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Hold onto me
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Prologue

 

 

Saturday morning, Montauk, Long
Island…

 

“All set, Mr. Sorelli.” The young
man in the ticket booth slid a one-way ferry ticket across the
counter to the forty-something looking man on the other
side.

 

“Thank you,” Ted replied as he
took the tickets. He grabbed his duffel bag and glanced up at the
woman standing behind him in line. She gave him a disgusted look
and shoved past him to the window without bothering to wait until
he was out of her way. He sighed and walked slowly to the ferry
dock. After all this time, he would have thought he would be used
to the treatment from others, but he supposed that was part of his
punishment: to always feel that sting when people treated him
badly.

 

He made certain to stay clear of the crowd as he
waited to board the large boat; there was no sense in making this
ride any more difficult than it was already sure to be. He had
always tried to avoid any type of close quarters with people, but
the ride would be short and as long as he stayed out of everyone's
way, all should be fine. It would all be over soon. This was the
final destination; it all ended on Block Island.

 

*****

 

“Are you sure he's the one? I
don't want to go over open waters just for some two-bit snack.”
Anthony warned.

 

“I'm telling you for sure, he's
the guy.” Tommy looked at the other three men surrounding
him.

 

“I don't understand why we don't
just go eat him now; screw the humans!” Sean paced under the shade
of a large maple in the lot of a closed down gas station down the
road from the Montauk ferry.

 

“Because, nimwit, we don't even
know if this myth is true or if he's even really the guy we're
looking for. To expose ourselves right now could be suicide.”
Raymond explained. He stepped closer to his
brother.
“You want to be thrown into the water and sink to the
bottom?”

 

Sean shook his head at elder and decided it was
better to wait for instructions than to challenge the chain of
command.

 

“Good.” Raymond walked around to
the trunk of the dark sedan they had stolen three days ago and
opened it. The others came to stand behind him, hunger dancing in
their eyes. Raymond looked down into the terrified eyes of the
young couple bound and gagged inside. “Now be sure to eat enough,
it's going to be a sunny day on Block
Island.”

 










Chapter 1

 


 

Chapter
1

 

 

Sunday night, Southampton Hospital, Long
Island…

 

SLAM!

 

The swinging doors to the emergency room in
Southampton Hospital crashed open as the gurney rammed through
them.

 

“What do you got?” A doctor asked
as he rushed to meet the
paramedic.

 

“Adult female, unconscious.
Restrained driver in an MVA. BP is 60 palp. Pulse is 120 and
thready. Respiration is 6. Pupils are unequal and unresponsive.
Skin clammy and moist. Open tib/fib fracture of the left lower leg
and positive deformity of the right forearm. Positive rigidity of
the right lower quadrant of the
abdomen,” the medic
responded, running alongside the ER
personnel.

 

“She's got internal
bleeding,” the doctor deduced. Then he yelled, “Prep the OR, we're
going in.”

 

SLAM!

 

Another set of swinging doors burst open as Thea was
rushed through. A nurse stopped him. “I'm sorry, sir, but you can't
come in here.”

 

Edric watched them take his beloved away and for the
first time in a century felt a sense of
helplessness.

 

“You
okay?”

 

Edric stared at the nurse,
confused.

 

“You look a little banged up,” she
continued. “Why don't you come sit and let me take a look at
you.”

 

When the nurse took his arm Edric snapped out of his
confusion. “No,” he responded, “I'm fine.” He looked over at the
nurse's station where the man from the ambulance was filling out
paperwork. He watched him say goodbye to the nurse at the desk and
head for the exit. Edric's eyes narrowed and his hands clenched
into fists as he silently followed the man out the door. They
entered into the ambulance bay. The vehicle that Thea had ridden in
was the only one there.

 

“Hey!” Edric
called.

 

The paramedic turned to unknowingly face the man who
held his very life in his hands. “You're not supposed to be in
here, Sir.”

 

“What's going to happen to her?”
Edric strode right up to the man's
face.

 


“What?”

 

“The girl you just brought in,
what's going to happen to her? What were all those things you told
the doctor in there?” Edric could feel his anger getting the best
of him.

 

“Oh,” the man said quietly as he
briefly looked away. “Look, I'm not a doctor, you should just wait
to see what he says.”

 

Edric grabbed the man by the shirt
collar and slammed him up against the back door of the ambulance.
“I'm asking
you!
Now tell me what I want to
know!”

 

“Okay, okay!” The paramedic held
up his hands defensively. “Hey, what's wrong with your
eyes?”

 

It took all the willpower Edric could muster to
control himself and not kill this man. “Tell me!” he
yelled.

 

“Okay, just calm down,
please.”

 

Edric let go of the man's shirt but did not give him
any space.

 

“She has some internal bleeding
and a dangerous head wound.”

 

“Will she
live?”

 

“She's in surgery right
now—”

 

“WILL SHE LIVE?” Edric
shouted.

 

The paramedic cringed at the ferocity of the man's
voice. He wasn't one to scare easily but something about this man
sent a deathly chill through him. He wanted nothing more than to
scramble into the ambulance and speed away from this place. “Yeah,
yeah,” he lied, “she should come through just fine. He's a good
doctor.”

 

Edric felt his demon rise to the surface as his eyes
turned a deepening shade of crimson. “You're lying,” he said in a
guttural snarl. He grabbed the man's hair and pulled his head to
one side.

 

“Hey! What's going on in
here?”

 

Edric regained control and turned to face the
ambulance driver, who had just entered the garage. “Nothin', mate,
just asking a few questions about my girl, is all.” He turned to
the man he had nearly killed and smiled. He deepened his stare into
the man's eyes. “Nothing but questions.”

 

The paramedic blinked and looked at his partner.
“Yeah, just questions.”

 

The driver shifted nervously. “Well, you're really
not supposed to be in here; I'm going to have to ask you to
leave.”

 

Edric glanced back at the
paramedic before turning to leave the ambulance bay.
He
strode back into the emergency
room and headed straight toward the doors he had, only moments
before, watched them rush Thea
through.

 

“Sir!” A large woman wearing a
nurse's uniform ran after him frantically waving her right arm in
the air. “Sir, you can't go in
there!”

 

Edric allowed her to catch up to him. He took a
quick scan of the empty waiting room and flashed her an angelic
smile. When he put his hand on her shoulder he could feel her body
instantly relax. Human's were so pathetically easy to manipulate.
“I'm not going anywhere, Luv.”

 

“You're not going anywhere,” the
nurse repeated softly.

 

“I'm not even here
tonight.”

 

“Not even here.” She smiled up at
Edric.

 

He thought she may have once been a beautiful woman,
twenty years ago. He turned to continue through the doors but then
stopped and looked back at her. “Where do you keep the
blood?”

 

“Blood?” She was still
trance-like.

 

“For transfusions, where do you
store the bags of blood?”

 

“Down the hall to the end, make a
right and go to the end of that hallway, the last door on the left.
You'll need a key.”

 

Edric smiled. “No I won't.” He caressed her face
with a calloused finger, his demon begging for her blood. But he
couldn't divert any attention away from efforts to save Thea's
life.

 

Silently, he walked down the
hallway, a virtual ghost among the living; he paid special
attention to not being noticed. He allowed his demon to rise to the
surface. Humans always seemed to
avoid
seeing a vampire. Hiding in plain
sight was sometimes the easiest way to go about getting business
done.

 

He came to a stop in front of a locked door. He
looked around cautiously, and then grabbed the handle tightly and
pushed downward, breaking the lock and causing the handle to simply
hang there. He slipped through the door and didn't bother to turn
on the lights. He went right over to the refrigeration unit and
looked in on the veritable gold mine of nourishment. He hadn't
bothered to feed in order to heal his own injuries from the
accident. He grabbed two bags and drank them
quickly.

 

Silently, he exited the storage room and searched
for the operating room where some lowly human was attempting to
save Thea's life, the only life that meant anything to him.
Somewhere embedded in his memory was the promise he had made to
Thea those many months before. But this was a special circumstance,
wasn't it?

 

Southampton Hospital was small, and it housed an
even smaller staff, especially during the night shift. Even still,
Edric was surprised at how easy it was to navigate the halls as
freely as he did. He effortlessly followed Thea's scent through
another set of double doors and then finally to a door marked
“Operating Room 1”. He looked up and down the hallway he was in and
saw no one. Carefully he opened the door just a crack, just enough
so that his heightened senses could assess the situation. The aroma
of blood assaulted his olfactory and his demon surged to the
surface. He allowed it to search the room, taking note of the
machines and their data, the number of humans in the room, and most
of all, the words that he heard coming from them.

 


“Clamp.”

 

“That should be
it.”

 

“No, she's still bleeding
somewhere, blood pressure is still
falling.”

 

“C'mon! Where are
you?”

 

“Blood oxygen
dropping.”

 

“Blood pressure
dropping.”

 

“Start another
transfusion.”

 

Outside the room Edric's grip on the door handle
tightened, bending the metal outward. There were six people in the
room. Two surgeons, three nurses and one anesthesiologist. He could
easily overpower them all. He waited, Thea's past plea not to turn
her, playing over and over in his mind. But this was different,
special circumstances. She would understand. He continued to
listen, waiting for the very last second. He hoped his faith in the
humans was not misplaced.

 

“Nurse, get ready with another
clamp, I think I found it.”

 

“We're losing
her!”

 

“No! I got it!
Clamp!”

 

“Did we get it? Talk to me
people.”

 

“Blood pressure leveling off.
Heart rate becoming regular. Looks like we got
it.”

 

There was an overwhelming sense of relief that
spread all the way into the hallway and Edric couldn't help but
smile. He shut the door silently and leaned up against the wall. He
watched a petite blonde woman walk his way.

 

“Excuse me, sir, but you're really
not supposed to be back here; the waiting area is over there.” She
pointed to a small room at the end of the
hall.

 

“Sorry.” Edric straightened up but
made no movements to leave from the operating room
door.

 

“Well,” she continued, “I was
actually looking for you anyway. You came in with the woman in the
car accident, right?”

 


“Yes.”

 

“I was wondering if you could help
me fill out some personal information. We don't even have her name
or anything.” She gestured to Edric to follow her to the waiting
room. “We could sit down in
here.”

 

Reluctantly, he complied with her request, but could
not sit once in the room. Instead he paced the floor and answered
her questions as curt as he could. It was all he could do to not
simply kill her to get her out of his way.

 

“My name is Mandy and I just need
a little information, okay?”

 

Edric nodded in response. He wanted a
smoke.

 

“What's her
name?”

 

“Forsythea
Daniels.”

 


“Age?”

 


“Twenty-five.”

 


“Married?”

 

“What?” Edric stopped pacing then,
remembering their last conversation; to be truthful it was more an
argument than a
conversation.

 

“Is she married? Are you her
husband?”

 

“No, we're not married.” He began
pacing again.

 

“You don't happen to know any of
her insurance information, do
you?”

 

“Sorry, left her bag in the car. I
can give you her address and cell number but that's about
it.”

 

Mandy could see he was clearly agitated and decided
that she had enough information to get a file started. She stood
and softly walked over to the dark-haired man who looked so
devastated. She put her hand gently on his shoulder. “There's
coffee in the cafeteria, it's usually fresh. Why don't you take a
walk and get some; I'm sure they'll be awhile in
there.”

 

“Don't drink coffee.” Not for the
first time that night Edric held back the demon rising in him,
screaming to take a life. “I'm not going anywhere.” He inhaled
deeply, filling himself with her scent, dangerously tempting his
demon even more. “You should go,
Mandy.”

 

She sighed, and giving his back a final, soft pat,
turned and went back to her station at the emergency room
information desk.

 

Edric maintained control and walked to the nurse's
station down the hall. “I need to use the phone,” he said to the
woman behind the counter. “Got family to call.”

 

Friday night, Pellman, Long
Island…

 

Thea browsed the website for the
Block Island Ferry until she found where she could purchase a
ticket online.
She left clicked her laptop and
released a sigh. It will be a much needed, albeit short, vacation
from the craziness that her life had become of
late.

 

She looked out the window of her small
apartment living room: the sun had set two hours ago. Edric would
be coming soon, she expected. The thought at once thrilled her and
saddened her. She had become so confused. When did this happen?
Before the events of last month every thought of her lover excited
her, enticed the very depths of her womanhood. But then the
stigmata curse had happened, she had been tortured and nearly raped
by a man whom she had later helped to kill, Liam had been taken and
after a magical fight of dueling sorcery, the new priest, who had
turned out to be evil, had been crushed under the rubble that had
once been the rectory garage.

 

Edric had healed her wounds with one of the
spells in his black, leather bound book but on the inside she had
been changed forever. She had been having terrible dreams, reliving
either the fight in the basement or her time with Seth, the man who
had tortured her, burned her, hit her and had nearly succeeded in
raping her. Edric had come for her, of course; she knew somehow he
always would. All of this paled in comparison with the unsettling
fact that she had pushed Seth into the arms of Edric's demon,
ensuring his fate of being devoured by a
vampire.

 

As it had turned out Seth had been tormenting
and killing women in those woods for two years. Thea kept telling
herself that he had deserved it, but that never seemed to quiet the
screams she heard in her dreams. Yet even this was not the worst
part of it, not that she had been an accomplice to the murder of an
evil man. No, the part that she was having so much trouble living
with, was the memory of feeling the power that came with that
single act. Edric had killed for her, she had thrown him his victim
and she had watched Seth die, and hadn't a single ounce of remorse
for such a deed.

 


That
was the part of the nightmare
that kept her from falling back to sleep at night. What had she
become? Was she just as evil as the darkness that had drained the
blood of her
tormentor?

 

“Why such deep thoughts, my
pet?”

 

Thea turned to find Edric standing behind her,
ever the creature of the night, he always seemed to silently slip
in without her noticing him. She managed a smile. “What makes you
think I'm having deep thoughts?”

 

He sauntered over and knelt down in front of
her. “Because I know you too well for you to hide anything from
me.” He paused. “What is it?”

 

She breathed deeply before answering. “I'm
going to Block Island this weekend. I'm taking the ferry out of
Montauk tomorrow morning.” She leaned forward in her chair and
cupped his face in her hands. “I just need to get away from this
town for a day or two.”

 

“I'm not one for sunny
beaches, you know.”

 

Thea averted his
gaze.

 

“I see,” he said as he
straightened. “I'm not invited,
then?”

 

“Edric, I just need a break
from … vampires and werewolves and magic and evil priests that try
to kill me. I just want to make sure there is still some kind of
normal in this world.” She never knew what Edric was thinking. It
was so unfair how he always seemed to know what was going on in her
head and she hadn't ever a clue as to what was going on in his.
“Hey,” she smiled as she brought her face closer to his. “It's a
lot for me, all of this. Please don't be insulted if I need a break
every now and then in order to keep my sanity. It's not you I'm
taking a break from, it's this underworld I find myself living in
night after night.”

 

After a moment Edric kissed her and then
smiled. He took her hand as he stood. “Come on,
then.”

 

“Where are we
going?”

 

“Your holiday from
my
underworld
starts tomorrow, Luv. Let's go
have some fun.”

 


*****

 

The 1979 black Cutlass rolled silently into the
crowded parking lot of a popular bar and grill east of the town of
Pellman. It was just the tip of the Hamptons, a newly opened
restaurant called Buoy One. It was a beautiful Spring evening in
Westhampton and Thea wasn't at all surprised to see the small
groupings of people milling about outside the eatery, waiting for
their tables to be called. “I think there's a bit of a wait,” she
said.

 

“Nonsense.” Edric took her by the hand and led her
to the hostess station. "Table for two," he said to the young
woman.

 

"There's about a thirty minute wait." She smiled up
at him.

 

Edric smiled back and intensified his gaze until he
could feel a shift
happen in the energy between them. "You'll call
us with the next table, then. We'll be at the
bar."

 

The hostess smiled and nodded with a dreamy look in
her eye.

 

"Oh for Heaven's sake," Thea
groaned.

 

"What?" Edric led her to an empty spot at the
bar.

 

"You made that girl get all goo-goo eyed. Do I ever
look that ridiculous when I'm looking at you?"

 

Edric flashed that smile Thea could die for and
turned to the bartender. "Excuse me, Luv."

 

A beautiful red-headed woman came over to them. Her
curly hair caressed her young face as much as the short dress
hugged her thin curves. She wiped the bar where they stood and
smiled. "What can I get for you guys?"

 

"Word on the street is that you make a damn good
sloe gin fizz, Red."

 

She looked a little surprised. "Where did you hear
that? I've only made that for one other
customer."

 

"Word gets around. Fix up one for my girl, would
you?"

 

"Sure thing." She searched the shelves for a bottle
of red liquor and proceeded to go to work. "The secret," she
offered as she sliced a lemon in half, "Is to use a real lemon,
instead of sour mix." She finished up by pouring a little sugar on
top and placed it in front of Thea.

 

"Thank you," Thea said.

 

"What about you?" she asked Edric.

 

"Just a shot of whiskey, Red, and some
water."

 

"Drinking light?" Thea asked as she added a straw to
her drink.

 

Edric bent down and lightly kissed her neck, causing
a pleasant chill to run through her. "You know I like my drinks a
little mixed, Pet," he purred in her ear. "But since we're here
I'll have to go light."

 

Edric paused his actions and looked up at the
bartender talking to an obviously irate customer. "Sorry, sir," she
was saying, "But I'm not allowed to do that."

 

"What kind of a bar doesn't buy back for a customer.
I've already bought like four drinks for myself." The young man
arguing pointed to a spot on the bar in front of him as if to help
get his point across to the pretty red-head. He looked to be in his
late twenties and was clearly one who frequented the gym's weight
room.

 

Edric approached like a silent cat as the bartender
answered the man. "We're not a bar, we're a restaurant, and I'm
cutting you off." She moved to walk away from
him.

 

"The hell you are!" The man reached across the bar
and grabbed her arm.

 

Edric grabbed the brute's hand and firmly pressed
his thumb into the middle of it, hitting a painful pressure point
that caused the hand to open of its own accord. "I believe the lady
said you're done, mate."

 

The man yanked his hand away and glared at Edric.
Without a word he cocked his fist back and let it fly right at
Edric's head.

 

Edric easily dodged the punch and stepped in closer.
His right hand came up under the man's jaw and he lifted him up
until his feet were about two inches off the ground. The man
frantically clawed at Edric's hand as his face started turning
shades of red.

 

"What's going on?" A man in a baseball cap came
rushing over and tried to separate Edric and his prey. "Put him
down! Put him down!"

 

Thea got up and touched Edric on the arm, hoping it
would calm him enough so that no one got badly injured tonight, or
worse. "Edric," she whispered.

 

The bartender came over and stood next to the man
trying to stop the fight. "Rob, this creep grabbed me because I
wouldn't serve him anymore and this guy got him off
me."

 

At this point Edric let go and happily watched the
brute fall into a bar stool, gasping and coughing for
air.

 

Rob turned to the man and helped him to his feet.
"You grabbed her?"

 

The man coughed in response and rubbed his
throat.

 

"Rob, he grabbed me," the bartender put her hands on
her hips.

 

Rob grabbed the man, who was only just finding his
voice again, and moved him along toward the door. "Let's go, pal,"
Rob was saying, "Get the hell out of my
restaurant."

 

When Rob came back over he extended his right hand
to Edric. "Thanks for looking out for my girl; my name's Rob, I'm
the owner."

 

Edric glanced at Thea, who made a motion with her
eyes for him to shake Rob's hand. He didn't like meeting new people
and needed another human friend like he needed a stake through the
heart, but he responded appropriately for Thea. "Pleasure," he
said.

 

"I'm Ina," the bartender extended her hand as
well.

 

Thea jumped in and took it. "Thea," she said. "It's
nice to meet you. You have a lovely restaurant."

 

Rob smiled sweetly. "Thank you. Hey, let me find you
guys a table, follow me." He walked into the dining area and hailed
a waitress. "Roxanne, set that table for these
people."

 

"But that table has a reservation card on it," the
waitress responded.

 

"So take it off and then there's no problem." Rob
led them to a small table against the wall near the fireplace.
"Here you go guys." He held the chair out for
Thea.

 

"Thank you, Rob," she said as she sat
down.

 

"No problem. What are you guys drinking? The next
round is on the house."

 

"Nothing for me, mate, but my girl will have another
sloe gin fizz."

 

"Really? Y'know there's only one other person who
has ordered that drink, maybe you know her—"

 

"Doubtful, mate," Edric
interrupted.

 

"All right, one sloe gin fizz coming up." Rob turned
and went back to the bar.

 

"It's just never a dull moment with you around, is
it?" Thea smiled.

 

*****

 

 

 

Sunday night, Pellman Long
Island…

 

“I understand,” Patrick said. He hung up his
cell phone and replaced it into the front pocket of his khakis. He
walked over to a darkened table in the corner
of Nightly's
Pub and stood in front of the
couple occupying the booth. “We have to
go.”

 

A pair of intense blue eyes glared at the younger
vampire for interrupting him. The pretty blonde who was practically
sitting on top of Liam continued to kiss his neck and run her
finger through his shoulder length, sandy-colored hair. “I'm a
little busy right now, Patrick, can't it wait?”

 

“No.”

 

Liam looked more closely at the man standing so
seriously in front of him. He stopped the girl and pushed her away
slightly. “What is it?”

 

“She's hurt; we have to
go.”

 

*****

 

Edric sat and stared down at his red-headed beauty
lying against the assault of bright white sheets. Her eyes were
taped shut, but he could see them moving behind her eyelids. He
wondered what she was dreaming about. The left side of her head,
just behind her ear had been shaved, the lovely red locks replaced
by a surgical incision that had been stapled closed. In her right
arm an IV pumped fluids and medicine into her veins, and above
that, over her bicep was a blood pressure cuff that activated
itself once an hour. Her left arm wore a wrist cast from her hand
to just below the elbow. There was a large bruise over her right
cheek from where the airbag had hit her. He knew there were other
superficial bruises along her body, hiding underneath the insanely
white bed linens. There were electrodes attached to her chest
taking a constant reading of her heart rate.

 

Edric looked up at the machines and the data they
were spitting out. It all meant nothing to him. Medicine was the
one area of the human race that he had not bothered to keep up
with, he had never needed to. Injuries didn't matter once you were
turned, the demon healed everything. That's why he could not risk
leaving her side, just in case. Once Liam and Patrick came he could
fix this whole mess.

 

*****

 

Patrick got into the passenger side of the black
Trans Am and instinctively buckled his seat belt. Liam shot him a
questioning look. “Habit,” Patrick responded quietly. “We need to
stop at Edric's place first.”

 

“What for?”

 

“To get his book of spells. He says there's a
healing spell in it. It's a black
leather—”

 

“I know the one.” Liam sped off in the
direction of Main Street. When they pulled into the driveway they
both noticed the motorcycle parked just outside the front steps.
Liam touched the engine cover. “Still
warm.”

 

They entered silently and followed the sounds they
heard coming from Edric's library. Liam crossed his arms when he
saw who it was. “Molly.”

 

The dark haired vampiress spun around to face Liam
and Patrick. They hadn't seen much of each other since the incident
at the church where Molly's ex had tried to kill Liam, and damn
near succeeded with the use of dark magic. She had begged Edric not
to kill the priest for what he had done, to let her turn him to
become one of them instead. Edric had refused and it had been Liam
who had taken the life of Father Keith O'Brien. “Liam,” she said,
speaking much less confidently than she used to. “I didn't hear you
come in.”

 

Liam just stared at her.

 

Her eyes darted nervously from Liam to Patrick.
“Edric's not here.”

 

“I know,” Liam answered. “What are you doing
here?”

 

“I was looking for him. We haven't really
spoken since… ” She straightened herself, regaining her confidence.
“Since you killed Keith.”

 

Liam took an angry step toward her and was
surprised when he saw her actually flinch slightly.
“Your Keith
was killing me from the inside out and had
already taken three of us. After me would have been Edric. Is that
what you wanted to happen?”

 

“No,” she whispered. “Of course
not.”

 

“And as I recall, he tried to kill you
too.”

 

“It was different with him,” she defended. “I
created him; I am responsible for what he had become. All the fear
and hatred. I loved him Liam.”

 

Liam closed the distance between them. “I don't
care, Molly.”

 

They continued to stare at each other until Patrick
broke the tension. “Molly, we're looking for Edric's book of
spells, have you seen it?”

 

She turned her attention to the young vampire. “No.”
She put the strap of her bag around her head and shoulder and
left.

 

“I guess she's still a little
upset.”

 

Liam shook his head. “There's something more to it.
She's not herself.”

 

“She's grieving, leave her be,” Patrick said.
“Let's look for the book.”

 

*****

 

Edric sat in the corner as the overnight nurse came
into Thea's room to check the machines. He watched her write down
the data onto a clipboard and then take her temperature. He watched
her clean the head wound and change the dressing. He waited until
she had finished changing the fluids attached to the IV before he
spoke. “How is she?”

 

The nurse jumped with a start and turned around. Her
hand was clutching at her chest. “Oh my gosh, you scared me half to
death.”

 

Edric stood and walked to Thea's side. He
didn't need to look at the machines to know that her heart rate
was
slower
than it should have been. “Sorry,” he said. “How
is she?”

 

The nurse took a breath. “Well, she's stable for
now. Are you family?”

 

Well, that was the question wasn't it? What exactly
were he and Thea? Isn't that what their fight had been all about?
Thea wanting some kind of validation of their relationship? “The
only family she's got down here. When will she wake
up?”

 

“Oh, well, has the doctor spoken to you yet,
about the extent of her injuries?”

 

“No,” he answered. He looked from Thea to the
nurse. “What exactly are the extent of her
injuries?”

 

“I'll go get the doctor and he can explain
everything to you.” She left the room rather quickly; clearly he
had spooked her much more than he had intended to. He tenderly
touched Thea's hair, removing the lock that had attached itself to
her drying lips. “There now, Pet, you'll be better soon; one way or
another, you'll be better soon.”

 

Underneath her taped eyelids, Thea's eyes moved
quickly back and forth.

 

*****

 

“You cannot stay here, you
know.”

 

“Why not?” Thea asked. “I like it
here.”

 

The pretty woman with carrot colored hair sat on the
stone bench next to Thea. “Why?”

 

“It's… peaceful, quiet. There's no pain, no
doubt.”

 

“You do not belong here, it's not time for you
yet.”

 

Thea looked at the woman. “Don't I get a
choice?”

 

“There is always a choice,
Forsythea.”

 

“How do you know my
name?”

 

The woman smiled. “Shhh, listen. He's talking to
you.”

 

Thea strained to hear Edric's voice. It was very far
away, too far to make out what he was saying. She shook her head.
“I can't understand him.”

 

The woman continued to smile. “That's all right,
he'll find you.”

 

“He always finds me.” Thea
answered.

 

*****

 

Friday night…

 

“Mmmm, that was yummy,” Thea said as the two
lovers left the restaurant. “Thank you for a wonderful dinner.” She
turned to stand in front of Edric and looked deeply into his eyes.
He bent down and kissed her passionately. There was no other way
Edric could kiss except with passion. Never was there a small kiss
or little peck. It was always story book romance and intense
passion. “Now where to?” she asked.

 

“Nightly's, I
suppose.”

 

“Why not?” Thea walked over to the passenger
side of the big car. “We had dinner in
my world so
let's cap off the night in
yours.”

 

“Is there a problem with that,
Luv?”

 

She got into the car and looked at him once he sat
next to her. She smiled weakly. “I'm sorry, I guess I'm just a
little tense about going back.”

 

Edric nodded. “I've noticed. You've managed to avoid
going in there ever since the stigmata curse; but that's my family,
Thea, I won't avoid them.”

 

“I know; and I don't mean to ask you to. I
guess I'm just a little nervous. Last time, when there was all that
blood, I could
feel them all
staring at me, and not just because of the wonderment of the
injuries.” She looked down at her hands. “I could feel their
hunger, and it frightens me.”

 

“Is that what this is all about, then? You're
afraid of them?”

 

Thea was silent in her response.

 

Edric lifted her chin so that she looked at him.
“Thea, you are a beautiful, sexy young woman, every man, vampire or
not, hungers for the likes of you.”

 

“But most of the human men won't kill me
because of it.”

 

“And neither will the vampires. You're mine
and they know it. Do you really think I would allow anything to
happen to you? And Liam and Patrick would protect you from any harm
in my absence, you must know this.”

 

“I know,” she
whispered.

 

He kissed her again. “Now let's go face your fears,
shall we?” The engine revved to life and they headed back toward
Pellman. “Besides,” Edric continued with a smile, “They miss
you.”

 

In the twenty or so minutes to get to the pub, Thea
had managed to relax a little. She hated going in there while she
was anxious, knowing that every vampire in the bar could hear her
heart racing and sense her fear. She forced herself to regain some
of that confidence she had had before she had been cursed. She
reminded herself that she had fought a werewolf side by side with
these… people, people whom she had helped to heal. Not only that
but she had most recently helped to take down the man who had been
killing them off one by one.

 

Edric draped his arm possessively around Thea's
shoulders as they entered the pub, draping her with a sense of
security. When they walked through the solid oak door, all eyes
were on them for just a moment. Some nodded their acknowledgment
and others simply went back to whatever it was they had been
doing.

 

“There she is,” the bartender called. “Thought
maybe you'd be forgettin' all about us,
now.”

 

Thea couldn't help but smile at him. “Hello,
Captain,” she greeted. “Could you make me something tasty and
sweet?”

 

“No whiskey,” Edric
warned.

 

Captain put up his hands defensively. “Never again,
I swear it.”

 

Thea watched him mix a drink that ended up being
sort of pinkish in color. Somewhere in the depths of her mind a
small voice warned her not to be fooled, and to remember what he
was. She wondered if she were ever to leave Edric if that would
mean that all bets were off within The Community. Would she no
longer be safe, anywhere? “Thank you,” she smiled at the aged
vampire when he slid her drink across the wooden bar
top.

 

“Hello, Missy.” A voice said from
behind.

 

Thea turned to find Liam and Patrick, both smiling
at her. “Liam,” she said as she hugged him. She hadn't seen him
since the night he was almost killed. “How are you
feeling?”

 

“I'm fine, Missy, never
better.”

 

“Hello, Patrick,” she said. He nodded back in
reply. Patrick wasn't much of a talker. Come to think of it,
conversation didn't seem to be much of a vampire trait at all. They
all seemed to be much more men-of-action types instead, Thea
thought, even the women. She looked around the bar and then asked,
“Where's Molly? Have you seen her? Is she
okay?”

 

Liam exchanged a look with Edric before answering.
“No, she hasn't been around much and when she does come around she
keeps to herself.”

 

Edric shook his head. “She still sore because I
wouldn't let her turn the priest?”

 

“I guess,” Liam answered before finishing off
his drink.

 

“Well, she needs to get over it.” Edric
ordered another round.

 

“She's just upset,” Thea said. “Give her some
time.”

 

“Fine,” Edric said with a sexy smile. “Let's
go shoot some pool.” He grabbed Thea's hand and led her to the
billiard table in the back of the bar.

 

“But I don't really know how to
play.”

 

He turned to her. “Then let's put a wager on it,” he
said playfully.

 

“Wait a minute,” she protested, “That's not
fair I've never played before.” She watched as the two men that had
been playing quickly ended their game as Edric approached the
table. He started putting the balls into a triangle. She finished
her drink, placed it on the table and crossed her arms. “And what
exactly are we playing for?”

 

Edric picked up a pool stick and walked over to
Thea. “Well, let's start off slow, how about…
kisses.”

 

“Kisses?” She raised an eyebrow. “You want to
play for
kisses?”

 

“Well, not just any kiss,” he grabbed her at
the waist and pulled her close. “Any time, any place, kind of
kisses. And they have to be like this.” He pressed his lips firmly
on hers and opened her mouth. He slipped his cool tongue inside,
tasting the sweet rum on her, and held her there passionately for a
few seconds before breaking away. Her eyes were still closed when
he whispered,
“Those
kind of kisses.”

 

*****

 

Sunday night…

 

“Edric,” Liam said as he rushed through the
door to Thea's room. Patrick was right behind him. “What
happened?”

 

Edric rose from his chair at Thea's bedside and
turned to face his childe. “Car accident.”

 

“No air bags?” Patrick asked as he walked to
the opposite side of her. He studied the
machines.

 

“Yes, but we side swiped a tree and she must
have hit her head on the side window.”

 

“She had brain surgery.” Patrick stated,
looking at the scar underneath the dressing behind her left
ear.

 

“She was in surgery for almost four hours. Did
you bring my book?”

 

“We couldn't find it,” Patrick answered. He
continued to look her over and study the machines. “She's in bad
shape.”

 

Liam walked to her side and cocked his head a
little as his heightened senses took in her struggling
breath, slow
heart beat and broken
body. He turned to his sire, anger in his eyes. “What are you
waiting for? Turn her so she can heal and let's get the hell out of
this place.”

 

“No.”

 

“What do you mean,
no?”

 

“No. It's not what she wanted. She made me
promise not to turn her.”

 

Liam's voice was a harsh whisper and a hint of red
crept into his blue eyes. “That was before she was on death's
doorstep, Edric. She doesn't want to die either.”

 

“I said, no, not yet.” Edric's own ire
rose.

 

“If she was mine—”

 

“She's not yours, is she?” Edric shouted. He
lowered his voice to a harsh whisper. “I will not let her die, but
we will wait until it is absolutely
necessary.”

 

“Am I interrupting something?” A man in a
white hospital coat stood in the doorway. “If you insist on being
loud, I will need to insist that you take it outside; this is an
ICU ward and these are all critical patients who need their
rest.”

 

Liam and Edric stood side by side and faced the man,
both of their tempers now aimed at him. Patrick rounded them and
approached the doctor with an outstretched hand. “I apologize for
my family, we're all a little on edge. Please, what can you tell us
about Thea's injuries?”

 

The doctor took a practiced breath. “Well, she had
some swelling on the brain due to a hematoma, and she had internal
injuries that were bleeding when she came in. We managed to stop
the bleeding but due to the seriousness of her injuries, both
internally and to her brain, we have placed her under a
drug-induced coma.”

 

“She's in a coma?” Liam stepped
forward.

 

“No,” the doctor put his hands up, fruitlessly
trying to calm the three men down. “Not really, we put her in a
coma-like state just until she heals a bit. After that we will take
her off the meds and then most likely she will wake up of her
accord.”

 

Edric's eyes narrowed. “What do you
mean most
likely?”

 

“Well, you never can tell, nothing is ever one
hundred percent, but all things point to her being able to wake up
once we take her off the sedatives.” The doctor took one more
breath. “Now, being this is an ICU floor I really cannot have more
than two people in here at a time.”

 

“You'll be making an exception in this case,
doc.” Edric's eyes gleamed crimson as he stared into the surgeon's
eyes.

 

There was a short pause. “Of course,” the doctor
agreed with a sudden smile. “I'll make note of it with the nurses.
Let me know if you have any other questions.”

 

After the doctor left the room Patrick walked over
and closed the door. He turned to face the others. “What's the
plan?”

 

“Turn her,” Liam
said.

 

“No,” Edric answered. “Not yet, we have to be
sure.”

 

“Be sure about what?” Liam raged. “She will be
healed and never have to worry about anything like this ever
again.” He stepped closer to his sire.
“Turn
her.”

 

Edric closed the distance, his ire calling upon his
demon, the beast inside more than willing to oblige. “Back off,
boy,” he warned. “I won't tell you again.”

 

“I would have liked to have had a choice.”
Patrick said softly.

 

Liam and Edric both looked at him as he continued,
“Y'know, instead of just being made into what I am. I would have
liked to have been given a choice. Die and stay dead, or live again
with a demon writhing inside of me at all times.”

 

“And what would you have chosen, Patrick?”
Edric asked.

 

“Not sure really, just saying, I would have
liked to have had a choice. I think that if Thea already said she
doesn't want to be one of us then we should respect her wishes, no
matter what it is that we want, our own selfish
reasons.”

 

Liam ran his fingers through his sandy hair and
paced. Eventually he looked up at Edric.

 

Edric answered his silence. “I've already made
my decision; we wait to see if she heals the human way. If at any
time it looks like she's about to die then
I will turn
her.” He looked from Liam to Patrick. “And you will make sure no
one gets in my way.”
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Saturday morning,
Pellman…

Thea's alarm went off at seven-thirty Saturday
morning. She slammed the snooze button and rolled over onto the
cool chest of her lover.

“You'll miss your ferry if you don't get up,
Luv.”

“I know,” she moaned sleepily. She looked up
at his crystal blue eyes and smiled. “I can wait ten more
minutes.”

He wrapped his arms around her and held her close.
“Hmmm… what could we do in ten minutes… ?”

“Oh yeah, that's what a girl wants to hear; oh
good, ten minutes,” she laughed.

“Hey!”

They were quiet for a few minutes in each others
arms. “Can I ask you a question?” she asked.

“Anything, Luv.”

“It's a vampire
question.”

“I've nothing to
hide.”

She propped herself up on her elbow. “Okay, you
don't have a heartbeat, right? Or a pulse?”

“Right.” Edric was relieved her questions
didn't seem to have anything to do with humans. He liked to keep
the darker side of his life right where it was, in the dark and
away from Thea. “So… ”

“So,” she continued, “How come you bleed? And
bruise? And how do you… you know… ” She blushed. “If there's no
blood rushing to certain
parts… how
exactly do they… function?”

Edric laughed at her red face. “Thea after all the
things we have done with each other, how can you still be
blushing?”

“Come on! It's been driving me crazy! I want
to know.”

He stopped laughing and rolled on top of her,
feeling her warm, naked skin on his own. “The demon does what it
needs to do in order to keep this body living, so to speak. It
doesn't need the organs to function like they do if I were still
human, it just needs the body to work. The only thing this body
needs is blood. So my heart is still, but the demon keeps the blood
flowing through my veins.” He kissed her full on the lips. “And to
other places,” he said with a sexy smile.

The alarm went off again and this time Edric was the
one who silenced it. “Now, let me show you what I can do for you in
ten minutes.”

*****

Monday morning…

Thea swayed on the swing she sat upon and quietly
listened to the nature around her. The day was bright and warm and
she turned her face upward to feel the heat from the sun on her
skin.

“It feels nice, doesn't
it?”

“Yes,” Thea answered before looking at the
woman next to her. “I don't get out in the sun much these
days.”

“Why not?”

Thea shrugged her shoulders. “I don't know; I guess
because Edric really can't, so I don't either. I'm always so tired
during the day, I usually end up sleeping until noon
anyway.”

“I see,” the young woman nodded. “And this
makes you happy?”

Thea looked at her quizzically. “Well… no, not
really, but… ”

“And your sadness makes him
happy?”

“What? No, I don't think so. I don't think he
knows about it.”

“Do you think your happiness does not matter
to him?”

Thea opened her mouth to answer but then paused.
“I'm not sure what matters to him.”

For the first time Thea saw the other woman look
sad. Then she said, “Forsythea, what makes you think he does not
truly love you?”

“He won't say it to
me.”

“But don't his actions tell you
so?”

Thea felt the sting of tears as she shook her head.
“I don't know; those same actions can just be the act of a
possessive demon, can't they?”

*****

Edric woke not from the pain first, but from the
smell of burning flesh. He opened his eyes to find his fingertip
smoldering in the sunlight from the window of Thea's hospital room.
He jumped up and shook out his hand. “Bloody hell!” he
yelled.

Patrick ran over and pulled the shades covering the
window. He looked at Edric. “You haven't fed recently.” Patrick
rarely asked questions, but merely stated them as facts. It was an
odd trait, but one Edric had grown accustomed to.

“Not since after the accident, and it was only
a little.” Edric moved his chair to the other side of Thea's
bedside, out of range of the light coming in from the window. “Open
the shades, Patrick, she needs the sunlight. We just need to be
careful.”

“We fed last night,” Liam said from the chair
he occupied in the corner of the room. “You need to eat someone. Go
take a nurse.”

“We cannot bring any suspicious happenings to
this hospital while Thea is here. Anything that takes attention
away from her medical care could be
dangerous.”

“So then don't kill the nurse; but you can't
go without feeding, that would be more dangerous to Thea than
anything else.” Liam stood and walked to Edric's side. He put a
hand on his shoulder. “It's okay, I will sit with her. If anything
changes I will send for you.”

Edric never took his eyes off of Thea. He brought a
calloused finger tenderly up to her cheek and caught a teardrop
that had started to fall and brought it to his lips. “”I don't want
to leave her,” he said quietly. “I know she hears me, Liam, I can
taste it in her tears.”

“I will keep her safe,
Edric.”

Edric rose and faced his childe. He nodded and said,
“I won't be long.”

Liam sat in the vacated chair and moved a stray
piece of hair from Thea's face.

“Will you tell him?” Patrick asked after he
reopened the curtains, allowing Thea's skin to feel the sun's
attention.

“Tell him what?” Liam asked without looking
up.

Patrick stood across from Liam. “That you love
her.”

Liam sighed. “He knows.”

*****

Saturday morning…

Thea grabbed her overnight bag and sunglasses before
taking a last look around the apartment. “I don't think I'm
forgetting anything.”

Edric sauntered over and kissed her deeply. “I'll
take this.” He took her bag and swung it over his shoulder. “I'll
go with you to the ferry and then pick you up tomorrow
evening.”

“Okay,” Thea smiled. “Sorry I didn't invite
you to come with me.”

He trailed his finger gently down her cheek, causing
a slight chill to run through her body. “I don't do well in beach
towns anyway, Pet.” He flashed her a smile before walking out the
door without checking to see if she was behind
him.

Thea shook her head to snap herself out of the
trance Edric always seemed to make her feel like she was in before
she found herself canceling her trip altogether and insisting they
spend yet another day inside together. No. No matter how good he
made her feel, she
needed to do
this for herself. She wasn't the vampire here; she was human and it
was time she started acting like one. Soon summer would be over and
then they can spend all the cold days they want, inside under the
covers.

*****

“Tell me again why we're taking my car and not
yours.” Thea complained as she watched Edric close a small blanket
into the passenger window to block the sun. “I thought you were
okay as long as you ate something.”

“Right,” he answered, “but I still don't like
to be in direct sunlight and that doesn't last all that long
anyway.” He finished his task and sat back. He took her hand and
kissed the back of it. “And we took your car, my princess, because
I don't have mine registered.”

“You don't? Why not?”

“Because they need information that I won't
give.”

“But that doesn't stop you from using it
around Pellman.”

Edric laughed. “Yes, well, let's just say that
the Southampton Town police department hasn't all that much to do
out here so they actually
look for
things like registrations. In Pellman they just hope they're not
pulling over someone who is armed, high on drugs and
dangerous.”

“How are you going to get home
then?”

Edric brought out a flask from his ever present
leather jacket. “Brought me something for the ride, Luv, don't you
worry.”

Thea noticed the hilt of his short sword on his belt
as well. "Why do you carry that knife everywhere
now?"

He took out the weapon and caressed its blade. "It's
not a
knife, Luv,
it's a saber and I don't leave home without it anymore." He looked
at her and smiled. "What if we meet up with another one of your
exes?"

"Oh, you're funny," she said, but smiled in spite of
it all.

The long drive to Montauk was filled with traffic
from city beach goers traveling to their weekend homes in the
Hamptons. The highway went down to a single lane as they neared the
end of their journey, and they arrived at the ferry docks with only
twenty minutes to spare before departure. Thea pulled into the
parking lot across the street under the shade of an overhanging
tree.

As they walked out of the parking lot an attendant
stopped them. “You'll need to buy a parking pass to keep the car
here.”

“Just seeing her off, mate, that's
all.”

The young man nodded in return before stopping the
next couple walking out.

“Looks like they're already letting us board,” Thea
said. She turned to face Edric who handed over her
bag.

“You sure you want to go alone?”

She smiled up at him. “Yes, I'm sure. I need a break
from hanging out with the things that go bump in the
night.”

Edric pulled her into his embrace. “There have
always been things that go bump in the night, Pet, you're just
sensitive to them now.” He tilted her head up until their lips were
inches apart. “If you should need me, just call to me, I'll feel
you, and I'll come running.”

“I know. I also have Patrick's cell phone number. At
least one
of you is in touch with technology.” She closed
her eyes and kissed him goodbye. “I'll see you tomorrow
night.”

Edric watched her board the ship and then turned to
leave. He hated being this close to open waters. As he walked back
toward the car he felt his demon stir and slowed down, scanning the
crowd. A group of four men passed him and all five vampires eyed
each other. Edric stopped and watched them buy tickets and board
the ferry. He hadn't recognized them, so they were not from his
Community. He wasn't aware of a group this far out
east.

He finished crossing the street and went up to the
teenager there. “Looks like I'll be needing a parking pass after
all, mate.”

*****

Thea ordered a blueberry muffin and small coffee
from the snack bar aboard the ferry and then proceeded to walk to
one of the chairs lining the inside of the ship. She put her bag
down by her feet and placed her coffee on the empty seat next to
her as she unwrapped her muffin. The ship went over a large swell
and her cup tipped over, spilling her coffee onto the seat it
occupied as well as onto the man sitting in the next chair over.
She jumped up, tossing her muffing onto the floor as well. She
rummaged for some napkins and went over to the poor man now wearing
half of her breakfast. “Oh no! I am so sorry!” She went to wipe off
the man's knee but stopped herself and instead simply handed over
the napkins to him with an apologetic smile.

“It's okay, really, I'm fine, it was only a little
bit.” He accepted the napkins and wiped off first the knee of his
pants and then his seat. “Thank you for the
napkins.”

“Are you kidding? It's the least I could do.” Thea
looked at her uneaten muffin on the floor. “Oh well, I guess I'll
need to go get more breakfast.” She looked back at the man next to
her. “Can I get you something?”

“No, thank you,” he said as he took his seat
again.

“Are you sure? A cup of coffee? It's the least I can
do after ruining your pants.” She smiled at him.

It had been so long since someone had genuinely
smiled at him. “All right, small, black; please.” He smiled back.
It felt nice to smile.

She extended her hand. “My name is
Thea.”

“Ted,” he responded. “It's a pleasure to meet you,
Thea.”

“You too. I'll be right back with some
coffee.”

*****

Edric took a swig from his flask and watched as Thea
clumsily spilled coffee on some poor guy. The corner of his lips
threatened to rise as he witnessed her uncanny ability to first
poor hot coffee on someone and then become their friend. Was there
no one who couldn't succumb to this power she
had?

In the center of the boat was a large structure of
metal that housed the restrooms. It made for an excellent way to
avoid being seen by standing behind it, but the putrid odor emitted
from the bathrooms was incredibly offensive to Edric. He suffered
the smell and searched the inside of the ship for the other
vampires he had seen board the vessel earlier. He knew they would
not be up on the outside deck so they had to be inside. He wanted
to find them without alerting Thea to his presence if at all
possible. He was sure she would not be happy if she thought he had
followed her on her holiday; but there was no way he was leaving
her on board this ship with four vampires until he made sure they
didn't touch her. He would find out what they were doing and then
hitch a ride on the next ferry, leaving Thea none the
wiser.

*****

“You guys remember that vamp we passed?” Tommy
walked over to the others under the stairs that led to the top
deck.

“What about him?” Anthony asked.

“Well, he's here.”

“Show me.” Raymond followed Tommy over to peek
around the corner into the seating area. Sure enough, in the middle
of the boat, was the one from Montauk.

“Why do you suppose he's here?” Tommy
asked.

“Probably the same reason we are.” Sean answered
from behind them.

“He's searching the boat,” Raymond surmised.
“Possibly for Sorelli, possibly for us. Either way he poses a
threat to the mission.”

“Whatever the reason it must be worth it, why else
would he be stupid enough to cross open waters like this.” Anthony
said.

“Look over there.” Tommy gestured to their mark.
“Looks like Sorelli's made a friend.”

Sean sniffed the air, inhaling the scent of the
pretty, young redhead from where he stood. “She smells delicious. I
could use a snack.” He began to walk out.

Raymond stopped him. “Wait a
minute—”

“I know, boss, I'll be careful. Just first contact,
I'll take her after we're on solid ground.” He flashed an evil grin
and silently followed Thea to the snack bar. He was careful to stay
on the opposite side from the other vamp that had come
aboard.

Thea waited on line behind three other people. She
couldn't believe she had spilled her breakfast not two minutes
after settling into her trip. She was relieved Ted hadn't gotten
angry; he seemed like a nice man. She took a deep breath, enjoying
the sea air when the hairs on the back of her neck stood on end.
She swallowed hard and slowly turned around to face the man
standing behind her.

His hair was jet black and thick. It was cut short
but was unkempt anyway. He had a thin mustache between his upper
lip and his nose and dark sunglasses that mirrored her reflection.
His black jeans had a rip in one knee and he wore a white
wife-beater underneath his leather jacket. Did vampires all wear
the same damn jacket?

He smiled at her, revealing a small space between
his two front teeth. “How ya doin'?” He asked.

I guess we'll put Edric's mark to the
test, Thea thought. She was
suddenly sorry she hadn't invited him after all. Was it too much to
ask that she have one lousy weekend without anything supernatural
happening to her? Was this it for the rest of her life? Every time
she goes anywhere from now until the day she dies, was she always
going to have to deal with this crap? She glared at the man.
“Didn't think your kind were much for beach
towns.”

The smile fell from the man's face and he snatched
off his sunglasses. His eyes narrowed at her. “You've been
claimed.”

She took a step closer and was empowered when
he took a step back. She dropped her voice down to a nearly
inaudible whisper, knowing that he could still hear her. “That's
right, I've been
claimed by a
very old and very strong demon. Not only that, but he is the leader
of a large community whose primary goal is to make their master
happy, which means protecting me.” Another step closer, another
step taken back. “So
don't go
getting any big ideas about me. I don't want to see you for the
entire weekend that I'm on that damn
island.”

“Next!”

Thea stared at the vampire for another second before
saying, “I don't suppose there's actually something here you want
to order.”

Sean put his shades back on and cocked a smile at
her before striding away to the back of the boat.

Edric looked on and smiled at the exchange he had
just witnessed. His girl was changing, hardening. He had seen it
begin when she threw the bastard who beat her into his arms to
kill. He was proud of her strength and bravery.

He followed the vampire back to his friends by the
back staircase. It was underneath the upper deck of the boat so it
was shaded, and it was near the engine where the noise of it would
drive any humans far from it. He wasn't surprised to see they were
expecting him. It was easy to see who their leader
was.

They all stared at each other in silence until
Sean spoke up. “You're the one who claimed the
redhead.”

“I am.”

“We won't be bothering her,” their leader
said. “You have my word. That's not what we came here
for.”

“What exactly is it that you came for,
mate?”

“That's none of your damn business,” another
said.

The leader held up a hand. “There's no need to be
rude, Anthony.” He never took his eyes off of Edric, clearly he
knew better. “Just taking a little vacation, friend, that's
all.”

“Taking a little vacation?” Edric repeated,
“Over open waters? Now, I've never been to Block Island before but
I know
there ain't nothing there for the likes of men
like us. Which begs the question: what would make four vampires
travel over open waters on a summer day?”

“Why are we listening to this, Raymond?”
Anthony raged. “He's a threat to the mission. There's four of us
and one of him.”

Edric brought his demon to just below the surface.
“You want to fight me, Anthony?” He rounded the others so that
Anthony stood between Edric and his three companions. “You think
you can take me? If you're lucky you'll last ten minutes; if you're
really lucky you won't be conscious for the last
five.”

“Stand down, Anthony.” Raymond
ordered.

“Yeah,” Edric mocked, “Stand down,
Anthony.”

Anthony's demon rose up and his human facade melted
away. He advanced on Edric who kicked behind his left calf and then
quickly brought the same foot down on his knee. Edric didn't need
to hear the crack to know he had damaged the leg. He immediately
followed it up with a front roundhouse kick with the opposite foot
right into Anthony's jaw. Edric moved closer to the side of the
boat, knowing that Anthony would run at him. He wasn't disappointed
when Anthony did just that. Edric timed it perfectly and grabbed
him by the shirt, fell to the ground with one foot coming up into
the vampire's midsection, and launched him right over the side.
None of them bothered to go check; they all knew Anthony had sunk
to the bottom like a rock.

Edric stood and eyed the rest of them. “Anyone else
have any problems with me?” He saw the jaw of their leader,
Raymond, tighten, but nothing else, no other challenges. Not today
anyway. “Good. I'd hate to see what I can do if I allow my demon to
take the fight.” He walked toward the group. “I don't know what you
guys are doing here, and I don't care either. You can go and kill
anyone you want.” He walked dangerously close to the others and
looked right at the one who had been talking to Thea. “But stay
away from my girl,” He looked every one of them in the eye and then
back again, and now his eyes gleamed scarlet. “All of
you.”

*****

Thea came back with two coffees and another
blueberry muffin. She gave Ted his cup and said, “Why don't we go
sit outside? Enjoy the sun a little.”

Ted looked out the window they were sitting under
and then back at Thea. “I don't think so, Thea, it looks pretty
crowded out there already. Thank you for the coffee, but please
don't feel obligated to sit with me. Go ahead outside if you
like.”

Thea looked around for the vampire she had
encountered but didn't see him. His absence from her sight did
nothing to relieve her growing anxiety and she figured Ted was
safer with her than without her, even if they both stayed inside,
where she was sure the vampire was hiding somewhere. She sat down.
“That's okay,” she smiled, “I'd rather have the company.” She
looked around cautiously and slowly opened up her
muffin.

Ted looked around as well but saw nothing out of the
ordinary. “Is there something wrong?”

“Hmm? What? No, nothing at all.” She forced a
smile but couldn't help but wonder how many other vampires were on
the boat. Surely there would be at least one more. She found
herself scrutinizing every person she saw on the ship. The old man
reading the paper across from them, the mother with the little boy
who was crying about ice cream, and even the child himself. She
shook her head, trying to clear the sudden paranoia that was
settling in. She could feel herself becoming jumpy and impatient.
“How long is this ride anyway?” She asked.

Ted looked at her, almost sadly, over his coffee
cup. She was already starting to feel the effects of his penance.
“About an hour.” He sighed inwardly and scolded himself for
allowing himself to begin to feel the beginnings of a friendship
blossoming. He should know better by now, after all these
centuries, he should know better. “Do you get sea sick?” He
asked.

Thea shook her head. “Never have. But I also haven't
had all that much experience with big boats like this.” She smiled
at him. He had kind eyes, but they were lonely too. “My parents are
on a cruise to the Bahamas right now. It's kind of what gave me the
idea for this weekend getaway.”

“That's nice.”

Thea continued to search the boat when her eyes fell
upon the vampire she had encountered talking to two other men. She
could only assume they were also vampires. They entered the room
from the back of the vessel and spread themselves out amongst the
passengers. Thea stood and looked right at the one who had
approached her on the food line. “Stand up, Ted.”

He looked up at her as he complied. “What's wrong,
Thea?” He followed her gaze and his breathe caught when he
recognized the man she was staring down. “It can't be,” he
whispered.

“We're going outside, Ted. Grab your bag.”
Without taking her eyes off of the three vampires, Thea bent down
and picked up her bag before calmly pushing Ted toward the door
that led to the outer deck.

Ted held the door open for Thea. “Go over by the
railing, they won't want to be that close to the edge.” Ted pointed
to an empty spot about ten feet away.

She followed his advice but questioned, “Why
not?”

“We can't swim.”

Thea whipped around to find Edric standing behind
her. “Edric!” She threw her arms around his neck. “I am so happy to
see you!”

Ted tugged Thea back to his side once she had
escaped the vampire's embrace. “You know what he
is?”

“Do you?” She asked.

Ted nodded but eyed the man
suspiciously.

“And the other three men inside,” Thea asked,
“You know what they are too?”

“There are four of them,” Ted said. “They have
been following me for over three months
now.

“Down to three now, mate.” Edric stepped
closer to Thea's new friend. He could feel the panic settling into
the older man as Edric looked him up and down slowly. His eyes
narrowed. “Why do I want to kill you so
badly?”

“Edric!” Thea exclaimed. “Why would you say
that?”

He ignored her and continued to glare at the man.
“What are you? You're not human, at least… ” Edric stepped
closer.

Ted pressed himself closer to the railing, his grip
on Thea's arm tightening. “Not another step or we both go
overboard.”

“What?” Thea was dumbfounded and her head was
starting to spin.

Edric dared another step. “Somehow I don't think
that would be a problem for you, would it?”

“I mean it,” Ted warned. “You won't stop me;
not when I'm this close.”

Thea easily shook off Ted's hold on her,
stepped between them and shoved them apart. “All right! That's
enough!” She yelled. “I have had just about enough of this! Oh my
Lord, I just want to smack the both of you.” She inhaled deeply
through her nose and then spoke again: “Now, I want some answers
and I want them now. And so
help me God if
you two don't stop this pissing contest right now I will smack you
both.”

Edric backed up against the side of the boat so that
he was standing in the shade from the overhanging deck above
them.

Thea seemed satisfied. “First of all, Ted,
Edric is my… well, we're
together.”

“Why would you be with such an evil
thing?”

“Hey now,” Edric piped up. “Let's not get
snippy. If you are who I think you are, you're not exactly without
sin either, mate.”

“He's not evil,” Thea
defended.

“Oh he's not?” Ted chided, “Ask him how many
people he's killed over the years. Ask him why it is he can't
swim.”

“You can't swim?” Thea
asked.

“Nope,” Edric said as he lit a cigarette.
“Sink like a bloody rock.” He blew smoke at
Ted.

“And do you know
why he can't
swim, Thea,” Ted asked. “Because his body is weighed down by all of
the souls he has taken.”

“What the
hell kind of
rubbish is that?” Edric shouted. He stood straight and pointed at
Ted angrily. “You humans are always trying to bring your faith into
things, aren't you? I can't swim because I
don't
breathe; I'm
not
buoyant, you
stupid git” He took another drag of his cigarette before
continuing. “And I'll have you know there are plenty of humans in
this world walking around without a soul, and it's got nothing to
do with a vampire.”

“There are people who have no souls?” Thea
could not believe what she had heard.

“Sure there are. What? You think every time
some idiot says that they would give their soul, or sell their
soul, if only little junior here would get better, that only your
God is listening? Don't be ridiculous! I may not feed on souls but
there are things out there that do.”

The three were quiet for a moment. Edric threw
his cigarette to the floor and crushed it with his boot. “Now, we
all know what I am, so why don't we hear about
you, Ted. Tell
Thea who you really are.”

Thea turned to Ted and crossed her arms expectantly.
“Well?”

Ted seemed to think about his options for a moment
or two before answering. “It's nothing you need to concern yourself
with, Thea. When the boat docks we go our separate ways and you
won't need to worry about me ever again.”

Edric made a
pfft sound
that received a glare from Thea. “Too late,” she said to Ted. “I'm
already worried and involved. Trust me, whatever it is, you're
going to need our help getting away from your friends in
there.”

“Thea, I appreciate—”

“Shut up!” she
shouted.

Behind her Edric smiled, his demon fully enjoying
his woman's angry energy.

Thea put her fingertips to both temples in an
attempt to gain control of her quickly shortening fuse. “Ted, I'm
just a little bit cranky right now, and the last time I started
feeling this way I threw the man who had made me this grouchy into
the arms of Edric to be killed.” She snapped her head up and glared
at him. “Now tell me who the
hell you are,
right now.”

Ted sighed and seemed to shrink before her eyes. His
shoulders slouched and he suddenly appeared to show his age. He
looked defeated and very tired. “It's okay,” he said quietly,
averting her gaze. “You lasted longer than most people. I mean,
every once in a while I meet someone who can stand to be around me
for about a day or so but lately it seems within minutes their
hatred for me boils over.”

“What are you talking about,” she said, “I
don't hate you, I'm just a little… ”

“Cranky? Yes, we covered that; it was shortly
followed by a murderous threat.”

This time it was Thea who averted eye contact.
What was she becoming; that she could say such things and
truly mean
them?

“It's okay, Thea, it's not your fault. It's
me, my presence. It's all part of my
penance.”

“Penance for what?” She
asked.

“For killing Christ,” Edric said from behind
her.

Thea looked at Edric with a furrowed brow and then
back at Ted. “… What?… ”

“He's right,” Ted confessed. “I am the Roman
soldier who stabbed Jesus of Nazareth during his
crucifixion.”

Thea brought her hand to her side where, not all
that long ago, she had felt the pain of that very blow. She briefly
studied her hand, as if to check for blood, and then looked back up
at Ted.

He nodded slowly.

“Forever doomed to walk the Earth until
Judgment Day,” Edric was saying as he stepped forward to be side by
side with Thea. “And whose blood will give true immortality to the
demon who drinks it. That's why they're after you, isn't
it?”

“Yes.”

“Wait,” Thea looked at Edric. “What do you
mean?”

“I thought you were just a myth,” Edric
started to explain.

“This coming from a mythical creature?” Ted
questioned.

Thea caught a glimpse of red flicker dangerously in
the eyes of her lover. She touched him on his arm
tenderly.

He continued: “The vampire who drinks his blood will
be invincible, nothing can kill him, not a stake through the heart,
sunlight, decapitation, nothing. True
immortality.”

“Oh my god,” she whispered. Thea turned her
attention to Ted, “I don't understand, why is being near you making
me so angry all of a sudden?”

“Part of my punishment is being forced to
wander, friendless, until the end of time. I can never stay in one
place too long. Eventually, the torches and pitchforks come out in
even the most righteous. I even tried living in a monastery once,
but to see the men who had chosen a life of God turn on their vows
the way they did… why anger the Lord more than I already
have?”

“So people eventually start to hate you? Just
like that?”

“Just like that.”

“This is all well and good, mate, but you have
a more immediate problem.” Edric nodded toward the water. “Land ho.
Those vamps are going to take you as soon as they
can.”

“We need a plan,” Thea looked at
Edric.

He sighed, “What? Why do I always have to think of
the plan? My instinct is telling me to kill him first and take the
reward.”

“That's not your instinct,” Thea said, “That's
your demon.”

“Not much difference there,
Luv.”

“Okay then, here's some motivation for you:
I'm walking off this boat on Ted's arm.” She moved next to Ted and
linked her arm through his.
“Now,
what's your plan to get me safely off this
ship?”

*****

“We seem to have ourselves a problem,” Tommy
said.

“We do,” Raymond
agreed.

“I say we just kill all three of them right
now.” Sean shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “Get that
British bastard back for what he did to
Anthony.”

“Calm yourself, Sean, you're no good to any of
us dead. We need to be careful about this. We are too close to let
this slip away from us. That vampire possesses an old and powerful
demon, and he managed to beat Anthony without its help. He may be
in love with that human, but he is still a vampire, and his demon
wants to live forever, just like ours do.”

“Yes,” Tommy agreed, “Separate him; without
him in the picture there is no threat to the
mission.”

“He is the key.” Raymond turned to Tommy. “I
want you to find out everything you can about that vampire. He's a
local, I'm sure of it. We need to know his name, where he's from,
everything we can.”

“I know who to call.” Tommy took out a cell
phone from his front pocket and dialed.

Raymond nodded. "After that find a suitable
place to for us to stay until nightfall." He turned to the other
vampire. “Sean, I need you to get the lay of the land. He came here
for a reason; what's so damn special about this island? What's here
that he needs? And
don't do
anything stupid.”

“What will you be
doing?”

Raymond stepped closer to the window across from
where they were watching the other three. “I'm going to be making a
new ally. Either that or planning his death.”










Chapter 3
New Chapter


Monday evening, Southampton
Hospital…

"I'm tired," Thea whispered as she lay her head down
on the woman's soft lap. She thoughtlessly played with the lace on
the hem of the white dress covering the woman's
knees.

"It's not time to sleep yet, Thea," the woman said
as she ran her fingers through Thea's auburn
hair.

"Sometimes, I feel like all I want is to just sleep
forever."

"And miss out on life? Why would you want
that?"

"I don't," Thea confessed. "But sometimes I feel so
crowded in my mind that the only thing that could possibly make it
all go away is sleep; a long, deep sleep."

"You think too much. Stop trying to analyze
everything and just enjoy life. Just love him. That's all you
really want to do, isn't it?"

"I want him to love me back. I'm giving up my life
to be with him and I'm not even sure if he feels the same
way."

"Why is it so important to you that he says it?
Don't his actions tell you he does?"

"No, love is good, it's pure, it's… not evil. I need
to know there is more to Edric than just his demon. But I do know
he is honest; he won't say it unless he feels it. So why am I
giving my chances up for a normal life? Will he even let me go? If
I want to leave, will he refuse and turn me so that I stay with him
forever, or at least until he gets bored of me? Is it already too
late for me to have a choice?"

The woman sighed and ran her fingers through Thea's
hair again. "You think too much."

"I'm so tired." Thea closed her eyes. "Just a little
nap is all I need."

"No, Thea, you may not wake up." Her words fell on
slumbering ears.

*****

"How long are we going to wait here?" Liam paced by
the window, watching the sun set.

"Until she awakens." Edric got up and crossed to his
childe. He put a hand on Liam's shoulder. "I know this is difficult
for you, but we stick to the plan."

"How can you stand it?" Liam said angrily. "I know
your demon must be screaming at you to take action, how can you
stand there and do nothing?"

"Because
I'm in
control,
not It.
Because I am the one who rules this life, not some beast that lives
inside of me like a parasite demanding I do its bidding. I'm in
control; now get control of yours or you are of little use to
me."

"Something's happening," Patrick said from behind
them. He was standing at the foot of Thea's bed, head tilted
slightly to one side. "She sounds different."

As if on cue the machines attached to Thea started
going off, the beeping screaming for attention. Immediately, a
nurse came in, took one look at Thea and called out, "She's
coding!"

All three vampires stood against the back wall as
two doctors and another nurse with a cart came rushing in. Edric
watched briefly before giving Liam a signal to go around to the
left. Looking at Patrick, he nodded to the right. Silently, they
rounded the medical team that had seemed not to notice the three
killers in the room with them.

"Charging," said a nurse.

The doctor grabbed the paddles as another nurse
pulled Thea's gown down to bare her bruised torso.
"Clear!"

Edric blinked at the image of the body of his lover
convulsing upward as the electricity tried to restart her heart. He
took another step.

"Nothing."

Liam and Patrick were both in position behind the
nurses. The plan was set, take out the medical humans so Edric can
get to Thea. He could feel the others waiting for him to make his
move, ready to pounce before the next breath is drawn. Yet he
waited.

"Charging."

"Clear."

Thea's body convulsed grotesquely once again.
Another step closer to the doctor.

"Still nothing."

"One more time. Charging."

A final step, everyone was in perfect position.
Three sets of crimson eyes glittered in the frantic
room.

"Clear!"

And then the quiet blips of a heartbeat was
heard.

"We got her," the doctor sighed.

Edric didn't move and when the man who had very
nearly lost his life, turned around, he jumped back with his hand
on his chest.

"Good Lord," he gasped, "I didn't see you. You
should not have been in here." He calmed a little. "I'm sorry you
had to see that."

"She all right?" Edric asked without taking his eyes
off of Thea.

The doctor glanced at her and then back at Edric.
"For now. The first forty-eight hours are the hardest. After that
we should know more. Tomorrow we will run more tests and check on
all of her injuries to see how they are healing so far. We'll know
more then." He looked at the nurses cleaning Thea's dressings and
checking the monitors. "Just let them do their job. Why don't you
get some coffee or something?"

"Or something," Edric responded as he watched the
doctor waltz out of the room. His eyes sparkled dangerously and he
turned to his kin. "Let's go," he said as he strode into the
hallway.

Patrick followed his master. "Where
to?"

"Hunting," Liam answered bringing up the
rear.

The three stepped outside into the evening air and
Edric inhaled deeply. He had played with his demon all too much
these past few days, teasing it with possibilities of killing and
feeding and turning Thea. If he didn't give it what it wanted he
risked losing control; and that was the worst thing that could
happen for Thea right now.

"You said not to kill anyone at the hospital,"
Patrick said.

"We're not in the hospital."

"I hear they've got great beaches out here," Liam
offered with an evil smile.

"Fine." Edric didn't bother to try to push down his
demon all that much. "Let's go catch some waves,
boys."

They followed Liam to his black 1985 Trans Am. The
engine roared to life and they traveled south toward the
ocean.

They pulled up into the parking of the local beach
and weren't all that surprised to see the large sign stating that
the beach was closed after sunset. They exited the car nonetheless,
sure that there were some stragglers still left among the dunes.
They walked passed the fence and up onto the large pavilion that
looked out onto the surf before they all stopped and looked to the
right. A bicyclist was quickly approaching them on the
boardwalk.

"Oh look," Liam said, "They make deliveries out
here."

The cyclist stopped his bike in front of them and
dismounted. He was wearing a police uniform only with knee-length
shorts instead of slacks.

"You're kidding," Edric said out
loud.

The officer pretended not to hear the mockery and
instead raised his chin in the air. "The beach is closed." He
looked them up and down, clearly interpreting their clothing; two
in beat up jeans with leather jackets, Liam's with chains dangling
from various parts, and then Patrick with his suit jacket, slacks
and clean-shaven face.

"Really?" Patrick asked, "A bicycle?" He stepped
closer to the officer and tilted his head just a little as he
captured the eyes of the unfortunate man. "What's your
name?"

The officer's eyes went a little blank as he
answered under the spell of Patrick's demon, "Dan
Feeley."

"How do you apprehend anybody on a bicycle?" Patrick
asked.

Liam and Edric rounded the policeman on either side,
like pack animals waiting for the right time to pounce. "Stay in
control, Patrick," Edric tutored. "Even when we hunt we are always
in control of our demon."

Officer Dan blinked and suddenly became very much
aware of the situation. He immediately drew his gun and pointed it
at each of them in turn. None of them reacted. "That's it," he
tried to order, "I'm going to ask all of you to put your hands
where I can see them."

"Remember, Patrick," Edric continued, "The real
reason we are in this town is not to be put at risk by your actions
right now."

"Shut up!" the officer yelled and pointed his gun at
Edric. "Put your hands where I can see them and step over there."
He motioned for Edric to join Patrick and tried to step out of the
inside of the circle they had created around him but Liam blocked
his exit. He pointed the gun at Liam and made a gesture with the
gun for him to also join Patrick. "I want to see your
hands."

Liam put out his hands, palm up. "These
hands?"

"Now, now, Liam," Edric interrupted, "Patrick
started this little game, we play it his way."

"I like chase games," Patrick
answered.

Liam and Edric smiled in return, scarlet beginning
to run into their eyes.

The officer continued to spin within his trap,
pointing the useless weapon at each of them in turn. His hands were
starting to shake. He fumbled for his radio and Edric easily
roundhouse kicked it out of his hand. The young officer fired his
gun, hitting Edric in the chest at nearly point blank range,
causing him to fly backward.

For a few seconds, just a few, the officer felt
relieved, as if that single act should have ended the entire
encounter right then and there. But when he turned to face the
other two assailants, his confidence momentarily restored, what he
saw drained every last bit of bravery out of his very being. Their
eyes were much too red for it to be a trick of the street light
above them and from their mouths protruded sharp fangs that brought
up memories of hellish childhood nightmares. From behind him came
the voice of the third.

"Careful, boys, that thing hurts a
little."

The officer whipped around to see Edric standing
there, blood slowly running from the chest wound of the gunshot.
"That can't be," the officer said in disbelief. "I killed
you."

"Yes, well, not very well I'm afraid." Edric allowed
his demon to rise to the surface in all of its evil power. He
looked at the policeman and took two steps closer so that he was
face to face with him. He leaned in and whispered, "This is the
part where you run for your life, Danny."

It didn't take but a second or two for the reality
of the danger he was in to register with Dan. He dropped his gun
and took off running down the boardwalk in the direction from which
he had come.

"You left your bike!" Patrick called after him. He
picked up the weapon and studied it briefly.

Edric looked at the youngest vampire. "Patrick, it's
your call."

"Get him onto the beach, away from other
people."

"You're learning well."

"The safety of The Community is always the
priority," Liam chimed in. "Go, Patrick."

After Patrick ran off in pursuit of his prey, Edric
fell to his knees in pain. Liam knelt beside him and punctured his
own wrist and put it in front of his sire's lips. "You need to
heal, that wound will only slow you down."

Edric said nothing but grabbed onto Liam's arm and
drank. Immediately, he could feel the bullet hole beginning to
close. He took just enough to mostly heal, so as not to impede
Liam's strength, and then stood. He nodded his thanks and inhaled
deeply as he closed his eyes. He opened them and pointed down to
the shore. "That way, Patrick's brought him
around."

They took off running and met up with Patrick just
past the dunes. "You're feeling better," Patrick
stated.

Edric nodded. "You did well, and I see you're still
in control; that is good." He looked around them. "He's close.
Spread out."

It wasn't often Edric engaged in a hunt and at first
it had seemed the thing to do in order to satiate his demon. But
now that they were in the thick of it he found he did not much care
whether or not the hunt ended, what he wanted now was to get back
to Thea. But he could not deny the game to the others. He followed
behind and watched.

Patrick was south of the dunes and Liam north of
them. The only place to hide was among the grasses on the dunes.
Edric watched the differences in hunting strategies between the
other two. Patrick was silently stalking, stopping to assess the
environment and sniff the air, use the elements. He took this very
seriously.

Liam was the opposite. It was a total game for
him, and he was enjoying every minute of it. He already knew
basically where the policeman had run to. Now he was taunting him,
using fear to flush him out. Edric could hear Liam singing from
where he stood on the boardwalk,
"Oh, Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling…
"

There was a rustle among a patch of grass not ten
yards from both vampires.

"From glen to glen, and down the mountainside…
" Liam jumped off and onto the
dunes below him, close to the rustling
grass.

They all heard a gasp and then Dan bolted from his
hiding place among the dunes. He looked back to watch Liam and
crashed right into the solid form of Patrick. Edric caught up to
them. "Well done." Edric turned to walk away and called over his
shoulder, "Make sure you clean up." He heard the satisfyingly short
scream of the officer and then silence. He zipped up his leather
jacket, hiding the blood from the gunshot, walked out of the beach
and headed toward town. He saw a familiar couple walking in his
direction. It was the pretty bartender from the restaurant he and
Thea had gone to Friday night. What was the name? Bouy
something.

He flashed a smile. "'Ello, Red."

The bartender look up and smiled. The man she was
with also looked at Edric, though not as seemingly happy. "Hey,"
she said, "I remember you; you're sloe gin fizz
guy."

"That's right, you remembered."

"There's only one other person who ever orders that
drink, so yeah, I remember." She gestured to her companion. "You
remember Rob?"

Edric nodded. "Yeah, yeah, I remember, you made sure
we got our table. That was very kind of you."

"Just keeping the customers happy," Rob
smiled.

Edric took another step closer to the unsuspecting
couple. "That's a nice thought, mate. There's something else you
can do for me." Edric's eyes turned a shade of red as he held both
of their gazes.

*****

Edric was already waiting by the car finishing a
cigarette when Liam and Patrick came by. "You've changed your
shirt." Patrick noted the tan colored T-shirt.

"Met a guy who offered his." Edric opened the car
door so Patrick could get into the back. He flicked the remains of
his cigarette onto the sidewalk.

"And you look stronger."

"Patrick, I am always strong."
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	The
Community: Existence Book 1 (2011)
This is the first book in an exciting new vampire series filled
with intrigue, mystery, romance and thrills. Read the reviews,
people everywhere are saying how they cannot put this book down and
cannot wait until the next book in the series comes out so they can
continue to see what happens next with this couple.

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

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



	


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

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

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

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