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“I'm
dying,

 


praying,

 


bleeding,

 


I'm screaming.

 


Am I too lost to be saved?

 


Am I too lost?”

 


— Evanescence













Prologue


 

“In nomine dei, te depricor
daemon, fur vitae, bibere sanguinem. Convertimini ad me
cinere.”

Keith O’Brien kept up his Latin chanting in spite of
the screaming woman that lay at his feet, writhing in pain. They
were deep underground in a cellar. Five candles surrounded the
vixen in a pentagram on the floor. He looked down upon her when he
stopped his words. She immediately ceased her flailing and began to
get up, wavering as she stood. Keith took out a bottle of Holy
Water from his pocket and threw droplets at her.

“In nomine dei, te depricor
daemon.”

She laughed at him. “What’s that
supposed to do,” she mocked him, “is that supposed to burn
me? Don’t believe everything you read!” The woman’s face suddenly
changed and her eyes turned scarlet as fangs protruded her ruby
lips. She hissed at the man in front of her and lunged at
him.

“Fur vitae, bibere
sanguinem.”

Keith stayed where he was, knowing
that the magical barrier he had already conjured would shield him
from the vampire’s attack. “Where are the rest of your kind?” he
asked calmly. “I know they’re in the area. Tell me where and I will
pray for your soul.”

The woman laughed at him again.
“You're a fool! What makes you think I have a
soul?”

“Convertimini ad me
cinere.”

Keith continued reading from the
book he held once again and the vampire fell to her knees in agony.
He stopped again and looked at her expectantly.

This time she looked up at him with
solemness. “I’ll never tell you anything, so you may as well kill
me. But know this: he will come for you for what you’ve
done.”

Keith sighed and started chanting
the final incantation,“In nomine dei, te depricor daemon, fur
vitae, bibere sanguinem.”

The vampire screamed and clutched
at her abdomen, falling onto the cold, stone floor. Keith paused
and glared at her.

She stared into the darkness.
“Edric… ”she whispered.

Keith’s eyes narrowed.
“Convertimini ad me cinere.”

A cold gust of wind came through
the cellar and blew out the candles encircling the vampire. Keith
felt the familiar surge of power course through his veins, as if
his very blood bubbled with it. He reached up and pulled on a small
chain, lighting the bulb above him. In the center of the candles
was a pile of dust. He went to it and brushed it into a jar. After
sealing it he put it on the shelf to be used at another time. Then
he put away the candles and exited the room, locking the solid oak
door behind him. He entered his study to replace the ancient book
in his safe and glanced at the clock on his desk; they would be
coming soon.

Keith took a quick shower and put
on his black suit, buttoning the shirt up to the collar. He went
back into his study and sat at his desk, writing down what he would
say to them. This was his first week and he wanted to make a good
impression. There was a knock on the door. “Come in,” he called as
he folded his paper.

A young man of 25 entered the room,
nervously averting eye contact. “Father O’Brien, they’re waiting
for you.”

Keith stood and placed the white
collar under his shirt. “Thank you, Seth.” He grabbed his robes and
followed Seth out the door.

 










Chapter 1

 


 

Edric sat up in his bed when he
felt a disturbance within his very depths. He allowed his demon to
search the world outside of his home. Someone in his bloodline had
been killed. Not one of his own, but removed a generation or two,
and it didn't feel quite right. Vampires always felt when one of
their blood descendants was taken, but it had never bothered him in
the past, certainly had never awakened him from his slumber. He
glanced up at the antique clock keeping time on the wall across
from him. It was only 3:00 in the afternoon. Tonight he would ask
around and find out who it had been. He lay back down and quickly
fell back to sleep.


*****

 

Thea sat very still in the chilly,
late afternoon air. It was Saturday, and officially the first day
of Spring, her favorite season to photograph. With her zoom lens
she took pictures of a robin gathering materials for her nest. She
also got two blue jays and an oriole. They were the perfect shots
for the news article “Signs of Spring” she was helping to
complete for the town newspaper, The Pellman Chronicle.
Now she just needed to get them to her reporter friend, Joshua
Myers. She put away her camera and took a deep breath. Sweet scents
of warmth, nature and rebirth of spirit filled her lungs. She
smiled when she stood; it was going to be a great
season.

She took her time walking out of
the small patch of woods behind the park in the heart of the town
of Pellman. Of course, uptown Pellman was a safe place to stroll
about leisurely, something Thea would never do downtown. She walked
across the street into the small cafe on Main Street and ordered a
coffee and a ham and cheese sandwich. She sat in her usual spot, at
a table near the window, and people watched.

She noticed a crowd walking into
the small church on the corner for 5:00 mass. It was an
old-fashioned white chapel with a bell tower that chimed at noon
everyday. Above the large, wooden double doors, there was a
beautiful circular, stained glass window. Bright shades of red,
green and blue surrounded a big metal cross in the middle of the
glass.

Thea sighed as she watched the
churchgoers enter their house of worship. She had been feeling its
pull ever since she had arrived in the city of Pellman, N.Y. nearly
eight months ago. She had been raised Catholic, but had lost her
way since her college days and had never seemed to find the time to
go back. Now that she had entered the underworld of demons such as
vampires and werewolves, and who knew what else, she felt an
intense draw to return to her faith.

She thought about going to the
service, but had a frightening image of bursting into flames once
she crossed the threshold. She shook her head and smiled at herself
for such a crazy thought.


*****

 

Detective Joe Gordon reached into
his bottom drawer and pulled out a small water bottle. He was
trying not to drink coffee constantly throughout the day and had
made a deal with himself that after noon it was only water. He had
already made it through an entire week successfully, but about an
hour ago had been handed a case file that would surely test his new
found discipline. It wasn't a new case but it was new to him. There
had been three brutal rapes in Pellman over the past two years.
Well, three that seemed to be connected anyway. The problem was,
two of the girls had been murdered and the third wasn't talking.
Not only was Jenifer Larson not talking, but she had moved back to
Maryland to live with her parents, who, conveniently enough, were
never available to take his calls.

All the girls had been found in the
woods just outside of town, and all had been brutally tormented,
burn marks and bruises left on their skin.

There were no leads and the
description that Jenifer had left with the sketch artist produced
such a general image of a typical man it was basically useless. All
they really knew was that he was white with light hair, either dark
blonde or light brown and that he seemed to be crazy. Well, yeah,
you would have to be pretty screwed up in the head to commit the
acts of violence this guy had. But Jenifer had remembered that he
had been talking to himself; she also admitted to being high at the
time so anything she said could easily be thrown out of court by
any first year law student.

There had to be a connection
between the girls aside from their type. They were all between the
ages of eighteen and twenty-four, slight build, white and they all
had drugs in their system at the time of the attacks. There was no
way for him to trace where they had gotten the marijuana
from.

He decided to try Jenifer Larson
again. He called the Maryland number and was about to hang up after
the fourth ring when a timid voice answered,
“Hello?”

“Hello, is this Jenifer
Larson?”

There was a pause.
“Yes.”

“Jenifer, my name is Detective Joe
Gordon with the Suffolk County Police Department on Long Island. I
was wondering if I could ask you some questions.”

There was another pause, and then,
“I already told the police everything I remember, I was smoking
when it happened.”

“I know all that, Jenifer, I just
wanted to ask you if you remember going anywhere special in the
days before your attack?” Joe tried to sound as soft as his deep
voice would allow. “Someplace that maybe this guy met you at. Can
you think of anything at all?”

There was silence on the other end,
and except that he could still hear some background noise coming
through the phone, Joe would have thought she had hung up on him.
After about a minute she finally answered, “There was this
party.”

“At someone's house?” Joe
hoped.

“No, not like that, it was a rave
downtown, some warehouse.”

“That's good Jenifer, that's really
good, can you think of anyone at this rave that maybe paid a little
too much attention to you or anything?”

“No, and look, this doesn't change
my mind, even if you think you catch this guy, I am not going to
testify.”

He was losing her, he had to regain
her trust quickly. “I'm not asking you to testify, Jenifer, I'm
just trying to catch this bastard before he hurts someone
else.”

There was more silence for about
twenty seconds and then Jenifer gave him something he could work
with. “The rave comes around every year. That's all I can tell
you.”

“Thank you, Jenifer, I appreciate
your help.” Joe heard an audible click on the line and
knew she had disconnected. It didn't matter, he had gotten some new
information. This yearly rave may be where this psycho was picking
up his targets.

Joe was determined to see this case
through. The captain had personally handed him this file in the
hopes he would be able to stop the next attack. The rapist was
pretty consistent, it seems springtime was his season of
choice.

 


*****

 

It was around 9:30 when Edric drove
his black 1979 Cutlass into the parking lot of a broken down strip
mall in downtown Pellman. In general, most of the human population
avoided the downtown area unless they were buying drugs, selling
drugs or engaging in prostitution. It was the perfect place to hide
his Community. The beaten down set of stores housed a dollar store,
a small grocery and three empty storefronts. It also was home to
the only hang-out the vampires had full, uninterrupted access to;
they all congregated at some point here, at Nightly's Pub.
The humans hardly even acknowledged its existence, any of it, and
that was the way Edric liked it.

Of course, there were those few
people who still happened by. Sometimes they would come in on
purpose. Some, disturbed or alienated enough, to be used as regular
sources, usually very young women who were too young to get into
the human bars and thought themselves special that they shared in a
dark secret, or middle aged women who were so starved for attention
from any man they could get it from. In all cases, desperate and
wanting.

Other times, some stupid humans,
usually men, would mistakenly think they were walking into a simple
dive bar on the wrong side of the tracks in order to make some
trouble. Those nights were always fun.

Edric approached the door and took
note of the six unfamiliar motorcycles parked in the front. He gave
them a once over and chose the black and chrome one for himself. He
smiled evilly as he opened the door.

He heard the barkeep, a vampire
they called Captain, address the newcomers, “So, what gang did ye
fellers say ye hail from?”

One of the men corrected him, “It's
a club, Grandpa.”

Captain cocked a smile at him.
“Folks 'round here call me Cap'n.”

The six men laughed and the same
man responded, “And this dump is your pirate ship, right?” The men
laughed again. The apparent leader slammed his fist down on the
bar. “Another round, Captain, this time on
you.”

The vampire placed his hands down
on the bar, the hunger in his eyes turning them a slight reddish
hue.

“S'all right, Cap'n,” Edric was
saying, suddenly appearing next to the biker. “I'll buy the gents a
round.”

The biker turned to Edric. He
reeked of cigars and liquor and his teeth were yellow when he
smiled. His upper lip was hidden behind an unkempt mustache and he
wore his ratty, mousy brown hair back in a
ponytail.

“If ye say so, Edric,” Captain
smiled as he put down a round of six beer bottles and a glass for
the vampire.

The biker eyed Edric suspiciously
for a moment but when Edric raised his glass, the biker tipped his
beer at him. “Thanks, man.”

“My pleasure, mate, cheers.” Edric
said before taking a drink from his glass.

The biker looked quizzically at
what Edric was drinking and asked, “What is that, a Bloody
Mary?”

Edric smiled. “A bloody somebody.”
He laughed along with the biker as he watched Molly saunter over to
one of the others to claim him; within a minute she was sitting on
his lap, innocently smiling up at her prey. Edric glanced over at
the pool table where Liam and Patrick were playing against Robert
and another vampire. Liam nodded to his sire as one corner of his
mouth raised in a half-smile. Then Edric turned back to the biker
and asked, “So, can I assume that the black and chrome bike out
there is yours?”

The biker smiled. “Yeah, it is. You
ride?”

Edric shook his head. “Not in a
long time, but I'm thinking about getting a new one. I like yours.”
Edric finished his drink and placed the glass back on the bar,
close to the biker. He was pleased when the biker stared at the
thick, red substance still stuck to the sides. “I'll bet you're a
wagering man, aren't you, mate?” Edric clapped the biker hard on
the back and noticed the attention the other five humans suddenly
came to when he did.

The biker tore his eyes from
Edric's empty glass and looked at the dark-haired man next to him.
His eyes narrowed and he stood as tall as he could, a stance that
made most men cower. But something was a bit… off about
this man. “I like a sure thing when I see it,” he
replied.

Edric smiled as he stood face to
face with the biker, whose friends had put down their beers and
made a semi-circle behind their fearless leader. Molly stood next
to her human and hung on his shoulder, whispering empty promises
into his ear. Captain quietly cleared glasses and bottles from the
bar, and the billiard game had ceased in the back. The playing
field had been set and everyone knew who the players would be,
everyone, that is, except the humans.

“Then I'll make you a wager, mate,”
Edric offered. “I'll wager that before the night is through, you'll
be begging me to take your ride.”

This time all of the bikers
laughed. Finally the leader responded, “You think I'm gonna beg you
to take my bike? Not only would you have to get through me, but
you'd have to deal with the rest of my pack.” He gestured with his
head to the men behind him. Then he became serious as he jabbed a
finger at Edric's chest. “Since you were generous enough to buy us
a round, I'll give you one chance to walk away. Now why don't you
take your ruddy little accent,” he mocked in a cockneyed tone, “and
get the hell out of here, before I knock your teeth
out.”

Edric nodded his head slowly at the
man in front of him and then walked toward the front door. He could
hear the bikers laughing behind him, one of them saying, “I knew
he'd run away.” But the room could have heard a pin drop, when
Edric stopped and locked the door.

He turned to face the room. All
eyes were on him, the demons in the room anxiously awaiting the
signal to pounce, his own demon pacing within. He walked
purposefully toward the biker, his blue eyes turning a shade of
red. “Now, let me introduce you to some of my pack.” In
lightning quick movements Edric was on the man and spun him around
to face the room, his sharp nails digging into the human's throat
as Edric grabbed him from behind.

The other bikers watched in horror
as the dark-haired man's face distorted into that of a nightmare's.
His eyes were bright red and his mouth filled with sharp teeth. A
thin line of blood trickled from where his creature-like claws
pierced their leader's skin.

“First, there's one of my eldest,
Liam.”

Liam stepped up, his demon afront,
and stood behind the other bikers.

“Then there's his childe, Robert,
and our youngest, Patrick.” They too, joined the larger circle
forming around the humans, instilling sheer panic into all the
hearts that still beat within the room.

Edric continued, “And I believe
you've already met our dear Cap'n.” The vampire behind the bar
hissed at the interlopers. “And finally,” Edric finished, “my sweet
Molly.”

“Oh Edric, I like this one,” she
purred as she played with the man's ear. He visibly shook with
fear. “Can I keep him?”

“Not this time, Molly. Their type
don't make for good kin.” He shot a glance at Robert, who knew
better than to challenge the Master of the
Community.

Molly let out an exaggerated sigh
and said to the man, “Daddy's always ruining my fun.” She waited
until Edric gave her a slight nod before allowing the evil within
to take over her body. She ran her fingers through the biker's hair
and pulled his head to one side. When she bit into his neck he
screamed, finally breaking the trance all of the bikers had been
under. The four remaining men tried to scatter, screaming for their
lives, realization dawning on them; they were trapped in a lion's
den with no hope of escape.

Liam grabbed the man in front of
him and pulled him up so that he was eye to eye. “You ever look
into the eyes of a devil?”

The man shook his head in a
panic.

Liam spun him around. “Say hello to
Patrick.” He shoved the man into the waiting arms of the other
vampire. One of the other bikers tried to run passed and Liam
jumped out in front of him. “Where do you think you're going?” he
teased. “We're just getting started.” He morphed into his demon
side and leapt at the human's throat stifling the scream of horror
attempting to escape.

Robert advanced slowly on the two
remaining humans, a wicked smile playing his lips. They backed into
the bar where Captain jumped up and snatched one, pulling him
across and down onto the floor behind the bar.

Robert stared down the last of the
free men. “What's the matter? Not going to try to fight for your
life?” He looked at the man who was frozen with fear. “No? Well,
can't say I didn't give you a chance.” Robert punched the man in
the stomach, doubling him over; his mouth hung open, gasping for
air. Then the vampire punched him in the face, unhinging his jaw
and sending three broken teeth flying before moving in to devour
him.

Edric forced the biker to witness
the carnage and could feel him giving up the fight. His body felt
heavier, weighed down with grief and terror. Edric thought he could
hear the man praying. “Tell me, mate, what did you think you and
your pack were going to do in here tonight, hmm? Did you
think you were going to come into my place and rough up
the old barkeep and maybe a few of the locals? Is that what you
thought?”

Edric heard the biker mumble
something. “What's that, mate? Didn't catch
that.”

“My bike!” he shouted. “Please,
take it, take all of them, please just take it and let me
go.”

Edric let go of his grip on the
human and turned him around to face him, his human facade showing,
allowing the mortal a moment of hope. “Ah, that's right, our little
wager. I bet that you would beg me to take your ride before the
night was through.” He laughed and clapped the man on the back. The
man tried to smile back, barely able to breathe. Edric put out his
hand. “Keys.” The man frantically placed the motorcycle keys in the
open hand. “The thing is, mate,” Edric continued, “we forgot to
discuss exactly what the wager was. See, you didn't let me finish.
What I meant to say was, I'll bet, your life, that you'll
be begging me to take your ride before the night is through. And it
looks like I win.”

Edric gave his demon full access,
enjoying the slight shift he always felt before the rush
of unbridled energy and power. He rarely allowed himself to take in
the pleasure of it, but tonight he felt the need to participate in
the obliteration of these men who dared to set foot into his
Community, his kingdom. He tore into the man's throat and pulled
out his jugular with his teeth, sending a fountain of blood into
the room before drinking from it. After only a minute of feeding he
threw the barely alive man into the crowd of hungry demon
spectators before returning to the bar. He motioned for Liam to
join him.

“What is it Edric?” Liam asked,
still smiling from the adrenaline of a good game.

“Someone in my bloodline was killed
last night. I want to know who it was.”

Liam looked at him affirmatively.
“Yes, I felt it too, but this time it was different, wrong
somehow.”

Edric shook his head. “It wasn't
done the usual ways. I think it was done by
magic.”

“Magic? Like a
witch?”

“No, witches don't use this kind of
magic. This was different, older. I want to know who it was that
was killed. Report to me when you know.”

Edric got up and left the bar that
was still buzzing with energy. He had his own ideas about how to
expel his leftover adrenaline. He took the keys out of his back
pocket and climbed onto his new motorcycle.




*****

Thea's eyes were burning as she
stared at her computer screen. She had enrolled in an online course
for credits toward her degree in forensic photography. In order to
work for the local police department there were certain courses
required. She had only needed two of them in order to apply for the
job, but an additional two more would give her a degree, which of
course at the time seemed like the logical thing to do. Now she was
almost regretting her decision. There were no local schools
providing the classes she needed so she went online to find them,
figuring it would be a breeze. How hard could an online course be
anyway? Well, when you factor in having to work during the day and
keep up with a social life that mostly took place in the wee hours
of the night, it was turning out to be more difficult than
expected.

It was already midnight when she
finished her required reading and closed her laptop. She had just
slipped it into her leather satchel when Edric's sudden voice
caused her to nearly jump out of her own skin.

“You shouldn't leave your windows
open at night, Luv.” He sauntered over to her and leaned his hands
on the arms of her chair, bringing himself face to face with her.
“Someone might break in and take advantage of you.” He opened her
pink robe slightly, revealing a black satin negligee. “Especially
if you're going to be wearing little things like this,
now.”

Thea's breath caught as she took in
the sexy form and captivating blue eyes of her lover. “I wasn't
sure if you'd be stopping by tonight, I wanted to be prepared,” she
said. He had a mischievous spark in his eyes that sent a pleasant
chill up her spine. “What's with you tonight?” she asked carefully,
a smile threatening her pink lips. “I'm not sure if I like that
look in your eye.”

Edric lifted her into his arms.
“This look? Oh, you're going to learn to like this look.”
He captured her mouth in a deep kiss as he carried her into the
bedroom.

Thea had made a point of buying
heavy draperies for the apartment ever since she had finally
invited Edric into her one-bedroom apartment. He took it upon
himself to come and go as he pleased, never needing a key, he
managed to find his way in one way or another.

Edric gently placed Thea down onto
the bed. “Stay there,” he ordered before leaving the room. He came
back a minute later carrying a small bowl of strawberries. He set
it down next to the bed.

Thea smiled up at Edric. “For
me?”

“Yes,” he answered,
“hungry?”

Thea sat up. “A little.” She gave
Edric a lustful glare and pulled down the covers, inviting him in
with her. “But the fruit can wait.”

Edric smiled and kissed Thea
deeply. Their tongues dueled for dominance and Thea pulled Edric
down to the bed forcefully. He moaned, excited by her
assertiveness. He guided her arms above her head and held them
there easily with one hand. Thea’s heart raced in reaction and she
wrapped her legs around Edric’s hips, pulling his body closer to
her own. He released the kiss and gazed down at her lust-filled
eyes. Smiling evilly he said, “Close your eyes.”

“What?”

“You heard me,” he warned
playfully. “Close your eyes.” When Thea complied he added, “Now,
don’t move.”

Thea felt him get off the bed and
wondered what he could be doing. She heard drawers being opened and
closed but decided against asking. He wanted to play and the
thought of it excited her. She felt the bed dip as he climbed up
her body. “Can I open my eyes now?”

“No.”

Thea felt Edric put some kind of
blindfold around her eyes. She couldn’t see through it at all. A
ripple of panic ran through her. “Hey! Edric– ”

Edric kissed her roughly. “Hush
now, Pet, or I won’t play nice.”

Thea quieted and did not put up a
struggle when Edric tied her hands to the bars of the headboard
with what Thea thought were a pair of nylons.

Edric looked down at his redheaded
goddess and marveled at how delicious she looked in bondage. He
planted kisses down her body, reveling in the taste of her and
loving the moans he drew from her in response. She writhed
underneath him, her breath coming in short gasps.

Thea’s body was on fire with need;
she didn’t know how much more she could take of his teasing. She
thrust her hips against him as he brought her to climax and she
called out with pleasure.

Edric ached for release, but he had
a bit more planned. He felt Thea’s body shudder when she came. She
pleaded with him, exciting him more. He climbed up the bed and
kissed her full on the lips. “Still hungry, Pet?” he asked
huskily.

Thea nodded and pulled at her ties,
loosening them slightly.

“Oh no you don't,” He said as he
secured her bonds. “Are we going to be naughty, now?” he breathed
before taking her mouth in a passionate kiss. He loved being in
total control.

Edric let Thea catch her breath
before taking a strawberry from the bowl. He trailed the cool fruit
around Thea’s breasts and up to her mouth. She flicked her tongue
at it playfully before biting it, causing juices to flow down her
chin and cheeks. Edric hardened at the sight of her. He took
another strawberry and held it in his mouth halfway. Bringing it
down to Thea, he entered her just as she bit into it. They both
moaned and Edric licked her lips of the juices. He began a slow
rhythm, the pressure in him building.

“Edric please… ,” Thea
begged.

“Tell me what you want, Baby,”
Edric said as he thrust once hard.

Thea cried out in pleasure, “You
know what I want.”

He thrust once more and pulled out,
staying just inside her entrance. “I want to hear you say it,” he
said wickedly before thrusting one more time.

Thea bit her bottom lip as she
bucked her hips up to him, trying desperately to find release. She
finally gave into his demands. “Edric, I want you,
please!”

Edric fulfilled her request. With
every cry of pleasure from Thea, Edric quickened his pace. Just as
he felt his climax coming on he pulled out. Thea whimpered in
protest but he ignored her, wanting his game to last a little
longer.

He positioned himself below her on
his knees. Placing a small pillow under her pelvis, he entered her
again, holding onto her hips for leverage. Resuming his previous
pace, he pulled her into him, burying himself to the hilt. He
moaned loudly with every thrust. He heard Thea’s cries increase as
she neared another orgasm. His eyes turned crimson and he bent over
her and sank his fangs into her breast, intensifying the pleasure
for both of them. He drank from her as he came down and tucked his
demon away after he retracted his fangs.

He reached above her and untied her
hands and removed the blindfold. Immediately her arms embraced him.
He sucked at her puncture wound until the bleeding stopped and her
heart rate slowed to normal.




*****

 

“Forsythea,” Edric whispered softly
into her ear. “Wake up, Luv.”

Thea breathed deeply as she
stretched. She blinked herself awake and looked at Edric, already
dressed. “What time is it?” she asked sleepily.

“One-thirty,” he answered and
tossed some clothes onto the bed for her. “Get dressed, we're going
out.”

Thea sat up.
“Now?”

“Hey, you're the one who's been
begging to go out on a real date for months. Now let's go, we're
burning moonlight.”

Thea was amazed at Edric's ability
to choose the right clothes for her. He preferred her in what
happened to be the most comfortable for her: a pair of jeans and
form-fitting sweater.

The March night was chilly and Thea
opened her closet to retrieve her jacket. “Won't be needing
anything from there,” Edric said from behind her. He held up a
burgundy leather jacket.

“What's that?”

“Thought you could use a new
jacket,” he explained. He watched her put it on, satisfied it was a
proper fit. “It's perfect,” he said before putting on his own black
one and leaning down to kiss her. “Let's go.” He started toward the
door.

Thea followed. “Where exactly are
we going?”

“You'll see.”

When they exited the building, Thea
looked around for the familiar black sedan. “Where's your
car?”

“Got a new ride tonight, Pet.”
Edric walked over to a pristine black and chrome Harley Davidson
motorcycle.

Thea's eyes went wide as she joined
him at the bike. “Wow, where did you get this? It's
beautiful.”

“Won it in a wager.” He straddled
the bike and handed her a helmet from the studded saddle
bags.

She happily put on the gear and
climbed aboard. “Who would be stupid enough to bet against you in
anything?”

“You'd be surprised.” He smiled at
himself as he brought the engine to life.

“You know,” Thea started, “I've
never really been on one of these things.”

“Then you'd better hang on.” He
took off out of the parking lot and down the road, heading
downtown. Thea held onto his waist tightly. He laughed when he
heard her delighted squeal.

Edric drove into the parking lot of
what seemed to be an old warehouse. He parked in a handicap spot in
the front and proceeded to the front of a line that nearly went
around the building.

Thea stayed close to Edric when he
put his arm around her shoulder and held onto his waist. She could
hear loud music coming from inside. She noticed some angry glances
from the people still waiting on line as they cut to the
front.

“Back of the line, friend,” The
bouncer said, not even looking up at them when they approached. The
man was a veritable mountain with biceps that threatened to tear
the sleeves in his tee shirt. He was cleanly shaven, including his
head.

Edric didn't move. “We're on the
VIP list, mate.”

The bouncer looked up at him then,
“There is no—”

Edric took a step closer and Thea
thought she could feel a change in him, guessing he must be
changing his eyes the way he did when he wanted to influence
people. “Check again, Mate.”

The large man stared , almost
blankly, at Edric as he unlatched the velvet rope leading to the
doorway. “Go ahead in; enjoy yourselves.”

Once inside, Edric led Thea toward
the back of the club where there were a few sofas set up with end
tables in front of them. Liam was already occupying one of them
with a pretty blonde girl sitting next to him sipping a fruity
looking drink. He smiled when they approached. “Hello, Missy,” he
said to her.

Edric motioned for Thea to sit.
“What do you want to drink, Luv?”

Thea had never really played much
of the bar scene, even in college. She wasn't all that fond of the
taste of alcohol. “I don't know,” she said, “something
sweet.”

“Could you get me a refill too,
please?” The blonde handed Liam her empty glass.

Thea watched the vampires leave and
turned to the young woman sitting to her left. “My name's
Thea.”

“I'm Blaire.”

“How long have you known Liam?”
Thea had to yell to be heard above the music pounding through the
speakers. She wondered if Blaire was aware of what Liam
was.

“We met outside. I was on line with
my friends and he said he was on the VIP list and took me in with
him. I think my friends are still on line.” She giggled at
that.

Thea smiled at her, hoping Liam
would keep his intentions somewhat good. Obviously she had no idea
of just what it took to be on the VIP list. She liked her though.
Speaking with Blaire, Thea realized she had been missing out on
expanding her friendships. Here it was, about eight months living
on Long Island, and her friend list consisted of Joshua Myers, the
reporter from The Pellman Chronicle, a police detective
and her vampire lover. Could she even count Liam and Patrick as
friends? She thought she could, but her relationship and where she
stood with the members of The Community was confusing at best. She
missed having a girlfriend to talk to. In the seven minutes or so
it had taken the men to come back with their drinks, Thea had
already felt a bond with Blaire. She was sweet and
funny.

“Try this, Pet.” Edric handed her a
red colored drink with bubbles, then sat with his arm around her
shoulder.

Liam sat between the girls and gave
Blaire her drink. “You boys aren't drinking tonight?” she asked
before sipping her own drink.

“Oh, don't worry about us,” Liam
answered, “we'll have ours soon enough.” He glanced at Edric and
they both laughed.

Thea tasted her drink and smiled up
at Edric. “This is good, what is it?”

“It's called a sloe gin fizz.” He
held her hand up to his mouth and trailed light kisses down to her
wrist, pausing at the pulse point there. He scraped the area with
his teeth, sending a round of gooseflesh up Thea's
arm.

Thea's breath caught and she let it
out slowly. Out of the corner of her eye she noticed Liam smile.
She knew both of them could hear her heart skip.

“Oh, I love this song!” Blaire
yelled as she stood. “Come on, Thea, let's go dance.” Thea finished
her drink quickly and let Blaire pull her up and onto the dance
floor.

“She's pretty,” Edric
commented.

“She is,” Liam
agreed.

“Your new
source?”

“We'll see. She has no
idea.”

Edric nodded. “Do you have
information for me?”

Liam sat forward and looked from
the girls to his sire. “Her name was Juliet. She was in our direct
line, down a few generations.”

“Yes,” Edric said, “I remember her;
Madeline's childe.”

“No one seems to know what
happened. She just went missing.”

“We should keep an eye on Madeline,
just in case.” Edric snapped his head back to where the girls were
dancing.


*****

 

Thea wondered what it was about two
women dancing together that gave the men around them the idea that
they were welcome to cut in. Not a minute after they had entered
the dance floor, were she and Blaire suddenly surrounded by three
men. The area was crowded but they were more than simply too close.
Thea tried to ignore them but at one point she felt someone's hands
on her hips. She immediately stopped and turned to face the
intruder. She stared into the obsidian eyes of Robert, Liam's
childe.

Her hand instinctively went to her
throat and she backed up into Blaire, grabbing her arm and placing
herself protectively in front of the blonde.

“What's wrong?” he teased, “out
without your keeper? Don't you know how dangerous that is?” He
walked toward them both.

“Edric!” Thea called, barely
audible above the music.

“Stand down, Robert, if you know
what's good for you,” Liam called from behind.

When Robert turned he saw not only
Liam, but Edric as well, whose eyes were already twinkling red in
the flickering dance lights. Robert immediately put up his hands
defensively. “I didn't do anything, just making sure she wasn't
alone. Downtown is a dangerous place for a beautiful woman.” He
smiled.

Edric continued to stare him down.
Liam took both the girls and led them back to the
sofa.

Thea pulled Liam back to her and
spoke softly, “Can you hear me?”

Liam nodded.

She stepped closer, “I like Blaire;
I really like Blaire. What are you going to do with her?” She
looked up into his blue eyes.

He smiled slightly, “What would you
like me to do with her, Missy?”

“I don't want you to … you
know.”

He lifted her hand and traced a
calloused finger lightly up from her wrist to her elbow and back
down again. “If I can't feed from her, are you offering yourself
instead?” He smirked at her shocked expression and then pulled her
in close to him. “Don't think for one second, that Edric and I
haven't shared in the past.”

Thea blushed and took her hand
back. “Just don't hurt her or… worse.”

Liam winked at her and joined
Blaire on the couch. Edric was at her side then with another drink
for her and Thea noticed that Robert did not come
back.




*****

Joe Gordon drove downtown toward
the address where the rave was supposed to be taking place. It was
easy enough to find; as it turns out the proprietor had followed
all the legal avenues and had acquired all of the necessary
permits.

He parked in a handicap spot right
next to a beautiful Harley Davidson. He didn't have a warrant, but
he hoped his badge would be enough to grant him access without
having to wait on the enormous line.

He walked up to the large man by
the velvet ropes. “Back of the line, Pal,” the man
said.

“Actually,” Joe said as he held
open his jacket to discreetly reveal his badge as well as his gun.
“I was hoping I could speak with a Mr. Frederick
Jazinski.”

The bouncer sighed and watched Joe
as he spoke into his walkie talkie. “Hey Billy, I got a cop out
here who wants to talk to Mr. Jazz.”

There was silence from the other
end and then a voice crackled, “Okay, Jimmy, send him
through.”

Jimmy continued to look at Joe with
contempt as he opened the rope, “Go in and up the stairs to the
right. There's an office upstairs.”

“Thank you,” Joe said. The music
assaulted his ears as soon as he opened the door. Did it really
need to be this loud? He took a tissue out of his pocket and tore
two pieces off and put them into his ears to muffle the sound. The
immense room was dark with muted lights flashing throughout the
space. He managed to find the stairs on the right and slowly
climbed them, looking into the crowd for anyone matching Jenifer's
description. It was nearly impossible to see individual faces in
the changing lights.

At the top of the stairs stood a
rather small man, less than six feet tall with a thin, almost
lanky, build. His greasy looking black hair was combed back,
revealing the start of a receding hairline. He wore thick rimmed
glasses and an obviously expensive suit. The tall, buxom blonde
that hung on his arm didn't quite seem to fit the picture at all.
Clearly this man was filthy rich; that was love only money could
buy. There was a much larger man standing behind him, presumably
named Billy.

Joe smiled and extended his hand to
the man in front of him, his six-foot-three height towering over
that of Mr. Frederick Jazinski. “Detective Joe Gordon,” he shouted
above the music.

“Freddy Jazz,” the smaller man said
as he shook the detective's hand. “What can I do for
you?”

Joe thought he could literally
crush the little bones in the man's hand as he shook it. “Could we
talk somewhere a little less noisy?” Joe yelled.

Freddy led Joe into a decent sized
office space. There was nothing but two couches and a coffee table
in the middle of the room. A small portable bar stood against one
of the walls. When he shut the door behind them, Joe noticed
immediately how much quieter it was. He took the tissue out of his
ears. “That's better,” he said, “I don't know how anyone can stand
it.” He was trying to be extra friendly. He had no warrant, which
meant as soon as Freddy Jazz decided he didn't want to cooperate,
he would have to get one. By the time that happened, the rave would
be over and Joe would have missed any chance of actually catching
the man he was after. As it was, that was a slim chance
anyway.

Freddy sat down on one of the
couches and motioned for Joe to sit across from him on the other.
The blonde went over to the bar and fixed two drinks. “So,
Detective, what can I help you with?”

“Well, Mr. Jazz, I'm working on a
case and I think the man I'm after may be using your annual rave to
find his victims.”

The woman joined Freddy on the
couch and handed him one of the glasses and kept one for herself.
“That's too bad,” Freddy said, “but clearly it doesn't involve
me.”

“No, Mr. Jazz, please understand
that you are not under suspicion at all; you do not fit the
description. I guess what I'm hoping for, is that maybe you or one
of your staff remembers seeing a man who does.”

“Well, I doubt it, but I have no
problem cooperating with the police as long as it doesn't affect my
business.” He sipped his drink. “So tell me, what should we be
looking for?"

“Well, he's about six foot, average
build, a white guy,” Joe took out a copy of the sketch and handed
it over. “He looks like this. With light hair.”

Freddy hardly glanced at the paper.
“Please, you just described half the men in this building.” He
lightly tossed it onto the coffee table.

“There's something else,” Joe
added. “He talks to himself, like he's mentally disturbed or
something.”

Freddy stood, prompting Joe to do
so as well. “Sorry, Detective, I don't really pay much attention to
the men that come through here. But I'll tell you what,” Freddy
said as he took the sketch off of the table. “I will make sure my
guys see this. Now why don't you go downstairs, have a drink on me
and find a pretty lady to dance with.”

The woman stepped ahead of them and
opened the door for Joe. He nodded and said, “Thank you for your
time, and your offer.” He started out the door.

“Detective,” Freddy called, “What
did this guy do anyway?”

Joe turned to look at him, very
serious now, “Raped three women and murdered two of them. This is
always the time of year he strikes, and your rave is the only lead
I've got.” With that he left the room, closing the door behind him.
At least he would be able to check out the crowd before he left. It
was a needle in a haystack, but it was all he had right
now.


*****

 

Thea's head was swimming. She had
just finished her third drink, and for someone who did not often
drink alcohol, it had proven to be enough to make her feel more
than just a little tipsy. She and Blaire were laughing as they
stumbled off of the dance floor.

Edric stood and guided Thea to sit
with him. She straddled his lap and kissed him deeply. She looked
into his blue eyes and smiled. “Why aren't you guys having a
drink?”

“We don't do well with straight
alcohol, Pet.”

“Why not?”

“We metabolize it much faster than
you do; one drink to us is like 4 or 5 to you. We do better when
it's… mixed.” He lifted her left hand in his and brought it to his
lips, gently kissing the inside of her wrist.

Thea gasped delightedly at the
sensation. She smiled coyly, a slight buzzing sound starting in her
head. She giggled. “Mixed with blood?” she whispered in his
ear.

Edric's eyes danced with danger
when he looked up at her. He moved his cool lips up her arm until
they were halfway to her elbow before sinking his fangs into her
delicate skin.

Thea felt an instant jolt of
pleasure course through her entire body. She closed her eyes and
let out a slight moan, enjoying the erotic sensations Edric's bite
always caused. She was disappointed when he
stopped.

“Besides,” he purred, “it's much
more fun to get it this way.”

Thea smiled as she opened her eyes.
She leaned down to him again, “Yes, it is.” She saw a glint of red
then and her heart skipped excitedly.

Edric eased her off of him and
brought her to her feet as he stood. “Time to go,
Pet.”

Thea let him lead her toward the
front door but then stopped. “Wait a minute.” She pulled Edric back
to her.

“What's is it?”

“Nothing, I just have to use the
bathroom.”

Edric watched Thea steer her way to
the ladies room across from where he stood. He leaned against the
wall and took out a cigarette. He was lighting it when he felt
someone bump into him. “Hey, watch it!” He warned, and then looked
up into the eyes of Detective Joe Gordon.

“I'm sorry, " Joe said sincerely.
“It's just so crowded in here.” There was a look of slight
recognition on his face. “Do I know you?” He yelled over the
music.

Edric shook his head slowly and
held eye contact. “Me? No, mate, you don't know
me.”

Joe couldn't quite put his finger
on it but he felt as if he had met this man before. He usually
never forgot a face. “Are you sure? You seem very
familiar.”

“Joe!” Thea squealed from behind.
“What are you doing here?”

“Thea? I didn't know you would be
here.” Joe looked from his friend to the man who was obviously
waiting for her. That's where he had seen this guy before, in the
hallway outside Thea's apartment a few weeks ago, during the animal
attacks. But there was something else…

Thea wavered as she reached to give
Joe a hug. “We're on the VIP list,” she said secretively
into his ear.

Edric guided Thea to him. “Best be
off, Luv. Let's not bother the good detective
anymore.”

“I thought you said we didn't know
each other.” Joe said.

Edric put his arm around Thea and
smirked up at the officer. “Now just because you don't know me,
doesn't mean I don't know all about you, Detective
Gordon.”

Normally when faced with a
challenge like that Joe would rise to the occasion, but there were
things about this stranger that made him uneasy. He felt compelled
to follow them, to make sure Thea was safe, but his body refused to
comply. He walked outside and watched them mount the motorcycle he
had parked next to. The man shot him another gleaming smile before
driving off.

Joe sighed and got back into his
own car, glad to be out of the chaos of the club. If his perp was
inside, there was no way he was going to find him. It was time to
call it a night.

 










Chapter 2

 


 

Thea got out of bed, quietly and
tip-toed to the bathroom to take a shower. It was already 9:30 in
the morning and she only had about forty-five minutes to get ready
and get out in time. She took two aspirins to combat the headache
drumming in her skull and resisted the temptation to linger there
under the steady stream of hot water. Instead, she got out and
wrapped herself in a plush pink towel and opened the
door.

She nearly jumped out of her skin
when she saw Edric standing there wearing only a pair of pants.
“You're up awful early considering the late night we had.” He
entered the bathroom, driving her backwards, and tugged at her
towel.

Thea put her hand on his chest,
pushing around him and headed to the bedroom. “Don't start that
again,” she said as she went to her closet to take out some
clothes. “You knew I had these plans.”

Edric considered his options, but
he was tired so instead he watched her get dressed. She bent over
him to kiss him before she left and he grabbed her and pulled her
back down to the bed with him.

Thea couldn’t help but return the
sensuous kiss but then she broke away. “No, no, no,” she said as
she stood up. “I told you I was leaving early today.” She looked at
him seriously. “I need to do this, Edric.”

“I don’t see
why.”

Thea sighed, “I don’t expect you to
understand. It’s not like I’m asking you to come with
me.”

Edric lifted one eyebrow. “Not
going to happen, Red.”

She nodded. “I know, you
can’t.”

Edric sat up then. “Not for reasons
that you think. I told you, vampires have nothing to do with
whatever god you’re going to go worship. I can walk into any
church, anytime I want.” He sat on the edge of the bed and pulled
her to him. She straddled him as she sat on his lap. “I just have
no need for it,” he finished.

Thea placed her hand on the side of
his face. “I know, but I just need to do this. It will help me make
sense of everything.”

“Fine.” He lay down. “But be back
when I wake,” he ordered.

She smiled. “I
will.”


*****

 

Thea cautiously walked up to the
church on Main Street in the village. She inwardly braced herself
for the fire and brimstone she was sure to suffer as she reached
for the double doors. Holding her breath, she tentatively touched
the brass handle. She jumped back when the door seemed to open of
its own accord. She finally let her breath out when she saw the
young man behind the giant oak.

“I'm sorry,” he said softly, “did I
scare you?” He looked at Thea briefly before averting his eyes
timidly.

She summoned a small smile and
said, “No, it's fine, I was just surprised when the door opened,
that's all.” The man held the door open for her and Thea had to
squeeze past him through the little bit of room he had left for
her. She didn't look back but had the uncomfortable sensation that
he was watching her as she walked away.

When she entered the inside of the
church she was taken aback at the utter beauty of it all. The
stained glass windows rose up behind the altar into a fantastic
circular pattern with colors that captured the rays of the sun,
guiding them into the pews.

She sat in the back and was
surprised at how naturally everything had come back to her during
the mass; the prayers, the songs, all came so easily to her. She
listened attentively to the priest's sermon on turning away from
the evils of the world and cynically wondered which world he meant.
She smiled sadly to herself and wondered if she really belonged
here. How could there possibly be a place for her in God's kingdom
after what she had freely chosen to take part in the world of
demons? And, God forgive her, she enjoyed it.

After the service was over, the
priest invited the congregation into the Great Hall for coffee and
desserts. Thea didn’t really know many people on Long Island and
none of the few she did were there, but she entered the Hall and
took a cup of coffee nonetheless, trying not to feel quite so out
of place. She smiled when the priest came up to her. “Hello, Father
O’Brien, I enjoyed the mass this morning,” she
said.

“Hello to you, Miss…
”

“Daniels,” she offered, putting out
her hand, “Thea Daniels. This is my first week coming
here.”

Father O’Brien smiled brightly as
he took her hand in both of his. “Really? Mine too.” They both
laughed. “So you are new to the area?”

“I moved here about eight months
ago from upstate, Lake George, actually. I’ve been meaning to come
on Sundays but this is the first time I’ve been able
to.”

Father O’Brien motioned for a young
man to come join them. It was the same man who had opened the door
when she had arrived. He introduced them, “Seth I would like you to
meet Thea, she is new to the church and to the city. Would you
please give her one of the cards to fill out.”

Seth looked at Thea and smiled
nervously. He pulled out a yellow index card from a stack in his
hand and gave one to Thea. “It’s just your name and address so we
can register you as part of the congregation and send you our
newsletter.” He handed her a pen as well before looking away
awkwardly.

Thea studied the man in front of
her briefly before taking the card and pen, thinking it sweet that
he was so shy. She leaned on a nearby table to write down her
information. It felt good to try to be a part of something
positive, instead of only the dark things she was becoming
accustomed to lately.

Keith put his hand on Seth’s
shoulder and asked quietly, “Did you find anything for me,
Seth?”

“No Father,” he shook his head and
shuffled his feet. “I couldn’t find any reference in our records,
or even the city’s, to anyone named Edric.”

Keith noticed Thea glancing up at
the name for a moment before finishing her card and handing it to
him. “Thank you, Thea,” he said knowingly, “see you next week
then?”

Thea nodded and smiled before
quickly excusing herself. Keith watched after her, eyes narrowing,
she had known the name. But she definitely wasn’t one of
them, he’d been hunting them long enough to know that by
now.

Thea got into her car and drove
off. She thought about going to tell Edric about the priest right
away, but she didn’t want to wake him. She would just wait until
she saw him tonight. She had errands to run in the meantime and she
wanted to take advantage of the nice day. Her first stop was the
small accessories shop in town. There she found a silver crucifix
on a chain to give to Molly, one of the vampires in Edric’s
community. It was only 6 weeks ago that they had all been attacked
by a werewolf; the fight had taken place at the pub downtown. In
the end it had been Thea who had slain the wolf with Molly’s silver
necklace wrapped around the tip of a short sword. Thea had seen an
identical one in the shop just the other day and wanted to replace
the one that had been lost. Then it was off for some lunch before
food shopping.

It was a little after three in the
afternoon by the time Thea finally got home and unpacked her
groceries. She wasn't all that surprised to find that Edric had
left at some point. He never seemed to stay at her place long once
she left for the day.

Taking advantage of the quiet, she
opened up her laptop to try to complete an assignment for her
online class. An hour and a half later the words on the screen were
melding together and Thea took it as a sign. After closing up the
computer for the night she heated up a can of soup for dinner. It
was still two hours before sunset. She was exhausted from being up
half the night with Edric and thought a quick nap before meeting
with him tonight would do her good. She lay down on her bed and was
asleep as soon as her head rested on her pillow.


*****

 

Across town in the cellar of the
100 year old house that was now home to the local priest, Father
Keith O’Brien finished sketching the portrait of Miss Forsythea
Daniels. He sat in the center of a pentagram, a candle lit at each
point. He placed her yellow index card from this morning next to
her portrait. He had immediately placed it into a plastic bag so it
would not get contaminated. He was hoping the oils left behind by
her fingers as she filled out the card would be enough. Finally he
spread some of the vampire dust left from his earlier spell across
both papers. She obviously had a relationship with this Edric. He
had seen the recognition in her eyes, reminding him all too well of
his own fiery past. He knew the perfect curse to conjure. Something
that would drive her away from the demons and to her local priest
for guidance and confession. He would find them, and Thea Daniels
would tell him exactly where they were.

He picked up a sixth candle and lit
it. He read aloud from an ancient, leather bound book. As he
finished his chant the portrait of Thea began to bleed from the
forehead and then the papers before him blazed afire. “So mote it
be,” he said before blowing out the candle he
held.


*****

 

Thea was dreaming about church. She
was in a small chapel and looking up at a large statue of the
Virgin Mary. It started to cry blood and then Thea was swept off
her feet and raised into the air, her arms stretched out wide. She
rose and glided through the stained glass windows silently and out
into the darkness of the night. Then suddenly she was surrounded by
vampires; she screamed for Edric but he did not come. They closed
in on her, crimson eyes and long fangs already dripping with
blood…

 










Chapter 3

 


 

Thea startled awake and looked
around in the darkness of her own bedroom. She turned on the
bedside lamp and breathed a sigh of relief to find herself alone.
She looked at the digital clock. It was a few minutes past ten
o’clock, had she really slept that long? She quickly freshened up
and grabbed the small box on her table before leaving her
apartment.

Edric was not at home and Thea
thought there was only one other place she would be able to find
him, if she was able to find him at all. She pulled into the dimly
lit parking lot of Nightly’s Pub in downtown Pellman. Thea
had been inside the pub two other times, the first time before she
even knew that The Community existed, and the second to hide out
from the werewolf that she had ended up killing right inside the
bar. She had never been there without Edric
before.

She searched the parking lot and
did not see his car or the new motorcycle he had recently acquired.
She lingered inside her car, not sure if she should go in. Edric
had warned her in the past never to go there without him. She
decided she would wait inside the safety of her car for awhile
before going home for the night. Edric didn’t have any kind of
communication such as a phone, so there were times when she just
couldn’t get in touch with him.

Thea visibly jumped when there was
a knock on her window. She looked up into a pair of familiar blue
eyes, not as entrancing as Edric’s but just as intense. His thick,
sandy hair reached his shoulders. Thea rolled down her window and
smiled at the only other vampire she trusted with her life. “Hello,
Liam.”

“Hello, Missy, what brings you
downtown?”

“Looking for Edric; is he in
there?”

Liam shook his head. “Sorry, he
hasn’t come by yet, but he will be.” He opened her door. “Come
inside.”

Thea didn’t move. “Edric said never
to go in without him.”

Liam smiled and put out his hand.
“That was before,” he said.

“Before what?”

“Before Edric marked you, and
before you killed the lycan.”

Thea instinctively brought her hand
to the base of her neck where Edric usually bit her during their
lovemaking. She hesitated, but then took Liam’s hand and exited the
car. “Will it be safe?”

“I’ll stay with you until he gets
here.” Liam had sworn an oath to his sire to protect Thea in his
absence, and had proven himself on more than one occasion, so Thea
went with him.

She concentrated on keeping her
heart rate steady, knowing that everyone in the bar could hear it
with their heightened senses. Liam escorted her to the door and
opened it for her. When she entered she saw everyone in the bar
stop and turn to look at her. Thea felt incredibly uncomfortable.
“Maybe I should wait outside,” she said quietly.

Liam smiled down at her. “They
respect you, Missy, that’s why they’re looking.”

She looked around the room and saw
some familiar faces, ones she herself had helped to heal during the
fight six weeks ago. Some nodded their acknowledgment, others
simply looked away. She saw Molly at the bar and walked over to
her.

“Well if it isn’t Edric’s lady,”
the man behind the bar said as she approached.

“Hello, Captain, please call me
Thea,” she replied. “Don’t suppose you have anything back there
that I would want to drink, do you?”

“Aye, I’ll make ye
something.”

She turned to Molly and took the
box from her pocket. “Molly, this is for you.”

Molly took the gift and opened it,
revealing the crucifix Thea had purchased earlier. She smiled and
put it around her neck. “Thank you, Thea.”

“It’s silver,” Thea said, “just
like the other one.”

“That was very kind of
you.”

Thea took a sip from the glass the
barkeep had put in front of her and winced. She noticed Molly
smiling at her response to the drink. “Can I ask you a question,
Molly?”

“Sure.”

“Edric says that being a vampire
has nothing to do with the church or faith at all, so why do you
wear a cross?”

Molly touched her necklace and
sighed. “I was raised in an orphanage that was run by nuns. It was
the path I was on before I met Edric; before I was turned,” she
began, “ but that’s not why I wear it. The first one was given to
me twenty three years ago by a man I had fallen in love with. He
was a priest and had sworn to turn his back on his duties if I
would marry him. He had no idea of what I was.” Molly looked at her
drink sadly for a moment, then she turned back to Thea with
resolve. “When I finally revealed my true nature he had gone mad
with fear and grief. I wear it not because of my faith in the man
hung on the cross so long ago, but for the man I had destroyed by
allowing myself to fall in love with a human. It reminds me never
to allow it to happen again.” She took one last look at Thea before
finishing her drink.

Thea looked away from her dark eyes
and not for the first time, questioned her own relationship with
Edric. How much longer could they keep it up before Thea was either
consumed with self-torment or turned by her
lover?

“Thought I told you never to come
here without me, Red?”

Thea turned around to find Edric
flashing a sultry half smile at her, his eyes holding desire. She
couldn’t help a smile herself. “Liam walked me in. I was looking
for you.”

He pulled her off the bar stool and
into his hard body. “You weren’t there when I woke so I decided to
eat out.” He kissed her deeply. “Don’t worry,” he whispered in her
ear, “they’ll live.”

Thea took another sip of her drink,
wincing again as it burned down her throat. She felt suddenly
dizzy, like she was moving through thickness. She could hear
Edric’s voice, but it was going in and out, like a child playing
with the volume on a radio. Her head was spinning. She grabbed onto
Edric with one hand for support and brought her other hand to her
forehead.

Edric held onto Thea and yelled to
the bartender, “What the bloody hell did you give her,
Cap’n?”

He came over to them. “Nothing but
whiskey, Edric, I swear it.”

Thea felt a sudden pain around the
whole top of her head. She brought her hand down to her face,
feeling the stickiness on it. The tips of her fingers were covered
in blood. She looked at Edric helplessly as a drop of blood ran
down her face from her forehead. Thea screamed in agony as a vision
of Jesus being nailed to the cross flooded her mind and the palms
of her hands burned. She held them up in front of her face, blood
flowing from the visible holes now present. She fell to her knees
when the excruciating sensation of nails through her feet hit her.
She looked up at Edric. “What’s happening to me?” Thea’s eyes
widened as a stabbing pain impaled her side. She grabbed onto Edric
with both hands and looked down in horror as a spot of blood spread
outward along her blouse by her ribs.

Edric watched Thea collapse to the
ground and saw the blood soaking through the tops of her white
sneakers. His senses filled with the smell of her blood laced with
something else, something he couldn’t quite place. He held her arms
as she suffered and cried.

Molly stood next to Thea and looked
at Edric. “It’s stigmata, Edric,” she said quietly, “the wounds of
Christ.” They were being surrounded by the rest of the vampires in
the bar.

“We have to get her out of here,
Edric,” Liam said, “there’s too much of her blood, and something’s
not right about it.”

“I know,” Edric agreed as he lifted
her into his arms and carried her toward the door. Liam opened it
for him. Molly grabbed some rags from the bar, and followed them
out. They got all the way to Edric’s car when Thea finally rested
her bloody head onto Edric’s shoulder. He nearly dropped her where
he stood but managed to put her down softly and Liam caught her
before she fell. “Bloody hell!” Edric yelled. He grabbed his
shoulder and pulled at his shirt revealing a smoldering burn mark
on his skin. He looked up at Liam. “Her blood burned
me.”

Molly held out the rags, not
wanting to touch Thea herself. Edric took them from her and began
wrapping Thea’s hands. The blood soaked through quickly and Edric’s
fingers smoldered whenever he touched it. Liam put another rag to
her forehead. Once her hands were tightly wrapped Edric took off
her shoes and wrapped her feet as well. He made her hold the final
rag in her side. Thea seemed nearly unconscious and Edric could
barely hold her attention. He didn’t know if it was due to the
intense pain or her loss of blood.

“Bring her to the hospital, Edric,”
Molly said.

“No,” he answered as he helped Liam
get Thea into the back seat of his car and lay her down. He shut
the door and looked at them both. “If I take her there they will
call the police and it will get into the news. There’s something
not right about this.”

“It’s stigmata–”

“No Molly, it isn’t, can’t you
smell it? There’s something wrong with her blood. Whatever this is,
it’s not your Christ.” He opened his door and shot a look at Liam
who then got into the passenger side.










Chapter 4

 


 

The two vampires carefully carried
Thea into Edric’s home, being cautious not to let the blood touch
them as much as they could. They had both already been burned in a
few places. Thea had passed out on the way over but her heart rate
was strong and steady and the flow of blood had begun to slow. They
lay her on the bed and replaced the bar rags with new ones. She
began to stir, “Edric… ”

“I’m here, Pet.” He knelt beside
her.

“What’s happening to me?” She
closed her eyes.

“Don’t know yet, but the bleeding
is slowing down. You’ll be okay, rest now.”

He joined Liam in the kitchen where
he poured them both a cup of blood to help heal their burns. Liam
stared at Edric after he had finished drinking, the burns on his
fingers and shoulder remaining. He drank his own mug and looked at
his own burned hands. “We’re not healing, Edric. What is
this?”

“I don’t know.”

“It’s like Molly said,” Thea was
standing in the doorway of the bedroom. “It’s a
stigmata.”

Edric strode over to her and
grabbed her gently by the arms. “No Forsythea, this is not holy,
it’s magic, dark magic.”

Thea ignored him, “I’m being
punished, Edric, for being with a vampire, one of the damned.
That’s what this is, I’m being punished by God.” Tears ran down her
cheeks from pain and grief.

“That’s not true. I told you we
have nothing to do with God or Jesus or any religion. We were here
long before man ever needed faith in idols. We have always been.
Faith was created by man. This is not a stigmata; someone did this
to you.”

“Then why does the blood burn
you?”

“I don’t know
yet.”

“History is filled with people who
have gotten these wounds, even St. Francis– ”

Edric tightened his grip on her
arms, the pain snapping her out of the trance like state she seemed
to be in. “Stop it!” he shouted. He held up her hand by her
forearm. “This isn’t even the right wounds. Nails through the hand
can’t hold up a man, the bones are too thin, the tendons too weak,
it would never hold. When people were crucified on a cross the
nails went through just below the wrist. If these are wounds sent
to you from God then why didn’t he get it right?”

Thea blinked at his question. Was
he right? She thought about it and it seemed logical. The bones of
the hand would surely split and the muscles tear given the weight
of a grown man hanging from them. She was confused, and her body
throbbed. She allowed Edric to walk her back into the bedroom and
gently guide her down to the soothing coolness of the satin
sheets.

Edric stayed with her until he was
certain she was asleep, before once again joining Liam in the
living room. He closed the bedroom door behind him so she wouldn’t
hear them talking. “This morning she went to church,” he said to
his childe, “there has to be a connection. I need to know
everything about that place. Who goes there, who the priest is;
anything at all.”

“I will find out all I can,
Edric.”

“Thank you. Take Patrick and Robert
with you,” he said, “make sure Robert understands his
place.”

Liam nodded once and walked out the
door.

Once Liam left, Edric gathered more
rags and went into the bedroom. He sat next to Thea and brushed
away a lock of auburn hair from her face. He examined the wound on
her forehead. It had begun to heal rather quickly. Carefully, he
removed the makeshift bandage from her right hand without waking
her and it too had already begun to close, convincing him even more
that the wounds were brought on by some kind of
curse.

Over the years, he’d had his fair
share of dealings with the dark world of magic. He let Thea sleep
and went into another bedroom he had set up as a library. He pulled
three black, leather bound books off one shelf and sat in the
armchair that resided in that room. He hadn’t looked at these
particular books in many years and wondered if he would still be
able to read the ancient language. Once he opened the first book
however, the words on the page seemed to jump right into his head,
filling him with an old familiar sense of power. He sat up straight
when he found a healing spell. He read it over once and looked
toward the bedroom where Thea lay sleeping.

He brought the book with him when
he went to the slumbering form of his lover. Carefully, he removed
the rags from her wounds. He closed his eyes as the evil within him
rose to the surface. He could feel it reaching out and gathering
the energy around them, absorbing the magical traces of the power
from the curse that had been thrust upon her. His eyes burned
scarlet when he opened them and he looked down at Thea. He raised
his right hand and hovered it over her, moving it purposely across
her natural energy field. There was something oddly familiar about
her aura that pulled at his ancient heart, she possessed an old
soul, one that had returned to this world more than
once.

He focused on the task at hand,
wanting to complete it without waking her. He quietly read aloud
from the elderly text. “tester virtus, cape plagas. Hoc
corporum.” He repeated it until he saw the remains of her
wounds clearing themselves. It took five times, but finally the
incantation left nothing but her smooth, fair
skin.

He retreated back into the study
for more reading.

 


*****

 

Thea's whole body screamed in pain
every time she moved. The throbbing ache in each one of her muscles
and joints, eventually woke her. She felt disoriented, not sure of
where exactly she was. She hissed in pain as she turned on the soft
light of the bedside lamp and looked at the clock across from her:
two o'clock. She was unsure if it was two in the morning, or in the
afternoon. The opaque draperies hanging over Edric's windows
successfully kept out all hints of sunlight.

With great difficulty, she managed
to swing her feet over the side of the bed and after a few minutes,
was able to stand. Every physical part of her protested, but she
made her way over to the window and pulled aside a small part of
the curtain, revealing the thick darkness outside. She was almost
disappointed. She was hoping it would be daylight, as if the sun
could somehow erase the events of the night. She looked at her
hands then and was surprised at how clean they were. Obviously
Edric had tended to her while she had slept.

She was surprised to not see any
actual damage to her skin at all. Had Edric been right? Was this a
message from God or an evil of man? Was she being warned by her
Creator to stay away from the evil she had fallen in love with; and
God help her, she had indeed fallen in love with Edric. She had yet
to say it out loud, but she knew it to be true. But was he even
capable of returning her love? Did this demon that dwelled inside
of him, rob him of that ability? Like a parasite might rob its host
of health? Was this God's way of making it painstakingly clear that
she needs to repent?

Or was this all some kind of cruel
ruse brought on by something that she had been starting to almost
become accustomed to? Had she gotten so used to being surrounded by
evil that she caused herself to fall prey to whatever lives out
there in the shadows? Is this simply the price she will continue to
pay in order to be a part of The Community, without having to
become a vampire herself? By being with Edric, did that make her
more vulnerable to evil in general? Was she even being considered
by God anymore? Or had she already lost all chance of going to
Heaven?

If these thoughts were whispering
in her ear before, they were surely screaming in her face
now.

“You okay, Luv?” Edric's voice came
softly from behind her.

Thea gently let the curtain fall,
but said nothing. Instead she wrapped her arms around herself and
sighed quietly. She felt Edric wrap his arms around her as well,
and her body naturally relaxed. It was an effect that she could not
control from the very beginning, as if her body was not complete
without him near. Could she really turn away from all of
this?

“You should rest,” Edric
suggested.

She nodded and let him lead her
back to the king size bed. They both sat on the bed and Thea
touched Edric's shoulder where he had been burned by her blood. The
skin was raw and peeling. Then she took his hands and looked at the
tender skin of his burned fingertips. She finally spoke, “I'm
sorry.”

“Not your fault.”

“Why won't you heal?” She closed
her eyes as a tear rolled down her cheek.

Edric brushed away the tear with
his thumb and tenderly held her face. “I told you, it's magic. It
will probably take magic to heal me.”

Thea leaned into him. “Why is this
happening to me?”

He put his arms around her. “I
don't know, Luv; I don't know.” Edric gently guided her down to the
pillow. “I have to go out for a bit; Liam will stay with you.” He
placed his hand over her eyes. “Quietus,” he whispered.
Thea's eyes closed and her breathing instantly became
steady.

He walked out into the living room
as Liam came in with Patrick close behind.
“Anything?”

Liam shook his head. “Nobody has
heard of anything unnatural happening lately, but I don't think
it's a coincidence that this happened to Thea only a day after
Juliet was killed.”

“I don't either. Have you been able
to locate Madeline?”

“We've looked everywhere,” Patrick
answered, “but we cannot find her.”

Edric glanced at the kitchen clock,
it was almost 3:00 in the morning. He grabbed his car keys and
headed for the door. “I'll be back. Thea should stay sleeping until
then.”


*****

 

Mike couldn't sleep. He got up for
the third time that night and paced the one-room apartment he lived
in. He had been doing so well with staying away from hard drugs
ever since Stevie had been killed. Of course no one had actually
believed him when he told them what he knew had happened;
that Stevie had been killed by a monster with red eyes. Mike wasn't
exactly sure of what it was, but he knew enough to be sure that
Stevie was killed by it.

He sat down and stared at the
heroin that J.J. had left for him. “Just check it out for me,” he
had said. “It's new and I want to make sure it's good shit before I
start selling it.”

Mike had said no, reminding J.J.
that he was off the hard stuff, he stuck to just marijuana; but
J.J. had left it nonetheless. Mike nervously rubbed his palms up
and down his thighs. He jumped up and grabbed the bag in front of
him. He hurried into the bathroom before he lost his nerve and
dumped it down the toilet as it flushed.

He ran his fingers through his
unkempt hair and noticed his hands starting to shake. He went into
his top drawer and opened the small baggie lying on top of his
unfolded socks and underwear. He took out a joint before grabbing
his jacket. He needed some fresh air.

Once outside Mike took a deep
breath, letting the cool air clear his head. He had done the right
thing; he didn't exactly know what he was going to tell J.J., but
he had done the right thing. He had to do something to get himself
out of this hole. It was amazing how quickly his desire for a
better life had come back once he had stopped shooting up. He hated
his life, but he had nowhere to go.

He lit the joint and inhaled
deeply, he closed his eyes and tried to force his head to clear and
his body to relax. Maybe now he would be able to get some
sleep.

“Hello, Michael.”

Mike's eyes flew open and he jumped
backward into the wall behind him. It wasn't possible; but there it
stood; Mike's worst nightmare had come to pass. He tried to command
his legs to move, to run as fast as he could away from the
dark-haired man in front of him; but he stood there frozen, unable
to do anything to save his own life.

Edric took a few steps toward the
human who was obviously about to lose all control of his bodily
functions. He couldn't help but acknowledge the enjoyment he got
out of it. He circled his prey as the human begged for his
life.

Mike began to shake all over. “Hey,
man, I done what you wanted. I dint let nobody touch that girl,
y'know?” He felt the sting of tears piercing his eyes as he watched
the man circle around him. Mike continued to back away from him as
he spoke. “Right? I told 'em. I told 'em, don't nobody touch that
girl from the paper or else what happened to Stevie'll happen to
you too.” He backed away more as the man closed in on him. His back
hit the corner of the building and he covered his head defensively
when he realized he was trapped. “I did what you said! I did what
you said!” he yelled.

Edric stood in front of him and
waited for him to lower his hands. He noticed the human smelled
better than he did eight months ago when Edric had stopped him and
his friend from mugging Thea.

When nothing happened Mike slowly
lowered his arms away from his face, hoping that his joint had been
laced with something and there was no man standing in front of
him.

“Are you finished?” Edric
asked.

Mike lowered his hands and tried to
step out of the corner he had backed himself into but stopped when
the man countered his step. “Are you gonna kill
me?”

“Haven't decided
yet.”

“Wh-what do you want?” Mike barely
spoke above a whisper; his mouth had gone dry.

“When the sun rises, you will go to
the church.”

“I don't go—”

“When the sun rises,” Edric
repeated, clearly annoyed at being interrupted. “You will go to the
church and speak with the priest there.” Edric took a step closer,
causing the human to visibly shrink before him. “You will say
nothing of me, of my girl, or my family.”

“Th-there's more of you?” Mike
whimpered.

Another step closer and now they
were face to face. “Oh yes, Michael, we are
everywhere.”

Mike closed his eyes and braced
himself. When nothing happened again he slowly opened them and saw
nothing but the night in front of him. He let out his breath, not
realizing until just then that he had been holding
it.

 










Chapter 5

 


 

Detective Gordon ran his fingers
through his salt and pepper hair. He hadn't gotten any closer to
knowing who the Springtime Rapist was. To make matters worse the
captain was asking daily about his progress, which of course there
was very little of. Thankfully, Freddie Jazinski had come through
on his promise to be cooperative and had handed over the
guest list from the rave Saturday
night.

Joe had sent a copy of the list
down to Central Records with instructions to only inform him of men
who had had any type of violent crimes in their record. He didn't
need to hear about every unpaid parking ticket. As he finished
perusing through the last page of his copy of the list, he noticed
that he hadn't seen Thea's name; nor did he see any mention of a
VIP list of any sort.

He picked up the desk phone and
dialed the number for James Torcer, the bouncer that had manned the
door the night of the rave.

On the fourth ring there was a
groggy answer, “'Lo?”

“Is this James
Torcer?”

“Yeah, who's
this?”

“James, this is Detective Gordon
with the Suffolk County Police Department, I'd like to ask you a
couple of questions regarding the rave on Saturday
night.”

There was an audible sigh on the
line. “You know what time it is, man?”

“It's nine AM on a Monday morning,
Mr. Torcer,” Joe answered, more than a little annoyed by this
snotty inquiry. “And I was assured by Mr. Jazin—, by Freddie Jazz,
that I would have your full cooperation in this investigation. If
it would be more convenient for you, I will gladly send a patrol
car to provide car service so you can come to me physically, or we
can speak like gentlemen over the phone. Which would you
prefer?”

There were a few seconds of silence
and then, “What can I do for you, Detective?”

“You manned the door on Saturday
night?”

“Yes.”

“And you wrote down all these
names?”

“No, the rave goes by invitation
only, if people don't respond that they're going before that night,
then they don't get in.”

“Come on, Jimmy, I saw some of
those girls waiting on that line, are you telling me that
nobody got in that wasn't on that list?”

“That's what I'm telling you,
Detective, no one gets in unless the are on that list. But for
every person that does not show up by two in the morning, I can let
someone in off the list.”

“So there are people who were there
but who aren't on this list.” Joe surmised.

“No, sir.” Jimmy replied, sounding
fully awake now. “I card them and then write their names in next to
the person they're canceling out.”

“That explains the cross outs. What
about the VIP list?”

“What VIP list?”

Joe was starting to get a headache.
“I saw someone there who said they were on the VIP list; I want to
see that list.”

“Detective, we don't have a VIP
list.”


*****

 

Mike drove his old, rust-colored,
Ford Escort and parked it on the side road that cornered the church
in town. He ran a sweaty hand through his unwashed hair and forced
himself out of the car. Looking around nervously, he lit a
cigarette, wishing he had brought a joint with him instead, to take
the edge off; maybe he wasn't ready to give it all up and
go clean. He wondered if he was being watched, but somehow he knew
that the scary man he had spent the past eight months trying to
convince himself was all part of a bad trip, didn't go out much
during the day. He wouldn't say it, even to himself, but Mike knew
what he was; he knew it. Just like every child
knows that there is a monster in the closet and
under their bed; no matter what their parents might tell
them.

He looked across the street as two
men came out of the house behind the chapel. The older man was
pointing around at the yard and then gestured to a garage that was
just behind the house. The younger man went off in that
direction.

Mike took a final drag from his
cigarette and strode over to the man still in the front yard,
before he lost his nerve. He shook his head to himself, trying to
shake off the feeling that something about this just wasn't right.
Never mind the fact that he was pretty much convinced that he was
going to Hell in the end of things and he had no real right
stepping foot near a church, but what right did he have to talk to
the priest upon the request of… of whatever the scary man
was.

He stopped when he reached the
curb, not because he didn't want to step onto church property, but
because the man had looked up at him, and it was something in the
man's eyes that had stopped Mike's feet from moving. Even at the
distance from where he stood, Mike could see that his eyes were
much darker than they should have been. Who has eyes like that? A
flash of red eyes came up into his memory then and caused him to
take a small step backward onto the street again.

“Can I help you,
son?”

When the man spoke he took a few
steps forward. That's when Mike noticed the white collar under his
shirt. This was the priest. This was the man he was sent here to
talk to; to talk to but not mention the scary man or his lady or
his family. But instead of suddenly feeling a sense of
peace from a man of the cloth, a man of God, Mike felt only dread.
He was fairly certain he was more afraid of the scary man than of
the priest, but at that moment he felt the need to deal with the
source of the sudden anxiety he felt rising in his throat, ready to
choke him if he dared it to. He frantically shook his head and
stepped back another step. “N-no,” he stammered.

The priest stopped and seemed to
glare at Mike, who thought if he stood there much longer, the
priest would surely see into his very soul, what little of it he
still had intact. “Son,” the priest said, “if you need help, I can
help you fight whatever demons you harbor.”

Whatever demons I harbor,
Mike thought. He started back to his car, waiting until he was at
least halfway across the street before he would take his eyes off
the priest. “This is not right,” he said to himself once in the
safety of his car. “This is not right.” He started the car
and took off just as the younger man, now holding two yard rakes,
joined the priest. Mike tried not to look but couldn't help but
notice they both were watching him drive away. He headed toward the
only place he could think of. He had nowhere else to
go.


*****

 

Thea opened her eyes from a
surprisingly restful night's sleep and blinked up at Edric. She sat
up slowly and smiled slightly.

“How do you feel?” he asked as he
moved a lock of auburn hair from her face.

Physically: Thea did feel better;
no pain, no aches. But there was something new that tugged at her
heart. There was doubt; there was worry; there was fear, for her
soul. “Better,” she said, not completely a lie. She felt the need
to be alone, to think and figure out what it was that she wanted.
She thought it might be better if she waited until Edric fell
asleep. “What time is it?”

“Ten-thirty.” Edric went to the
dresser by the door and brought back a tray of food. “I got you
some breakfast.”

Thea's stomach rumbled at the sight
and smell of the pancakes. “Thank you.” She started eating slowly,
almost forcing it down.

Edric sighed, knowing what she was
thinking. “You'll be leaving, then?”

She snapped her attention up at him
and was immediately captured by those blue eyes she could never
look away from. She swallowed her food. “How do you do
that?”

“Just good at reading you.” He took
her hand in his and quieted the overwhelming desire to make her to
stay right where she was, safe with him. “Thea, I made a promise to
you that I would never harm you, and part of that promise is not
letting anyone else harm you. But I know what it is to need your
freedom to choose, it's part of being human, so I will not force
you to stay here; but you need to promise me one thing before you
go, Thea.”

She nodded.

“Promise me that no matter what it
is that you are feeling, you will not go back to that
church today.”

Thea nodded
again.


*****

 

Mike screeched into the parking lot
of the local police department and ran inside. It was a place he
had been in many times, and for all of its downsides, the place was
safe. Sure there was an open toilet for all to see you do your
business, those who cared to look anyway, but there was a bed, a
meal and most importantly, there was a guard always
watching.

He walked into the room and right
up to the desk. “I gotta talk to Detective Gordon, please, tell him
Mike is here, he knows me, I help him out. I gotta talk to him
right now.”

The senior citizen officer behind
the desk tried to calm Mike down. “Hold on, kid, what do you need
to see Detective Gordon about?”

Mike started to shift his weight
from one foot to the other nervously. He knew where Detective
Gordon was, he had been brought in by him enough times. “I just
gotta talk to him, please! Just tell him I'm here!” he shouted. “I
need to see Detective Gordon!”

Mike's yelling had served its
purpose and a few seconds later two uniforms and Detective Gordon
walked out of the locked door that led to the back, and into the
lobby.

“What's going on out here?” Joe
stood behind the two officers that had gone out ahead of him.
“Mikey?”

Mike's face lit up and he hurried
toward the detective, stopped only by the other officers.
“Detective G., you gotta help me out, tell 'em you know me,
right?”

Joe pushed past the uniforms and
walked up to Mikey, who, surprisingly enough, did not stink of
alcohol or pot. He was looking around nervously though, as if
checking to see if he had been followed. Joe glanced out the glass
doors behind behind the junkie but saw no one. “Calm down, Mikey,
what's the matter?”

“You gotta lock me up, Detective
G.” Mike continued to anxiously move around in the spot he stood
in.

Joe let out a small laugh. “What do
you mean, what did you do?”

Mike scratched his head. “I don't
know, man, there's gotta be some reason, y'know?” Mike patted his
own pockets. “Wait, wait, I got weed… somewhere, I'm sure I got it…
”

Joe saw one of the officers roll
his eyes. “Listen, Mikey, I can't just throw you in jail because—”
Joe's words were cut short by the sudden jolt of pain he received
from Mikey's fist hitting him in the cheek. He shook it off right
away but by then the officers had already taken Mikey down to the
floor and handcuffed him. “All right, fellas, take it easy,” Joe
said. “Just put him in interrogation.”

After about fifteen minutes, Joe
walked into the room where Mikey was, with a cup of coffee and put
it on the table as he sat down. “Take the bracelets off,” he said
to the officer standing behind Mikey's chair. “Then you can
go.”

Once the officer had left, Joe slid
the coffee cup across the table. Mikey wouldn't look at him. His
leg shook up and down anxiously and his fingers tapped the table
incessantly. Joe watched his behavior for a minute before talking
again. “Mikey, who are you running from?”

Mike stopped all his movements and
snapped his head up to look at the detective. “What… um, what makes
you think I'm runnin' from somebody? I ain't runnin' from
nobody.”

Joe sighed. “Mikey, I've been
dealing with you for five years now and you may be a junkie, and
you may be a petty thief, but you're no fighter. So you want to
explain to me why you just punched me out there?”

Mike took to studying his hands as
his leg restarted its previous motions. “Sorry about that,” he said
under his breath. “But that's assualtin' an officer, right? So you
gotta lock me up now.”

Joe knew he was hiding something
big. This kid was in trouble a lot, but he wasn't violent, and he
hit like a girl. He was desperate to be in jail, which meant there
was something much more dangerous for him out there. Joe leaned
forward and locked eyes with the young man in front of him. “I know
when a man is afraid for his life, Mikey. Now, if you don't start
talking right now, I will not press charges against you,
and I'll drive you right back to that rat hole you live in,
myself.”

Mike's jaw went slack in disbelief,
but he believed the detective would do just that. He thought about
it, and decided that technically the scary man had never
said he couldn't tell the police, he just said he wasn't allowed to
tell the freaky priest. “Okay,” he began, “but, can I have a
smoke?”


*****

 

Edric drove Thea back to the pub to
get her car. He parked next to it and grabbed her hand before she
was able to leave. “Are you okay?”

Thea summoned her best smile. “I'll
be fine. I just want to go to my own place for a day. Come get me
when you wake, okay?”

Edric nodded once in
response.

She leaned over and kissed him.
“Thank you for understanding.” She got out of his car before he
changed his mind about letting her go. She knew all too well that
part of Edric never wanted her out of his sight; the
dangerous part, the part of him that she needed to figure
out right now, whether or not she could continue to be around. Liam
had once said to her, never forget what we are, and lately
it was all she could think about.


*****

 

It was not usually Joe Gordon's
habit to allow people to smoke in front of him even outside, much
less in a closed room, but something in his gut told him that
Michael Flanigan had information that was connected to something
big, maybe even the Springtime Rapist; and Joe learned a long time
ago to always trust his gut.

He popped two aspirins before
re-entering the room where Mikey sat waiting for his cigarette;
tobacco smoke always gave Joe a headache. He broke the cigarette in
half. “Here you go, Mikey, one cigarette, and one ashtray.” Joe sat
down across from him and smiled.

“Thanks, Detective G., I mean it, I
just… there's just so much goin' on, y'know? An' I gave up the hard
stuff, y'know? An' I get so tense sometimes… an' then after last
night, an' then this morning… it's just crazy,
y'know?”

Joe let Mikey ramble on delightedly
as he rolled the cigarette between his fingers. He moved up and
down in his chair, clearly unable to sit still at all. Joe just sat
back and smiled, waiting for realization to hit.

Finally Mikey stopped talking and
his smile faded. “Um… Detective G.?”

“Yes, Mikey?”

“Can I have a
light?”

Joe patted down his own pockets. “A
light? Oh yeah, you need a light.” He took a small red lighter from
his jacket pocket and laughed. “I forgot you need a
light.”

Mikey laughed nervously, knowing
that he wouldn't be getting the lighter that easily. His leg
started bouncing of its own accord again.

Joe leaned forward and stared down
the kid in front of him. “Who are you running from, Mikey? Is it
J.J.? Is he after you for something?”

Mike laughed then, loudly, the
sound of it obviously sending a slight chill through the detective.
“J.J.?” He managed to say in between laughs. He ran his fingers
through his brown hair and finally caught his breath, feeling a
little calmer now. “Yeah, well, I did just flush some of his drugs
down the toilet, so yeah, J.J. is probably going to come after me
for that. But no, Detective G., trust me when I tell you that J.J.
is the least of my worries.” He laughed a little more and
then his face crumbled. “Please, Detective G., can I
please have that lighter?”

Joe slid the lighter across the
table and watched as the shaking hands holding the cigarette
suddenly steadied enough to light it. Mikey took a long drag,
nearly finishing the half Joe had given him. “I want to help you,
Mikey, but you've got to be straight with me. What is going
on?”

Mike considered his options. He
didn't mind the thought of spending the night in jail, or even the
week; but he did not want to get sent to the psych ward. So he
needed to choose his words carefully. Plus, he knew the cop still
had the other half of his cigarette. “Do you remember
Stevie?”

Steven D'Alfonso had been a junkie
just like Mikey. The two were usually together no matter where you
found them. That is, until eight months ago when Stevie had
overdosed on heroin. “Yeah, Mikey, I remember Stevie,” Joe
said.

Mike took another drag from the
little bit of the cigarette he had left. He blew the smoke up above
his head as he leaned back. Then he said, “I seen the man who
killed him, y'know. I seen him that night, and for some reason he
let me live. He needed me to deliver a message to everyone
else.”

“What did he
say?”

Mike continued to look up at the
ceiling as he took the final drag the half of cigarette had left.
“He said, no one was to touch his lady, an' if they did, he would
find me.” He looked at the detective and put the cigarette butt in
the ashtray. “An' he knew my name. An' when he let me go I just
ran, an' I never even looked back to see if Stevie was behind me or
not.”

Joe sighed. “Mikey, if you know who
killed your friend, then tell me who is it?”

“Dunno his name or nothin'.” He
studied his hands which had already begun to shake without the
constant flow of nicotine running through his
system.

When he looked up again, Joe could
recognized the look of true fear in the kid's eyes. For the first
time Joe considered the possibility that Steven D'Alfonso's death
had less to do with drugs than he had originally thought. He handed
Mikey the other half of the cigarette.

“Last night he found me, Detective
G., the scary man found me; an' now I know why he let me
live.”

“Why is that,
Mikey?”

“Because he needs somebody to use,
when he can't do stuff, y'know?”

“Like what kind of stuff?” Joe
asked.

Mike shook his head. “It don't
matter.”

“Mikey, if you can identify this
guy then I can put him away for a long time. He won't be able to
bother you anymore.”

Mike laughed again, but this time
sadly. “You can't arrest the devil, Detective G.” He lit the other
half of the cigarette and leaned back in his chair again, blowing
smoke up to the ceiling. “The devil with red
eyes.”

Joe snapped to attention when he
heard Mikey's last words, causing his own vague memory of more than
one pair of red eyes to float across his vision.


*****

 

Keith paced the floors of his
study. He couldn’t understand why Thea Daniels had not come to him
yet. It had been almost a full day since he had summoned the
stigmata curse on her. She would have seen by now how her blood
burned the demons. It should have sent her running from
the vampires into the only place of worship she had gone to in this
diseased ridden town. She should have come running to him
for guidance. He slammed both his fists down on his desk. He should
have them by now!

He took a deep, calming breath; he
would need to think of another plan. If she wouldn’t come to him
voluntarily he would have to use force. He left his office and went
down the hall and knocked on a small door that used to lead to a
pantry, but now was room to the the perfect man for the job that
Keith had in mind, leaving Keith to his own work.

The door opened slowly and Keith
smiled his sweet smile. “Hello, Seth, sorry to disturb you, but I
have an assignment for you.”

Seth opened his door wider.
“Anything, Father O’Brien.”


*****

 

Edric made good on his word to pick
Thea up at her apartment as soon as he woke up in the afternoon.
Thea wasn't expecting him as early as he was. It was only four
o'clock when she turned around from the stove and found him
suddenly standing there. She startled and dropped her grilled
cheese sandwich onto the floor. “Dammit Edric!” She threw the
spatula she had been balancing her sandwich on back into the frying
pan. “Would it kill you to announce yourself somehow?” She bent
down, scooped the ruined meal off of the floor and walked it over
to the garbage can underneath the sink. “Goddamn creature of the
night,” she cursed under her breath.

“I heard that, you know.” Edric
said defensively. He was glad to see some of Thea's spirit back.
She had seemed so depressed earlier in the day.

She turned to him. “Yeah well, it
was meant to be heard.” She took out two more slices of bread and
grabbed the cheese and butter from the fridge. “What are you doing
here so early anyway?”

Edric raised an eyebrow as he
walked over to her. He took the items from her hands and proceeded
to make the sandwich for her, himself. “Not happy to see me
then?”

Thea sighed loudly. “No, it's not
that, I'm just still a little jumpy, that's all.” She smiled. “I'm
glad you're here; you make me feel safe."


*****

 

Joe ended up pressing charges
against Mikey, if for no other reason than to keep him where he
could find him. He was amazed at how quickly the kid had fallen
asleep once put into the cell.

In the meantime, Joe had received a
list of names of men that fit the description of the Springtime
Rapist, who were at the rave, and who also had a history of
violence. It was a surprisingly small number of men, only nineteen
out of hundreds. A workable number, Joe thought. He handed the
names to a few of the officers and asked them to bring in as many
as they could. He was careful to remind them that these men were
not under arrest and they did not have to come in, but
that it was okay to remind them that the police could easily get a
warrant for their arrest if need be.

It had been two hours since he had
put Mikey away; enough time had passed, Joe thought. He brought him
into the interrogation room again and put a paper bag on the table.
The junkie just watched him, used to the games that were played
inside this room. “Feeling better, Mikey?” Joe asked as he put a
pack of cigarettes next to the bag.

Mike sat up straighter and leaned
forward. His mouth started to water but he wasn't sure if it was
from the smell of whatever food was in the white bag, or from the
cigarettes. “Yeah, Detective G., I'm feelin' better,
yeah.”

Joe opened up the bag and took out
a meatball hero parmesan from the pizza place in town. “That's
good, that's good, glad to hear it.” Joe picked up half the hero
and bit into it. “Mmm, mmm, mmm. They make the best
meatballs. Sorry, Mikey, I haven't eaten all day and the guys were
ordering out. You see, I've been working on this case and it's just
making me nuts, you know what I mean?”

Mike swallowed hard and nodded.
“Yeah, Detective G., I know whatcha mean.”

Joe took another bite. “It's just,
I got to thinking about how you really know a lot of what goes on
downtown and maybe, just maybe, you might know something about this
case.”

Mike eyed Joe suspiciously. “I
dunno, I might know somethin'.”

Joe took the last bite of the half
of hero and wiped his hands on the napkin. “Wow, that was some
sandwich. Look at it, it's huge! I don't think I could finish it
even if I tried.” He looked at Mikey, whose eyes were staring at
the food like a submissive dog waiting for the pack leader to allow
it to eat. Joe smiled. “You wouldn't want to finish it, would you,
Mikey?”

Mike shifted uncomfortably in his
chair. “I… I could finish it for ya, if you don't want
anymore.”

Joe seemed to think about his offer
and then opened a folder and took out a sketch. He placed it in
front of Mikey. “You know this guy?”

Mike looked at the picture. He
seemed familiar but he couldn't say for sure. He shook his head. “I
don't think so; maybe. My memory's not so good,
y'know?”

Joe nodded slowly. “But you
remember the scary man, right?”

Mike sat back in his chair, clearly
afraid of where this was going.

Joe moved the hero in front of
Mikey, but kept it out of reach. He pointed to the sketch. “Is this
the scary man, Mikey? Is this the man who's after
you?”

“No, that ain't him. You can't
catch the scary man, Detective G.”

“Why not, Mikey? Who is
he?”

“He's the monster in your closet;
you can't catch the monster in your closet.”

“He's not a monster, he's a man.
What did he want you to do today? What made you come here?” Mikey
shook his head and looked down at his hands. Joe demanded his
attention. “Look at me!” His shout made the man in front of him
jump and wince at the same time and Joe almost felt bad about it.
“This sandwich is yours if you just tell me about what happened
today before you came here.”

“Just what happened
today?”

“Yes, tell me what happened this
morning before you came here.”

Mike nodded frantically. “Okay,
I'll tell you. He wanted me to go talk to the priest at the church
in town.”

“The Catholic
church?”

“Yeah. So I go there, right, and
I'm panicked, y'know, 'cos I'm thinkin', what if the scary man is
watchin' me to make sure I do as he says, right? But y'know what,
Detective G.?”

“What's that,
Mikey?”

Mike looked around at the empty
room and leaned in closer, lowering his voice. “I don't think the
scary man goes out much in the day, y'know what I
mean?”

Joe sat back in his chair and
couldn't help his thoughts wandering to the animal attacks that
took place almost two months ago. He nodded at Mikey, encouraging
him to continue his rant.

“So, I'm walkin' across the street,
right, an I get to the curb an' the guy looks at me an' is all,
I'll help you with your demons, or something' like that.
I'm tellin' ya, Detective G., somethin' ain't right about that
priest an' his freaky friend.”

“What friend?” Joe asked, this was
the first Mikey had mentioned another person.

“I dunno, some guy rakin' leaves.
That's who you should go talk to, that freaky priest. Somethin'
ain't right about him. His eyes are messed up.”

“Red eyes?” Joe
asked.

Mike shook his head. “No, black.
Like, really black; who's got black eyes?”

Joe pushed the hero across and put
a small water bottle on the table before getting up. “Thanks,
Mikey.” He grabbed the pack of cigarettes as he
stood.

“Hey, wait!” Mike called after him.
“What about a cigarette? Can I get a smoke?”

Joe took out one cigarette and
paused for a moment. “What does the scary man look
like?”

Mike seemed to need to think about
this. “I dunno, regular, I guess.”

“What color is his
hair?”

“Black, I think.”

“How about his eyes?” Joe took a
couple of steps closer as he took the red lighter out of his
pocket.

“Blue, mostly.” Mike looked down at
the sandwich.

“Anything else?”

Mike's forehead wrinkled as he
thought about it. “I can't really remember,
y'know?”

Joe tossed the cigarette and
lighter on the table and headed for the door. “Thanks,
Mikey."


*****

 

“Let me see your hands,” Edric
said. They were sitting on Thea's couch. She had insisted on
staying in her own apartment that night, saying that she felt
safest there. She gave him her hand. He examined it carefully,
looking for any signs of the curse happening
again.

“Once in awhile I get a little
pain,” Thea said. “Nothing like when the… well, when it happened.
Every time I feel something I get afraid it's happening all over
again.”

“It won't happen again,” Edric
promised.

“How can you be so
sure?”

Edric kissed her hand. “Because I
know.” He trailed kisses up her arm to her neck. He felt her tense
in anticipation of a bite. Instead he nibbled on her earlobe,
waiting for her to relax and give in to him. He could still sense
her doubt, and he needed to help her regain her confidence in
him.

Thea could swear up and down that
she was not in the mood for any kind of romance, but when it came
to Edric, all bets were off. He had a power over her that she could
not explain, nor ignore no matter how hard she tried at times. When
he kissed her neck a pleasant chill went through her body, waiting
for the bite that was sure to come. When it didn't, she found
herself relaxing, but disappointed. She had to admit, her body had
an addiction to him.

Edric was pleased at her reaction
to his advances. He moved over her, gently pushing her to lie down.
He captured her mouth in a soft kiss.

Thea responded and let her body
take over. Just when the last of her resolve and insecurities had
melted away, Edric suddenly stopped and looked toward the window.
“What is it?” she asked.

He sighed.
“Liam.”

“Where?"

Edric got up and went to the
window. He moved the curtains in time to see Liam leap up onto the
small balcony outside. He opened the window for his childe. “This
had better be important.”

“Madeline's gone missing, vanished
into thin air, right in front of Molly.”

“When did this
happen?”

Thea joined them at the window.
“What's happened?”

“Another vampire has been taken,”
Liam answered.

Thea looked from one to the other.
“What do you mean?”

Edric looked at her. “Two vampires
have been attacked, that's all. Nothing you need to worry about.”
He shot a look at Liam, who nodded slightly.

Thea hated when he kept things from
her, but right now, the less she got involved in whatever was
happening with the Community, the better. “Go,” she said as she
touched Edric's arm. “It's okay, go. They need
you.”

Edric cupped her face in his hand
and kissed her. “I'll be back as soon as I can.”

“I know.” Thea watched them both
jump like cats from the second floor balcony outside her living
room window, and then shut the window.


*****

 

At two o'clock in the morning it's
pretty much quiet no matter where you are, even if where you are,
happens to be in a jail cell. Mike found that he had the best sleep
he had had in his lifetime. That is until an unfortunately familiar
voice called his name. “Michael, wake up.”

Mike's eyes flew open at the sound
of the scary man's voice. He jumped to a sitting position on the
small cot that was his bed for the night, and slammed his back
against the cement wall of his cell in an attempt to get as far
away from the monster in front of him as possible. “Jesus, man!
What the hell are you doin' here?”

“Shut up,” Edric warned
calmly.

Mike did as he was told. He
ventured a glance away from the scary man sitting on the cot with
him, and looked past him and around the room his cell occupied.
There was no one around at all. “Where's the
guard?”

“Don't worry about the guard,
Michael, you just worry about you.” Edric paused long enough to
light a cigarette, and noticed Michael's eyes lighting up as well.
He blew smoke in the human's face before he spoke again. “Did you
do as you were told?”

Mike inched off the wall and kept a
steady eye on the man in front of him, especially his eyes, which
were a bright shade of blue at the moment. He nodded in
response.

“You spoke with the
priest?”

Mike shifted nervously. “Well, I
went there, like you said, y'know? And he was with some other guy,
rakin' leaves. An' I went up to the curb but when he looked at me…
”

Edric raised an eyebrow.
“What?”

Mike managed to sidle his way off
of the mattress and along the small wall, gaining some distance
between them. Not that it mattered. Mike knew that the scary man
could kill him if he wanted to, regardless of how much of a head
start Mike would gain by miraculously slipping past and out the
opened door of his cell. Mike swallowed the lump that had managed
to develop in his throat. “Well, the guy looked at me, right, an'
he just freaked me out. His eyes ain't right,
y'know?”

Edric stood and advanced slowly.
“What do you mean, his eyes ain't right?” Could the priest be a
demon of some kind? Not a vampire, Edric would have felt his
presence; but usually he could feel when other demons were around
as well.

Mike tried as best he could to
effectively counter the other man's movements and keep maintaining
what little distance he could. “I dunno, man. They weren't right,
that's all; like, their color was wrong or
somethin'”

“And what color were they?” Edric
cornered Michael.

Mike's hands started coming up to
instinctively try to protect his body and face. “I dunno, like,
black; like, really black. Nobody has eyes like that, y'know? So I
got outta there!” Mike's voice had raised into a shout, but somehow
he was not too confident there would be any guards coming to his
rescue, no matter what they heard happening in
there.

Edric took another drag from his
cigarette and thought for a moment. What demon would have black
eyes? Or could it be a human who has been so corrupted by black
magic that evil had settled inside of him? If eyes were truly the
windows, then they would be looking in on a soul that had been
eaten away. If this human were that versed in magic, Edric would
need to double his studies in order to stand a chance against
him.

Mike watched him for a moment and
then asked, “Are— are you gonna kill me?”

Edric returned his attention back
to the human trembling in the corner. “You know, mate, one of these
days you're going to ask me that and I just might answer,
yes.”

Mike swallowed again and forced
himself to continue breathing. “You killed Stevie, din't
you?”

Edric had to think for a second to
figure out what he was talking about. Then he remembered the night
he had first met Michael. “Ah, yes.” He stepped closer. “Your
friend Steven had handled my girl, and I don't like when people
handle my girl, Michael.”

Mike noticed the slight change in
color from blue to red in the man's eyes and instantly regretted
his decision to confront him about Stevie. His hands defensively
came up in front of his face as he cried, “I'm sorry, man! I'm
sorry!”

Edric smiled evilly, enjoying the
sheer terror he instilled. When the human slowly brought his hands
down, Edric took a final drag of his cigarette before throwing it
on the floor of the cell. He took out another one and tossed it on
the cot with a lighter. He watched Michael dive for it before
turning to leave.

Mike couldn't believe his eyes when
the scary man threw the treasure onto the bed. He scrambled to
light the smoke before the dream vanished when he saw the other man
stop and hold onto the bars of the cell. “You okay, man?” He
foolishly stepped closer, as if the nicotine payment had suddenly
made them trusting friends.

Edric clutched at his abdomen when
he felt the ripping sensation of another one of his bloodline being
tortured and killed. Madeline's death was twice as painful to him
as Juliet's had been. When the stupid human came up behind him, the
instinct of his demon reacted.

Mike didn't have time to register
what was happening until it was already too late. When the scary
man had turned around Mike caught a glimpse of the truth; a truth
that he had been trying desperately not to acknowledge, but that he
could no longer deny. Scary man was a vampire, and he was feeding
from Mike's neck.

Edric only took enough to make
himself feel better. He didn't want to kill this human, not at the
moment anyway; he may prove useful in the future. He let him fall
to the floor when he released him. He glowered at the terrified
human clinging to his own neck, staring up at
him.

“I knew it! I knew it!” Mike yelled
as he checked for blood on his hand when he took it away from his
neck. “Jesus, man, I knew it! Oh God, you're gonna kill me now,
aren't you?” He tried to get to his feet but all he could manage
was to climb up onto the cot.

Edric rolled his eyes at the
pathetic creature in front of him. “If I wanted you dead, you would
already be dead.” He answered. He turned to go, he wanted to find
Liam. “I'll be seeing you, Michael.”

Once Mike was sure he was
completely alone, he slowly rose from the bed and walked over to
the open door of the cell. He grabbed onto the bars and pulled them
across, locking himself inside again. It didn't really matter where
he was anyway, not when a vampire wanted to get to
him.

*****

 

Thea woke up alone the next
morning. She permitted herself to stay in bed most of the morning
and didn't force herself out of bed until well after lunchtime. She
was feeling a little more refreshed than the day before and opened
her living room window to let some fresh air in. The Spring breeze
felt good on her face and she decided that she would spend the rest
of the day outside.

As she took her shower she wondered
where Edric had gone the night before with Liam, and if everything
had been all right. Now that it was daylight, she didn't expect to
see him until that evening. She would just make sure that she was
home before nightfall. Lately, she only felt safe in the dark when
Edric was near, a thought that was very unsettling to her
psyche.

Two hours later, Thea was walking
along the path through the woods deep in thought. She had promised
Edric she would not go to the priest and tell him about the
stigmata from two nights ago. She looked down at her hands for the
hundredth time before rubbing them together; she could not deny how
troubled she still was from the whole experience.

She stopped when she reached the
small lily pond. It was a secluded area she had found off the trail
in the woods that bordered Pellman and the next town. It was a
beautiful place to come and think, especially at the start of
Spring.

Removing her jacket, she sat down
at the base of a large maple tree and leaned against it, allowing
the rays of the sun to warm her ivory skin. She closed her eyes and
did something she hadn't done in years; she prayed. She wasn't
exactly sure what was happening to her, and if ever there was a
time when she was confused about her life, it was right then and
there. Was Edric right? Was this curse sent from a man and not God?
Did it really matter? Since getting involved with Edric and his
Community there had been nothing but horror and
heartache.

Wait, that wasn't all true, she had
fallen in love; God help her, she had fallen in love with a
vampire. And as dangerous as life had become for her of late, she
couldn't bear to think of her life without him. She was lost, but
was she too far gone to be saved?

She let her thoughts wander while
absorbing the sounds of the birds and insects around her. The true
symphony of God's creation. She could swear she could hear the
munching of little mouths on vegetation within the small forest.
She felt the warm spring breeze on her and turned her face into it
so that it gently blew her auburn hair off of her face. She inhaled
deeply the scents of the budding floral surrounding
her.

She felt a sudden urge to go
running through a field of wildflowers. On the other side of the
lily pond was just such an open field. It was so peaceful just to
run, carefree, expending her energy in a positive way. She began to
breathe heavily and slowed to a gentle walk back toward the tree
where she had left her jacket. She, rather suddenly, realized that
it had begun to get dark. Lyrics from an old song by the Platters
came to her lips, “heavenly shades of night are falling, it's
twilight time,” she sang quietly to herself.

She stopped abruptly upon seeing
the figure that stood not twenty yards before her. She didn't know
who he was but somewhere deep down she knew that he wasn't human.
She watched as two others joined on either side of the first
vampire, their eyes screaming scarlet. They started running toward
her. In a panic she turned and ran as fast as she could in the
opposite direction, her breath becoming almost painful as she
gasped to fill her lungs. She looked back to see how close they
were, knowing all too well of their superior speed. She slowed to a
stop when she saw nothing but an empty field of flowers. Had she
imagined them? She turned around and saw nothing in the direction
she had been running in either. “I must be losing it,” she said out
loud to herself.

She turned again to go back to the
maple tree to retrieve her jacket and jumped when she saw the
terrifying face of Robert's demon. He grabbed her in a vice-like
grip and opened his mouth, revealing fangs with blood already
dripping from them. She screamed.

Thea awoke with a start and
instinctively grabbed at her throat to make sure it was still in
one piece. She sighed deeply once the realization that it had only
been a dream seeped in. She stood and put on her jacket as the
chilly night air began to settle in around her. She took one last
look at the serenity before her and turned to
leave.

She crept through the darkening
woods trying her best to keep her senses up and alert. Now that she
was aware of the things that lurk in the dark she tried her hardest
not to get caught in it alone. Not only was she alone, but she was
in a wooded area far from any houses or other signs of human life.
The only plus was that she had been there often enough that she
could find her way back, even through the limited, evening
light.

She walked quickly, not having a
hundred percent faith that the mark Edric had given her would
protect her. She knew there were other… things… out there besides
vampires. She had almost grown used to the idea of their existence.
Sometimes she could tell by looking at people if they were human or
vampire. She thought that was the mark. It had changed her somehow;
she couldn't quite put her finger on it but she could feel a change
in her. Mostly, it was how she was treated by people that gave it
away. There was something about the way vampires looked at her that
was almost an acknowledgment of… something. Maybe because Edric was
the leader of the Community, it made her more revered by
them.

But there were other things and
beings out there to be sure. Werewolves were a certainty, but what
else? Was every urban legend and folklore beast a reality? And if
they were, does her involvement with the vampires here make her
more of a target for them?

Thea shook her head of the
frightening thoughts that were entering it. Why was it whenever she
was out alone in the dark, that was the moment she chose to
contemplate the existence of demons and monsters? She forced
herself to remain calm and not give in to her fears. She stopped
dead in her tracks when she thought she heard something behind her.
She turned around quickly to face whatever it was. She let out her
breath and smiled. “Seth—” she managed before blacking
out.




*****

 

Across town Edric shot upright in
his bed. His demon screamed in anger and… panic? He felt a sudden
urge to find Forsythea immediately. He closed his eyes and allowed
the dark being within him to come to the surface and search. He
could see her walking and then a man approaching her from behind,
she turned and…

Edric's blood-red eyes flew open
with an anger so powerful it literally shook his body. He left the
house without feeding first, wanting to be hungry enough to drain
the blood of the man that dared to touch what belonged to
him.


*****

 

Thea woke up and touched her tender
head. “Ow,” she hissed. She looked around the dark, dank room and
wondered where the hell she was. There was not much light at all,
only the flicker of candlelight from a candelabra set by the wall
outside the bars of her apparent cell, as well as along the walls
where candles hung from wrought iron sconces. She stood up slowly
and ran her hand along the side of the wall. She thought she must
be in a cave of some kind judging by how the walls felt. She could
hear the faint sound of water trickling from somewhere deeper
inside.

Her eyes were adjusting to the dim
light quickly and she could make out the rest of the space she was
in. The opening in the cave itself was small, and her cell only
about nine by nine. Since when were there caves on Long Island,
much less ones that housed jail cells?

Thea could feel her fear getting
control of her and she tried to fight it with every ounce of
strength she could muster. Sinking to the ground, she began to cry
silently. Edric will come, Edric will come, Edric will
come… she chanted over and over to herself. She tried to keep
herself quiet until Seth decided to show himself
again.


*****

 

Edric drove westward toward the
edge of town. He could feel Thea calling to him. He leaned on the
gas pedal and turned off the headlights, allowing his demon to lead
the way without the interruption of his weaker human
senses.


*****

 

She's awake. Go
now.

Seth shook the hair out of his eyes
and headed back down into the unfinished bunker. He had stumbled
across it two years ago while following a couple of young girls
into the woods. They had stopped by the lily pond to do drugs.
Satan's grasp on them had been strong and they had needed to be
punished for their evil deeds; the Voice had told him to, ordered
it. It had commanded him to show them what true evils lie out there
in the world of drugs. So he had done just that. He had known then
that he had been chosen by God to be His punisher here on Earth.
And then He had sent him Father O'Brien who had known what
he had been chosen for. He had known because God had sent Father
O'Brien to guide Seth to those who needed punishment. And that had
brought him here with the dirty whore who held a secret Father
O'Brien needed to know: who was Edric?


*****

 

Thea could hear movement to the
left down a tunnel and tried her hardest to shrink into the dirt
wall. She covered her own mouth so that he wouldn't hear her crying
as tears of terror spilled from her green eyes. Oh, God,
she prayed, if you're listening please send Edric,
please.

“Well, well, well, awake are you?”
Seth sneered from the other side of the bars. He took out a key and
opened the door. He watched his new prize stand, obviously unsure
of the situation. He loved feeling the vibrations of her fear in
the air. He moved closer to examine the new toy that had been sent
to him, lighting a cigarette as he did so.

Look at that Jezebel!
Show her what it is to be the devil's
whore!

Thea summoned up all the courage
she could as she stood to face Seth. His hair hung down in his eyes
unlike the first time she had seen him, and she could feel the
sinister righteousness emanating from them. She watched him light a
cigarette and took a breath before she spoke. “Seth, where are we?
Why did you bring me here?”

He walked slowly toward her, taking
in her young form and pretty face. It was no wonder she was what
she was. He reached out and twirled an auburn curl around his
finger. “Oh, don't worry, Jezebel, we're going to get to know each
other real well, you and I.” He blew smoke in her face and smiled
when she cringed. “I'll ask the questions around here.” He backed
her up against the rocky wall. “Tell me, do you know what you are?”
He brought her hair up to his nose and smelled it. “You're a
whore.”

Thea felt herself trembling with
fear as Seth came closer to her. She backed away as much as she
could and scraped her back along the jagged edges of rock behind
her. Seth pressed his body up against hers when he asked his
question. She didn't answer, her mind was reeling with the
possibilities of escape. He was much bigger than she was and she
knew crazy when she saw it; she could never fight him and win. At
this point there was no way around him either. She closed her eyes
tightly as she felt his rough fingers travel up the hem of her
blouse.

Thea's instinct to survive took
over and she screamed out, “No!” as she hit his hands away. She saw
anger fill his dark eyes and he grabbed her shirt collar. He ripped
open her blouse, sending the buttons flying across the dingy floor.
Thea cried out again and began to wildly fight him off, punching
and kicking at him until a strong blow to the face knocked her
down.

“Feisty little Jezebel, aren't
you?” He leered at her and dragged her up from the floor. “Go
ahead, fight me, I like to fight. But remember this, whore, I
always win.” He took the cigarette out of his mouth and
laughed.

Yes! Show her what it's
like to burn in Hell for her sins!
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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?
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Community: Lunar Attacks Book 2 (2011)
Lunar Attacks is the second book in Jessie Mahoney's "The
Community" vampire series. The thrilling saga continues as we find
Thea's ex thrown into the new life she has begun. Will Thea and
Edric survive this new love triangle they are forced into?

Jonathan has come a long way to find his ex-fiance Thea, and he
has a terrifying agenda in place for their reunion. Forsythea
Daniels is just starting to get used to the idea of the existence
of vampires, that is until she goes to photograph her first murder
case and sees the horrific mauling of a young woman, realizing that
there are worse things out there in the night besides her new lover
Edric.

Edric can sense the presence of the lycan that has come to the
city of Pellman. But can he stop him in time to save his Community
and his lover?



	


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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