
        
            
                
            
        

    Old Lovers, New Money
By Gabrielle Prevot
Copyright 2012 – Gabrielle Prevot



 
AMAZON EDITION
Published by: Gabrielle A. Prevot
Copyright © 2012 by Gabrielle A. Prevot
**Warning**
All rights reserved under the international and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this work by be reproduced or transmitted in any form or any information storage or retrieval system, without the permission in writing from the publisher. 
This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organization, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older. 
This book is for sale to ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.
Image credit:123rf.com



 
 
Old Lovers, New Money 
 
I got to the hotel, grabbed a shower, and tossed on an old rock band t-shirt.  I was hungry, an eight hour flight tends to do that to a person, and I picked up the telephone and ordered room service even though I knew I wouldn’t eat it.  It took almost an hour before there was a knock at the door.  I answered it wearing nothing but a t-shirt that barely covered my ass.  The bellboy’s eyes examined every inch of me while he rattled off the script that his job required.  “Thank you ma’am, I believe you ordered a bottle of house wine, the crab cakes, and a house salad?” 
“Yes,” I said, waving him into the room, “you can just put it over there.”  
He moved past me doing his best to watch where he was going and check out my legs at the same time.  I thought it was adorable and made sure to brush up against him as he passed, letting my nipple brush the side of his arm.
His thoughts immediately went where you would expect them to go.  I could hear them.
Was that her nipple?  Oh my God, I think that was her nipple.  Fuck, she’s hot.  Just push the cart, idiot, it was probably an accident.  Fuck, she looks like a porn star.  Where did she say to put this thing?  Over here?
He stopped the cart at the foot of the bed and turned on his heel.  His eyes started at my feet and worked their way up my body quickly, doing his very best not to be too obvious but failing miserably.  
She’s about my age, he thought.  God, I want to fuck her. He shifted on his heels and our eyes met.
I smiled.  
“Is there anything else I can get for you, ma’am?”  He asked. 
“Actually,” I said, grinning.
***
When you are one hundred and seventy-three years old but you look twenty three or twenty four, you have a certain advantage over people.  A stranger can only treat you the way they perceive you.  It’s really not their fault.  And until I choose to give myself away, it is impossible to tell who or what I am.  To any human, I am a twenty three year old woman, a hundred and ten pounds, dark red hair, a nicely fit body, and a friendly face.  To them, I may be in college or a waitress, I might be a bank teller, a dancer, single, or a host of other things – but they never guess what I truly am.  It would be simple to change this.  I could be threatening.  I could be the monster that the books, the fairy tales, describe.  But I choose not to; if anything, people often think they can take advantage of my ignorance, immaturity, and size, which is the way I usually prefer it.
 
Mark had no intent to take advantage of me, but he did want me.  I stood quietly in front of him and examined him.  He was a swimmer.  I knew, because I could smell the chlorine in his skin and his uniform jacket betrayed his physique.  His shoulders were broad, his torso a perfect, lean V of toned muscles underneath the fabric; he was built to run smooth through the water.  He kept his hair short; probably a requirement of his position, and his face was clean shaven.  He had big, kind eyes, something I have always appreciated.  They were on the edge of brown and almost green.  Had I been younger, his eyes alone would have made me weak.  
 
God, I want you, I heard him think while he stared at me, waiting in the silence between us, trying not to look away from my eyes.  I just want to take you apart.
 
I could smell the sweat on his palms.  I could hear his heart beating faster; see the little pulse of pressure in the veins along his neck and temple.  I let the moment linger feeling the excitement of my own hunger, not the same kind of desire, but desire nonetheless. 
“Anything,” he said, looking down at his shoes, embarrassed. “Anything, just ask.”  
I can’t believe this.  Fuck, think of something else.  I hope she can’t see it!  He shifted his hips and wiggled his waist a little.
I looked down at the front of his pants and saw the slightest bulge in the fabric.  He was getting hard just looking at me.  I thought of the vein that runs along the top of a penis; the way it grows like a rope along the skin as it becomes erect, thumping with blood.  I began to ache with hunger.
“Actually,” I crossed my legs in front of me, arched my back a little pushing my tits against the thin t-shirt fabric, and put on a devilish smile.  “I was wondering when you get off.”
His eyebrows went up and his eyes grew wide.  Oh my god,
she wants to hook up.
I did my best not to giggle at his thought.  Hook up?  What an odd expression.
“I work the late shift tonight.  I don’t get off until two.”  The disappointment was obvious in his voice.  It’s too fucking late.  She’ll be asleep by then.  Fuck, why couldn’t this have happened yesterday when I only worked until eight?  What about tomorrow?  Will she still be here?  I could just do it, fuck this job and have one night of bliss with her.
I stopped listening to his thoughts and started walking toward him.  His heart rate started to speed up; I could hear it thumping inside his chest.  I was tingling now, it was so close, and I wanted it so bad.  I stopped myself close enough to feel the heat of his body.  “Be here at two,” I whispered in his ear while I placed my hand on the bulge in the front of his pants and lightly squeezed.  “Can you do that?”
“Yes,” he sighed.  “Yes.  I’ll come straight here.”
I moved aside and he scurried out of the room adjusting his pants as he went.  
The door closed behind him and I locked it.  I was still hungry.  In the mini fridge, I had set two bags of O positive that I had picked up before I left.  I slipped my fangs into them and drained both in under a minute.  It wasn’t perfect but it knocked the edge off.  I put the empty bags into a brown paper bag and crumpled it into the trash can.  
The little bedside clock read eight.  I had two hours to get to the address on my cell phone.  I walked to the window and looked out over the city.  It was bigger than I remembered.  
 
Stuck almost in the center of the country, Kansas City had grown over the past ten years.  There were a few more sky scrapers, a couple more bridges, and according to the magazine on the dresser, a new entertainment district that boasted a number of chain restaurants and bars designed for the early twenties crowd.
I thought about rushing down there and checking it out; I could see the lights from my window and I knew the sidewalks would be crammed with people, but decided against it.  Instead I walked to the bed and pulled the long, thin case out from under the dust ruffle and opened it.  
Inside were the tools of my trade, my gear and uniform.  I pulled the t-shirt over my head and tossed it on the floor.   The case was like an old friend and I ran my fingers along its edge feeling each dent and scrape she had picked up over the years of getting in and out of cars, trains, airplanes, closets, and coffins.  She was sturdy but not perfect; each dent or scratch reminded me of a place I had been. 
***
The case had actually been a gift from a boyfriend who played in a band during the early nineties.  He had stumbled on my old case when I had met him in Toronto for a three day music fest and he had visited my room.  I had just arrived and it was still on the floor just inside the door.  It was a stupid mistake, a falling domino that starts a chain reaction you can’t stop.  For some reason Andrew had focused on it the moment he entered, I guess because he had never seen it before, and before I could stop him without hurting him, he had bent down and opened it.  
His hands sorted past the neatly laid out clothing and down into the equipment.  He immediately understood what I did, how I made my way in the world.  He ran his fingertips along each item.  I didn’t listen to his thoughts.  I didn’t want to know what he was thinking.  I just wanted him to understand.
“Babe,” he said without looking up, “why didn’t you tell me?”
I didn’t know what to say.  I just stood there watching him move his fingers along the steel.
“Is it us or them?” 
The question hit me in the chest like a bullet. “Both,” I said.  “It depends.”
He looked up at me, his face a mask of confusion and regret.  
I could feel his disappointment; it was a palpable force that felt like two hands on either side of me squeezing, a bear hug but the kind meant to hurt you.
“It depends?” His voice cracked.  “I thought…”  He stood and brushed his hair behind his ears.  I could see tears welling in his eyes.
“Does it matter?” I asked.  “It has nothing to do with you and me.  It’s my job.  It’s what I do.”
“You said you told me everything.  You said you never…” his voice cracked again and he broke off.
Everything inside of me was tumbling.  It wasn’t often that I had fallen in love with someone.  I made it a rule not to, but Andrew had somehow made it through.  The first time I saw him tuning his guitar on stage before a show, standing up there with his sandy curls, his strong arms, and that perfect angst, I knew I wanted him.  He looked up and smiled at me, and I threw the rule book away.  There was just something about him.  It was magnetic.  I almost had to be with him which is saying something for a girl like me.
We dated for a month or so before I told him my secret.  He had been shaken at first.  I remember he just sat there, staring at me sitting across from him.  Then he smiled and said he wanted me to leave them out while we had sex.  I loved him completely, everything about him, everything about us, everything we had become over the year we had been together.  We just worked.  We were that couple.  Love at first sight.
He traveled with the band and I traveled with work.  But when neither of us had something, it was me and him, nesting, fucking, and watching late night television.  He would eat frozen pizza and drink beer while I drank a couple bags I drained into a plastic mug.  This was when we were happiest, when it was just us, together, away from screaming fans and my assignments.
Standing there and looking into his tear-filled eyes, I wanted to reach out and grab him; pull him into my embrace and somehow make everything right again. I wanted to tear into his neck and drain him and then bring him back.  I wanted to scream and destroy myself for making him feel the way he did.  My chest ached.
He shook his head and walked out of the room without a word.  After the show, once I had made it back to the hotel, the case was lying on my bed.  There was no note and I never heard from him again.
***
My fingers flipped the two metal latches that held the case tight and then lifted the lid.  The outfit was on top like always.  I took a breath and began the ritual, reaching in and pulling out each piece individually.
The black corset was first.  I loosened the laces along the back and pulled it wide enough to fit over my head and shoulders before I started to slide each of the Kevlar ribs into their sheaths.  I had adopted the top for two reasons.  First, it had no sleeves and therefore didn’t restrict my movement.  And Second, because it fit me like a glove.  It and my breasts, almost spilling out of the top, drew the eye when I needed them to.  They were a perfect distraction when the moment called for it.  I laid it carefully on the bed and smoothed it out.
The pants were skin tight black cloth with no shine.  They were comfortable and allowed me to move as fast I needed to.  I sat on the edge of the bed and unrolled each leg along my skin.
Knee high black boots, sturdy, flat, and uncommonly comfortable were next.  I laced them tight all the way to the top before pulling the corset over my head.  I was halfway through adjusting my breasts into the cups when there was a knock at the door.  My hand reached into the case and instinctually wrapped around the grip of a pistol.
“Who is it?”  I asked.
“The car you ordered is waiting outside, ma’am.”  The voice was muffled by the heavy door and I let the pistol go.
“Great, fine, thank you.”  I pulled the laces tight along my lower back and stepped over to the mirror to make sure everything was straight before tying the knot.  I always felt like I looked like a comic book hero in the outfit; a character that would be splashed across the cover with skin tight clothes, two blazing pistols, and ridiculous breasts.  I grinned at my reflection.  Why is there never a reflection in the books?  I thought pulling everything into place and adjusting the ribs in the corset until they laid straight and flat.  Where did they get the idea that our bodies don’t reflect light?
I slipped the two pistol holsters onto the back of the belt and clipped it around my hips.  Both pistols were in their little cutouts at the bottom of the case, snug in the foam so they wouldn’t move around.  I locked and loaded them and then holstered them along my lower back.  
The three blades came next; a six inch blade inside the left boot sheath, an eight inch Italian steel blade strapped to my thigh, and a four inch blade along my forearm.  
I loaded two extra clips into the empty pouches along my waist, checked the rest of the belts compartments, and then slipped the black leather jacket I had owned for fifty years over everything.  I checked the mirror again, making sure that nothing was visible.  People tend to be uncomfortable when they see a fully-armed girl walking around.
 
“Must gonna be a good night!”  The driver said when I slipped into the back seat of taxi.  “Dressed like that girl, you’re gonna break a few hearts tonight.”  
I laughed and gave him an address that was ten blocks from where I was supposed to meet my clients.  
“Yes, ma’am, I know right where that is at,” he put the car in gear and we started through the heart of the city.  “Got some big plans?” He asked, looking in the rearview mirror after a couple minutes.
“Actually, yes,” I said watching him watch me; watching his eyes trace the curve of my neck and then slip across the milky flesh of each breast.  I didn’t listen to his thoughts; I had a feeling I knew what most of the peripheral ones were, and instead, just turned and watched the buildings and cars out the window.
“Alright, alright, so you ain’t a talkative one,” he said.
“No, it’s fine,” I said, “I’m a dancer.”
“A dancer?” The driver screwed up his face.  “Where at?”
“I’m new here.  I have a friend that lives where we are going.  She’s driving us to the club.”  
He shook his head and I could tell he wasn’t buying it.  I leaned forward in my seat and looked into the mirror, into the reflection of his eyes.  “I’m a dancer,” I said softly, “the hottest fucking dancer you’ve ever seen.  Your fucking cock is getting hard just imagining what I look like when I am spinning around a brass pole.  You have nothing else to say.”
He nodded and then looked back at the road, quiet for the remainder of the drive.
It wasn’t something that I liked to do, taking over someone’s mind; but it was a necessary tool in my line of work.  It took years to learn how to do it properly.  It’s not as easy as the stories make it seem.  You have to know where to go once you’re in there, and then you have to know just how much pressure is required to overpower someone’s will.  The mind is as delicate and powerful as a laser; a blow to the head can scramble it, but it remembers every license plate, every face, and every number in your lifetime.
 
We drove over the 12th Street Bridge an old towering connection that runs over the factories and warehouses built in the eighteen hundreds and the turn of the century.  I knew the area well.  I remembered the clip-clopping of the horses as they cut along the brick streets a hundred years before.  I remembered looking for a meal among the dockworkers and factory men, the one’s that would not be missed by many when they turned up in the river face down with their throats torn away and their bodies drained of blood.  Those were the first years after I was turned, brought here from the east coast by my maker to learn “how to be a proper vampire” he had said.  
The place was dark now, mostly abandoned once the sun had slipped the horizon.  Only a few lights illuminated the thousands of windows below us.  The Bottoms, I thought as the car turned down one dark street and then another.  They’re serious about privacy.  The driver stopped along a curb and then looked in the rearview.
“We’re here, ma’am,” he said.
I stepped out of the car and handed two one hundred bills through the passenger window.  “Keep the change, and forget you ever saw me,” I said, looking him in the eyes.  He nodded and then turned the car back into the street.
 
The taxi pulled away and left me standing on the deserted sidewalk.  It was a hot, late summer evening and the city, having absorbed the sun for the entire day, seemed to exhale the heat in waves.  There were only a few, sporadic streetlights on the corners and no lights from the windows which made the buildings little more than hulking shadows, empty boxes made of brick and mortar that towered above me.  I recognized the street, it was impossible to forget walking down it so many years before.  I started toward the meeting place, and remembered the lessons from over a hundred years ago.  You must learn to see in the dark.  You must learn to blend into the shadows.  You must learn to be silent, to kill quickly, and disappear.  I could almost feel his voice in my ear. 
He had been a good maker, if there is such a thing.  He paid more attention to me as a youngling than most makers did.  He swept me to Kansas City and taught me how to survive, fight and eat.  He was a man who liked to talk, and while we roamed the city streets, he would expound on the interesting parts of his three hundred year existence.  He said that he loved the human race that it was important that we only took what we needed and never killed unless we had to.  Of course, that meaning was something different than the human interpretation.  If they struggled or screamed, we killed them.  But he was always picky about where we hunted.  “The stature of a man in society determines his value to the propagation of the species,” he said.  “You kill all of those with intelligence and ambition, and what are you left with?  Cows.  And what is the fun of that?”  
Even as a young vampire I knew what bullshit was.  I pretended to agree with him at the time simply because I needed him and arguing with a vampire so strong never ends well for you.  But I was not interested in his views or opinions.  The only thing I was interested in was the skills that he taught me, the ways to utilize what we inherit from our gift.  
It was fascinating, learning to see in the dark and run faster than a human can perceive.  It was exhausting to learn to fight when strength and speed were so superior to what I had been used to.  Learning to anticipate a sword that strikes like a snake is not easy, but I liked the challenge.  And, though I hated his long speeches on philosophy and ethics, I did find it interesting how much of our humanity remained after we were turned.  The myths that I had grown up hearing and reading had very little basis in fact; out of maybe a hundred guesses, they had less than five facts. 
 
I turned a corner and could see the address two streets ahead of me.  Glancing at my cell phone, I had nine minutes before show time.  I took a breath and started to examine my surroundings. 
The building was only four stories, shorter and wider than the buildings on either side.  It was run down, abandoned year’s maybe decades before.  The first floor windows were covered in plywood that had begun to peel away from itself and the front door had been ripped halfway off its hinges leaving behind only a glassless metal frame.  I closed my eyes and focused, listening for anything that might warn me of danger.  I heard the rats in the surrounding buildings moving; the pigeons, asleep in the rafters and occasionally fluttering their feathers, a police siren far away, and nothing else.  
My insides tightened.  This is why I hated meetings in person.  There are too many variables.  No matter how good you are, how careful you are, you are out there in the open and they know you are coming.  
I stood there kicking myself for agreeing to it.  Everything inside of me said it was a trap.  I thought back to the argument I had with them two weeks before.
 
It was a Saturday morning and I connected to my secure message server and found a connection open and a message waiting.  I had been expecting it; Sigmund had sent word that there was something on the horizon.
 
ClientX: Need assistance. 
Server: Code required.
ClientX:  SigmaHotel7Star
Server: Contact?
ClientX: Sigmund 
Server: Number?
ClientX: 1
Server: Location?
ClientX: Kansas City
Server: Timeframe?
ClientX: We need to meet.
Server: Impossible.
ClientX: We need to meet.
Server: Impossible.
ClientX: Double
Server: Meet with Sigmund.
 
Sigmund called two days later with the details.  It was a conversation that moved along about as well as the messages had, but Sigmund insisted and work had been slow.  He said that this one was interesting.  I didn’t ask for the details but Sigmund had been my go to for more than twenty years and I trusted him implicitly.  If he said that there had to be a meeting, it didn’t matter how much I didn’t want one.
 
My eyes ran over the tops of the buildings and every shadow I could see between where I was and where I needed to go.  I was hoping for some movement, the change in a shadow, a scent, anything that would justify the fear that kept turning my stomach upside down.  Everything felt wrong but I couldn’t justify it.  I took a breath and slowly stepped out into the street watching and waiting for something, anything to move.  Nothing did.
In less than I second I had sprinted to the open doorway, three blocks, without a sound.  I reached back and pulled both pistols into the open, flipping their safeties with my thumbs, and raising them chest high.  I spun on my heels to check behind me.  Nothing.  I held my breath, blocked out my own heartbeat and listened.
Seven, I counted.  Six heartbeats.
There was the little metal clink of a Zippo lighter ahead and three faces lit up inside the building.  The middle one, taller than the others, was lighting a thin cigar watching me as he puffed and the flame grew bright and dim with each breath.
Our eyes were locked until I saw him cast a glance to my right and then heard the footsteps.  They were lightning fast, rushing toward me from the far side of the building.  I thought about moving toward them, but then heard another pair coming at me from the left.  The lighter’s flame went out and the three well-dressed vampires disappeared in front of me.  
I took a breath as the first vampire, his fangs bared, his young eyes glowing a faint red, rushed at me with a sword perched above his head.  I planted my left foot and waited.  In less time than it takes to blink, he had covered fifty feet, and the blade was sweeping toward my head.  Leaning back, the blade whipped past my face and headed toward the floor.  While the force of the attacker’s body still flew at me, his run unchanged, I turned the end of my pistol up and hit him square between the eyes.  His head flew backward, his chin flipping toward the ceiling and his eyes closing.  The rest of him kept coming, passing in front of me as he fell.  “Lights out,” I whispered.
From the left, another vampire, this one carrying two smaller, evil looking blades, crossed his swing trying to dispatch my head.  The blades scratched along each other a hand’s breadth from their goal.  I held my breath, pushed off my left foot and jumped to the right while I holstered my pistols, slid my blade from my thigh, and the finger blade from my forearm.  
He started to move toward me, swinging both blades in a practiced arc, but his partner was already there, in front of me, stabbing at my chest with two small daggers.  Stepping back on the sidewalk, I parried the little knives moving in a blur as best I could.  One nicked the front of me, I could feel it tear the fabric, ride over the boning, and then slice into me.  Shit, I thought, so fucking fast.  I took another step back trying to parry and get clear of the thrusts unable to focus on anything else but the whirling steel.  Finally I caught one dagger’s edge and twisted my blade, running his edge down mine.  I saw the realization in his eyes, and dug my finger blade into his belly while I snapped his blade in two with the hilt of my Italian dirk.  He folded over my hand as I plunged the blade in again and again feeling the hot wet liquid spill out of him while he groaned.
I stepped back and he fell to his knees as the last fighter jumped over him, screaming and swinging the blades as fast as he could.  His fangs were long and sharp and his eyes burrowed into mine.  I flipped the dirk in my hand, laying the blade backwards along my forearm.  He grinned while the steel whistled through the air in front of my face like a terrible machine waiting to catch flesh and bone.  I took a breath and focused, timing his swings.  I counted while I inched backwards, keeping just out of range.  Then I planted my back foot, stepped into a downward arc, caught his blade along the dirk’s edge, spun behind him, and wrapped my arm around his neck.  He caught his balance quickly and tried to turn, tried to change the momentum, but I held firm and flipped myself backwards into the air, twisting his neck as I went.
My boots hit the ground I let go.  His body slumped in front of me a few feet from is comrade.  His blades scratched along the pavement as they fell from his hands.  I took a knee and leaned over him while he gasped, trying to suck air through the twisted flesh and muscle.  His was older than the other two attackers.  His eyes carried none of the fear theirs had.
“You’ll heal,” I said turning his head around toward the front of his body and patting him on the head.
I glanced over and three sets of very expensive shoes were lined up a foot or two away.  
“Nicely done,” the middle vampire said, sucking in on the end of his cigar while behind him, the stabbed and bleeding vampire struggled to his feet.  
I stood and calmed my breathing.  “Glad you were impre…” I stopped mid-word when I heard the little thwang from somewhere deep in the darkness.  It was far away, maybe a block or two.  But something was suddenly flying, whistling as it came.  The middle vampire heard it too.  I saw it register in his eyes before he slowly closed them.
The arrow passed between their two heads.  It was pretty as it came, the four-bladed tip twirling, the air rushing along the fletching.  I leaned to the left and grabbed the shaft in the middle as it passed by my head.  The vampire opened his eyes and I was twirling it in my fingers.
“We had to know if you were really ready,” he shrugged.
“Understood,” I said, handing the arrow toward the man on his left who smiled and took it.
“Thank you for meeting with us.”  The middle vamp said, offering his hand to me.  “I am Geoffrey,” he smiled, shaking my hand and then pointed at the vampire on his right.  “This is James and this is Steven.”
I nodded to both of the others and then returned my attention to Geoffrey.  He was a tall vampire, a good eight to twelve inches above me and the others.  I had a feeling he was old, there was just something about the way he spoke, the look in his eyes, the way he carried himself.  I had no doubt he planned the perfectly set scene around us.  He had calculated the entire meeting and he was perfectly dangerous.
“Our little concern, the three of us together, governs the city.”
I slipped my blades back into their sheaths and glanced over at the two quiet vampires who stood staring at me.  It wasn’t the first time I had heard of a small council of us ruling territory.  The big cities had been doing it for generations, keeping the balance between the species, maintaining some semblance of order, and usually getting fairly wealthy in the process.  
Older vampires especially like to move up through the ranks.  Their ambitions change.  They like power and influence, order amongst the chaos.  It’s all that’s left to them really.  Occasionally, they are challenged by a younger vampire, or some older clan with a grudge; vampires have never been the most peaceful beings.  But the older the vampires, the wiser they are; and upstarts are usually dispatched before they ever become a threat.  I have been the instrument of such arrangements.  It has paid the bills for almost half of my second life.
“We have a problem though.”
I snapped my attention back to Geoffrey as he reached into his breast pocket and slowly pulled out an envelope.  Good, I thought, finally getting down to business.
“Your account has been funded with fifty percent of what we agreed on,” he said, handing me the packet.  “Your target is a hunter; a good one.”
James and Steven both looked down at their shoes and I could tell that there was bad news coming.
“Two to three of us a night for the past week.”
“A night?” I asked, shocked.
“We have only recently even identified the man,” he said.  “Why do you think we drug you all the way out here?”  Geoffrey waved around the street.  “Everyone we have sent has been killed.”
A man? I thought.  A single man is taking out two to three vampires a night?  A little chill ran down my spine.  
Over the years, I had met men and vampires that had given me a run for my money.  The vampires are usually the most troublesome, but there have been humans too.  If vampires could carry scars from anything but pure silver, I would be covered in them.  
“He uses a number of different weapons, but the bow seems to be his favorite,” James said, quietly, looking down at the arrow in his hand.  “We only know he’s human because of the picture.”
I turned the envelope over in my hands and slipped the photograph out.  My insides went cold and my breath caught in my throat.  He was older, his hair cut shorter, but it was him, Andrew, seated in a restaurant across from a beautiful redhead that I didn’t recognize.  His mouth was full and he was wearing the goofy grin I remembered so well.  I stared down at it trying to calm the rush of excitement and fear that seemed to course through me with every heartbeat.
“We know nothing else about him.  There doesn’t seem to be a pattern to his attacks.  It started with one or two, we weren’t even paying attention then, but then it got serious.  He was leaving the arrows behind; they were perfect shots, silver-tipped, straight into the heart and then at least one in the head.  We sent word to travel in pairs and he would just kill both.  We hired human assassins you’ve probably heard of and they are found shot, or stabbed, or simply never seen again.”
His words were coming quick now.  The fear had taken over and shattered the pure and refined image he had set.  He was almost pleading.  “We are at are out wit’s end.”  
Although I was listening, my eyes were still glued to the photograph.  I couldn’t believe it was him.  I couldn’t believe he was capable.  I kept going back over every detail I knew about him.  Born in upstate New York, liked to hike and camp, like to fish, not a hunter, loved music, loved to laugh, and the list went on.  None of it made any sense.  “Are you sure?” I asked.  “Are you sure this is your hunter?”  I looked up at the three of them, Geoffrey’s mouth was agape, his eyes still afraid.  
“Yes,” James said, quietly.  “We are sure.”
“How,” I heard my tone change, something inside of me had snapped.  I was angry and I wasn’t sure why.  “How do you know?  You’ve got a guy sitting in a restaurant.”
James looked to my right at the vampire whose neck I had I broken.  I followed his eyes.  He was sitting up beside me healing and, when our eyes met, he looked away embarrassed by what had I done to him.  “Go get it,” James said.
The vampire slowly got to his feet, looked over at the twin blades lying on the concrete and then back at me.  He wanted to pick them up, lift them like he wanted to lift his pride.  I just stared at him, he was bested and he knew it.  He shook his head slightly and then clenched his jaw from the pain.  The skin of his neck, having been stretched in the twist, was slack on his neck.  
“Do you know him?”  The words came out of Geoffrey and I glanced back down at the picture trying to hide the emotions that were rampaging through me.
“No,” I said.  “But it seems impossible, a hunter that strong.”
 
I couldn’t stop staring at the picture while we waited.  The memories kept flooding back.  I thought of the way he used to smile at me from stage while he sang into the microphone.  I thought of the way he always loved to hold hands everywhere we went; the way he would hold open the car door and kiss me before he let me get in.  I thought of the way he held me, even after he had fallen asleep, how I loved to be in his arms.
 
The vampire returned with a DVD player and showed me the black and white, closed circuit footage while the other three watched.  
Andrew was sitting in the driver’s seat of a black car.  Two people came into the camera’s view; they were young, laughing, and talking as they walked down the sidewalk.  Andrew opened the car door and stepped out.  I could see a pistol in one hand and a sword in the other as he closed the car door.  He said something and both vampires stopped on the other side of the car.  From the back, he looked stronger than before and the way he stood said he was ready; but neither vampire could see the weapons for the car between him and them.  One of them puffed up, I could see his white fangs drop into view on the footage.  He took too steps toward the front of the car and Andrew put a bullet in his head.  The body flew backwards as the back of his head exploded with the force.  The other vampire jumped forward, rushing at Andrew.  There was no sound but I imagined him screaming as he came.  Andrew swung the sword and the vampire hit the ground sans head, his body writhing in front of the car.  
I looked away from the player and the vampire closed the screen.
“They were young,” Geoffrey said.  “They didn’t stand a chance.”
He was right.  Andrew moved with grace and determination.  He hadn’t flinched when the second vampire jumped at him, leaping over the car so fast that the camera only caught a blur of motion.
“He must not have known about this camera.  We haven’t caught anything else.”  James said, softly.
 
It was a quiet drive back to the hotel.  Geoffrey had sent me with one of his drivers and I was in the back of a black SUV staring at the photograph and wrestling with a million questions, memories, and emotions.  None of it made much sense.  I hadn’t seen him in over ten years.  I knew the band had dissolved a few months after our breakup, but that was it.  I hadn’t searched for him although I often wanted to, even if only to watch him living his life from a distance.  But I couldn’t justify actually talking to him.  We had both known from the beginning, once I had revealed my secret, that it couldn’t last forever; but the disappointment in his eyes the night he walked out was too much, it haunted me every time I thought of him.
I slipped the photo back into the envelope and looked out the window.  The lights of the city were a red blur through the tears that welled up but didn’t fall.  I couldn’t stop remembering the moments we had shared.  I was barely holding myself together.  What was I going to do? 
I slipped out of the car without a word and went through the hotel’s back door.  I walked into my room, pulled off my jacket, and then pulled the photograph out again.  There he was smiling, his cheeks bulging with food.  I bet he told a joke, I thought, he was always so funny.
There was a knock at the door and I laid the picture down and pulled a pistol from my waist as I walked to the door and looked through the peephole.
Mark was standing on the other side fidgeting with his jacket sleeve.  I watched him raise his hand to knock again and remembered our arrangement and my hunger.  I pushed down on the door handle and swung it open.
“Oh…um…” his eyes scanned my outfit, lingering on my breasts, and then stopping on the pistol in my hand.  “I..it’s two…”
“Come in,” I reached out with my free hand and tugged him in by the front of his jacket.  I closed the door and walked past him.
What the fuck?  Is that a gun?  Look at her.  
I tossed my pistol into the open case against the wall and turned on my heels.  My own blood was rushing; I could feel my hunger start to play with my thoughts.  I turned on my heels and looked at him from across the room.  He was six feet from the door, frozen where he stood, and staring at me like a deer in the headlights.
“Take your clothes off,” I said, deciding that, dressed like I was, I had might as well play the dominance card, take charge of the activities I had planned.  
He slipped his jacket off and then started on the buttons of his shirt.  His eyes didn’t leave mine while he moved.  
God, she’s so fucking hot.  Pistols?  Look at those tits.  Fuck, I can’t wait to see her naked.  This is going to happen!  I wish I was taller.  Fuck, I’m already getting hard. 
He finished with the bottom button and slipped the fabric over his shoulders revealing the body I had imagined.  His chest was a jigsaw of muscles.  His skin was tan and every move he made showed across him, each muscle moving in concert.  His hands started on his pants and I saw his fingers slip over the waist.
“Just the pants,” I said.
He nodded, pulled down the zipper, and then shimmied out of the polyester uniform.  His legs were tree trunks sticking out from under his boxers.  His manhood was at attention, hard, and pointing at his waistband.  I could hear the blood flowing through him, the thumping of his heart.  He was intimidated, a little embarrassed, but trying to bury it.  He looked back up at me and I smiled.  
“You’re a swimmer,” I said, letting my gaze go back over every muscle as he stood there and slightly nodded.  I pulled the remaining pistol from my holster and set it on the dresser.  His eyes followed my every move.  I unclipped my belt and swung it over the chair behind me and then pulled the pin out of my hair and let it fall over my shoulders.
“There,” I said.  “Feel better?”
Mark nodded his head.  His thoughts were a scramble of fear, desire, and confusion.  I measured all of my options.  A part of me, the hungry part, wanted to fly at him, dig my fangs into his neck, hold his terrified body against mine, and suck the life from him; but there was another part.  I couldn’t stop thinking about the man in the photo on the dresser.  His smile, the way he looked at me the night I told him what I was.  The look in his eye of fear and fascination as he we sat across from each other naked and sweating after just making love.  It had been thrilling, fucking him again after he knew and it had been years since anyone had touched me the way he had.
I looked at Mark, standing there horny and afraid, and wondered what he would do.  Wondered how he would react.  I started to walk toward him, pushing my hunger to the back of my mind.  He was almost shivering as I approached, standing there naked; his cock defying his fear.  I put my hands on his shoulders and leaned toward him until our lips touched.  
His lips were soft and pliant.  I pressed into him, wrapped an arm around his back and pulled him close.  He gave and I felt his hands on my waist as I kissed him again.
My head was fuzzy; I could hear his blood rushing.  I thought of Andrew and slipped my tongue into his mouth.  His met mine and I opened my mouth wider.  I wanted him now; wanted him to touch me, hold me, take me.  I pressed my hips against his hard muscle and he ground it between my legs.  I felt myself start to warm to his touch, the sensations tingling along every nerve.
I left his mouth and moved to his neck.  My lips brushed against the artery, I could feel each beat of his heart, almost smell the blood moving under the skin.  I licked his neck and nibbled on his ear as his fingers pulled the knot free on my corset.  I felt it loosen around me and remembered the look on Andrew’s face every time he saw my breasts, the playful excitement; the desire that would swim in his eyes.  
His hand slithered up the front of me and found my breast.  First he squeezed it through the fabric as he kissed my neck and then he reached in and pulled it up and over the cloth.  He kneaded the flesh and my head swam with the cocktail of pleasure and hunger.  His fingers found my nipple and brushed around the sensitive skin.  I took a breath and he pulled my hips tighter against him, moving his flesh between my legs.  I could feel myself getting wet.
He ducked his head to my breast and bit into the flesh, a little flash of pain shot through me.  Oh, he likes it a little rough, I thought, and almost giggled at the idea.  Andrew, once he knew, played that he was like me, making a little snicking sound before he pretended to bite my neck.  
My fingers tangled in Mark’s hair as his lips found the hardness of my nipple and he sucked it in and rolled his rough tongue across the pink flesh.  I let him play for a few moments, closing my eyes, and just enjoying his attentions.
“I want you,” he whispered.
I pushed away from him and took a step back.  He was breathing harder now, his body rising and falling, and his cock thumping away in his boxers.  There was a little wet spot against the waistband.  I pulled the corset over my head and tossed it away letting my breasts bounce into place.  His eyes looked as hungry as I felt.  I bent over and unlaced my boots.  I grinned and tugged my pants over my ass and then stepped out of them.  He licked his lips when he saw me come into view, my mound, perfectly hairless and glistening in front of him.
“Take them off,” I pointed at the thin fabric around his waist.
He slipped them down his thighs and then kicked them across the floor.  His throbbing cock pointed straight at me.  
I remembered Andrew’s cock, the way it waved at me when he stripped before we fucked.  I ran my hands over my body, around my breasts and down my sides as he watched.  I am not sure he could have been more excited.  
I slithered onto the bed and turned toward him.  I spread my legs wide and ran a finger in between my folds.  I couldn’t believe how wet I was.  He started to walk toward me but I stopped him.
“We have to make a deal, Mark,” I started, “this is more than you think it is.”
I don’t know why I suddenly wanted to tell him, maybe it was the thought of the secrets I had kept from Andrew, the idea that a secret was little better than a lie.
“Anything,” Mark said, watching my fingers circle my muff, mesmerized.
“I need to eat.”
He looked into my eyes and I listened to his thoughts again.
Eat?  You want to eat before we…what do you mean, eat?
I let my fangs go and felt them slide down and press against my lower lip.  
His eyes grew wide.
In less than a blink, I flew across at him, wrapped him in my arms, and tossed us both onto the bed landing us so that I was straddling his waist, facing him, with his cock pressed against the heat of my mound.
He gasped and looked around, but I secured his arms above his head, my strength overpowering him, my breasts dangling inches from his lips.  I shifted my hips and ran my cunt along the length of him until he closed his eyes.
“I’m going to fuck your brains out,” I whispered in his ear.  “You’re going to cum more than once.”  I dragged my nipple along his bottom lip while I continued to slide along his shaft, feeling him throb against me.  “I am just going to have to eat at some point.”
He shook his head violently at the sound of it.
“Don’t worry, it doesn’t hurt and you won’t die.  I just need a little.” 
He opened his eyes and I could see that his mind was wrestling his body.  He was terrified but he couldn’t ignore our body’s motion, that primal need in every human changed or otherwise.
I loosened my grip on his wrists.  “Do you understand?”  
He looked at me, down at my breasts, and then down to where I was moving my hips against him.  “Okay,” he said, “Okay.”
“Good,” I smiled, “because I want your cock in me.”  I slid my hips forward until I found the tip of him.  I buried him between my lips and then pushed.  He parted me and began to slide in.  I closed my eyes feeling my gash stretch around his hardness.  It felt so good, the pressure of him moving into me, sliding deeper.  I lowered myself slowly, drinking him into my darkness.  “There,” I moaned and felt my body shiver; the waves of an orgasm wash over me, my juices dripping out.  I let go of him and sat back moaning as he filled me completely, touched the core of me.
His hands found my hips and he gripped each side of me.  He was as strong as Andrew had been, lifting my little body up while his hips moved beneath me.  I grabbed my breasts as he started to find a rhythm, bouncing me against him, impaling me with his cock.  
“How does it feel,” he whispered.
I opened my eyes and looked down at him, his face slightly strained as he moved back and forth.
“Amazing,” I said, lowering my chest, moving my breasts to his mouth. “Don’t stop, don’t stop.”  
He sucked and nibbled hungrily as I started to meet his thrusts.  I pressed my swollen clit into his hip, grinding myself close to another climax as I felt the pressure inside of his stiffness build.
He was close.  I pulled myself free and ducked down between his legs.
“Where are…oh.” He cooed as I slipped him into my mouth.
I could taste my own orgasm on his flesh; feel the vein along the top of him pulsing between my fangs.  I sucked him deeper and let the edges press into his flesh just hard enough to make him moan.  He was close.  I lifted and then dove again, letting my tongue slither along the underside, the most sensitive part of his manhood.
“I’m going to come,” he groaned the words.
I pulled off and smiled up at him while he throbbed and pulsed against my fingers.  “Good, I want you to come in my mouth.”
I slipped him back in and sucked him to the back of my throat.  His hips pushed forward and I felt his hot essence.  I thought of Andrew, how he loved for me to suck him off, and his hand on the back of my head as he pushed himself into me.  I drank the first few and then pulled free and slipped my fangs into his thigh while I milked his cock with my hand sending another jet of come onto his belly.  He gasped as I started to drink and then moaned at the mix of pleasure and pain.
His blood was hot and gushing.  I closed my eyes and drank him in, feeling him slide down my throat.  I slipped a finger into myself and felt another climax wash through me.  I drank until his cock started to go limp.  I pulled away and took a deep breath of contentment, sated.
Mark opened his eyes and grinned down at me; his expression calm and happy.  
I thought of Andrew, the way he used to look after we had both just come; his little grin of satisfaction.  I crawled on top of Mark and kissed him hungrily.  I wrapped my thighs on either side of him and flipped us until he was on top.  
“Fuck me again,” I said, licking my lips clean.  “Fuck me until I tell you to stop.”  I needed the distraction from the only other thought in my mind.
We kept up our pattern, orgasm and feast, until a sliver of sunlight showed through the curtains and I made him get up and close the heavier curtains and the room was dark again.  He climbed back into bed and wrapped his arms around me.  I felt amazing, like I had felt years before with the man who I was now supposed to kill.  But that thought would have to wait until the sun had set.  That thought would have to wait until my tomorrow.
To Be Continued…
 
 
Read the teaser for the latest Max and Katie story Max and Katie Put on a Show and other stories on the following pages.



 

This story picks right up where the last Max and Katie story left off! 
Katie pushed a finger between Max’s folds in attempt to stop her and Max looked over, “Um, told me how much she enjoyed your cock.” 
Katie smiled at her roommate and slowly spread Max’s delicate lips with her fingers. 
Dave watched Katie spread Max’s pussy wide in front of the camera and couldn’t help but slide his hand up the length of himself and then back down. Max’s pussy was hairless, pink, and glistening with excitement. His cock pulsed and twitched in his hand as he imagined slowly pressing it into her, standing between her legs and fucking her. He squeezed his hand tighter and pulled again. 
“You like that, don’t you Dave?” Katie said, watching him slowly rub himself. “You like Max’s pussy?” 
Dave nodded at the camera in front of him, his hand moving up and down while his eyes stayed glued on the two.
“You like it when I play with other girls?” She moved her fingers around Max’s juicy muff, rubbing Max’s little swollen clit and watching as she closed her eyes and enjoyed the pulses of pleasure. “You know what I was doing when you called, Dave?” Katie looked back over at the screen and watched Dave shake his head and swallow hard as he watched her fingers move and Max’s body start to slither under her touch. 
Katie grinned and then looked at Max who was moaning softly with her eyes closed and her bottom lip between her teeth. “Max was fucking my brains out, Dave; fucking me like I have never been fucked before.” 
Max opened her eyes and smiled at the compliment. She reached up and rubbed Katie’s breast with her hand while Katie swung her fingers around her clit, bringing her closer and closer to letting go. She closed her eyes again, still squeezing her friend’s tit, and feeling the orgasm rush toward her.
“I thought I would return the favor while you watched, Dave. It’s kind of a turn on, you know, you watching us fuck.” Katie said, loving the way the word fuck sounded when she said it. She couldn’t believe how turned on she was. It was as if every word brought her closer. She leaned over into Max’s neck, inhaled her perfume, and whispered. “I am going to fuck you so hard while he watches.” She pressed another finger into Max’s snatch and Max arched her back and thrust her hips against Katie’s hand.
“Yes, please,” she purred. 
Click here: Max and Katie Put on a Show



 
 

Amelie dropped down on all fours and crawled over to the errant paper, picked it up and then looked at Ms. Stevenson.
Jane could barely control herself. When Amelie lowered herself to all fours and began crawling across the floor, she held her breath. She ran her eyes along every curve of the young woman, and as she watched the flow and movement of her body she felt the heat between her legs rise. It was thrilling watching her obey without question. Her heart started beating faster. 
Amelie, kneeling on the floor with the paper in her hand, stared up at her boss. She was still a little stunned by what was happening, but she liked it. She liked the idea that Ms. Stevenson was getting turned on by her obedience. She thought of all the men she had seduced, all the men she had pushed to the very edges of their limitations before giving them release, but this was somehow better, more sensual, more exciting. 
It was the one thing on her list. She had never been with another woman. Her heart was racing. She wondered what they would do, how Ms. Stevenson would handle her, what she would demand her to do. 
Jane stared down at her and watched a little grin of recognition trace itself across her lips. She was excited and scared at the same time. She wanted the little assistant kneeling on the floor in the middle of her office more than she had ever wanted anyone. She wanted to live all of the fantasies she had the night before. It felt almost wrong, ordering the young woman to fulfill her sexual desires, but she didn’t care, she craved it, she needed it. She blinked and tried to remain as composed as possible. It was important to maintain control.
“What else?” Amelie asked. “What else do you want me to do?”
“Come here,” Jane said.
Amelie smiled and dropped down to her hands and knees again before crawling across the floor. The hardwood was cool on her hands and hard against her knees as she moved, but she didn’t care. All she wanted now was to obey, to give her boss what she wanted, to offer herself to her needs. She moved around the edge of the desk, and up to Ms. Stevenson’s knees. Everything inside of her wanted to lift her head and climb into the chair; straddle her boss and press her body against her. But she didn’t. She hadn’t been told to and it didn’t matter what she wanted; only what she was told to do. 
Jane looked down at her; the little bun of hair on the back of her neck was loose, a few strands hung free, falling down on either side of Amelie’s face. “Sit up,” she whispered the words and Amelie lifted herself to her knees. “Unbutton your blouse.”
Click here: Working Under Ms. Stevenson



 
 

 
“I can help you with that.” I say standing within arm’s reach and looking down at the beast in his trousers. He looks at me, confusion sweeps across his face and eyes. He’s struggling I can tell. “Shhh…”I whisper and lean over in front of him showing him my chest, my hard nipples, my pert tits. I lay my hand on his leg and feel his muscles tense. I’m a couple inches in front of it. I grin and slide my hand up his thigh until my fingertip touches the naked skin. He sucks in a breath and just looks at me and then at my chest and then back at me without a word. He wants me, I am sure of it. Wants to straddle his cock, let it slide between my legs and find my dark wetness. I slither my hand higher, under the leg of his boxers, until I can wrap my hand around him. He’s so thick. The skin is so hot. His arm reaches out and slips around my waist but I stand firm, putting a hand on his shoulder and shaking my head. “No,” I say. “I’m going to help you with this.” I give his cock a little squeeze as it throbs in my hand. I look over him. Take a deep breath of his cologne. God, he’s so hot, so big. I slide my hand back and forth on his member, tugging him gently as the boxer leg rises and my hand is free. He’s just poking out now. I look down and see the thin fabric scrunched around his balls. 
I look down at the size and heft of his flesh in my hand. It’s huge and I can’t help but imagine it inside me. I’m going ride that cock to heaven, I think to myself. Ride it and ride it and ride it. 
Click here: Katie's Long Holiday
 
Connect with the author:
Hope you enjoyed the story, would love to hear your comments or suggestions. You can contact me on Twitter @gabrielleprevot, by email: gaprevot@gmail.com, or leave a comment on my blog where you can read more teasers, find out how I come up with stories, or see what I am working on now: http://www/eroticpastime.blogspot.com 
 
 


cover.jpeg





images/00003.jpg





