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Prologue
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2035

 

All that bloodshed and at what cost?

I will have to ponder this thought for an eternity—or however
long I survive what I chose to be when I started down this path of
love and death, horror and misery.

We women are always told to follow our hearts, no matter where
they lead us, but what if they lead us to our deaths? Or to an
everlasting life where Heaven and Hell do not exist, where I am the
monster in the fairytale and where there is no turning back.

Where to begin?

My story is long—infinite. Even now, time is not a factor;
neither natural causes, nor sunlight, silver, wood stakes,
platinum, holy water nor anything else on this earth can bring
about my death. I have survived werewolf attacks, warlocks, and
humans. I was once human too, but that seems an eternity ago. In
reality, it has only been fifteen years. I am a young vampire, but
an old one as well.

My name is Manon, and this is my story.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Autumn, 2020

Chapter One

 

“You can’t possibly be serious.”

“I am. As a heart attack. I’m telling you to stay home.”

“I can’t. Every employee has to be there. If you’re breathing,
you’d better drag your sorry ass outta bed, because it is an honor
to meet one so high up on the food chain, not to mention our boss
and the owner of the casino.”

“Bitch, I’m tellin’ you to stay the fuck home. There are other
jobs. You don’t have to kiss nasty vamp ass to get ahead, you
know.”

“Goddamn it, Nico, not everyone can be as fortunate as you and
work for the Russians or the French. Hell, I’d settle for working
for anyone human at this point, but I don’t have a choice,
and you damn well know it. So get the hell out of my way and let me
go to work.”

I eyed my brother angrily, knowing he was tempted to try his
warlock shit on me, but he finally relented and slumped down on the
sofa in defeat.

He was very good looking, even if he was angry. If we weren’t
fraternal twins and if he wasn’t gay, I might have been tempted to
go there, but there are certain things you don’t do if you are a
morally aware and ethical person. Sleeping with kin was high up on
that list along with fraternizing with vamps, werewolves and the
like.

Our world had changed, yet it had stayed the same. My favorite
French quote was now even more apt: Plus ça change, plus ça la
même chose. Or, if one is more partial to Italian, Giuseppe
Tomasi di Lampedusa proclaims in The Leopard: “If we want
things to stay as they are, everything must change.” Yes, that
quote works too.

I guess life isn’t much different now than it was ten years ago,
back in 2010. The only difference is that just a select few knew
about vampires then, and vampires hadn’t yet received their
rights.

They were crafty motherfuckers, you have to give them that much.
They launched their platform and tied it inextricably to homosexual
rights. Can you believe that shit? Yep, they equated themselves
with gays and said their civil rights were being “trampled upon”.
Who had been eating whom all these centuries? Last time I checked,
vamps never gave a damn about humans except as a food source. But,
like most homosexuals, they were highly intelligent, wealthy and a
select minority. They thrived. They were able to grease the wheels
and buy politicians, and fifty years after the Civil Rights
Act of 1964 was passed, the Civil Rights
Act of 2014 was a shoe-in; Congress passed the bill 401 to 99
and the Senate 98 to 2 (the two senators who hadn’t agreed didn’t
live to see the year 2015). The law extended full civil rights,
including marriage, to homosexuals and to vampires.
Now the gay rights, I can understand—they’re human. Vampires, well,
let’s just say something is definitely rotten in the state of
Denmark. I mean that in a Shakespearean way, not in an “I have
something against Danes” way.

No one could understand how they accomplished it, but they did.
There they were, the twenty dead motherfuckers who make up The
International Vampire Council, smiling with the President of the
United States of America (this was before we joined the Anglophone
Union due to trade issues, a crippled U.S. economy and immigration
from “less desirable nations”) as he signed the bill into law. They
looked so odd, with their waxy skin and slightly elongated canines.
You could almost imagine their fangs unsheathed, almost see all of
the blood they must have shed over the centuries. Oh, it was
disgusting, but like a car crash, or an old episode of The
X-Factor, you were transfixed, or at least I was.

So, what is my beef with vamps, you ask?

They are sexy, aren’t they? They’ve been airing the same tired
propaganda about themselves since Anne Rice, Stephenie Meyer,
Charlaine Harris and Amanda Hocking, among others, have been
writing books. We’ve seen the movies and the television shows, we
know what they are and all about their plight. We understand their
issues with us and we know their legends, and how grotesquely old
they can become. We know they aren’t all killers; that they can
decide to feed on us and allow us to live. We know all about their
skills of persuasion, how they can hypnotize us to make us do what
they want, or make us forget we have been bitten at all. We know
vampire concubines take Vitamin B-12 and hope and pray their blood
isn’t so sweet or alluring that a vamp accidentally kills them one
night in the middle of a sex act.

I admit it: I am a live-and-let-live type. I wouldn’t have shit
against the bloodsucking undead if they hadn’t killed my father and
kidnapped my mother. Yeah, she is now one of the undead, too. She
was very valuable. Besides being a witch, she knew a lot of shit
about vampires. She was also a cold-hearted bitch who was fucking a
vampire on the side while still with our father. We weren’t sure
exactly what happened to our father. Her lover was sent to ground
for murdering a very “valuable” human and my mom was made into a
vampire for her troubles. Unfortunately, she couldn’t take us with
her, so my brother and I became orphans at the age of ten.

A nice set up, eh?

Nico and I kept in contact, despite what happened to us once we
were taken in by the system, also known as the Children’s
Protection Agency. My brother was good-looking, innocuous and
charismatic—he was adopted immediately. Me? I was mouthy with an
attitude, plus I looked too “ethnic.” I stayed in the system.
Nicolas was a child prodigy with a photographic memory and an IQ of
nearly 200, and thus provided a very good education and graduated
from Stanford Business School. I wasn’t so lucky; for True
Blood fans, I’m the Jason Stackhouse to my brother’s
Sookie.

Don’t get me wrong, I am considered good-looking, sexy, and get
my fair share of complimentary looks from both sides of the sexual
aisle. I might have looked too ethnic growing up, but as an adult
it turns out I am pretty desirable after all. I have skin the color
of caramel, a perpetual tan that never fades and only darkens if I
am in the sun. My eyes are dark and my sable-brown, cherry
highlighted hair is curly—a flat iron is my best friend. It is
probably one of my most arresting traits; I like my hair because I
can change it to look like a white girl with a deep tan, or I can
keep it curly and instantly look like the mulatto I am. I inherited
my father’s French nose and fine bone structure, along with my
mother’s blend of African, Native American and Irish features,
blessing me with high cheekbones and bee-stung lips.

My brother could be a dead ringer for a young Vin Diesel. He has
a full head of beautiful dark brown hair that he chooses to shave
off. He looks yummy as a baldy, but I would prefer him with hair.
His eyes are his most alluring trait—gray-green, they complement
his masculine nose, etched facial structure, and generous mouth. He
is tall, almost 6’2, and slim yet athletic at one hundred and
eighty-five pounds.

I would like to think I have a lovely shape, too, but at 5’3 and
one hundred and thirty pounds, I have a little “junk in my trunk.”
Hence why I am a dealer at Transylvania Hotel, Casino & Spa
instead of a cocktail waitress. Transylvania, you get it? The vamps
love irony, too bad they don’t actually get it.

My specialty is poker, but I don’t like dealing in the high
stakes rooms (too many Asian vamps congregate there, and they are
willing to pay for anything). I insulted a customer one
night and ended up at the Let It Ride table for my troubles. I get
a steady stream of customers, but my table closes early so I only
work thirty hours per week, technically part-time, and I don’t have
to deal with vamps, thank God.

The Let It Ride table is a fun derivative of poker in which you
don’t actually play against other players but against the House
itself. Anything with two cards higher than 10’s in your three
cards is a winner, and you can win even more depending on what the
House is holding. The odds are too much in favor of the mark, as we
call gamblers, and thus the reason the game isn’t open more than
six hours per day, five days per week. I work Tuesday through
Saturday, with Sundays and Mondays off. As I am the only Let It
Ride dealer at Transylvania, the table is closed otherwise.

Unfortunately, tonight, on what usually is my night off, I have
to go in. No choice, as the owner of Transylvania Casino, Mikkel
Damgaard, is gracing us with his presence. It couldn’t have been
Saturday night, oh no—he was too busy having his waxy white ass
kissed at the ultra-posh, seven-star Damgaard Hotel, Spa &
Casino, which sits on the most lucrative real estate on Las Vegas
Boulevard, also known as The Strip. Transylvania is nothing, a
five-star, pseudo-palace of a hotel located in Summerlin, a very
opulent and beautiful suburb of Las Vegas, but a suburb all the
same.

I should inform you now, that most of the gaming industry is
controlled by vamps, as is the pharmaceutical industry. They chased
out the mob and the corporations (fear of death will do that to us
mere mortals) around the same time they got their civil rights and
proceeded to take over. Whatever hold the Americans and Europeans
had on the pharmaceutical industry was pretty much wiped out during
the stock crash of 2019, the year Vamp Pharmaceuticals came out
with cures for every kind of cancer and HIV/AIDS. They
were able to ruin Pfizer, Johnson & Johnson, Eli Lily,
GlaxoSmithKline, et al, because their cures were dirt cheap for
developing countries (they damn near gave ’em away in most of
Africa, Asia, Central and South America) while competitively priced
in high-income countries. They managed to sink most of the pharmacy
giants even before their cures for the common cold, erectile
dysfunctions, and vaccinations for every known communicable disease
hit the market. It’s kind of hard to discriminate against an entire
race of creatures who were not only giving you drugs to help you
live, but drugs to get you high as well.

Once the Prohibition Repeal of 2018 was enacted, and the ATF
became the NATF—the Bureau of Narcotics, Alcohol, Tobacco and
Firearms—vamps decided to make legal, synthetic forms of all street
drugs. Nothing became as popular as vampire blood or “VA neg,” as
it’s called on the streets. Contrary to what you may have heard,
it’s not a psychedelic at all, but it is a stimulant that not only
gives you enormous amounts of energy and a sex drive that is out of
this world, but it also heightens your senses to a level you
wouldn’t believe. You can get a prescription, but the best stuff
comes straight from the source—a vampire lover, if you have one—or
is found on the streets, where it comes in powder form. It looks
like red cocaine (due to being mixed with aspirin) and you snort
it.

Instead of dealing with “crack babies,” hospitals were faced
with VA-neg-addicted babies until Vamp Pharmaceutical came up with
a nice little cure-all for that too, with no side effects. They
began and ended an epidemic within the same year.

I know what you’re thinking: the bastards have taken over the
world, but they’re wealthy and part of mainstream society—how bad
can they truly be? They even came up with the nifty idea of blood
banks, where humans who can’t afford medical treatment can be cured
for free in return for a few pints of blood. Vamps have an endless
supply of real human blood to feed on, and they have saved humanity
from the brink of destruction at the same time.

Believe me when I tell you they aren’t doing it to be
altruistic. They couldn’t give a damn about us; they have been
complaining for years about the quality of human blood and how far
it has slipped down the food chain. Their “magic” cures for humans
were to help them, not us. They wanted better tasting blood.
Imagine being stuck in a world full of Budweiser when you remember
what Beck’s, Heineken and Carlsberg taste like. The unique flavors
of Belgian and German lagers, the subtle differences between
Swedish and Danish, or Mexican and Chilean beer. Well, that’s where
vampires found themselves in the early part of the twenty-first
century. Human blood tasted like shit. We were polluting our
environment, low-income countries were experiencing industrial
revolutions, and everything had gone from sugar to shit. They had
to expose themselves to help us or face their own extinction.

Vampires were committing suicide en masse or going to ground.
They no longer wanted to live. They found themselves in the same
existentialist crisis humans had endured during the fifteenth and
sixteenth centuries. Blood had no taste, and humans would soon be
extinct at the rate they were destroying their own environment.
Mother Earth heaved from too many souls aboard and shitty health to
boot. What could the vamps possibly do?

Well, for one, the oldest twenty, who hadn’t gone to ground,
decided to stop the war with the humans and become part of society.
They became politicians, bureaucrats, and company owners,
stockholders and taxpayers. The International Vampire Council
officially helped with the creation of the new G6 (or Global Six as
it is known). Once the European and African Unions fell apart in
the second decade of the twenty-first century, the IVC personally
aided the formation of new inter-country and continental
unions.

The Anglophone Union (AU) is part of the Global Six, and is
still ruled by the United States, albeit tentatively.
Unfortunately, Americans aren’t citizens of the U.S. anymore, but
of the AU, which consists of the States, all the former Providences
of Canada (except Québec), New Zealand, Australia, England, Wales,
Scotland, Israel and a united Ireland. The other members of the G6
include the Francophone Union (FU members include France and its
former colonies like St. Martin and Guadalupe, Québec, the
French-speaking part of Switzerland, formerly Belgian Wallonia and
Monaco); the Great Nordic Regional Union (GNRU members include the
almighty Germany, Austria, all the rest of Switzerland, the
formerly Belgian Flanders, the Netherlands, Luxembourg,
Liechtenstein, and the entire Scandinavian region of Denmark,
Sweden, Norway, Finland and Iceland); Japan (mostly controlled by
centuries-old Japanese vampires, who were quietly converting as
much of the population as possible to prevent the dreaded
race-mixing); China (the new “old powerhouse,” due to the
manufacturing of cheap but inferior goods) and India (technology
kings supreme).

Despite the vampires’ sphere of influence, the world is still a
hot mess. It’s biblical how fucked up things are, but life has
never been smooth sailing—we live in the world of the twenty-four
hour news cycle, where television and computers are updated every
microsecond. That is a lot of news to ingest. People get their
kicks from their eReaders (“dead tree” books are so 2010),
300 terabyte computers and 80 terabyte iPods—yes, they’re still
around, just more compact than ever, as are cell phones and
laptops. The pesky devices can fit in your handbag, and with the
push of a button they can become full use, life-size devices.
Advances in technology have included iPad and eReader devices that
use the same technology of the now defunct laptop, not like those
old monochrome Kindles we had when I was growing up. Those used to
be the shit—I do remember that much.

Okay, so now that you know more about what the world is
currently like, I can tell you what my brother and I were fighting
about. He doesn’t want me to go to work tonight because he has a
“bad feeling.” What the hell does that mean?  I have no idea,
as he’s the warlock, not me. I didn’t get any special abilities
from either of our parents. I’m not a mathematical wizard like Dad
and I’m not a witch like Mom. Nope, all the good shit went to
Nico—and all I’m left with is well, the crappy throwaway genes.
There is absolutely nothing special about me
whatsoever.

I’m smart but not super smart like my brother. I do have common
sense, which isn’t so common, as we all know. I should realize my
brother would never warn me about anything (let alone call me a
bitch) unless it was serious and he truly did fear for my life.
Unfortunately, I am barely hanging on at the moment. I am living
with him and Drake (his boyfriend) because my ex and I broke up. I
can’t afford a place of my own so I have no choice. I am trying to
save up but it’s hard and life hasn’t exactly gotten easier.

Now that all these stupid Unions were created in the world, it’s
not just American idiots competing for the same tired ass jobs. You
have your fellow Canucks, English, Welsh, Scots, Aussies, Kiwis,
Irish and Israelis to worry about too. Yes, we can travel to
anywhere in the Union but let’s face it: most people don’t have
wanderlust. Though we are part of this grand Union, the vast
majority of us have stayed put in the countries we grew up in. The
only thing I have in common with a chick from Sydney or Manchester
or Edmonton is we all speak English, full stop. We can still even
tell which part of the Union fellow citizens come from because
there has been no blending of peoples… most have stayed right where
their ancestors have lived for hundreds of years. To be honest, the
only people doing the moving are vampires and low income immigrants
who now have residency permits and can work anywhere in the Union.
The dream about “freedom of movement”, the same tired ass line used
to justify the former European Union and our current one, is a just
that, a joke and a dream.

My problems were my own and to put it succinctly, I couldn’t
really blame anyone but myself. How nice it would have been for me
to lay my issues at the feet of my mother, the jacked up system or
even vampires, but at the end of the day, I am an adult and have
been for the past ten years, according to the state of Nevada at
least. If I still don’t have my feet firmly on the ground, no one
is at fault but me.

I suppose my pragmatism is what stopped my brother from using
his powers against me. He knew that above all, I could take care of
myself. I am a lot of things but self-loathing and suicidal aren’t
in the picture. If I knew of any real danger to my person, I would
have listened to his warnings but I know myself better than him and
in the end, he had to concede to this fact.

“Just watch yourself tonight, okay? I would die if anything
happened to you,” Nicolas whispered.

“Will do, little brother,” I responded
sarcastically.

“Who you callin’ little? You’re only older than me by
forty minutes!”

“Yes but that’s forty minutes I have been in this world longer
than you. What did I tell you about respectin’ your
elders?”

“Whatever. Just watch your ass, all right?”

“I promise I will.”

 

Chapter Two

 

 

Eva met me as I pulled into the parking lot.

Not only was she my best friend, we virtually considered one
another sisters, as we’d both grown up in the system.

I was quite surprised no one had ever wanted to adopt the
beauty, but like me, her attitude always prevented her from being
chosen.

We were the same age but that is where our resemblances
ended.

A dangerous mixture of Danish and French, Eva Villadsen was a
gorgeous and natural strawberry blonde with crystal blue eyes, an
alabaster complexion, Scandinavian features and a generous mouth.
She was tall, almost 5’10, and at one hundred and twenty-five
pounds, slim with just the right amount of “tits and ass” to keep
her from tipping into anorexic territory.

Unlike me, she was a cocktail waitress and enjoyed it; the tips
alone were worth all the aggravation she had to put up with.

“What took you so long? Clive was about to make me ring you,”
she said snidely in greeting. 

“Clive can blow me. It’s my night off, remember? I’m the one
doing him the favor,” I replied flippantly.

“No, you’re doing Mr. Damgaard a favor. He’s the one
who insists on playing Let It Ride and if he wants to play all
night then you’ll get overtime.”

“Lucky me,” I drawled.

“No, lucky us. I’m his personal cocktail waitress. Can you
believe he chose me? I would have so thought Sabrina would have
been the one. She’s got that exotic thang going on, not me. He
likes exotics apparently so I am not his type at all,” Eva
explained as we walked together into the perpetually air
conditioned casino.

It was warmer than usual for autumn in Vegas. The temps were in
the seventies but why all of a sudden did the casino feel warmer
than it was outside?

“Goddamn vamps are gonna make us pass out. It’s fuckin’ hot as
hell in here,” I complained under my breath.

“Tell me about it. They’ve got the heater on for God’s
sake. No humans allowed tonight except us mortal
employees. They have booked out the whole casino and upgraded all
human guests to The Damgaard on the Strip. Try not to allow your
emotions to show too much, honey. It’s obvious how much you hate
them,” my best friend murmured softly.

“I don’t hate them, Eva. I’m just not fond of them, that’s
all.”

“Mmm hmm. We both have gotten high on VA neg more than just a
few times, not to mention we have each been vaccinated with drugs
made by Vamp Pharmaceuticals. It’s pretty hard to despise a race of
people who might have saved us mortals from destroying
ourselves.”

“Listen, Eve, I just am not as crazy about vamps as you are.
Then again, you’re dating one so you’re gonna feel differently than
me. I wouldn’t let one touch me with a barge pole, let alone have
them stick their icy cock inside of me.”

“This is coming from the same girl who dated our boss who
happens to be a werewolf? You were sleeping with an animal,
literally, yet you are going to judge me for dating
someone who at least was human at one time?!”

“Clive can’t help it if he’s part of the animal kingdom—we don’t
choose our parents, remember? And look who’s doggin’ who here. Last
time I checked, werewolves weren’t granted civil rights, vamps
were. Most were-animals tend to be poor and on the outskirts of
society. Basically, they’re the new bottom feeders, and no one
gives a shit about them or their rights. Vamps would be treated the
same way if they happened to not have money, but they do and they
control our society, so we’re not going to play the pity party
games for vamps, okay?” I argued.

“I can’t believe it! You’re still in love with him. He threw you
out, he cheated on you with that cheap tramp, Sabrina, and you’re
still defending him. You seriously need to get your head
examined.”

“I don’t want to talk about this anymore.”

Eva threw me a baleful look. “Here’s your temporary uniform.
Clive said to wear this since it will eventually reach ninety
degrees in the casino.”

“Fuck a duck,” I grumbled. “I thought they liked it at
eighty-five?”

“Mr. Damgaard is very old. He doesn’t feed often and he
likes it at ninety.”

“How old?”

“Rumor has it he was born in Denmark before the tenth century.
He’s a Jute, if you know what that means. He can speak all
the Danish dialects. You don’t learn something as mundane as that
unless you have a lot of time on your hands. I think he is
about eleven or twelve hundred years old. That’s a long time to be
walking around, don’t you think? It’s amazing more vampires aren’t
psychotic. How can one see so much in one’s lifetime and still be
sane?”

“Most vamps aren’t sane. Or do you honestly consider
being a serial killer normal adult behavior?”

“They’re not all serial killers, nor do they have to be. That’s
what the blood banks and blood whorehouses are for. They can feed
without killing people—most do! I would like you to know
Armand has not killed anyone in the last hundred years!”

“Armand is a rock star who seriously has you dick-whipped. How
can you believe anything he says?”

“Because he wouldn’t lie to me. He…he loves me. He’s going to
make me his bride.”

I stared at my best friend in horror. “Eva, no, don’t do it. You
can’t do it!”

“I have to! If I don’t then some other chick will and he’s
mine. It’s something we all face, as mortals, if you’re in
love with a vampire. They have to turn you at some point. I don’t
want to age a minute longer than I have to, Manon. He was
twenty-one when he was turned… four hundred years ago. If we wait
any longer then I’ll look older than him and neither of us want
that.”

My head felt like it was being ripped open with a crowbar. “We
can talk about this later. I just… I need to be alone.”

“Fine.” Eva spun on her heels and waltzed away.

I changed into my temporary outfit, which consisted of a pair of
black shorts and a sleeveless white blouse. I still looked
professional and thanked God I wasn’t hanging out too much. My
thighs were firmly hidden and just enough leg poked out that I
looked sexy, yet untouchable at the same time.

Clive stalked toward me as I arranged my name tag. “Mr. Damgaard
is waiting. We don’t like to keep the boss waiting,” he growled
angrily.

“Calm down, Clive. I’m ready.”

He grabbed me by the arm roughly and frog-marched me out to the
Let It Ride table.

I snatched my arm away as we approached. I couldn’t see much of
this Mr. Damgaard as his back was to me, but I didn’t want him to
see Clive’s hands on me either. It was already well beyond my
comfort level of warm. The heaters were going full blast, along
with the roaring fireplaces which were sporadically placed
throughout the grand casino. There were a few other vamps besides
Mr. Damgaard playing at various table games. They were all part of
the International Vampire Council; the only reason why I knew this
is because I recognized them from television and I never forgot a
face.

I walked around and positioned myself at the table. “Good
evening, Mr. Damgaard,” I greeted in a pleasant voice without
meeting his gaze. “Will you be playing with a companion or alone
tonight?”

Most vamps didn’t mind you looking at them. In fact, it gave
them some sort of vicarious thrill for mortals to witness the true
evil and brutality most vampires are, and they weren’t afraid to
hide it. Unfortunately, the vamps on The International Vampire
Council—the IVC or simply The Council, as it was known all over the
world—were a bit different. Some of them were older than Jesus
Christ; all of them remembered most of the A.D. period as they’d
lived through it. Only two were born after 1000 A.D. and that was
only because they’d been replacements for two of the oldest
vampires who had gone to ground.

It was a reverence factor. They were old and although they
looked youthful, they wanted respect, and considered it high
treason and punishable by death for any human to look at them
without their permission. Since the only mortals inside the casino
were employees of the Damgaard Gaming Corporation, we could easily
disappear without the police or anyone else catching on or even
caring for the matter. I wasn’t taking any chances.

“You can look at me,” he said in a voice that sounded like a
mixture of liquid honey and a California accent. “I will be playing
alone.”

I reluctantly met his gaze.

His eyes were blue-green; the color they were when he was still
human. I knew then that he was okay for the time being. I only had
to worry if they paled to the color of ice, as that was a clear
sign of arousal and warning that his elongated fangs would
unsheathe from his canine teeth. A few vamps who were well into
their two thousandth year could turn both the top and bottom sets
of canines into fangs; it was the most disturbing shit I had ever
witnessed in my lifetime and believe me, I’d witnessed plenty. They
weren’t pretty or sexy. Frankly, they were disgusting, and the
unnaturally white color of their teeth didn’t help the situation
either.

He was very good looking, better than any vampire deserved to
be, and he knew it too. He was sexy in a dark and sadistic
manner—even though his hair was flaxen blond—and curled slightly
along the edge of his suit collar. He was pale but not unnaturally
so; his skin wasn’t waxy at all, merely the lightest shade of
alabaster and the texture of one very young, of a teenager perhaps,
without acne. His pores weren’t visible at all, and my vision was
better than perfect as I’d had Lasik surgery before I could become
a dealer. He was very tall, at least 6’4, and athletically built
underneath his very expensive dark suit. How he looked reasonably
cool and collective in a ninety-degree environment was beyond me.
It had to be the absence of blood; perhaps he had not fed for many
days or weeks. It wasn’t as if vampires could sweat anyway; that
would require them to a have a heartbeat and that was something
they obviously lacked.

His features were classically Scandinavian as well. A
well-structured Nordic face, a well-crafted and slender Roman nose,
exquisite bone structure and a mouth meant to be devoured and
kissed, even if his lips were a bit on the thin side. It was a
mouth that could be sexy or mean, angry or happy. I found myself
falling in lust with his mouth before my eyes were dragged toward
his exquisite aquamarine eyes again.

“You may deal, Ms. Mourey,” Mr. Damgaard commanded.

I dealt his first set of cards and a set for myself after he had
placed ten thousand dollar chips in front of each card and a five
thousand dollar chip on the bonus. This was going to be a long
night, I could tell already. What was his hurry when time had
absolutely no value to a vamp? They’d been promised forever as long
as they didn’t run into any badass vampire killers, wood or silver
stakes anywhere near their heart, and as long as they weren’t
decapitated. Unfortunately, there wasn’t a Blade or even a Morgan
Bailey to take care of the vampires in our midst. To murder a
vampire was murder, full stop, regardless of the simple medical
fact that the thing in question didn’t have a heartbeat and was
therefore not technically “alive” to begin with in the metaphysical
sense of the word.

One was arrested, tried, convicted and faced the death penalty
in the Anglophone Union. Killing a vampire meant a painful death,
although the perpetrator could choose between two options. There
was the option of being quartered—four horses, ropes attached to
each limb and the horses run in different directions… you can
imagine the rest, or the option of the quintessential human
barbeque—an old school bonfire circa the Spanish Inquisition where
a pyre was built around you and set on fire, and the criminal was
burned to death.

I slowly got into the rhythm of dealing cards, collecting chips
when Mr. Damgaard lost and rewarding chips when he won, which was
most of the time. Eventually, he scored a royal flush and won a lot
of cash. The pit boss checked the eye-cameras in the sky, though
why I had no idea, as what would Mr. Damgaard have to prove by
stealing from his own hotel? Clive, the casino manager, came by to
double check and then verified the chips as I handed Mr. Damgaard
his winnings.

“Is there anything you need, sir? Has your cocktail waitress
been by?” Clive inquired in that ingratiating, kiss-ass tone I’d
always despised.

“I would like an O-negative blood martini please, easy on the
vermouth, heavy on the blood and vodka with a twist of lime,” Mr.
Damgaard requested smoothly.

“Yes, sir,” Clive responded smartly, snapping his fingers, and
Eva was there in several seconds.

“It’s already being prepared, sir. I will be right back,” Eva
assured him in that silky smooth voice of hers and dared to meet
his eyes.

“Where is the Danish part of your family from, Ms. Villadsen?”
Mr. Damgaard asked.

“My father’s family was from Århus while my maternal
grandfather’s family was from Skagen. My maternal grandmother is
French from the Bourgogne region of France,” Eva explained in a
matter-of-fact tone.

Mr. Damgaard smiled. “Jutland. I knew I would recognize one of
my own. How did your family make it here to the AU?”

A small smile played on Eva’s lips. “My father still lives in
Copenhagen in the GNRU. My mother is the reason why we came to the
AU. She killed herself and I became a ward of the state when I was
twelve. My father remarried and wasn’t all that concerned about me
when I did attempt to contact him, so I stayed here. I can speak
Danish and French as I lived in both places as a child and it helps
when we have tourists from the GNRU and the FU.”

He whispered something in Danish to Eva which made her smile
brighter.

“You’ll have to ask her. I’m her best friend, not her
keeper … Papa,” she responded in English before she walked
away.

My heart skipped a beat. “Wait just a damned minute—are you
related to my best friend?”

“Yes, she is one of the children I have spawned on this earth.
The details about her conception are, however, none of your
concern.”

I boldly glared at Mr. Damgaard before I decided to change the
subject for more my sake than his own. “I thought vampires
subsisted entirely on blood. Why would you ask for alcohol to be
put in your beverage?”

“Vamp Pharmaceuticals has introduced a new pill for us vamps to
enjoy alcohol and narcotics again if we wish to do so. The effects
are temporary but it gives us some variety besides the blood most
of us have been consuming for centuries. In years past, our drug of
choice was torturing humans and watching your pathetic race bleed
to death. Now that we have become part of society, it is very
expensive to indulge in these types of pleasure. I am not a sadist
by nature and have seen more than my fair share of war, violence,
and death. I only wish to be able to enjoy an alcoholic beverage
every now and then. My pleasures are simple and unfortunately
terribly mundane, and the only semblance from my human life I hold
dearly. A cigar, my favorite alcohol… if I am feeling very bold,
perhaps I will indulge with an electronic cigarette. I’d be lying
though if I didn’t admit to enjoying the old fashioned,
pollution-inducing ones, though. All this new technology is not
necessarily better.”

It was the first proper conversation we’d had together and I had
been dealing to Mr. Damgaard for at least a couple of hours.

“Why did you ask Eva where she was from?”

“Curiosity more than anything. Her bone structure is very
Scandinavian and I had a feeling she was Danish. I’m usually not
wrong. You, for instance, where was your French father from?”

“Vélizy-Villacoublay in Ile-de-France with a short detour via
Montréal. He was born and raised in France but left for Québec when
he was in his early twenties. He lived there for several years
before he moved here to Vegas. He met my mother, they married, had
my brother and I, and the rest is history, as they say.”

“And your mother, what about her?”

“I’d rather not talk about my parents at all,” I snapped
suddenly. “What is it you wanted to ask me anyway, Mr.
Damgaard?”

“Please, call me Mikkel. I am bored with this whole game and I
would like you to be my companion for the rest of the night. Would
that be all right with you?”

“I suppose it would be since I have no choice,” I spat.

“Of course you have a choice. Every decision we make
has a consequence. If you would rather be murdered than be my
companion for one night then who am I to stop you?”

“I have a few ground rules—”

“You are hardly in a position to negotiate, Manon.”

My name rolled off his tongue and damn if I wasn’t surprised he
had pronounced it correctly. Most people pronounced it Man-On, but
the proper French pronunciation is Mah-Non.

“I’m aware of that, Mikkel, but I don’t want to be fed upon. I
have recently had my time of the month and I already feel weak
enough as it is. If a vampire were to feed on me, it just might
push me over the edge into anemic territory,” I explained
dramatically.

“You’re already anemic,” he merely replied. “Severely.
I honestly don’t see how you are standing up. You must feel like
you are about to pass out. Have you had a vampire lover before? He
didn’t take very good care of you.”

“No, I have never slept with a vampire.”

“Just a werewolf,” he demurred distastefully.

“How do you know that?”

“I can read your thoughts. It’s a gift I have acquired over the
many, many centuries I have roamed this earth. ‘The dark gift is
different for us all’. Does that sound familiar?”

“Anne Rice, Interview with A Vampire.”

“Who knew that heretic bitch was more right about our kind than
wrong? There was talk on The Council of having her murdered, but as
all the vampires she mentioned in her stories were based upon those
of us who are either dead or gone to ground, there really was no
need. Besides, she used pseudonyms so we can’t think of her as too
much of a threat. She was smarter than she knew.”

“I assumed all that was fiction.”

“Not all vampire fiction is fiction, my dear. Now the
sparkly thing… no, we can’t walk in the daylight and we don’t
‘twinkle’ if we do. We merely burn to death; it’s like getting a
rapid form of skin cancer. One hour in the sun and we’d be burnt as
a piece of toast. We might be able to survive, but no more than
maybe two hours max. Any longer than that, more often than not, it
is too late.”

“What about fairies? Do they exist?”

“Perhaps. I have never met one personally but I have lived long
enough to know that just because I haven’t witnessed a phenomenon
doesn’t mean it can’t possibly exist. There are worlds and galaxies
other than our own so theoretically, anything can exist,
even a God.”

“Do you believe in God?”

Mikkel smiled ingratiatingly. “No, I don’t. I don’t believe in
much of anything anymore. I can only hope when it is my time,
whatever is out there is peaceful if nothing else.”

It was my turn to smile. “If you don’t want to feed on me then
why do you want me to be your companion for the evening and why
have you threatened me with death if I do not comply?”

The smile on Mikkel’s face disappeared. His eyes paled to the
color of ice as the fangs unsheathed from his canines. “I’ve
traveled thousands of miles and waited what seemed like a lifetime
for you yet here you are. I was born at the end of summer in the
year 701 AD. I am one thousand, three hundred—”

“And nineteen years old, yeah, I’m not as stupid as I look and I
can count just fine,” I finished off softly, though my heart was a
thundering herd in my throat.

“Don’t you dare cut me off again. I was born in 701 but I was
turned in 724 AD. I have been waiting for you. My blood called out
to you and now it is time for you to take your rightful place at my
side.”

“I’m a bit confused. Your blood called out to
me? Honey, I don’t know you at all. You aren’t familiar to
me in the least bit. I don’t know what kind of Twilight
fantasy you’ve concocted in your head but you’re wrong. I am
not the one.”

Mikkel’s eyes became normal and he sheathed his fangs. “You’re
supposed to be scared of a vampire. You do realize we are hunters
and murderers, don’t you?”

“Of course I do. I’ve already told you I didn’t just fall off
the turnip truck. All I am saying is that whatever it is you think
I am to you, you’re wrong. I hate your kind. Your kind
murdered my father, and turned my mother into one of you. Granted
she did it out of her own free will but she abandoned my
brother and I. We became wards of the State and only had one
another. I know I’m not being politically correct but I can’t be…
not with you people.”

His laugh chilled my veins, and not in a good way. “What do you
mean, ‘you people’? Do you not know what you are… half-breed?”

“Okay, the racial shit doesn’t need to happen—that was way below
the belt!” I exclaimed angrily.

Mikkel chuckled again but this time it was a laugh of amusement
instead of derision. “I’m not talking about your race… ethnicity is
a human issue, not a vampire one. Your father was
not human—he was a vampire.”

“What are you on about?”

“How would you know? You said it yourself. You don’t seem to
understand much about your parents at all so how can you be so sure
they were both human? Just because you can withstand daylight and
eat food doesn’t mean you aren’t part vampire. The reason why you
are anemic does have to do with you being part vampire,
though. I’m surprised the thirst never called out to you before
now.”

“This is all so very amusing and I’m sure I’m supposed to be
shocked and awed, but vamps can’t have children any more than
homosexuals can. It just isn’t possible. I suppose my father was
turned—I wouldn’t know so I can’t debate something I am unaware
of—but it was after our birth and he’s dead now.”

“Surely you can’t be that naïve. Of course vampires can
have children. I have sired my fair share as has every vampire on
The Council. It’s done through IVF and human surrogates. Your
mother was a witch. She was also heavily involved in voodoo and
hoodoo. She knew spells. Somehow, she managed to become pregnant
with half-vampire children… fraternal twins. We don’t know what she
did and unfortunately, neither does she. She has tried for years
and been unsuccessful. Perhaps it was the vamp used to sire you and
your brother. We can’t be sure of anything but we will eventually
be successful in our efforts.”

“I’m not comfortable talking about this out here in the
open—”

“Hence the reason why I requested you be my companion for the
evening. We have much to discuss. You have no fear of me feeding on
you.”

“And why is that?”

“Because I have absolutely no use for you once you’re dead. I
need you alive and the only time I would dare feed on you in such a
weakened state would be to turn you. I do need your permission, and
I can force myself to be your maker, but technically I’m not making
anything as you are already one of us. You just need to be turned
completely. As a half-vampire, you must choose your
maker—the person who will complete the process.”

“If I am half-vampire, does that mean I cannot die?”

Mikkel laughed again. I was tired of being the butt of his
amusement. “Of course you can, you’re half-human after all. Your
kind is very rare, though. I know of only a handful of cases to be
honest. It’s the real reason why I was sent out here, not to check
on my hotels. The Damgaard Gaming Corporation makes money hand over
fist and as I also own a twenty-five percent share in Vamp
Pharmaceuticals, money is not really an issue for me.”

“It might not be an issue for you but it certainly is
for me,” I replied smartly.

“Yes, I realize that. This is for you.” Mikkel pushed a neatly
stacked, Baccarat crystal chip holder in my direction, lined with
more than sixty platinum colored five hundred thousand dollar
chips. “Thirty million dollars means nothing to me but it can
obviously change your world. We can’t have you staying with that
brother of yours. Nicolas is a warlock and a danger to our
kind.”

“Our kind? My brother is a twin, therefore
half-vampire, if you are correct about me.  How would he be
considered a danger when I am not?”

“Your brother doesn’t acknowledge his vampire side and never
will. He will always consider himself human and nothing but. He is
our worst enemy because he is part of us and he will be used
against us in the coming years. He can tap into our weaknesses
because we are a part of him. He will eventually be able to
discover vampire enclaves and he may ultimately bring the end to
all vampires. We have no way of knowing. We need you just to be on
some sort of equal footing with him.”

“I need a drink.”

“Let us go to the penthouse suite.”

I reluctantly followed my suitor. I had no idea why was I
placing so much trust in a vamp I barely knew. Vampires could lie
just as well—no, actually better—than humans, because they
had centuries to perfect their craft. How could I trust anything he
said? How did I even know he was telling me the truth? I had to
trust my instincts and so far, my bullshit radar hadn’t been set
off yet. There was some truth in everything he was telling me, but
no vamp would trust a mortal—especially a half-breed like
myself—with the whole truth and nothing but. They had to know they
could convert me. If there was a cold war between humans and
vampires—and believe me when I tell you there was, as there were
more humans not willing to secede to these undead motherfuckers
while singing “Kumbaya” into the sunset—we would all have to choose
sides.

My brother had obviously chosen the side of the humans; it was I
who was undecided. I had no love lost for the human species, for we
were certainly capable of evil, but I couldn’t quite wrap my head
around choosing the side of the undead either. They were certainly
not a natural ally and never would be, not as long as I was still
upright and breathing.

I quickly made myself a Rémy Martin from the mini bar and poured
it into a Baccarat crystal goblet.

“Funny, I would have never taken you for a lover of cognac. Wine
perhaps or maybe a choice European lager… but never cognac,” Mikkel
expressed gently.

“Looks can be deceiving. Besides, cognac is a bit outside of my
pay grade and since I’m not paying for it, I might as well indulge
in the best.” I clinked glasses with Mikkel as we sat across from
one another in comfortable yet opulent lounges.

He drained his martini before I had a chance to take another sip
from my cognac.

“As I was saying, your brother, we can’t trust him, so we have
no choice but to bring you to our side.”

It was my turn to laugh now. “No offense, but I’m nothing. I’m a
dealer at your hotel for God’s sake! I’m not all that intelligent,
so why me? My brother is a genius, he graduated Summa Cum Laude
from Stanford University, and he has a photographic memory. He is
completely brilliant, not to mention he’s a warlock. Unfortunately,
I didn’t inherit anything special from either parent. If I’m
half-vampire, I sure as hell have never felt it, and my mother was
a witch but she was too busy getting her groove on to teach me any
spells. Believe me when I tell you I am completely and utterly
useless. Hell, I couldn’t even get adopted.”

“Is that why you’re just a Mourey and your brother is a
Mourey-Bauer?”

“Yes, it is. My brother was adopted by Sarah and Adam Bauer,
well-meaning members of the Jewish persuasion who educated and took
very good care of my brother. He is the apple of their eye, even if
he isn’t kin. Me? They wouldn’t have touched me with a barge pole.
My brother also converted to Judaism but he still practices black
magic. If you want anyone, it’s him. He could be your greatest
ally. He can play both sides brilliantly. I don’t have it in me. I
have yet to choose a side in this cold war between vampires and
humans and if I truly am both—as you say I am—then how can I?”

“Vampires have never trusted necromancers, witches or warlocks.
They cannot be trusted, ever. If your mother had not been
turned, she would have been burned at the stake. We cannot allow
them to ever have as much power as they had over us in ancient
times. Unfortunately, if your brother were to ever want protection
from us, he would have to be turned out of his own free will. He
cannot stay human. We both know that will never happen and he would
never choose this life for himself.

“You’re perfect because what do you have to lose? Nothing
really. As you said, you’re merely a dealer in one of my hotels.
You’ve neither been a failure nor made any sort of astronomical
impact on the world. No one would miss you except maybe a handful
of people. That is why you are so perfect. You can arise in the
vampire world like a phoenix from the ashes and as my bride, you
would.”

“Your bride? You’re not kidding are you?” I set down my cognac
on the art deco glass table. “Listen, you’re much too sexy to be
delusional or even anywhere in the crazy family. What are your
intentions and who exactly do you think I am? I’m trying to get my
head wrapped around this, I really am. Yesterday, I was just some
shitty Let It Ride dealer at the Transylvania Hotel & Casino.
Today, I have the owner of the casino explaining to me that somehow
I’m special and he must take me as his bride? It doesn’t make sense
and if I can see that then I sure as hell know you can see it
too.”

“Of course I can, but I am not allowed to tell you everything
whilst you are human. You must have faith in me and my decisions. I
come from another world and another time. Women were breeders and
men chose their wives with care based upon what she could provide
for them. I know nothing of falling in love or being in love as I
was never allowed to have that option. This is very hard for me and
no matter how long we live or however much it looks like we adapt,
we never really change. Surely you can understand that?”

“Yes, I understand it. You’re asking me to marry you and I don’t
know you. You know nothing of my history and I don’t know anything
about you either—”

“That is where you are wrong. I know everything about you. I’ve
read your thoughts and know you better than you know yourself. It
is true you don’t know me but when the ceremony is performed and
you are turned into a vampire, you will know me. That is why we go
to ground together because my blood is fused with yours. I will
always be able to sense you and you will always be able to sense
me. My whole life story is in my blood and you will have access to
that power and knowledge because you are half-vampire. When you
awake as a full vampire, you will know everything there is to know
about me,” Mikkel explained convincingly.

“It’s nice to know vamps believe in the truth and nothing but…
what if I don’t like what I see? I can’t exactly change my mind and
backtrack. I can never go back to being human. The thought of
drinking blood for the rest of my life sickens me. I actually like
to eat if you can’t tell that already.”

“What exactly are you giving up? Fruitless relationships with
people you never love? Bad sex? A brother who has a spouse and is
happy but you are merely a hanger on and an imposition to his life?
If you were happy, genuinely happy, do you think I would have ever
approached you? Okay, I would have, and lucky for me, you aren’t in
love with anyone. You are the one and it is time for you to take
your rightful place in society and be at my side.”

“Okay, I admit it, I have had some crappy relationships but I
don’t think I can stay true to one man for eternity. That isn’t the
kind of woman I am—”

“No one can stay true to anyone for an eternity; human or
vampire—it’s our animal nature. You don’t have to be true to me
forever. You promise your soul and your love as a vampire spouse,
not your body. That still belongs to you. I will have concubines
and you are free to take lovers as well. Fidelity never enters the
picture because we are sexual beings by nature. There is no
morality or ethics in our culture but to one another and ourselves.
You are free to sleep with anyone you wish except when I would like
to share your bed. When we have children, they will be sired by me.
This is what a vampire marriage consists of, not meaningless vows
of till death do us part.”

I swallowed the rest of my cognac. “I have a question to ask
you. You’re almost thirteen hundred years old. How many times have
you been married?”

“You would be my third and final wife. I will never marry again,
not after you. My first marriage was when I was human as was she.
My ancestors from that marriage are still in Denmark. My second
marriage was whilst I was vampire, in my three hundredth year. We
were together for over five hundred years as I was her maker. There
were no children from that marriage. She died in the sixteenth
century in her homeland of France. It was a very precarious time
there and she was… staked by a vampire hunter. I have been on my
own for the past five hundred years. I have had countless lovers
and concubines but no one permanent.”

“I’m still struggling with all this. You said your blood called
out to me. Why me? Why am I so special?”

“Perhaps because you are a half-vampire. Or maybe your vampire
half and I share the same maker. There is something about your
blood which is familiar. I know what it tastes like yet I have
never drank from you before. I can read your thoughts as clearly as
if they were my own. I read everyone’s thoughts, even vampires, but
sometimes they don’t make sense. Yours are perfect and in order.
When I look into your brain, it is as if I am searching my own. You
can never understand how rare that is unless you suffer from the
dark gift as I do. Unfortunately, once you are made, we will share
the same blood but I will no longer be able to read your thoughts.
Your blood is speaking to me now, but the flow of information will
stop. I am willing to pay the price in order to make you my
bride.”

 

***End of Excerpt***
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