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What was hidden, is no more.
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It was wrong, whichever way Hakon looked at it and yet, part of his mind argued that he was evil and so that justified his feelings, his emotions, his obsession. The other part, not matched with his body, told him it was a betrayal to his friend.

And yet... staring into the small woodland, the stench of something far deadlier than him held his attention for more time than was safe. His heart ached, she hated him. After everything, he could have anyone but he couldn’t have her.

“Arghh!” was the only sound that he made, his eyes like saucers, forehead furrowed, he wanted to stop thinking about it, about her. Her, her...

He should be concentrating on the task at hand, that smell raised alarm but he couldn’t stop thinking about her. About passion, love even. Could he love?

He could learn, surely... love though?

Something caught his eye, bending down he carefully pulled the torn piece of clothing only to yell aloud again finding a slimy, thick gooey substance on it, and now his hand.

What the hell was resurrected here?

Getting away from Jason and El, their seemingly loved up state, he’d come back to the sparse wooded area where the whole journey began, this time ordering Darren to stay home and giving him strict instructions that should anything happen to him, Darren was to live his life to the fullest. And on that note, he’d made an effort to be more social, to ensure his progeny didn’t inherit the same paranoia, the same anger and hatred as he.

What had been buried under ground? He couldn’t think of a single monster, beast or supernatural creature in his millennia of existence, so he turned to leave, his heart suddenly grasping at life as he felt two icy hands grip his head from behind, then twisting it, he fell to the ground.

Just a dead vampire...




Eloise ran, racing, panic throbbed through her, where the shit was he?

Jason leapt over, his footsteps barely audible, touched her arm, his face full of alarm, where the hell had Hakon gone?

But the smell was thick, foreboding, demise for sure but not the usual scent of death, not fresh.

Ancient death lingered in the air. Jason tensed, unfamiliar with the scent yet his instinct on full alarm, his eyes gleamed slight crimson, his fangs lengthened, gripping Eloise’s hand, he startled her as his nails turned quickly to claws.

“Something’s wrong, where the heck is he? We need to leave, now,” Jason spat.

Eloise hardened, her stomach stiff, “No, we’re not leaving without him.”

“Something’s here, something threatening. I sense... I sense it to be much stronger than me, I cannot protect you, we must leave now!”

His face pleaded with her, her eyes small, resolute, so he grabbed her carefully, scooping her up by the waist. In one movement, she was over his shoulder and he fled from that little place, Eloise pounding into him, shouting, but Jason didn’t look back.

A shadow, a cloud passed near him, he felt the coldness of an entity brush his skin, speeding up. Everything was a blur, he stumbled, fell forward casting Eloise ahead, she fell onto the hard tarmac of the road that edged the place as he felt something pull him back. It grabbed his ankles, it seemed it couldn’t leave the wood. He yelled, his arms outstretched to her to grab him, to pull him back but she was too mad, too angry to see, so wrapped in her own wrath of being carried, of being thrown onto the road.

By the time she got up, spitting angry words, it was too late. Jason had gone, stepping tentatively towards the wood, fear wrapped its icy wings around her, shuddering, calling, he had gone. She just got him killed...

Just another dead vampire...

##
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Cold sweat broke over the back of her neck, her gut told her to run, her ancestral blood willed her to fight but against what?

Fumbling, she edged back to the car, to Jason’s car, she didn’t have his keys.

Trembling and trying to slow her breathing she pulled out her phone, her back to the housing estate that backed onto the woodland, facing the stretch of forest. This was where they had first hunted the Wendigo. Thoughts rushed through her mind, why had Hakon come back here, what the shit was in there?

Glancing at the screen, she thumbed through the numbers, unable to stop her hand from shaking.

Pick anyone! 

Austin, but he’d died before. Died and come back from Hell... but, could he help?

Pressing his number, she slowly backed away, not taking her eyes off the place. A horn beeped at her, she was walking into the road, she turned fast, then sprinted to the pavement, wanting to get far away, something sinister seemed to be wrapping itself around her, calling to her, willing her back. It had been some time since she’d seen spirits walking amongst humans, or the damned, but at the same time leaving the place, leaving Jason, Hakon... her stomach somersaulted.

“Austin, it’s Eloise!” Her voice strangled.

“Yeah, I know it’s you El, your names on my phone, what the hell’s wrong? Are you safe?”

“No, I don’t think so! I’m just off Stapleton Road, where we first tracked that Wendigo. Remember something had risen from those burial mounds in that tiny wood?”

“Dear God, are you alone, what the actual hell are you doing there?” Now Austin’s voice was strained, high pitched, full of alarm.

“I was with Jason and Hakon, they’ve disappeared!”

“Jesus, get as far away as possible. I’m calling Lucius. Eloise run, run the bloody hell out of there!” He cut the connection. Sweat broke out over her face, she saw people from the adjoining housing estate, they seemed to stare right through her. Suddenly her legs like jelly, her head dizzy like swimming through treacle, willing her legs to move, one then the other but each step appeared slow, laboured, panting heavily, colour faded to black and white, time seemed to slow down, every step not helping, the pull of something awful, whispering to her, the faint echoes of Jason, Hakon on the breeze, the urge, the pull to look behind. Don’t look behind. Don’t! She would look back, not yet, no not yet...

Without realising it, she was standing facing the wood right at its very edge, the seemingly innocent place, so tiny. How could anything so terrifying lay incognito right next to a high-rise, a busy housing estate? It wasn’t possible, it wasn’t reality. 

A shrill call came from behind her, dread filled the pit of her stomach, she jumped, bolted forward away from the danger, her foot lifted from the tarmac and into the wood. Looking back, fear grasped at the back of her neck as Lucius and Austin stood there, terror filled, trying to grab hold of her... trying to pull her back.
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The Trials.
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Eloise shuddered, the wind howled around her, covering her eyes as dust blew into them, she gulped.

Worry wrenched her stomach, where the hell was she? Shielding her eyes from the sun, the landscape where she stood was barren, dusty, rubble with sparse vegetation, a strong wind blowing the sandy soil into her face. Glancing up she saw hills in the distance, under the glaring sun she could make out trees. 

A distinct shrill scream echoed in the air, she seized with terror, where the heck was Jason, Hakon? Her instincts drove her to start running for cover. Not knowing what she’d find there, sweating as the rays beat down on her, the rhythmic pounding of her heart thrumming in her ears, her only salvation that she had her bag, her rucksack on her shoulders.

Watching every footfall, afraid to trip over the echo of the scream played over and over in her mind, her eyes more on the ground than ahead of her, suddenly wheezing as something smacked into her stomach sending her backwards, falling on her arse.

A fast wipe of her eyes with the back of her hand, then slowly pulling her bag off to open it, she stared ahead, around but saw nothing. Grabbing her dagger, unsheathing it then pulling her bag straps over both shoulders she got up, lurching forward wondering what the actual hell. Maybe it’s another spell? Like before, a nightmare spell, if I could just wake up?

She stopped for a second to assess the place, looking at the dusty soil, in the distance behind her the land looked desolate, where am I?

A taste of the sienna coloured dirt in the air, but something else, sweet, jasmine, she wondered.

Still shaken by whatever the hell had mysteriously smacked her in the gut, she was positive this must be some spell, some hex by whatever was buried and rose from the woods, convinced that she was in fact lying there somewhere in that dirty little stretch of woodland under a hypnotic curse.

Her breathing deepened a little, that was more comforting and if whatever in the...

Thud, she was sent back again, but her perpetrator this time stuck around.

A hideous mutation, partially diaphanous, a face, once human but crumbling now, just large holes for eyes, it stood evaluating her, its head moving side to side like a pendulum.

Scrambling to her feet, she grabbed the knife, realising its futility against whatever was facing her, before it screamed in her face, its mouth opening as wide as its head. Clenching the dagger, tensing, her face scrunched in horror.

Something happened, so scared, so full of fear and so utterly defenceless, she lunged forward and did the same back, opening her mouth as wide as possible, yelling with all her might in the fiend’s face.

It stepped back, clearly shocked, so she did it again, now waving her arms around to look bigger, that’s what animals did, and whilst she was at it, she lashed with the blade.

But it stepped forward, its gaping hole for a mouth open next to her face, frozen as she realised now several more had appeared.

Jumping as a voice came from the distance, “El! What the fuck... Hakon hurry!” Jason’s voice was strangled, wrought as he and Hakon came speeding down the distant hills, their fangs out, claws ready, wailing louder it seemed than these things before her.

But the monsters did not move, and she could not...

Tentatively reaching out, these creatures looked like they would deteriorate if touched, their skin and the clothes grey, crumbly, full of the dusty soil, as her blade lurched forward, Jason squealed, “No!” but the blade touched the creature which sent it and the others wailing, their cries so shrill, so loud that she felt her ear drums pierce in pain.

Like vultures they descended on her, overwhelmed her, she couldn’t see Jason, these things, their ethereal mouths, though showed no teeth, ripped and tore at her flesh, blood welling out of her. The two arrived howling like banshees, grabbing the monsters, they tried throwing them off but the creatures now semi-diaphanous bodies slipped through their fingers. So finally, Jason threw himself over Eloise, his arms out, stopping just over her body, his face in front of hers.

Her eyes were scrunched, sensing him, his scent, sandalwood she peered. The things bit at him fiercely, some seemed to disintegrate as he’d ploughed through them, they wailed mercilessly as they tasted his bitter vampire blood.

Hakon joined in, pulling the pair away, grabbing Eloise’s arms, whilst he and Jason stood with her between them.

Dizziness caused her to sway, her blood rich in the air, Jason tensed, involuntarily licking his lips.

In an instant the monsters turned to dirt, a strong wind caring their dusty remains away. Hakon wiped the sweat off his brow, whilst Jason quickly turned to her, pulling her into him and glanced with wide eyes at Hakon.

Hakon understood, her blood was now their problem, a hunger had seized them both since they entered here and it was savage. Not unlike the time Hakon had had his throat slit open and been left exsanguinated, and that was a memory that sent his soul into a dark place which haunted him daily.

“Come on, I have no idea what’s happening but we need to move,” Jason snapped.

“Couldn’t this be a dream, like the nightmare spell we were in before?” Her voice was weak, dry.

“Yes, that’s very possible, hopefully... but no one knows we’re here!” Hakon added sharply. His voice dropped in tone, questioning them, “How did you two know where I was? I thought...”

Jason tilted his head to Eloise, who now stood a little apart from him, “She knew, I guess from the Blood Oath you both share, so we went to investigate.”

She sucked in air, then spoke quietly, “Jason, I am so sorry, you told me to leave and I didn’t listen. Bloody Hell... the good news? I phoned Austin before I got here, something from that place pulled me in, an energy, a presence.”

A spark returned to Hakon and Jason’s faces and trying to hide the bloodthirsty gaze in their eyes, Jason sighed, “Good, with him and hopefully the others we’ll be out before long but let’s get to that tree line.”

Without asking Jason picked her up, her face contorted, hating the fact that he assumed that was ok, but knowing that sometimes he needed to lead. After all, without them here she’d be dead again, food for the monsters.

At inhuman speed they made it up the hill, El clinging onto Jason as he wound his way up, and in seconds he carefully placed her down, assessing the view from the tiny mound.

Eloise took off her back pack, opening it she rummaged in it, getting some wipes out and cleaning the wounds from the fiends.

Jason grimaced, tried to hide it and crouched down to offer his help.

A breath of relief, she’d missed his pained face and said, “No, thanks, I got it.”

Wide eyed, again he glared at Hakon who nodded and changed the subject, 

“Olive trees, cypress trees and juniper bushes! How did I not realise, so we’re in Greece?” Hakon muttered as he touched the leaves.

The trees and bushes dotted around the hillside and into the landscape before them, their sweet and woody fragrances mingled with zest from the cypress.

Eloise flinched as the antiseptic wipes stung on her open wounds, “Great, so we’re in a dream that’s in Greece. Still, how do we get out?” Eloise muttered, seemingly unimpressed by wherever she was.

“My guess is we don’t, not yet. Those creatures, though, I’ve never seen anything like that, so we’re not actually in Greece, a portal perhaps?”

Eloise sank to the ground, moaning as Jason rubbed his fingers on the cypress leaves, then held them to his nose inhaling their scent.

“On the bad side, we don’t know how El,” Hakon remarked, his voice questioning, “But on the other hand, it doesn’t matter, look over there.”

As the sun lifted slowly, a haze of heat and light revealed something in the far distance, something that looked like an old temple. Even at this distance, it looked huge, “I suggest we make our way there, there’s nothing here and those things might come back at any time...” His stomach groaned, Jason shot him a look, he was feeling it, too. The hunger, frantic as it was, surged through both vampires. “Yes, let’s go!” Jason agreed, battling to keep his hunger in check. Anything to keep his mind off of her blood.

Eloise caught the blood crazed look in Jason’s eyes, worry swarmed through her.

She kept the knife out, put her back pack on her shoulders, and kept the landscape ahead, that was flat with little cover, in her sights.

Jason looked around, eyeing the tree he climbed up in an instant, “We haven’t got time for you to play in trees,” Hakon grunted.

Jason ignored him, his eyes fixed on a branch, then with immortal strength, even though the thirst pulled at him, he snapped it off and scooted around. Finding another seemingly good size branch he did the same, jumped down and picked up the first, quickly pulling the leaves off and handed it to Hakon.

“What, a staff. A primitive weapon but a good idea. I haven’t used one of these for centuries.” Hakon cast a weary glance across the land, looking back to Jason who now had his staff ready, they set off to reach the temple in the distance.

Eloise shuddered, realising that the two vampires were trying to abstain from feeding from her. Without thinking, she tightened her grip on the knife handle, her palms clammy, and jolting as she saw something in the distance flying towards them. 

“Oh shit, what now?” Hakon spat preparing his staff.

Jason shouted, “El, get between me and Hakon, what fresh Hell is this?”

The creatures were upon them in seconds. Eloise yelled in horror, as huge dark leathery wings, faces a distortion between man and ape, massive eyes framed with deep brows, their bodies half human, half bird and long thick rubbery tails whipped around them, trying to curl around the staffs that both vampires held. Jason and Hakon jabbed at the beasts, the creatures wails piercingly high.

Five winged beasts screeched, tormented them, flapping just out of reach, then swooping around, between them, baiting the vampires, sharp talons on feet and arms lunging forwards, their mouths packed with razor sharp teeth.

Jabbing, prodding them, Jason muttered through gritted teeth, “Bloody Harpies... what in the name of...”

El held her dagger high, sweat dripping down the back of her neck, fear bolted through her, but her will to survive stronger.

Shit, she’d killed a werewolf witch with this blade, it held power. From the corner of her eye she was sure she saw a raven but she had to concentrate. On killing. Again.

Twisting around fast, Jason leapt up and smacked one of the Harpies hard on the side of its face, on its temples which sent it plummeting down like a rock.

Hakon growled, an evil grin on his face and followed suit, missed but driven on by the frenzy, he waited still as a statue, allowing the monsters to gain a false sense of attack, then as two approached, he did the same so fast they never stood a chance. 

Smashing one on the head, then using the other end of the staff, jumped up and bolted it through the belly of the other with such force it plunged into its skin, blood spurting out, he yelled in glory, landed and shouted, “Come on then you ugly bitches, I am waiting for your deaths!”

El passed the blade to Jason, who was about to knife the one he knocked out, the other two Harpies screamed, all descending on him, Hakon leapt over.

One of the creatures grabbed at its fallen kin, the other two had recovered fast and flew up quickly but not fast enough. Hakon and Jason both slashing, Jason with the blade, Hakon with his staff and the creatures now fought to escape.

“That’s better, I pity you lesser monsters, you shouldn’t have messed with us,” Jason snarled.

White with shock, Eloise panted, she wasn’t sure how much more she could take and she knew, she just knew that in this heat, after these fights, the two vampires’ appetites would be more furious than ever.

Wiping the sweat from their brows, they watched as the Harpies flew towards the temple, their hearts sinking.

For a minute no one spoke, those monsters resided where they were headed, so what now? From where they stood, the landscape flat and barren, it’s sienna hue bright under the Greek sun, a faint haze off the ocean seemed to be behind the temple but other than that, nothing.

Jason decided to come clean, leaning on his staff, “El, you look terrified and I’m not surprised. We swear we will not hurt you, yes, we are ravenous and more so now, but we would be the monsters that we fight if we fed from you. If it comes to it, we will end our own lives to save yours, that I promise.”

Hakon shifted uneasily, he knew that the end Jason spoke of would be sooner rather than later, by nightfall he’d be consumed by hunger, unable to control his actions, in that moment he hated himself. He cursed under his breath, a low guttural grunt, they looked at him, and he shook his head.

Seeing the despair in her eyes, her frailty, Jason re-assured her, “Come, let’s at least get there. There’s some shelter and Austin will no doubt pop up any moment. I know the Harpies lie there, but it’s better than being out here where we’re targets. If those creatures exist, that means others do, too. Harpies though... bloody hell!”

Seeing his friend reassure her, Hakon joined in, his voice light, full of mischievousness, “I enjoyed watching them... on the television! So, ancient Greece then, I hear the food... food, that gives me an idea, don’t Harpies always guard food?”

El nodded, “In the stories they did, they used it as bait then tortured humans who were starving and tried to eat the food. Ah, you’re thinking there could be food there? If that’s so, I could eat and perhaps one at a time, each of you could take a little blood- maybe that would keep you from, you know having to kill yourselves, or me?”

Jason beamed at her, “I do not deserve you Eloise, but that sounds like a plan. It would help us, and we promise, if we live through this, we will make it up to you.”

She nodded, her body tense, terrified that she’d actually said that, but what the hell. Without them she’d never survive. Truth be told, it was better now than later when they lost control and drained her. She clenched, withholding a shudder, knowing they’d see it.

“Jason does not deserve you and neither do I, but here we are none the less. Come on fair maiden, let’s go. Climb on his back won’t you, we’ll get there in a few minutes?” Hakon sniggered as she winced at being called a fair maiden, but she knew his joke.
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Temple of Artemis.
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Soaring hundreds of feet up in the sky, the temple stood majestically, the azure sky behind blazing under the harsh sun, heat rippling off the columns.

Rows and rows of massive honeyed stone columns giving the impression of a forest as they looked from way below, the columns packed both inside and outside.

Gigantic stone sculptures of lions stood imposingly around the edge of the temple as if guarding it, their eyes seemed fixed on the trio below. From their vantage point, they saw huge stone steps leading up to the temple, interlaced with small gardens between them, and trees full of chirping birds, butterflies and the heady sweet scents of jasmine and honeysuckle filled their senses.

No sign of monsters. Standing open mouthed in awe, they stared, Eloise noticed something from the corner of her eye.

A shadow, then another, as her eyes slowly perceived something almost veiled among them, the sun was suddenly hidden. Looking up, looming heavy clouds moved swiftly from out of nowhere, the air cooled instantly and the tweeting birds fell silent.

Like an eclipse, it was as if someone or something had flipped a switch to night time, and now the shadowed figures became clear.

Gulping, she took a step back, intrusive doubt clenched her stomach. Fear rising, she glanced quickly to Jason but he seemed entranced on the temple in front of him.

The figures, hooded cloaks, Scythes in hand, stepped forward, dozens of them, gossamer, like the storm clouds above. Waiting, their cloaks the essence of darkness, impending, threatening, the air around them a void of eternal blackness.

No faces to be seen, Jason and Hakon both sucked in air, she realised they now saw what she did, every second seemed less real, the temple in front of them, the ground she stood on, her life as she knew it, felt like a different reality.

Panic bolted through her, unable to swallow, she was going to Hell. She’d made that pact to save Jason, an eternity of isolation with only her guilt, her nightmares to keep her company, in the end she knew she wouldn’t hear the screams, the wails of agonized souls from Hell, she would be lost, deaf to her own cries.

Frozen to the spot, unable to speak, something bizarre happened next.

Glancing from one Reaper to the next, the misty shadows floating between and around them, her past appeared an echo of existence, everything forsaken and in the next moment acceptance washed over her. Without thinking, she stepped forward, she would die, and strangely enough, she was alright with that. Peace flooded her heart, she would go to Hell but she’d saved the man she loved, and the fact that he wasn’t human, so what.

A gasp from Jason as he watched her quiet composure, stepping towards death, but as her foot touched the ground the Reapers vanished, like sooty mist, except one.

The remaining reaper now came into clarity, stepping forward the cloak appeared crimson, not black and pulling back the hood, a beautiful woman, her dark skin and obsidian hair, an ethereal silver shine to it, her blood-stained lipstick contrasted with her snug leather trousers and mesh top. She whipped up a sensual smile, sauntered over to Eloise, her voice like honey, “Well done, you passed the test,” and lowering her voice to a whisper she added, “Of course, quicker off the mark than your male counterparts, maybe because technically they’re already dead! I’m Jax.”

She shot Eloise a grin, holding out her hand. Swallowing hard, Eloise took Jax’s hand and firmly shook it, Jax replied, “I like you, you’re feisty and only human. My oh my, no wonder he’s spell-bound to you, come on, their Father is waiting.”

Hakon, his voice questioning and a little shaky spoke, “Not that I’m ever one to refuse such a beautiful woman clad in leather, but who the bloody hell are you and who is this Father you speak of, I mean, what just happened?”

Jax eyed him, her tongue running over her top lip, “I’m a Reaper, the Scythe should be your clue. As for your Father, I’m shocked you don’t know,” she turned away to leave.

Hakon retorted, “Do you mean to behead us with your Scythe?”

Spinning back around, Jax sauntered over to Hakon, a mischievous grin on his face, he eyed her greedily, “The Scythe of the Reaper isn’t to kill you dummy.” She put her free hand on his chest and closed the gap between them, slowly running her hand down to his belt, then she yanked it, pulling him forwards, “It’s to protect you on your journey. But alas, no purgatory for you today, come on.”

Hakon allowed her to pull him, deeply amused and turned on by the hot Reaper, but Jax let go and instead linked arms with Eloise, whispering, “You know, you and I need to get to know one another. I am sadly lacking female friends, or any friends actually, my job doesn’t usually allow for it but you, I like you El.”

Surprised and overwhelmed, El was led forward, the Reaper smelt of hints’ frankincense and sweet jasmine, it made El almost forget she wasn’t human.

Trudging up the vast stone steps, uncertainty trembled through the trio, who was this Father? Why were they here?

As they reached the top, looking through the forest columns, they could see a huge room in the middle with marble walls, the sheen of moonlight bouncing off of them, a massive arched entrance. Jax led them breezily through as if she was taking them into her living room.

Inside the room, a huge stone throne sat on a dais, its arm rests carved with deer’s, bears and snakes. Looking up, Eloise saw an oval opening in the temple roof, the moon now full and partially covered with dark clouds, its rays gleaming down right upon the man who sat nonchalantly on the throne.

He looked about eighteen, a soft face with light wavy hair, straight nose, dark brows and a smooth chin. He looked human, his chestnut eyes caught the moonlight as he straightened up, his face slowly warming to them.

Beside him stood two men, one with longer black hair also curly that reached his shoulders, darker eyes, dimpled square chin and perfect lips, like a pre-Raphaelite painting but the other side, Eloise had to restrain a gasp.

In contrast, his hair was as white as the light of the moon, almost silver. His eyes, white gold framed with straight narrow dark brows, aquiline face, his pale raspberry lips, he was breath-taking.

Fidgeting, she suddenly felt very scruffy, like a tramp who’d imposed on some high-class function, her stomach tightened and writhed, like vipers inside were twisting and turning around.

But she couldn’t take her eyes off of him, whilst he stood deathly still, the only movement those ethereal eyes as he glanced from one to the other, before meeting her gaze and holding it.

Sweat beading on the back of her neck, a delicious aura around him and the other two, an aura of desire and danger that she was unable to break from. She tried to move her eyes, but she could not, and he held hers the same. It was like he embraced her soul. Enraptured, she finally found the strength to avert her gaze as Jason shuffled on his feet. She stifled a blush, feeling her face get hot, looking to the floor. On it, beautiful mosaics of ancient hunting scenes abounded, and that of a woman in a toga, holding a bow and arrow, a myriad of animals by her side. Eloise noted that although it was night-time, she wasn’t cold.

He felt like a hobo, a low life amongst these immortals, the blonde one capturing his lover in some dark spell, he let out a sigh, the surge of jealousy causing him to involuntary clench his fist, wondering if that one had held her attention on purpose. 

Finally braking the uncomfortable silence, the man on the throne spoke, though he moved very little, El noted.

“Welcome and may I be the first to congratulate you three. You are the first that we sent through the trials who have passed.” He sat back, putting his hand on his chest to indicate that he spoke empathically, “I am Ambrogio, the first vampire of our race, your Father.” His accent was thick, Italian and the trio were lost in a haze of enchantment, hanging on his every word.

Ambrogio took a breath, “We have tried for many years, decades even, to find the best vampires, and you have succeeded where others failed.” Looking to his right he addressed the moonlight haired man, “Colden, would you and Jax,” he glanced at her, “Do the honour and get our guests some refreshments, perhaps we should all be seated, they are no doubt weary?”

If Eloise found Colden swoon worthy to look at, his accent made that more so, “As you wish Father, it is my pleasure.” Part American with a helping of Italian, his words like warm honey, he bowed so slightly she almost missed it and walked with such grace it was as if he floated away.

Ambrogio stood, indicating with his arms, “This way, let’s sit and I will tell you why I have brought you here.”

Hakon went to speak, then changed his mind. Eloise looked at him, he was as spell-bound as she. Jason touched her arm, she widened her eyes in acknowledgment, and gripped his coat for a moment to reassure him.

The dining room, like the throne room, was huge, a massive rectangular wooden table in the middle, compelled to look up once again she saw another round opening, the beams of moonlight filtering down through the clouds and Ambrogio sat at the end of the table, the moonlight seemed to bathe him in its rays.

Jax and Colden returned, Jax with a tray of silver goblets, each with elaborate carvings upon them and Colden walked, or floated El thought to herself, his lips moved so slightly, in what she assumed was a smile.

His silver hair brushed beside her face, his scent was exotic like sandalwood and bergamot with something sweet and bitter, he placed a plate of food before her and a golden goblet.

He stood beside her, his rich voice, “That’s wine in there, please enjoy. You earned it.”

For a second, again, she was lost in his eyes, his scent, he stood before her, as she blinked rapidly, “Thank you!”

His upper lip curled, delicately nodding he walked away to sit beside Ambrogio.

Slowly, Jason and Hakon took their goblets, smelling it Jason asked, “This blood, it smells rich?”

“It is mine, yes,” Ambrogio nodded, studying them. He picked up one himself and gracefully put it to his lips, as he did so, Hakon and Jason did the same.

Jax broke the silence, Colden sitting next to her, across from Eloise, elegantly drinking.

With everyone busy, Eloise started eating, taking a glug of wine whilst Jax spoke, “Well, this is refreshing. I like them Ambrogio, the woman,” she winked at Eloise, “She’s great. Did you see her, surrendering to death and...” Jax leant back, surveying the table, “Accepting her fate to be condemned to Hell! There’s not many- if any, who’d do that without a fight. Jason’s one very lucky vampire, I hope he knows. For your information, Jason and Hakon, it was Eloise here who saved you from my Reapers. Had she resisted, well,” she sniggered. “You wouldn’t be sitting here now for sure. That’s one brave as hell woman. Smart, too, and beautiful. Eloise, I’m inclined, when your time comes, I may just take your soul myself, I’d be honoured to have you on my team. Heck, we could use a few more like you.” She picked up her goblet and drank, unlike the others, not gracefully.

“Thank you, I think?” Eloise mumbled.

Jax leaned forward, looking at her, “Mortals, you all die, that’s a given. If you don’t change your mind and become a vampire, I’m just saying the offer’s there.”

A wry grin on Colden’s lips, “Why wouldn’t she want immortality?” He locked eyes with her, then his gaze fell to her face. “I’m certain in the future you’ll change your mind. You could live a thousand life times, experience things, taste things you can’t comprehend.” He looked at Jason, “He wants that, obviously. Love is a powerful force, transcending time.”

“Thank you,” Ambrogio cut them off.

Hakon interrupted, “But why are we here, and why bring El, put her through all of that, for what? If you wanted to have tea with us, you could’ve just, you know phoned!” His voice was strangled, worry wrought his features, had he over stepped the line, Jason picked up the baton. “Hakon’s right, we know of many more powerful vampires, well maybe not so in Hakon’s case, but certainly in mine. I’m nothing special, hell I’ve killed innocents, not for decades, but still...” He flashed a look at Eloise who’d stopped eating, being so hungry her stomach had shrunk and the fear of being surrounded by immortals, in a land of monsters, she felt dizzy.

Ambrogio answered them, his voice smooth like caramel, his creamy accent, “You are wrong. Eloise did pass the final test but you two...” His face scrunched for a moment, he looked out across the room, the huge stone pillars with the ocean between their view, “It wasn’t about fighting monsters. It was about fighting your own monsters, your inner demons. Of course, you could kill ghosts, Harpies, you are vampires! I am your Father, I made you. All of you, but you fought your own inner demons. You were both ravenous, driven by the insatiable lust, the madness to feed on your friend, and with every challenge, with every fight with beasts that hunger grew. It’s intensity, over-riding your will.”

He sat back, his face gentle looking to Eloise, “And then she- a woman, a human, offered to help you, to give you her blood just to sustain you until you found a way out of this nightmare, and then she again, who sacrificed her mortal soul, the most precious thing on earth and heaven to save a vampire, she accepted it, welcomed death. How many immortals do you think survived this challenge? I wasn’t looking for fighters, pah, they are two a penny. What I was looking for, what I found was character, personality, principles. The best, we did it Theo, Colden, Jax. And so, it begins.”

“I wouldn’t say I welcomed Hell,” Eloise mumbled. Jason gripped her arm.

Jax went to answer but Ambrogio raised his hand, “No, do not underestimate yourself, you surrendered to the fate that you thought you had. You’d made that bargain to save the vampire that you loved. And this,” he touched his eye. Is he crying? Eloise wondered.

Theo, who sat on Ambrogio’s side, put his arm on his Father, nodded slightly, Ambrogio’s lips curved a little. “This is what my lover did for me, sacrificed for me thousands of years ago. Her life, her life for her lover, and in so doing I was made vampire, the first of the species.”

The trio shuffled in their seats, the others aside from Jax remained quite still, only moving when necessary.

“You should tell them of how you came to be,” Jax suggested.

“And I will but not now. I cannot, she is there amongst the rays of the moon. Now we talk business, we have lived in caves, in shadow for too long and I have neglected my children. I have been absent, a terrible Father, that changes now.”

“Theo here has lived among you, he tells me such stories of vampire communities, your rules, your wayward progeny, of how you hide in the dark, feeding from evil doers, much of this pleases me. What doesn’t please me is the second place we take, like cattle alongside humans.” He shot a look at Eloise, “No disrespect intended. Now, I am not mad, I do not want to harvest humans like so many sheep but we deserve to live alongside them, do not forget our species is powerful.”

Jason put his goblet down harshly, the blood had completely rejuvenated him, “That would be madness, letting humans know. You know...”

It was Theo, who’d been silent until this point, who sat forward now, looking directly at Jason, “We already know what you will say, and we agree. Yes, to rush out there, to announce our existence would be like the witch trials of the seventeenth century, but so much worse. We want to exercise control, and slowly infiltrate our existence into theirs, subliminally if you will.”

“But why?” Hakon questioned.

“Because,” Ambrogio’s voice was sharp, “I won’t have my children, my descendants living like so many rats in the sewers, and I am your God. Without me, Hakon, you would have died where you fell. Look at you, powerful, beautiful, wealthy and I know of your recent discovery back into humanity and I am proud. Of you, of your growth, your evolution. It has been hard, nay excruciating for those like you and Jason here who have lived so long, seen all of your loved ones die and to be left with broken, empty hearts. But our nature, our true nature is to feel, so many forget this and cut off their heart from their lives, their decadent and brutal existence but we were born from love, for it. One day...”

He stared at his goblet, Jason went to speak, Theo shot a look and shook his head.
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The Revenants.
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Ambrogio whispered to them, “Here presides my palace, but it has become a tomb to me, reminding me of what I have lost. In Hakon I see myself, shattered, broken, a cold ruined heart.

“In Jason and Eloise, I see loves hope, overcoming adversity, the future of my children, their sorrow transformed into beauty, into harmony, the Moon’s rays blessing them but on Hakon her rays highlighting his tears.

“I see Hakon’s broken heart, a shattered soul, still with hope...Your time in the shadows has passed, now it’s time to come out. I want more than tooth and claw for you, my descendants, your hearts rotten, superficial, hiding in the darkness and stealing from the weak, the evil, the unsuspecting...”

Colden looked at them, Eloise and Jason shifted in their seats, his beauty, his compassion wrapped them with such intensity, his emotion flooded them like a strong warm breeze, his eyes captivated, entranced them. Yet something was cold about him, like icicles glinting under the moonlight, Eloise felt drawn to him but an underlying unease, trepidation. Like he was waiting for something, not fulfilled.

Colden got up, swept around the table and put his hand gently, like a falling leaf, over Hakon’s broken heart. Hakon broke down, tears rolled down his cheeks, he laid his head in his hands.

Looking at Ambrogio, Colden tilted his head, Ambrogio nodded, as he walked around the table towards Jason, Jason put his hands out, grating his chair back, but Colden was upon him, scanning his face, his ethereal eyes piercing Jason’s spirit, his soul, Jason gasped.

Ambrogio stated, his voice steady, “Yes, you should feel, you are vampire, our nature was born from love, unconditional, pure and ever-lasting. We feel more, so much more than our mortal friends. By cutting off your feelings you had, in fact, defied your God, me.

“I forgive you of course, you are all my children, wild without boundaries and I have been absent,” He gazed away caught on nostalgia, before breathing lightly, “I have been away for so very long. My only comfort, the rays of the moon where my true love presides... but now...” He shifted slightly in his seat, leaned forward slightly, offering his hand, Theo inclined forward and took it and gazed at them, “Now, I need my family. All of you. I am looking for the best, not just in prowess, or intelligence, no. But a new way of being, a beacon, strong but compassionate as I.

“You will lead, under my direction, and Eloise, I see you falter, a human amongst vampires? As Selene was with me, so perfect...”

Jason argued, trying to avoid the gaze of Colden whose eyes seemed to compel everyone with love, “You have to be mad, come out, against mortals? Yes, mortals knew five-hundred-years ago and they put us, thousands of us on trial, now though, there are weapons! No, no we cannot, it’s suicide. I fear you have been away too long, they exploit and kill everything,” he shouted, “Everything they do not understand!” Trembling violently, he watched, a cold sweat broke out over his forehead and the back of his neck as the Father’s eyes changed colour, from chocolate to red, even the whites stained red, Ambrogio’s fists clenched in Theo’s hand, Theo whispered to him.

Like a breeze Colden moved slightly watching them like a living statue, only his eyes moving, Ambrogio, his lopsided grin slowly nodded.

“You, Jason, teach me much, and yes, you are right. We will not walk boldly or brashly into the domain of the sun walkers. We should not fear, nor dislike what we are. I made you,” he cast his eyes over them, all but Eloise, “I created you all and I will not have a single one of you chastise what you have become, but rather... I will show you how to live, how to be in the world.”

Full of his makers blood, Jason boldly asserted, “I hear you, I mean I really do but... why? I mean I get it, you’ve been isolated for a long time and we are top of the food chain. Maybe, that we know of but humans! They’d never accept us, geez they hate their own kind. I’m not ungrateful, and I’m pleased to meet you, though, I hate you for putting her life in danger!”

Theo and Colden clenched their fists as Jason defied their maker, Hakon smirked and nodded as Jason spoke, wiping his eyes on his dirty sleeves, his voice high and snarky, “If I may be so bold but Jason is right. Here’s what I propose, spend a year in a city living amongst humans. I mean it’s all well with your... Vampires out there whilst you hide away here drinking blood in a temple of Artemis? But you yourself have no concept, no clue as to what you ask. I won’t help you, you’ll either destroy our species completely or force us back to the times of the dark ages where we did live in caves like rats. The reason we thrive is because we’re cunning, secretive, we’re hunters. Never alert your prey, lest it will run away or in human terms, blow your bloody head off.”

He sat back smugly and then asked, “Any chance of more blood?”

Everyone was silent, Theo and Colden stared at Hakon, who simply raised his eyebrows and his goblet.

Eloise rolled her eyes, Jason shrugged but Ambrogio sat in complete silence. 

Then slanting forward, he started laughing, and laughing until tears mixed with the blood, he drank rolled down his cheeks.

Finally blubbing through his laughter, Ambrogio spoke, in deep breaths, “Hakon. you are exactly as your reputation! But still!” In that second his demeanour changed, his face serious, his voice low, almost a rumble, echoed around the stone and marble temple, guttural. He looked up directly at Hakon, “But you will obey me! Do not question me, I am your maker, your Father, your God!”

Eloise automatically sat back, Ambrogio’s face had changed from a sweet cherub, handsome, soft to evil demon in a second, contorted, small red eyes, fangs, his power oozed from him, like nature, raw, unpredictable. 

Hakon lowered his goblet, his smirk wiped away and the trio looked at the table before them.

Jax laughed, “Oh Ambrogio you scared them! That was...”

Leaping up from his chair, he cast a glance around the table, slamming his hand down with force, “Silence! I speak directly to the Goddess. I will not be told what to do by lesser creatures. I have lived and suffered for over two millennia, yes, they should be scared. They need to learn respect, petulance is a particular hate of mine. I could end you all inside a few seconds. Now I wish to get some air, Eloise you’ll accompany me.”

He wasn’t asking, and she didn’t question.

Silence again felt like an impending storm, getting up and following him out she felt relief as the ocean breeze, a hint of warmth even at night and its briny taste washed over her. She noted that where-ever this Father was in his temple, he was bathed in moonlight.

Outside it was hard to fathom that he was immortal, he looked so young, so kind and he held out his arm, locking it through hers as they descended down dozens of huge honey coloured stone steps at the rear of the place that led to a wild beach.

“I’m sorry if I frightened you, know that I would never, under any circumstances hurt you but your friend is petulant and full of pride, arrogant! He needed to be told!”

Without meaning to she smirked, she leaned into his ear and whispered, “I know, right. I hate petulance, too. It can be forgiven in a young child but it’s ugly as hell in an adult.”

Ambrogio grinned, nodding. “And how about you, do you think my idea is insane?”

“Does it matter what I think?”

“No, I’m determined to raise the standards of my race but as a mortal, a brave and fearless woman, I am interested in your opinion.”

Eloise’s eyes widened, “I’m neither brave or fearless, most of the time I’ve been running from one disaster to the next.” She sighed and stopped to look at the ocean, its inky black waves swelled under the silver moonlight.

Ambrogio waited, studying her face, she continued, “Being with Jason, most of the time I’m caught between love and fear, you know. Part of me says leave him, get back to normal life, whatever that is. I suppose I’m drawn to darkness, to death since I can’t leave him, however many bloody incidents I end up in!” She shrugged and looked at him.

“Love is the most powerful force Eloise, stronger even than hate or fear. But you are wrong about yourself, I know this as a vampire- I feel your strength just as I feel the breeze on the wind and as a man, let me tell you, every being feels fear under attack and fighting. Just because you’re afraid doesn’t mean you’re not brave and then there’s fighting monsters! And loving a vampire. Yes, I conclude a very brave and noble woman indeed. Jason is a lucky man,” he smirked, “But he knows this. So will you answer my question- you don’t have to, I won’t mind.” 

He stood in front of her, a warm smile on his lips, the moon wrapped her silver rays around him.

Eloise needed to know his story but first... 

“It’s an ideal I guess but I think you might want to extend the time to achieve this, there’s much division amongst humans and especially now. But if you’re thinking over fifty or one hundred years,” she shrugged, “Then who knows, it could work.”

His lips curved slightly, nodding, he put out his arm offering, “Shall we? Let’s go back. I think you and your friends are ready now to know how it was that I became what I am, how I became the first of my kind, the Father of all vampires, an Immortal God.”

With their arms linked like courtiers they walked serenely in comfortable silence back up the huge steps, the rays lighting their way into the temple. Ambrogio, she gathered clung to etiquette. 

Inside, Jason and Hakon we’re talking quietly to the others, a heavy silver embossed jug on the table before them.

Eloise shuddered, where is he getting the blood?

Ambrogio shot her a look, a wry smile, “The blood comes from willing humans, they offer themselves. I never take from those unwilling.”

He sat down effortlessly, almost without movement his body seemed light, like air and turning to Jason he asked, “You only drink from evil doers? Though I find this fascinating, do you not find their blood bitter, tainted?”

Jason’s chest rose and fell as he sat back, brows wrinkled in contemplation, “I’d never really thought about it to be honest. I couldn’t bear the thought of taking blood from the innocent, that would not sit right but of course it wasn’t always that way. Most supernaturals now do not harm innocents, the werewolves neither kill man nor beast and most of us have maintained or re-learned humanity. Although, whether we actually feel humane is another matter- sometimes,” his gaze drifted to the huge pillared open wall of the temple, distracted for a moment by the moonlight’s reflection on the obsidian ocean.

Everyone leaned forward, he continued, “Sometimes I wonder if I would actually feel horror inside should I kill an innocent. Morally I know it’s wrong, then other times I seem to feel too much. I would tear the head off of any man or beast who tried to hurt El, anger- I feel that?” He looked directly at Ambrogio, the question on his face.

Ambrogio nodded, looked at Hakon who answered, “I get it that you’re the Father, the first vampire and I understand that I annoy you but I don’t care. I have lived a thousand years without guidance, without help, and I was a cocky son of a bitch as a mortal. Yes, I feed on rapists, murderers and the like and just as Jason, it wasn’t always the case. Skip back one hundred years, or more and I fed from whomever I pleased. Do I care who I feed from, sure. Feeding, draining criminals makes me feel righteous as Hell and let’s be honest gentlemen, what Alpha doesn’t relish that feeling?” 

Hakon sat back, waiting for Ambrogio’s response. When none came, he continued, his voice rising and falling in dramatic effect and to hammer home his opinion, “Take humans for example, and I should excuse El here who has more compassion than the vast number of humans I’ve encountered. They see atrocities every day, on the news, wars, famine, deaths and I ask you, how many of them care about those lives lost? Those innocent victims, the children? I imagine not many, as for me I don’t care for most of them, I see this as a result of living amongst mortals for hundreds of years. But my family here, El and Jason, for Darren, my progeny, yes, I’d kill without consequence to save their lives. Outside of that, no. But that said, should I happen upon an innocent being mauled or attacked by another, regardless of species- whether human or immortal, I would obviously kill the perpetrator. And I’d bask in that glory of righteous indignation. Sometimes, and as we’re all being loved up here and open, sometimes righteous indignation and that alone feeds my dark and corrupt soul. I think your view of your children is romantic at best and misguided at worse, most blood suckers abide by a code of not killing, and only feeding from the evil because a higher authority set that precedent some decades back, and as for the rest of us, we tend to police ourselves but not so much out of morality but more akin to keeping our species alive.”

Ambrogio shuffled in his seat, Theo and Colden’s eyes glanced at the others, Ambrogio spoke at last, “It is as I thought. You feed to exist, interesting and you take pleasure when their blood, their life force, their souls pass through your lips, but your pleasure is tainted in vengeance.”

Now Eloise felt her face, she already knew that answer but Ambrogio continued, “Is it just mechanical to you, to feed?”

Both vampires grinned, Jason answering first, his gaze fell on her, “No, it’s the most sensuous and terrifying experience encountered, even more so than sex, more potent than... um...”

Hakon snapped, “He means an orgasm, more than that but coupled with that, well that’s kind of hard to control. I’ve rarely indulged in sins of the flesh, but as memory recalls, it is exquisite. I should like to try it again, and soon. We take great pleasure in blood.”

Slowly nodding, Ambrogio looked to his two Gods beside him before addressing the others, “Well, I wouldn’t know. I was forbidden to touch my lover, only when I took her life, her blood, did my skin touch hers. I have no knowledge or experience of sex, but I’m glad the gift offers you so much... pleasure. It is life giving, but it concerns me that you take it, the most precious gift from the corrupt, the evil. It is as I feared then, the blood, your gift was designed to be taken in love, not hate, not malice and especially not in righteous indignation!” His eyes glowed red as he stared at Hakon, but his voice became softer, “But I am not blaming you, you did not know and you have, as a result, become a brutal and base species.” He sighed, his gaze falling for a second, “That is why my children are so very corrupt, for they feed on the rotten apple, on the fallen fruit, on the blackened souls of evil men. You should and you will, now and in the future take only from the pure, the benevolent. I see by your pained expressions this upsets you, because you have to kill?” 

Eloise felt the blood drain from her face, was he serious? Killing innocent people?

Kind eyes fell on her, “That is how I was made, ordered by Artemis herself Eloise but I see, perhaps then a compromise, feed only from the innocent but spare their lives...” A tiny glint in his eyes, as he shared his revelation.

Theo and Colden in the latter response, their faces shocked, an epiphany.

It was all El could do to brace a gasp, Colden... there it was. A killer, a stone-cold bloody killer. She averted her stare.

Jason glanced across the table at Hakon, both faces unmoving, too shocked to respond.

El broke the silence, “So you feed, you kill innocent people?” She glared at the trio who sat at the head of the table. Jax who’d been sat slightly away, bored now piped in, “Oh honey, they don’t hunt, people offer themselves to them, as sacrifices. Why do you think I’m here? Not for the food.”

Still, Jason and Hakon, El noted their faces like stone, they neither moved nor blinked, she suppressed a shiver, afraid to think in case he read her mind.

In unison, Jason and Hakon stood up, and together, calmly, flatly said, “No.”

Ambrogio’s eyes scrunched at the sides, Colden and Theo went to stand, Ambrogio put his hands on theirs, “It’s alright Theo, Colden. I remember when... when I felt confusion, long before the Goddess, the spiteful Gods cursed me, hexed my life and all because I loved a woman, I... I cared. So be it, you will conform but I understand, for too long you have lived, dined on the foulest of humanity, and your conscience forbids you now to do anything else- that in itself is interesting. You said a hundred years ago you had no qualms about feasting on the blameless, and yet, now I command you to, to purify yourselves, you defy me. Perhaps gentlemen, you have indeed evolved some humanity? You will do as I say, not now I see, but in time,” he shot a look at Eloise, “Whether it takes fifty years or one hundred, you will. I always get what I want,” a smug grin changed his features, “Being your God- I can do that.”

“How can you order that, and why do you take the lives of the innocent. Sacrifice is another word for murder, and there’s absolutely no need,” Eloise’s voice trembled.

Without looking at her, his reply was flat, “I am this because the Gods and the Goddess Artemis made me so- who are you to question them? Do you also condemn a lion? You believe that because I was human I should better myself more than a lion? I am the apex predator, you and your species on the other hand cause far more death, suffering, than all of mine combined. Drinking tainted blood destroys our souls, for the blood contains the souls of man, and I only take what I need, can you honestly say that about mortals?”

Before she could answer, Hakon did, “Fair point really but I don’t believe you, I was this cocky bastard in life and I now remain ever so. Regardless of whom I feed on! So your argument is flawed and another thing- you say you want us to be seen equal and you think humans will welcome a species that feeds on them?” He barked a laugh, “They won’t accept us even if they knew we only preyed on their evil- they won’t accept us knowing we eat their blood.  And by the way, we don’t kill them- we glamour them- alter their puerile and criminal minds so that they harm no other,” Hakon’s voice grew louder, animated, “Why Jason here even commanded one of his victims to not only a life without crime but a better diet.” His voice low, mocking he winked at Colden and Theo, “Better for us you see- it really does affect the taste!” Grinning he sat back.

This time Colden answered him, but looked at Ambrogio, “That’s interesting, rehabilitating the evil? And their diet. That’s very clever. Could there be some redemption in their soul, I mean the soul of a vampire in that I wonder? Look at them Father, they do not seem dispossessed.”

Eloise added, realising that Colden was taking a risk adding his unwanted opinion, “I don’t believe it’s the soul that makes vampires bad, as Jason and Hakon have said, their personality hasn’t much changed, their humanity has evolved. Surely this...”

Holding up his hands, Ambrogio’s voice was firm, “No! This is not what Artemis desired! Colden, you have already been infected with their ideas, I cannot question the will of the Goddess so who are you to?”

“Why don’t you ask her? I mean how long has it been since you spoke to your Goddess?” Eloise stated.

“You will go back and you will change your ways, now drink. This discussion is ended, I am not naive enough to question the Goddess, you should know the wrath of the Gods, the Goddess is... terrible but that is the problem, isn’t it, you don’t know so I shall tell you how I came to be what I am and how it was the only time I was able, allowed to touch my true lover was the day my teeth pierced her flesh.

“As a young man, I came to the temple of Delphi to seek the Oracle, and find out what lay in my future.

“I had to wait for many days as did everyone but eventually I saw her and what predictions she told!

“Blood and death before me, darkness and loneliness and as you can imagine having travelled from Italy to Greece to seek my future full of hope, I was paralyzed. In that state the only thing I could do was sit outside the temple and contemplate the horror of my future, and there I stayed all night, under the stars.

“But as dawn broke, and the sun rose I saw her, the most beautiful woman that I had ever seen, dressed in white, she was one of the maidens of the temple, serving her sister, the very Oracle who had told me of my future damnation.

“And for the next few morning’s I waited for her, a chance to speak to her, to get to know this woman. In a short time, and my heart was on fire, she felt the same for me, too. Her name was Selene.”

Ambrogio sighed heavily, his eyes watered, reaching for the goblet to take a sip, his hand trembled, hardly noticeable, but shook none the less.

Gulping the blood, he placed the goblet carefully down, continuing, “I asked her to marry me of course, she accepted and the love, the happiness that flowed through me filled my being, like the heat of the sun’s rays, our love was infectious and warming.

“And so again I agreed to meet her the next morning at dawn but little did I know that Apollo, the God of the Sun wanted Selene for his own, and was filled with hate that a mere mortal visiting his temple would assume to love and marry one he wanted.

“Cursing me so that I may never walk under his sun light again, I was filled with horror. Even to step outside slightly, my skin scorched, blackened, almost to flame.

“I was forced to hide in a cave, that of Hades himself but I needed to let Selene know that I hadn’t run off!

“Hades listened to my story, and made a bargain with me, that I should steal the bow of the hunter Goddess Artemis, a silver bow and bring it to him. Then he would allow Selene and I protection in Hades, but before I left, I had to leave him my soul, as a guarantee, a pledge.

“He entrusted to me a magical bow, carved from wood so that I could hunt and give offerings to Artemis, to win her favour.

“Still unable to contact Selene, I hunted a swan, using its blood as ink and a feather as a quill and wrote Selene a note to meet her before the sun rose. In my letters to my love, I scribed words of affection, poetry hoping she wouldn’t give me up and afterwards I would offer the kill, the swan to the Goddess Artemis as tribute. 

“This went on for forty-four nights.

“The forty-fifth night, I missed the swan and I was plunged into despair. My final arrow had broken, but then Artemis found me and took pity on me, on my plight and honoured me that I was such a good hunter.

“I pleaded to her to let me borrow her silver bow, just to kill one more swan to leave my true love a note,” he stared out of the temple opening, across the ocean.

Taking a deep breath, Ambrogio continued, “She agreed and lent me her precious bow, but I ran, as fast as I could, my heart almost bursting from my chest to give the bow to Hades, so he would protect Selene and I in the Underworld, alas, Artemis realized too soon.

“Before I could enter the cave, the silver burned my skin, just as the sun now did and so I couldn’t give it to Hades.

“Her wrath was terrible, with words tumbling out of my mouth, shaking in fear I told her why, I told her the whole story.

“In her compassion, she gave me the gift, the greatest gift of all, immortality. But that wasn’t all. Fangs to pierce the flesh of my prey and drain their blood but there was a catch. Selene and I could never touch one another, not ever and we had to worship Artemis exclusively, every day.

“I was young, in love and I agreed and I killed another swan, using its feather as a quill and blood as ink and quickly sent a note to Selene telling her to meet me at the docks on a certain ship, where we could run away and be free of Apollo’s curse.

“Selene did just that, she went to the ship and told the Captain to set sail immediately, as I’d asked her and we set off away from all the curses, all the blood, the death.

“That night, Selene who found me in a coffin below the cabins, removed the lid and at last we were together.

“Time passed quickly for me, and everyday my soulless heart was filled with her love, her joy but I could never touch her, never hold her in my arms. But as she grew old, weak, she became ill, yet I was the same as the day she met me, and I couldn’t stand to be in the world without her.

“Out hunting one night, I came across a swan, alone swimming in a pond, I killed it and offered it to Artemis.

“I begged her to make Selene immortal, the same as I, the thought of living for all eternity was eating me alive, my heart shattering.

“Artemis was pleased that I’d followed her every instruction, including worshiping her every day since Selene and I had escaped Apollo’s wrath.

“She told me...” he gulped hard. Theo went to put a reassuring hand on Ambrogio’s arm, but Ambrogio shook his head, frowning, bracing back his emotions, “She told me I could now touch Selene, but only once, to drink her blood. This would kill her mortal body but make her immortal.

“I was sickened by this, and I couldn’t face or even think of it, but in time, the thought of actually touching her, of my mouth to her neck, and in all those years together I had never been allowed to touch her once.

“So I did, as you guessed, she was frail, near death when I held my beloved for the first time in six decades, I trembled so much at first I could hardly see.

“As my lips touched her skin, so soft, her flesh was sweet, my teeth pierced her skin, and I drank her blood- in that moment I knew I had lost the love of my life and with her my humanity died.

“As her lifeforce drifted up, the moon brightened, and there my Selene became the Goddess of moonlight, her light, her rays that touch and caressed me, I felt her essence from those silver beams. And so, I have every night since, for over two and a half millennia.”

He glanced at Eloise, “Yes, that’s why everywhere I sit in this sterile palace, her light shines on me, it’s as close as I can be to her.”

Swallowing hard, Eloise asked quietly, “What did you do after that? You haven’t been here all that time?” Shock made her voice shake; her mouth dry in horror of his past.

She wondered if he felt the same, he took a gulp of blood, “No, I went back to Italy, to Florence where I grew up and wandered for centuries, decades... who knows? I came here recently. Theo is my first progeny, and we travelled the world together. Colden here, well, Colden was born in America but came to England in servitude until Theo found him.” Affectionally he smiled at Colden, “He was lost to us for a long time, but the bond of the first, the Immortal Gods is unbreakable. We cannot die, only in sunlight, but not fire, stakes, nothing... We know, we’ve tried.”

“Except the sun,” Eloise muttered, and added, “But they walk in the sun?” She gestured to Jason and Hakon.

His brows knotting, Ambrogio frowned, “Truly?”

Theo and Colden leaned forward, “How is that possible?”

Jason offered, his voice full of respect, “Maybe because our diet is, in your eyes, contaminated, varied? I have always been able to do this, though I do burn but not into a fit of flames. I am weaker, we all are under the sunlight, more potent at night but we can do it.”

Hakon commented, his face smug along with his voice, ascending, “You’re afraid to anger your Goddess and Gods, not surprising having heard your tale.” Stopping to take a sip of the sweet metallic fluid, he then continued, trying to suppress his excitement, “But you see, we, too, know powerful allies, some could even call them friends.” He looked at Eloise and Jason, “Lucius! I bet he’s got some contacts, and maybe even our young Austin? We’ve all heard about their run in with Zeus, return us home and let me call them, I can at least ask. I’m telling you now, if you proceed with your course of action not only will you be at war with every other supernatural species on the planet,” his tone dropped, his voice throaty, “And there are millions of them but also humans will find out and that’ll spell our annihilation and that if the other supernaturals. Come, at least ponder it, imagine if say Zeus were to speak...”

But Hakon never had the chance to finish, the ground reverberated, temple walls shook, shock wave through the ancient building, leaping up Ambrogio grabbed El and the seven fled through the side entrance which led to the beach, once out of the place Ambrogio shouted, “You see! Even to speak of that, you have angered Artemis! Now my home is ruined and I...”

He spun around so that he was facing away from them, looking at that inky black sea, laden storm clouds covered the moon hiding her light, Ambrogio fell to his knees and wept.

By his side, Theo wrapped an arm around him, soothing words coming from him.

Jax said nothing, her face was neutral and Eloise wondered if it was just another job for her but Colden, his white gold eyes now with the hint of crimson stepped towards the trio. 

“We must say no more of this,” then almost inaudible he added, “For now. Come, I will take you home.”

Extending his arm, his palm touched El’s shoulder, warmth and passion, ardent, obsessive made her gasp.

He twitched his head, wide eyes questioned her response, Jason stepped between them, “I’m guessing your energy is potent, your maker being the Father of all vampires.”

He shrugged, “Theo is my maker but yes... potent. I haven’t spent much time around humans, since... we should go.”

He turned his back on them, making signs in the air that left trails of light, violets, greens, silvers and before them energy whipped into a vacuum, toppling over Eloise, Hakon and Jason fell to their knees in the little wood where they’d started.

Dazed and trembling, they tried to get their bearing. Colden watched them, his movements unhuman, then he inhaled the air, his eyes darting around. Crouching in front of Jason, tilting his head almost birdlike, Colden held out his hand. 

Hesitantly Jason took it, startled by his cold touch, vampires ran cold for sure but Colden was freezing, like ice.

“Why did you help us, won’t Ambrogio punish you?” Jason asked.

Colden surveyed Jason’s face, looking to the others, he reached out to Eloise, she shook her head, heaving herself up, Hakon followed suit.

“You weren’t prisoners’, you only had to say the word. As it was, with Artemis angered, I thought it safer, well as safer as it can be. Why are your friends waving so frantically? Have they not seen a time portal before?”

Eloise sighed relief, “Austin!” She strode over to him and Lucius, “Wait!” Colden shouted.

It took her a few seconds to realize she could see them, but not hear them, she glanced at Colden who strode over to the edge of the wood, as she stared closer, she realized a transparent barrier blocked them, but with a careful eye she could just make out tiny darts of energy, silver bolts of light like pin pricks in a black, cloudy sky.

“Was it you, you and Theo buried in the woods?” She panted, wonder flooding out.

His face still, he blinked which looked... unnatural on him. Like melting chocolate, he replied, “Yes, why yes it was. How did you know?”

Shrugging, she asked, “Why, how?”

Moving his head slowly, he leaned in, his breath coppery and sweet, “I don’t know Eloise, reborn maybe? Sometimes we sleep for a time, well, Theo has, as has Ambrogio I think. I am not so old so have only gone to ground,” he flinched. “Once of my own accord,” pulling back abruptly, she saw his body stiffen. A bad memory relived, he turned away to face her friends.

Again, Colden wrote, using his fingers in the air, again energy trails of light, this time the light streams were longer, glinting under the late evening sky like shards of wet glass glistening.

She braced, Jason and Hakon now by her side as Colden finished, a flurry of explosion as the light burst and then Austin and Lucius’s voices were loudly audible.

Rushing to each other, Austin cut in before his teacher, “Oh my God, we thought for sure we’d lost you for good! We sensed great darkness in here the other week, you should’ve said that you were going to traipse around the place, it is highly dangerous! And who’s this lost God, bloody hell,” Austin stared right into Colden, then shuddered, “You’re powerful! What the fuck are you?” Austin spluttered.

“Colden, meet Austin, subtle as a brick this one!” Hakon sniggered.

“I know who he is, at least I’ve heard of him, and Lucius,” Colden veered back from the mages, his lip slightly twisted down.

“What?” Was Austin’s reply.

Lucius was cool, surveying the blonde-haired man, with the white-gold eyes, “You are... different from any vampire I ever met. Pure blood? No, not it, how then?”

Turning away from the mages, Colden surveyed the trio. “You should listen to Father’s advice, to anger Artemis, well... you’ve seen her power.”

“We’ve seen nothing but parlour tricks, and tell me,” Hakon snapped, his voice strained now that his mouth was off the leash, “How the bloody hell will Ambrogio win the hearts of man if he’s drinking innocent mortal blood- he might be the first of our kind, but he’s also a little touched! A walking contradiction.”

Colden sighed, “It is not our place...”

“No, I don’t follow orders Colden, I give them. Now forgive me if I don’t bow to our Immortal God but I’ve been here a millennium and yesterday- or today, or what the hell this is, that’s the first I’ve known about him, so no! Feeding off the evil doesn’t contaminate us, our souls!” He spat the words with amused contempt, “As if, our souls were damned the minute we died and drank human blood to survive. The first time we feasted on mortal blood, we were damned beyond all, but in all my time, I’ve never suffered thus- though being immortal can seem like a curse in itself. Maybe it’s different for you- you’re only once removed from Ambrogio, but me, Jason? For all we know,”

“Hakon, that’s enough. I think Colden understands our predicament differs from his, we do not have to resort to insulting him. It’s interesting Ambrogio’s proposition, crazy but interesting. Drink the blood of innocents, apparently makes us purer, stronger, unless he means from humans who willingly offer themselves, sacrifice? I can’t imagine that- only the Mezzo Americans held that kind of sway, and then only from fear in far, far removed civilization.  And so I don’t even begin to understand how you think this feeding on the blameless, far from moral, will change anything except make us hate ourselves more and along with that, ensure humans fear us?” Jason questioned Colden.

His smooth voice, Colden replied, “Humans have always been willing to give me their blood, their life, so I do not understand your predicament? Though the thought of hunting sends my blood pumping, drinking blood has always been more ritual. You’ve seen with your own eyes my power, that power descended straight from Ambrogio, that is what it is to be vampire. You and your friend here seem, and I mean no insult, a weaker version. With your power restored, you will not have to beg humans to comply- they will. They won’t be able to refuse, it is who we are.”

Angry, Eloise chided him, “So humans, we won’t be equals, we will be subordinate?”

A wry grin wrapped Colden’s perfect face, a slight nod, his voice was a quiet whisper, ignoring the muffled groans of the mages behind them, “You are already subordinate, if we choose Eloise. The fact that I don’t compel you is my choice, I choose to view you as equal, even though you are not, technically. I could make you do anything, and I mean anything I choose. The fact that I don’t is completely my choice, I am not human. I have no need to prove myself to you or your race, or even my own. But you are the weaker species, best not to forget that. And the other thing... I like you.” Uncharacteristically, he winked at her so fast that only she saw it.

Austin cut in, “You use magic? Not many vampires do that. So, what, you want to subdue the human race, feed on our people, we won’t...”

His voice raised suddenly, Colden shot Austin a look that froze the young mage in his tracks, “No! We do not want to be your overlords, that would be... too easy. But we do need to feed to survive, we are merely stating that taking blood from the filth of your species, by the way is only allowing ourselves the rubbish from your society, like feeding from bins! We should take from the best, but we do not have to kill to feed, or so you seem to believe Hakon?” He turned sharply, locking eyes with Hakon, who was caught off guard.

Slightly flustered, Hakon stared at him, “Yes, yes that’s right. It’s rare I kill outright, unless the person in question is particularly vile. As a matter of fact...” he stopped himself having second thoughts about revealing that he kept criminals in his basement, however fine and plush their living conditions, his supply of humans to feed on wouldn’t go down well with Austin. Lucius probably wouldn’t care, but Austin would. So, he bluffed it, “I usually hunt in the rougher areas,” as was his character, Hakon’s voice was dramatic, rising and falling as he recounted his thrill of the hunt, “I enjoy the chase, the fear I induce in those who seek to bring about devastation on others, I like them to know that there are deadlier, more dangerous predators out there- me! And I take their blood, and then whilst they are paralyzed, my venom freezing them and under my compulsion I re-programme their tiny minds, making them lead better lives, too afraid to hurt another- regardless of what that other is! I admit, Colden, I would not easily give that up, I get what you’re saying, but I like, no, love the thrill of the hunt! Could I not do both?”

Colden scanned them all, shrugging, which Eloise thought unnatural for him, “It is a start. I would like to try hunting but the thought of contaminating myself with the lowest form human blood,” he shuddered.

“I understand, I think. What will you do now, return to Ambrogio?” Hakon asked.

Colden nodded, and began to draw sigils, Austin and Lucius gasping at the sparkling trails of light from the runic designs, then he was gone.

“Well, that was different,” Jason chided. “What the bloody hell... El, I’d best get you home.”

“Not so fast my fanged friends, what the heck happened, where were you?” Austin asked as he cocked his head.

“God knows,” Jason replied. “We were here, then something grabbed us and we were in a portal, like ancient Greece fighting ghosts, Harpies and a wrath of Reapers! El, too. We met Ambrogio, the supposed Father of all vampires, the first vampire. He demands we feast on only innocent blood, saying that criminal blood is tainted, lessening our power.”

Hakon cut in, “He wants immunity from humans, so that we can live as one big happy family, he’s intent on it, though his Goddess, Artemis, seems to concur with this absurdity. Still, he is right, virgin blood is sweeter, I know, I know. It’s politically incorrect of me to say, but back in my day we, or I, took blood where ever I could find it. It sent me into a sort of swoon, but I hadn’t done that for...well a while. I’m not sure how the rest of the community would respond- well I can actually.”

Austin went to speak, Lucius placed his hand on Austin’s arm, “Of course Ambrogio is right, one-hundred per cent. By feeding from the low life’s, their souls are contaminated, and thus so is their blood. Pure blood is sweeter, stronger. But we have all adapted to this new age, humanity rules. What are Ambrogio’s motives?”

Jason answered him, “As we said, to live alongside humanity, but Colden suggested that by taking blood of innocents, humans will become compliant to us, therefore we take up place out of the shadows, and we choose to see them as equal.” He stopped, shooting a glance to Eloise, “I’m sorry if this makes you uncomfortable,” he shrugged. “This is how some elders think I’m afraid. Ambrogio has been cut off from humanity for possibly centuries, I wonder if a stint in the modern world would do him good? I for one don’t relish exposing our kind to mortals, and the thought of compelling people, it doesn’t sit right with me. Like Hakon, I enjoy the hunt too much, I am a predator. I also know that innocent blood tastes better, it is stronger but that doesn’t make it right. Especially when the world is packed with corrupt and evil people.”

“Well, maybe you won’t have a choice, I know of Ambrogio and Artemis. You may need to buckle your seat-belts, if he’s coming to this time, with the Goddess on his side, you won’t have much choice. There are many vampires, and shifters who agree with them, you might find yourselves in the minority,” Lucius advised quietly.

Austin’s face dropped, “You serious? You can’t be on their side surely?”

Lucius shook his head, “It has nothing to do with sides Austin, it has more to do with fate. If the Father of all vampires decides it, and remember he is a true Immortal, as is Colden- you saw his power. You, as a powerful mage could not stand up to him. I remember vampires like that, few and far between, but Colden, Ambrogio and Theo if I remember rightly, the true Immortal Gods, they will not be challenged without death. My next question is, why did they let you go?”

Eloise answered Lucius, “Hakon and Jason were telling them how they don’t kill innocent people, how they hunt criminals. Colden seemed interested, the temple we were in shook, it seemed we angered their Goddess.”

“Oh shit...” was all that Lucius said, his gaze looking to the ground.

“Oh shit? Is that all Lucius?” Hakon snapped.

Lucius tightened his jaw, ushered to Austin to go and the group split up, Jason took El home, Hakon wanted to see Darren but thought to himself, perhaps a little detour first?
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Insurgence.
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Hakon decided to drive back to Clifton, but park away from home. The area Hakon lived in was affluent, the architecture outstanding, neoclassical, landscaped gardens and expensive cars adorned every street. This was where the wealthiest of the city lived, it was marked territory, his territory.

Walking around the suburban areas away from the main city street, Hakon breathed deeply, the streets smelt clean here, money had a different scent. He knew some of the residents, all of the vampires who lived here- after all they had had to seek his permission to live in this part of the city, which was situated rather logically he thought, high above the rest of Bristol, and aside from the King of Hell’s residence, who fortunately now lived in Bath, Hakon surveyed his hunting grounds with a new-found relish.

The thought from Ambrogio had planted a seed, the taste of innocent blood, he knew it only too well.

As night fall descended around him, the pale blue turning light grey, he walked with ease to one of the large parks, clustered with trees, then found himself sitting on a bench, watching the prosperous mortals returning home, or out for an evening stroll, he contemplated Ambrogio’s offer and wondered which human would approach him first.

A rush of excitement filled his belly as a woman, stylish around thirty years old he guessed, though who knew these days, approached him, a small glance, she flashed a smile and sat at the other end of the bench.

Wearing smart jeans, a black sweater and red hair that matched her lipstick, he looked away grinning like a school boy.

It was too easy.

“Beautiful evening isn’t it? I love this part of the city,” His voice like warm syrup, he leaned forward, resting his hands on his legs, making himself look only vaguely interested.

“Yes, it is. You can see the whole city from up here and watch the sun sink away.”

He stayed silent for a moment, then added, “I’ve lived here years, and I must admit I’d never bothered to do that, but I certainly will from now on. We’re fortunate indeed to live here,” and gesturing with his arm, “This is the best part of the city after all.” Hakon leaned back surveying the view and inhaling her sweet apple scent. Tingling sensations tickled his spine, his belly. He couldn’t help but smile to himself.

She smiled back but didn’t reply.

“My name is Hakon,” he offered his hand.

Glancing at him sideways she took a moment but then she looked into his eyes, and that he thought, that was her second mistake.

Transfixed she sat there under his spell as he muttered, “Come on love, I’m hungry, you?”
She answered in a somewhat hazy way that she was, and on the bench for all to see, he mustered up to her, pulling her into him, nestling into her neck. He knew it looked like they were making out to people passing by, and a few gasps showed he was right. After all, that was not the type of civilised behaviour up here, and that sent a thrill through him, through his body but he wouldn’t have her. Some things were below him, although many vampires, especially when new, lured men and women into sex through their powers of passion, he was too mature to use that as an excuse. But her blood, now that was different.
She gasped, then moaned as his teeth pierced her moisturized neck, drawing on her blood, his excitement, ardour grew.

Stopping almost as soon as he began, he sat back, no blood left on his experienced lips, he touched her arm.

“Same time tomorrow?”

She was still dazed, caught in the trap of the poison that rendered all victims of vampires unmovable, but he knew she would. He didn’t know her name, he liked that.

Straining, getting up he realized though he had to get some release and pondered, the brothel? A supernatural brothel was located privately in Clifton, a remnant from the previous King of Hell whose sexual appetite had been legendary.

A pit stop, if I’m to do this right, I need to find love and maybe this red headed beauty could be it? But that meant opening up, the thought of El tugged at his heart, but she was a lost cause, he wondered that he could in theory seduce her, maybe, but he wouldn’t kill off his only two friends. No, he would find out the name of this woman. Maybe, I’d need to get to know her? If not, I’ll have to start dating. Dating and taking pure blood. I can still hunt, just not feed and until I find a lover of my own, the Sin Bar it is.

He waited until the red head had come to, beaming her a wicked smile full of passion, he wanted to ensure her safety, thinking that he may be a predator, forced to feed on human blood, but he was still a gentleman, except in the bedroom.

He saw to it that she was safely on the main street, making small talk as he linked arms with her, excitement building in him. Then he left to take the back streets that coiled further up the hill to the elegant house that doubled as both brothel and opium den. His smile turned to a grin, he would be good, but that took time, so in between, time to be bad. Very bad...

––––––––
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For the first time in days, Eloise was home alone. She didn’t have to work tonight, she’d sent Jason away on the pretext of needing some space, which now she had it, she realised she needed it.

Looking at her phone, a slew of messages from family, from work were too overwhelming, she wanted to sleep for a week. Something made her restless, like her soul was begging for her to change.

After a shower Eloise climbed into bed, switched off the light and lay there, her head a clatter of thoughts. After an hour, she gave up, she couldn’t sleep, it was only ten o clock, she decided to do something random.

Kohling up her eyes, she got out her boots, text some friends she hadn’t seen in months and called an Uber. She was going out, with humans, alcohol and take aways. No vampires, mages, demons or gods, just regular people and drinks.

As the Uber pulled up, her body relaxed properly, she mused it must be the first time in months.

Her friends regularly went to the same bars in the city, all of them rock bars and this one was no exception.

To the un-ordained, the residents looked threatening, large boots, black make-up, dark clothes and bass-lines that would shatter glass, but underneath the make-up, the costumes, the music, the people were the kindest, and most genuine you could meet. Perhaps, she wondered because we wear masks on the outside, we don’t hide who we are on the inside?

They mocked her, Jess with her purple and black hair, white face and extreme Egyptian eyeliner, Rob, a metal head who’d never cut his hair and proudly told everyone he met and Lucas, a sweet guy who’d had a crush on her, and she him- though he didn’t know it, his honey-blonde mop of wavy hair, Lucas always stood out. Wearing pale blue sweat top and paler jeans, his black rimmed glasses complimented his sharp but tired features. The least extreme of them all, besides her. He was masculine in an elegant way- reminding her slightly of Colden.

Rob, Lucas and Jess all worked for the hospital in varying roles. They were cool with not hearing from each other, the Health Service demanded long hours, hard work, emotionally challenging situations and wasn’t exactly big on the work/life balance.

Raising a pint, a camaraderie between them, Rob quizzed her with questions, Lucas looked uncomfortable.

“So, you’re hooked up with some rich dude then El, honestly we thought you’d forgotten us,” Rob laughed.

She looked at her drink, but knew they’d demand answers, details. 

“I don’t know about his money- what makes you say that?”

Happy to oblige her, “In the last few months you’ve been at hospitals with various men El- one when you visited Damien, another visiting a patient you’d set up a meeting with social workers for. We know everyone as do you, they reported and I quote for the latter one, a smouldering hunk wearing designer jeans and jumper with a grin that could melt hearts. So?”

Nodding she answered, “That’s not my boyfriend, he’s a friend. He was giving me a lift to the hospital.” 

Jess smirked, “Judging by the way he watched you, so we were told, it sounds like he’d like it to be more. So what about the other guy- the one with the accent and long hair when you visited Damien?”

Again, she shook her head, trying to block out the image of Josias’s severed head from her mind.

“Friend. And before you ask, I met them through friends, and as good looking as they are, they’re not the sort of men you date.”

Raising her eyebrows Jess smirked, “What does that even mean, are they married?”

“No! I just mean they’re trouble. A lot of it! And who needs more of that!”

“So, who are you dating then- you kind of spilled the beans earlier?” Rob enquired. 

Rolling her eyes, she flashed a glance at Lucas who was hiding behind his pint, “I’m kind of seeing a guy. That’s all.”

“I think not,” Jess laughed. “What does he do, how did you meet him? Look, it’s so rare any of us date- finding the time for one thing, it’s your job to tell us. So we can remember what dating is like.” 

El laughed and sank back in her chair, she’d forgotten what it was just to hang out with friends, no monsters, no vampires, no blood. In that moment, she wasn’t sure that she was ready to give them up and live in the shadows.

“I’ll tell you what, you catch me up on your lives, then I’ll tell you but there really isn’t much to say, I mean we’re not really dating and we haven’t even been on a proper date.”

She noticed from the corner of her eye Lucas’s body relaxed. She could be dating him, he was warm, his honey- blonde hair fell in waves just past his ears, small hazel eyes and pale lips that were slightly too big, his lean body.

He worked in Haematology, running samples, testing bloods. Funny, she thought, that the men she liked always had a thing for blood. Lucas was messy and kind, irrational at times and disorganised- complete opposite of Jason. With the talk of vampire’s coming out from the darkness and feeding from innocents, anxiety held her in its sway wondering which way she should go next...

“Aghh, my favourite woman!”

Jumping, Eloise nearly spilled her drink as Hakon’s voice bellowed through her. Turning, he stood behind her, his grin wicked, mischief in his eyes he held a bottle of beer and scanned her friends. He smelt of sin, of sex. Her body tightened, What the hell!  

“May I join you? I only ask because it seems my friends have been waylaid.”

“I didn’t think you drank here?” She replied, her voice high.

“Well normally I don’t, but after recent events of the most disturbing kind, I found myself wondering and evaluating my life, such as it is, and I realised that I needed to go out. I’d say more, but then until I was struck by tragedy, I never went out at all, and I remembered this place El, from our previous visits.”

Jess’s mouth hung open, Hakon raised a brow then flashed a smile at her, as Eloise moved over, he grabbed a chair and joined them.

He didn’t wait to be introduced, excitedly he held out his hand to Jess first, “May I? I’m Hakon, obviously a friend of El’s and if I may presume, a good friend?”

“Jess, nice to meet you.” He then did the same to a bemused Rob, who grunted his name and then Lucas, who flashed a glance at El.

A second between Hakon and Lucas, each other staring, but said nothing. Lucas refused Hakon’s handshake.

“I hope I’m not intruding on your night out, I won’t stay long, but I have to say it is refreshing to meet El’s friends. This is an interesting little place. Been here since seventeen-forty-one I believe.” Leaning into the group, Hakon lowered his voice, adding a dramatic pause, “A place back then where merchants gathered to discuss foul play, disputes,” and then leaning back, “And more mundane matters like debt collecting, but you know, you had to be there really.” He winked at Jess who by now was mesmerized. Eloise stiffened in her seat, angry that he’d encroached on her social life. Nothing was sacred anymore, now her friends could be in danger, now that a vampire sat with them.

Hakon called out Lucas, “Known El long?”

Lucas was immediately aware that Hakon had seen him staring at El, “Yeah, years. You?”

“A few months, but she helped me through some terrible times, so it feels longer. So, I’m guessing you all work at the hospital?”

Seething with anger, El lashed out at Hakon, “Have you just got laid or something Hakon, because although I haven’t known you long, you’re very... full of yourself.”

His lips widened, large eyes, he grinned like a guilty adolescent, “That could be it El, you offering? I am known for my virility.”

“Who uses that word?” Rob said spitting his beer out in laughter and shock.

Lucas rolled his eyes, wishing that the charismatic dick would leave, trying to will him away. Hakon picked up on it, realising that Lucas had a thing for her, without turning his head, he noticed in his peripheral vision that she was staring at Lucas. He knew, though, in the first few seconds of getting there that Lucas wasn’t human, or vampire.

He couldn’t help but grin. Instinct or just being immortal told him Lucas knew what he was, both men catching glimpses at one another, Lucas restraining a sneer.

“What do you do?” Jess’s words were almost slurred with wonder, El widened her eyes at Jess, who ignored her.

Hakon took the bait, “Not much to be honest, Jess. I’m rich so I have no need of making money, and then there’s the other thing...”

Gritting her teeth, El spoke through them, “Don’t say it, just don’t...”

Lucas sat forward, his face shocked, his lips slightly parted, and Rob- pure human Hakon knew, just like Jess, grinned, his face reddened from drink, sweeping his long hair away from his chubby face and ice blue eyes, answered Hakon. “Other thing? What, you a hooker or something?” He sniggered.

Hakon waited, his eyes small, smirking, he licked his top lip and looked right at Lucas, “No Rob, though a fine profession that would be, getting paid to get laid, so long as you could choose your clients, am I right?”

Rob, on his fifth pint, chuckled just enjoying the charade of this rich eccentric guy.

Leaning in, Hakon whispered, “I’m a vampire, so no, I don’t work nine to five, as you say, love.” He sat back surveying El, and then her friends, again she rolled her eyes and shook her head, “What are you doing here Hakon?”

“Vampire?” Jess sniggered. “Would you bite me? I won’t believe you until you do!”

He could see Lucas restraining himself, rolling his lips instead of snarling, growling-whatever but Jess and Rob, heady with alcohol, laughed at the avant-garde man, dressed in his bespoke casual clothes in a pub full of Goths, his English accent exacting.

Standing suddenly, Hakon held open his arms, his smile full of sin and sex, “Why Jess, I’ll do it now, here. I cannot refuse a bite, that would be rude.”

His eyes traced her face, her purple and black hair intrigued him, she wasn’t as hot as the redhead, she seemed a little rough around the edges, which excited him. Where El was slim, Jess was curvy, glad that he’d gone to the brothel before he came here, he now felt the need again. Strange, I haven’t had desires like this for decades, now all at once! He wondered if the innocent blood had a helping hand in that...

Shuffling his chair out of the way, El gripped his arm, grabbing at his skin, “No! You will not bite my friend’s you psycho! Just fuck off Hakon.” Small, kohl black eyes drove into his, her grip pinching his skin. He felt wild...

“Well that rather depends on Jess, doesn’t it, El? You cannot keep all your men away from your friends when they are so beautiful, I thought we’d agreed to share.” His face looked like he was genuinely stunned, wide eyed and frowning, as if this was a conversation they’d had previously, “I can see you and Lucas have the hots for each other, you know me, nothing like succumbing to your passions, why I’d take the whole lot of you. Don’t be shocked Rob, your small mindedness to ideas of pleasures that you deny yourself,” he sighed transfixing Rob with his eyes, “Such a human notion. Still, I can see my good friend is angry, and so Jess, rather than upset her I will leave.” He winked, “Maybe I’ll see you later?”

He turned to leave and spun around too fast, “It was a pleasure meeting you all, I’ll see you tomorrow El, don’t be late!” He leant forward planting a kiss on her head, and shot a gaze at Jess, widening his eyes, the tip of his tongue touching the side of his lip.

She was hooked, “El!” she groaned, “What the hell! Give me his number!”

“You owe Jess that El, if you’re not sleeping with him,” Rob supported his friend. “I might want it, too!” He grinned like a naughty boy.

Sucking in her cheeks, El looked at Lucas who now looked like he didn’t know her at all, “No, he’s dangerous. Believe me. Trust me, if he wants, he’ll find you. He doesn’t need a number.”

“What, he’ll change into a bat and fly through my window?” Jess laughed. 

An idea sprung into Eloise’s head, “Exactly! You see, he’s charming, well he’s actually an ex-psychiatric patient, that’s where I met him when I was visiting Damien. I took an interest in him because he’d been in psych care his whole life, and was due for release...” As soon as the lies came out, she knew she couldn’t back them up and her friends, and theirs in the psych hospital would confirm it a lie.

But at least she knew that right now what she’d have to do. If she wanted to remain with her human friends, she’d have to kill him and get someone like Jason or maybe Colden to mesmerize her into forgetting everything that had happened in the last few months. If she wanted normal. And right now, normal was wonderful...

Lucas bought her a drink, Rob and Jess left, Jess fuming that El wouldn’t allow her friend a date with the vampire. Greedy El, all the guys and none to share, but as they went, El confessed to Lucas, “He is dangerous, I’m angry as hell that he followed me here. I don’t know Lucas; one false move and your life takes a completely different direction.”

He put his arm around her, his scent sweet and heady, familiar and his body, warm so unlike Jason. Jason and his human lunch.

What she didn't know was at a table at the back, hidden in an alcove, Jason sat and watched. Watching as the love of his life was slipping away...

He hadn’t known she would be there, heck he’d been drinking here along with Hakon for nearly two hundred years. Of course, he’d seen her here in the past, he’d also watched Hakon make a bloody ass of himself, and was pleased that Hakon had been so wrapped up in his ego that he’d failed to notice Jason.

A low growl as Jason contemplated the fleeting glances Hakon had thrown at El, but then he hadn’t stepped over the line. Another thought occurred, what the hell was Hakon doing out anyway, he hated society but then Jason realised. He’d been keeping an eye on El who now sat cosied up with an immortal man. He couldn’t blame her even though his heart was crushed, he was a threat, a predator who fed on blood. That guy, Lucas, she believed was, just as she, mortal, warm and fed on love. But the truth was in fact, his species was much more dangerous.

“Come on let me take you home, you’re tired, I can feel it,” Lucas offered.

Eloise didn’t want to leave but then again, her bed called as did time away from drama, gods and monsters.

“No problem, I’ll just call a taxi, good to see you Lucas. You’re just the medicine I needed.” She hauled herself up, Lucas did the same watching her expressions.

“El, may I talk honestly?”

“I know what you’re going to say, but I already know. Hakon is a friend, I can’t explain everything but he is, and yes he’s dangerous and an asshole at times. His arrogance is finely honed but he does have another side, he’s just not great at expressing that. I enjoyed seeing you tonight,” she hugged him, and he her back. 

Keeping her close he whispered, “I’ll be watching your back El, now I insist that I’m taking you home. I only had two drinks so I’m perfectly fine.”

She shrugged giving in, the hairs on the back of Jason’s neck prickled, breathing heavily he suppressed a growl. I’m watching you Lucas...

Keeping his distance, he followed them out, wanting to know Lucas’s car and registration number. 

Once they were in Lucas’s car, Jason got into his to call Hakon.

But Hakon didn’t pick up, he was out busy following ‘Father’s’ orders.

A bone chilling tremble flooded Jason, throwing his car into gear he sped off only hoping that the beast had driven El home. 

Parking a few roads away, he saw that Lucas’s car was outside El’s house, he decided to phone her, it was late but they usually kept nocturnal hours.

No answer, so he looped back and drove to Hakon’s, weaving through the back streets hoping to get there quick. Seething with jealousy and stupidity, why oh why had he talked about drinking the blood of innocent people! No wonder she’s fallen into another’s arms. Lucas was hot, a long-time friend and she thought human. It was exactly the gifts that Lucas’s species used. Groaning with heart-ache, he drove too fast arriving at Hakon’s house in ten minutes.

Tense, he sensed his friend, trying the door which was unlocked Jason rushed in.

Gasping as he found Theo, Colden, Darren all talking eagerly with Hakon.

A slight raise of his brows Hakon noted, “Ah, I see you met Lucas then? I knew you were there hidden in the back of the pub Jason- I’d know your scent a mile away. From your demeanour, I’m guessing he took her home then?”

Darren frowned, “Eloise? Is she ok?”

To this both Colden and Theo looked on with baited breath.

“She’s not answering her phone, bloody hell. All that talk of draining innocents has driven her into the arms of a far worse monster!” A sheen of bloody sweat glistened on Jason’s forehead, running his fingers through his hair, his face, wide eyed as his chest rose and fell rapidly.

Theo stood, his presence demanding, “Let me help. As one of Ambrogio’s first, I wield much power, as does my progeny here, Colden. What is she with?”

“Well that’s just the thing isn’t it, she’s with a bloody fae!”

Hakon was calm, nodded, “I see, yes, even for me they present a problem but not infallible. I think I know his motives. She was smitten with him, they’ve no doubt known each other a long time, some dangerous competition Jason, but obviously she assumes he’s human, so, we go there now, tell her?” Hakon’s voice was questioning.

“No, yes, God I don’t know!” Jason’s face was full of worry. 
“They’re not all bad, maybe this one has good intentions. After all, if they’ve been friends a long time then he can’t be truly awful. I’ve come across some that weren’t evil,” Colden added.
“As have I,” Darren agreed with him. “I say leave her alone, look at the shit she’s been through since she’s met us. It’s not surprising, to me at least.” He sparked up a cigarette, Hakon frowned and Jason went to speak but Darren’s words, he hadn’t said it in a cutting way but Jason felt stung. It was after all the truth. He wanted to argue but maybe Colden and Darren had a point, if she had known this Lucas for ages and he hadn’t harmed her... but he was too upset. He wanted her in his arms, he was an idiot agreeing with Ambrogio, or even contemplating his suggestions in front of El.

“Look, tell you what, we’ll check in later, make sure she’s ok. We could ask Austin to scry...”

Raising his hands up Jason almost yelled, “Oh God no, spying on her for whatever reason, imagine if she found out. No. But yes to checking she’s fine later.”

Darren spoke, his cigarette still in his mouth, muffling his voice, “If she found out? You’re a dumbass Jason, they could be in the sack- what will you do then? Leave it man, you are trouble, both of you.” He shot a glare at Hakon. “Leave her the hell alone, what will be will be! Look, he’s fae, so she’d definitely find him hot- that’s a given. And warm, unlike our reptilian skin. You can’t force her, well you could compel her but if you did that, hell I’d take your head. Just chill the fuck out.”

Sitting down, Jason’s pale face had a faint sheen of arctic blue, putting his hand to his forehead, he was too dumbstruck to talk.

Theo looked from Jason to Hakon, who raised a brow, a slight nod.

Theo saw the cue, “Ok, then it is agreed Hakon. You will tell your others, what we discussed earlier?”

Hakon nodded once and Jason, his jaw clenched, a shiver of dread ran through him. “What have you discussed, surely not what Ambrogio considered? In the name of the gods!” The cold sheen of sweat broke out again, slightly dizzy, he felt like his world was going to Hell. Literally.

“Calm yourself Jason, you’re a predator, that’s what we do! And I agree at first it sounds barbaric, well, maybe not barbaric but less than desirable. But Theo here and Colden, the sway they have on mortals, you should see for yourself before you judge. Come, let us go out and show him. I confess at first, I wasn’t sold on the idea,” his voice full of excitement Hakon continued, “But I tried it earlier. I did not kill my meal ticket, but the taste, the energy, I had forgotten that. The blood of the innocent is by far more potent than that of the evil, and I will demonstrate. Besides, these mortals think nothing of taking what they want, what pleases them, so why should we? Were it the other way around, do you think they’d argue morality about it, or would they in fact just harvest us like so many seeds?”

His face in shock, Jason put his hand back to his forehead, “I cannot believe I’m hearing this.  It’s because you got laid isn’t it? Admit it, you haven’t had sex since the twenties, and now, don’t look like that, you smell like a whore’s bedroom. Bloody hell Hakon!”

He could see Darren chuckling in the background, watching his maker, shaking his head.

Hakon chided Jason, his voice biting, “Well Jason, you’re a fine one to talk. Perhaps if you’d consummated your relationship with El she wouldn’t be in bed with that fae right now? Think about it, it is odd is it not? You’re right, your cold nature drove her away. Were you a proper vampire, you’d have seduced and therefore claimed her long ago!”

Jason continued, exasperated, “A proper vampire? What the actual? Am I in a horror film from the seventies or something? It ain’t all sparkles and seduction Hakon. I love her, she wasn’t ready.” He bit his lip, glancing away in fury, “And I... I wouldn’t want to scare her. As for Ambrogio’s ideas, show me if you will, I won’t be convinced and I will not comply. But then I’m checking El is safe, with or without you.”

“Careful brother, before you dismiss us so completely. A lone vampire is a vulnerable vampire in these times, as you well know. Long gone are the days of hiding in shadows. I’m looking forward to seeing the results, though, I feel my maker exaggerates, we’ll see I guess,” Darren muttered.

Hakon’s face beamed, his smile lighting up his face, arms outstretched, “Come on then, let’s go get dinner shall we gentlemen?”

Jason sighed, following his depraved friends to the cars parked out front.
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Touch of Magic.
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Lucas was warm, familiar and safe. Eloise wondered why she’d dismissed him in the past, though they’d both had the hots for each other for a long time, she realised that since she’d met Jason, Lucas had just fallen off her radar, the vampire being more exciting, passionate, dangerous. She blinked at her own shallowness, her stupid attitude, that here was a man, safe and loving who liked her for herself. And he was sexy as hell, he smiled at her as though he could read her thoughts, his wide lips tempting, his eyes glimmered. Almost swooned by his scent, a mixture of sandalwood with orange blossom, his warm arms pulled her in, she buried her head on his shoulder, shuddering as he kissed her head.
She needed him to go, she was with Jason, she loved him, but her head warned her, Jason could be out right now draining humans. And if not now, he would be, in her heart she knew he’d follow Ambrogio. As she’d known all along that they would never last, her instinct to not give her heart to him, why she’d been so hesitant, she’d known this day would come, he would make a choice that she would have to walk away from. Little had she realised that she’d be able to fall into the arms of another, but something still nagged at her. As Colden had said to them, she was not equal. They chose to treat her with respect, but that was courtesy, wasn’t it?

Bloody hell, I’ll never be happy!

“El, you know I love you, I have for years since I’ve known you,” Lucas pulled her tighter, a light smile on his aqualine features.

“Uh, no. How could you, you don’t really know me Lucas. Look, I like you a lot, but I don’t know you well enough to love you, oh you mean as a friend?”

It felt like the more she tried, the more foot in mouth syndrome occurred. 

Lucas seemed undeterred, “No, more than a friend. I know you feel it, too. I’ve caught the way you look at me. I feel the same way too. Hakon though, a treacherous man. I’ve heard the names, Hakon sounds crazy... vampires, really El? He honestly believes that, I know you said he was in a psychiatric hospital but you really do need to take more care, he sounds more dangerous than you realise! But I get it, you think you’re in love with one of Hakon’s bad boy friends and I won’t overstep the mark, I respect and care for you, genuinely. But I’ve got your back, call me anytime.”

He loosened his hug, stepped away and made for the door.

“Lucas, please don’t have my back, I’m quite capable of looking after myself and I don’t want you to get hurt,” she called.

Turning his head, he winked, grinning at her, “I know you can El, but I’m here all the same. Call me?” And with that he left, leaving El to question everything, especially the nagging feeling that Lucas knew more than he was letting on.

Still she wouldn’t get answers tonight, so getting some water she climbed the stairs, her legs heavy with tiredness and fell asleep fast.




Chewing his bottom lip, Jason watched as shock curdled in his stomach, his breathing rigid. 

There in public, brazenly biting, Hakon, Colden and Theo seduced and drew blood easily from three women in this crowded, sweaty nightclub as everyone else seemed oblivious.

The scent of blood drove him crazy inside, a fury of wildfire, passion, hunger, gripping the bar until his knuckles were white, that his kin were so bold to feed in public, and on the innocent.

Hakon was nearest, further down the room. He sat at a table and he’d compelled the women’s guests to mingle, leaving him alone with her, his prey. Colden and Darren, side by side near the back by the sticky cellar wall, they kissed, caressed and bit their female counterparts on the necks as mortals smooched, danced to pounding bass, the dim lighting masking the horror of what befell the humans.

Other vampires watched in fascination, there were half a dozen in this place, and taking the three as their lead, their willpower evidently not as strong as Jason’s, they joined in, some took men aside, some women. Jason fled out, catching Hakon’s discriminating eye but he knew that drive, that lust wouldn’t be restrained for long. The coppery scent was thick in his senses, he ran towards back alleys, looking for any criminal to feed on, but none happened to cross his path.

He’d left his car, so he dialled a taxi, pacing impatiently up and down the pavement until he spotted it and got a swift ride home, talking through gritted teeth to the driver, fighting against his hunger.

Finally getting through his front door, he gasped, stripping off his clothes as he walked through his home to go up the stairs, then stopped suddenly, aware he wasn’t alone.

In a flash, standing half-dressed he turned and saw in his living room Lucas, sipping his scotch, sitting back in a chair, one leg crossed, ankle resting on his knee, eyeing Jason with disdain.

“Wow, your species has really done it now. You definitely need to leave her the fuck alone, you think you’re going to get away with this?”

“What the hell are you doing here? And what happens between me and El is none of your business,” Jason leered at him.

Lucas spat his words at Jason, “Ah, but it is. I’ve known her longer than you and I didn’t interfere so long as she kept you, well didn’t sleep with you. The dead thing that you are and you’re how old? Can’t you at least stick to your own kind, it’s repulsive, you’re dead, she’s living, leave her the fuck alone, corpse!”

There had never been any love between the fae and vampires, both species despised each other, but tolerated one another, working together only when necessary. 

“I’m pretty sure El can make up her own mind, as for the dead thing, not strictly true, though I don’t expect you to understand that. What the hell are you doing in my home Lucas?”

He took a slow sip of Jason’s scotch, eyeing him over, “To warn you of course. Such brazen activity has provoked others, and I don’t want my friend getting caught in the cross fire. This time you’ve over-stepped the line.”

Exasperation wanted to burst out of him, he’d happily drain the man before him, fae blood was intoxicating, trouble was they were generally stronger and El would never forgive him. His thirst raged inside of him, Lucas raised his eyebrows, almost taunting him to attack, finally Jason broke the silence, “I know, that’s why I left. I know the line they’ve over stepped, and I’m going to protect El from this. There’s little else I can do, except maybe take her away from this!” he yelled.

Lucas’s upper lip curled, “Take her away, like that would help. Your little entourage and their deviant behaviour is already spreading throughout the city, it’s only a matter of time before more blood suckers take this shameless action, and before you know it, the whole supernatural world will be in peril! I know you walked, no ran from them, I can feel your desire for me, it’s strong and I also know you will succumb to it, it is... inevitable. So, I’m asking you, one supe to another to leave her out of it, we- my kind can protect her. She is even now in grave peril, being known for sleeping with you, friend’s with Hakon, that might buy her some time so other vamps won’t feed from her, but not one hundred per cent. You’ll fall, your kind always does but with it you’ll take her with you.”

Jason snarled, he didn’t have time for this, “She’s mine, my lover, stay the hell away or I’ll...”

Calm and collected, Lucas stood up brushing his hair back with one hand, swigging the drink, he sauntered over to Jason. Unable to restrain his emotions any longer, Jason challenged him, “If you wanted her so bad, why did you never make a move? Is it only because you know she loves me?”

A wry grin, Lucas eyed Jason’s face, “That’s what this is to you isn’t it, a game? No Jason, because I didn’t and never have used my supernatural abilities on her, I wanted her to come to me naturally, which she would have before you sunk your dirty fangs into her. She’s an old friend, a good friend and one I’ve fancied for some years. She may refuse me, sure and I’d be upset but that’s not my motive here, well not my main motive anyhow. I want her safe, just as you, only your species has just opened a door that is now pretty damn hard to close.”

Lucas strutted past Jason to leave, Jason growled grabbing his arm, “Leave her alone!”

Sniggering, Lucas shook his head, removed Jason’s hand and left, leaving the front door open.

Full of anger at Hakon, at Lucas, at himself, he slammed the door shut, bolted upstairs and let the strong spray from the shower cleanse away his rage.

Dressing quickly, he left as fast as he could, driving to her home. Scanning the area, he couldn’t detect any other presence, assuming she was asleep he stole what was left of the night to find someone undesirable to feed on. However much it tainted his wicked soul.




“Shhh, there’s no need to be afraid. I just wanted to make sure you are alright.”
Eloise bolted back to the headboard, the vampire stood unnaturally still, only his lips moved as he eyed her reaction.

“You had been turned by Hakon I understand, and then... turned back? This is very abnormal and not allowed, though I understand you wouldn’t have known that. The fault lies with Hakon.” He moved his white hand to his chin, striding so slowly he seemed to glide, “And now, you’re happy?” He gestured to her, cocking his head as if not understanding, “Happy to live like this, weak, susceptible, mortal?”

Gathering all her courage, she stammered, “Wh... at are you... doing here? Have you come to change me? I don’t want to be... like you!”

He tilted his head, leaning forward, “You are afraid of being undead, or is it the blood?”

Somewhere, somehow, she found her courage and wit, “No, I’m not afraid to be a vampire, I don’t want to eat human blood- and you know, free will. Something you vampires don’t have seeing as you are all slaves to the blood. So no thanks, and anyhow, you weren’t around with your rules, you were playing Greek Gods in some portal from Jason and the Argonauts!”

His face broke into a huge smile, he roared, “Oh dear God, I see why Jason would fight for you. A feisty human if ever I met one!”

Then his face changed in an instant, angry, “But you should’ve stayed vampire, especially since...” He seemed to change his mind, so instead, “But there is still time. I will watch over you Eloise, you are important to me. But don’t cross me, you wouldn’t, now would you?”

She shook her head, the next thing she was aware of was the vampire’s teeth sinking into her neck as he sprawled across her, his hands holding her firmly down under the bed covers, like a giant beast as he fed on top of her. Unable to move, his venom was ten times that of Hakon’s, her mind whirled and danced, hues of colour filled her vision as her body tingled, shook with fervour and passion.

The darkness, icy chill and then dream after dream of finding her lover laying, waiting for her in an open coffin. His dead eye’s flashing suddenly open.




It took just forty-eight hours for the vampires in the city to change their habits, the blood of the innocent more intoxicating, potent and laced with sensations that some of the new ones had never experienced.

Hakon had received numerous phone calls from Anthony, and didn’t return any, knowing it was only a matter of time before Anthony succumbed to temptation and once tasted, would be as addicted, if not more so than the rest of them.

He hunted the evil, but now a mixture of killing and mind alteration instead of feasting on the infected blood of the soulless criminals and only to taste the sweet sanguine fluid of the blameless, stalking had fast become part of his new ritual, and blood drinking had taken on an air of elegant seduction, sexual desire and hedonism, much as it had before the twenty-first century when politically correct morals and rules had replaced it.

Killing innocents was a no go, except for the unfortunate mistakes that happened, and not everyone had access to the expensive private doctors as he, not that there would be enough doctors to perform blood transfusions anyhow.

Ambrogio appeared at Hakon’s home, his face filled with wonder, wide eyed and Darren, Theo and Colden offered to take him out into the night to see, to meet his children.

In every dark bar, club around the city, the cobbled back streets, vampires stole that precious elixir from the necks of people, men and women wrapped in the dark embrace of tainted desire that left the Father of vampire’s ecstatic. The human’s, it seemed were all too willing, and much to Hakon’s surprise, most even welcomed it.

Animated in his actions, Ambrogio was eager to see more, only stopping on occasion to allow the silver rays of moonlight, mainly hidden in cloud to touch his skin, revealing his ethereal eyes, glinting like hot coals in a fire.

“And the evil, what have you done with them, not still feeding from them?” He enquired, his expression sobered by the foul thought.

“Not at all, you were right, so right!” Hakon expressed, looking to Colden whose strange white gold eyes gleamed to match his brightened smile. “No, we are hunting them of course, and we, well, we alter their minds. Trapping them, mesmerizing them and I admit some fear is involved, but we make them believe themselves to be good, which as it turns out, in the long run will be better for us! Who knew!”

His face dulled suddenly, Ambrogio asked, “You don’t just kill them? You are a hunter, are they not the prey?”

“A step too far...” Darren interjected. “Admittedly we have, by accident killed some but slaughtering too many would raise awareness to our presence and although Hakon has briefed me on your ultimate goals, humans out-number us vastly and, their weapons would annihilate us.”

Ambrogio didn’t look entirely convinced but he left it, for now, and walking up the historic back streets behind the grand Park Street suddenly stopped, his face paler than normal.

He whispered, “Stop, we are being approached...”

Surrounding them, a mixture of shifters, wolves and demons’ eyes glowing from crimson to obsidian, snarls and low growls, masses of them had descended on the little troupe.

“Who is the leader here?” Ambrogio asked casually, waving his hand. Hakon pondered that suddenly Ambrogio looked very small, an underestimation that wouldn’t help them.

Colden remained ice cool as usual, but a voice, snarky and bold revealed Hakon’s cocky friend, “Hakon you really are an ass, you know that? What on earth do you think you’re doing, and with Ambrogio, too! Like his motives would be just... tut, now you’ve pissed off all the supes and the King of Hell himself is on the way with an army of vengeful vamps, as well as the lesser Kings, Marquis’s and Knights of Hell! You should know never to trust a lesser deity, they’re always more ego than substance!”

From around the corner, Austin appeared surrounded in luminous blue light, an oval illuminating around him, Ambrogio withheld a sneer, as the young mage strutted forward.

“You look so young, no matter, I know your history but what I don’t understand is your motives. Whatever you hope to achieve, you can kiss it the hell goodbye now. Starting a war between supernaturals, nice one dummy,” Austin taunted.

Ambrogio smiled, scanning the cocky young man, “I see you’re not truly mortal, interesting. Colden, have you ever seen such a thing, in all of my travels... But you’re right, I shouldn’t have started a war and truly that wasn’t my intention but would you feed from the bins, Austin? Do you eat rotten food, drink stale wine? I know that you do not, and neither should we, we only want the same as you, equality. My children...”

“Your children, as you call them, were doing just fine before you rocked up. Rotten food indeed, you think a man’s deeds taints his blood, his soul? What planet are you from, I mean who moved the rock? May I suggest you rock back to your time portal, go play Greek legends elsewhere. This city was safe, it’s people, remember them- just as you were once, and I know it was a long time ago but how would you feel if one of your children drank, bit without consent the neck of your beloved Selene and drained her blood whilst you watched? I see from your expression it’s a bit different now isn’t it, if the circumstances were changed?”

His voice loud, stark, Hakon called to Austin, “Austin you speak fine words!” Hakon’s arms outstretched as he strode towards the mage, “Aside from the fact you cower before us wrapped in your blue aura of magic, I believe I can resolve this easily. Consent, is that it? You wish us to ask consent from the mortals, well we can but you know what they’ll say? Yes! I for one am happy to do this if that makes a sod of difference?” He laughed.

Austin narrowed his eyes, then sensed another coming from behind him, putting his arm out, palm splayed to his rear, “Yes because you’d hypnotize them into it, you idiot. You are a malicious and cold bastard Hakon! I thought not long ago I saw some semblance of humanity in you, but like everything about you, you flaked didn’t you. No growth, no learning, just a savage stuck in a primitive time. I notice Jason isn’t with you, good for him. At least one of your kind has some sense of morality, however frail that might be.”

Hakon rose to the challenge, “Of course I’m savage, I am evil and I’m surprised that you, the great up and coming mage didn’t realise that. Evil is my nature, it courses through my veins, and I take who I will and have done for a...”

Austin interrupted him, doing a mock yawn, “Yes, we all know, long time blah blah... that’s worse! You haven’t learned a single thing in a thousand years! You’re basically saying you’re a dumbass, which I agree with. You, Ambrogio will leave, along with your cronies, the rest of you, too. Leave the city and no harm will befall you but supes everywhere have been informed, other vampire groups in other cities are on alert, and alarmed, nay sickened in fact, so you’d better mind your business.”

Quietly Ambrogio answered him, “No!” Holding his hands out, he chanted, the ground shook, Austin took this cue, palms out, fingers splayed the electric blue tattoos on his body seemed to dance, to hum, ice blue power shot from his hands onto the troupe, sending Darren and Hakon to their knees, wailing but Colden merely stared, unaffected and Ambrogio continued to pulse out magic that sent a mini earthquake throughout the surrounding area.

Austin fired blue light at Ambrogio, hurtling the Father backwards, causing him to burst into flames, as he did so, Colden scribed in the air, indigo and aquamarine runes dancing from his fingers which took away Austin’s aura of protection before realising that Colden was, within seconds sucking on his neck.

A shrill yell, but Austin had succumbed to the powerful vampires’ bite, the werewolves, towering seven foot stepped out of the shadows, Hakon tightening his jaw, a gulp of relief as he realised, he was not alone and dozens of vampires now crawled like spiders down the buildings, their agile limbs creeping forwards menacingly, hanging by their bony fingers above, waiting to leap onto the wolves, shifters, and demons, poised for death.

Lucas strode out in front of the shifters, his chest bare, muscular arms revealed tattoo’s similar to Austin’s, moved, changed shape and glowed golden like the rays of the sun, illuminating so brightly that vampire’s in close proximity shielded their eyes.  This tiny back street bursting with larger than life immortals, death hung heavy in the air.

Colden released Austin, his head back, chest rising and falling as the swell of desire and blood thrummed through him, his eyes now like spun gold, he was lost for a few seconds in hedonistic bliss.

Baring his fangs, he growled, low, guttural facing off against Lucas in a flash both creatures fighting neck to neck, claws tearing at the fae’s skin, Lucas’s strength pushing the silver blood sucker back, Colden stumbling, werewolves lashed and bellowed, their noise reverberating around the alley, pounding feet, the vampires leapt down, claws out, fangs sinking into flesh, werewolf against vampire.

Darren rolled his eyes watching the fray and reluctantly stubbed out his cigarette with his boot before he struck out. As swift as the wind, his nails talon-like, he lurched at the beasts but not enough to pierce the werewolf’s skin, leathery and thick the beast loomed over him, it’s roar thrumming through him, massive jaws dripping with saliva inches from his face.

Hakon, under attack from two demons, their obsidian eyes, fangs longer than his, leather-winged they struck at him, one either side, talons hooking and tearing at him, anger built up like a tornado, he suddenly bolted upwards, crimson eyed, clenched fists smashing under their chins, he lunged forwards, head down, pummelled into the werewolf about to slaughter his progeny. Grabbing Darren, he leapt again, landing on a window ledge, surveying the carnage below, knowing his survival instincts, he shouted, “Flee!”

In seconds, no vampires remained including Colden and Ambrogio, only shifters, demons and fae. Lucas pumped and bloodied, his scrunched face, he shouted, “Cowards, come back!” But none appeared. 

Austin staggered up holding his neck where Colden had drawn blood and spoke fast with Lucas and Sabian, one of the werewolf Alpha’s, and several demons.

“Maybe they’ll take stock now?” Lucas didn’t believe the words he spoke, his stomach churned.

“Not likely, they’ll just lay low. Ambrogio’s intent on his progeny feeding from humans, innocent, unsuspecting humans. I’ve never much liked vamps to be honest, it’s hard to like something that...” He stopped, the pain from where Colden had bitten him throbbed, piercing through his skin.

“That was brutal! You ok?” Lucas asked, his nose wrinkled.

“I will be ok, bloody leeches! It shouldn’t hurt though, not now.” Going quite white, Austin swayed slightly. Lucas grabbed him and called Lucius who was deep in conversation with the two now recovering winged demons.

Rushing to Austin’s side, Lucius frowned his lips downcast, “Bloody hell, ok, um... move back please!”

Sitting Austin on the pavement, they became aware of mortals peering up the street, “Shit, someone needs to do a spell to keep them out, anyone?”

Lucas looked around, he practised a little magic, “I’ll try, though I’m no pro,” he wandered away, racking his mind for ideas to keep humans out of this back street whilst weres, shifters and demons still remained.

Sabian called to him, “Look, we’ll leave. We won’t be far, shout if you need us. We’ll check the city on our way home!”

Lucas raised a hand, still deep in thought, glancing at Lucius who was crouched over Austin.

A crack of lightening above them, blinding white, instinctively Lucius covered Austin with his body, Lucas crouched, arms covering his head, then darkness as a gust swept through the street, icy, chilling them.

Lucius braced a curse, mumbled an incantation over his student, his progeny, coughing and wheezing, Austin’s eye’s blinked rapidly. 

“Lucas, here!” Lucius’s voice shrill, cracked out the order as the fae man bounded over, Lucius muttered something inaudible and they were gone.




Fitful, restless, Eloise tossed, her dreams sinking her deeper until she woke up sweaty and tangled in bedsheets.

Bolting upright, her head spun, had that been real? Touching her neck, she couldn’t feel anything, unwrapping herself from the covers she staggered out of her bedroom and into the bathroom to look.

At first nothing, shuddering she looked closer, the tiniest pin pricks on her neck made her stomach lurch, her nerves shot, she left and went back to her bedroom and called Jason.

He answered immediately, he gulped, “El, are you ok?” 

“Um, no not really. Where are you?”

“At home, I’ll come over?” He offered.

“Thanks, I’d appreciate that.” She hung up abruptly, questioning if this was the right thing to do, she could ask Lucas, but... He’d been quite sure of himself, no Jason would know.

Grabbing a quick shower, she dressed and cleaned her teeth, then on cue Jason knocked on the door.

She rushed down the stairs, looking at the mess her house was, she’d hardly recognised it these days, then suddenly quick thinking she checked the spy hole, a last-minute safety.

Jason stood there, looking more dishevelled than her home, his hair a curly tangle, his eyes weary as he glanced around nervously.

An anxious vampire, not a good sign.

As she opened the door he stepped through, puppy-dog eyes held her glance, he sighed and pulled her into him, “God, I thought I’d done something wrong. I called you, text you but you never answered. I was worried, but I didn’t want to push your boundaries.”

She sighed, “No, I was busy and I needed a break. But someone came here last night, I saw a vampire, he bit me... but I don’t remember who? I’m thinking Ambrogio, but why would he do that?”

Trembling, as soon as the words tumbled out of her mouth a cold shiver ran through her, Jason felt it, too. He shuddered, his eyes darted around as if he suspected one of the vampires to leap out of the shadows and pounce on them. He’d never been this jumpy since he was mortal, hundreds of years ago.

Whispering he replied, “I don’t know, why would he do that? Let me see your neck?”

He leant forward, his warm breath causing her to shudder in passion, unexpectantly he planted a kiss on her neck, his cool lips soft against her skin.

Inhaling her, he took in her scent, lavender and roses, her soap he knew. A fire flared in his body, her aroma sent thrills down his spine, through his soul.

“There’s nothing there, not a trace, not that I don’t believe you. We’ll have to research,” he shook his head, stood back and spread his hands as if trying to find the words...

As he did this, she felt eyes boring into her, he held her tighter but his cool temperature did little to warm her, only soothe her frayed nerves but then, he was as helpless as her against Ambrogio.

“El, I need to tell you something, will you sit down.”

Dread wrapped it’s claws into her gut, twisting and turning it, here it was, his confession, his sin. He’s probably succumbed to Ambrogio’s desires. She sunk heavily into the chair, her only upside was that this would be her reason, her way out.  Suddenly she swallowed hard, her stomach clenched. A future without Jason? She lost her breath, no, now it came to it she couldn’t handle that. She couldn’t be without him. Trying to restrain her feelings, her senses she put her hands up, “Wait, before you drop your news, I need a drink.”

His brows rose up, “Really?”

“Coffee Jason, I’ve just got up! I’m parched.” She busied herself in the kitchen, filling up the kettle and as she turned around, he was there, eye’s half closed, his hands so lightly on her hips, he bent forward, ignoring the kettle.

She leaned in, cool, soft his lips brushed hers, he stepped lightly closer pulling her in, his lips cautious but loving, she felt fire blazing through her, as she leaned into him, passion shivered through his body, he pressed harder, greedily his hands resting on the small of her back. For a moment they pulled away, both grinning as she placed the kettle on the kitchen worktop, his eyes widened, her pulse hammering inside her head, making him breathe quicker, his hazel eyes, crimson tinged blinked, he pulled her in again, a warm growl as he playfully bit her bottom lip.

Her mind argued, screamed to stop, but her heart... her body yearned for him, his tongue tentatively touched hers, waiting for her response, her lips moulding to his sent his pulse racing, his thoughts, the dangers, her love, his kiss became deeper, urgent, long. Possessive, delirious she felt him tremble, as she reached up running her fingers through his knotty hair, pulling him down, closer.

Together they reluctantly pulled away, stealing glances, grins at each other, he breathed deeply, “Here, let me,” as he plugged the kettle in and grabbed with unhuman speed the cafetiere, making her coffee, vampire fast.

Smirking, she stood back, her heart on fire then stiffening slightly, dreading the news that could end this, her chest rising and falling.

Neither spoke as the kettle whistled, Jason poured the boiling water straight onto the coffee, put the lid on, his eye catching every detail of her in his peripheral vision, her tense body, her breathing, he knew why she braced, he was glad that he would be able to put her at ease in a moment. 

Pouring her coffee, handing her drink his voice soft, “Shall we?” His arm indicated the living room, El lost her breath for a moment, a few stolen kisses and this was it. She’d be left with the sinister vampire who’d bitten her last night, a haze of terrifying memories and what could’ve been.

“I haven’t done it, I... I haven’t taken from the innocent. I found- at great lengths evil doers, though it seems other of my kin have been out before me and virtually cleared the streets of criminals. It was hard,” he clenched his fists, “Blood is in the air- in the city, it’s rife. They, Hakon and Ambrogio were out last night drinking from people, blatantly. I’ve heard they ran up against shifters, Austin and Lucius. There was a fight, they escaped but Austin is badly injured after Colden bit him, infected him. Even now he lies perilously close to death and Hakon, Ambrogio, I do not know where they are, and aside from pleading for Austin’s life, I don’t want to know. It is hard for me El, that scent of sanguine fluid, undetectable to you but as a vampire, the chaste, their blood is purer, divine you could say but I am fighting it.” His hair fell over his face, as he glanced to the floor, sitting forward, his legs apart, arms resting on the them, then looking up at her, his face earnest.

Scratching his head, he looked to her, imploring, “Will you help me? I believe that with you, your love I can defeat, overcome anything.”

He read the relief on her face, a distinguishable wash of relaxation, “Of course, you, you made me question though when you spoke to Ambrogio, I’d thought for sure...”

“I know, I can see that and honestly without you I would have,” He indicated with his arm towards the window, “I’d have been out there now, drinking, debauched lost in hedonism, in hunger, satiating my desires. But I have you, and your love, pure and unconditional is stronger than all of that. But I can’t do it alone, I may now be the only vampire in this city who hasn’t fallen into Ambrogio’s lure.”

Sipping the coffee, El looked at her cup, feeling her face grow hot, she wasn’t that innocent herself though, was she.

The thought of Lucas, his warmth, his warnings and her wanting to kiss him the other night, not trusting Jason. Vampires were tricky, “Look, I don’t love unconditionally, I wish I did. But honestly, I almost left you the other night, it’s hard enough for me to comprehend you drinking blood, let alone... But I underestimated you. What can we do? How do we stop them?”

Jason’s eyes gazed at the floor, a slight frown, of course he’d known that and why but to hear those words spill from her lips, a pang of pain pulled at his heart. Taking a breath, “First, we need to see Austin, see if we can help. Second, I don’t know, maybe Lucius has an idea. And I need to get some protection over you, I wonder which one of them bit you, but more worryingly, why? Look, you need to eat, then I’ll drive us to Lucius’s.”

Heavy legs led El to her kitchen, rummaging through her fridge there wasn’t much so she grabbed a tin of soup, heating it up she didn’t bother with bread. 

“Bloody hell El, I’m taking you one a date after this. You really need to eat more, look at you wasting away,” he gulped. “It’s no good, you’re always snatching a meal here and there, I eat better than you!”

She grinned but her heart was weary from fighting, a date would be bliss...

Once eaten, she took her bowl out, finished her coffee and lumbered upstairs to put on her boots, coming down her eyes grew wide. Jason had washed up, made her a flask of coffee and pulled together a sandwich which he handed her.

“Here you go, it’s not much but it’s a start. Don’t look like that, I know my way around a kitchen,” he mused.

“I thought it had gone off! The bread?”

Shrugging, “No, and I’d know with my sense of smell and all. You’re always helping me, now it’s my turn. And yes, because of me you’re always getting dragged into these...”

“Fights?” She offered.

“Exactly. So as soon as I can, I’m taking you away somewhere warm.”

“Not Greece! But I can’t anyway, I have work Jason.”

A tension built between them, the difference like a gulf, he quickly put his hand on her back, “Well, you’ll need to book some leave soon because I am taking you away, you deserve a holiday and that’s final.”

They left in silence, El wondered what Chris, her paramedic partner was up to and suddenly she worried about Jess, Rob and Lucas.

As Jason started up his car, she called Rob thinking Jess might still be angry with her.

No answer, “We need to detour, I need to make sure my friends are ok, better yet,” she opened the door leaping out, “You go on to Bath and I’ll drive to my friends. I’ll call you and catch up later.” She leant in kissing him lightly on the cheek, confused he called, “I can drive us there.”

“No problem,” she waved her arm and went back to grab her keys.

Jason waited until she’d come back out and started her car, a slight disappointment on his face.

Growling, he felt very protective of his lover, but he also didn’t want to piss her off so he drove off towards Bath, his body clenched, tense.

Eloise drove carefully, knowing Jess was off work for a few days, expecting any moment to get a snarky text or a message. 

Aside from Lucas, she, like Jess hadn’t had much luck in dating before meeting Jason, most men they’d met seemed to be stuck in nineteen- seventy or thought nothing of sleeping with other women at the same time. Douche bags or losers, Jason with his thirst for blood was fiercely loyal and a gentleman. Odd how the undead were so much more attentive but maybe also because he had old fashioned values, old being the operative word. She hoped Jess wasn’t too annoyed with her not letting Hakon get his way, but whatever, at least he’d left her friends alone.

Traffic was thick, she put music on tapping her hand on the wheel to the throbbing bass and guitars, howling along to it until she eventually twisted up through the slow and crowded back streets towards Cotham. Somehow Jess had managed to snag a cool little flat in the bohemian part of the city. 

Something stopped her from using the main road, instinct maybe, a sharp turn right she drove around the area and arrived at the back of her friend’s flat. 

As soon as she was out of the car, a heavy and impending fear pulsed through her. The shadow of that vampire haunted her, Jason hadn’t responded much and now she questioned whether it had been real? Maybe the marks she’d seen were the result of an insect, or her scratching her neck in the dream? She’d done that before, and woken up bleeding from scratch marks but was it? Now she questioned that, maybe it had been something else but her thoughts, spiralling were cut short finding Jess’s front door open and the pungent smell of iron in the air. Eloise, without thinking, bolted up the stairs, ran into Jess’s room to find Lucas standing over her friend’s emaciated body, his bloody hands and blood smeared on his face. He turned to face her so fast his mouth hung open, eyes like saucers, a shrill cry from him that penetrated right through her.

Unable to speak she momentarily froze, the hairs on the back of her neck standing up, cold sweat on her forehead, clammy hands before backing away as he tried to talk, but instead he growled like an animal. 

Glancing quickly, she looked for anything, the item to hand- a feather duster. Grabbing it, Lucas frowned, tilting his head before spluttering out, stepping towards her, “El, it’s not what you think! I just found her like this, for God’s sake! You know me!”

In those moments she didn’t think so, another bloody vampire, really and by the looks of him one of Ambrogio’s slaves! 

“Stay back fang boy!” she spat. Holding the feather duster, feather side in her palm she was pretty sure he’d underestimate her, they always did so to add to it she gasped and her hand shook. He noticed and smiled, “No, I’m not a vampire. But I’m not mortal and I didn’t kill Jess!”

Trying to keep her distance she edged out of the door. High pitched full of shock, fear, her voice trembled, “Then why are you covered in her blood?” 

“I was trying to ascertain who had bitten her, much can be known by tasting a victim's blood. See...” holding out his bloodied hand to her she grimaced, “Are you actually insane!” 

She edged back, the duster handle pointing at him, he shook his head, his eyes imploring her, inside she knew it, she had known something was off with him. And now...

He leapt forward, she crouched fast whacking the handle at his groin, he winced and staggered back. El shot forward, flicking her leg straight into his chest sending him hurtling onto the bed alongside her friend. Turning, she fled down the stairs, grabbing the rail as her feet skidded, falling fast. Willing herself to get up, she pushed her hands on the ground, staggered up and ran outside, panting.

Throwing the feather duster down, she fumbled, sweaty-hands to get her keys out, shaking violently, something caught her eye, something or someone was watching her from the shadows. Quick, she had to be faster, but hands appeared on either side of her head.

Too late...
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Dead Magic.
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“So, how’s he doing?” Jason leaned over Austin, whose face was the colour of a tombstone, his breathing jagged.

Lucius was paler than normal and sweating, “I don’t know, not good. Whatever was in Colden’s bite... I’ve never seen anything like it.”

Standing back, Jason put his hand over his mouth. Lucius had taken Austin to his place, and Lucius’s place was filled floor to ceiling with grimoires, spell books and macabre items.

Lucius stayed close to Austin, watching over him like a Father would a son, Austin looked fragile, weak.

Worry snaked through Jason, if Lucius couldn’t help, but his quick thinking, “What if I gave him some of my blood? I’m not as powerful as Colden, but maybe?”

Gasping, Lucius’s face relaxed, “I was hoping you’d ask, yes let’s try it.”

“You know you can ask me anytime.”

“No, I mean it has to be freely given, offered in a case like this, otherwise it loses its potency.” Lucius stood up from leaning over the young mage, pulling his long hair back, wiping the back of his hand across the sheen on his forehead. Jason noticed that down here in Lucius’s cellar, crammed with bookcases, shelves, jars and bottles filled with opaque and glistening liquids, some held what looked like anatomical parts, others not so malign, herbs and tinctures and books. Hundreds of them. Most of the light was from candles, they flickered reflecting his obsidian eyes, Lucius explained, “If I asked you, it would be like buying my own birthday present, in magical terms anyway.”

Jason nodded, quickly biting his wrist and moving towards Austin.

“But wait, I’m not sure... should I do a ritual?”

Thick edge of panic gripped Jason, in all his years he’d never seen Lucius this indecisive, full of worry. Useless.

“Well, let’s try, if not we’ll have to think again. Even if I have to beg Ambrogio, we will save him.”

Before his demon friend could say another word or dispute him, Jason opened Austin’s mouth’s slightly, and held his wrist above it. Watching as his blood dripped into the young mage’s mouth, knowing Austin wasn’t wholly human, an air of fascinated trepidation hung over the pair, watching, waiting.

Breaking the ominous silence Jason muttered, “You didn’t call Anthony? I’m surprised...” As soon as the words tumbled out, a slight shiver ran through his body, for he guessed the reason was a bad one.

As if reading his mind, Lucius uttered, “No, he, too, has fallen in with Ambrogio, but worse even than the others, being part demon. Bath, it seems is off limits to those of an innocent disposition. So, we’re ok, there’s that?” He offered, not paying much attention to anything other than Austin.

Nothing was happening, Austin’s breathing was slight at best, too weak at worst and the pair found themselves sitting, watching, waiting...

A sudden chill made Jason jolt, El? “I’d better call El, she should be here by now.”

Lucius nodded without taking his eyes off his patient, as Jason respectfully made his way up the basement stairs to find out where she was...

––––––––
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No answer from Eloise’s phone, Jason felt panic bracing his muscles, bolting back down the stairs, Lucius looked up at him, questioning.
“No answer.” He muttered to the vampire.

Jason shook his head, “Keep me posted, if I can help I surely will. Damn, I have no idea where her friend resides!” Running his fingers through his hair, he cleared his throat, his knuckles white as his hand gripped his phone too hard.

“I have a blood oath with her, but that has weakened now, it does over time unless it’s renewed!” Jason’s gazed darted frantically around the room, his face whiter than normal.

“Want me to look? I might be able to find her, keep an eye on Austin for me.” Lucius didn’t wait for a response, striding over to his desk, he pulled out a bowl from the worn mahogany draw, placing it carefully on top and looking about for some water.

“I could ask Hakon?” Jason offered his words full of worry.

Startled at his comment, the demon’s eyes were large, his forehead furrowed.

Jason answered Lucius’s frown, “I know but he met her, he might know and whatever else, I’m sure he wouldn’t see any harm come to El!”

Without further discussion, Jason dialled Hakon, who answered all too quickly, “Ah, just the man! You’ve been trying to get hold of El I presume? I heard her phone, she’s currently with me, I found her friend Lucas, the fae attacking her. Apparently, he’s been a little over-zealous with her friend Jess, and as I speak is stood before us, wearing Jess’s blood!”

“What? Why would he do that? I’m on my way, where are you?” Jason’s voice shook, disbelief in his tone.

“No need Jason, she’s fine. I felt her panic run through me, remember, the blood oath! She’ll let you know when she’s ready?”
“Eh? Let me speak to her.”
“I don’t think so, we’ve got a fairy to attend to, I of course want to bleed him, she doesn’t want me to, but there’s the fact that he’s just murdered her friend.” Hakon hung up, Jason shouted, “Fuck!”

Looking over at Austin, there was no change in the mage, “Shit, I need to go. I’m going to try and sort this, all of this,” Jason said before flying up the stairs and to his car.

As he got there, he was getting a ticket, “Really? I don’t think so,” the traffic warden smirked at him, Jason held his gaze, “No, get rid of the ticket!” Jason snapped.

Automatically the warden did just that, Jason shot him a mean stare, a low growl, got in his car and sped off to find El.
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[image: image]

El shivered as Hakon breathed deeply onto the back of her neck, stood against her he spoke to Lucas who was trying to ease his friend’s fears, made impossible with the vampire.

“I’d heard fae took blood, I didn’t believe it until now,” Hakon barked at him. “You should know Jess was a friend of mine, too, and the fact that you’ve killed her, mutilated her body, I will kill you. And going after El, well that was your greatest mistake, El and I share more than a blood bond, your death will be spectacular!” His voice filled with relish.

“Hakon, no!”

He ignored El, gently pushing her behind him and edged forwards to Lucas.

A guttural growl came from the fae, he crouched ready to attack, his blond locks blood streaked, his top lip curved, bearing his teeth, Hakon’s eyes bright, he smiled fiercely. Loving the chance to wipe out the beautiful man before him, knowing full well that Lucas hadn’t killed Jess. But he knew who had.

El leapt in front of Hakon, putting her hands out, “Wait, just hold on. Fae? I knew it, I just sensed you weren’t... human. The doctor from the hospital was fae, no?” Her face was contorted, wrinkled, confused. “Look, I want to know the truth, maybe he didn’t kill her.” She turned pleading to him. Standing up, he relaxed, “El, you’re right but I never used any supernatural traits on you, ever. If I had, we would have hooked up long ago, and no we don’t devour humans, we definitely don’t drink blood, that’s his species.” He pointed at Hakon.

“But I can taste the vampire who killed her, I know who it was. Your God, Hakon, Ambrogio. And I smell him on you Eloise, had any strange dreams lately?” A hint of snark in his voice, his eyes narrowed at Hakon, glancing at her, they were soft.

“Why, why?” Was all that she could mutter.

“Why indeed eh Hakon, as their God, their Father he can take who he pleases. I suspect he compelled her to offer up herself to him.”

“Lies!” Hakon spat. “Why would he do that, no offence El, but your friend would be beneath Ambrogio, and, don’t take this the wrong way, but he wouldn’t take from you, either. He feeds from the pure, the untouched. That’s virgin’s in layman’s speak. Both of you were hardly that. No, I’d say this is a trick to deceive you, the fae are cunning bastards, and this is just the type of foul skulduggery they’d do!”

Lucas’s gaze darted from her to Hakon, clenching his fists, he bit his lower lip hard.

Eloise gazed at him with a glassy stare, sweat beading on the back of her neck, who was lying, who could she trust. Neither truth be told.

Tears welled, feeling like she would burst, as her friend lay dead, suddenly anger spewed out of her, she spun around pushing the unsuspecting Hakon back-wards, “This is your fault! Bloody Hell, the first time in months I go and meet with my friends you show up, parading around spouting off that you’re a bloody vampire, like that’s a good thing? And now, see what you’ve done, my friend is dead because of you. If you had left us alone, she’d still be alive!”

Narrowing his eyes, he felt his heart crumble, but emotion wasn’t something he was good at expressing. Not in a kind way at least. Defending himself, “Really? You don’t think it was you that attracted evil towards her? Your love affair with Jason, tell me this Eloise, just how many immortals do you think know about that? Well, let me educate you, plenty! You run with vampire’s for months, with mages and then you go hang out with humans, your friends and you blame us?” His voice low, he knew he was overstepping the mark, he almost growled, “We never asked for your company, but you clung on, didn’t you! Excited to run with the night- crawlers, the blood drinkers. Our danger, our seduction, wondering what it feels like to be taken by us? Oh, I know you’ve thought about it, I’ve felt your desires, and then you blame us when your fragile friends get caught in the cross-fire. Look at yourself first, not us! I for one wouldn’t dream of hurting your friend, but others might!”

Doubling up in shock, in emotional pain, El almost fell to her knees, her head dizzy, he was right. But so was she.

Lucas grabbed her, pulled her in, the stench of Jess’s blood filling her nose, “Fuck off Hakon, you and your kind are nothing but death. Nothing changes does it? For hundreds of years anyone close to you has died, violently! Had you left her alone, Jess would be alive right now. And for your information, it was a vampire attack and a particularly vicious one at that! My people will hear of this, and now your scum, running loose, draining innocent people in numbers!” He cocked his head, sneering, “Bane of the supernatural world.”

Hakon, wide-eyed, rage filled went to speak, he glared at her, then left inhumanly fast leaving El with Lucas.

“Come, I need to get you somewhere safe. And Rob, too!”

She felt light as a feather, no fight left. Was he the killer? She neither knew nor had the energy to do anything, her voice weak, she asked, “What about Jess?”

Breathing deeply, he answered softly, “I’ll call someone who can take care of her El, don’t worry just now. I need to get you out of here.”

She let him, what of Jason? She loved him for sure but this world, people were dying. If she stayed, she could never see her family again, no human friends, probably even her colleagues at work could be in danger. Was it worth the risk? Not for their lives, and these fae, she had no idea. Remembering the doctor’s disdain towards Hakon at the hospital, she wondered if all along she’d picked the wrong side.

All for love.




Jason sped into Hakon’s drive, panting as he saw the lights on, he didn’t bother knocking, instead headed straight in, looking around for Hakon or Darren.
Hakon was sprawled out on his sofa, earphones in, eyes closed, Darren reading in an adjacent chair, a young man sat with his back resting against Darren’s legs, also wearing headphones and reading.

Jason didn’t recognise the human, didn’t sense any malice from him.

Evil people had a scent, too faint for mortal senses but strong enough for supernatural creatures to pick up. The smell of the malevolent was always the same like rotting flesh but this man smelled of apples, citrus and warm notes blended, he was an innocent.

Jason’s shoulders dropped, he’d known obviously that they’d succumbed to Ambrogio’s orders, but taking a human home, that was a new low. 

Darren glanced up, barely registering Jason, slowly putting his book down, eyeing him over with quiet disdain.

“I need your help,” Jason gasped, looking from Darren to Hakon.

Rolling his eyes, Darren almost straining to speak, “You always do. No thanks, we’re not interested. I died last time I helped you- yeah I was told about it so just no, whatever it is.”

His eyes returned to his book, ignoring Jason, who pulled the ear plugs from Hakon’s ears, the human had now taken out his ear phones, looking at Jason with enthusiasm, “Austin is dying, Eloise is missing, you have to help.”

Hakon shot up, his eyes crazy, grinning inanely, “Jason, just the man! I was only just thinking, ah what I need today is some new bloody chaos, some madness in my life. Obviously not serenity, why it’s been a whole week and look Jason and his pathetic mortal haven’t put my progeny’s life on the line once, haven’t killed him!” Hakon snarled, then he smiled, his eyes narrowing, his upper lip twitching, “Refreshment?” Clicking his fingers, the human, who looked about twenty-years old, his long black fringe covering the side of his face, large black jumper hanging off his shoulders, low slung black jeans, studded belt and slightly kohled eyes, pink lipped and fresh stood waiting expectantly, willingly, offered his wrist. When Jason closed his eyes, groaned in disgust, the human inclined his head, bearing his neck.

His fingers splayed, Jason offered, “Really Hakon, Darren? This is what you stoop to, mesmerizing humans to eat? Making them compliant? How vulgar! Especially for such a young man, not tainted, you are predators the pair of you.” He grabbed the man by the arm, pulling him towards him, there was no way he was going to leave him here to be drained.

“He likes you Jason! Yes, obviously we’re predators, as are you. Now your precious Eloise is just fine, she’s shacked up with Lucas, she attacked me for killing her friend, which I did not, though it did look like Lucas had. She chose him over me, over us and is in his spell even now. As for Austin, I couldn’t care less, that boy should keep his mystical nose out of our business. Now, is there anything else?”

Jason stood back, El had gone! “No, that can’t be, I was with her only earlier. What happened, Hakon, exactly?”

Hakon rolled his eyes, and flopped back down onto the sofa, putting his earphones back in, “Bye Jason! Shut the door on your way out.”

Anger flared in Jason, he grabbed at the headphones, Hakon squirmed, his face screwed up, Jason put his arm out moving the man back out of the way as Hakon wailed, “What the fuck man, I’m not getting dragged into your petty wars any longer! Look...” He indicated to Darren who only raised his eyebrows as if this was all a minor inconvenience, “See, we’re happy, peaceful! Always you come here with your problems and always we’ve helped you, and every time,” His voice raised in rage, “Every single bloody time we get hurt, or near death or some such shit. Well enough already! Ambrogio has come, daddy’s home and there’s nothing you can do about it. Now piss off!”

“You’re going to let El...”

“El is a grown woman who makes her choices, I think it’s good she hasn’t chosen you- you’ve become infatuated with her. Look at you, hundreds of years old fawning over a thirty-year-old like a lost puppy! You’re a killer Jason and the sooner you remember that the better, otherwise you’ll be the one who loses your head. As for Austin, it was about time that young brat got taken down a peg or two, cocky little shit.”

Jason yelled, “He saved your life, does that not count for anything? And El... shit Hakon, she’s saved yours and now she’s in the clutches of the fae, and you turn...”

Hakon clenched his jaw, rolling his lips. It was after all the truth, his eyes narrowed, “Alright! God’s alive! But she chose that, as Austin chose his side!”

Clenching his fists, Jason replied, “She doesn’t know what she chose man, she knows nothing of the fae and as for Austin, of course he did! I know the allure, the poison of drinking blood from the innocent, it’s powerful, intoxicating but that doesn’t make it right. You know this! Ambrogio is lost in a dream world, two thousand years carrying a broken heart, that’s enough to drive anyone insane! A way to separate us from the supernatural world, and letting humans know, no thanks! In no future can that ever be a good thing. We may hide in shadows but we live well, centuries have passed since we lived like fiends. And how is it that we are able to walk in the sun and not he? Maybe his diet has something to do with that, or maybe there are different lineages? As far as we knew, our condition started thousands of years ago in the East from a bacterium, and you know that. Hell, every vampire in the modern age knows that, the Elite when they ruled knew that and used genetics to alter vampires!” Slowing down Jason took a breath, “Look, I’m not doubting that he is who he says he is, but look at humans, they didn’t all descend from one tiny gene pool, they evolved over the planet, as I believe we have. You put your trust quickly in one who tested your life, your morality so quickly and yet you don’t know him.”

Darren cut in, “Ah, but it tastes so good and it is after all, our birth right!”

Cringing Jason shook his head, “Will you help or no?” He spat.

Huffing Hakon replied, “I suppose so, but not you Darren, not after last time.” He threw down his headphones, sneered and then barked, “Well come on then, lead the way!”

Darren rolled his eyes, “Leave the boy.”

“Not a chance.” Was Jason’s reply as he gently laid a hand on the young man’s shoulder, ushering him forward.

Hakon tutted as he got into Jason’s car, without a word he sped away and headed straight to Bath, both sat in heavy silence.

The only words Jason offered were, “Where did you find this man?”

“Gloucester Road,” Hakon mumbled and stared out of the window. Jason thought, scowling but decided to keep the human with him for the time being. He was clearly still under the vampire’s spell and just setting him down in the streets- that wasn’t safe.

Parking legally this time, they walked to Lucius’s house, “Now, Austin has to be first priority- you need to offer your blood. I gave him mine, but it wasn’t potent enough.” 

“Fine!” Hakon sneered. 

Jason turned to the young man, “Wait here. I’ll be back shortly, and I’ll drop you home.”

The young man nodded compliantly, still mesmerized by the vampire’s spell.

Knocking on the antique door, no reply so Jason turned the handle, cautiously walking in. Stillness of a graveyard met them, eerily quiet as if no-one had lived here for years.

Magic? He wondered as they walked quietly through the hallway, the door to the basement open, they stepped down, bracing, adrenalin thrashing wild inside.

And no wonder, alongside Lucius sat Colden, his wrist dripping blood into the young mage, he moved only his eyes to scan them, Lucius did the same.

Hakon went to speak but then fascination gripped him, why the hell was Colden helping the one he’d tried to kill?

Austin’s eyes started to flicker, sucking in air, he reeled, Lucius reaching out to him, but Colden steadied the mage, helping him sit carefully up. 

His face ghost white, Austin yelled, croaky voice as he saw the ethereal vampire beside him. Colden immediately put his hand on Austin’s, speaking low and fast, inaudible to Jason and Hakon but the mage calmed down instantly, his face, questioning, staring at his teacher for answers.

Lucius merely nodded once, got up and gesturing with his arms strode lightly to Jason and Hakon.

“Ambrogio has called a truce, he never meant,” and turning back to Colden, “As Colden, who acted rashly, to cause a war.” His black eyes were tinged red with weariness, “They will abstain for now the drinking of innocents,” he shrugged as if not believing it himself.

“Too late,” Jason challenged, “It’s already begun, how will you control all the other vampires who even now as we speak are out probably taking blood, the souls of the weak?”

Colden rose up from leaning over Austin, “We will subdue them, have no fear. This doesn’t defer to our Father’s wishes but he wishes to remain on good terms with all. Please, no human has been hurt nor have any not consented and finally, we have not taken a single life, even though we know many would offer their souls to us, should we ask. This,” he continued, his voice smooth and deep, “Was in regards to your wishes, your objections of us taking lives. Even now Ambrogio is in talks with the leaders of the community, both vampire and other immortals alike.”

Jason eyed him, gave him a side-long glance. He smiled, it wasn’t a kind smile, the edges of lips curling. 

“We need to find El,” he huffed, turning around he and Hakon left, relief that Austin was alive, doubt as Colden had taken Austin’s blood and now given it back, but Jason assumed Lucius knew what he was doing. Austin would be livid had he been turned into a vampire, he worked for them for sure but he’d made it abundantly clear he didn’t think much of them. Still...

His brows drew close, face tight as he left, clearing his throat he trusted none of them and now that included Hakon, though their friendship had always hung by a thread.

“We’ll take this lad home, then find El,” he snorted. Hakon didn’t reply, running his hand through his hair his stomach quivered, something more was going on here, Hakon was playing his cards too close to his chest.

Jason found out the human’s address, parked up and made sure he got home safely. 

Getting back in the car, his hand on his forehead, how the hell would he find El?

Hakon watched him, waited for a few minutes, “Lucas lives at the start of Gloucester Road, a beautiful seventeenth century house tucked away behind mature trees, some of which are even older than you.”

“How do you know this?” Jason questioned. “I didn’t think you were even aware of him until you met him with El?”

Hakon sniffed, “I’m aware of all the supernaturals in the city Jason, who they are, what they’re worth, where they live, and with whom. It’s cloaked in magic of course, and he lives there with another, the fae community is pretty strong here in Bristol, but at least you’ve only got to turn the car around and find somewhere to park and that Jason, that’ll be the hardest part.”

It was, Gloucester road was renowned for lack of parking and Jason wasn’t compelled to have to induce another traffic warden so at length he found a small space up one of the side streets. The road was almost a ninety-degree angle, and after several minutes and what felt a hundred turns of the steering wheel, Jason squeezed his car into the tiny space.

“You know, if we mesmerized humans, we could, as immortals just park where ever the hell we wanted?” Hakon laughed.

Frowning, Jason nodded, not entirely sure why Hakon was so up-beat suddenly, “That would almost make it worth it,” he replied.

The house was a three-story Georgian building, not unlike the majority in Bath but then both cities had been mainly built during the seventeen-hundreds. This though was plainer in style. Branches from huge trees swept the floor of a long elegant garden in front of the house, a wooden play house built over several levels stood in front of the house and the scent of English roses drifted delicately in the air, too mild for mortal noses. The sweet fragrance welcome from the fumes of the busy main road that ran alongside it.

For a second, Jason’s mind swept back to life during the time that this home would’ve been built. The air had been cleaner then, but that said pungent smells from animal and human excrement had been strong and watching the poor die in the streets was a reality that had seemed never-ending and filled with horror.

Not that many immortals seemed bothered. At least now, the mortals polluted their air with machine and most here at least lived in comfort. Assessing the house, he was vaguely aware of lights, energy, faint to his eyes, dancing and bobbing, weaving around the house and garden.

“Great, how do we get in?” He quizzed Hakon.

“Oh, ye of little faith.” Hakon sniggered and simply opened the gate and walked up the path.

Bursts of purple and mauve and lime green sparks fired around him, walking with his arms wide open Hakon called, “Lucas, I come in peace. Ambrogio has, apparently, called off his little game and Jason here wishes to see his lover? Anybody home?”

A bolt of aqua green light shot out from the ground striking Hakon in the stomach, falling to his knees he groaned, spluttering, “I see that you’re happy to see me! I’d appreciate a less violent response,” he squeaked.

Jason walked over tentatively to Hakon, placing his hand on Hakon’s shoulder, looking up as the antique front door opened and a blonde tattooed man strode out, his t-shirt hugging his chest and arms, tight jeans and boots, he paced towards them looking Jason direct in the eyes.

“Jason, the old vampire that has designs on my friends, yes I know you, no you can’t see her. You see, I know your type, and honestly you repulse me, how old are you anyway?”

“Like you’re any younger Lucas!” Jason snapped.

“That’s where you are wrong granddad, I’m actually only thirty-five years old, but as a fae I inherited the history, the knowledge of my foreFathers. Besides, if I were centuries old, I wouldn’t be chasing after thirty-something mortal girls, that’s gross! But then so is sucking blood. Hakon, your pet Ambrogio killed Jess, what do you have to say about that? Oh, and you can give me the evil eye all you want Jason, I told El all about it. She’s under our protection now!”

“Protection! The fae have always seen human’s as inferior, and used their energy to feed your own. Yes, you don’t drink their blood, you do drain their soul,” Jason snapped.

“Some of my kin do that, not all. You know very little about us because we choose not to divulge our secrets with leeches.”

Staggering to stand up, Hakon spoke, holding out his hands as Lucas went to shower him with a bolt of lightning, “Ok, wait. I know, you hate us, we get that. But still, I don’t know why Ambrogio killed Jess, I highly doubt he would,” Hakon sniggered, looking away, “I mean she was just a mortal... nothing to him.” He stopped mid-sentence, an idea hatching but didn’t want to say anymore, Jason cut in, “I love Eloise, I know she feels the same way, I’m begging please...”

Disgusted Hakon interrupted him, “Oh my God, no! Begging, a vampire, how degrading. Jason, man the fuck up! We know you’ve developed an unhealthy attachment,” his voice pitched in shock, hand splayed on his chest, “Why even I did, once. I forgot you see, what I am. Come on you good for nothing mess, she’s dumped you, pull yourself together.”

Turning around, dragging Jason by the sleeve of his coat, Hakon marched the sorry state of a vampire out of there. Every noise making him flinch until he shut the gate and continued to drag Jason, who was violently protesting, to the car.

“Keys, love sick,” Hakon barked at Jason.

Jason’s face, a mess, tears welled in the corner of his eyes, he obeyed, throwing them over the roof to Hakon, who looked at the insanely tight car parking space in exasperation, and got in a rage.

Jason went to speak, Hakon held his hand up, “Not now, I’ve got to get this fucking car out of this ridiculous tight space, Jesus Jason!”

“Do you want me to?”

“No, I got it.”

It took Hakon nearly ten minutes, it certainly lightened Jason’s mood as his friend struggled, moving inches forward, back, forward, back, pulling the steering wheel around, then reversing back. Hakon with gritted teeth, angry eyes as he tired quickly at the task.

Blurry eyed Jason looked out of the window, why wouldn’t she see him, that kiss, so much passion. Lucas had scared her, told her lies about him, but were they lies? Lucas could be telling the truth, Jason questioned himself, his heart heavy, his chest rose and fell deeply.

Fae weren’t made, they were born by blood lines, unlike vampires and some married, had children. For fae many at least were eager to blend in, live so called mortal lives though they did feed off of human psychic energy, made particularly easy in the twenty-first century as humans in the main didn’t even believe they possessed this.

Why would Ambrogio kill El’s friend, that didn’t make sense, unless she’d offered herself as a sacrifice, as Ambrogio boasted about. That he guessed would make more sense, if he’d told her he was a vampire and especially after Hakon had boasted about that to her. For a mortal, Ambrogio would be impossible to resist, God, he was beautiful even to his own kind.

Jason sunk low in the seat, his eyes glanced at the busy streets they passed, knowing he may never love again, and eternity then gripped at his heart, shredded it to pieces and seemed to mock his existence.

Emptiness, the void of desolation with nothing but the hunger to satiate his damned soul.

Hakon stayed silent for some time, once he was out of the city and driving up through Clifton to the parks, the Downs he spoke quietly, taking his hand off the steering wheel for a second, patting Jason’s arm, Jason jumped, “Don’t give up old man, Lucas is young and prejudiced. If she truly loves you, that love, that bond won’t be easily broken, not by a hot young fae, even though...” he spurted a laugh, “Even though I could almost do him myself, no! Seriously though, have faith, I know what you two have. As for our Father, I have an inkling that he’s searching for a way to bring back his dead lover, and Jess was just that. Though obviously he failed and maybe that’s what all the sacrifices were for, you know, pure blood, appease the Goddess, a sacrifice of a good woman, so Selene’s soul could reincarnate through Jess- shit, who knows, maybe Jess looked like his dead lover. Anyway, I’ve learned a lot, the fae are a bunch of prejudiced bastards, innocent humans still taste divine and I’m dropping you off because I have a date. First one though, so no sex tonight,” he sighed.

Jason’s mouth hung open like a marionette, sweat beaded lightly on the back of his neck, “What did you just say?”

“I said a lot, I’m not bloody repeating it all again, now your place or you’re welcome to stay with us?”

His chest rose and fell heavily, Jason said nothing. Hakon clocked it, nodded, “With us then, good. He’s fairly useless company for talking but Darren’s likely to be home tonight, I won’t be long, but I am willing to re-arrange my date, Jason, if you’re feeling low, whatever is happening to us! Anyway, if you want me to stay and braid your hair, paint your nails, I can do that.” He cast him a wink.

“I don’t understand how you can be so easy about all of this? Why the sudden change of mind?” Jason shifted in his seat, his stomach clenched, gut instinct. Hakon was playing him.

“Age mate, I’m three times older than you, seen it before, lived it before. Aren’t you going to ask me about my date then?”

Jason’s head lulled on the headrest, “Not really.”

“I got a date with a vampire! She’s hot, she seems interesting, as in she doesn’t just feed and screw around, she has interests, I actually met her online!”

That grabbed Jason’s attention, “Then how do you know she’s a vampire, did she tell you she was one, you big oaf!”

“Sod off Jason, of course she didn’t, I could tell from her picture, no she’s not some goth want to be either. Anyhow, I’m meeting her, maybe I’ll end up like a rubbish soft hearted blood sucker like you, probably not though, eh!”
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Lucas’s home was as plush as any vampires, even though she’d known him a few years, she’d never been to his house. A mixture of antique and modern streamlined decor complimented the place, sleek furniture alongside distressed wooden cabinets in soft blues, whites and stone framed mirrors and dragonfly shaped lights adorned every available space alongside worn leather books, their spines depicting gold leaf writing.

Lucas shared the house with his brother, Oliver, almost a double of Lucas except for his fiery red hair.

Though Oliver’s personality was serene, casting her a veiled glance, “Fire burns in your eyes, I see why that would ignite his soul.”

Shifting from foot to foot, Eloise didn’t know if he was referring to Lucas or Jason, but Lucas smiled, rolling his eyes, gripping her shoulder, “Come, my brother is dramatic! Let me show you the guest room. You’ll be quite safe.”

The room was small, overlooking the tiny back-garden, polished wooden floorboards, a plush single bed with whitewashed chest of drawers and strings of lights around the headboard, pictures and ornaments. Fae it seemed had a liking for sparkly lights, which made her grin. 

Eloise sighed, her muscles relaxed as she sat on the bed, checking her phone which had died. Taking her boots off, she led back to steal some rest, weary and unsure whether she should be here, but light tapping on the door distracted her. Lucas entered tentatively, eyeing her.

“I’ve brought you some hot chocolate and some food, there’s a bathroom just down the hall, please make yourself at home.” He stopped, glanced out of the window, a silence between them should have seemed unsettling. But Eloise found it peaceful. Standing up from the bed, she touched his arm, “Thank you. I can’t believe...I wish you’d told me before, you know that you are fae.” She looked at his feet.

His voice like honey, “Why, so you wouldn’t have fallen in love with a vampire? Eloise, they use their abilities to make mortals like you do exactly that. I know you felt differently about me that night Hakon burst into our social circle. You felt warm, safe. I could feel that. I wonder why you never wanted me? “His gaze fell on her face, locked eyes before falling to her lips.

She went to answer but he stepped back, “Not to worry. I wouldn’t use magic to get a date, and now I think it’s for the best anyway. Sleep well.”

Before she could say anything, he’d gone, but she couldn’t argue or dispute him. It was best this way, even if she lost everything with Jason, she couldn’t lie, couldn’t switch off her feelings for him.

Her stomach writhed with worry, she forced herself to eat and drink, washed and climbed into the small but sumptuous bed, calm falling over her as the thick soft bedding melted around her.

––––––––
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Eloise awoke to bird song, rich scent of coffee and pancakes and more rested than she’d been in a long time. But in her bones she knew she had to leave, not accustomed to being ‘protected’ something stirred deep within her psyche, safe or no, she had to go home, get to work, live her life. Not ungrateful for her friend’s help, she was eager to get home, get some normality. She had to work later so after breakfast announced to Lucas she was going home then work, he clenched his jaw as she told him.

“It’s not safe, look what happened to Jess, and for your information, Jason won’t be able to protect you. He’s with Hakon, you do know that?”

“Look, whatever, I’m going. I need to do something, I will avenge Jess, not that that will do much good. But I can’t stay here being helpless, it’s just not my nature. I am scared as hell but doing nothing doesn’t help.” 

“And there’s nothing I can say to change your mind? I mean you could always go about your business but just from here? Please El, I don’t trust any of them.”

“Jason won’t harm me, neither will Hakon.” She decided against telling him about the blood oath, probably wouldn’t go down too well with him. 

Splaying her hands to make her point, “Look, if Ambrogio wanted to kill me, or Colden or Theo for that matter, they’ve had plenty of chances. Either way I’ve got work tonight and I’m not ruining my life because of a bunch of blood suckers who have zero self-control.”

Curling his lips, he grinned, “Ok, not that I have a say but I’ll be keeping tabs on you, as will my kind. There’s a war out there, I know you’re a fighter- fight well!”

He hugged her and offered, “I’m giving you a lift home though- that I insist on!”

Her stomach flipped, “No, I left my car at Jess’s, I’ll have to go there first.”

His face wrapped with concern, “Ok, but I’ll drive you to Cotham to get your car.”

“And what about Jess? Have her parent’s been told?”

His eyebrows furrowed, he drew in a long breath, “No not yet. In our world we have specialists who take care of these things. I can’t say much, it’s not something we share. But they will know. I can’t offer you any words of comfort, though Hakon was right, if you run with vampires, this is the likely outcome. Know this, if you stay with him, you should cut ties with every human, including your parents, Rob, every human friend. If not, well it’s like you’re signing their death warrant. I’m sorry, I really am but that is the way it has to be.”

Her expression stiffened, she nodded. That was the problem and now she was going to work, with humans. Somehow soon she’d have to make a choice.

Stepping forward, his scent seemed to encase her, “Look, I’m here either way.”

They drove to Cotham in silence, a tension between them. He was right of course; her mind replayed the events of the month’s she’d spent with Jason. 

“Thank you, Lucas, I have a lot to think about.” 

He pulled up, stopped the car and gazed deeply at her, “No, not really El, you don’t. Jess- well that could be you, you see even if your vampire friends protect you, which, ha, is unlikely other’s will be after you. Just the fact that you are mortal and with a vampire is reason enough for other supes to go after you, and anyone connected to you. So, but it’s your choice, your life to throw away. I can’t be torn anymore. I just can’t.”

“And you seem to think that this wouldn’t be the case if I was with you, how?” 

His lips curved up, he nodded, “Because I am fae. Many of my kind marry humans, heck have kids. Yes, some are evil, same as your species but in the main we’re tolerated, we’re powerful.”

No more words were needed, she got out of his car surprised she felt no supernatural presence at Jess’s, nothing watching her, no portals, life completely normal for all the mortals around her. Just not for her. 

She got in her car, Lucas watched her until she pulled away and sighing, she drove to work, no time to pop home but with a heaviness in her body she’d never felt before.

The ambulance was ready when she arrived and her colleague Chris looked grumpy, red eyed and like she hadn’t slept for a few nights. 

“God, I could do without this.” Was Chris’s first words to Eloise. El smirked, “I know what you mean! I’ll drive first, tea?” It was fate really, every paramedic knew you never asked someone if they wanted tea, you just made it. As soon as she flipped the switch of the kettle, a call came through, amber lights and the pair leapt into the ambulance as Eloise put her foot down to get to the other side of the city.

Cotham... Bracing a shudder that’s where Jess had lived, Chris called in the exact location. “Some weird occult shop. Three injured, police are on their way!”

Eloise couldn’t suppress a shudder, clenching her stomach she drove carefully through the traffic, every minute seemingly to last an hour, catching glimpses of humans just living life but shock left the blood in her face when she could have sworn, she saw a vampire draining a mortal off the main road. No time to look again she kept driving but she spied another contorted face, red eyes seemed to find their way from the main road, a glance down a side street as she drove by, the monster quivered, head shook as it lapped up blood, but it caught her eye, it had seen her.

Keeping her eyes on the road ahead she glanced down, slight relief she’d again stowed away her back pack realizing suddenly that Chris had been briefing her the whole time and Eloise hadn’t heard a word. She didn’t need to, she already knew what waited for her in Cotham. As she parked up, Chris leapt out, El grabbed her bag, opening the ambulance door, a murder of Ravens cawed and flew up right before her...

Startled Eloise took a few steps back, knocking into the ambulance, her face drained fast, slightly dizzy- Chris hadn’t seen them?

“The police haven’t arrived yet,” Chris called over her shoulder. Pulling herself up, the ex-soldier came out, “I’m going in,” she continued. 

Bracing whilst slowly unzipping her bag El followed. As Chris pushed the door open the smell flooded out, heavy and pungent, rotten flesh and faeces. She never got used to it, nobody did, the only good take away was that the smell was fresh, had they arrived a day or more later, it would be worse.

Buzzing of flies around the corpses, Eloise scanned the room, a faint groaning came from the back, stepping over three emaciated bodies they made their way past the counter, glass and herbs lay smashed about the floor, crunched underfoot. Mixed with death a strong scent like stale urine, Eloise noted the spilled valerian over the counter and on the floor.

Said to ward off vampires, she guessed it didn’t really work then.

But getting to the patient filled her mind, in seconds Chris was opening up her med kit as Eloise bent over to assess.

Of course, two open wounds on her neck, violently bloody this obviously hadn’t been Ambrogio or his Immortal Gods. This looked like vengeance, something savage and the vampire that did it, was no doubt using the situation of Ambrogio for their own personal assault. 

Chris got out her triage kit, the hairs on the back of her neck prickled as Eloise tried to ascertain if the killer was still in this place, the place where Hakon had drained her to death, where Josias had had his head ripped off, “Why have you got a personal bag?” Chris snapped at her.

Frightened eyes, Eloise ignored her and went to the back of the room, the door was ajar, she peered through it and up the staircase. So many bad memories lingered here, her throat tight, she couldn’t swallow. Hakon had died here, as had she.

Just as she did, she jumped as three officers came bolting in, shouting for her and Chris to hold off, guns poised they surveyed the scene.

“This one’s alive, we’re getting her ready for the hospital, she’s lost a lot of blood!” Chris barked at them.

Something odd, Eloise felt, staring at the officers, their eyes glinted amber, not human she guessed. But they weren’t dead, so...

“There could be more upstairs?” She offered.

One of the officers strode over the dead, making his way to her, staring at her, he whispered, “We know who you are. You think this is Ambrogio’s doing?”

She glanced at Chris who was attending, and Chris shot her a fiery look, “No, why would he?” Eloise murmured.

Quietly he spat the words at her, “You hang out with the dead, those vile corpses have been draining people all over town, this,” he glanced back at the bodies, “Was just a matter of time. Witches blood, is, I am told, potent indeed.”

“You’re right, but Jason hasn’t succumbed to this. Or at least he hadn’t.”

“Choose who you side with wisely Eloise, a war is coming...” he strode off, up the stairs, gun poised whilst another officer followed behind, the remaining policeman watching over Chris.

Eloise left Chris, going out to grab the stretcher, coming back, Chris questioned her, her eyes small and hard, “You know what’s going on, tell me. I deserve to know.”

Lying Eloise replied, “No, I don’t. I thought I heard something upstairs, I went to hear, that’s all.”

Snorting, Chris’s lip curled at one side, together they placed the patient on the stretcher, she knew the patient needed to get to hospital now having lost so much blood, they didn’t carry it. 

As soon as the witch was in the back, Eloise shut the doors, leaving Chris to strap her in, as Eloise sprinted around the ambulance and called to Chris in the back.

A quick, “Go!” was all she needed to turn on the lights and drive, carefully in fact to the nearest hospital, whilst Chris updated admissions with their emergency.

Traffic was, as always thick, which Eloise thought was similar to a lot of drivers’ behaviour these days when they saw an ambulance with its siren’s blaring.

Eloise talked over the radio weaving through the cars, most of whom made way, some freaked out and blocked her path. Chris stopped talking, Eloise called to her, unable to look around, then a slam, what the actual hell?

Checking her side view mirrors, a cold sweat on her forehead and back of her neck as she saw... what had she seen?

Looking frantically for somewhere safe to pull over, she managed after forever, and waiting for the drivers to actually move out of her way instead of staring at her with zombie faces as she indicated to pull in on the left.

Pushing into the traffic she carefully opened the door, this ambulance didn’t have access to the back which she always thought was crazy, but there it was.

Jumping down, dread clutched at her throat, swallowing hard she lunged around the vehicle, the door was shut, slowly opening it up, shock bolted through her like lightning. Chris was on the floor, blood covered her neck and the witch? The witch had gone....

Rushing over to Chris, Eloise’s head spun, her neck, puncture marks, quickly checking her pulse her heart almost leapt through her ribs... nothing. Staring at her colleague, her friend, a shock wave of emotions coursing through her, how? She’d tried to keep Chris out of this, now... Trembling she thought about pulling out her phone, Jason.

No, she put that thought away, pulling out her emergency handset and called it in...

“This is unit twelve, dispatched to the Cotham unit. The patient fled the unit, I report Chris Wilson purple minus, repeat Chris Wilson purple minus.”

Her heart thrust through her ribs, purple minus meant dead. D.E.A.D. no ifs no buts, no way to revive the patient, the patient who was alive not ten minutes ago. The patient who’d been angry with her for not telling her the truth, the truth that she’d tried to protect Chris from. Unable to swallow, she waited for the unit operator to ask... how?

“This is Bristol medical unit to twelve, Eloise report, can you confirm, Chris Wilson, paramedic is dead?”

“Confirm, Charlotte. The patient attacked her, I was driving, I heard a bang, pulled over, opened the door, the patient has fled the scene, Chris is dead!”

“The patient jumped out of a moving ambulance?”

“Affirmative. I report huge blood loss in Chris, no heart-beat, no pulse, no vital signs.”

Ambulances were fitted with surveillance, she knew that even now, after checking Chris, again and again everything she did would be watched and monitored, which meant the vampire witch was caught on camera. Her body slouched over her colleague, “Medical unit to unit twelve, police are on the way. Please lock the ambulance and ensure your safety. Please respond.”

Getting up quick, Eloise did just that, though she knew it was useless and her instinct was also that she wasn’t in danger. The vampire had gone and Chris would’ve been alive had Eloise been in the back. Would she have staked it? And been on film... knowing she was being monitored she leaned against the bed breathing heavily, the sweat streaming down her back, shit, her bag.

Too late to move it now. It seemed like eternity stretched before her as her friend’s body slowly turned into a corpse, fluids leaking, the smell of necrosis, of decay slowly seeping out, how the Hell had this happened. From what had been seen as a mass slaughter, were all those other bodies now rising? Vampire witches?

Her brained was seized, time in slow motion, moving only her eyes, everything seemed monochrome, jumping suddenly, a tapping on the door.

“Eloise? Miss? It’s the police, open up please!”

Her heart raced, she gasped, questioning, confused, was it? Peering through the glass the same policemen from the shop stood there, the one she’d spoken to, his wavy auburn hair rebelling under his hat, those amber eyes, his dimpled jaw and wide lips, imploring eyes, slowly she gripped the handle, her clammy palm, opening it and almost fell forwards out of the ambulance.

“Easy now, steady...” His voice was soft yet firm, he guided her over to the squad car, holding her around the waist, opening the front passenger door with his free hand, guiding her to sit down, feet out.

She gasped as if she’d just taken her first breath.

“Now tell me everything that happened, however irrelevant. It could help us catch her.”

She told him what she knew, watching as he scribed down her words, “Any idea which way she ran?”

Shrugging, she replied, “Well, behind for sure.” Struggling to swallow, the slow realisation that this vampire elite had spilled into the street, taking the lives of others, the officer leaned against the squad car, casting her a glance as he muttered, “Look, off the record this is worse than you think. Since you’ve been here, we’ve had several other incidents and last night, outside the city and in Bath we had at least half a dozen other attacks, two leading in deaths. Now as you know supernaturals maintain high positions in authority but even they will not be able to cover this up. This Ambrogio must be stopped, we’re researching him now but anything you know, anything at all could help save lives.” 

She nodded, her voice croaky, “Well I’m guessing you know his history. He wants immunity with humans, they believe they are above all other species and humans and other supernaturals will submit to them.” Eloise looked away, then looking back, meeting his gaze, “I saw vampires on my way to Arcanum, feeding in broad daylight. Two I saw, as I drove up Park Street, I happened to glance, they weren’t together but just off the main street.” Shuddering, she stared at her fingers.

“You were staying with Lucas, I suggest you go back there Eloise. Too many know who you are, it’s not safe out here. We’ve taken care of a handful of blood suckers, how the hell we’ll cover this up though? I’m just glad it was Charlotte that took your call, we’re treading a fine line. Look, my name is Zak, I’m from Sabian’s pack, that’s based in Wells. I’m going to give you my private number, we need to keep as much of this off the radar. I’m guessing as you called it in, you know because of the security cameras? Anything else, call me.” He sized her up, “And Eloise, stay the hell away from vampires! I don’t want to see you next in a body bag.”

He handed her a scrap of paper with his number written on it, finally exasperated she muttered, “I need to go home. Can I get a lift?”

“Sure, just hold on a minute.” Zak left her alone, going back to the ambulance as a team of forensic scientists gathered, police had already closed off part of the main road, drivers rubber necked as they passed on the other side of the road, Eloise stood up, gripping the car looking around. Eyes bore into her, shivering, her stomach shook, but she spotted him, just his eyes at first, red like coals watching from the distance, from around a side street, Jason stood perfectly still watching her.

Conflicted with emotion, part of her wanted to run to him, to have his cool arms wrap tightly around her, another part of her... a warning. He could do this. Did he know who had? She glanced back at Zak who was crouched over Chris’s body, talking earnestly to one of the scientists, then to a detective dressed in a mid-night blue suit, his dirty-blonde hair falling just above his ears, a spark in his eye as he caught her gaze. Fae. She looked at the forensics team, eyeing them closely, not human.

Other officers that were gathered around, each one of them had an inhuman quality to them, was the whole city run by supernaturals? Was it even safe for her to see Jason, now that these immortals were obviously on the hunt, she guessed they’d show her little mercy? Vampires were hated, for good reason, and vampire lovers were, it seemed rarely tolerated. Gazing back to where she’d seen him, he had gone, vanished into the murky evening. Rain was in the air, as heavy and looming as her heart, it hung waiting to fall. Not for the first time Eloise wondered if she had now fallen too far, too.

Zak strode over to her, frowning, “Right, get in. I’ll take you home now, but you should stay with Lucas, the fae are powerful, you’ll be safer, but if you don’t value your life, so be it!” 

“Whatever, I want to go home.”

Too shocked to care about his snide remark she sat in silence as the were- cop drove her home then as she got out, he warned her again, “Look, please lock your doors and be bloody careful!”

An icy chill met her at home, scanning the room her stomach convulsed, swallowing hard she got some water from the kitchen, steadying herself holding onto the sink.

Staring at her hands for what seemed like hours, she nonchalantly plugged in her phone.

Dread was palpable in the air. Sitting in semi-darkness shadows weaved and bobbed around her living room, her mind seeing Chris’s exsanguinated face again and again, only stopping to replace the image with Jess, with Lucas covered in blood.

Had he taken care of Rob? She realised that she hadn’t asked, too wrapped up in the horror.

Nearly lurching up from her sofa, her phone rang. His number came up, slowly she picked it up, she didn’t speak, she had no words.

His voice was urgent, erratic, “Are you ok? I heard what happened, I tried to see you at Lucas’s, he kept me away using tricks and magic... I miss you.”

His words bounced in her mind, Jason, the vampire. They had lived more in the last few months than most couples do in a lifetime, love bound her to him, but then so did fear. And darkness. She’d wondered if it was the darkness inside her that was so drawn to him.

“I’m alive, at the moment,” was all she could muster.

“Can I see you? Please, I love you!” His voice was soft but pleading, she did want him there, but her instincts, screw instincts, “Yes, but don’t park outside. I have a feeling I’m being watched, the supernatural community are picking up, clearing up the casualties of your species. Tell me, you haven’t...”

“Of course not! Ambrogio assured me only yesterday he has issued a stop to all of this, look I’ll be over in twenty. Lock your doors!”

She hung up. She always locked her doors, if only the legends were true, you had to invite a vampire in, unfortunately not though that was a myth and locks were useless against vampires. They’d just break the door down.

Sinking back into her sofa, she drifted off in a haze of nightmares, pounding, her heart threatened to thrash out of her chest, being chased, bitten, death surrounding her. An apocalyptic vision of a city, bodies strewn like fallen leaves, brittle, exsanguinated, dirty grey, so tenuous they looked like a strong wind would blow them away. Corpses, dead where they fell. Crouched over steering wheels in cars or led outside of shops and in the streets, barren of life, a hollow silence that echoed through the city. Yet she wandered alone, no sounds other than her heart thumping hard in her ears. 

Corpses among corpses, a hollow chill wrapped around her. 

Cold hands wrapped around her neck, spinning her around. Jason, his eyes like crimson fire, laughing, bloody mouth, his fangs stained red, he shot her a wicked smile, his eyes flickered with evil intent.

Pulling her in fast, his fangs touched her neck, she gasped in horror, which shook her right out of her dream, sweaty and her stomach cramped, rapping on the front door.

Bloody hell! She knew it was him and slowly dragged herself to the door, peering through the spy hole just in case.

Hakon was with him, she cleared her throat, of course. That damn blood oath, how would she ever escape that?

Reluctantly she opened the door, her heart seemed to change on a dime as soon as she smelled Jason, a rich scent of blossom and spices, he smiled warmly, wrapping his arms around her, glancing at Hakon, even he smiled, a cheeky grin on his face.

“We thought you’d abandoned us, though I wouldn’t blame you. Seems some of our kind have gone insane.” Hakon’s voice was dry, sarcastic. It was almost comforting in its familiarity.

Before Jason could speak, Hakon continued, his voice as usual rising and descending, dramatic, drawing out the words “I won’t lie to you El, I fell into the lure, the trap of drinking from the sublime, the innocent creatures. And I find it rather impossible to stop, but I am trying.” Hakon implored her with puppy-dog eyes, trying hard to make his smile convincing. Eloise rolled her eyes, he was right though, he was bloody trying! 

After his dramatic pause he continued, his voice intense and slow, almost as if he was on stage, “I tasted the blood of an evil doer earlier, it was like red wine left for days in the sun, disgusting. Still... we all have our crosses to bear I suppose. Jason here has not fallen, not once, even though I offered him a taste, you should know that. Oh, and don’t look at me like that, you know what I am, your illusion of me is your own fault, not mine!”

Swallowing hard, her mouth dry, she asked, “Then why did you stop? It’s too late anyway.”

“Ah, yes, your friend Chris. Didn’t know much about her, did you? What if I told you Chris wasn’t as innocent as you think? You see, I already knew of her, she ran with occultists, apparently, she’d gotten a taste of it whilst on tour in the East somewhere. I wouldn’t be surprised if you see her again, the occultist she ran with, Lee Hyder was a renowned necromancer and lover of vampires. As I’ve said a thousand times to you both, I know everyone involved in the supernatural inside this city. Everyone!”

“How do you know this, been listening to gossip, or did you just make that up?”

“No, I knew of Lee and I knew of her- as I’ve said many times, I know every supernatural or witch, or whatever the hell they are in this city. That and I was talking- just earlier,” he indicated to the door, “To Jax. She hasn’t seen Chris pass over, no soul, so that means she isn’t dead! Anyway, I thought that would cheer you up but clearly, I was wrong. Scotch?”

“No thanks. Jax, the Reaper, what is she doing here?”

“Making a house call I suspect, El we do talk to other supernaturals you know. Jason tells me the wolves are mad, he saw them talking to you at the scene, not surprising, things did get a little out of hand.”

“Out of hand? People are dying you moron, yes, I know you have no respect for life, being dead so long I guess it does that to you, but bloody hell Hakon! You actually fell for Ambrogio’s crazy-ass plan? Never stopped to wonder why? He’ll control you, the lot of you, everyone who succumbed to his crazy idea. I’m pretty sure he didn’t instruct you to do this out of the kindness of his heart. For one he doesn’t have one, two he’s obsessed with a woman he loved who’s been dead for over two thousand years! And you, you the strong and oldest vampire,” Jason touched her arm, she pulled it away aggressively, walking up to Hakon, eye to eye, “You just believed him? I know he’s charismatic and it’s a lovely story isn’t it, Father of Vampires. So then, if he’s your ‘Father’ how come you’re all day walkers and he isn’t?”

Hakon moved his head back, brushed his hand forwards as if her question was irrelevant, his expression softened, eyes lighting up, then flashed a grin at Jason, “My blood is strong in you El, even after the transfusion I see its after affects. You’re right of course, I was seduced into Ambrogio’s proposition, but then we had, all of us taken blood from him when we were at his palace. Maybe that and that alone was part of his allure, by tasting the blood of the Father, we, I was already under his spell. Kudo’s to Jason though, he hasn’t faltered and I know the pull for blood is strong. And it was only recently that we had chosen not to take from the innocent, to be honest before that it wasn’t something that weighed on our conscience, not something we questioned at all.

“But day walker verses night walker, your question demands an immediate answer, and there’s only one possible creature who could know that.”

Before she could speak, Hakon glanced down taking his phone from his pocket, without revealing who was calling he just asked could she get to Eloise’s house immediately, a matter of much importance. After arguing for a minute, he ended the call, he smugly glanced at Jason and Eloise, “Well, now we wait. So, what are you two lovebirds going to do tonight now that you’ve all but kissed and made up?”

Appearing before them, wide-eyed with a wicked grin and dressed in leather, Jax beamed.

“You know, I’m kind of busy right now, I was chatting to your friend Austin after his close encounter of joining me!” She glanced around the room, her eyes small and sighed, “I would’ve liked that one!”

Shuddering, Eloise felt the blood leave her face, Jason stepped in, wrapping his arm around her.

She sniggered, “He’s a fascinating young man and would have made an exceptional member of my team,” she shifted her focus, sweeping her tongue over her crimson lips, “As will you El. Oh, don’t look like that, as you can see from your blood-thirsty friends here, being dead isn’t all bad! Now, why did you call me Hakon?” She spun around and eyed him over.

Grinning, he replied, “Well it seems our El here wanted to know why Ambrogio cannot walk in the sun, and we can? I’m sure you have your own ideas Jax?”

She rolled her eyes, “Really, that’s why I was called here? It’s simple Eloise. Ever heard of genetics? Oh yes, you’re a paramedic, of course you have. Ambrogio was, or is the first of his kind, two and a half thousand years old. By the time Hakon got infected with the vampire bacterium that was over a thousand years later!”

Eloise finished Jax’s tale, “So it’s just diversity? Because the gene pool is now diverse it’s stronger, and Ambrogio and his direct descendants are more likely to have recessive genes, that are found in inbred species? But you said bacterium, wasn’t he created by Artemis?”

Jax strode over to her, “You’re learning kiddo, yes Artemis did create him, but not just by myth and magic. For his physiology to alter, well that took something else, remember the Greek philosophers wrote about atoms over two-thousand years ago. They knew some shit, even if they didn’t have the same level of comprehension. And natural selection, only the strongest adapt and survive. Science is like magic and if you’re Austin and you understand the complexities of magic, like sacred geometry, magic is just a science. Now, can I get back to my mage?”

Jason snapped at her, “Austin is fine, why are you hovering over him?”

Smirking Jax sat on the chair arm, crossed her leg and gazed at her long blood red nails, “Like I said, he’s interesting. And I want to ensure that when his time comes, he joins me- that won’t be today! Unfortunately for me. The look on your faces, well...”

“Leave Austin alone!” Eloise fumed. “If you take a soul, if you want one you can have mine!”

But your soul is promised to Hell?”

Eloise looked confused.

“Alright, I was going to wager Hell for it anyway. God knows they take enough down there. I agree to your offer Eloise, and you’re right, your time here is short- I see it all.”

A flash of brilliant ice light and Jax was gone.

Strained Jason moaned, “El, what have you done!”

She said nothing. She had a plan anyway, now she just had to execute it.
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Hakon’s phone rang, it’s alarm like a vintage phone startling them all, his eyes lit up, “Ah, Darren, everything ok?”

Eloise watched his expression to one of calm go to surprise, then raising his eyebrows, shock. Cutting the call short, he strode over to the ancient television set, picked up the control and switched it on.

Scanning through the channels, he found the local news, all of them stood there watching, Eloise glanced at Hakon’s face as he winced. Their antics of feeding so brazenly in clubs and pubs in the city had been caught on camera, and the news reporter spoke urgently of this ‘cult’ that was spreading around the city and that of Bath, urging people to come forward.

But that wasn’t it, he went on to show footage of her ambulance, of her, the police including Zak and of her colleague, Chris, who he named and reported she had been drained of blood, sparking fears of vampires and people acting crazy and insane.

A bold red banner at the top of the news read, ‘Vampire Cult Spreads Chaos in Bristol and Bath.’

Commenting on a police warning to people to stay vigilant and avoid being out alone, they watched spellbound, Hakon grimacing, Jason put his hand to his forehead, he sat down on the sofa, then put his head in his hands.

Hakon switched it off, Eloise glared at him, he grinned but it wasn’t a kind smile.

“We’ve been through worse and survived. We’ll have to be careful for sure, but it will no doubt cull those stupid enough to carry on.”

Jason wailed, “This is a nightmare! What do you mean we’ve been through worse, no we bloody haven’t! Today is very different from the seventeen-hundreds, today- look it’s on the news. God, pitchforks and angry peasants, why oh why did you have to do it!”

Eloise sat next to him, wrapping her arm around his shoulder, she whispered to him, “No one is going to find you, you aren’t to blame.”

He looked at her, his eyes wide, “You don’t understand. There have always been hunters, many of them, they’ve known about us. But what kept us safe was staying hidden, here in Bristol. Josias, Cat, they are two of the less extreme kind. With the other supernaturals against us, regardless of what I’ve done, I’ll be hunted because I’m a vampire. They’d hardly believe me anyway.” His chest rose and fell as the magnitude of the situation fell on him, Hakon said nothing, sitting in an adjacent chair, he pursed his lips, his forehead wrinkled.

Abruptly getting up, Hakon added, “I’m off, need to check Darren is alright. Jason I’ll call you later, lie low. Hopefully this nonsense will blow over in a few weeks.”

She looked at Jason, whose colour- what little he had, had drained from his face. She didn’t want to ask, guessing he’d had bad experiences in the past.

Hakon slammed the door shut, they were left alone, she wondered what was happening out there, knowing that her home was no doubt still under surveillance, “Jason, who are these people that hunt your kind?”

His mouth dropped open, “Huh...where do I even start? Grigori- watcher angels that have the power of God! Nephilim, half angel, half human warriors that could descend here in droves, winged obviously and ferocious fighters. They, like their purer brothers, the Grigori prefer to slay us using swords, vampire heads make good trophies! Then there’s humans, trained and skilled to hunt underworlders, me! They sometimes team up with other immortals, they were behind the witch trials. Zak who you spoke to earlier, yeah, we know of most of the supes El, it wouldn’t surprise me if his pack joined in. Christ, look, I may have to leave here. Start over, I hope, pray you’ll come with me, I cannot live without you now!” He shot her his best puppy dog eyes, his shoulders sagging, she could tell he was afraid, as was Hakon. 

“Jason, I’m not even sure I’m getting out of this.  I’ve made my bargain with Jax, she seems to think not. Look, stay here, I should go the station. With Chris dead, I’ll have to speak to my supervisor, even though I’ve made a statement to the police, I’m still required to submit a report.”

His face contorted, “Are you serious? You can’t!” His voice stung her ears.

She muttered, “I’m on the front line, my partner is dead, and though it pains me beyond belief, I still have to report this to my bosses, face to face. Either that or they’ll come here!” Her red eyes and sallow face betrayed her emotions, horrified that she had to do this Jason shook his head.

She touched his arm, “Look I’ll text you later.”

She went upstairs, took a fast shower and put on her uniform, coming down Jason had made her coffee and heated up some soup.

“Thank you, Jason. What will you do?” She asked.

His forehead puckered, closing his eyes, he sat next to her at the kitchen table, “I don’t know El. I want to run and hide, I know what’s coming. These hunters, they’re not like regular people. I’m powerful to be sure but with a group of twenty or more, and with other supernaturals...” He stopped talking, his eyes scanning her, her dark hair, kohled eyes, pale skin. She smelt sweet, how she ate her soup, how she always moved the spoon to the opposite side of the bowl, her movements, her voice, he was in love with everything. Heaviness in his heart, she really had no idea of what was coming or what had already arrived. Fear gripped him, jagged breathing as he knew he may never see her again. But better death, he thought than an eternity without her.

Forcing herself to eat, she drank her coffee, he stood waiting.

“El, I’ll try and watch over you out there, please be vigilant. Call me if you need anything.”

She stared into his hazel eyes, his tousled hair and held him close. Feeling him tremble made her heart skip a beat, she didn’t want to go out there, it was like facing the big bad wolf, but she had a duty to report what had happened. That thought, and that alone made her stronger, her muscles tense, she stood taller, “You know what Jason, you and I, we’ve been through so much. Let’s finish this mess, protect those that can’t defend themselves, and if we get through it, go away. Just me and you, no Hakon, no fae, no work. I’m exhausted but I’ll be damned if I let any more innocent blood be spilled.”

He pulled her in tighter, he loved her courage, her protective nature. He could feel her fear of course, and the fact that she pushed through it, her compassion to others lit up a blazing light in his dark and tortured soul. She was his light, his redemption and his true love.




To say the streets were full of chaos was an understatement. Eloise was rushed through the reporting process, her boss an older man, James had large dark-circles under his eyes. They were at critical, emergencies were incoming and not enough staff to handle them. 

Putting a hand on her shoulder, James was distracted, “Look El, we’ll have to finish this another time. I can’t imagine how hard this is on you...” Turning his head away he yelled down the corridor, they hadn’t even made it to his tiny office, “I’ll be there in a second Charlotte. Call some others, we’re at critical!”

Her brows knitted, Eloise grabbed his wrist, “James, what’s going on? It’s bedlam in here?”

“We’re short-staffed El, two more of our crew have been attacked by these fanatics! You know we are under-staffed as it is, look, get yourself home and lock the bloody doors, we’ll manage somehow even if I have to go out myself!”

James hadn’t been a medic for a decade, seeing her colleagues flash her looks of sympathy or stress from the situation, she responded the only way she knew how...

“I’ll go. I’m ready I know what to do and it will take my mind off of...and it’ll help!”

James cast a worried look over her, then his face eased a little, he grabbed her hands in his, “You’re a bloody saviour, you know that, right. Thanks, El!”

Paired up with a seasoned medic, Steve who she knew and had worked with on a few occasions over the years.

They picked up the call that James had needed staff for, a call that made her heart plummet into her boots.

Steve drove, he wasn’t much of a talker but a shadow had fallen over the medical unit since Chris had died. She reminded herself to investigate that, if Chris had set that up, was she now a vampire? 

On the outskirts of the city, flashing blue lights, squad cars everywhere, they jumped out of the ambulance, Zak rushed over to them, eyeing Steve who nodded.

Why can’t I tell who’s human and who’s not? 

“We’ve cleared the bar, officers are still inside. Two casualties’ inside, a lot of blood loss, A&E are expecting you.”

No time to discuss anything, with their medical kits in hand Steve and Eloise strode into the bar, she noticed each officer watching her. She that runs with vampires, vampires that have caused this bloody destruction.

Something was very wrong, aside from the bloody mess of humans in the place, it looked savage, like the witches’ attack. Mutilated and bodies drained, the stench of death thick in the air.

As she checked the first patient’s vital signs, she saw something out of the corner of her eye.

Jax. Standing there in the background, her face stern, furrowed brows but it seemed no one else could see her.

No time for talking, Eloise and Steve readied their patients, preparing to get them back into the ambulance, when outside shouts, gun fire...

Rushing to the window, but looping to the side of it they peered out, Steve growled, “Vampires! They’ve gone insane!”

Sweat broke out on her forehead, “If we don’t get these people to hospital now, they won’t live!” She whispered urgently.

Steve snarled at her, “Your friends out there are making it a little difficult, human!”

Bursting in through the door, Zak was talking urgently on his phone, locked eyes with Eloise, rushed towards her, grabbed her wrist and bit her.

Terror swept over her, her head spun wildly, someone caught her and she was out cold.
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Wind blew litter through the streets, dusk was falling and darkness was coming fast, streetlights were off.

Shivering, Eloise glanced around, a memory of this scene she’d had before but she couldn’t place it.

High above ravens cawed, flying off to roost before night wrapped her cold arms around the desolate city.

In the road cars had stopped where they were, no signs of life, just the emaciated remains of humans, bodies strewn everywhere and the creepy sensation of being watched.

Everything was dead, stepping forward tentatively, she glanced around at the floor, looking for something, anything... cars had smashed into other cars, into the shop fronts of this once busy and bustling street. The place was near Arcanum, the shop where she had found the witches bodies, a shrill cry above sent her heart pounding, running for cover she dived into a shop, its glass door smashed, crunching through the debris, shaking, she peered out.

Quickly assessing the place, she saw a metal rod, this shop was a hardware place, grabbing it her clammy hand gripped tightly, trying to slow her breathing she tried to remember how she got here.

Sounds of footsteps running, something told her to move, to get upstairs and without questioning it, she turned fast, running to the back of the little shop, its contents spilled and trashed, crunching noises as her feet crushed the objects underfoot, wincing as every sound could give up her hiding place.

The door at the back was locked, panic bolted through her, looking around she found nothing but the bodies of people, as before exsanguinated, grimacing as she had to go through their pockets, to steal from the dead.

Pulling out a wallet, a name, a photo but she had no time to reflect. Panting, her hands shook violently as she heard howling sounds that echoed in the distance. She grabbed a plastic card from the dead man’s wallet, her breathing short, and went back to the door, wedged it just over the lock fitting.

Placing the iron bar beside her, one hand on the lock, another with the card, she pulled back the handle whilst pushing down the card on the lock bolt.

The sounds got nearer. She knew what it was, sweat dripped from her forehead, her stomach tightened, the card snapped off.

Fuck! Her heart sounded like a drum in her ears, her breathing like a stereo as she tried again.

Too late, she could hear them.

Afraid to turn around, to see what she already knew waited for her, she picked up the bar in her wet palm, her face contorted with fear.

Standing there, saliva drooling a pack of werewolves, wild dogs and vampires eyed her menacingly. Coal red eyes, she’d make easy bait, they stepped towards her and she blanked out.
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Taking in air as if it was her first breath, she bolted upright to find Zak sat beside her, instinct had her looking at her wrist. Infected and sore, his bite had been real.

She tried to speak but he shook his head, putting a finger to his lips he spoke softly, “Did you see it? That is our future, your future if you don’t stop this. It has to be you. You see, what your fanged friends failed to tell you, or maybe they did, is that when a mortal cross the boundary and lives amongst us, many other supernaturals are attracted to it. Your beating heart, your soul, that especially is lit up like a beacon inviting others. Now, this vision you had, I can’t explain... It seems Austin still lives but as far as I know he is still weak.

I heard his voice inside my head telling me to bite you- to see what you saw- I saw it, too. This is his prediction if we, or rather you don’t stop this ancient vampire. You must go to him now, without delay. You will know what to say, to do once you get there.”

He offered her some water, she pinned him with her eyes, taking the water with an unsteady hand.

Sipping it, her eyes cast to the ground, Austin. She wished he was here now, sniffing, her body trembled, exhaustion was pulling her down.

Zak offered his hand, pulling her up, “Now go find him. We have his location, or close to it. One of my men will take you, and Eloise, we are counting on you!”

Gritting her teeth, she followed him out without looking back at Steve.

An officer outside, same amber eyes nodded. She noticed the area had been cleared of mortals, police stood sentry everywhere, police tape holding them away but at the fringes in the distance, the press chatted like excited monkeys, their cameras aimed at her direction, no doubt happy to have something so big to release. If only they knew their actions were already plotting their demise.

In the back of the car, she stared out of the window, still too shaken to speak.

Ambrogio didn’t want absolution from humans, he wanted their destruction, but that was stupid wasn’t it? After every few minutes she spied a vampire just visible from the side streets they passed, fiery eyes praying on their victims in the early evening... As they travelled through the city, she decided to look at her feet to block out the horror.

Eventually the car stopped, she gasped, here she was outside Hakon’s home. So, he’d lied all along? Stepping out nervously, she wondered if they’d drain her, if these shifters were in fact just leading her to her death, they’d made it clear that they’d hated her for her friendship with vampires. Maybe this was their retribution? Their punishment? Either way, she knew what lay behind that grand door in Hakon’s ostentatious house.

Death. For her, but bracing herself, controlling her jagged breathing she knew that even if there was the slightest chance that mankind could be saved with her death, she’d take it. And Jax would be waiting for her, that alone made her feel somewhat less terrified.

Pulling back her sleeve, where Zak had bitten her it itched and burned, the bite had infected her. Blurry visions came and went, like waves in the ocean, only letting up for a few minutes. The wound, red, black and yellow oozed and festered.

She covered it up, it was too late now.

But nothing prepared her for what she saw next.

Turning the door handle, edge of panic raced through her, that thick coppery scent filling her lungs, it got stronger, classical music played loudly but an icy chill gripped her heart.

Creeping slowly through the hallway, the ornate furnishings, the thick carpet underfoot, opulence contrasted with the terror before her.

In the living room, Jason, Hakon, along with Darren and Colden all seated feeding from people, the mortal’s whose glazed eyes stared in fear, pain, the vampires averting their gaze to this fresh human.

Fixated on Jason, she couldn’t believe it, what had changed, but Colden was the first to drop his human to the floor as if the woman was a bag of rubbish, she thudded lifeless, in less than a second, he was before El, locking eyes with her, his hand brushing his neck, scanning her.

Swallowing hard. her trembling voice, “I have come to see Ambrogio!” 

But Colden’s white-gold eyes still fixed on her, he pulled her close, breathing her in, his mouth brushed her neck, his lips, tongue, so that she shuddered.

“That will be enough Colden, leave her alone. Eloise, I am glad you have come, we can talk in here?” He signalled with his arm, unable to take her eyes off of Jason whose eyes were glassy, as if he didn’t recognise her, but had some vague recollection, she slowly turned breathing deeply, that vile stench, her body taught for what she was about to do.

Ambrogio closed the door, gestured for her to be seated and then followed suit. The dining room was a mockery of fine living, a huge glass and oak table with ten seats either side, it had never been used yet it’s expensive furnishings and antique silver candelabras glistened under flickering candle light. The dead live better than the living she thought...

Taking a deep breath, she swallowed hard, her voice squeaky, “You can take me. End this, and use me to bring back Selene. I can be your vessel. I know this is what you desire, I have seen it and I know I am the only one who can offer myself to you.”

Waiting, watching his every move as he surveyed her, at first, he gave nothing away, not blinking, barely breathing he just sat and stared at her.

He had no doubt expected her to complain about the scene in the living room, but things had progressed too far for that. What lay ahead was far worse.

Amazed at her own calm, she too faced him back, blinking but not taking her eyes from him.

At length, softly he spoke, “You are right, of course, but I’m not surprised you figured it out. The trials were, really, all along more about you than them. I have missed Selene for two thousand years, obsessed with finding a way to reunite her and myself and I have sought out and studied every single grimoire, magical spell and mage.

“Many never lived to tell of it, but then I heard of a woman who ran with vampires, who had promised her soul to Hell itself to save the man she loved, and that man, a vampire. You, from the very first time I heard about you, your devotion, your strength, your compassion were a mirror to Selene. I accept your offer and I promise that I will stop all that,” he gestured to the door. “In return for your life. For really, I only want to hold my beloved in my arms, to touch her lips with mine, to love her, to feel her. The chance that I was denied.” He sat forward, his eyes lit up, changing to crimson, “I know it has made me mad, crazed, obsessed. But, in my defence, who could do less? Denied of my true love and condemned to this empty existence, century after century, the taste of blood my only release. Many times, I had thought of walking in the sun, but each time Theo, my first progeny pulled me back. It could very well be that if I die, they all die. All vampires, across the world... So, you willingly give me your body to house her soul, I thank you. Jax will be pleased, she awaits your soul. Now I will make the preparations.”

Silence wrapped around her. Shocked by the terror next door, by seeing her lover succumb to Ambrogio’s spell like a crazed animal, Eloise embodied an emptiness she had never known before.

In the last few months, she’d loved, fought and her world had opened up to something so fantastical that in her heart, in her soul she’d known she couldn’t have sustained it. Like a fire burning fast and violently, in her heart, her visions seeing her ancestors was because she’d be joining them shortly. That or Jax. There was something after death, and either would be preferable to Hell.

The trauma of Jason made it easier to let him go, he would always be governed by blood. As for the rest, their lives, being immortal were like a roller-coaster, going from one war to another and she could never return to reality.

Jumping as the door opened, Colden came in and placed a drink before her, hot coffee steamed from a mug, he moved his head like an animal watching her. She realised in that moment that he, too, was under a spell from the Father of vampires, he had no control of his actions, except perhaps the first time she’s met him, and he’d taken them back to that little wood. But not now.

Throbbing, she touched her wrist where Zak had bitten it, afraid to look, the bite burned her flesh, sweat on the back of her neck, dizziness almost overcoming her.

“He will not be long, please drink, you look like you need it. We will leave this place shortly to start the ceremony.”

Deciding to test her theory, as he turned, she grabbed his arm, he spun around, “Colden, how old are you? Where were you born?”

Confusion in his eyes, his face dropped, his brows knitted, mouth hung open, “I... I do not know.” Then back under the spell, he pulled himself up, taller, “Come, drink. We are almost ready.”




The city was quiet, a chill running through her as it echoed the vision she’d had. The silence almost choking, they had driven her to the oldest part of the place, the magic in the air like electricity, thick, abrasive.

Her lover, like an automaton followed the quiet orders of Theo and Colden and stood in a circle around her and Ambrogio, but what happened next, she could have never imagined.

Shifters, witches- identified by their gold or silver amulets glinting under the full moon, vampires and werewolves in full transition either crawled down like malevolent spiders from the rooftops of buildings or appeared in mass from side streets, gathering in a huge circle around her.

She wanted to catch Jason’s eye, but they were glassy, dazed, and she couldn’t risk screwing this up.

From around the side of a building a weird sound hollered out, like some kind of deranged horn, and pouring forth Anthony walked, his white eyes small with a haunted look, pursed lips casting a veiled stare at Ambrogio. Hakon and Darren gasped, an army of demons, their feet thudding, marching, their rumble shook the city.

A fast nod towards Ambrogio, who stepped back, Anthony shorter than his legion of demons but taller than Ambrogio, his long rich blue velvet coat floated open revealing a body of tattoos, glowed fire red, his slim jeans, and bloodied lips, curling up his top lip revealed his fangs.

The legion, demons, amalgamations of beasts and man, winged lions, with eagles’ heads, part human, part animal, some rode horses, other’s exotic beasts, a cacophony of disturbing and unnerving music, some of which the demons seemed to play, or at least it accompanied them.

Gasping, even Ambrogio took a step back as a three-headed hound of Hell, along with a hydra walked just behind this strange vampire.

Anthony stood right in front of Ambrogio, dead eyes staring into the Father, not speaking until at last, a tall, svelte and porcelain man strode over, his hair matched Colden’s, ice white though his eyes were jet. His square features overly perfect for human, “The King of Hell, all bow.”

Without even a blink, Anthony stood there as his subjects bowed, a show of power to the old deity. 

Ambrogio with regal authority strode, or floated past Anthony, into the circle, the others silently making way for him, as he stood there, scanning them, all of them knelt.

His tongue darted out, wetting his lips, then Ambrogio spoke, “Bring forth those who will offer themselves to me.”

Dread throbbed through Eloise, a hollow feeling gripping her stomach as Hakon and Lucas were led forward, both dazed, zombie-like. 

Theo, his dark eyes now laced with fire, handed Ambrogio a long, curved silver bladed dagger, he took it reverently, as Colden stepped forward, chanting some spell, his voice a hard edge to it.

There was a darkness in Ambrogio’s eyes, as Colden chanted the wind picked up. Glancing frantically around, Eloise saw that all the immortals were under his spell, even Jax who she spied in the distance looked to be under his trance, the clouds, heavy, black parted and the moon, her brightness shone down on the Father, illuminating him like a flood light.

In that instant, Ambrogio sliced the throat of Lucas, a purple and green light shot out from him, his blood poured like a waterfall, falling to his knees. Ambrogio wasted no time and took Hakon’s life, slicing his throat. And for the second time she watched him die, sucking in air as his life passed fast.

Her heart missed a beat watching Lucas die, unable to cry out, his face strained, then Ambrogio was upon him, drinking his blood, then Hakon’s with such speed he was a blur, then he was on her, his lips touched her skin, he pulled her close, his tongue tracing her neck, until she winced as his teeth broke her skin...

A haze of moonlight, of violent passion consumed her, dizzy as she felt her blood leave her body and a sensation, like a sheet being thrown over her, she glanced up to see some ethereal spirit above her, almost diaphanous, it sparkled silver under the sky, catching rays like glitter, flickering. Realising it was the soul of his lover, coming to inhabit her body, it moved slowly like a cloud, closer towards her but his bite, venomous had paralysed her. Her body sank, he pulled her closer, his cool body, firm and sensual as he eagerly, greedily stole El’s life, so his lover could enter.

The whole city was silent, in her final moments she saw her lover before her, his smile, felt his lips on hers, his passion.

Aggressively she felt herself thrust forward, falling back, narrowly missing her head off the pavement as Ambrogio had pushed her away, his face contorted with anger, spitting out her blood.

Black fluid stained his lips, his mouth, falling to his knees his body seized in a fit, convulsing violently, choking on fluid.

An energy shifted, voices spoke fast around her, arms picked her up, but she couldn’t move.

She could see Ambrogio, who was now jerking furiously in front of her, coughing up blood, bile, black veins appearing on his face, neck, bare chest, large and fast. Averting her eyes, the diaphanous spirit hovered above, an arm reaching down, she tried to gasp but could not. Still paralysed, she softened hearing a familiar voice, the voice of her beloved. Her heart slowing, too late. Before she closed her eyes, she saw Ambrogio’s spirit, full of anger leave his body, but then embraced into Selene’s, soar up into the night. Was it her mind playing tricks? It seemed for a second that the luminosity of the moon glowed brighter for a moment, but she couldn’t be sure. And then, then she stopped breathing...
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Bolting upright, gasping she sat up. Everything was on fire, bright, noisy, Jason sat crouched before her, his tousled hair falling over his face. Hakon’s voice in the distance barking orders, a hundred feet marching off, chattering, shouting.

Energies bounced and bobbed, trying to rub her eyes, her body like a thousand volts rushing through it, his voice, “Easy now, take it slow.” He pulled her into him, his voice calling in the distance, “Austin, can you get us home?”

Looking up, the young mage grinned at her, nodded at Jason.

Eyes wide and careful she glanced around, Lucas was sitting up, Hakon standing before him, smirking. “You’re welcome, maybe we should work on being friends, not foe in the future?” Hakon’s tart voice.

Coughing, Lucas nodded and took the hand up that Hakon offered, standing beside them Darren, smoking, looking as if nothing had happened.

Glancing around she saw Lucius and Anthony chatting earnestly, and Zak.

Austin’s voice was smooth like honey, “Ready to get home El? Everyone’s safe, everyone’s alright. Thanks to you and your sacrifice. No one will regret it, and you have the thanks and protection of the supernatural community.”

Her eyes met his, not understanding but she nodded anyway. Where was Jax, was she, Eloise, dead?

In a flash she was at Jason’s home, Jax sitting languidly on a chair, a scotch in hand.

Jason flashed her a sneer, Jax grinned, “Don’t worry vampire, I’m not here to steal your soul. Well played El, I’ve still got my eye on you. Here’s my number, if you need anything in the future, just call. No strings. Look after Jason.” Jax then eyed Jason, “Hey, Jason...that was one human right there.”

She downed her scotch and languidly placed the glass on the chair arm before disappearing fast. No flash, no goodbye.

Shaking, Eloise’s body trembled, still blurry spots, flashes of twinkling lights before her, she sucked in air, a hunger burning fast in her stomach.

She’d felt this before?

Jason rolled his lips, guiding her to sit down, his face alarmed, spreading out his fingers as if looking for the words.

But her eyes closed, she fell back and slept as the sun peeked through the curtains.

––––––––
[image: image]


She awoke in his arms, his cool body pressed against her, famished she felt driven to get up. But his arms held her fast, as she gazed into his face, he moved forwards, eyes still closed, his lips parted, he kissed her.

Sparks fired through her body, like bubbling water reaching every part of her, compelled to pull him into her she gasped.

Jason smiled, a wicked grin oozing passion, ardent, urgent. He kissed her greedily, overcome with emotion, with sensation she succumbed to it, but her stomach growled, breaking the moment.

Grinning, “Come on, we best get you something to eat. And, um, there’s something you need to know.”

As they got up, she already knew. “You didn’t have a choice, did you?” She asked.

Running his hand through his tousled hair, he looked human. Boxer shorts, some tattoos and his small but bright hazel eyes gazed fondly at her, “No. I wasn’t prepared to let you die. So, you’re like me now and we have eternity to argue about it. I know it won’t be easy because, well, you know, experience. But I’ll never leave you. You saved everyone.”

A serenity flowed through unexpected. 

“What I don’t understand is how? I’m not happy with being a vampire, but the alternative, that future, was that real? Is this a trick?”

“Austin, sent Zak the same vision as you had, telepathically. He ordered Zak to bite you. Wolves and vampires don’t mix, well at least not for Ambrogio, who let’s just say, is a purebred. I myself have tasted werewolf blood, but then I can walk in the sun. Because we’re, well mixed, crossbreeds if you will. Being the first of his kind, that was Ambrogio’s strength...”

“But also, his weakness. But you know Austin, just to make sure he had Zak take a potion before he bit you, one laced with colloidal silver, with verbena and vervain and... a little magic. He doesn’t believe in taking chances. So, yeah when Ambrogio bit you, the poison from Zak’s bite poisoned Ambrogio and importantly broke the spell he had on others.” 

She finished for him. “Why didn’t he tell me!” She spat, confusion and anger wrapping around her tightly.

“If you’d known, Ambrogio would have been able to tell. It was imperative that you believed what you were doing would work. He is, was very powerful. Reading minds, well you already experienced that with him.”

Exasperated, she stammered, “And now, I have to... I can’t... do this! You should’ve let me die, it is my choice.”

“No. Come here.”

Against her will she did just that, Jason led her downstairs where he found his phone and made a call to Hakon, she could hear every word.

She sat down, her muscles tense, fury festering up in her like a storm. A bloody blood sucking vampire! Again though, out of character it seemed her soul had made peace with this, even if her mind fought it. Maybe because she’d nearly lost her soul?

Twenty minutes later Hakon appeared at the door, leading in a man she recognised, a criminal.

His wide grin and eyes, his voice animated, “It’s alright El, we’ll guide you through this. You’ve seen it a thousand times before, it seems. Just listen to his heart.”

She recoiled on the sofa, but the man, young, about twenty dressed in jeans and hoody, his short dark hair that clung to his head, walked slowly forward, sat next to her, his face expectant, held out his wrist.

Jason nodded to her, eyebrows raised, “Just do it, it will be so easy you’ll hardly know. And remember, if we put him back on the streets, many would suffer. So...”

Reluctantly she put her lips to his wrist, her teeth turned into fangs, pierced his skin and drank.

Ecstasy engulfed her, crimson haze of emotion, erotic, life giving, sensual filled her core. Nothing mattered now, nothing. The blood flowed into her, she swooned for a moment, then visions of crimes appeared in her mind. His crimes, his emotions. Confused she drew back, but the horror was replaced by utopia.

Finally coming around, she asked, “What happened to Theo and Colden? Are they dead?”

His soft voice, Jason sat next to her, “No my love but their bewitchment was broken by Ambrogio’s death. 

“Both broke down, realising their heinous crimes and have been staying with Anthony in Bath to recover. Austin made some potions to help ease their trauma, it seems,” he glanced at Hakon, “It seems they were never under their own control from the beginning. Worse for Theo, he had been with Ambrogio for centuries, Colden, just under two centuries. They are now beginning a new life, as are you.”

She wanted to argue, to fight but she couldn’t. Was this what she wanted? No, but as her soul was calm, she sat back as Hakon took a chair opposite her.

“I bought your house for you Eloise, why? You’re my friend, you’re the only human I’ve ever known that I’ve respected so much and your job pays you a shit wage. Of course, you could give it up now, though I suspect you will not.

“For what you do, your selfless acts you deserve, well so much more, now I see the anger in your face but hear me out.” He raised his voice, teasing her as if this was a question, “Now I am much older than you, and your mortal life will soon become a memory but I suspect you, strong as you are, will continue to hold onto your humanity like no other vampire, and that will serve all.

“The deeds are in your name and you are free to be you, to live your life. You do not deserve to struggle, and ah yes, I see Jason’s face twist but the thing is, if he bought it for you, you’d be mad at him for taking away your independence. Now I don’t want to deny you that, but life Eloise, living is so much more. Jason and I have lived centuries, we’re really two old rich men who see a beautiful woman making a difference and struggling, so don’t deny us a way to help. And what you’ve taught me, I’ll buy you one hundred houses if you please, I don’t joke!”

His grin was mischievous but she knew he was sincere, his dark eyes sparkled, but he hadn’t finished, “And whilst we’re on the subject,” he waved his hand, “Should you ever need my help with anything, your parents’ finances, friends, anything,” he looked at Jason, “Mate, I’m happy to help.”

Hakon left with his human, leaving her and Jason alone.

Jason moved into her, scanning her face, he pulled her up, looking her in the eye, “I don’t want anyone else. I want you and only you, Eloise.”

She pulled him to her, her vampire. His hypnotic eyes fired crimson, lust, parting his lips she tasted his. His heart raced, body tingled, as he tasted the blood on her tongue, he became greedy, forceful. Gently biting her bottom lip, his soul on fire, their bodies closed the gap. His stomach fluttered, ravenous with desire, he kissed her deeply. She was now his equal, he didn’t have to hold back. She shuddered, his tongue gently touched hers, now they could be together. 

Ardently his hand gripped her back, a low growl as his eyes glanced towards her lips, her eyes. his mate, his lover. 

Jason led Eloise up the stairs without a word, stripping off his shirt, he pulled her close, his voice low, almost gravelly, he muttered, “Are you sure?”

She whispered to him, “Yes, more than anything,” and ran her nails down his back. He shuddered and whispered, “Come with me, my love. I want to show you what it is to have a vampire’s passion...A true blood oath,” and he led his beloved, his immortal love to bed.
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