not to be
noticed by the detective in front of her. Her own thoughts raced to
what could have
really
happened, a truth she knew she could never tell
to another human being. It was this: whoever the werewolf was had
chosen her as its next meal, the roses being a ploy, a sick game.
She vaguely wondered if Cammie Johnston had found them too. The
timing was perfect. Knowing the roses would drive Thea out of the
mall just before the sun set, he, assuming it was a he, rigged it
so that she would get a flat tire, assuring his hunting success.
Truthfully, if the weather had been nicer she may have waited
outside of the car for the tow truck to arrive. But when she
didn't, he took the next easiest target: Roger Cummings, the poor
soul who had the unfortunate luck to have received a call from
Triple A that night.

 

“Thea?” Joe was
saying.

 

She brought her attention back to the present.
“I'm sorry, Joe, what were you saying?”

 

“I said, I'm putting protective detail on you
for the next twenty-four hours.”

 

“What?” Uh oh, that was
not going to
work out well. No way is she going to have another killing on her
head. And what would Edric think? What would he do? She stood up
and leaned on the desk between them, looking down at the detective.
“No way, Joe, I refuse.”

 

He stood as well and was nearly a foot taller
than she; he also leaned on the desk. “You don't have a choice,
Thea, I'm ordering it and there's nothing you can do about
it.”

 

“Joe, you can't do
that.”

 

“I can, and I will!” he said
sternly.

 

“And what happens when it's one of your
officers that get attacked next? I can't have that hanging over my
head.”

 

“That's exactly why a unit will be following
you, Miss Daniels.”

 

“Don't try to intimidate me by
using 'Miss
Daniels'. I'm telling you
right now that if I so much
as think
I'm being followed I'll…
”

 

Joe crossed his arms. “You'll what,
exactly?”

 

“I don't know! But I'll think of something.”
She grabbed her purse before turning to
leave.

 

“Thea, wait!”

 

She whirled around.

 

“What time did you leave Roger
Cummings?”

 

She softened visibly. “I don't know, it was
after sunset; five-thirty, maybe five-forty
five.”

 

He walked over to her and sighed, “Thea, I
just want you to be safe. I don't have many friends around here,
but I consider you to be one of them. I don't want to get a call
about you next.”

 

She smiled and touched his arm. “I know, Joe,
but putting a car on me isn't the answer. I'll be careful, I'll
stay indoors tonight, I promise.”

 

Joe simply smiled back at her and opened his
office door.

 

Thea drove home like a paranoid criminal,
making more turns then necessary, constantly looking behind her.
She knew Joe well enough to know that he was going to completely
disregard what she had to say about a car watching her all night.
But what else could she tell him?
No, Joe, whoever you send will either have to deal
with a jealous vampire boyfriend or a ravenous werewolf, so
everyone should just stay in for the night, no matter who they
are.

 

She didn't quite know where to go. She wanted
to go to Edric's home but was afraid of someone following her
there. She couldn't go look for him either, so instead she opted to
go to the cafe on Main Street for a bagel and coffee for a late
breakfast.

*****

 

 

“Detective Gordon?” A young brunette officer
stepped into Joe's office. “Forensics is on line
one.”

 

“Thank you, Samantha.” Joe took out his
notebook before picking up the phone.
“Hello?”

 

The voice on the line sounded young,
“Detective Gordon? This is Carl from forensics. We have the results
from the samples you sent us.” Carl
paused.

 

“And?”

 

“Well, it's somewhat…
inconclusive.”

 

“What do you mean by
somewhat?”

 

“Well,” Carl cleared his throat, “the samples
appear to be some sort of canine, but we're not really
sure.”

 

“What do you mean you're not sure?” This case
was getting stranger by the minute. “Are you telling me it's some
kind of mutant dog or something?”

 

“Closer to a wolf, actually,” Carl's voice was
lower when he answered.

 

“What? Like a cross
breed?”

 

“No, more like an unknown
species.”

 

Joe was silent as he absorbed the new
information.

 

“It's really kind of exciting actually,” Carl
was saying, “from a scientific point of view, you know, finding a
new species and all. I would really like to come over and see the
remains so I could—”

 

Joe hung up the phone and grabbed his coat
before heading down to the county morgue. Roger Cummings' autopsy
was scheduled for today, what was left of him, and Joe wanted to
speak with the doctor in charge.

*****

 

 

Thea was noticeably calmer when she walked out
of the cafe at ten-thirty; that is until she arrived at her car.
She took the red rose out of her door handle where it had been
gently resting and slowly looked around. Once again, she saw no one
who seemed out of place or
wrong in any
way. No one watching her, except…

 

Thea strode over to the patrol car a few
car-lengths away and knocked on the window. “Hi Frank,” she said
sweetly when he rolled down the window.

 

The rookie squirmed in his seat. “Hey Thea!
What a nice surprise seeing you here.”

 

“Save it, Frank, I know Joe told you to tail
me today.”

 

“Oh,” he said, “well, don't tell him you found
me so quickly, okay? This is my first protective detail assignment
by myself.”

 

Thea sighed; she held up the rose. “You didn't
happen to see who left this on my car, did
you?”

 

Frank shook his head. “Sorry, Thea, I was
watching for you to come out of the door, I wasn't watching your
car.”

 

Frank would never survive the night as the one
who was trying to keep Thea safe. “Frank, do yourself a favor and
go home for the night, say you got a stomach bug or something.” She
left him there before he could say anything
else.

 

Banking on the fact that Frank now knew that
Thea was aware of his presence, she was hoping he would not follow
her immediately after their conversation. She drove to Edric's
house but noticed the black car was missing. She left a note on his
door:

 

Got another
flower,

 

Please come
get me right away.

 


~Thea

 

She didn't seem to have any other choice but
to go home until Edric came for her that afternoon. She felt
exhausted, and she could do with a nap
anyway.

*****

 

 

Frank hated to do it, but he called Detective
Gordon. He cleared his throat when the senior officer answered. “Hi
Sir,” he began, “you told me to call if anything
happened.”

 

“What happened? Is Thea all
right?”

 

“Yes, Sir, she's fine, but she saw me. I was
waiting outside the cafe when she came out and she told me to go
home.”

 

Joe smiled on the other end, he had figured
she would do as much.

 

“There was one other thing,
Sir.”

 

“What's that, Frank?”

 

“She asked if I had seen who left a flower on
her car.”

 

“A rose?”

 

“Yes, Sir, but I hadn't seen anyone go near
her car,” Frank said a little nervously.

 

“You mean you weren't paying attention to her
car, is that what you mean?” Joe didn't bother hiding his
irritability. The son of a bitch had left another rose which meant
he still intended Thea to be a target. “Don't worry about it,
Frank. Stay on her until I come to relieve you later. I'm heading
down to the coroner's office and then I'll be
there.”

 

“Yes, Sir.”

*****

 

 

“Well hello, Detective Gordon,” the older
medical examiner greeted over his glasses as Joe walked through the
doors of the morgue. “Come to pay your last respects to Mr.
Cummings?”

 

“Hey Doc.” Joe brought his hand up to his
nose.

 

Dr. Harper grinned and pointed to the desk by the door.
“The vapor rub is over there.”

 

Joe put some under his nose and approached the remains.
“Tell me, Doc, what kind of animal do you think did
this?”

 

“Well, assuming I will find wounds consistent
with the first victim, I would say something large, like a
bear.”

 

Joe shook his head. “There are no missing
bears anywhere and they're not indigenous to these parts either so
it's got to be something else. What about a
wolf?”

 

The doctor seemed to consider this and then motioned for
Joe to come closer to the body. “See these wounds here on the
throat? They were made by something with a long snout, like a
canine or a bear. Now most large dogs can crush a man's throat
easily as the bones aren't that thick. But take a look at this.” He
pointed to the torso. “See the ribs? Notice anything?”

 

Joe tried to make sense of the meat puzzle in front of
him. There were splintered bones everywhere and he could hardly
tell what he was looking for at all. “I don't know, everything
looks broken.”

 

“Precisely! The ribcage was torn open and the ribs bitten
off. As far as I know there are no dogs that can do that. And we
didn't find any broken pieces either, which means the animal may
have ingested them.”

 

“So, can a wolf do that?”

 

“No wolf that I know of. Even the gray wolf, which is the
largest of the wolves, does not have the capacity to crush and eat
bone. A coyote does but these wounds could never have been made by
such a small animal. In addition, from what I understand, the man's
truck was turned over on its side and the door torn off. No, I
still say a bear is what you're looking for.”

 

Joe shook his head. “No, forensics found canine DNA, it
has to be a dog or a wolf or something.”

 

Dr. Harper picked up a plastic bag and took out what was
left of Roger Cummings' clothes. He laid out the blue shirt. “What
do you see when you look at this shirt, Detective
Gordon?”

 

“It's completely torn up, why?”

 

“It's completely torn up because whatever animal did this
to him used its front claws to grab at him and tear him apart. Tell
me, what canine does that? If forensics found canine DNA then you
are looking for a bear-sized wolf-dog that uses its front paws as
weapons. Good luck finding it because it doesn't exist.”

*****

 

 

Thea slowly opened her eyes when her cell phone rang. She
glanced at her bedside clock: 1:15 in the afternoon and she felt
like she could have slept another three hours. Trying to stay on
both her and Edric’s time schedules was proving difficult. The
phone rang again and this time she answered, “Hello?”

 

“Thea? Is that you?”

 

“Who is this?” The voice sounded familiar, but it couldn’t
be.

 

“You’ve forgotten me that quickly?”

 

“Jonathan?”

 

“Yes, it’s me. I got your number from your parents, I hope
you don’t mind.”

 

Sure, because when did they ever think of asking if she
would mind? “No, it’s okay,” she said instead, “how are things?”
She really wasn’t all that interested, but she didn’t know what
else to say.

 

“Well, actually I happen to be down on Long Island and
thought maybe we could get together for dinner.”

 

“Jonathan… ”

 

“I know, Thea, I know, it’s just dinner. I just want to
see how you’re doing. This isn’t a ploy to get back together, I
promise.”

 

“Well, as long as we’re clear on that; I have plans for
dinner though, but I guess a late lunch would be fine.”

 

Thea described a small brewery on Main Street and they set
a meeting time for 2:00. Thinking she had left her old life behind,
she was not at all prepared for a surprise visit from her
ex-fiance, nor was she even all that interested in catching up. Her
life down here had so drastically changed her that she barely
recognized herself in her memories. Her old self was but a shadow
of the woman she had become in the past few months.

 

Breaking up with Jonathan had been the most difficult
thing Thea had ever done. They had started dating when they were
sixteen and he had been the only boy she had ever been with. He was
rich, handsome and kind, three main characteristics to look for in
a husband according to Thea’s mother. Jonathan had proposed to Thea
right at his graduation party. He'd had their lives completely
mapped out: they would both attend Buffalo State University, and
get married as soon as they completed the first four years, after
which he would start medical school. At first Thea had gotten
caught up in all the attention from her family and friends. But as
she began to attend college she had gotten a taste of freedom. They
had very few of the same classes together at first and none by
their third year, and Thea was enjoying new friends and new
interests that were brewing. She had discovered the world of
photography and new plans were forming in her mind that Jonathan
simply did not fit into.

 

He had been devastated when she had broken the news to
him, begging her not to go. After a month’s worth of phone calls
trying to win her back, Thea had gotten a new cell phone number and
moved farther south to the Catskills for an internship. The
distance had proven to work and soon she had completely turned away
from her old life. The death of her grandfather when she was a
teenager had left her a large sum in a trust fund that matured at
the age of 25 and off to Long Island she had come. Now she sat at a
table by the window of the local brewery waiting to meet with the
very person she had run away from. As she
waited, Thea reflected on how different the world had become for
her since meeting Edric. Her safe little life
in Lake George with her small family and small set of friends in
the small town paled, in comparison to the day to day excitement
she experienced now. Living her dream as a photographer,
befriending people in the police department as well as the local
paper, it all had opened up a whole new existence for her. And then
there was the newly discovered
underworld of vampires she had fallen into, a dark universe
she felt drawn to more and more with each passing day. Her hand
instinctively went to the bite mark from the day before. She could
never go back now.

 

She had been watching the doorway and was more than a
little surprised when she saw Jonathan waltz through it. He
possessed a new air of confidence and he seemed older somehow, not
the boy she always thought would never grow up. She stood when he
approached her, his gray eyes holding seemingly new depths. Before
she could object his arms were around her in an embrace.

 

“Thea, it’s so good to see you.”

 

Jonathan held her seat out for her. “Thank you, Jonathan,”
she said, “you look great. There’s something… different about
you.”

 

Jonathan smiled as he sat down. “You look amazing,
Thea.”

 

“Well, life on my own has been a real experience, that’s
for sure.”

 

“So tell me, Miss Professional Photographer,” Jonathan
said after they had placed their orders, “how do you really like it
down here?”

 

Here it comes, She thought to herself, “I love it
down here, Jonathan, I could never go back.”

 

Jonathan smiled. “I’m not asking you to go back, Thea.
I’ve left for good as well. I’m traveling a bit, exploring the
world one town at a time.”

 

“All by yourself?” Thea thought that seemed very out of
character for the little rich boy who always had what he wanted
hand-delivered to him. She tried to soften, she didn’t know why she
felt so much anger toward him. She added a smile to ease the
tension she was creating. “What did your parents think of all
this?”

 

He smiled mischievously. “Well, I was able to convince
them it was the right thing to do.”

 

“And not go to med school? Your father must have been
angry. How did you ever persuade him?”

 

“Let's just say, I had them for dinner one night, and that
was the end of all arguments about it.”

 

“So now you travel around the world, searching for
yourself.”

 

He leaned forward. “Oh I've found myself, Thea, but I am
traveling. I would love a companion.”

 

Thea leaned back in her chair. “I believe I've already
answered that.”

 

“So you are seeing someone then?”

 

Yes, and he’s a blood sucking creature of the night,
so you should really back off with your advances.
“Sort of.”

 

“No commitment?” Jonathan persisted, his eyes gleaming
dangerously.

 

Commitment in the way that his demon wants me all to
itself? “It’s complicated,” she
answered.

 

The waitress came with their lunch then, breaking
the conversation. The
topic of her leaving with him did not come up again.

 

It was 3:00 when she and Jonathan left the brewery. They
walked together to Thea’s car and she gave him a brief hug goodbye.
“It really was great to see you again, Jonathan. It makes me happy
that you are finding yourself. You definitely seem more confident
and sure of what you want. Thank you for understanding my decision
to stay here and not pushing it.”

 

Jonathan shrugged and eyed her with a look she had never
seen from him before, there was a new kind of wanting hidden behind
his eyes and it made Thea a little nervous. She said her goodbyes
and drove away, not expecting to ever see him again.

 

 

 










Chapter 4
New Chapter


 

Edric saw the detective's car parked in Thea's apartment
parking lot and watched him for awhile from his own car. He
appeared to be just sitting there, looking around, waiting.
Obviously he was staking out the place. Edric sauntered up to the
unmarked car and tapped on the window. He wore a satisfied smile
when the officer jumped.

 

Joe had been thinking an impossible thought: of what
kind of animal would only hunt during the night, was as big, and as
strong, as a bear but had unknown canine DNA. He nearly
spilled his coffee on himself when the man rapped on his
window. Usually he was very good at watching for
people, any person, approaching him, especially when
he was on protective detail. Where the hell had this guy come from?
Annoyed, he rolled down the window just enough so he could talk.
“Can I help you?”

 

“'Ello, mate,” Edric allowed his eyes to turn a shade of
red as he talked. “Open your window more,” he commanded.

 

Joe hesitated, but did it. “What do you want?”

 

Edric leaned closer to the detective. “Who are you looking
for?”

 

“That's really none of your business, pal.” Joe didn't
sound as sure of himself as he normally did when he was subtly
telling someone to take a hike. He found it difficult to take his
eyes off of the other man's. What color were they… ?

 

Edric intensified his stare and his eyes changed to a
deeper hue. “Are you here to watch for Forsythea
Daniels?”

 

“Yes.” Joe couldn't believe he was hearing himself answer
this guy, but he was having difficulty pulling himself away from
that gaze; the eyes, there was something not right about
them…

 

“Is she in trouble? You here to arrest her?” Edric leaned
in a little more, anger rising at the thought of his redhead in a
disgusting cage.

 

Joe felt himself shifting his weight away from this
stranger. “Not arresting her, protecting her. I think she'll be the
next victim.” Why was he telling this man so much? He tried to make
mental notes of his appearance to give to the sketch artist later
but, those eyes, he couldn't look anywhere but those
eyes…

 

“And why is that?” Edric insisted. His demon was getting
restless, being allowed to be so close to the surface was a tease,
it wanted to feed.

 

“The roses,” he answered softly. True fear began to grow
somewhere deep inside the seasoned detective. He knew he needed to
stop this, to get away somehow. He felt as if he were falling into
an endless black hole, a black hole with crimson eyes…

*****

 

Thea had gotten past the fact that Edric was now able to
walk into her complex since his earlier invitation, but she still
could not bring herself to invite him into her apartment. It was
more the fact that once he was in he had the power to invite others
like him, and that alone scared her. She trusted Edric, and almost
trusted Liam as much, but she didn’t trust any others within their
community. And if Edric decided to invite Liam, couldn’t Liam in
turn invite Robert? All it took was one vampire to be invited into
a home before a total disaster was possible. She was thankful Edric
had never asked to come in, she didn’t know if she would ever be
able to do it.

 

She was home for about an hour when there was a knock at
her door. She grabbed her coat and purse before peeking through the
eye hole; she smiled when she opened the door. “Edric.” She leaned
into him, her lips lingering on his for a moment until she pulled
the door shut behind her as they left.

 

“I just need to stop and get my mail,” she said as they
passed the wall of small boxes in the lobby. She put her key in and
turned, opening the little door as she did. The floor immediately
became littered with what seemed like a hundred red roses, all cut
off at the base of the flower. She let out a short scream and
jumped back.

 

Edric held onto Thea and instinctively looked around the
lobby. The roses, the detective had said. He quickly
ushered her outside and into his car, before speeding away toward
the safety of his home.

*****

Liam stood and walked over to where Patrick and
Robert were sitting at the bar in Nightly's.
Patrick immediately looked up at his surrogate expectantly. “What
is it?”

 

“Edric is calling.”

 

Patrick stood and looked at Robert.

 

“What?” Robert said as he took a drink, “you really
think the old man wants me there?” He slammed
down his empty shot glass.

 

“But he needs us,” Patrick continued, his demon writhing
to come to the surface; he held it down the way Edric and Liam were
teaching him. Robert always managed to aggravate it.

 

Robert laughed at the younger vampire, “aren't you a
valiant one, Patrick? Who the hell was your sire? Caesar the
Great?” He laughed again.

 

Liam touched Patrick on the arm. “No, Patrick, Robert is
right, Edric won't want him there.” He noticed the demon in front
of him gaining control of the body it dwelled in. “Calm your demon,
Patrick, it is much too proud.”

 

They left the bar together and started toward their
master's home. “Liam?” Patrick asked after a few minutes of
silence.

 

“Yes, Patrick?”

 

“Was Caesar a vampire?”

 

Liam couldn't help but smile.

*****

 

Thea nervously chewed her lip as she paced Edric's floors.
Her thoughts were racing and her anxiety was catching up quickly.
The vampire walked over to her and gently grabbed her above the
elbows. He guided her with him to the couch.

 

“Forsythea,” he said calmly as they sat down. “I need for
you to tell me everything you know. The man who changed your tire
last night—”

 

“Roger Cummings,” she interrupted.

 

Edric nodded. “He was killed last night, do you know
this?”

 

Thea nodded. “Josh called me this morning and asked if I
would call Joe and see if he would tell me anything about
it.”

 

“Who's Joe?”

 

“He's the detective on the case of the mauling in the
warehouse. When I found out who it was that was killed last night I
called him and told him he had changed my flat for me.”

 

Edric clenched his jaw, trying not to show his anger. How
could she have been so foolish as to involve herself with the
police? “Anything else I should know?”

 

Thea looked away from him briefly. “I went into the
station to talk to him.”

 

“You what?” he yelled. “Honestly, Thea, you
have got to learn to use your head a little
more. You cannot go involving the locals of the things that happen
around here.”

 

Thea brought her hands to the sides of her head. “I know,
I know, but the words came out of my mouth before I realized what
was happening and the next thing I knew there I was in his office
telling him about the day. He's the one who thinks the roses are
connected.”

 

“You need to tell me exactly what it is that he thinks is
happening.”

 

She sighed, “he thinks someone has bred an animal and
trained it to attack people. He's not sure what kind, but he's
thinking either a bear or a… ”

 

“Yes?”

 

Thea took a breath before continuing, “or a
wolf.”

 

Edric was trying very hard to keep his ire under control.
“Tell me about the roses, why are they important, aside from the
obvious fact that you have a stalker that I need to
kill.”

 

Thea snapped her attention back to the blue depths
of his eyes. She decided to ignore the last part of his comment.
“Well, at first I thought, maybe I have a secret admirer or
something, trying to hold onto the naive hope that not
everything in this world was rooted in evil. But
when I told Joe about them he seemed to think that the person
responsible for Roger's death originally had me picked out as a
target, and the roses were some kind of game.”

 

Edric nodded slowly. “That's why he was watching
you.”

 

“Who was watching me?”

 

“This detective of yours. I found him in your
parking lot sitting in his car, waiting.” Now it was Edric's turn
to get up and slowly walk the floor in thought. He wondered how
much this detective had figured out. It wasn't going to take long
before he realized that neither a bear nor a mere wolf could do
what had been done. If he was smart, and Edric thought that he was,
he would start to think of other beasts. When all that is possible
is not probable, one will turn to the
impossible.

 

Thea swallowed the lump that had suddenly developed in her
throat as she stood. “Edric,” she joined him and touched his arm so
that he would look at her. “What happened to Joe tonight? I know
you wouldn't have let him follow us here. What did you
do?”

 

The demon in Edric was real, there was no denying its
existence; and it was rooted in evil. So when there came those
times when he could truly frighten people, even Thea, it reveled in
the feelings it elicited. He could hear her heartbeat begin to
speed up and her breath shorten with her fear, and it thrilled him,
excited him. He allowed it to linger. “We spoke, briefly.” He
wrapped his arms around her small waist, pulling her into
him.

 

Thea couldn't help the small thrill her body felt when
Edric hinted dangerously, but did she truly know what her lover was
capable of when it came to her and other men? “What happened to him
after you spoke?” Her hands pressed up against his hard
chest.

 

Edric kissed her then, one hand held onto her hair and the
other found her ass. He heard her whimper but knew she was helpless
to his advances. He released her lips but held onto her, not
allowing her to move her body at all.

 

“Edric… ?” she pleaded.

 

He smiled evilly. “He's fine, Pet, sent him off on an
errand, is all.”

 

Thea let her breath out and hit him playfully. “Don't do
that to me!” She shoved him away but couldn't help a smile. He had
a way of making the scariest situations melt away. Even still, she
decided she would not tell him of her lunch date with Jonathan, she
could only imagine the jealous rage Edric would fly into, knowing
she saw the man she had been supposed to marry.

 

Edric pulled her back into him. “I don't like other men
watching you.”

 

“Joe is just a friend. More than that, he is a detective
in the police department and very important to my career so leave
him alone.”

 

“Making demands now, are we?”

 

“Please?”

 

That very same part of Edric that enjoyed her fright also
thoroughly enjoyed the thought of her begging him. Regardless of
the dangers facing them this night, he wanted her, but
unfortunately, now was not the time.

 

This time it was Edric who pulled away. Thea was surprised
to see Liam stride through the door followed by Patrick. The two
seemed so opposite, Liam with his shoulder length sandy hair,
intense blue eyes, and the perpetual stubble that always
adorned his chiseled face; and as always, clad in his
leather jacket with small chains hanging down in various places and
usual denim jeans. Then there was Patrick, not a vampire she
completely trusted, on account of the fact that upon their first
meeting he had tried to kill her. But there he was in his suit
jacket and slacks, neatly combed black hair and innocently young,
clean shaven face. Thea's body wanted to panic, being surrounded by
demons of the night, as it were, and she had to make a conscious
effort to keep her breathing and her heart rate normal, knowing
they could all sense her body's changes. She wondered what they
were doing there.

 

“You called, Edric?” Liam started.

 

Edric glanced at Thea before answering. “It seems that a
man in the police department believes Thea may be the lycan's next
target.”

 

Liam took a step forward and lowered his voice so that
Thea could barely hear him, “A human knows of the
lycan?”

 

“Not yet, but he's smart. Someone has been leaving roses
for Thea, yesterday and today.”

 

“And James was attacked while he was with Molly,” Liam
added, “the beast could have mistaken them for the two of
you.”

 

“Wait a minute,” Thea interrupted from her place near the
sofa. “Are we really saying that whoever this werewolf is, he's
after me? That the people he's killed this week have all been some
kind of replacement for me?”

 

“Not a replacement,” Edric answered, “as the beast he
probably thought that Molly was you. The truck driver was because
it missed you and it was angry.”

 

“And Cammie Johnston?”


“Who is Cammie Johnston?” Patrick asked
quietly.

 

“The woman in the warehouse the other day, the first
victim. How does she fit in with me?”

 

“Maybe she looked like you,” Patrick offered.

 

“It doesn't matter!” Edric yelled. “What matters is that
it is already nightfall and if he really is after her, then we
don't have much time.”

*****

 

Joe walked into the Starbucks Coffee across town and stood
on line. When he got up to the counter he placed his order with the
kid on the other side and moved over to let the next patron
up.

 

“Back so soon, Joe?” a hefty woman with graying black hair
pulled back in a tight bun asked when she handed him his usual.
“Never seen you order twice in the same night. What did you do,
drop it?”

 

Joe was confused, but now that she mentioned it he did
feel an overwhelming sense of deja vu. “How long ago was I in here,
Mary?”

 

“What do you mean, Joe, it's only been about two hours.”
She eyed the detective curiously. “You okay?”

 

“Yeah, I'm fine.” He left his money on the counter
and quickly went back to his car. Sure enough there was the half
eaten muffin and a half empty cup of coffee in the cup holder. What
was he doing? He had no memory of coming here, he
should have been watching Thea's place. He threw the
new muffin onto his seat and placed the new coffee in the other
holder before driving off.

 

It took him ten minutes to get back to the apartment
complex. He saw Thea's car right where he had seen it when he was
here before… before what, exactly? Before he left. But why had he
left? Frank had called him, told him about the flower, and then he
had headed over to the coroner. That's right, the doctor swore it
was a bear attack, the damage could not have been made by anything
smaller than a bear. But why didn't that fit? Joe tried to remember
why he had been so adamant that it definitely was
not a bear.

 

He took a sip of his fresh coffee and glanced at the clock
on the dashboard: 7:56. Where the hell has he been for the past
hour and a half? He closed his eyes and tried to mentally retrace
his steps. After Frank's phone call he had gone to see the medical
examiner and then to Starbucks, and then straight here to relieve
the rookie. So why had he left? What had happened while he had sat
here? He held onto the last memory he could muster and
concentrated. There was a man, wasn't there? Someone had knocked on
his window… didn't they? It was like trying to remember a dream,
every time he thought he remembered something it just got more and
more distant. He thought there had been a man but he couldn't think
up a single description for him, except… his eyes… they
were—

 

Joe snapped out of his trance, a small fright running
through him. He laughed at himself; here he was a grown man and
thinking about, well thinking about things that simply couldn't be.
Still, he had left his post for a time; he took out his cell
phone.

*****

 

Edric reentered his living room from the library with
three small jars.

 

“What are those?” Thea asked.

 

Edric gave one to Liam. “Mistletoe,” he gave the next to
Patrick and said, “rye,” he held up the last one and announced,
“monkshood, otherwise known as wolfsbane.”

 

“Wait a minute,” Thea said, “I've heard of wolfsbane, and
I know what rye is, but isn't mistletoe hung up at Christmas time
so that people can kiss under it?”

 

“You have no Rowan leaves?” Liam asked, ignoring Thea's
foolish question.

 

“This will have to do. It's all I have so spread it around
the perimeter of the house carefully.” Edric turned to Thea then.
“We'll be right outside, stay in the house until we come back
in.”

 

“I don't understand, Edric, what is all of this
for?”

 

“It should repel the lycan, the smells of these herbs are
a hideous odor to it, should make it stay clear for the
night.”

 

“And tomorrow?” Thea's cell phone rang then, and she went
to her purse to retrieve it. She looked up at Edric. “It's
Joe.”

 

“Don't answer it,” he commanded.

 

“But if I don't answer it then he'll think something
happened, I'll just tell him I'm out with friends.”

 

“And what will you tell him when he asks where you are
exactly?”

 

“I won't tell him where I am, just that I'm
safe.”

 

“No!” Edric yelled. The phone stopped its incessant ring.
“Turn the bloody thing off and stay here; we'll be right back.” The
three vampires left her there, Edric slamming the door behind
him.

 

She waited five minutes and then decided to call Joe back,
knowing he would already be heading up to her apartment by now. She
wanted to get him out of there. If this werewolf was out hunting
for her then she needed to tell Joe a place that the animal would
never find her. She cursed Edric for not having even a television
or radio she could put on as background noise. How could she tell
him she was in a busy place when it was so quiet? She decided a
text would be better.

 

Sorry missed your
call.

 

Out with friends
to the

 

mall and then to
get drinks.

 

Don't worry I'm
fine.

 

She quickly turned off the phone so he couldn't call back
and hoped he was headed to the mall himself, far away from where
she actually was hiding out for the night.

*****

 

The beast sniffed the air as it paced in the small forest.
It was confused. It knew its mate was near; it knew the Other was
near, it could smell their scents. But on the air came painful
smells as well. They stung its eyes and burned the lining of its
nostrils. It rubbed its hideous snout in the cold, fallen leaves
for relief. It crept silently deeper into the trees. It froze
suddenly, movement ahead of it, waking its primal need to hunt. It
sat back on its haunches as its prey unknowingly stepped closer to
its pending doom. At the last second the deer bounded away
fruitlessly. Its death was quick, and there was nothing left of it
by the time the sun rose.

*****

Thea rolled onto her side, draped her arm over Edric's
chest and brought her leg up to rest on top of his cool body. She
felt him draw her close with his embrace. Naughty thoughts filled
her sleepy head, regardless of the other vampires occupying the
small house. She let her hand slowly slide up his naked chest to
his shoulder and caressed his long hair.

 

Thea's eyes flew open and her mouth dropped when she found
herself looking into the wrong set of blue eyes. She tried not to
noticed the fact that Liam was very much pleased by her
actions.

 

Edric's sexy voice came from behind her in barely a
whisper, “not what you thought you'd wake up to now, is it, Luv?”
He kissed her neck, scraping his previous bite mark with blunt
teeth as his hand made its way to the front of her pelvis and
brought her back against his own erection.

 

Thea closed her eyes involuntarily, enjoying the pleasant
flip her stomach always performed whenever Edric had his mouth on
her mark, as if her body was pleading for another bite. She
couldn't help her body's response to the pleasures she felt by his
very touch. This time her senses were doubly assaulted by the
overwhelming sensations that coursed through her at the feel of not
only Edric's lips and body against her, but also Liam's.

 

“Is this what you want?” Edric's whisper was in her ear as
Liam's hands made themselves at home with her body. She felt him
move between her legs as he trailed his cool tongue up her throat
while from behind Edric's lips continued their own assault on her
neck and his hands traveled south to the source of her
arousal.

 

Just as Thea began to feel a swelling in her core she
lazily opened her eyes. Liam's sandy colored hair rose to her face
as his tongue reached her chin. Thea's smile quickly turned into a
grimace of fear when she came face to face with Liam's demon, eyes
blaring red and fangs protruding, his wide opened mouth as he sank
his fangs into her throat.

 

Thea screamed and nearly jumped out of the bed, holding
her hand to her throat and then releasing to check for blood. Edric
came rushing into the room with Liam at his heels. “What happened?”
he yelled.

 

Thea looked at both of them confused, and then thought to
check herself. She was indeed dressed, as were the two of them, of
which she thankful. “Nothing,” she breathed, “it was a dream, just
a dream.” Her breathing slowed to normal and her heart stopped its
pounding in her chest. She sat back down on the bed with her head
in her hands.

 

Edric came over and sat next to her. “You okay, Luv?” he
touched the small of her back, eliciting a little jump from his
lover.

 

Thea forced a smile. “I'm all right, just a dream, it had
seemed so real. What time is it?”

 

“Eight in the morning.” He glanced up at his childe before
continuing, “Thea, I want you to stay with us today, just to be
safe.”

 

Thea stood and faced him. “No. Edric, you guys need to get
some sleep and I have things to do, believe it or not. It's
daylight so he can't hurt me now,” she was starting to ramble. “I
will stay mostly home and just wait for you to come get me
tonight.” She grabbed her purse from beside the bed and backed away
from Edric as he walked slowly toward her. The after-effects of the
incredibly erotic dream she had just experienced were still very
much with her. “As a matter of fact, come get me this afternoon,
whenever you get up, and we'll hide out here again with the
wolfsbane and mistletoe and whatever else, okay?”

 

She turned and bumped right into the solid form of Liam.
She was momentarily struck speechless as the naked body of said
vampire unwillingly came to mind. Edric's voice was suddenly behind
her, “Is that what you want?”

 

Thea nearly leapt out of her own skin and her body
betrayed her with an excited chill. She pushed past Liam. “Yes, I
think that's the best plan so far and I'll be home so you know
where to find me.” She grabbed her coat and put it on. “So, y'know,
I'll just see you later, okay? Okay.” With that she practically ran
out the front door.

 

Liam looked at his sire and rolled his eyes. “Humans,” he
said and went to the refrigerator for a quick snack before he
slept.

 

Edric cocked an eyebrow at the front door and his lips
curled into a half smile. He wondered what her dream had been. He
followed Liam into the kitchen.

 

Thea stood on the front steps and took a long cleansing
breath. She had never been in such an awkward situation in her
life. Did she just have a fantasy about her, her lover and his
childe? She didn't know what was more disturbing, thinking about
that thought in the human sense or the reality of having sexual
encounters with vampires at all.

 

She started down the driveway and stopped when she saw
Patrick standing in the light of the rising sun. Curious, she
approached him.

 

“I'm sorry,” he said, his back still turned to
her.

 

She rounded the side of him so that she could see his
face; she didn't bother worrying about how close she was. She
already had experience with the speed that which this particular
vampire could move. “For what?”

 

“For trying to feed from you, you know, before.”
Thea knew he was referring to when he had been held captive by his
torturous human father who had caged him and run experiments on
him. He had sworn an oath to Edric and Liam, the two that had saved
him.

 

Thea just nodded and shivered in the cold air. She
wondered why they never seemed to feel the cold, or at least to be
bothered by it.

 

“I was different then.” Patrick still stared at the weak
morning sun. “I didn't know what I was supposed to do, how I was
supposed to live. I didn't want to kill them all, I was just so
hungry.”

 

“Patrick, you don't have to… ”

 

“I watch the sun rise and fall every day, so that I
remember that I can still be the man I was, not just the monster I
have become. Edric says it will help me to retain some of my
humanity.”

 

Thea wasn't sure of what to say. Was she supposed to
counsel this vampire? This being who, not three months before, had
already killed and sired at least ten children. “Edric once told me
that it is the ability to hold onto your humanity that gives you
the power to control your demon.”

 

Patrick looked at her then. “Why do you stay?”

 

Thea looked at him, taken aback by his abrupt question.
“I… I don't know… ”

 

“You and I aren't that different, Thea.” He went back to
watching the sun's progress. “We were both lost until Edric found
us. We make an odd family, don't we?”

 

Thea didn't quite know how to respond to that one. If they
were a family, what role did she play? Her thoughts were
interrupted by the sound of the front door opening as Edric stepped
out in his leather jacket and sunglasses.

 

He lit a cigarette before walking over to them. “Get in
the car, Red, I'll drive you home. Patrick, go inside.”

 

Thea watched the younger vampire obey unquestionably and
then walked with Edric to his car. It was freezing inside the
Oldsmobile and Thea put on her gloves.

 

“Cold?”

 

“Aren't you? She asked.

 

Edric shook his head. “The cold doesn't bother us, summer
is much worse.” After they got on the road he pulled her close to
him. “So are you going to tell me what your dream was
about?”

 

She felt her face flush and she couldn't help an
embarrassed smile. “Not likely.” She saw him smile and she wondered
if somehow he already knew.

 

They drove the rest of the way in silence. When he parked
the car he said, “I will walk you up.”

 

Thea was instantly afraid he would ask her to invite him
into her apartment. “You don't have to.”

 

“I wasn't asking your permission.” He exited the car and
looked around. He saw movement in a blue sedan. “Your friend is
here.” He said to her when Thea joined him on his side of the car.
Edric didn't wait for an answer, but instead ushered Thea toward
the front door before the good detective could get out and question
them.

 

He led her to the elevator, something Thea never took just
to get to the second floor. A man approached the small car just as
the doors were closing. “Sorry, mate,” Edric called, “this one's
full!” Once the elevator began its progress upward he pressed the
emergency stop button and halted their ascension.

 

“What did you do that for?” Thea asked.

 

He pressed her up against the wall, his face inches from
hers. “Now, I know you had a pleasant dream,” he began kissing her
neck and Thea felt her knees go weak at the sensation. He moved up
to her ear. “I could smell how much you liked it, just like I can
tell how much you like this.”

 

He kissed her deeply on the lips and allowed his hands to
wander her body. Thea gave in to his advances and wrapped her hands
around his neck. The feelings her dream had caused were still
present and they fed her passion.

 

Edric responded to her urgency, his demon creeping closer
to the surface. All intense feelings were housed in the heart of
the demon; anger, fear, lust, jealousy were just some of them. With
all of these emotions compiling themselves in Edric these past few
days due to the presence of the lycan, it felt good to let his
demon have its due. He quickly relieved Thea of her pants, as well
as himself from his own denim prison. He lifted her effortlessly
and entered her. He instinctively found his bite mark and sank his
fangs into her, intoxicating himself with her sweet
essence.

 

Thea felt an incredible rush when he bit her, but this
time was different. She could feel him drinking, gulping even, from
her vein and the small, rational part of her begged for it to stop.
Her body begged for more. “Edric… stop… please… ”

 

He did as she asked. He retracted his fangs and tucked his
demon safely away, not looking up at her until he did so. He placed
her feet on the floor of the elevator and watched her get dressed.
She wouldn't look at him. When she finished he gently held her face
in his hand. “Look at me,” he ordered.

 

She did as she was told and couldn't help the little bit
of fear she knew he saw in her eyes.

 

Edric kissed her gently, hoping that would be enough to
clear her emerald eyes. “I'm sorry,” he offered, “I took too
much.”

 

Thea quietly brought her hand to her mark. As usual, there
was no blood on her fingers when she checked them. She said
nothing, but pressed the button to get the elevator going
again.

 

Edric walked her to her door and had no expectations of
her inviting him in. He could feel her confusion. He knew
physically she enjoyed the sensation of the bite, but knowing her
as he did, he also knew the mere fact that she had liked it was
throwing her into a state of self-loathing. She needed to get over
that if she was ever going to make it in his world. “Thea,” he
began.

 

She turned to him, a softer look on her face than he would
have expected. She touched her finger to his lips. “No, don't;
don't apologize, don't say it was the demon, and don't say it was
nothing, or that it meant something. Edric, sometimes reality just
comes crashing down on me and I need time to adjust to its weight.
This is just one of those times. But I need to ask something of
you.”

 

“Anything,” he said.

 

Thea took a deep breath, she wasn't sure how he would
react to her request. “Could we just cool it a little with the
biting? Please?”

 

Edric lifted her hand to his lips and kissed it. “Anything
for you.”

 

Thea nodded and unlocked her door. “Pick me up when you
wake up later, okay?”

 

“You could just stay with us.”

 

Patrick's statement about being a family came back to her.
“No, I don't want to be stuck inside all day and it's not like it's
just you and me there.”

 

He took a step closer. “It can be.” He kissed her sweetly.
He could sense her body's reactions, her breath catching, her
heartbeat skipping. She returned his kiss. He broke away, brushed
his lips down her slender throat and kissed her bite mark. He knew
the thrill it would elicit in her, and he felt the need to remind
her of it. He turned without another word and left her standing in
her doorway.

 

No sooner had he left when she saw Detective Joe Gordon
round the corner from the stairwell. She sighed and left the door
open so he could follow her in.

 

She heard him close the door behind them and she raised
her hand to stop him before he started. “Wait, before you yell at
me I just need to take a shower.” She turned her back to him and
made her way to her bedroom. “Go make yourself some coffee, Joe,”
she called before she shut her door.

*****

 

Thea took her time under the soothing heat of the water
raining down on her. She tried to mentally prepare herself for
Joe's upcoming interrogation but those thoughts gave her a
headache. She wanted to scream, to cry, to curl up in bed and never
come out again. She wanted Edric with her and she cursed the day
she had ever met him. She wanted to run away back home where life
was simpler and surely without things like vampires and
werewolves.

 

Eventually she forced herself to come out of the shower.
She put on a pair of flannel pajama bottoms and a sweatshirt, towel
dried and brushed her hair, and finally joined Joe in the
kitchen.

 

“Coffee smells good, Joe.” She helped herself to a cup,
adding milk and sugar to sweeten in up. She grabbed two aspirin and
sat across from him at the small kitchen table.

 

Joe sat there and looked at his friend. She looked like
hell. “Where did you go last night?”

 

“I told you, I went to the mall and then out for some
drinks.” She found it easier to lie to him than she had expected it
to. Somehow facing the day to day life of Edric's Community and all
the things that went with it, made Detective Joe Gordon a very
small worry indeed. Sorry Joe, you're just not all that
scary, she thought to herself.

 

“Why did you leave when I told you not to?”

 

“I don't work for you, Joe, you cannot just give me orders
and expect me to fall in line; if we're going to be friends, then
you should know that about me,” she said before swallowing her
aspirin.

 

Joe leaned forward. “Thea, I am trying to keep you
safe.”

 

“Joe, stop right there. I thought you had someone tailing
me last night.”

 

“I was, as a matter of fact.”

 

“So then why didn't you see me leave with my friends?” She
thought playing stupid was the best way to go with this. She
needn't come across as trying to deliberately ditch him.

 

Joe took a deep breath and felt like screaming in
frustration. She was right, of course. Why hadn't
he followed her, or even noticed that she had left her
building? Because that man had distracted him, that's why. He
thought he would try a different tactic. “You're right, I should
have been paying better attention.”

 

Thea relaxed a little, thankful he had bought her act.
“Sorry Joe, I probably should have talked to you first, I guess we
were both off our game last night.”

 

He smiled and took a sip of his coffee. “So, have you
received anymore flowers?”

 

Thea swallowed hard as she thought of her mailbox. “No,”
she lied. “And I'm not going out today, so I don't plan on
receiving anymore either.” She paused, and then put down her cup.
“Did anyone… you know… did you find another body last
night?”

 

“You know I can't tell you that. But no, not so
far.”

 

Thea just nodded slowly. “Joe, I don't mean to be rude but
I have a killer headache and I actually only just got home from
last night, so I'd really like to get some sleep.”

 

Detective Gordon stood and placed his empty mug in the
sink. “Of course, you do seem a little hungover.” He slowly made
his way to the door. “So was that your boyfriend who dropped you
off?”

 

Thea was struck silent by his question. Was Edric
her boyfriend? How could she actually define what Edric was to
her? No Joe, he's actually my vampire lover, to say
“boyfriend” would imply… what? “Um, we are seeing each
other, boyfriend just sounds so official.”

 

Joe stared her down using his police eyes, often saved for
catching people in their lies. “Well, maybe I can meet him one
day.”

 

Thea had to smile. “Maybe.” Yes, you and
Josh can come down to Nightly's Pub one night.

 

Joe opened the door but turned to look at her seriously.
“Thea, I want you to stay in tonight, no matter what. Lock this
door and your windows, do I make myself clear? Because, God help
me, if I come by and find that you have gone out with your friends
again, I'm liable to throw you in jail just to keep you
safe.”

 

Right, Thea thought confidently,
like Edric would ever allow you to do such a thing to me.
“Goodbye, Joe.” She closed the door and locked it. She
couldn't help the knowledge creeping into her soul, the fact was,
she was only just beginning to realize the power she held as
Edric's mistress.

 

She grabbed a bag of mini-muffins and climbed into bed. As
she fell asleep with the TV on, outside it began to
snow.

*****

 

Edric awoke to an empty house. He hadn't expected Liam or
Patrick to stay; they were probably headed down to
Nightly's. Since the lycan had arrived and James
killed, those in the Community were staying as close together as
they could. It was the same no matter what species you were: there
was safety in numbers.

 

He went to a window and carefully pushed aside part of the
heavy drapery. The sun was weakening in strength as it prepared to
set. It had snowed while he slept. A soft covering of about an inch
lay across the ground, killing whatever remaining scent the herbs
they had spread last night, may have still had. They would not work
again. It was the last night of the cycle, the weakest for the
wolf, at least they had that going for them.

 

He entered the kitchen to feed before going out into the
day.
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	The
Community: Existence Book 1 (2011)
This is the first book in an exciting new vampire series filled
with intrigue, mystery, romance and thrills. Read the reviews,
people everywhere are saying how they cannot put this book down and
cannot wait until the next book in the series comes out so they can
continue to see what happens next with this couple.

Forsythea Daniels has just left her simple life in the small
town of Lake George, N.Y. to start a new life on Long Island as a
freelance photographer for a local newspaper. While on her first
crime scene she meets a man named Edric, who saves her life more
than once; but is this man her savior or a part of something else,
something that has learned to survive over the centuries? The
Community lives in the shadows and the human population pretends it
does not exist. But as Forsythea is about to discover, there are
indeed things that go bump in the night, and she has fallen in love
with one of them.

Edric has rules within his Community, rules that have thus far
kept them safe and out of the light of the human world. But when
child vampires begin to mysteriously show up around the town he has
no other choice but to step in and find out who has gone against
their code. When he meets Forsythea, he feels the demon inside of
him struggling to be set free and possess her. Can he keep in
control of his humanity, or will he allow his darker side to take
over?



	


The
Community: Stigmata Book 3 (2011)
The third book in this exciting vampire series will find Thea
caught in a battle of black magic brought on by a man determined to
hunt down and kill as many vampires as he can. Now he has come to
Pellman, and he knows about Edric. Will the Community survive this
new attack? Can Thea come to terms with her new life and the impact
it may have on her soul and its eternal life. Is she too lost in
the world of vampires to be saved?

23 years ago the vampiress Molly made a grave mistake, and now
it has returned to hunt those within the Community. Thea has had a
crisis of faith now that she has fallen in love with a vampire.
Years have passed since she has stepped foot in God's house. Is
there still hope for her soul?

Is the new priest really what he seems? Or is he hiding behind
the church in order to cover his own dark secret? He knows Thea is
connected to the vampires, but when his dark curse fails to bring
Thea to him, he enlists the help of a young man who battles a
violent darkness of his own.

Will Thea survive her abduction? Can Edric find her before it is
too late? He will need to reach back into his past to once again
unlock the secrets of magic, if they all hope to survive the battle
to come.



	


The
Community: Wandering (Book 4) (2011)
This is the fourth book in this series. In this volume, the
author takes you back and forth between two timelines that start
out being only days apart, but eventually meet up at the end.

We start out by seeing Thea be taken to the emergency room and
leter put under a drug-induced coma by her doctors. Edric sits
vigil by her side, most of the time, but ends uptaking part in two
murders while he is in the town of Southampton.

When the author takes us back a few days we see Thea going on
vacation to Block Island to get away from the dark underworld she
has recently been partaking in. But Fate has other plans for her
when she meets Ted, who is being hunted by a band of four
vampires.

Can Thea protect Ted from the vampires? Will she survive her
stay in the hospital? Find out in the fourth book in The Community
Vampire Series.
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