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Bones crunched underfoot, the damp seeping through her clothes as Eloise tensed, so many remains hidden away in the disused sewer. Shuddering as she flashed her torch tentatively, the only sounds from her were her breathing and thundering heart.

Gripping the bowie knife, her palm sweaty, every step cracking under her boots, her muscles tensed at the thought, the sensation under foot of splintered bones. Her stomach flipped, a noise in the distance, more brittle noises and Jason by her side, whispering, his voice slightly hoarse, “It’s up ahead, I can smell it, it reeks of decay. Stay behind me, they’re vicious. And fast.”

Shaking, she wondered if she’d ever get used to this and questioned why she was here, the last time her hand was kind of forced, but now?

It was impossible to creep up on the creature with so many bones everywhere, human bones, clenching her jaw as her torch flashed over skulls, broken carcasses illuminated in the blackness from the light, and the thing responsible waiting for them up ahead in a tunnel. 

Gasping as she saw one of the skulls, its brilliant white teeth with those pointed incisors, Jason had been right, both vampires and humans but something else more macabre lay just out of range for her to see properly with her torch, a skeleton that looked neither human nor animal but before she could investigate it, a snarl echoed around the tunnel, screaming in shock as hot, rancid breath passed over her face, Jason yelled. Shaking, she lunged forward with her knife.

A roar next to her, stepping back, crunching underfoot, her foot slipped, holding out her hand to keep her balance, the torch fell. Cursing, she swiped her knife around her, Jason howled, then the sound of something scurrying away.

“Shit... Jason?”

“I’m here, you knifed me! I’m ok, but bloody hell.”

She couldn’t see anything, pitch darkness, how had she hurt him?

Before she could answer him, he continued, “It was upon you, I think you maimed it, but also me, here, here’s the torch.”

She felt his hand touch her leg, so she reached down to get the torch and said, “God Jason, I’m so sorry! I had no idea...”

Shining the light over his body, she saw his hand covered in blood and pressed against his stomach where she’d gashed him.

“Oh my God!”

“It’s alright, I won’t die and I’ve had worse going out to eat, and you didn’t know. But what a pair we are. It’s ran off, no doubt it thought it would leave us to destroy each other, you know do its work for it,” he sniggered.

“How can you laugh, I just totally...”

“Forget it already El, it was upon you, I intercepted, it’s pitch black.” Sighing heavily, he continued, “Come on, we can’t kill it tonight and we stink. I need to get home, get patched up and fed. I’ll call Hakon later, we’ll come back in force.”

She knew he was right, though her gut twisted inside out to think of leaving the beast here, tomorrow night it might claim more victims, but one thing she’d learned killing monsters, you couldn’t do it when you’re bleeding and undermanned. If you did, you’d probably end up their next meal.

Blinking quickly as the street lights seemed blinding after the dark, she cupped her hand over the top of her eyes, following Jason as he swiftly made the way to his car.  Sheathing the knife, she took her rucksack off, funny thing now, she had to take this rucksack, even though it had been blood splattered, torn and ripped, she’d washed it and mended it, it was like a totem, she didn’t want to go into a fight without it. Maybe because it had survived being ripped and bloodied. Tossing the torch inside, she pulled out a pack of sterile swabs that she always carried and a few other medical necessities. She stepped towards Jason who was assessing her work, his grimacing face, hair framing it as he looked down.

“Let me see,” she demanded.

His jumper was pulled up, the cut wasn’t huge but her knife was sharp, getting some antiseptic cream out and opening up a pack of gloves, she smeared the wound before covering it with the sterile pad, then taping it on him.

Looking up at her through his fringe, he raised his eyebrows, “That thing better watch out El. Crikey, if you do that to me, your boyfriend, what the hell will you do to it!” He giggled.

“Boyfriend?” She murmured, grinning. “So official? You know I want to kill it tonight.”

“And you know we can’t tonight. Maybe we’ll get lucky and there’s only one.” Sarcastically he added, “Not that we’re ever lucky with monsters, so there’s probably a dozen. Come on, let’s go back, get washed and eat, I’m starving. Tomorrow we’ll come back full force.”

“You think it’ll wait for us there? I would think it’ll move on the moment we’re gone, find another tunnel or even another city. What if you called Hakon now?”

He wrapped his arm around her shoulder, “You know every night in almost every city all over the world lies a creature waiting to feast upon human flesh. You, we, cannot save them all. Maybe one day in the future, when you’re older, you’ll be like me, immortal, and then we can hunt together, faster, deadlier until the end of times.”

Grunting slightly, she wasn’t so sure. She’d never liked the taste of blood.




His eyes like saucers, a cheeky smile, Hakon exclaimed, “I can’t believe you two, do you think you’re Buffy? I mean most people when they have an evening out, they go to the cinema or the theatre. Christ Jason, you don’t really know how to take a girl on a date do you? You smell of shit, both of you, and you want me to help you hunt... ghouls! Yuck, no thanks, vile creatures. But they normally gorge themselves on the dead, it doesn’t make sense that these are actually ghouls if they’ve been eating, well killing people.” Then he questioned, his voice raised, “And at least one vampire you say Eloise?”

“The skull had pointed, very pointed incisors. If I hadn’t of sliced Jason, I could have had a closer look, but in all my years of training I’ve never seen teeth that sharp, well except you guys. But that wasn’t the weirdest thing...”

Jolting his head back as if that wasn’t shocking enough, Hakon, his eyes sparkling with interest, grinning wildly, he ran his fingers through his short, strawberry blonde hair. A shadow on his face showed he hadn’t shaved, his smile made him appear cheeky, she was glad he was her friend, he was lethal and had little if no compassion for the living, or his own kind.

“Do tell Eloise, I can’t wait, ah here’s Darren!”

Darren in contrast had black hair that fell over his face, short at the back, and dark eyes, he was usually smoking something and he eyed them all in his usual cool manner. Dressed as Hakon in a designer shirt and jeans, he was barefoot, he always seemed to be when at home she noted.

Pouring himself a drink, he raised an eyebrow, sat down and waited disinterestedly for the news.

“Darren, these two have been playing Buffy again. Eloise was just about to tell me of some strange, macabre creature she found!” Hakon spoke, making the tone of the words rise and fall. “Maybe we should sit around the campfire!” He laughed.

“Ok smart ass, tell me this then. Bones, a skeleton that are neither animal nor human, what the hell could that be?” She said bluntly.

Darren answered uninterested, “A shifter- killed whilst transforming?” Shrugging, he sipped his drink.

Jason added, somewhat alarmed, “That would be hard to kill, especially during its shift and it sounds way off for ghouls, they’re strong for sure but not stronger than most shifters.”

Hakon answered the question, “Maybe they are working in a pack? It’s not totally unheard of, but anyway, I think I will help. I bloody hate ghouls, and I’d be happy to wipe them out totally from existence, they give us immortals a bad name. But not tonight, tonight is about dining and pleasure! And we’ll need to read up on the lore, I don’t want to come in contact with them because they’re so vile, so some kind of distance weapon or magic? I’ll let you two detectives find out what you can, then let me and Darren know tomorrow night and we’ll put an end to this nonsense.”

Eloise and Jason nodded, turned to leave, but Hakon added, “And Eloise, make sure there are no bloody witches involved this time, would you?”

She eyed him over, took a deep breath and followed Jason back to his car.

“I’m glad we went there first, now shower and bed, he’s right, we do stink. You staying over?” Jason enquired.

“Sure, those ghoul things give me the creeps!”

“They creep everyone out, including vampires!” Jason laughed.

“If it isn’t ghouls though, what the heck is it? And what about that skeleton, the non-human thing?” Her voice was strained, full of worry. Before opening the car door, Jason turned to El, putting his hands on her shoulders and looking into her eyes, “I don’t know El, maybe a shifter killed mid- change, we’ll come back tomorrow and look, but for now...” He pulled her in close to him, her warmth seeping into his icy body, her scent filling his being. His mortal warrior, his El.

She relaxed into him, sometimes he seemed more human than most mortals, his compassion, tenderness, but she still held back. Sure, she’d stayed at his place often but nothing had happened, what if he lost control and bled her? And that other nagging thing, the fact that he feeds off people. Still, all relationships have their problems but Eloise was in no hurry to push this one. A blurry line between the friends’ zone was sometimes awkward but the other alternative was too risky right now.




She awoke before him which wasn’t unusual. Tomorrow night she’d have to work and for now had taken to doing night shifts, which was good for hanging out with Jason but generally worse as a paramedic. Messy, as people these days took no responsibility for their actions, like drinking and driving and she often questioned her chosen profession.

Emptiness filled her on every shift. After losing her work partner to a Wendigo, then Josias, her only reconciliation that they’d killed the beast and driven Josias away by sending his black magic back onto him.  Tonight, they’d search out these ghouls, find out what the hell was in that sewer and then maybe she’d have some time to consider her future. All these thoughts flooded her mind as she looked at Jason beside her in his bed, he looked dead but handsome, he was warmer than usual having fed on a criminal before she’d slept. His usual routine now was to go out for an hour, feed and come back to her, scratching her head she knew in her gut this wasn’t right, but last night had freaked her out and although mainly lifeless, should something happen here, she assumed he’d wake up.

As she was eating breakfast, though that was still strange as it was early evening, Jason got up, smiling and kissed her on the head, wrapping his arms around her.

“So, ghouls...I met one once, many decades ago. They say they’re born of demons, and the usual lore says they have no intelligent thought but as often is the case, the lore seems to be wrong,” he mused looking over her shoulder as she scanned the web for information on these corpse eating creatures.

“Well, I’m not sure, I mean all those bones, could they have dragged corpses there? And vampires, what happens to you when you die, I mean do you normally get buried?”

Jason chuntered, “Good question, I’m not really sure. The ones I’ve known when they’ve died have died at the hands of either another immortal or by human hunters.” Taking a deep breath, he continued, “And that’s usually involved decapitation followed by fire. Or so I’ve heard, I’ve never witnessed it in all my years! But as far as I know ghouls don’t store their dead but times change, maybe they have, too. Perhaps with more people than ever being cremated, they’re working together. There are some very old cemeteries around the city, after we investigate the tunnel from last night, I think we should check those out.”

Eloise sighed, what she’d do for a night in, Netflix and pizza instead of chasing monsters, and if that wasn’t bad enough, they always, always stank. Now she’d been in some pretty stinky situations, Saturday night’s working in Bristol was all kinds of revolting due to the public’s inability to control their drinking but monsters, man...Sometimes she wondered if she’d die from their stench alone. And ghouls with their gross feeding habits, she wasn’t looking forward to this. Give her a Wendigo, or witch for that matter any day...

“So, how do we kill them?” She thought she knew the answer, but didn’t really want to know.

“Off with their heads, so something large and sharp should help!” Before Jason could say any more, there was a reply that made them both jump, “Well, sharp like my humour perhaps?” Hakon stood grinning by the open window, his eyes small as he surveyed them, a wry tight grin on his face as his surprise had worked.

“I’ve been meaning to ask you Eloise, is it exciting to you to sleep with a vampire? I only ask because,” his grin widened as he glanced around the room, “Well, I met this woman, she’s mortal and I’ve almost developed a liking of her. So, Jason is able to restrain his bloodlust?”

Thinking on her feet, not wanting Hakon to have more cause to invade on their privacy and before Jason could say anything, she replied, “Jason is a perfect gentleman and as such I’m not saying anything else.”

“Is he now?” Hakon roared with laughter, “So... you two haven’t slept together, that’s charming, it really is. Like high school sweethearts.”

“Is there a reason you climbed through the window Hakon?” She bit back.

“Yes, I have my sword, the one I took the Wendigo’s head with. Darren will meet us later, I convinced him to join us. I’m eager to see these mutated skeletons though, so exciting!” He replied, his voice raised snarkily.

After getting dressed they piled out of Jason’s house and into his car. “An adventure of the macabre, Jason I’m glad you hooked up with El,” Hakon winked at her.

The tunnel was just outside the city, graffiti adorned the walls alongside rubbish, disused plastic bags, empty bottles and needles.

“Geez El, your species is filthy. I sometimes question why I feed on them!” Hakon mused as they made their way into the tunnel. “And a bloody sewer, you have to be kidding!” he sneered.

Jason turned to face him and snapped, “Look, are you going to bitch all night? If there were any ghouls in there, they’d be gone now with you shouting your mouth off. Yes, it’s a disused sewer, yes, there’s rubbish and our guess was it was used until recently by the homeless since it gives some protection from the weather. Stop spouting off about humans, our species are no better and without humans, we’d be dead.”

Hakon made a face of mock surprise, his mouth an oval and eyebrows raised. He got out his bright torch as Eloise got hers and they crept into the tunnel, the atmosphere deathly quiet except for the crushing of brittle bones under foot. Just inside they stopped, using brighter torches than yesterday so they could now view the full horror of the place.

Piles and piles of skeletons lay in front of them, no flesh on the bones, rather they seemed to be picked clean and brittle. A chill ran through Eloise and instinctively grabbed Jason’s hand. Hakon glanced at this, quickly and uncharacteristically stepped quietly forward to stand by her other side. His face held no expression as he scanned the tunnel, no one spoke and as they shone their torches on the skulls of these bodies it was becoming very clear that none of them were human.

Gulping, Eloise cleared her throat as quietly as possible and whispered, “I saw the mutated skeleton over there, I think. We'd moved further into this tunnel.”.

Hakon cocked his head, Jason’s jaw clenched and releasing his hand from hers, he splayed it just in front of her. “Wait here,” he whispered and he and Hakon crunched their way over the mass of bones.

Eloise crouched down and looked at the bones around her, skulls that were not attached to their bodies. Every mouth had those pointed incisors, the skulls of vampires. And there were dozens of them. Fear bolted through her and as she watched those two, wondered if they would be next. 

Turning around Jason beckoned her over, reluctantly she walked forward looking for any tiny space on the ground to place her boots other than the bones that lay in a thick carpet.

Feeling her blood drain from her face, her lower lip trembled as she saw now with the brighter torches that thing that had plagued her mind since last night.

Half -beast, its legs like a giant dog’s, the body of a man but with massive arms and a peculiar head, an amalgamation of man and wolf...A werewolf then? Eloise wondered.

Murmuring, Jason answered her shocked face, “Yes a werewolf, killed in transition. Whatever did this is more powerful than I’ve ever seen. Hakon?”

Hakon’s eyes were transfixed, as if waking from a dream, he just replied, “We should go.”
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No one spoke as Jason drove them to a large ancient cemetery on the outskirts of the city, dating back to the beginning of the nineteenth century and packed with massive statues, grave sculptures and mausoleums, including underground vaults.

Set in an area over forty acres, Eloise didn’t relish the night ahead, especially after the werewolf bones and Hakon’s abrupt reaction to it, staring out of the window she wondered if this monster chasing would ever end.

Visions of growing old, grey haired and wiry spending all her life hunting down evil is not how she intended to spend her life, if she made it through the next few days.

Waiting just inside a side entrance Darren got out of his car, solemn faced, as if this was all too much, every movement a chore as he languidly strode towards them, she didn’t blame him.

“This place is bloody huge; how do you expect to find these creatures?” He muttered lighting up a cigarette.

Smoke swam around him, the cemetery was floodlit in places, light dancing off the faces of pious angels, their hands in prayer as if they held sympathy for Eloise and her undead friends.

“Ghouls smell bad,” Jason answered, his voice flat.

“Look,” Jason went to the trunk of his car, grinning mischievously as he pulled out a sword, the blade caught the light and glistened, the curvature of it smooth and it almost hummed as he drew it from its scabbard.

“Well, good to see your weapon’s intact Jason, eh Eloise,” Hakon nudged her.

“Oh, it is intact and working well thanks,” Jason smirked.

Eloise rolled her eyes, men whether dead or alive, it always came back to one thing, their dicks.

She caught Darren’s eye, who also rolled his eyes, well, most of them, she thought. 

Closing the boot, they wandered quietly into the place. “I think the mausoleum or the cellar should be the first places to look seeing it is huge, forty-odd acres but ghouls don’t tend to live underground, do they?’ Eloise asked.

“Sometimes they do, they dig elaborate tunnels underground but, that said their entrances are usually somewhere like a cellar, somewhere easy to access. They have to stay hidden from humans, your idea is good El, let’s check the mausoleum, then the cellar.”

The door of the mausoleum was locked and Darren moved silently, his strong, powerful body shoved up against it, a pounding as his frame collided with the old, massive wooden door. It didn’t budge and Hakon, who grinned like a school boy opened his mouth to speak but Darren shot him a look, narrowing his eyes, then from his leather jacket pulled out a lock pick set.

“I never intended to break it, I was just weakening it,” he mumbled.

But Hakon insisted, his voice slightly raised, “Darren, if you don’t want to be here then leave. No one is forcing you to stay!”

Minutes later Darren shot Hakon a smug grin, his lips curving slightly, “Of course I don’t want to be here, but you need me, you know that!” Darren took the cigarette from his mouth and stubbed it out with his boot.

“Ah, Darren, always the dramatic one!” Hakon muttered.

Long shadows flickered under the floodlit cemetery on the huge, worn wooden door, an air of malice made Eloise shudder. Suddenly her mortality seemed weak compared to the blood worn immortals surrounding her, Jason had survived with magic after being impaled by a dagger, his vampire blood giving him and the others a power that was now, in this eerie place, evidently stronger than she’d ever realised before.

Carefully Darren twiddled the lock picks into the old door lock, then clunk, he turned grinning before he pushed open the door, their torches lighting up the mausoleum, her body twitched, much smaller inside, almost claustrophobic, one huge sarcophagus stood sentry in the middle, the words carved on it almost indiscernible.

Grey stone mottled black with age and mildew over this tomb, the vampires hovered around it, whilst she tread lightly around the edges of the place, wondering if a secret door would be hidden in the walls, an entrance to the hiding place for the flesh-eating ghouls. But then if she found a secret door it would be locked. As Jason, Hakon and Darren heaved to move the lid off the sarcophagus, she went to the door they’d entered from and examined it from inside. The sarcophagus hadn’t been used for eons by the looks of it, a perfect hideout for ghouls.

Raising her brows, it could be possible they had a key, but ghouls from what she read were usually creatures without much thought, then again underestimating her enemy last time had almost cost her and her undead friends their lives.

The faint scent of death pervaded the air once the lid was slid aside, but for the vampires, all three scrunched up their faces, their hands instinctively covering their noses.

She smirked, well good that her sense of smell wasn’t as acute as theirs then, she wandered over to peer in.

Bones, crumbled, grey and black lay in front of them, someone who was once something in life now reduced to almost dust, it seemed a mockery of life to her. Why do we hold such value on bones?  Maybe as a paramedic she saw life differently. Mortals or immortals, she mused, never really appreciate life until it’s snatched away, but then again wasn’t that her, she’s here after all?

No, she was trying to stop the monsters that fed on the living.

“Well, that was pointless then,” she whispered.

“Not necessarily,” Jason answered her and bent his lean body into the sarcophagus to move the bones. Instinctively the corners of Eloise’s mouth turned down.

Dust scattered in thick particles as he moved the skeleton, but nothing was seen underneath.

“You expect a hidden passageway under there?” she asked. Standing back, the floor was stone, so she resumed looking around the walls, her eyes trained to see details that others missed, one hand holding the torch, another splayed and placed along the stone walls, applying slight pressure, looking for traces of lines that could indicate a secret passage.

Bored with the old bones, Darren joined her, a wry smile on his face and together they examined the interior of this ancient tomb.

Twenty minutes later, nothing.

“If they’re here then they’re exceptionally clever which doesn’t fit the M.O. for ghouls...” Eloise stated.

“True,” Jason agreed. “Cellars then?”

They shifted the stone lid back onto the tomb and wiping their hands on their jeans gave one final glance around. 

“This place!” Jason muttered and shivered, putting his hand on her back, ushering her out gently, he said no more but it was enough to make the tiny hairs on the back of her neck tingle.

In silence they walked to the cellars, on the way glancing about for anything strange, but the only noises came from rustling animals, owls hooting and screeching and now and then bats flying around, looking for food.

The cemetery was a haven for bats, and its forty-five acres of land a sanctuary for many wild creatures in this city.

Now, though, serenity fell on Eloise as she breathed deeply, she felt a calmness, she’d never considered graveyards scary, but then she’d never known ghouls had existed.

A thought popped into her head, “If I was a ghoul and not very bright, I probably wouldn’t live here. It’s rare people get buried here, I mean they do, but surely a morgue, or even better a morgue close to a cemetery would be...easier?”

“Do they have a morgue here?” Hakon asked.

“No, the closest one is a few miles up the road, I can’t actually think of any close by,” Eloise replied.

“Well, let’s check around since we are here and if we come up with nothing, we’ll have a look online, good thinking though!” Jason answered.

There were several ways into the cellar, they left it to Darren to pick the lock and this time he didn’t throw himself into the door, the door from its look being used more frequently.

Inside was damp, earthy air filling their lungs as they stepped forward tentatively. The peaceful feeling completely left her now, a tingle of fear in her core with every step she took. Surrounded by vampires, something told her to be extra careful, her gut twisted and turned, instinctively shining the torch beam onto the floor around the edges of the room, strange that the floor was earthen, not stone and disturbed earth was scattered at the foot of one of the walls.

A faint smell emanated from the floor where the earth was disturbed. Her stomach tightened as she glanced at the others, Jason caught her eye and strode over quietly.

The others joined them, scouring the walls for a clue as to where those vile creatures might gain entrance, finding nothing she bent down, scraping away the earth from the floor beneath.

Nothing she could see but the smell was stronger.

Standing back up she said, “They must be here, what is that smell?”

“Bodies, but what also bothers me is why would they leave a trail of corpses in a disused sewer? Doesn’t make sense, unless we’re dealing with more than one group, which would be the logical reason,” Hakon stated, answering his own question.

“Why are we killing ghouls, I mean they are gross to be sure but it’s not our place, is it, who made us judge and jury?” Darren questioned.

“The bones, picked clean in the sewer, Darren, dozens of them, you don’t think that’s alarm enough? I mean they couldn’t have been there a long time, otherwise somebody would’ve reported it, and remember the skeletons were vampires and werewolves,” Jason replied.

“How did you come across them, is that what you two do, you know, instead of dating?” Darren smirked.

Jason flashed a smile at Eloise and she twisted her lips into a frown and answered Darren.

“A few nights ago, I was working, we- me and my colleague were tending to a homeless woman who’d been attacked on the streets. She was obviously suffering, shaking violently and she told me of the disused sewer, told me what she’d seen. Of course, I know, drugs but what you don’t know is many homeless are not drug addicts when they become homeless, it’s pushed on them by dealers and if they refuse, as she had, they beat the shit out of them. 

“Now this woman is familiar to me,” Eloise breathed heavily and continued, “When we’re not tending, we’re often trying to help those like this woman, and no I won’t mention her name, not even to you. I managed to get her a place in a hostel outside the city, then I told Jason and we went to investigate, and by the way, Jason didn’t believe me either. Gut instinct, you know sometimes, most times you know when someone is telling the truth.”

Hakon rounded up Eloise’s summary, thinking aloud, his voice powerful, “And the homeless used that place because it afforded them some shelter from the elements and I guess, being away from the city centre, perhaps some protection from these drug dealers. Darren, sounds like a ripe supply of blood is coming our way and perhaps some role playing, yes, I can see myself playing the homeless man in order to lead these pushers to me though I suspect their blood tastes quite foul, bitter even. Still, if there is a way through this floor, which it seems to be, I can’t bloody see it.” 

“What now?” Eloise asked.

Jason shrugged, crouched down and as Eloise had, brushed away the dirt with his hands, “I cannot see anything, unless...Maybe the entrance is somewhere else in here, this is a ceiling of sorts?”

Darren made a loud bored sounding sigh, “Well good luck! I’m not spending all night burrowing in the dirt. Again, our kin have succumbed to some greater evil, and again I say, so be it. Too many of them anyway.”

Turning fast he loitered to the door, before he left Hakon added, “I agree. We can’t spend all night in here scratching in the dirt, that’s insane and what if there are dozens of them down there!” His eyes wide and crazy, he grinned, “Eloise, I do not wish to be added to that pile of bones, had we come across a few that’s fine, but here,” he indicated to the floor, his words slow and deliberate, “A different matter. Come, young lovers, the night’s young and...”

He never finished his sentence, leaping in front of them like a jack in the box, four ghouls leapt from what appeared a trap door, between Darren, Eloise, Hakon and Jason.

Nearly stumbling over backwards in shock, Eloise cried out, Hakon yelled and Jason readied his sword. Tall, spindly creatures, lithe legs, clawed fingers that caught the light of the torches, they bent forward and hissed at the three in front of them, their mis-shaped heads, protruding like a canine, but humanoid face, naked, their slate-grey skin with wisps of black wiry hair scattered over their torsos, and mouths crammed full of sharp teeth, their tongues flicked out as they snarled towards Eloise, Hakon and Jason.

One of them turned, Darren ducked but the creature shot out its clawed hand, dragged the talon swiftly across Darren’s neck, hitting the artery, blood immediately spewed out.

Screaming wildly Hakon leapt forward, his eyes fierce, frowning he slashed with his sword as Jason did the same, the ghouls leapt up onto the ceiling and watched like spiders, brimstone eyes, mouths drooling saliva. Unable to reach them Hakon screamed, Eloise took the opportunity to help Darren who was fading fast, his face ghost white, choking, she put her wrist to his mouth. His eyes huge in shock, his immaculate clothes soaked in blood, he stole a look into her eyes, like a defeated child, then pushed her hand away wearily.

“Jason hold them off!” Hakon spat, running to Darren, “No, take her blood. God damn, take mine fool, don’t you dare...die, I co...mmand it!” Hakon spluttered, bloody tears streaming down his face, the horror as blood gushed from his friend.

Again, Eloise pushed her wrist to Darren, “Take it, don’t be such a bloody fool!” To which Darren, a tiny upturn at the edge of his lips, moved his head out of the way.

The ghouls had leapt down, striking furiously at Jason, who was, Eloise shockingly saw, adapt with a sword. He swung it around his body in circular movements, they were unable to get close to him, so they lurched forward whenever his sword was at the opposing side, but vampires are fast.

Leaping forward, sword out to his side Hakon jumped, beheading a ghoul, another sprang towards him, while one followed Jason and looking up Eloise felt hot breath over her bare neck. Grabbing her bowie knife from the floor, it grabbed her from behind, a voice whispered out, “Flesh...” Gripping onto her dagger and her life, she thrust it beside and behind her, scratching the thing enough that it loosened its grip. In those seconds she crumpled to the ground, taking it with her, then pressed away with her feet, kicking it straight in the head. Stumbling back, the ghoul was strong, it charged at her. Fuck...hold still... She stood there, arms at her side, not moving in those seconds as the ghoul with tooth and claw charged her and at the last second, she moved her blade to cover her torso and the monster impaled itself onto it, hollered and fell back, the dagger deeply lodged into its guts, spilling red- black blood, its pierced flesh sizzling from the blade.

Looking up, Hakon held the head of one of these beasts, Jason had slain another and wounded the third.

Tossing away the head, Hakon screamed like a berserker, the walls trembled as he strutted towards his friend, falling to his knees, wailing wildly.

Hoarse and shaking he shouted, “I will kill every fucking banshee, ghoul or immortal creature related to these fiends, I vow it. I will take their foul heads and stick them on spikes.”

He looked from ghoul to ghoul, trying to identify which one had killed his friend, wearing a film of blood, he realised it was the one he’d beheaded. Reaching inside its neck, Eloise looked away, the sound of squelching and crunching making her grimace, as Hakon growled, ripped out its spine, his face contorted, evil, coal red eyes burning. “I will kill every bloody one of them!” He screamed, bloodied, ferocious and Jason and Eloise stood back.

Getting up, Hakon dropped his sword, bawling tears, his limbs tight but gently scooped up the dead vampire, Eloise rushed forward to tilt Darren’s head forward, the neck so badly severed it fell back precariously.

Casting her a tearful glance, slightly nodding Hakon acknowledged her help and walked off into the velvet night, as she looked outside the door, she didn’t see him, it was like the darkness had swallowed him up.

Turning back, Jason had gathered the bodies in a heap, taking a lighter out of his pocket he lit the hair of one of them. “Wait, you’ll set fire to the whole place!” Eloise barked.

Eyeing her over, he sneered, “Good! Drive them all out!”

The hair caught fast and the slight breeze from the door fanned the flames, “Why wouldn’t Darren let me help?” she whispered.

Sheathing his sword, scanning around for anything else, he grabbed the torches, Eloise following suit and looking in disgust at her dagger, put that in its scabbard, the flames were getting hotter.

“Luckily they have no sprinkler system in here!” Jason noticed then put his arm around her shoulders, “We should go, now!”

Fatigue and anger surged through Jason, clenching his jaw, he pushed Eloise to usher her out faster, she shook him off, her leaden legs dragged down like her soul.

Tutting as she sauntered away from him, he strode quickly, the ghoul’s bodies were now ablaze and why the heck was she dragging her stupid mortal feet?

Raising his eyebrows, he watched her from the door, she rolled her lips, avoiding his stare, walked out, the clean air reviving her, taking a breath she groaned, “Should we look for Hakon?”

“Not unless we want to die, too. Come, that’s the end of it, the ghouls are gone, dead. Let’s get out of here.”

“Why are you angry with me, oh...If I hadn’t of told you. Ok, good point, if not for me Darren would be, whatever it is you vampires are.”

Jason heard but was busy putting his torch and sword in the boot of his car, Eloise realised that they’d now always hold Darren’s death over her, if she hadn’t of told them about the ghouls then right now Darren would be at home, wearing his snug jeans and a grin, smoking. Not lifeless with his neck severed.

So, without another word she carried on walking, slipped through the gap in the massive wrought iron gates and headed into the city.

Seconds later Jason stood before her. “What are you doing?” He questioned her, his voice wrought.

“I know it’s my fault that Darren is dead, don’t worry, I won’t contact you again,” she murmured avoiding eye contact.

Forcing herself to breathe, she choked back the pain, the tears. Darren’s death was on her hands and to think she’d judged them! When all along it was her killing, or getting vampires killed.

Cocking his head to try and get eye contact he said, “El, I’m not angry at you. Darren had been around a long time and he was man enough to make his own decisions, my guess is he was done with living, with existence. He looked bored, he often did,” Jason stared into the distance before looking back at her, “Look, I’m tired, angry. Angry that Darren was attacked and chose not to live, I’m a little freaked out with Hakon,” he gulped, “He could come looking for my head next. Come on, let’s get back, I need a drink, and you do, too.”

“No, I’m done, I can’t keep living like this, you’re immortal and yet...and yet, because of me Darren, Hakon’s friend, his progeny is dead, Darren’s blood is on my hands. Please don’t...”

Grabbing her arms tightly, his power immense to that of a mortal, “No, this isn’t a debate. You’re coming with me, it’s not safe out there now, especially now. We might have got rid of the bodies, but my instinct says that there were more of them down there, they had your scent, they’d eat you alive, whilst you watch before the sun rises, so you’re coming with me. I am not your enemy, please don’t shut yourself off from me,” Jason implored, his eyes full of fear. His voice, almost strangled, “You always do that, push me away like I’m the enemy. It cuts me to my core, I know my failings, I know I’m not human and that I have no humanity, I knew that from the first moment my teeth pierced your flesh, the divide between us, warm skin, cold flesh, living and dead but...” He dropped his hands away, turned, his body slouching forward in surrender, then turning back to her, “Let me keep you safe,” he sighed. “Please?”

“I’m sorry, I know it’s my fault. . .” As if he’d hit a pressure tab, uncharacteristically tears flooded down her cheeks, her face strained as she tried hard to pull it all in, emotions are weakness and lead to...what do they lead to, she thought, pain? Always pain, but...

A warm smile lit up his cold, pale face and rushing into her he pulled her in tight, his toned arms wrapping her close, nestling his face into her neck, he sighed, “Let it out El, it’s ok, you’re safe, I love you.”

Eloise buried her head in Jason’s shoulder, those words...even though she felt it, too, her body seized with emotion, too much fear to say it.

Jason drove them home to his house and after washing they both slept like the dead. Waking up late afternoon Eloise’s head swam, piercing pain thrummed inside.

Slowly getting out of bed, looking at the clock she sighed, she had to work tonight, a full night shift, her limbs shaking.

Meandering down the stairs she thought to herself, coffee, first things first. Since staying with Jason he’d made sure to get her some comforts: coffee maker, food, plates. Rummaging in the fridge she grabbed out some eggs, always good for settling a stomach, the bread, though, was mouldy! That’s the problem with vampires, they don’t eat so they rarely think about food! 

Binning that she boiled the eggs, found some salad that was ok and sat in the kitchen, she drank her coffee while checking her phone.

A few messages had come in, some from her new colleague and work partner Chris, a feisty woman a few years older than Eloise. She liked working with her but missed her deceased partner Damien, he was the calm one.

Now two headstrong women worked out in the field and Chris was a force to be reckoned with. She took no shit, an ex-soldier, she barked orders and people obeyed, which made Eloise’s life much easier.

After eating, she showered and got dressed. Her shift started at six but she needed to get there early, only a few hours to get ready.

Jason woke up, watching her from his bed as she pulled on her uniform. “Hey, you ok?” He muttered.

“Yeah, I’ve got to go to work in a bit, I’m going to pop home before though. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

He eyed her as she grabbed her belongings from around the room, stuffing them into her bag, avoiding eye contact.

Sitting up, resting his head on his hand he muttered, “You never answered me yesterday, you know when I told you I loved you? Are you always going to shut me out? Keep in mind I can wait a long time,” He grinned.

Her body froze in an instant, “Jason, I haven’t got time for this now, I have to work, I’ve got a twelve-hour shift and the nights are the worst. So later ok!”

Quietly he answered her, “You don’t have to work, I’ve got plenty of money, more than enough, that’s not an excuse.”

Irritated she spun around looking him in the eye, “I don’t know where to begin, living like a kept woman, a mistress? Not my style but even if I did that, which I wouldn’t, when you got bored, I’d be unemployable. I know you think you won’t get bored, but in ten, twenty, thirty years’ time, I’ve seen it before. You’d trade me in for a younger model, then where would I be? No thanks, besides, I like my independence, relying on a man, that’s like a father- daughter relationship!”

Raising his eyebrows, he shot out of bed so fast she didn't see and was in front of her, “You’ve had really bad experiences, haven’t you? Love doesn’t work like that. The longer you’re with someone, the greater the bond grows, it doesn’t diminish! Thirty, forty, fifty years to me is nothing, in all of my life I’ve only found love, true love once maybe. Truth time, when I first met you, you were a problem. I’d grown happy in my solitary existence, never getting emotionally involved with anyone, I had a few friends, they’re like family. But you Eloise, you destroyed my cold vampire heart with your affection, loyalty and honesty. You possess so many qualities you leave me breathless, speechless. But, with that feeling of exhilaration, of love that I hold for you also leaves me with...” His eyes glanced around the room. She noticed his shoulders tensing, his jaw slightly clenched, “With what?” Her voice strained.

Sighing, he replied, “With unworthiness. I know what I am, I know you don’t fully trust me, being a blood sucker, but if I’d been human, then we would have never met. So...” He couldn’t look at her, maybe she was too shut down. Maybe she saw him differently, he remembered her connection with Josias, the witch, but she had in the past welcomed his kiss. Though they shared a bed, he slowly realised that she saw him as a protector, never initiating any intimacy, in fact the opposite, sleeping in pj’s and on the other side of the bed, sometimes she’d allow, or even find solace in hugging him, but that was all. Maybe the thought of him being non-human grossed her out. 

Twisting her fingers, Eloise’s gut wrenched, “Ok, I do feel the same way about you, but,” She gasped, exhaustion washing through her, “I’m scared to get too close to someone, especially a man. I don’t care anymore about you being a vampire, I mean sometimes, yeah, it plays on my mind, but I’m more worried that you’ll go off and get some kicks with some woman, drinking her blood. I know how that feels, it is sexual and I know you haven’t done it since, well, we’ve hung out together, but so many buts...”

Wiping his mouth with his hand, he bent his neck to catch her eye, his face lit up, “You mean I have a chance? What we have- no one can take that away, only through death. The cheap thrill of another woman has no comparison with the love, understanding and connection with a beautiful woman like yourself. You, your beauty shines inside and outside, that’s beauty. Yes, there are plenty of women about, always has been, but love, unconditional love, connection- in all my centuries let me tell you, that’s rare.”

Stepping forward carefully he pulled her in, she’d said, though not directly, such was her complete fear, that she loved him, too. Where Hakon had lost his progeny, Jason for the first time in hundreds of years had found love. Romantic love, an energy surged between them, raw, wild powerful. His desire for her pulsated through his blood like a forceful bolt of lightning, her warm body, the scent of her hair, he almost growled, but he held back. For now, he had to hold off, his passion threatening to burst out. Clearing his throat, he looked her in the eye, scanning her face, her eyes slightly red from tiredness and worry. Slowly he leaned in, put his lips softly on hers, and felt like he’d melted when her lips welcomed his.

Pulling back, he asked, “Can I give you a lift to your home and to work, I know you don’t want me to, but can I anyway, so I know you’re safe?”

Rolling her bottom lip, the taste of him still on there, Eloise replied, “No, you stay here, do your thing. I’ll text you later, ok?”

He rubbed his face, then brushed his fingers through his long, knotty hair, God knows what I look like, he wondered.

“Ok, have a good shift.”

Eloise grabbed her bag, her heart racing with happiness and caution, but what the hell. Love, that was a normal thing and she’d wanted normal for so long she’d forgotten. Maybe it would all go wrong, maybe, maybe, maybe, but it was better to try, she knew from experience it was better to regret something you had done, and not regret the life you could have lived.
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Emergency.
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Eloise arrived early, having only been back a couple of shifts since she’d taken a break, and with a new colleague, adrenaline coursed through her. Every shift was different but in a city like Bristol, and close to the weekend, night shifts could be especially hard.

Grabbing a cup of tea, Chris greeted her, “Hey, shit El, you look tired, you ok?”

“I’m fine, no ambulance yet?”

“No, the crew are still out on the last call. Might as well make the most of it though, Fridays! Always bloody busy,” Chris replied.

Slumping on a chair, Eloise checked her phone and messaged Jason she was at work. Taking a leisurely five minutes to drink her tea, she then re-checked her kit bag and personal bag, just in case, although she wasn’t meant to take personal belongings out with her.

Leaping up, the day crew arrived back. As the ambulance pulled up her and Chris had a tea ready for them, their faces exhausted, they briefed Eloise and Chris and then both women had to check and re-stock the ambulance for whatever might be ahead. The day crew weren’t too far over their shift, that was the thing though, your shift ended when your calls did, so if you got a call thirty minutes before the end of your shift, however late back you were, that was counted as your day.

Examining all the equipment and restocking, fortunately the ambulance was clean, Eloise snuck out her backpack and shoved it under her seat, she was the first driving tonight. No sooner than she’d done that, a call came in. Amber alert, that meant sirens. A stabbing in the centre of the city, suddenly all of her personal problems, doubts and insecurities went, her only thoughts were to get to the person and save them as Chris hurled herself in and they sped off.
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Angel. 
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Jason had no intention of not protecting Eloise, unknown to her now she was back at work, he scanned the city for her, using the bond they formed when he’d taken her blood he drove around until he picked up her scent, her energy, wherever she was going he would keep a watchful eye but at a respectful distance.

He didn’t for one second doubt her, but as old as he was, he knew that now she, as a mortal who was connected to him, to Hakon there would be many immortals out for her blood, or to use her as leverage. So he waited outside his flat in his car until he picked up her link, it was more of an emotion, like a wave rolling in his gut, sensing where she was he got a flash of what she could see, he wondered if she’d picked up on this link, probably but she, as a mortal would put it down to déjà vu, or something similar, plus she was working in emergency situations.

Incredible, he thought. Looking back on his own life, he was challenged by the idea that she, and others like her, put themselves in such danger for others in their species, and onlookers, or patients would sometimes attack the medics!

Driving through the city Jason spotted an ambulance, he pulled over and got out. Four lanes and a huge walkway separated them, so dodging through the traffic he sprinted across the road, maintaining his distance, relieved to see Eloise with her new colleague.

They’d arrived outside a club, it was only just after seven in the evening, the blood from the victim she was treating filled his nose and his stomach responded. I’m hungry, he thought.

Turning to leave for a bit, seeing Eloise was alright Jason went off to find something, someone to eat. Not too hard in the centre of an old city, loads of back alleys, discreet corners and places where criminals hung out and these days, he noted criminals didn’t always wait until late at night.

Behind a shop he heard a scuttle, too faint for a human to notice, but he did, grinning and his stomach moaning from hunger he stepped lightly around the little alley that led to the rear.

A beefy guy in a puffa jacket was attempting, and foolishly Jason thought, to pick the lock of a gambling shop, foolish because firstly he was making a botch of it, shit Darren would’ve had that open in seconds and also, betting shops never kept cash in there.

The guy was completely unaware of his presence, until Jason laid his hands on the man's shoulders, twisted him around, gripped hard, his fingernails almost biting through the thick jacket. Too stunned to yell, as soon as the man-made eye contact, Jason had him, his hazel eyes glowing slight crimson as his body craved greedily for blood and from such a stout, young source, too.

His teeth pierced the flesh, the guy swooned and Jason not wanting to take long, sucked hard, the thrill of hunger and the possibility of being caught, but he’d have to think this through next time. For her sake, he couldn’t risk getting caught now. Before her he wouldn’t have cared as much, if anything he could up and move cities. Still the blood satiated his body like milk does to a baby and pulling away he decided to mesmerise the criminal further still.

Growling as the man was in the vampire’s trance, glazed eyes locked with his, “You will find legal employment and move away from any criminals you know. You will never, never hurt another, be they human or animal.” Then smirking to himself, for fun as an afterthought, “You will become vegetarian from this point forwards, and...become healthy.” Better for me and my kind if you do...

Many humans tasted sour, similar to demon blood these days with their food additives, their lists of medications or whatever.

Leaving the man behind with a warmth flooding his body, flushed cheeks and a smugness unique to his kin he turned the corner to see Hakon glaring at him.

“Hakon!” Was all that he could muster.

Hakon’s short hair looked wild, unruly, he hadn’t shaved, eyes large and animalistic, he still wore the clothes from the slaughtering of ghouls, caked in dried blood, rusty brown stains over his tight designer t-shirt and black jeans.

“I see Darren’s death meant nothing to you, I had thought you might come visit me in my time of horror!” Hakon spat.

Putting out his arms, hands splayed cautiously Jason moved forward, “I would have but honestly, I thought you’d try and kill me if I did. I’m here now, where’s the body?”

“Why, so you can pay your respects? Don’t lie, you hated Darren,” His voice was snide, drawing out every word to emphasise his anger. He continued, “It is her fault, and yours that he died, I should never have listened to you, both of you, you’re like a disease hell bent on dragging everyone into your infected plans!”

Realising that Hakon couldn’t be reasoned with at the moment, Jason tried a different tact, “Darren chose to come, no one forced him- you told him that yourself.”

His eyes hinted red, widened, before shouting louder, his mouth tightened like he was about to explode, “I was his maker and I went because I stupidly listened to you and your pathetic human. You see, I always knew you were trouble, I told you so many times, sticking your nose where it doesn’t belong, and now Darren has paid for it, I’ve paid for it and I still am paying for it!” Hakon howled.

Calmly Jason replied, “Darren could’ve lived, we both know that from our blood, or El’s, she offered it, put her wrist to his mouth but he refused. I cannot imagine your loss, I truly can’t but isn’t it made harder that he chose not to survive, and rather than push me away, one of the few who have known you for centuries now, rather than that, can I not be there for you? I know I can’t take away your pain, if I could I would do anything, but I can be here for you now. You do not have to be alone.”

Hakon opened his mouth, shut it again as he considered Jason’s words. It was true after all. He rarely kept the company of any other, and now without Darren a void of darkness seemed to open up before him, his body piercing with pain, his heart shattered and the all-consuming fear of eternity in isolation before him. Shuddering at the thought, an icy chill gripped and tore at his soul. He wanted to fall to his knees, to scream, already bloody tears streamed from anger, from agony.

Scrunched and beetroot with rage, his face changed, “But why did he let go? Why am I so evil, so abhorrent that he chose to abandon me? We had been friends for almost a century, he was my finest progeny, you’ve never turned anyone, have you? I have turned but a few and the others...” He spat. “Well yes, Kyle who tormented and got Josias’s brother killed by first luring him into the path of that Wendigo for kicks and my second...” His voice was husky now, lower but filled with suppressed rage, “She, I had to kill her, I thought it would break me to do that. At first, she was everything, more than I dared to dream but this curse, it changes people. I tried everything, I even locked her up for bringing her victims home, but she went insane.”

Frowning, the corners of his lips curved down, Jason was compelled to ask, “Lock her up?”

“She developed a taste for the blood of innocents, babies! I was so horrified, but it almost tore me apart, my core shaken, I was forced to behead her in the end! At first, I locked her up, brought her criminals, but she clawed them to pieces, now I can be a most awful bastard, as you well know, you don’t live as long as I and not know every trick of evil and cruelty, but that! And now Darren, and aside from you, who fears me more than my friend and your human girlfriend- I am alone again in this pathetic world, and do you know what’s worse?”

Jason shook his head, his mouth hung open in shock.

“I am too cowardly to end my life!” His voice now almost hysterical Hakon continued, “Imagine that, the oldest vampire here abouts anyway and too scared to die, and yet terrified of facing immortality alone.”

Taking a deep breath Jason stepped forward, his friend, crimson tears stained, streamed down his face, was breaking down and a small crowd of people watched, keeping their distance.

Hakon’s anger was like a force of nature, wild, erratic, dangerous. But he had to help, seeing the fear in Hakon tore him apart.

Wrapping his arms around the old vampire, he whispered, “Come on, I’m taking you back to mine.” But for a few moments he held Hakon, just stood there, Hakon’s body shaking, the anger, the pain surging through him.

“Ah, a true friend, I will not forget this Jason,” Hakon pulled away, slight relief in his voice. Now calmer, his voice higher, strained, he continued, “I had thought you too afraid to help me, too scared to help your old friend Hakon and I wondered...” He bit his lip biting back his suffering, “If you ever really cared? I know what I am, I am well aware how I keep those at a distance from me, I have seen so many die,” His voice choked, fighting back tears. “Who would have thought me, old Hakon would be terrified of dying, but with Darren, my friend, he was as a brother to me and a son. And so, whilst he lived, I knew no fear. Now I have nothing, except your friendship,” His body sagged slightly. Jason had to hold on, dread pumped through him, he knew Hakon more than Hakon realised, and any one thing, a leer from the onlookers, a gasp, anything would start him off like a firecracker. He’d done it in the past, from what Jason had heard, gone insane and killed humans, innocents out of rage, only later being stung by remorse, trying for years to make amends, Darren had been a key to helping Hakon stay sane.

Jason eyed the crowd, his lips pressed tight, small eyes hoping his predatory presence would be enough to dismiss any retaliation from the humans and guided his broken friend back to his car.

Around the corner, looking over to the other side of the busy street, Eloise, the ambulance had gone and his chest rose and fell. He was proud of what she did, fiercely so, but he also hated it. He wanted to take her away and keep her safe, safe from men like Hakon who in a rage would end her life in a heartbeat, away from mortals who would attack her whilst she helped others and far, far away from ghouls, banshees and whatever else roamed the shadows at night.

But at least for now the ghouls were dead, the killings had stopped, and he had to try and figure out a way to help Hakon. Not just tonight but in the long term, he didn’t relish babysitting a centuries-old vampire for too long, one who could kill him in an instant, especially now he loved El.
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Sunset.
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Eventually, Eloise’s night was almost over, it had been busy. An elderly man with acute chest pains, he’d been frail, frightened, alone. She’d felt oddly unprofessional visiting him, odd because she was usually good at keeping a professional distance, but something, his fragile state? No, that wasn’t it. It was the loneliness he felt, it hit her like a brick wall as she’d stepped inside his home, even Chris had put her hand on Eloise’s and tilted her head, her face questioning Eloise.

She’d ignored Chris’s judgemental look. Their patient, Mr. Steadson was eighty-nine and his signs weren’t strong. Chris had phoned ahead and, after assessing him, Eloise spoke softly to him whilst he’d shown her photos of his family who never visited him anymore.

Biting her lip, she’d felt choked up, wanting to hug him but she couldn’t do that. Breaching medical rules, sadly if he or any of his cold relatives took offence, she could be done for harassment, such was life in the twenty-first century. Don’t show emotion, don’t offer too much compassion, you might get sued.

After admitting him into the city hospital, Chris drove them back to base, but another call came, then another but at five in the morning they started back, checked their paperwork, sorted out the ambulance for the next shift and prayed that no other calls would come in.

They hadn’t stopped, after the city centre, the first call out, they’d been back to back.

Chris eyed Eloise, she looked like she could be knocked over by the slightest breeze, dark circles under her eyes. “Hey Eloise, leave your car here, I’m giving you a lift home, no arguments. You did really well tonight, Mr. Steadson though, heart-breaking. They’re always the hardest, aren’t they? You can be knifed, spat on, punched, whatever but the old folks whose families don’t bother, for whatever reason, heart-breaking. So, let me know when you’re ready, and where you want to go.”

It was an order, and Eloise was too exhausted emotionally to fight it. She wanted Jason, toyed with the idea of going back to hers, but she couldn't let Chris know where he lived.

“Thanks, Chris, just drop me off by Bristol Road, I’m going to stay at my guy’s place I think.”

“Understood, I hope he’s a good man, you look like you could use some time in some strong arms, but I guess he works days, huh?”

“No, matter of fact we’re both night owls!” Relief eased through her immediately. She admitted she had a guy and this burly, ex-soldier had given her the ok that sometimes we need another. A lover. We didn’t have to carry the whole world on our own.

Jason’s home had the stillness of a crypt, remembering the first time she’d come back to his place whilst he slept, she’d shivered, an eerie silence with an inhuman energy that was almost savage, biting at the senses, as if you’d walked into the den of sleeping lions. But they gave off that force, a warning to mortals, she’d almost become accustomed to it. Almost.

After a quick shower and drink of water, she threw on a t-shirt, climbing into bed next to her undead boyfriend, his cold skin chilling her hot skin, as she wrapped her arm over his chest he rustled slightly.

Vampires could walk in the day, walk in the sun just as Dracula had in the novel, but it did weaken them, their photosensitive skin burned fast, their sharp eyes, pierced with pain if they didn’t cover up.

Sighing she was too exhausted to think anymore, so hunkered into her peculiar boyfriend and fell quickly asleep. 

Awoken later by the soothing scent of fresh coffee, Eloise noticed Jason was up, rolled over and decided not to get up just yet. It was ages since she’d had a lie in, she only wished he was there beside her, but then he had made her coffee. She didn’t have to work now until Monday night, her stomach slightly anxious about money, she did need to earn more. Somehow, she’d either have to figure this out or give up hunting, which in the light of day seemed to have sorted itself out.

Maybe I’ll go back full-time, I’ll ask next week, and do both shifts. Jason would have to accommodate, and she could pay her bills easier, or actually at all.

Startled, another voice coming from downstairs, she sat up, Hakon was here? Jason had left her a cup of coffee on the nightstand, so she cupped her hands around it, sipping the smooth, warming drink. Of course, he’s just lost Darren.

A few sips later, she swung her legs out of bed, pulled on her joggers and comfy socks, grabbed her drink and made her way downstairs.

Hakon tilted his head as he spotted her, she noticed his eyes were puffy, swollen, red but said nothing. Jason smiled, sat on the couch, he opened his arms indicating for her to sit next to him as Hakon sat opposite in the large comfy chair, a tiny smile as she realised, he was also wearing joggers, comfy socks and not the usual designer garb.

He noticed her looking, strained, his voice was high, she detected a hint of nervous energy, “There’s Jason’s El, I was in a bit of a mess yesterday and your boyfriend here took it upon himself to help, like he cared!” 

“How was your shift?” Jason asked, his voice soothing like warm chocolate.

“Hard, really hard. How was your night?”

Interrupting, Hakon leaned forward, “If you would oblige me, I would love to know all about your night El. I have been so wrapped up in my own despair!” Narrowing his eyes, “I know what you do, but I don’t know what you actually do, if you see what I mean.” He went on to say something else, but closed his mouth and shot her his best attempt at a friendly smile.

Running her tongue over her bottom lip, her gaze darted around the room until it found Hakon’s. “Ok, but I have to give you false names, you really want to know what happened?”

He nodded, his hands wrapped around a glass of blood, his index finger idly running around the rim.

“Well I’m going to tell you of the only patient last night, the one that cut through my core, it’s never affected me this way before. Mr... Riley, yes, let’s call him that. I should explain we get a lot of calls from the elderly, often as well as being frightened and frail, they’re lonely. Desperately lonely.”

Taking a sip of coffee, she didn’t see Hakon’s face change, stern, alert he tightened his body, leaning slightly further forward.

“Mr. Riley is an eighty-nine-year old man, his frailty alone,” She paused, “His arms, his body are so tiny, almost wasted away as if death is eating away at him. Or life itself is mocking him. He’d called for an ambulance suffering terrible chest pains.” Eloise stopped, drank some more coffee and sat cross legged on the sofa, her eyes glazed with the memory. “On the way there, we phoned dispatch for any other information on him, there was some but nothing to do with his heart. Anyway, I’ve been doing this job for some years now, we’re trained meticulously to deal with situations that, well, even you would find difficult to handle. Not to judge when someone has overdosed, to remain calm, empathetic when a patient becomes violent.

“Mr. Riley’s house was a mess, I scanned what I could as I walked in, the sticky carpets, the bags of rubbish, the smells. Photos of his wife, old pictures stained and creased with time dotted every surface along with pictures of his family. But what I felt in there, a cold palpable sensation, so anyway, I checked his chest, took his blood pressure, monitored his pulse. There was a murmur in his heart, but all his other signs were good so it didn’t make sense. Chris, my colleague called it in, I chatted to him. Shaking, he started to cry, his body trembling badly, floods and floods of tears and repeating the name Rita over and over.

“His wife, his dead wife. I’m not allowed to offer a hug, we have to remain professional at all times, so I gave him a tissue and asked him about the rest of his family. Eventually he was able to tell me that his son had moved abroad many years ago, it was just him now. Trying not to get involved I asked if he had any other relatives, friends, he shook his head. I knew then what that icy chill was, the feeling and why his heart was failing, but...I couldn’t say to Chris.

“His heart was broken, he’s dying of loneliness. I did hug him, I broke protocol, one human being to another, I also spoke to the hospital and have an appointment with their social worker for elderly people, that’s Tuesday, if he lives that long.

“Chris chided me, her stern stare but she knew really, she’s an ex-squaddie and they know what it is to be there for someone. But, how does that happen, and why am I changed?”

Jason put his arm around her, she continued, “I’ve seen this before but this time, this time I had to do more for him. Patching him up and dropping him off in the hospital is not enough.” Lowering her voice, “We gathered some of his belongings, he was still crying, I made sure to pack pictures of his wife.” Eloise stared straight ahead, not wanting to make eye contact, holding her breath as if she took another she would break, something raw, painful in her threatened to burst out.

“That would never happen to you,” Jason whispered.

Irritated, she scolded him, “It’s not me I’m thinking of Jason, I think the act of being selfless has been lost. How many more Mr. Riley’s are out there, alone, crying, dying of a broken heart with families too selfish to make some time? It kills me, it really does, but...before not saying I wouldn’t have been upset, I would’ve, that’s why I do this job. God you have to have compassion in bucket loads with the shit you go through, but now, since. . .” She didn’t finish, her soul emotionally raw, she dived into her coffee, but Hakon, his voice squeaked, surprising him and them, “If I may, we are all Mr. Riley. I’m horrified actually, I find myself feeling the same pain, same vulnerability, same hidden terror as him. Until a few days ago I thought I was invincible, Hakon, powerful, deadly, uncompromising.  Darren gave up his life and I now find myself facing an abyss of loneliness, yes, I could make another, but my other progeny had turned out vile, brutal things. And so here I am, with all my immortality, all my wealth, my power and only my fury, my rage to keep me going, but how long with that last? When will death start eating away at me and life itself mock me? And Eloise I know why you’re in shock, because you and I have something in common. We’re not well known for opening up, for allowing others to see our weakness, let alone our hearts. I am flabbergasted to discover that after centuries of believing myself to be something formidable, now my friend, my progeny is gone, I am nothing but lonely. I am even more shocked that a human, a mortal has led me to this discovery, that I, for all that I am, I’m not that different from a frail, eighty-nine-year old human!” He lowered his voice, his words slow and deliberate, “And a little bit afraid. My only relief is you two before me, without you, I suspect I would’ve acted in a violent and regrettable manner.” He sank back into his chair, his face paler, the veins more prominent, worry knotted into his features, eyeing his glass of cold, human blood.
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Ghouls, ghouls, ghouls.
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Glass shattered making them leap up, hurtling through the window in the form of a tar coloured body, long limbed tumbling into the living room where they sat, a ghoul, larger than the earlier ones rolled and leapt up, growling at them. 

“Jesus,” Hakon spat. Startled with no time to act as more ghouls fled into the room Eloise, Jason and Hakon grabbed at anything for a weapon as they found themselves surrounded by vicious, snarling beasts, their claws reaching out and scratching them, blood pouring out of Eloise’s arm, they stood in a circle, their backs together.

“If anyone knows any magic now’s the time to say!” Eloise yelled. 

“Sorry, all out, any other ideas?” Jason gasped as the ghouls circled them like sharks their eyes burning like embers, snarling and a heavy stench of decay looming from them.

Suddenly Hakon pulled himself up taller, Eloise turned her head to look at him, a wicked grin in his eye and he roared, the windows hummed, “You will all burn in Hell! You have killed my progeny and now you’re foolish enough to attack us here in my friend’s home! I am one of the oldest living vampires and I vow I will destroy each and every one of you, I will burn all of your kind and not rest until I have the blood of every ghoul smeared on me and I will laugh, I will rejoice in your slaughter!” Then he leapt forward, his nails seemed longer Eloise thought, and she glanced down at Jason’s hands his nails had become claw-like, his fangs out he snarled at the beasts.

“Stay behind me El,” He barked. Ghouls closed in on Jason and Eloise, Jason lashed out while she waited for them to close the gap.

Suddenly striking hard, the ghouls plunged in, it wasn’t easy in comfy socks but Eloise changed her stance, legs wider and pulled up her arms ready to punch, her hands in loose fists.

Bloodied claws struck at her, she dropped down, sprung up, kicked the thing in the stomach forcing it back, its ember eyes widening then shrinking in shock.

Pacing her breathing she calmed herself, no easy feat with adrenalin coursing through her like an overpowered charger, another leapt at her, stepping lightly she dodged it but its claws caught her arm, tearing the flesh open, stinging. 

Hakon bellowed, lashing and growling, as a ghoul ripped towards him, Hakon crouched his upper body, arms covering his tilted head and ploughed forward with so much force into the oncoming ghoul, he sent it hurtling backwards.

“Get the sword El,” Hakon shouted.

As Eloise ran towards the door to the hallway another ghoul beat her to it, striking her and stumbling she fell backwards. It approached, blood poured from her arms and in seconds her head spun, disoriented from lack of blood and searing pain, it loomed over her, drool dripping from its mouth, its stench a mix of death and sewers, in a last effort as it bent over her, she kicked it hard into the stomach, not much effect but enough to get out its way. 

Another grabbed her from behind, Jason screamed, was suddenly beside it, cupped its head in his claw-like hands, twisted the neck sharply, instantly, the spine snapping, Jason’s face flushed with effort.

The other ghoul was again upon her, Jason leapt around Eloise’s floored body, smashing into it, giving her seconds to get out of the door and into the hallway to get the swords that had been left in the umbrella stand.

Adrenalin now heightened, a flood of anger coursed through her veins, two ghouls were dead, five remained and as soon as she stepped back in, both vampires appeared by her side faster than her human eyes or mind could register, they grinned menacingly, their faces contorted with rage, snarling viciously. Shuddering as she caught Jason’s changed face, the two lunged forwards, wielding the swords, catching two ghouls whilst the other three seeing the tables turned and fled fast out of the shattered window.

Jason drove his sword through the belly of the monster, Hakon did the same but stopped, shouting, “Why, who sent you!”

“You attacked and killed our kin,” it spat, its growling inhuman voice echoing around the room.

His voice raised, shouting, Hakon answered him, “We had to, your kin killed my progeny! You all deserve death for that. You thought that would go unnoticed?”

Choking on blood it pulled itself slightly forwards up the impaled sword in defiance to Hakon, his eyes wide with rage he yelled, “The bones in the sewer, dozens of them, vampire and lycan alike- you stupid mindless beasts!”

Snarling, blood oozing from the sword lodged in its belly the ghoul replied, his voice waning, “No, you are wrong. We eat the dead, you bloody fool, that’s why we live near cemeteries, Hakon the Great, you don’t know this?”

Hakon paused and eyeing the creature asked, “Why should I believe you? Maybe you’ve adapted, it isn’t unheard of for ghouls to eat the living and if not your kind, I know of no other creature, supernatural or otherwise that eats vampires, werewolves or humans!”

The ghoul spat out its last breath, Hakon bent closer to hear it, “You have started a war with my kind. What ate your brethren, look closer to home, that wasn’t the work of ghouls...”

Hakon had no time to ask anything else, it fell backwards, thudding on the floor, dead.

Shock overcame Eloise, feeling the blood run from her face, her body swayed, Jason grabbed her, sat her in a chair as she passed out covered in blood.

“She’s lost too much blood!” Hakon shouted, “You’ve no choice Jason, you either take her to hospital, which we both know she won’t make, or you give her some of your blood. It’s time, mate!”

Jason glanced around nervously, “I can’t turn her Hakon! She doesn’t want that!” He snapped.

Stepping over the corpses, Hakon’s voice was coarse, “Well watch her die then! But you’ll regret it, shit if you don’t do it, I will. What choice do we have?”

His brows arching Hakon frantically ran his bloodied fingers through his hair, “She’s given you her blood, right?”

Jason nodded, biting his lip his face full of worry as he stared at her. 

“I could give her a little of mine, that way she shouldn’t in theory turn since you have to share blood both ways with a single vampire.” Without waiting Hakon pushed past Jason, biting his wrist.

Eyes like saucers Jason shouted, “Wait! But you’ll both be bonded!”

His lips smeared by his own blood, Hakon snapped back, “Yes, as you are already to her. I hardly think being bonded by a blood oath between two vampires is a bad thing, should something happen to one of us, the other can keep her safe!”

For a second Jason lost his trust in Hakon, suspicion and jealousy charged through his blood like lightning. But that was costing her time, Eloise was rasping, her breathing had become laboured.

Jason nodded, in an instant Hakon held his wrist to Eloise’s mouth, squeezing it to make the blood flow faster. 

“Come on El, little warrior, take it god damn it!” Hakon begged.

A sheen of sweat broke over his forehead, Darren, now El. Battling to control his rage, he blocked in his anger and instead he concentrated on controlling his breathing, his breath juddering, his bloodied wrist shaking on her mouth.

Swooning slightly at the sensation as she automatically started taking his blood, Hakon’s mouth opened, desire drove right through him, awakening senses he’d tried hard to bury. Aware that Jason watched with narrowed eyes, Hakon fought the urge to groan.

But Jason knew Hakon was her only chance unless he turned her and though every cell in his body, every fibre wanted nothing less he knew that doing that without her consent would drive a hatred, a wedge that would not only never leave her, but would probably fester and grow. He’d learned this from other’s mistakes.

But now she would also share a blood oath with Hakon and Jason fought his emotions knowing Hakon was right. El would now always have the protection from both vampires but doubt twisted and writhed in his blood. Hakon had just lost Darren and Jason was well aware of how Hakon watched her, she would make a better companion.

Gasping, Eloise’s eyes opened suddenly, her body bolting forward.

Huge eyes scanned both vampires, instinctively she wiped her lips, her voice rasping, “What have you done!”

Hakon flashed a wicked smile at her, then changed in an instant crouching in front of her. 

Nevertheless, he looked her squarely in the face, “You’d bled out. If we’d called an ambulance- besides the corpses here, you would have died. If Jason had given you his blood, as you’ve already given him yours in the past, you’d now be waking as a vampire. We figured you’d be pissed if that happened so the only option left was to give you my blood. Look at your arms!” 

The last bit was said almost like a command, immediately Eloise looked down, pulled up her shredded sweatshirt sleeves, gulping as her skin healed before her eyes. 

Breathing deeply, she gazed at Hakon, then looked up as the door slammed and Jason had left his home.

Hakon gave her a sensuous smile, his eyes meeting hers, yearning stirred in his body, he could hear her heart was thundering and he could smell the passion emanating off of her. It happened, vampire blood was potent, sensual, full of desire. Aroused and unused to the feeling, he got up and spun around to hide his lust.

“You should go now, find Jason.”

Automatically she agreed, “Yes, where’s he gone?” Startling herself, as if she was compelled to obey his every word.

Taking a deep breath to take back control over his libido, “He won’t be far, love,” He replied as flatly as possible. Then added, “Be quick now!” He willed her to go before he lost control. Fighting, blood, passion was building in an adrenalin filled frenzy inside of him. Hakon had been, until recently, the master of nonchalance. Not any more though.

Smirking to himself, Hakon realised that today he’d never anticipated feeling so much! Had it been any other vampire, a lesser vampire than his long standing and complicated friend, Jason, he would not have thought twice about seducing her.

Although night had wrapped everything in shadows, the glow of the street lights seemed to infuse an energy, a sheen of colour behind the plants that made them seem animated, almost humming in the nocturnal world.

Their colours became brighter and the cool breeze whipped around her, seducing her senses, she slowly breathed, the scents rich, overflowing the fragrance of rain waiting to fall heavy in the clouds above, feeling it touch her skin light as a feather.

Jason stood, hands in his jacket pockets staring into the distance and spun around to see her.

Her eye caught his, fuming that Hakon had been her salvation, knowing the delicious sensations she was experiencing but then checking himself. When humans taste vampire blood it sent their body, their hormones into a fever, vampires had used this to their advantage for as long as they’ve existed, both parties benefiting from erotic, hedonistic sex, some vampires not wanting to turn the human  purely for pleasure, all the while knowing they have to hold off from tasting the chosen mortal’s blood, that craving burning hard, so will feed on a different human, sometimes including three or four at a time. 

He gazed at her now, tensing his body, his own home a broken mess, he decided to take her back to her house.

Watching her move as she walked towards him, he could feel her thirst, her heat so he braced more, he would not take advantage of her, it was akin to drugging her. They’d saved her life, her hand touched his face and instantly he forgot his morals, he loved her, he’d told her that and wanted nothing more than to take her to bed but not like this. In a gruff, loud voice he said, “Right, let’s get you home, you’re safe now. It’ll soon be dawn, and I need to clean my home up.”

More forcefully than normal he wrapped his arm around her shoulders, marching her to his car, but she turned around stopping in front of him and leaned in to kiss him.

Putting his hand up he exclaimed, “No! I cannot do this, it’s the blood, it heals fast but for mortals,” He whispered now looking her in the eye, “It also acts as an aphrodisiac. I will not take advantage of you, so stop.”

Unfazed by his words, Eloise uncharacteristically replied, “I want you, I need you, now.” Her voice seduced his soul, his body thrummed with fire, passion, as she stepped forward into him.

Her lips fixed on his, instantly he swooned, a raging fire inside him, but again forcing himself, he stepped back, “No!” His voice was forceful, commanding.

She grimaced, took a step back. “Hakon!” Jason yelled suddenly not taking his eyes off her.

Appearing fast, Hakon was by Jason’s side, “Thank you for sending her to me, but you need to mesmerise her, you know why. I’ll take her home, make sure she’s safe and then I’ll be back.”

“Stay with her, you both want each other, use it,” Hakon grinned.  “The passion you could both experience, you know our blood heightens their sensations!” Hakon offered looking confused.

The lure of sex with a human infused with vampire blood was strong, carnal, raw and Jason knew that it had been hard for Hakon to send her away. His face inches away from Hakon’s, Jason whispered, “She’s drunk on your blood, I won’t take advantage of her. But as she’s had your blood and whilst it’s strong in her system only you can compel her to go home and sleep! I can’t.”

Rolling his eyes and shaking his head, Hakon muttered, “You’ve become a prude Jason, do you know that? Don’t play the innocent, I know full well what you’ve been up to in the past.” Jason cut him off, “Yes, so do I, but not anymore. Will you do it or not?”

Rolling his eyes again he pushed past Jason and called Eloise over who watching transfixed as if in a trance, a blood daze.

“El love, come here. Look, Jason is going to take you home where you’ll go to sleep for twelve hours, alright?”

At first, she tilted her head, seemingly fixated on his lips, his mouth then she replied, her voice light, “Ok.”

Sharply Jason nodded to Hakon, “Thank you!” Then turning to Eloise, “Come on, let’s get you home.”

Huffing Hakon watched and thought, what a wasted opportunity, you could’ve given her the night of her life! Shrugging he went back into Jason’s home.
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Jason reigned in his feelings, went back into his home, grabbed up some of her belongings, found her house keys in her coat and took her home. 

Disturbed by her compliant nature he frowned as she went obediently into the bedroom having been compelled by Hakon and stripped off ready to sleep.

To avoid any problems or urges Jason went to her kitchen whilst she did so and got her a large glass of water, putting some aspirin next to it.

There wasn’t much food in, he made a note to get her some tomorrow and come check on her, unease shuddered through him, wondering if she would be safe, but for now he needed to believe she would be so Hakon’s blood spell could wear off and he could call someone to fix his window, and get rid of the bodies.

Heavily he left her house, drove back to his to find Hakon already in action of disposal.

“Nothing like shifting dead ghouls to get rid of your libido Jason!” Hakon smirked before adding, “I called a friend to dispose of the bodies, he’ll be here soon. I have a number if you want for the window?”

Hakon had piled up the bodies on bin bags that he’d cut open, making a carpet of plastic, the glass mostly swept up.

“Thank you!” Jason tried to hide the shock in his voice, he’d never known Hakon to get his hands dirty.

Sensing the mistrust, Hakon replied, “Look, you two are the only family I have left. I get why you didn’t sleep with her, by the way, but I still think you both missed an opportunity.” Then abruptly changing the subject, “I can have someone fix your place up if you like? Or is it my ability with bin liners and corpses that has you shocked?” He laughed. “I’ve had to clear up a number of them in my time Jason, blood- especially ghoul blood if you can call it that, is a sodding nightmare to clean off of carpet, mate! Anyhow, shall I call my people?”

“No, thank you.” Rubbing the back of his head Jason went out into the kitchen, opening a large cupboard door and pulled out a carpet cleaner. Hakon followed him, watching from the door, “Ah, prepared!” He sniggered, sarcastically adding, each word delivered with deliberation, “Not the first time a drop of blood has spilled on the carpet, eh? And you really think you can clean it away with that?”

Sighing Jason stopped and looked at him, “More than you know, and thanks by the way, I know it wasn’t easy to pull away from her after your blood.” He went to another cupboard and pulled out a large glass bottle and opening the lid Hakon screwed up his face and said, “Ah, cider vinegar, soap and... lavender. What’s the other smell?”

“Tea tree oil.” As Jason poured his home-made blood cleaning carpet fluid into the carpet cleaner, he glanced to Hakon and asked, “So the big question, if ghouls didn’t kill and eat all those bodies, what the bloody hell did?”

Walking past him, washing his hands in the sink, Hakon watched the blood whirl away down the plug hole, “That’s what worries me Jason, the ghoul said to look closer to home, so it sounds like vampires, cannibalistic vampires! And did we actually kill Josias?”

“No, El didn’t want to, she took his magic away with a spell. What are you thinking?”

“I think it’s time we went shopping, yes.” Frowning, Hakon’s eye’s narrowed, instinctively shaking his head, “No, you’re not doing this, I’ll call my contacts Jason, allow me man, I cannot bear the sight of you with your carpet cleaner and that concoction, it won’t work on ghoul blood- it’s too sticky! You’re rich enough to get the caretakers to do it, they probably need the business anyway!”

Caretakers in the supernatural world were a global agency specialising in clearing up blood, decomposed bodies, all the messy accidents that happen when immortals collide with each other or with mortals. They weren’t cheap, most had trained undercover in forensics to ensure that nothing was ever left that could expose the existence of immortals to humans.

Looking straight at Hakon and shivering, Jason answered, “I know, it’s just the caretakers, they give me the creeps, I mean...”

Huffing Jason looked down at his cleaner, then glanced into the living room, the blood was drying, thick, almost congealed. Surrendering, he nodded.

Slapping him on the shoulder, Hakon added, “Good man, whilst the caretakers sort your place, we have other things to do.”




“Cotham? Josias’s shop, surely, he wouldn’t be stupid enough to stick around, and after last time I doubt he’d go about an act of revenge, and that still doesn’t explain immortal skeletons! Maybe. . .”

Cutting in, his voice re-assuring, “No, I have a hunch Jason, humour me. Plus,” Hakon said musing, his face expressive with a sly grin, “I have a great need of some black candles and maybe some incense!”

“You’re going to dabble in magic?”

Surprised at Jason’s question Hakon replied, “No, I was thinking of romance! All this blood, heated sexual energy, I’m looking for a girlfriend, it’s awoken feelings that have been dormant for a long time.” His voice higher, a hint of sarcasm, “You never know, I might even go...online. I’m a busy guy, I could order in!” He sniggered.

Shaking his head, Jason now tapped Hakon on the shoulder, “Please though, don’t do anything awful.”

“You’ve seen my food supply, I treat them better than their own kind do.”

Jason had picked up his keys and scanned the room, the thought of Hakon on a blind date was too much right now, he’d pull for sure with his hardened beauty. A master of seduction, all he had to do was give a woman his puppy dog eyes, and they melted around him. 

“Come on Hakon. And tell me, when was the last time you got laid? I ask because things may have changed.”

Walking out, Hakon took the bait, some spark ignited in him, his voice animated, “I can’t remember, about nineteen-twenty-six, I think. I got bored of it after a thousand years, now though...”

Jason laughed silently, he didn’t care as long as his friend stayed away from Eloise. A surge of satisfaction ran through him knowing she was safe and no one had taken advantage of his El.

Getting in the car, Jason added, “Look, Arcanum will be shut now and I’m starving, why not head back to yours, eat, rest and go there later? With Josias gone there may be no answers there, and witches...I’d rather not cross them. Messy bastards that they are.”

His body was leaden, his stomach ached with hunger and was relieved that Hakon nodded. Jason switched on the engine and pulled away.

Hakon didn’t live far, so the drive was quick, both vampires enjoying the comfortable silence between them and the empty roads, streets, the time of day before dawn when humans were sleeping and immortals roamed.

The gentle shadow of night had started to lift, Jason like his friend could feel the change of energy in the air, like electricity building before a storm, the earth was coming alive again whilst the nocturnal creatures like themselves scurried away until night-time once more wrapped her silken arms around the world.

Getting to the gates of Hakon’s impressive home, Hakon took out his phone and opened the gates remotely.

Jason drove slowly up the short drive, the house in shade and he noticed from the corner of his eye Hakon’s pained expression.

Eyebrows raised slightly, lips pierced together, Hakon had lived here with Darren for over sixty years, and now nothing.

Had Darren been alive, the place would have been inviting, lights on, embers glowing in the fire places, Darren always came out on the huge porch to greet his maker, usually with a cigarette or a spliff in his mouth, a habit he’d been unwilling to give up despite Hakon’s protests that it stank, a small act of rebellion against his maker, something from Darren’s mortal years, a memory to cling to. Jason knew that Hakon had secretly loved this little tête-à-tête with Darren, that his progeny would stand up to him, was a bit rebellious but not in a way as to disrupt their harmony, their peaceful existence.

Now the house stood in darkness, cold, hollow, lonely, its size echoing its emptiness.

Jason didn’t speak for the sake of it, if he tried to make Hakon feel better, that would seem like insulting him, the pain had to be felt, needed to be embraced. To honour Darren, the sorrow, the nightmare had to be endured.

The only re-assurance his ancient friend would accept, Jason placed his hand on Hakon’s shoulder as he unlocked the front door. Hakon braced then breathed deeply as he stepped through the doorway.

Switching on the lights, they walked in, almost whispering Hakon suggested, “I’ll bring one of my men up to drink, please make yourself at home.”

Jason nodded even though Hakon wasn’t looking at him and went into the living room, in the huge Georgian house that was elegantly furnished with modern furniture and a high-tech stereo.

Going to the fireplace, he gathered logs from the adjacent basket, piled them up with newspaper, lit the fire and sat down to check his phone. A number of calls had gone to voicemail, he had no idea who from and exhausted from killing ghouls on an empty stomach, he chucked it onto a side table next to the leather sofa. 

Wrapped in emptiness Jason shivered, the place was dead without Darren, he wondered, not for the first time why Darren had chosen not to be saved, he knew that it was the fact that Darren had chosen death that haunted Hakon, the final indignant act against his maker.

How the hell Hakon would live with that, he didn’t know. Unless something else had caused Darren to give up, something that they didn’t know about but Jason suspected that was just clutching at straws.

The desolation seemed to intensify as he waited, Hakon was taking ages and the silence now became deafening instead of comforting and grabbing his phone Jason, his nerves shot, went in search of his friend.

Walking back to the entrance, through the kitchen and down into the cellar a stirring of dread churned in his stomach.

Vampire instincts are heightened and a strong scent of blood hung in the air, he hadn’t smelled it earlier, that worried him, his fangs elongated, nails lengthened, an involuntary snarl as he entered the basement, wine rack after wine rack, thick coating of dust and cobwebs, a chill shuddered through him.

The secret doorway at the back of the room was opened, still no sound of Hakon, adrenalin buzzed through him ready to attack, to kill as he turned the corner to find the door opened, and Hakon on his knees, silent in shock, his eyes like saucers, hands by his sides, mouth wide staring at the scene before him.

Running, Jason was by his side, glancing around, the men who Hakon kept down here, kept in comfort, humans that were dangerous to the public but perfect for feeding on were slashed, torn apart, their bodies in pieces.

Blood splattered on the walls, Hakon looked dangerously lost. Stunned, Jason felt his heart miss a beat, cold sweat broke out over his forehead, fuck...El!

Grabbing his friend by the shoulders he pulled him up, “El, we must see...” He stammered.

“Wait...” Hakon muttered, ignoring Jason he stood up in one swift moment and bolted past him, back up the stairs and up the next flight.

Jason was on his heels, as he heard Hakon roar, squeal then run into another room.

Tears streamed down Hakon’s face and shaking violently Jason could see the anger building, the shock written across his face as Hakon’s lips, parted slightly as his mind, fast as it was tried to make sense of what his eyes showed him. 

His breathing laboured seeing Darren’s head laid upon Hakon’s bed, an act of final indignity, of torment, of mocking, the scene before the two vampires so horrific their minds unable to process it. El... her name came like a whisper on the breeze of the opened window, Jason’s attention was drawn to it, noticing it was open, the velvet drapes flowing gently, automatically he walked to the window, looking at the sill beneath the broken glass that lay shattered around it, his boots crunching through it. His preternatural eyes saw so much, a drop of blood, without thinking he dipped his finger in it, put it slowly, deliberately into his mouth, tasting it, the emotions of the one who left it flowed through him, giving him insights, places, memories, names...

His voice course he growled, “A werewolf! This blood has come from a werewolf...Why? Why would they declare war on us? Eloise, I must reach her...” Without a thought, without waiting for his bereaved friend he jumped from the window the thirty feet down, leaping up from the landing like the apex predator that he was, that fact he realised he’d forgotten in his desire, nay love for her. He made a note not to forget that again, in his musings with her he’d let slip, he’d become soft, soft like a mortal so she’d feel more at ease with him. 

Instinctively growling, he wouldn’t do that again, if she loved him, she had to accept that he was a monster, a killer, a vampire. It was his trying to be something else that had led to this.

Hakon leapt lightly from the window and got into Jason’s car alongside him, his face rigid, stern eyes and lips pursed tighter, Jason said nothing to his friend. Hakon pressed the switch on his phone, the gates opened. Jason sped his car out and Hakon didn’t look back, didn’t close the gates. There was no need to, now he had nothing left to lose...




El lived some distance away, Jason’s heart smashed against his ribs, he wanted to ask Hakon if he felt her connection but after Hakon’s horror he doubted his friend could distinguish his emotions.

Speeding through the morning rush hour they got stuck in traffic as people cluttered the roads driving to work.

It was bad, Jason knew the wolf whose blood he had tasted, now stuck in traffic amongst so many mortals, their rich human blood wafting into the car like cooked meat from a diner, two angry, enraged vampires, hungry, the energy, the violence in them mounting, palpable about to shoot out at any moment, all the while, El...

Hakon twitched, Jason gasped at the intensity of the situation, pushing them, peeking...Slowly the traffic moved forward, it occurred to Jason to just pull over and run to her house, and if this bloody traffic didn’t move soon that’s exactly what he would do.

At last the queues started to move faster, taking a side street Jason whipped carefully towards Eloise’s house, weaving his way through the city’s backstreets, finally reaching her street he exhaled out.

As he parked up Hakon spoke, his voice low, flat, “She isn’t here. We’re too late.”

In seconds Jason was at her door, his heart thrummed, it looked closed from the road but was partially open, walking in all he could smell was animal.

“Why, why would Sabian do this?” Jason screamed, the windows reverberating.

Eerily calm, Hakon answered him, “Sabian, it wasn’t him, of that I am sure.”

Frantic Jason ran from room to room, upstairs her bed was unmade, nothing out of place, her phone on the bedside table, running down the stairs Jason snapped, “I tasted it, it was Sabian’s blood on your broken window!” 

Still calmly Hakon answered, “Sabian isn’t powerful enough to stand against me, he knows well enough that if he did, I could go to his pack and decimate and tear them apart, one by one in little under an hour. And the other reason is this...”

Hakon pulled two chains out from under his soiled t-shirt, both held iron keys, identical, old and strong.

“You see, only Darren and I had keys to my cellar, only you, me, Darren and El knew how to enter through the secret door, and the door, dear Jason, that had been opened without force. On top of that I’d had the old bugger Lucius set a magical ward over the door, a ward that only allowed you, me or my Darren to enter, why even El, if she had the key couldn’t enter. Whoever did this wants us to believe that Sabian did this, and I expect we will be hearing from Sabian any moment now.” His voice expressive, Hakon told Jason of his thoughts as if telling a story, “I expect Sabian has had someone killed, someone he thinks highly of, probably loves, killed, too. Whoever is behind us is telling an old tale...” He whispered, his voice gravelly, “Vampires against werewolves, the oldest tale in the book. I, for one, don’t believe it for one minute but,” And now Hakon’s voice boomed, “I can assure you of this, when I find the culprit, I will tear their head from their body, rip out their heart and drink their blood from it whilst it still beats.” His voice trembling, low, his face crimson, eyes sore, “They will watch before they die as I drink from their beating heart...”

He said no more, turned and went to the car, getting in it, sitting composed, too composed waiting for Jason.

Jason grabbed Eloise’s phone, scanned the place one more time and then left, closing the door. Panting from the horror his stomach spasmed, twisting with fear for his lover, but daylight was bright and the rays of the morning sun burnt his skin, the noise of mortals irritating him, making him angrier.

In the car he snapped, “We need to eat, any suggestions?”

Hakon’s chest rose and fell, his friend knew that he was holding in all the anger, all the rage, waiting to unleash it on the perp when the timing was right, but they needed blood, fast and rest. And then what? Who in the hell had taken her?

“I don’t know Jason, just drive to a rough area, God there are plenty of them in this Hell worn city, we will find somebody easy enough. Then we rest, then we pay Sabian a visit, I’ve a feeling he may look for us first.”

So, Jason drove to the prison, the grounds thereabouts were stricken with evil doers and within an hour both vampires had fed, leaving their victims a terrified mess, neither of them bothered compelling them, their fury too swelled up to care.

Jason drove them back to his house, the cleaning company had been, the place had a thick air of disinfectant to it, but he didn’t care. Tense with worry, he knew he wouldn’t find her now and if he didn’t rest, his body would weaken, though now it pumped with fear wondering if he, too, would wake up to her head next to him.

Drawing his blackout curtains, Hakon and Jason laid on top of the bed side by side, like statues from sarcophagi, and closing his eyes, his clothes still stained with blood from earlier, the deep sleep taking them fast into fitful dreams of horror, despair and palpable loneliness. 
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The Gateway to Hell.
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Opening her eyes, El shivered, a chill running through her that cut deep. Short of breath she looked around but saw nothing, darkness surrounded her, yet...slowly sitting up, the floor beneath her was hard cold stone, she found that if she focused, she could make out shapes, surroundings.

A rush of heat thrummed through her, vaguely aware she remembered Hakon, his blood, instinctively touching her lips and instantly regretting it as filth from the floor sat upon them...but his blood. 

A raw power pounded through her, everything intense, sounds in the distance seemed close yet she knew they were far off, gritting her teeth she put her hands on her temples, the soft noise of voices, the blackness seemed less threatening now, and taking her hands away she could make out the outline of a door. Slowly getting up, looking at the floor in front she saw it was clear, but how? It must be his blood, had to be because logic told her it was too dark, yet...

Putting her ear to the door she could hear those voices easier now, she knew one thing, she had to get out.

She should be scared. Where the hell was she, who had put her here, how and when? But fear was replaced by a primal drive to survive and get away, smells from this cell lurched through her, causing her to gag. Something lay dead inside here, instead of running from it, though, she wanted to see so she scanned the cell carefully, her eyes and mind making sense of the shapes around her.

Slowly she tread to the middle of the room, crouched and followed the stench, carefully standing she walked towards it, her head tilting, there it was. A body, but it didn’t seem human, why?

Its smell was more metallic, not wanting to touch it she made out the body and realised it had no head.

What the actual fuck!

In a movement that seemed too fast she was at the door, letting his instincts, his blood drive her to the handle, her hand touched it, twisting it, locked. 

Obviously, it seemed to open inwards from the surround, listening again no voices appeared too close so grabbing the handle she pulled hard, all her strength, the door opened fast sending her back, she crashed into the opposite wall.

She was out and heard a clamber of shouts in the distance, but there were underground tunnels everywhere and picking the nearest one she dived down it, running, noticing the tiny rectangular windows that spotted the corridors, too small for her to crawl through but the sunlight beamed in and caused her to shield her eyes, like being blinded by a brilliant flashlight.

It didn’t burn but it was hot on her skin, gasping and shaking she kept running, suddenly from a side door stood a man, tall, brazen dressed in leather trousers and a wicked grin. She knew him, didn’t she? He smelled familiar, but the day light, Hakon’s blood, the filth on her hands, her mouth, everything was confusing. 

He held up his muscled arm, tattoos glowing like coals and she fell, panting, the only thing she remembered was seeing the floor beneath her.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




Old Enemies.
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Jason awoke with a start sitting bolt upright, the breath of the beast hot upon his face. Adrenalin bolted through him, his stomach knotted as six werewolves stood around the bed, their growls reverberating around the room, bent slightly forward, their heads almost reached the ceiling.

Massive muscled arms, clawed hands reached towards him as if in slow motion, sweat beaded on Jason’s head, his fangs lengthening at speed, his nails sharp, talons. Hakon awoke with a start, both vampires snarling, in seconds they were on the ceiling, crawling like spiders, reaching out with their clawed hands, the two species hadn’t been mortal enemies in decades, now everything had changed in one night.

As Jason was about to lash out, Sabian appeared at the door, as a man.

Even in his human form, Sabian was an imposing figure, the wolves didn’t strictly have an alpha being forward thinking, however the wolves liked having a leader and as such Sabian was it.

His hair brushed his shoulders, his eyes glowed coal red with the threat of two vampires before him, a strong jaw, and a shadow where he hadn’t shaved, his t-shirt stretched across his defined chest, heavy brows defined strong features. Towering to way over six foot, Sabian stood ready, legs slightly apart, his black jeans hugging his muscles.

Tattoos on his arms glowed crimson, their magic both for protection and for strength.

“Hakon, Jason, you have defied my pack, I found Hakon’s blood in the home of one of my wolves and now you will both pay. My only question to you is why? Why did you kill my kin, a woman who had never harmed another, a new wolf not even yet eighteen years old? Your species disgusts me, vicious and brutal that you are!” Sabian spat.

His wolves kept their clawed hands just below the two, waiting to tear them to shreds at a second’s notice.

The air was thick, heavy with impending violence, the windows steamed from the breath of these creatures, their growls rumbling.

Jason, keeping one eye on the werewolves, their huge powerful arms, and one on Sabian responded, “We haven’t been near your pack! Hakon had the head of his progeny left on his bed, and the shattered window had a drop of your blood on it Sabian. I was up for taking you on, Hakon here didn’t believe it was you, but believed it be another trying to pit vampire against werewolf, a clever individual who could now wipe out both species for crimes neither committed. I will come down, you can taste my blood, see the memory from my mind, I am... willing to trust you. We wouldn’t kill, nor hurt your kin, you and I have been friends for decades. Think on it!”

Jason hoped to resolve this peacefully, his bloodthirsty friend did not, a thousand years of fighting, of killing, Hakon hadn’t adjusted as easily to modern civilities and in a flash was behind Sabian, his talon ready to cut the Alpha’s throat in an instant, should he need to.

“Release your dogs, wolf, and let one of them taste my friend’s blood, then you’ll see it’s not us you should be fighting, you have been tricked as were we, but I at least knew my old mate Sabian wouldn’t be stupid enough to cross me.” Then he spat, “Pity you thought less of us, wolf...”

“Theo, change back. Let Jason share his blood,” Sabian looked to one of his werewolves, Jason honestly wondered how the bloody hell he could tell them apart, or maybe he couldn’t but being their leader, they would say nothing. But what if it isn’t Theo?

Suppressing a snigger Jason also questioned his sanity, in times of near death his mind had seemed incapable of clearly registering that and often took delight in finding something to laugh about. Sometimes he was as surprised as others that he lived so long. Stress, he thought. How many times have I faced death, looked her in the eye and laughed? Too many...

Theo transformed quickly, almost brutally his bones snapping and cracking, a sound that caused Jason’s muscles to tense. No matter how many times he’d seen it, he thanked whatever god that he wasn’t part beast. 

Getting up from all fours, Theo looked suspiciously at the vampire as the vampire did to him, although a truce had been called decades ago, supes were always wary of each other, not trusting and as this naked man walked towards Sabian, Jason jumped down with the lightness of a feather, biting his wrist and noticing the sheen of sweat that covered the shifter’s skin.

“Taste it and see for yourself, we are not lying,” Jason gasped relieved that Sabian had listened to reason. He hadn’t doubted he would live after an attack, his memories of werewolves were long and bloody, and though he’d survived many savage attacks in the past, they were agonising and caused a long recovery time. Eloise was still out there, this was wasting time, time they didn’t have.

Theo took his wrist, his hot lips upon Jason’s skin, it was true what the myths said, weres did run at a higher body temperature which made for interesting times if they were injured in mortal state and admitted to hospitals.

Theo swooned as the blood of the vampire travelled down his throat, glancing over, Jason watched as Sabian eyed the two, then blinked rapidly as the drinker sucked on his wrist, the euphoria taking both men to a place of hedonistic dreams.

“Jason!” Hakon’s voice was sharp and drew his mind back into the room, Theo jerked, his eyes flickered he took his mouth away from Jason’s wrist. It was rare wolf and vampire shared blood, folklore deemed it perilous but that simply wasn’t true. Most of the time.

“He’s not lying, it is true. He tasted your blood at Hakon’s house, we’ve been set up,” Theo muttered still under the spell of the immortal’s blood. 

Sharing blood involved sharing memories, emotions, thoughts. This was damming when drinking from the evil, but it’s after effects, ah, the desire. Jason wondered what Eloise had seen in Hakon’s blood, but she had been out of it in the main whilst drinking it, that had probably been a good thing.

Hakon released Sabian, grinning and went to speak but Jason was impatient.

“Whoever this is they have a friend of ours, a mortal. She is in grave danger, they were also clever enough to break through many magical wards Hakon had set up by Lucius and into his food store. Although Darren was killed by ghouls, we’d found stacks of bones, skeleton’s in a disused sewer near Temple Meads station, many of which were vampire and werewolf remains. But whoever killed your kin had done so when they were in mid-transition.

“We thought it was ghouls and so went to an old cemetery where we were attacked by those fiends, Darren lost his life.

“Next, ghouls attacked us, here in my home, their dying words, “Look closer to home. That was yesterday and later we found Darren’s head on Hakon’s bed, his body which Hakon had laid to rest was missing. So, perhaps now we can work together, but may I strongly suggest, incognito. It would be best, I think, if our foe believed us have fallen for their game, that we were in fact at war, when obviously we are not. I want to find Eloise, but I need help.” Jason gasped after his speech, the words tumbling fast, trying to catch them all up as quickly as possible.

Sabian nodded, “Agreed. Why not ask Lucius, or even Austin? Both can scry, do you not have a blood oath with this mortal?”

“I do, Jason had tasted her blood.” Acknowledging the frowns around him Hakon continued, “She had lost too much blood when the ghouls attacked her- she’s Jason’s girlfriend. As she’d previously saved his life by giving him her blood, we knew El would be pissed if we turned her, so I gave her mine. That could actually now be her only advantage, I agree we need a mage, or Lucius, any occult master really, but we need them now!”

“Why not try Austin? We always ask Lucius, Austin is, after all, a full-time mage?” Jason offered.

“Agreed, he’s expensive but worth it, though he is a miserable son of bitch...” Hakon agreed.

Now the other weres were shifting back after a nod from Sabian, Jason grabbed his phone from the bedside table, his lips downturned as he wiped the werewolves drool off of it.

He found Austin’s number, hit call and waited. Everyone stood expectantly, Hakon took the advantage, “Did you gentlemen go to the trouble of bringing trousers?” He smirked, “Or will nakedness be the order of the evening, I ask- I don’t mind, I’m no prude but if you don’t mind, I won’t be joining in the fray!” 

Sabian indicated with his head for them to leave. “Their clothes are in my SUV around the back. Go boys.”

“How delightful,” Hakon smirked and turned his attention to Jason, who seemed to, at last, get an answer.

They waited, supes hearing meaning they could hear every word, every breath the mortal was saying.

“What?” Austin answered.

“It’s Jason, we need your help, fast. My girlfriend has been kidnapped, will you help?”

Jason felt he could see Austin roll his eyes, the trouble with him was, being mainly mortal, he tired much easier than the supes he worked for.

“Of course, how soon can you get here?” Austin’s voice was flat, he sighed.

“Forty minutes?”

“You know where I am.”

“How much, the usual?”

“I need extra, not cash. I’m dog tired from tidying up some son of a bitch’s mess, we’ve had vampire and were bones found on the outskirts of Bath, I haven’t slept in three days. See you in a bit Jason.”
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“You’re going to give him your blood?” Sabian’s face was full of horror.

Jason responded, “He’s human, or least in the main. It’ll help him. You heard, it’s happening in Bath as well.” Jason didn’t wait for an answer, he brushed past Sabian and Hakon flying down the stairs grabbing his car keys.

Sabian and Hakon hot on his trail, Sabian answered, “We’ll meet you there, best if we split up.”

‘Great, ready Hakon?”

Closing the door Jason ran to his car, glad the weres hadn’t punctured the tires, leapt in and they sped off.

“Don’t you need something of Eloise’s?” Hakon asked after they’d left.

“I have her phone, that should do it.”




Austin lived in comfort, though not as luxurious as his clients but in a village outside of Bath. Jason wondered why he lived in such a small nothing place, but guessed it was to get away from his job.

Answering the door in his jogging bottoms, Austin’s hair, wild from sleeping, he rubbed his eyes, yawning, his expression changing to serious as Sabian and his men turned the corner to join them.

Running his fingers through his thick dark hair, Austin grumbled, “God alive, seven wolves and two vamps, this must be important- anything to do with the skeletons we’ve found? I’m guessing so, well come in.” Austin narrowed his bright eyes as the immortals traipsed through the door, all of them towering over him, though he didn’t care. “Don’t bloody touch anything, whatever it is, however ordinary it looks, it isn’t. Everything has magic in it here!” He snapped. Bloody immortals, no rest...

“What even this cup...of...tea?” Hakon joked.

“Especially that, now sod off over there I haven’t slept for days. Have you got it?”

Jason’s chest rose and fell, earnestly he handed Austin Eloise’s phone, “No, not that! I’m tired, I need some blood first, bloody hell!”

“You might as well take mine as Eloise has tasted my blood,” Hakon offered.

“A vamp?” Austin’s lips curved down, pondering, wiping his mouth, “For some reason I’d assumed she was human, must be off my game!” 

“She is human, she was dying, but we didn’t turn her. The bones you found, we did, too, many in Bristol, we’d thought it to be ghouls, but...”

“Na, ain’t ghouls, why would you think that? Jesus, they don’t feed on vamps or weres, and these were, well,” Austin’s voice was grainy, taking a sip of tea, he scratched his hair, his unshaven face and dark eyes showing his fatigue, “Well, they were clearly alive before. Ghouls eat the dead, where the bloody hell have you two been, underground for a few centuries?” Shaking his head, “Even mortals know that!”

Both Jason and Hakon let it fly, Austin was clearly tired and they needed him, plus Jason mused it was quite sweet that a mortal would be so blatantly cocky to them, it reminded him of El. Austin held his own though, the only mortal that they knew of who could maybe kill them all in a matter of seconds with his spell casting and fire throwing.

Austin wrapped his mouth around Hakon’s wrist and drank, his eyes almost disappearing into the back of his head.

As he drank his body began to tremble slightly, unlike the wolf earlier Austin pulled away faster, his eyes coming back into his head, shuddering, “Thanks lads, I needed that. Now this chick, your girlfriend is it? Bloody weird then that he gave her his bloo...Oh wait, I see, bit of a threesome was it!” He spat a chuckle shaking his head, “Dirty creatures, well I won’t need her phone now will I, eh? She has his blood in her,” He lowered his voice, knowing full well they’d hear, “And God knows what else, so I can track her, but I’ll need to cast a spell.”

Hakon burst, unable to maintain his cool any longer, Jason shot him a look but he ignored it.

“Austin, I respect you as a mortal.”

Grinning Austin cut in, “You’ve no choice, have you, because otherwise you’ll have to call Lucius and good luck with that, he ain’t here. He’s in a portal, probably honeymoon, so whatever Hakon, leave it. You vamps can’t take a joke, now shut up will you, I need to prepare. But, if you want me to shut up, put the kettle on, eh?”

Hakon drew blood on his bottom lip, his eyes narrow as he eyed Austin, Jason shrugged, he knew Austin was winding up Hakon on purpose. The weres grinned, Sabian shooting a smirk at Jason, briefly raising his brows.

Austin left the room and jogged lightly down some stairs, “You’re welcome to watch if you like lads, it’s not pretty. But you’ll have to be silent.”

Snubbed, Hakon followed Austin, Jason took a leisurely pace and Sabian and his men followed suit.

A massive red pentacle was painted on the floor, Austin started stripping off his joggers, leaving only his shorts on.

Then he lit incense and an array of candles around the room with a click of his fingers, even Hakon took a breath.

Jason noticed Hakon’s face was strained, but he was fascinated by Austin, Hakon’s blood had given him the energy to perform the spell and Jason took out the crisp notes for payment, putting them into a gilded box on a shelf to the side of the room, the usual, five thousand in cash. 

Austin was young, only twenty-five, handsome and fiercely smart even though he’d dropped out of school before he was sixteen. Jason only knew a little of Austin’s complicated and brutal background, but the young man had learned Latin, Lucius had taken him under his wing but there was no doubt from any immortal that knew him that the magic Austin wielded flowed naturally in his veins, a lineage passed down from generations of mages before him. A levels, degrees, these were of no use to the young, talented master of the occult before them.

Austin started to jump from one foot to the next, quietly humming a tune, the incense starting to build a cloud in the room, he jumped faster, his body shaking with the jumping, thrumming seemed to burst in the room like an over filled balloon, until he fell to his knees and started chanting but it wasn’t Latin. Jason, Hakon and no doubt Sabian all knew Latin, Jason had no idea what language spewed forth but it got louder, angrier, the vampires putting their hands over their ears, their faces scrunching.

Candlelight flickered fiercely, glancing around the room Jason shuddered as shadows of human skulls engraved with strange runes danced and bobbed, metallic liquids and things that looked like body parts swirled and moved in old glass jars, leather worn books, partially filled cups and blood-stained equipment, knives and intricately carved daggers, their patterns seemed to leap off the blades moving to the rhythm of Austin.

All this filled his vision, threatening, overpowering him, he wondered how macabre, how bloody bizarre this young man’s life was. In that moment he felt very protective of the foul-mouthed Austin and knew the man was thus, because he was so young and had to deal with immortal creatures like himself and Hakon, phoning at a moment’s notice to drop everything and come to their help, pulling so called apex predators from the mouths of darker demons.

The pentagram on the floor shot out that glacial blue light, the same colour that Austin’s tattoos glowed, now as he was deep in trance, his eyes rolling, mouth hung open, his body convulsing.

A gargling came from Austin’s mouth, his body shot back, and he lay on the ground, eyes closed deathly still. As Austin’s eyes closed, the candles went out, the incense ceased to smoke, everyone gasped. Was this normal?  Jason worried.

His eyes were adapted in the dark, getting up fast Jason entered the circle, but he could already hear the young man’s heart, that rhythmic beating, his breathing was normal. Scooping him up, Jason took Austin upstairs, calling to Hakon, “About that tea Austin asked you to make, perhaps get the kettle on?”

Shocked by what he had seen and the mage’s now seemingly unconscious condition Hakon only nodded, following Jason upstairs and went to the kitchen.

Jason placed the man on his sofa, found a blanket and waited.

No sooner than Hakon had brought the drink in, Austin’s eyes flickered open, a huge gasp as he looked wide eyed at Hakon, at the cup as Hakon, brows raised in worry passed it to him.

He didn’t speak until he had drained most of it, a herbal tea, Yerba Mate which Jason thought stank but knew many occultists drank it for its punch, it’s said to be similar to smoking, giving the drinker a rush but also stronger than coffee.

Taking a deep breath Austin surveyed his immortal clients, “Ok, where to begin. You’re right, a powerful witch is holding her, I couldn’t see him or her, they’ve cloaked themselves in extreme darkness, I will say the magic is black, all consuming.” He took a slow breath, “Bristol, she’s there, I saw corridors, tunnels, a disused hospital. There can’t be many, she is, as you knew Hakon, alive, I saw her. Your blood still pumps through her and her capturer is afraid of this. They- I sensed them, they’re afraid, they didn’t anticipate this, Eloise having Hakon’s blood. It is the same one doing the killings here, I sensed a need for power, control, revenge. So, look for an abandoned hospital, could be a mental hospital though, I caught the scent of fresh air, so outside the city?”

Austin threw the blanket off of him and got up, taking his cup to the kitchen. Turning the kettle back on, he turned to them and said, “That’s it guys, I’m going to sleep now. You can see yourselves out,” and turned back to making a tea, rubbing his eyes, yawning.

Jason answered him, “Thanks Austin, we really appreciate that.”

Hakon opened his mouth, closed it and stalked out still snubbed by the young man’s brash comments earlier, but he knew that Austin could be cocky. His talents couldn’t be mimicked, after training fast with Lucius he’d exceeded him within a year, his bright blue tattoos glowing, unlike any other creature. Most had tattoos etched on their skin, Austin’s had appeared on his once he’d reached sixteen years old, and so he had the protection of all immortals, not that he needed it.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




Shadows.
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Eloise couldn’t understand that though she didn’t recognise her captor there was something deeply familiar about him. After being held frozen in magic she had been led back to the cell, her head swimming and drowsy. It seemed the more she fought using Hakon’s blood, the dizzier she became. After an hour of fighting the hex she gave up, nausea lolling around in her stomach and staggering to floor as if she was on a ship in rough sea.

Breathing deeply, though the place stank, she placed her hand over her nose, that did nothing, using a more drastic measure she tore the bottom of her shirt, wrapping it around her face, her nose to at least shield off the stench of the decomposing body.

There had to be a way out, it was just a matter of perspective but she knew since she had just tried to escape now, right now wouldn’t be the time to look.

Without her phone, she wondered whilst trying to find a place as far away from the corpse if she could, maybe reach out to Hakon? 

She closed her eyes, his blood still pulsed through her, his energy like a torrent, pounding but she let her shoulders drop, saw Hakon in her mind’s eye, called his name silently in the darkness that enveloped her.

A sudden jolt, she saw...something. Blinking, Eloise shifted, the cold stone beneath her penetrating her clothes, she tried again, closing her eyes, breathing slowly...Hakon.
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A vision entered her mind, a small backroad, rural...fields, hedges, trees. She called his name again, her lips parted she mumbled something, something she wasn’t aware of...

“I’m on the way, stay quiet, we’re coming,” were the words that whispered from her mouth. 

A sense of relief let her body relax further still, maybe it had worked. She knew she’d try it again in a while, perhaps now the link was made stronger, she’d sense if they came and she could break out of here. Where-ever here was.

Smashing outside made her jump, shouts and people running, that was fast...she thought.

A cry, turning to a wail made her brace, freeze up, she went to the door to listen but silence fell thick and heavy around her.

No point in trying to escape right now, so she sat next to the door and waited.
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Mad, Bad and Dangerous Magic.
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As Jason drove away from Austin’s home, Sabian had agreed to go back to Wells and alert his people. The two vampires were nervous about going head to head with a black arts magician, but both realised time was short.

“There could be a dozen places, why the bloody hell was Austin so bleeding vague!” Hakon snapped, clearly still annoyed that a mere mortal could take the mickey out of him with zero repercussions.

Jason smirked, “Not really, he smelled the country air, that means the abandoned mental hospital in Barrow Gurney. All the others are in the city, so...It also has a load of underground service tunnels...”

“Shut up! I’m hearing something!” Hakon interrupted, gasping. Jason noticed Hakon’s face grow pale, a thin film of sweat on his forehead, his eyes widened, his upper lip curled.

Jason concentrated on the road ahead, Barrow wasn’t too far but still he decided to take the back roads, first mistake. Down a country lane he found his car stuck behind the slowest moving tractor on the planet, Hakon was still engrossed in whatever the hell he was doing. Jason pursed his lips, muscles tightening, scanning for any area to turn around.

Finally, after what felt a lifetime even for a vampire, Jason turned the car around and headed back out onto the main road as Hakon, his voice raised in alarm, “She made contact with me!” His voice dropped in shocked anticipation, “That has rarely happened, I saw what she saw and I think...I think she saw what I did!”

“Good, what did you see?” Jason’s voice was urgent.

“Nothing, blackness which means she’s being held somewhere, service tunnels you say, under the old mental hospital? That’s where she is. We need to park away from it, make our way on foot, try and stay under the radar.”

Jason replied, “A little magic may be all we need, if they don’t know we’re coming, they won’t be looking so we can slip in, grab El and slip out. We may need Austin more, his protection from this...witch.” A deep sigh fell from Jason, his muscles sagged from relief, they were nearly there.

Parking about half a mile away they were both silent, carefully shutting the car doors, suspicious of every sound. 

Jason pulled out his phone, pulling up a map, “About twenty minutes over there, if we run, we can halve that!” He muttered quietly.

“Good,” was the only word Hakon replied and the two set off, the location was in the middle of the countryside, but keeping a low profile they stuck to the edges of the fields, running alongside hedges, looking out for humans or supes.
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The hospital looked daunting, a huge old red brick building built in the thirties, dilapidated and falling down, a cold shiver ran through both vampires as they eyed it.

Old belongings from the former patients lay strewn in the grounds of the place, broken windows, disturbing graffiti and the echo of silence hung thick in the air, many believe the place badly haunted, a prospect that Jason could easily understand.

Gulping he edged to the treeline, “No heartbeats!” He whispered, Hakon nodded. They knew that if El was underground then it would be harder to detect her, so looking down to find an entrance into the service tunnels, he scanned the area.

A smaller building sat away from the main area had a tunnel etched out of the ground. Edging closer Jason whispered, “I think we just found the entrance to the tunnels!”

Rubble, split cables and rubbish lay strewn around in the tunnel, the passageway black and narrow. 

Hakon shot him a frosty look, “Seriously, down there? Look at it, there’s water and it doesn’t smell clean, it’s worse than the disused sewer!”

“Whatever,” was Jason’s reply as he carefully tested the stability of an old ladder that led into the pit, before climbing down, crouching and looking down into the belly of the darkness below.

Huffing Hakon followed him, and the two slowly made their way into the old service tunnels beneath the complex, a rancid stench overwhelmed their acute senses, both spluttered, putting their hands over their noses, their vampire eyes making out shapes and objects ahead of them, the slow realisation that in the distance a heartbeat sounded.

Neither spoke, not wanting to risk being caught, but as they walked deeper, Jason was restless, his gaze darting, they seemed to be moving upwards, though the incline was slight. 

They came upon a door, feeling claustrophobic Jason let out a sigh of relief, searching for a handle, his hand, fingers covered in a film of wet, slimy grime as he did so.

A small clunk and the latch was back, with trepidation Jason pulled the door open slowly, peering off into more darkness.

Hakon nudged him, whispering, “Look, I’ll go first, we have to move onwards. I want to get the hell out of here,” and brushed by him.

Within minutes, the walls were closer to them, only a shoulder’s width apart, peeling paint and cobwebs that hung like dirty clouds, they came to yet another door. Quickly Hakon turned the handle, before him daylight, though meagre it seeped in a little so that now they could see the tunnel widen, doors scattered in the distance on either side of the corridor.

Calling softly, Hakon closed his eyes, both were suddenly alert to movement from a door in the distance, Hakon was sure he could sense El. Moving quickly he stood beside it and called her, their hearts racing as they heard her answer.

There seemed to be no lock on the door, he turned the handle, there before them, grimy, covered in black filth stood Eloise.

A gasp from Hakon, wide eyed, Jason rushed ahead and hugged her, feeling as if his heart would smash outside of his ribs, his El was safe.

Before they left, she pondered about telling them about the corpse, thought the better of it as they led her creeping slowly back to the tunnels.

No other sounds came from the place, Jason turned the handle from the tunnel door, they stepped through into the tunnel and Eloise gasped in horror.
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Before her lay her father, his face grey, clammy, withdrawn and her mother, her eyes wide in shock as Eloise watched Hakon steal the blood, the life from El’s mother.

An evil glint in his eye, as he acknowledged El he seemed to suck harder on her mother’s neck, in seconds dropping her to the floor, an emaciated corpse. Hakon held out his arms, blood smeared around his mouth, a wicked grin, “Don’t look so surprised El, love. You knew what I am, I am the monster, the creature that all others fear did you really think we could be friends without consequences?”

Struggling to breathe, Eloise shrilled, “Why?” The abomination so brutal, so outraged she was frozen to the spot.

Violently her body trembled as Hakon walked closer towards her, eyeing her over, his voice low, languid, “I am the embodiment of evil, do I need another reason? You should have thought it through El my love, your parents were fair game, though a little sour due to their age, I confess. But you’re young and your blood is sweet, now I shall make you mine, beholden to me and...” He took a step back, licked his lips menacingly, “And you will through no choice of your own, do everything I ask of you, however depraved or immoral.”

Guilt consumed her, if she hadn’t of stayed with Jason, if she’d just left this all alone, crippling pain shot through her, she felt the blood drain from her face as Hakon stood close, pulled her in and whispered, “It will only hurt a bit, at first, don’t worry love.” His hot breath on her neck, his bloody lips on her skin, incisors pierced her flesh, his tongue, she fell into darkness.
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Complete blackness consumed him, Hakon awoke with a start, the scream that pierced his eardrums, screeching, then a cold thick sweat on his face as he realised it was him screaming.

Hollow oblivion gripped his inhuman heart, dread pulsed through him, his eyes flashed with terror, his mouth dry, his body broke into an immediate sweat.

Quivering he reached out, the pull on his soul descending fast into Hell as he found himself in what he always dreaded, a coffin, underground buried alone for all eternity.

Sudden conviction in his strength as an immortal he pounded against the lid only to feel the sharp pain as his knuckles split open, his blood seeping out fast onto him, touching it in fear, cold, thick metal, his belief in his strength rushed away in one instant. Powerlessness strangled his throat, his heart.

A haunting howl, his face contorted, how had this happened? Had he been drugged, was it witchcraft? Trying hard to think back, but his last memory was being in his home, laughing with his friends, had one of them done this? Finally, sick and scared of Hakon had they drugged him, encased him in a metal coffin and buried him away for all eternity with only his screams and tortured soul for company? No matter, feeling the sides of the box, metal, he convulsed in fear, shock and anger. 

For the second time only in his long life, there was nothing he could do. And no one to help him in his biggest terror. All eternity alone. With only his screams for comfort.
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He drained her completely, the hedonistic hunger -the erotic rapture had driven him insane, horrified Jason stood back.

Blood stained his clothes, his breathing fast, his pulse raced, his fangs not retracting but the hunger, the lust driving him for more blood. Stumbling away he chanced to look into a mirror and there before him, the nightmare, the monster, the thing that men feared, feral, savage. Atrocious, cruel he had become the creature, merciless without hope, without redemption. Hell would punish him again and again but still, though aware of his greatest fear realised, though his heart ached, pounded threatening to burst through his ribs at the sight of her, his lover. He had drained her; her lifeless body lay before him. Revulsion strangled his stomach causing Jason to gag, but his hunger gnawed at his stomach, his libido wanting more, brutal and voracious. A single bloody tear fell from his eye, battling himself he knew really, deep down it was too late. He would kill or be killed, and viciously grabbing some clothes he dressed, growling, clothes being a distraction to his thirst.

A final look and he was out the door, onto the streets to feed on all who crossed his path without a shred of humanity, a monster waiting in the shadows of death....
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“Geez, what the actual?” Austin scratched his head.

All three were passed out in front of the tunnel door, jolting, moaning. He’d been afraid of that, some spell cast, with magic you didn’t actually have to be there twenty-four seven, this had been set up to catch anyone leaving the place, a spell of nightmares. His tired eyes looked from Eloise, to Hakon to Jason.

It crossed his mind to see their dreams, or rather nightmares, a dark spell to drag the victim into an eternal sleep of reliving their worst fears, handy because it rendered them helpless, as far as the three were concerned what they were dreaming was real.

But also, because whoever had set this trap could tap into their nightmares and so even by waking them the witch or warlock could use this knowledge, or worse yet bring the imagination into reality.

Rolling his lips, Austin’s brows furrowed, it’s possibly unethical, he wondered but...He wondered if he’d regret not knowing down the line. Although he hadn’t worked with immortals for that long they were impulsive and prone to outbursts of violent behaviour.

Crouching in front of Eloise he muttered a charm, sprinkled some wormwood over her, then recited the charm again.

A distant sound made him jump, Shit! Better be quicker, he thought.

He repeated the same for Jason and Hakon then stood back, drawing sigils in the air with both hands, a faint blue light radiating from them, as he drew the sigils lingered in the air, reciting words his teacher had taught him, a soft silence surrounded them.

The three slowly woke, disoriented, alarmed but lucky for them the wormwood was added to help restore mental equilibrium. They didn’t have thirty minutes to get their shit together, they needed to go now.

Hakon was the first to speak, but then Austin expected that and as Hakon went to open his mouth, Austin whispered, “Come the fuck on slug a bed, you’re about to be caught. Again. Help the others!”

Frowning Hakon shot him a look, Austin shrugged, “I’m a mage ain’t I! I felt it, when you went under, I didn’t just go to sleep and forget about you. Bad for business, hurry.”

Jason and Eloise, confusion wrapped over their faces were smart enough to say nothing, staggered up, Jason helping El, though tentatively, El shot a look at Hakon with Hakon looking like he’d just seen a ghost. Maybe his own, Austin wondered.

“Come now, there’s no time,” was all that Austin was prepared to say as they stumbled out, as fast as three people who’d been drugged under a nightmare spell could.

Outside they attempted to take a breath, Austin muttered, “For fuck’s sake, come on! Look, we’re in sight of some powerful as shit witch, I’m good yeah, but I do want to live, hurry the hell up!”

Without another word the vampire’s strength returned, grabbing El, Jason and Hakon sped up, Austin able to keep up with them using magic.

At their car, Hakon pressed Austin, “What the...”

“You paid for my services, they’re not cheap so, after I’d grabbed an hour’s sleep, I checked on you. I didn’t know, to be honest, if it was the old mental hospital, I had to scry but this time I used a less...invasive method.” 

His eyes glinted, “Lo and behold you were all under the nightmare spell, it’s like a sickness and very hard, well impossible to wake from unless the witch wants you awake. Even then they’ll tend to use magic to sustain it so that you think, you believe what you dreamed was real and that they rescued you. They get to control you, you see? And you become beholden to them. It’s a nasty piece of work, most never come out of it, especially the undead, there’s rumours that scores of vampires have been buried alive under it! So, we good to go?”

He said the last sentence so matter of fact Eloise could hardly believe it just happened, except now she flinched every time Hakon moved.

Jason’s face was stoic, jaw clenched, his muscles tight, reigning in all emotions. A tiny shudder ran through him, though he grabbed Eloise to get her away from the place he was now terrified of hurting her. Of losing control.

As for Hakon, his deep breathing seemed to disturb the others, his eyes darting around, in between frowning.

As Jason got in his car, Austin said, “If you want to come back to mine, I can give you all something stronger to ease the effects. I won’t totally remove it- that would be dangerous, not just physically but you need the reminder.”

“Why?” Eloise barked.

“Because when the time comes to take this witch’s head, you may need to remember what they did to you, and make no mistake Eloise, if they’ve done it to you, they’ve done it to others. Probably mortals, too, since you’re one.” Austin said no more and climbed into his vintage sports car, it was flashier than he’d have bought himself and cost almost as much as a small house but Austin loved it. It had been a gift, he knew it was a type of bribery from one of the most powerful blood suckers in the area, but he had accepted it, how could he not.

Starting up the engine it roared like a beast, hardly conspicuous and overtook Jason’s lamer car in seconds, feeling the country air through his hair, he laughed. Shit, this life might be dangerous, but it’s better than a nine to five, he thought.

As he passed Jason, Hakon grunted, “Kids! How old is he anyway, and how did he get that bloody car!”

Smirking Jason kept his eyes on the road, but stayed aware of anything in his peripheral vision, his muscles easing now they were away, and with El safely by his side. For now.

Eloise gazed out of the window, sitting in the front with Jason made her twitch, Hakon was behind her.

She knew it hadn’t been real, could Austin be wrong, was it a premonition?

Hakon’s blood still pumped through her, she’d watched Darren given up on life, defy Hakon. Why?

Taken prisoner even with the blood of a powerful vampire she realised then that she’d been weak against the new enemy, unable to stand against them, completely defeated.

Biting her lip, Eloise considered that nightmare with Hakon, but in her heart, in her gut, however wicked he was, however psychotic he would never kill the innocent, not her parents. Would he?

In that moment, her heart seemed to miss a beat, she can either die on her knees as this new unknown enemy wiped out immortals, including her boyfriend and friends or she could fight, but she’d be unlikely to live. Even Hakon couldn’t stand up to them.

Already attacked and near death from ghouls, it had only been Hakon’s blood that enabled her to survive, and that was nothing now, here in this place.

Some give up in the face of extreme adversity, in the face of terror, and they die whether literally or inside, death slowly mocking them. Like Mr. Ripley, her patient.

But others, others take risks and even if death takes them, at least they die standing, they try to make a difference. And surely that accounts for everything, surely not trying is failing by default?

In that moment she let loose her teeth from her lip, took a deep breath and touched Jason’s leg, squeezing it. She would fight, no matter the cost because that was what people did, people who tried to make a difference. And she wouldn’t stop until she’d defeated the enemy or died trying. A surge of power pumped through her, unease twisted in her belly, unsure of this energy, of his blood, his bond, she only knew her conviction had to carry her forward. It was all that she had.

In the backseat, unusually quiet Hakon considered something similar, still in shock from Darren choosing death over him, Hakon, too, stared out of the window.

And then there had been that realisation, he gulped, his throat like dried dirt, so many uncomfortable realisations had happened to him, the old man dying of loneliness as death gnawed at him and life mocked him, now Hakon wondered after living nearly a thousand years if life was indeed mocking him. Was he the joke against humanity, thinking he was strong, powerful but all it took was a metal box, a metallic coffin and a dose of witchcraft and he would have a worse fate than a mortal? At least they died and death gave one a sense of urgency, what did he have? What if Jason and Eloise decided to leave, and she, in the end would die if she didn’t choose immortality, in fact her life would be over quicker than he felt comfortable with, eighty years if she was lucky?

Tightness gripped his chest, aching through his dead heart as he knew eighty years was like eight to a vampire- hell maybe less. And what of Jason? He would be a wreck, never having allowed himself the heart of a human before. And the only reason Hakon was here, he realised was because a cocky as shit, twenty-five-year-old mage had rescued him. Him! He felt his face grow hot, palms sweaty, he had to change his archaic view of himself. Austin, he was the future, what was he, Hakon the great...Hakon the relic more like. It occurred to him then that his persona, his life might be seen as a parody to others, involuntarily shaking his head, his face was on fire. They are probably right. I have to change, otherwise I’ll rot in a box and nobody will know. Or care. I need to start...trusting. Show some love? He had no clue how, was that why Darren had died? Hakon knew in his gut, as it twisted at the realisation like snakes in a pit that he had in fact taken Darren for granted. But...no more.

For Jason, his knuckles white whilst he gripped the steering wheel, breathing rigid, body tense having her sit next to him. He wished Hakon had sat there. He could kill her in a second, his only relief was that they had never been intimate and he resolved never to be.

Fragile, like porcelain dolls, mortals. Recalling the hedonistic times, he’d enjoyed with others in his species, it was common to drink blood during the height of ecstasy, God knows why he’d allowed himself to become so attached. He knew why, he loved her, but this was not safe, not for her.

When she squeezed his leg, he’d nearly jumped out of his seat, feigning a smile, she’d frowned, but it was for her own good. Driving back into the city he turned off from Austin who looked in his rear-view mirror, Jason’s vampire eyes could see the puzzlement.

“What are you doing, why are we going here?” Eloise’s voice sounded like nails on a chalkboard to Jason.

“I’m dropping you home, I won’t allow you to be involved, I know you hate being told what to do, but you are mortal, weak, easily killed.”

He pulled over, parked up, “I love you Eloise, and that’s why you have to leave. Go back to your human life, you’ve come close to death too many times now, it was my fault, I was so caught up in my feelings for you, I... I just won’t anymore. Go, rest. Don’t contact us again, unless you need help.”

Like beetroot her face reddened, full of anger, hurt, he saw the tears, she went to shout but he snarled at her, bearing his fangs, in an instant by her neck.

Nearly falling out of the car she ran, looking back, What the fucking hell!

Jason started up his car, slammed down his foot, turned fast and shot off to follow Austin’s car.

“You’re a bloody moron, you know that?” Hakon chided him.

“She’s already a target and you scaring her for the greater bloody good, what a bell end!” In seconds Hakon had jumped out of the speeding car, Jason looked over his shoulder, forced to pull over as the door hung open.

“Hakon!” He screamed, his ethereal voice echoed around the houses that lined the small road.

But Hakon had rolled out, was up and gone.

“Eloise! El, wait!” She flinched again as she peered out of her window, tears streaming, “Let me in love, look, I want to help!” Hakon pleaded.

Kind of selfish, he was determined to do the right thing though he knew he was winging it, he didn’t have much of clue. He’d always been scary, angry, at a distance.

Slowly she unlocked the front door, trembling as Hakon stepped in, pulling her into his powerful arms, “There, old Hakon’s here! Look, Jason, well he can be a prize turd at times. That’s his idea of breaking up but I know, somehow, it’s because he’s terrified of losing you, of you, well of being in danger.”

Eloise was still in shock, rightly so and stayed in Hakon’s embrace. He rested his head on hers, “Something awful happened to all of us, I’ve seen you flinch a dozen times looking at me, I don’t blame you El. We are scary, we’re made that way, but I would rather face immortality in a grave- that was my nightmare by the way, than hurt you or yours El. Come on, let me fix you a drink. I consider you and Jason my only friends, my family and I’m not leaving until I can see, until I can feel that you’re a little better. Now tomorrow, if you still want in, I will personally ensure your safety, to the best of my abilities, though I’m no witch.”

“Why, why do you even care?”

“Simple El, I realise that I, too, have lived nearly a thousand years a complete and utter asshole, I face immortality alone. Maybe in a box, I’ve always kept my feelings at a distance, I don’t even know how to access them, though at this exact moment in time I’m learning. I care about you and Jason, before...before I lost Darren, I hid my feelings. It doesn’t do for a vampire to show emotion, we must be feared, the shadow that others flee from, and being so old, in the past I was challenged by lesser blood suckers time and time again, century after century...so it became safer. But now,” he sighed, she felt his hot breath over her head, he was gripping her tightly. “Now I realise I’ve lived a thousand years a lie. I cannot do that for another thousand years, if I live that long, whatever the cost. Now, now actually after these recent events, maybe I would even welcome death.”

Hakon let go of her, she sniffed, wiping her bloodshot eyes with her sleeve, resolute that Jason’s stupid attempt would not make her back down. Remembering the time where she’d been compelled by magic to stake him, but he’d done this voluntarily.

His voice soft, he asked, “Now, what do you want to do? I can take you to Austin’s, I would recommend it, if anyone can help, if not us then he can, but it’s up to you. Don’t be ashamed to stay out of this, you’re only human after all.” He flashed her a smile, full of passion and danger.

“I will come with you, I want to meet the bitch that put those nightmares in my head, and... I want to destroy them. As for Jason, I’ll deal...”

But Jason was pounding on the door, pleading for Eloise to open it.

Eloise opened the door, he looked to the ground, then catching her eye, “I am so sorry, that was awful of me. I swear to God I will never scare you again, I just...My nightmare, I drained you! That’s my fear, we were, close, I lost control and I drained your blood.” He whispered fast, aware that mortals were close by. “My biggest fear, becoming the monster, losing my humanity, so if I scared you away Eloise, it was to keep you away from me, keep you safe.”

Eloise slapped his face hard, eyeing him, “So you don’t trust yourself?”

Jason nodded, “I did, before that. Now though?”

Hakon interjected, “Two things if I may, firstly, and Eloise this is totally your call but it might be best to discuss this inside, and secondly, now after this nightmare spell, we are all in fear. I have had just from a few hours ago a profound shift in consciousness and that from after a thousand years of existence. But Jason, El, your dreams, or rather nightmares, seem to have been to your detriment? May I then offer a suggestion? We go to Austin, he said he could help and we use this...nightmare to conquer our fears, we take the reins, now we know what lies in the dark, we have faced our demons, let’s not allow that experience to shoot us down.”

“Good advice, you’ve both told me your nightmares, mine. . .” Eloise muttered.

Jason put his arm up, speaking softly, “You don’t have to tell us El. Thank you for letting me in.” He sat down on the arm of a chair, putting his head in his hands, his voice was muffled, “I cannot express how awful I feel, this worry, this nagging doubt, fear has plagued me for eons. Until today I never spoke of it, I had buried it so deeply that I didn’t realise the danger I could be to you, but I do love you. I’ll never stop loving you, and I understand that if my vile, heinous actions have made you want to keep a distance, I will obviously honour that. Do I think I would really hurt you? No, but my fear of that,” Hakon spoke for him, “Our fears, magnified by feeling because we feel so much. The blood you took El, made you feel very differently.” 

He eyed them both, Eloise composed herself, “I will forgive you, but it may take time to get over, whatever the hell that was. I saw Hakon draining my parent’s to death, and then in that dream, he came and stole my life, that’s why I flinched. Now, all three of us have exposed our worst fears,” she took a deep breath, “Let’s take Austin up on his offer! I’m going to wash my face and hands first and take a coffee, you’re both welcome to clean up.”

Before they could speak Eloise went upstairs.

She didn’t speak, she didn’t feel like it, enough had been said and felt today, so whilst the other two took turns washing their hands and faces, she made some fresh coffee to go.

“I’ll call Austin, let him know we’re on our way,” Jason said as he made his way to his car.

Eloise got in the back, her coffee in a travel mug and hugged it between her hands, she’d had enough and wanted to contact her parents but not with this going on, she wouldn’t risk them being involved.

The three sat in silence as Jason drove to Austin’s, all emotionally exhausted, the energy in the car hard like an impending storm, electric, heavy.

Austin opened the door before they knocked, “This way,” were the only words he muttered.

They followed him down into the basement where three small dark ceramic bowls smoked on the old wooden worktop, a faint scent of gas in the air, Eloise noticed the Bunsen burner, Austin indicated to the steaming liquid.

“What’s in that?” Eloise questioned, wrinkling her nose.

“Does it matter? If I told you, you wouldn’t know it and either way if you want to heal from that trauma then you have to drink it. Let’s just say it isn’t toxic, it is expensive and it tastes foul,” Austin winked.

Jason and Hakon also looked unimpressed, both frowning but all three hesitantly took the bowls. “Don’t smell it, shoot it,” Austin grinned.

They did, Eloise adding, “Oh my bloody God, that was revolting!”

“Medicine isn’t made for taste.  You’ll feel the effects within half an hour, now I’ve also been tasked with finding out the culprit from, well the usual suspects. I think the killings started in Bristol, shit! Your faces...The remedy wasn’t that bad!” Austin shook his head.

Swallowing Eloise went to take a swig from her travel cup, “No, sorry not yet. It needs thirty minutes before you can drink anything else,” Austin chided her.

Her face twisted, “The bodies in Bristol. That was the first we saw, I’d heard strange stories from a patient!”

“It has to be Josias, we never did kill him!” Jason snarled.

“No, he was my first thought, too, but he’s not that powerful. This magic is steeped in voodoo, I mean proper Haitian voodoo and there aren’t many, or any actual practitioners of this.”

“I still think we should go to Arcanum, it’s the only occult shop here abouts!” Hakon added.

“That you know of,” Austin muttered. “Let’s do it now, Eloise can ride with me, you two I’ll meet you there.”

“You’re coming, too?” Hakon grunted. 

“As I said, you’re not the only supes who want this perp dead. Plus, you’re susceptible to magic as we saw.”

Arcanum was busy when they arrived, Eloise and Jason noticed it had had a makeover, the usual black drapes had been taken down, the shop looked less conspicuous now and had a huge array of large, glistening crystals that caught the late afternoon sun, reflecting stars around the window display, alongside glass window chimes.

Austin went first, with Eloise and Jason and Hakon behind them.

“Austin, good to see you!” The woman’s voice was slightly caustic. She eyed Eloise, as she saw Jason and Hakon, she stopped serving her customers, her face immediately contorted, pointing her finger, she raised her voice, “No, not you two, not your kind. Get out, you’re not welcome here.”

Relishing the challenge, especially in front of mortals, Hakon stood tall, mischief in his eyes, a wry grin, “Surely you won’t discriminate against two men? Isn’t that illegal, why we only came in to purchase some of your fine crystals, my friend here has a penchant for the glittery things.”

“Cat, they mean no harm, this is...” Austin spoke fast.

“I know who they are and Austin I’m surprised at you keeping the company of those who are so dead inside. I’d heard you had no problem taking money from the lowest in society, I didn’t want to believe, you belittle our kind.”

Eloise wondered how this must sound to the mortals in the shop, all of them had stopped and were watching Cat, Jason and Hakon.

Austin interrupted, “Cat, we all want the same thing and who I work for, no matter. I do no harm, that’s the key, isn’t it? They just want to ask some questions!”

“Oh Austin you are so naïve, but no. They’re not welcome and I won’t ask again!”

Smirking Hakon added whilst Jason looked on, concerned like Eloise, “Surely you don’t want to create a scene in front of all these...people?”

Cat threw her head back, her lips pressed together eyeing him over, “These people are witches, all of them. They know exactly what you are, vampire. You, your kind are not welcome in here, now or ever.”

Jason tapped Hakon on the arm, nodding his head towards the door, for a second Hakon hesitated then his chest fell, he smirked and left with his friend.

“We’ll meet you two outside, don’t be long!” He cackled.

Once they had left the shop, Cat did, Eloise thought, a very strange thing.

Going back behind the counter she pulled out some disinfectant wipes and hurriedly wiped the handle, both inside and outside the shop, the chime clanging above the door as she opened it, her face as hard as stone.

No one commented, Austin looked straight ahead, Eloise realised he was ignoring her quirks, then Cat threw away the wipes into a bin and proceeded to use hand disinfectant before looking calmer and addressing Austin and Eloise.

“Foolish, you two. Hanging around with those types, all types of diseases, and not just physical.” She stared hard at Eloise, “They infect your mind, mortal girl. And Austin, you’re young, I know, but you shouldn’t allow them to use you, however fine a car they buy you! You’ll end up...”

Austin cut her off, raising his hand, “It’s not like I have a choice is it, they control everything and anyway, they pay well.” 

Cat gasped but Austin continued, “The money the immortals pay me funds me to help mortals, usually for free. Ironically, I use that money to protect those they hunt. These killings though, vampire, werewolf, skeletons picked clean, what do you know, and Cat, you’re the most powerful witch so I know that if anyone has heard anything, it would be you!”

Cat sneered at him, his flattery was lost on her. But it seemed she decided to humour him, “So, you’re being paid to investigate that! I wouldn’t if I were you Austin, it might be your skeleton that’s picked clean next!”

Frowning, bemused he replied, “Really, you’re threatening me? Solidarity means nothing to you?”

Her voice loud, stern, “There is no solidarity, you’ve chosen them over your own kind. I know a little about this...incident and I would warn you, one witch to another to stay out of it, money or no.” She eyed him with contempt, her russet hair, falling down her shoulders, her deep eyes that had seen life, soft lines, a slightly Roman nose and beautifully symmetrical face. Eloise guessed she was about forty, but a witch, so who really knew.

Austin shrugged, “I wish I could, this is Eloise, she’s helping. Sorry I should’ve introduced you.”

Cat smirked, “I know who she is, the mortal dating a vampire,” Cat tutted, looking sympathetically at El, “My dear, I am so very sorry for you. I see your future will end in blood, not Jason but Hakon will take your blood, and...”

“And what?” For a moment Eloise was totally caught up in the witch’s words, then pulling herself back, trying not to forget their power but now Austin broke in, “What do you see Cat, is Eloise in danger?” He put an arm around Eloise, protectively, “I admit, I hadn’t looked, I should though.” He rolled his lips, his brows arched. “Maybe you’re right,” and whispered, “But I can’t easily break the bonds with these vampires and weres. I never looked for them, you know Lucius was my teacher and I believe he truly redeemed himself.” He sighed looking at Eloise, “Truth be told, they’re on at me all the time, I haven’t slept properly for weeks. Still, thanks Cat, I will consider your advice strongly. Come on El,” and he turned to leave bringing Eloise with him.

Cat called after him, “Do heed my advice Austin, if you are truly sincere, come back. And... try and keep her alive, yes?”

Austin put up a hand, opened the door and went to find his car.

Jason and Hakon were waiting for him, “Well, anything?” Jason asked.

“No, she doesn’t know, Cat wouldn’t involve herself in the business of supes, she hates your kind. I’m going to drive El back to mine, something Cat said made me wish to speak to El in private, if that’s acceptable to you El?” Austin asked.

Shrugging El nodded, “As long as we can stop and eat on the way?”

Smiling he nodded, “Great.” Then facing Jason and Hakon, “I’ll call you two later.”

“Wait!” Hakon barked. “What the hell do we do now? I want revenge...”

But the young mage interrupted him, “Hakon I know, I get it. I would, too, but right now we’re at a dead end. My advice, go home, put Darren to rest then get some for yourself. God only knows what tomorrow will bring, we are all exhausted. Here, take these, both of you.”

From his pocket he produced two tiny wicker boxes, opening them up each contained tiny woven figurines. 

His face full of lines Jason asked, “Why are you giving us worry dolls? Aren’t they Guatemalan?”

Smirking Austin answered him, “Yes Jason, they are, but they’re infused with magic, protection. I carry a few with me, never know who might need them.”

Hakon looked disgusted for a moment, as if someone had placed a turd in his hand, then raising his brows he nodded silently to himself, put the tiny box in his pocket and left with Jason.

Eloise went to speak, Austin shot her a look. 

They drove away and only after a few miles Austin spoke, “Cat is powerful so I couldn’t say anything. She does know who’s behind this but she won’t help, that’s obvious. Now whether she is directly involved, I don’t know and I can’t cast magic to find out because that would alert her. We’ll have to try another way, but I feel like a storm is coming, do you feel it?”

“Like electricity in the air? I assumed that was just weather!”

“No, it’s magic. Heavy, dark, impending, this type of magic eats away at you. I want to investigate where this all started, I’ll call the others when we’re back at mine.”

He was right, a weight pressed against Eloise’s shoulders and chest. She breathed deeply, her head a scatter of confusion, “Do you think Cat really saw my future, or was that because she hates vampires?”

“Both I imagine. I’ve heard she was badly affected by immortals, though which ones and how I don’t know. I’ll have a look for you, then we need to find out where this all started exactly. Unfortunately, there’s so much suspicion and mistrust in the community that it’s sometimes hard to know where to begin.”

Back at Austin’s he got out some fresh soup from his fridge, sliced some fresh bread and made coffee.

His home was a small miner’s cottage on the edge of a little rural town and they sat in his tiny dining room and ate.

“Don’t you stand out here, I mean with that car?”

Grinning he answered, “I could El, I really could but here’s the thing,” he leaned forward and El did the same, Austin whispered seriously, “I’m a mage so I kind of have that under control,” then he laughed raucously.

She flicked a piece of bread at him which made him laugh harder.

Wiping away his tears he asked her, “So you’re what, thirty, five years older than me? How come you’re dating the old guy, I mean I get that, yes, he’s a vampire and probably has virility, and there’s the whole biting thing but he’s really old, don’t you find that gross?”

She smirked, “I know he’s old Austin and not human and until earlier I didn’t see that, well, I did but his personality, his kindness, his love allowed me to see past it. After earlier though, when he scared me, even though I said I’ve overlooked that, I don’t think I can.” 

She finished her soup, dipping in small chunks of bread and noticed how relaxed she was in his company. Austin was a mage, powerful but he was also human.

Although he was twenty-five, he looked younger, more like nineteen. Maybe that’s the magic, she wondered.

He got up and took the bowls, putting them in a small dishwasher. “Right then, let’s go into the lounge and I’ll see what I can discover in your future. I’m also going to put a spell on you,” He smirked and winked, “If I haven’t already,” he grinned. “No, a protection spell just so you know, just in case.” 

Eloise was relieved they weren’t going down into the basement and hopefully he wouldn’t be doing anything too weird.

Taking her boots off she sat on the sofa, legs curled under her she relaxed, her body melting into it.

Austin did the same, kicking off his boots glancing around the room and grabbed a bowl, then went out to fill it with water.

Putting it on the coffee table, he sat with his head almost over the bowl, he made a soft humming sound, Eloise sat back glad to grab a rest.

She spied the water before him, it swirled anticlockwise, getting faster and faster and flickering her eyes the next thing she remembered was running through a forest, crows cawing wildly, the earthy scent filling her lungs, in the distance the silhouette of the old man, his back slightly bent, wide brimmed hat and a raven perched on his staff, another circling above.

Heat thrummed through her, the sudden sound of screams, yells and banging, swords on shields. The ground rumbled, thick scent of sweat, that energy making her stomach swirl and turn like waves caught in a harsh wind. 

As her eyesight cleared from cloudy, she saw a forest ahead, beside that a huge open field and in the distance men and women standing facing two sides, a battle about to start.

“Eloise!” Austin called her name softly.

Waking slowly, she mumbled, smelling something hot and rich.

“You were dreaming El, I let you sleep. Coffee’s there,” he whispered.

As she slowly woke up, tension replaced relaxation realising that she’d just crashed out in his house.

“I’m sorry, I should go,” she muttered grabbing the coffee and taking a sip. “Thanks for this,” she added.

“It’s no problem and I don’t mind. It’s nice having a kindred human here, it makes a change.”

He rolled his eyes adding, “It’s usually vampires or shifters and their gargantuan egos! Anyway, I saw your future, not surprisingly it will be a challenge but you’re in the middle of all this magic and surrounded by the undead so there’s that!” He smirked.

“I put together a spell to protect you, I just need a drop of your blood. Then we can get back on the case.”

“Great,” El croaked drinking her coffee.

She finished it and went to freshen up, Austin was surfing on his phone, cackling to himself.

“El, look at this...” He laughed showing her a meme of The Lost Boys.

She grinned and asked, “Yeah, they are the best! So, what, now I have to slice my hand I guess?”

Screwing up his eyes, “What! No! I’ve got a diabetic pen, just a pin prick- who uses...ah.” He nodded, “Vampires! So archaic. No, just prick your thumb, I’ve got the spell ready in the basement. It will give me some insight into your...” He cleared his throat, “Life.” 

Frowning Eloise reluctantly followed him down the stairs into the small damp basement, seeing the pen on the table picked it up and asked, “Where?”

Austin smiled and handed her a bowl. 

Biting her bottom lip Eloise suddenly felt hot, “Shit, what day is it?” 

“Monday!” 

Her chest fell, relief swept through her. “Whatever happens I need to get to Southmead hospital tomorrow,” she muttered.

“You ok?”

“I promised someone.”

Austin flashed a warm smile, touching her arm, “You’ve got a good heart. Sure, I’ll help you.”

Taking the bowl now containing her blood he dropped some herbs in whilst Eloise sat on a stool next to the table watching with fascination. 

Austin seeing her watching explained, “This is belladonna, very potent and very poisonous. It adds strength to the spell, now wormwood for its protection and poppy seeds for astral connection- I’ll be able to see you if you’re in danger.”

“Opium?”

“When I see you out there it’s much like a hallucination, a drug induced trance, so yes, opium! Anyway, I’ve also included mandrake and heather for protection, valerian, lavender, mugwort and cedar along with colloidal silver.”

She nodded, “Thanks Austin, I really appreciate your help. I’m guessing the silver...”

“Yup, vampires, werewolves and even witches! Practicing magic- real magic alters us somewhat. I’m no scientist, but my body has altered, others like Cat, well I sense she’s not human at all.

“Others I’ve met, same though as I said I don’t know the truth. I do know as this force grew in me, I was sick, constant headaches and all kinds of illness and psychosis that was, messy,” Austin looked up at her.

“Bloody Hell, how did you cope?”

“I didn’t! I was a wreck, my mum lost it and sent me to a shrink, the school thought I was insane, you couldn’t blame them really. Luckily, I guess, immortals found out and a demon named Lucius found me. At the time I was in a local mental hospital, low security for respite, Lucius got me out. It was Anthony who got my parents convinced that he could help me, obviously he glamoured them, I was sixteen.” He looked away for a second, his mind back on that memory. Eloise asked quietly, “So you grew up with vampires and demons?” She couldn’t hide the surprise in her voice.

Raising his eyebrows and smiling, “Yup, I did. But as soon as I met Lucius a calm fell over me, obviously I didn’t know they were immortal, undead, whatever. I did know I didn’t feel like an outcast with them, a freak. My parents had been scared, shit, I’d been terrified thinking I was losing my bloody mind. As for where this magic came from, no one knows for sure, Lucius researched but if my ancestors had magic, it was well hidden. Not surprising, humans, most don’t take kindly to those who wield magical power.

“Now, I need to chant the spell, then you’ll need to shoot this, after that I’ll give you a shot of whiskey,” He grinned, “You know, to get rid of the taste. Then, Eloise, we’ll find Hakon and Jason and go monster hunting.”

She smiled, but her heart was tired. Part of her yearned for quiet, for normal but this...it was fantastical. A lump in the back of her throat when she thought of Darren, she knew she’d have to make a choice. Jason had just made it easier, to walk away after this, live with the memories, or could she?

“One question, you said Belladonna is poisonous, I knew that. And you want me to drink it?”

Austin winked, “In larger amounts it is, this remedy, with magic will be quite safe. I think you know by now I’m trust worthy?”

She touched his arm and smiled, “Thank you.

Austin chanted his Latin verbiage muttering, the potion swirled violently, he cast his hand over the bowl, bright blue light shining out of his palms and into the potion, it sparked glacial white, a plume of smoke sprouted up, he sat back wide eyed, a wry smile, “Here you are lady, your magic potion.”

Handing it to Eloise, she didn’t baulk, she downed it as fast as she could, then blinking rapidly she wobbled, “Whoa....” And Austin sat and watched.

Austin poured a purple, silver flecked liquid into the bowl which whirled and smoked, he gazed hard into it. Eloise shut her eyes, falling back into the chair, mumbling, he cast a sideways glance to her then stared into the thick liquid as the smoke cleared and pictures started to form.

Jason appeared in the vision, throwing himself in front of Eloise, taking a hit from a clawed creature, Austin bent closer trying to see what the figure attacking was, but all he could make out was yellowed claw like hands, a black moth ridden coat, whatever it was it snarled, instinctively sitting back he caught a whiff of its scent, foul like rotten meat.

It tore through Jason, who wailed, El’s face, mouth open in horror as blood poured forth and a murder of crows erupted from the tree line that now came into sight, flying down fast in front of Jason, squawking at whatever attacked them.

Thick fog hung around them, like huge dirty webs, dark and gloomy, squinting Austin sat up, what was that?

Peering hard he daren’t take his eyes from the vision, the metallic purple liquid swirling slower, it looked like...He pulled the bowl closer, then looked up at her as she muttered something under the concoctions he’d made, he leant in, gasping. 

A yell, a cry that even though coming from a prediction, scrying almost pierced his eardrums, Hakon, what was coming he would be there.

The liquid stopped moving, Austin sat back, looking to El and waited for her to wake up, now that he knew her heritage, her power and how she and Hakon were linked. None of this was, after all, a coincidence but rather fate.
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Eloise juddered, Austin put his hand on her shoulder, gave her some tea. “It’s ok, just rest. The spell worked, you’ll be safe now.” She realised they were back upstairs, had he carried her up there? Through his curtains night still covered the land but a slither of light started to warm through, gentle and fresh.

Blurry eyed, she looked at him, then the tea. “Thanks,” was all she could muster. Pushing herself to sit up, her limbs limp she felt drained, physically and emotionally.

Austin’s phoned buzzed, “Hello Jason?”

Whilst Eloise sipped the tea, she watched Austin’s expressions, he eyed her, raising his eyebrows, nodding as he listened. She got up, from his pained expression it was clear that there was a problem. 

Austin took a deep breath, Eloise put her boots on and went off to the bathroom, when she returned, he was ready.

“I’ve got lots to tell you on the way, Jason told me some time ago when you were looking for the Wendigo you both came across something buried in the woods, he didn’t know what it was, he just sensed a darkness.”

Austin continued, “Well, whatever was buried there has risen. Hakon and Jason went to take a look around, tried to ascertain where the bodies you found were, if there were any more.

“Eloise, this is very bad, this kind of black magic...” Austin glanced away. Eloise asked, “What rose out of the ground?”

“We don’t know exactly.  But it seems likely whatever it was is linked, I’m trying to rack my brain. Something old, menacing...”

Austin shot her a wry smile, “What worries me more- what killed all those vampires, picked them clean. Come, I’ll drive us to Bristol.”

Stepping outside the morning air braced her skin, “How long did I sleep? And did you get any?”

He shrugged, his warm smile putting her at ease, “We both slept, yes. I think we deserved it, don’t you?”

She climbed down into his car, something unsettling her but unable to put her finger on it, Austin sensed this he put on some rock music. “My favourite band,” He smiled.

The bass thrummed through her, the singer’s voice deep and seductive like the lyrics, Eloise sat back.

Pulling away, he asked, “Did you know you’re from Norse heritage? I saw Nordic Gods, omens in the protection spell I cast, and earlier when I cast your future.”

She nodded and looked at him, “I’ve seen ravens before and an old man in a wide brimmed hat, with one eye and a staff.”

His smile wrapped his face, he glanced quickly at her, leaning slightly and whispered, “Odin! The blood of your ancestors runs in your veins.” Pausing he changed gears, hung a left towards Bristol, “There is another who shares your heritage, one who is quite close to you!” He grinned inanely.

“Hakon...he’s old. Do you think he could be related?” Eloise asked.

Austin flashed her a grin, “Could be, your great, great, great maybe times a thousand uncle or something seeing as vampires can’t procreate- and that’s probably for the best.”

He changed the subject, lightening the mood, “If vampires could breed, I wonder if their offspring would be like Blade?” He laughed.

Eloise grinned, “That would be interesting! Whose side would you be on?”

He nodded, “There’s only one side I ever take Eloise, that’s the righteous side, I’d never turn dark!”

His last two words he said low, emphasising the impact.

“From what I’ve seen you have ‘forces’ watching over you,” Austin announced matter of fact. 

Then he added, “Jason will never harm you, he’d give up his life for you- just so you know.”

“Did you see that?” Eloise’s voice full of worry.

“I see bits, flashes not the whole picture. I saw something.”

Her voice suddenly strained, “You saw him die?”

Austin calm as ever replied, “It’s tricky- divination, looking at the future, so many variables. I saw him save your life, yes. That’s all I saw- I didn’t see what happened next but whether...look, just know you can trust him.”

Emotions bubbled and swelled, on the one hand knowing she could trust him but every time she thought of him, she saw his face, his fangs long, snarling, eyes of crimson fire, feral and vicious she shuddered. It was one thing to see him like that fighting foes- she’d witnessed that many times but completely different when it was aimed at her.

They arrived at Hakon’s, Austin put his car in gear and phoned in.

The huge wrought iron gates opened, driving in Hakon and Jason waited for them on the huge stone porch. 

On either side, honeyed columns stood wrapped with wisteria, its delicate blue- purple flowers and lush green leaves, heady sweet scent in the air. 

“I hope you’ve arrived with answers?” Hakon called.

Eloise caught Jason’s eye, his brows slightly knitted he widened his eyes and stepped forward. 

He went to put his arm around her, pulling away she stepped up her pace and walked beside Austin, she loved Jason but that thing...ironic she wondered, maybe Josias had been right after all. Vampires and humans, not a good mix, if you had a fight with your vampire lover, he could just snap and drain you in a matter of minutes.

Jason had acted instinctively; his reason may have been just but that was it, wasn’t it? He could probably justify anything.

Austin looked exasperated, “Someone is killing your kind, what’s eating them, I mean it could be the Empusa, but they normally only feed on human flesh, that said so do ghouls...What did you find in the woods, what did you see exactly?”

Jason kicked his boot against the ground, “Empty graves, the air was thick with malice. No bones, but a taste like sour milk? I mean in the air, what the...”

Austin rolled his lips, “Sour milk? No, no clue. If milk sours, a flame burns blue...”

Hakon cut him off, “Yes Austin, we’ve all seen Warlock, it mean’s witchcraft and besides which, you cast blue flames. But Jason is right, it felt sinister, powerful but for me, I don’t know, connected. I mean connected to us, vampires...Now though, what do we actually do now? Whose head may I hack off,” As Hakon spoke he looked up as if imagining the perps head on a spike. Austin grimaced, instinctively putting a hand in front of Eloise.

“What of Cat, she’s taken over Josias’s shop, she seems to hate our kind with a vengeance?” Jason asked.

Running his fingers through his hair, Austin nodded, “I’m sure she is but she won’t be alone. She is versed in voodoo, and the only one to my knowledge. As for you two, you’re not really safe, her magic is powerful, but then again you could be useful.”

His voice loud, strained Hakon answered, “Bait? I take it that’s what you mean?”

“Why voodoo? What makes you think of that?” Eloise asked.

“Bodies, all the dead bodies Eloise. The souls of the damned make for a nice lot of energy. In magic, energy is all. Now you can help, El, Cat won’t harm a mortal. If you’re up for it El, I’d like you to have a change of heart, in fact watching your reaction to Jason,” He flashed Jason a frown, “I know you scared her, and I know why, I don’t need to be psychic to figure that out, but that could be very useful. You see, any mage worth their salt can spot a lie a mile off, the fact that El now doubts you, actually fears you, and her dream, or rather nightmare of Hakon- sorry El I saw all this when I scryed for you, on the plus that would get Cat on your side.”

Jason’s jaw dropped before saying, “God, I am so sorry El, I was so caught up in getting you away from me...” Jason’s eyes scanned the floor, his head low. “Now, now you’ll never trust me.”

“Enough of your self-remorse Jason, buck the fuck up. She should fear you, you’re a bloody vampire, now you’ll have to earn her trust,” Hakon sneered.

Trying to change the subject and clear the air that was suddenly close, uncomfortable Eloise added, “Ok, so I’ve got to, what, spy on Cat? I’m not sure, and shit...Look, I have to go!” Flying out of Hakon’s home, Eloise pulled her phone out, followed by the three men.

“Hello, yes I need a taxi right now, I’m in Clifton, I need to go to Southmead hospital.”

“El, we can give you a lift!” Hakon chided.

“Thirty minutes? No, um thanks.” Cutting the call off she turned to the three, “I need to get to...”

“Yes, we heard, I can take you,” Hakon’s eyes were small, waiting for an answer.

“Thanks.”

Hakon rushed in to grab his keys, Jason looked worried, Austin went to speak then thought better of it.

Eloise didn’t look back, climbing into Hakon’s car, a rush of emotions, from dead vampires to the poor heartbroken man she was about to see, to the undead, slightly sociopathic creature by her side, her heart thrummed so fast she thought it would smash right through her ribs at any moment.

“El, I want you to know that I’ve always got your back, and I would be honoured if you’d permit me the honour of meeting this Mr. Ripley- I feel deeply moved by his predicament, and by your emotions. I would appreciate it if you don’t mention this to the others, not Jason, not Austin, no one.” Hakon’s lips twitched, he gave a lopsided grin.

“Ok, I think that will be possible. Though I hate to lie, I’ll have to say why you’re with me,” She muttered.

“Tell them, tell them I’m your cousin and I have an interest in older people, or psychology...”

“Why are you particularly interested in him, because of Darren?” She asked.

Hakon took a long breath, flashed her a glance, then looked at the road ahead as his car drove smoothly through the back streets of Bristol, weaving around the old roads.

“Yes, I am still at a loss, I am deeply, deeply moved by you, I see so much of myself in you Eloise, your reluctance to trust, to shy away from love, I wish to God that Jason hadn’t scared you, but to be completely honest with you, you should always keep your wits about you with our kind. I hate to say it, but we, all of us can be volatile under the wrong circumstances, though I’m a hundred percent sure he’d never hurt you. He would hold back.” Hakon puckered his forehead before continuing, “As would I. Now, I would never be one to stand in the way of love, but I will always watch over you Eloise, you’ve had my blood- that makes us bonded. I just want you to know, well, I’ll always do my best by you.”

Eloise fidgeted in her seat, she knew why Hakon was saying these things, he was alone- for all his power, his wealth. Alone and scared, even though he still worried her a little, it meant a lot to her that he had opened up.

––––––––
[image: image]


Mr. Steadson was stable but not all together with it.

Hakon gasped, his jaw clenched seeing the frail old man, tubes coming from his arms, withered and blue, breathing heavily, the table beside the patient adorned with pictures of his wife.

Sadness clouded Hakon’s emotions, his eyes small, involuntary he grabbed Eloise’s arm, she looked at him, gently taking his arm away.

Pulling up a chair, Eloise spoke slowly and loudly to the patient, “Hello Mr. Steadson, it’s Eloise, I helped you the other day, I came to your home?”

Mr. Steadson whose eyes had been shut blinked open, cloudy and milky, they fixed on her, not even seeing Hakon.

A slight nod seemed all he could muster, so Eloise continued, “I have a lady who is coming to see you, we’re going to get you some assistance. How are you doing?”

A mumble came from his mouth, he strained to talk, too weak to sit up so Eloise touched his arm, “Please don’t try to Mr. Steadson, let us help you. I just want you to know that I’m here, that I care.”

As she got up and turned to Hakon, his eyes now wide as he spied the tears threatening to well up in her face, but her lips were rigid, frowning he wanted to comfort her, to help but he knew she didn’t want that, not now.

She left the room, he watched her then in a flash was in front of this frail man. A thought flickered through his mind, he could help him, couldn’t he? Give the old man one more chance, all that was needed was to spill a little blood...

Glancing towards the door he noticed El wrapped up in conversation with the nurses, probably trying to find out about the social worker, where he or she was.

He could bite his wrist, put it to the old man’s lips and be done before she was back, and before he could contemplate it further, wonder if this would aid his redemption, Hakon found himself doing just that, though at first the old man was not responsive...

In seconds Mr. Steadson was sucking at Hakon’s wrist like a baby to its mother, keeping an eye on El, Hakon quickly withdrew it.

Whispering, “Enough. Now I command you to take it easy, small steps at first. In a few days you’ll be out of here and you live a good and new life. Do you understand me?”

Croaking, Mr. Steadson hoarsely replied, “Yes!”

“Good then.” He looked at the man’s face as colour seemed to flood it, a new vibrancy took hold and loudly he called to Eloise, taking her by the arm, leading her away, “I’ve just got a call, we have to go now!” he lied.

Eloise felt her face grow hot, turning scarlet, “What are you doing, no! I’m staying here,” she brushed past him, Hakon went to grab her arm again, thought better of it with the nurses eyeing his every move, so he stood and watched as Eloise went into Mr. Steadson’s room.

She didn’t speak, Hakon, all powerful flinched a little but waited by the nurses’ bay, not willing to face her wrath.

Turning on her heels, Eloise came back out, flashed him a look of death, muttering, “Let’s go then shall we?”

Sighing he followed her out, opening the car door for her she avoided eye contact.

“Where are we going then?” She snapped.

“Um, we need to...you’re not mad I helped him?”

“I am beyond mad Hakon, you just can’t leave it alone, can you? Now where are we going?”

“I have to admit El, that was just a rouse to get you out of there, I wanted to give that dying man one more chance at living life. I suggest we go find the others.”

They drove back in silence, Eloise was too angry to speak, back at his house a sense of foreboding hung like a storm about to break. Getting out of the car, Hakon held Eloise back with his arm, tilting his head, his eyes sharp he whispered, “Stay back, I sense something evil.” Pulling himself up, he stepped through the door, a heavy scent of copper in the air, her breathing braced, limbs taut they entered the living room to find the mutilated bodies of Jason and Austin.

Their bodies ripped open, torn to shreds they were almost indiscernible.

Instinctively Hakon pulled Eloise into him, his eyes darting about and felt her body shake violently, so much shock her mind unable to process this.

Without words he pulled her away, she twisted her head to see, to try and find something, anything, a shred of her lover, a way, an explanation but her body, her mind had shut down.

Opening the car door, Hakon carefully guided her into it, his chest rising and falling as rage thrummed through him, but he couldn’t risk her being killed, too. Not El, and he fought against his will, his wrath not to go back in there and scour the place, his home for the bastards who’d done this.

Thinking fast, he pulled out his headset, shoved the cable in his phone and pulled away, the tyres screeching on the gravel path.

“Anthony, mate, shit has hit the fan, I’m on my way now. I need your help, call me back when you get this.”

Speeding back into the city, dodging and zigzagging through the crowded roads, he revved the engine, cutting around traffic, mortals beeped their horns, Hakon shot them a look, eyes narrow, spitting anger.

In minutes blue flashing lights appeared behind in the distance, “Fuck, fuck off you stupid weak mortals!” He hissed.

Trying to get away from the police, Hakon put his foot down harder but in seconds they’d caught up, so he spun into a side street, cops hot on his trail and pulled over when there were no mortals to be seen.

Eloise sat rigid as death, Hakon gone mad and now this. Still shaking her mind screamed at her, going over everything that had just happened, but aside from the spasms she couldn’t move. She wanted to scream, her eyes welled with tears, she’d pushed Jason away, and now...the urge to tear everything up swelled but numbness, raw horror stilted her, consumed her. Swallowing hard, her throat like sand her eyes fixed ahead, flinching as Hakon touched her arm, “Don’t worry love, this will be over in a minute!”

Fear bolted her down, was he going to...

“Sorry officer, I’m in a terrible hurry, my girlfriend here is violently ill, she just witnessed a murder, see, she’s in shock...”

The officers, two of them had pulled batons from their belts and eyed Hakon with distain, one peered through the window, the other said calmly, “Sir, get out of the car slowly and put your hands behind your back!”

Hakon snarled, his eyes sharp, “You really don’t want to do this! Back off!”

“I’ll use force if I have to, this is your last chance!”

The other policeman went to open the door where Eloise was sat, blue veins suddenly appeared on Hakon’s face, growling, bearing his fangs he grabbed the officer, but to his shock the officer didn’t hold a normal baton and was obviously expecting this, stunned Hakon, who recoiled back in surprise as the tip of the baton bolted out a shock.

Now Hakon was really pissed, a low guttural growl, his nails like claws he lashed at the man, sensing something odd. He was out of his car in seconds, as he struck the man, he was suddenly aware of something else, then a net from above fell onto him, the silver burning his skin, sending it sizzling on his flesh, terror gripping his face, he fought against the agony, looking up even though to do so, more silver flecked netting burned his face, he cried, “Eloise!” A snap, a stinging and warm sensation in his leg as he took one more glance at her and sunk into a dark and dangerous place...
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Covens & Spellbinding.
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Cat feigned a smile, “I’m sure you’ll be comfortable here Eloise. I apologise for the rash way in which we brought you here but you really left us little choice. Now, if you do as you’re told we won’t kill you, but be warned, if you cross me, I will see to it that you watch Hakon drain your parents dry and then, well you know the rest, don’t you? Yes, I was the one that planted that nightmare, but as Austin said I am powerful and I could then easily tap into your fears, read them. Whilst you were drugged, I also took the liberty to see inside your mind- a gift that has taken me decades to perfect and I see that your trust in those bloodsuckers had started to wane. Good, now perhaps you know what they’re capable of you’ll be less resistant to our methods.

“Where Josias failed, I will conquer, a brilliant plan wouldn’t you say? Set vampire on lycan.” She raised her voice, gesturing with her hands, “Haitian voodoo, passed down through my family, and then a pact with the ghouls until the wolves and blood suckers are gone. Obviously, I will annihilate the ghouls and all vile supernatural demons in time, but they were a useful distraction. A decoy, don’t you think?

“I see you still look dazed, well I intend to keep you that way. You and your Viking blood line, I have no quarrel with you Eloise. Let me do my job, and you can go back to yours,” Her voice lowered, almost muttering, “And go back the wiser for it!”

“Why? Jason never harmed...”

“Ha! Never harmed a human, that blood sucker had more death on his hands than you could ever imagine. Oh yes, they glorify it with their tales of killing evil humans, who are they to play God? And let me inform you, your ex-lover had taken the lives of innocents, hundreds of them in the past. It’s only recently some have claimed to be humane! As if they could, they’re no longer human and their humanity died the day that their teeth pierced flesh and drank the blood of the living. So, don’t go claiming your dead lover was some kind of martyr. He isn’t, as for Hakon, the sooner that psycho is gone the better for everyone. I commended the ghouls that took Darren’s life, even though eventually I’ll get rid of them as well,” Her mouth set in a hard line. Looking from Cat to the door that now opened, Eloise froze in her seat, her hands and legs were bound with rope, the room was sparse, glancing to the window she guessed she was in a room above the shop, Arcanum.

Wide eyed, terror flooded her. “Good afternoon El, I must say I’ve been so looking forward to seeing you again, you look tired. I can take care of this one Cat, thank you.”

Cat’s mouth twisted, she eyed Eloise with contempt, then left without another word.

He came closer, his scent musky, his dark hair brushing his shoulders, deep eyes scanned her, he was, she thought trying to seduce her, to lure her in in the only way he knew how, magic.

Bending over her, he whispered, “Eloise, we got off on the wrong foot I think, Cat has told me of your fears, of Jason frightening you, I hate to say that I told you so. Still,” He touched her leg, gripping it firmly, she shuddered, “I am glad that you didn’t lower yourself to sleep with him, clever indeed, and manipulative. I respect that.”

Josias stood up, sauntered over to a table in the corner of the room, musing over an assortment of arcane objects.

“Why did you kill Austin?” She spat.

He smiled, turning back to her, it wasn’t a kind smile, smug, his tongue brushed his lips, “Cat and I have perfected spells that will change your world Eloise, change your reality. Once we’re done with you, well, let’s say you will welcome me with open arms!”

“Why Austin?” She demanded.

He shook his head, “Austin consorted with underworlders, did their bidding, he was worse than them because he was human, a human working for the undead, much like you Eloise. You should thank me, Cat wanted to kill you, I insisted she keep you alive.”

“Why? You’d better kill me or you’ll regret it,” as soon as the words tumbled out of her mouth, Eloise regretted it. Why the hell did I say that!

“Ah, but that would be too easy,” He drew out the sentence, his accent accentuating his words.

“And now you’re going to kill Hakon? Is it not enough that you’ve destroyed him emotionally, as I said before you have become the monsters you kill!”

“Oh Eloise, I am not the monster, never was. I am a human destroying evil, an old evil that pervades this city taking the life of any they encounter. Your precious vampires are murderers, killers- a fact that you seem determined to overlook!”

Josias surveyed the table once again, then turned sharply and left the room, locking the door behind him.

Struggling to break out of the ropes, Eloise fought the drug that they’d given her. It was starting to wear off, her shoulders felt heavy and nausea rolled around in her stomach. She refused to believe it, still she had to get out somehow.

Remembering the nightmare she’d gone through, she forced herself to stand up, loosening the bonds, trying to wriggle out of the ropes.

She struggled, fell over smashing her knees onto the floor, her hands still bound in front of her. Unease flooded her body, waiting anxiously for someone to come she lay still for a few seconds then slowly, wriggling her hands, wrists slipped out of the rope.

Untying the rope from her ankles, taking a deep breath, Eloise crept over to the door. Josias had locked it, so she put her ear to it to listen.

Faint noises came from below the room, looking at the table she grabbed an athame and placed the blade between the door frame and door lock.

Fiddling around, her heartbeat sounded loud as she tried to be as quiet as possible but it was useless, scouring the room she found nothing but remembered she did have her purse on her. Pulling it out of her pocket, her hands sweaty she grabbed a store card- she actually needed her other cards. Biting her lip, she inserted it between the door and the doorjamb, grabbing the handle and carefully sliding the card down. The card pressed against the latch, and gasping she managed to open it.

Sliding out, she crept forwards, to her left a narrow corridor with three doors, just in front of her a twisted stairway led down, the only window was above the stairs with no way to reach it, peering over the handrail she saw two doors but the voices were louder now, feeling trapped she turned to investigate the other doorways.

A dread shuddered through her touching the handle of one, a flash of something, bracing slowly her hand gripped the cold brass handle, contrasting with sweat on her palm she turned it ever so slowly, the slightest crack and the scent hit her hard.

Thinking quickly, she let it go and quietly but quickly went back into the room where they’d left her, chiding herself for not thinking of this before.

Picking up the athame, its long blade glinted, the bone handle feeling smooth in her palm she scooted out back to the door, goose bumps on her arms, dread filling her mind wondering what could be behind the door.

The smell got worse, heavy in the air rotten flesh, as Eloise stepped through Hakon was chained, drugged against the wall next to Darren’s decapitated body, his head beside him on the floor.

Fighting the urge to vomit, as flies flustered out of his severed neck, her stomach convulsed, in all her years she’d seen many things, even decapitated limbs, but never this, never with flies, maggots, no head.

Her mind spinning, she fumbled over to Hakon looking at the rusty chains that bound him to the ground, around his ankles, his wrists, the locks.

Fuck! Trying to wake him quietly she whispered, “Hakon, wake up!”  but he was out, as she shook him his body lolled, maybe if she could give him some blood.

Seeing her only chance of ending this slip away she shook him harder, he moaned, grunted, started to open his eyes, looked past her and his face filled with horror.

Turning slowly around she already knew they were there, Josias and Cat stood silently watching her, lips pressed tight, eyes narrow, Josias stepping lightly forward, grabbing the dagger from Eloise, but she wouldn’t let go.

In an instant she felt her hand open against her will, and stand up and back up, Josias’s sweet breath caressing her ear, realising he stood right behind her.

“And now because you have disobeyed, again you shall see the error of your crimes, you will learn.” His voice was soft, soothing almost with a hint of malice, “Now see the consequences of your actions!”

Hakon who kept his eyes fixed on Eloise managed to mutter, “I’m sorry El, I failed you,” As Cat took the dagger from Josias, swaggered forward, eyed Eloise with contempt and swept the blade clean across Hakon’s neck, bloody tears falling from Hakon’s face.

Eloise wanted to scream, to crumble but her mouth, her body were numb and all she could do was watch in horror as her last friend, her last hope died in front of her...

Josias pushed her back, his face contorted, full of anger. 

“I am a fool to keep you alive, I should kill you here, and I question why I do not!” He spat.

“I can?” Cat offered.

“No! She was bewitched by those blood suckers, she can still be of use to us!”

“How? Look at her, she’s a mess, weak. Your motives involve your attraction- that’s why you needed my help in the first place, she fooled you before- nearly took your power so why the hell do you...Ah I see, she refused you, makes sense. Refused you but welcomed him- Jason. You’re a bloody idiot, I won’t bail you out next time.”

Cat stared at him and left, Eloise still as stone felt her heart tear apart as the witch eyed her over before whispering sharply, “There are always consequences my dear, now you have to live with yours.”

He left shutting the door, not locking it, looking at Hakon who was exsanguinated beyond belief, his blood poured from his neck, his body transforming into a skeleton, she realised that these two were behind the bodies, the bones they’d found.

Something moved in her, jolted her out of her own desperation. She’d told herself she would fight, hadn’t she? Till death if needed. Resolute she slipped out, Josias and Cat were downstairs, not perceiving her as a threat so she went back into the room where she’d been tied up and scanned the table. Sighing with relief she grabbed the small knife, swept back in with Hakon, quietly closing the door.

Forcing herself forward she knelt beside Hakon, his flesh slowly pulling back as his immortal death took hold, then grimacing she slashed her palm and stuck it to Hakon’s mouth as swiftly as she could, she couldn’t risk cutting her wrist.

Nothing happened, his skin withered, already grey his chest soaked in his blood, it filled her senses, closing her eyes for a moment as her head spun, she shuddered.

Gaunt, grey, dead, his face looked like it had been dug up from an old grave, squeezing her wrist she tried to force blood out. 

A drop touched his lips, for a moment nothing then it seemed to move into his mouth, so she put her palm again to his lips, pressing lightly.

Startled she leant back as Hakon growled, his hot breath on her palm, his eyes still shut he grabbed her hand, ravaged he took it and sucked on her palm with force, his chest rising and falling, his skin changing slowly before her eyes. 

Grey turned to ashen, paler and the blue veins in his face started to fill, Hakon became fierce, pulling her into him. Eloise shrieked, but his hunger was ravenous, pulling her wrist to his lips, opening his eyes he blinked, jet, fury filled he sank his teeth into her wrist hauling her into him. Sweat beaded on her forehead, on the back of her neck as her premonition played out before her, shooting pain in her wrist that travelled fast up her arm, nausea and suddenly Eloise’s mind bolted into panic as she was unable to move, frozen whilst he drained her life, fast.

Blurry, the only thing she could move was her eyes as Hakon’s teeth seemed to sink further, overwhelmed she passed out.

The only thing that consumed his mind, fury, the thirst, the blood...his body the savage, primal instinct to survive as he stole her life.

Suddenly his eyes flickered open, he gasped, his body hot with El’s blood, his eyes flooded with tears, he fell back, forehead puckered, whimpering, “No...no! What have I done!” 

In seconds he held his wrist to her mouth, giving her back the blood he’d stolen, his body thrashing, changing back to the apex predator that he was.

Spotting the headless body of his progeny, anger, hate thrummed through Hakon, bracing it took all his courage, strength not to rampage and take the heads of those fucking witches. But he reigned it all in, stroking her head with his free arm, his bloody tears falling onto her face as she didn’t respond to his blood.

Josias and Cat appeared at the door, their faces twisted, shooting out their hands but Hakon jumped fast to Josias, ripping his head from his shoulders, roaring as he turned to Cat but she had already gone. 

Dropping the bloody head to the ground he fell to his knees, “Come on El, bloody hell! I didn’t know, I didn’t know,” and forced the sanguine fluid from his wrist, opening her mouth.

Sitting back on his heels, knees bent he crouched over her, willing her to fight, to live, sobbing...

Nothing. Her face was grey, he scanned her face, her body, her corpse. Letting out an almighty howl, the windows sang, the sound piercing the glass, his bloody tears falling on her face.

Panting, her eyes flickered open, she lay perfectly still.

It took a few minutes for Hakon to realise, his face full of shock, “El, oh God, El! What have I done, forgive me please- I had no idea! The thirst, the hunger, I thought for sure I’d died, everything was black...That’s never happened to me in all my immortal life and I couldn’t stop, I was ravaged with the drive to live. I didn’t know it was you, please I beg you, forgive me!” Hakon wailed.

Her chest rose and fell, fizzy tingling ran through her limbs, warming, electric. His face seemed to glow, an energy around him like the melting sun on a tropical island, a haze of heat, her heat, her blood. His esoteric heart thundering, Eloise heard every beat, smelt the blood on him, overpowering her, why was he so upset? Sitting up, he anticipated her, got up, offering his hand which she took instinctively.

“El!” his voice was high, strained as he pulled her into him. Suddenly she felt very ill, her stomach spasming, Hakon realised in that instant what he’d done and gasped in horror swept her up, took her to the bathroom, putting her head over the toilet bowl as she was sick.

Her head spun, her body raged war like a storm in an ocean, she moaned in pain, eventually stopping, he pulled her up with one hand, the other dropping the seat and flushing the toilet. He turned to the sink, running water. “Clean your face,” he told her and oddly against her own will she did exactly what he asked.

“Come on, let’s get you home.”

Biting his bottom lip until it bled, he led her out. Looking for a car, he spotted one and broke the lock. Hakon hadn’t hot-wired a car for many years, fiddling and fighting his rage, relief bolted through him when eventually it seemed, the engine started. Nostalgia pulled on his heart strings, tugging hard. Darren had taught him how to do that. He hadn’t wanted to learn, he remembered in those seconds how he’d told Darren, that why would he, Hakon ever have need to hot-wire a car. Fighting back the tears, he bit his lips, ordering her into the car.

Eloise, his progeny....at that moment she did not know that she was a vampire...
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A Nest of Vampires.
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Squinting, the lights hurt her eyes, Eloise felt heady and light, as if every step she was walking on air. Her feet, the ground underneath her seemed cushioned, her body though at odds with these sensations, but strength, power coursed through her.

Without a word, Eloise made her way to the bathroom, cleaned her teeth, stripped off and took a shower.

Hakon waited impatiently downstairs, pacing around the room. He refused to believe that Jason and Austin were gone, but he’d seen it. Now he mused to himself, well at least he had El, though her rage when she realised would be epic, and he wondered if she’d ever forgive him, whether being turned against her will would drive her mad, as it did so many.

Maybe...

She sprang down the stairs looking lost, her eyes glancing around, wasting no time Hakon spoke firmly, “We need to find Cat but first, I must thank you Eloise. Without you, I would be dead.” He paused, looking her in the eye, she nodded but she would, him being her maker.

“We must act quickly, give me your car keys,” he said. She obeyed, scouting around looking for them, and handed Hakon the keys without question. 

An eerie chill shot through him, but this was always the way at the beginning, it wouldn’t last.

He went to the door, she followed and soon they were in her car speeding away.

They arrived in Bath thirty minutes later and the whole journey felt strained, neither of them spoke but Hakon knew that as a new vampire everything would seem intriguing and overwhelming to her, she would be lost in the colours, the vibrancy of everything around her, of energy bouncing off of all things, living or no.

He pulled up near Anthony’s house, getting out quick, he opened the door for her.

“El, no, doesn’t matter.”

Nathaniel answered, Hakon frowned and mumbled, “I need to speak to you in private.”

Nathaniel looked at El, his eyebrows arched suddenly, his mouth dropped open, he nodded and showed them in. Locking the door behind them, Nathaniel mentioned, “Eloise, why don’t you make yourself comfortable in the living room, we’ll be along shortly.” He locked eyes with her, frowning she found herself compelled, went into the room and sat on the leather sofa in front of a roaring log fire. Under his breath, Hakon muttered, “Thanks mate!” Nathaniel raised his eyebrows, turned to the staircase and called softly, “Anthony!”

When Nathaniel didn’t get a response, he locked eyes with Hakon, “He’s got company!” He called again, slightly louder.

Languidly Anthony appeared, dishevelled, his hair a hot mess, wearing black sweatpants, his face flushed he walked slowly down.

A wry grin on Hakon’s face, he smirked, “Everyone’s getting laid. Except me, and I’m the oldest, it isn’t right!”

Anthony winked at him, “I’m sure Nathaniel would oblige? So, what have you found out?”

Nathaniel interrupted, “Eloise is a vampire?” 

“Jesus Christ! What the hell Hakon?” Anthony spat, his face suddenly frosty, pinning Hakon with his eyes.

“Can we talk somewhere else?” Hakon’s face went pale, beads of bloody sweat formed on his head.

Anthony put his arm out, indicating the dining room and they went into it, when Anthony suggested, “Blood?”

“Thank you, but...let’s wait. I don’t want Eloise to smell it, if I can there could be a way to turn her back...”

“If she doesn’t feed, yes, I’ve heard that but it’s just an urban myth, a tale we tell ourselves?” Anthony enquired.

“Jason and Austin are dead, Cat and Josias killed them. I took Josias’s head, but she, that bitch evaded me!”

Anthony sat back, letting out a slow breath, his face became softer now, realising that Eloise’s sudden change into the world of blood and the undead wasn’t necessarily out of choice.

Hakon continued, “I was captured, chained and subdued by witchcraft next to Darren’s decapitated body, Eloise was taken elsewhere.

“El escaped and tried to free me. As punishment those bastard witches slit my throat. I died, they did it to teach her a lesson. Luckily for me she still tried to save my life, though it was to her sacrifice that she did this, she would have been better off leaving me to die. Once they left her and me, she cut her palm and forced her blood into me.” His voice strained, holding back the anger, the pain. Hakon continued, red faced, “Oh I took it, didn’t I! A demon possessed, the hunger ravaged me, my eyes cloudy, my senses blurred I had no idea, no mind where this most precious substance was coming from, my body fought and I drank and I drank, fierce, savage creature that I am. Of course, her body locked as does with our venom and there before me once I had drained her, her of all beings she lay dead.”

Again, a single bloody tear ran down his face, now from crimson to porcelain his face white as ice, Hakon continued, “And I had to make a choice. Those witches were looming, I could smell them, so I turned her- against her will no doubt for Eloise has always fiercely stated that she wished to remain mortal. And I have lost Austin and Jason, I could fall into depression but time it seems won’t allow it. Somehow, I need to make amends, I need some help. You two are my only hope.”

Nathaniel twiddled his long curly hair in his fingers, sat like Anthony on the edge of his seat.

“Lucius, we need him, maybe...”
Anthony nodded, “Yes, summon him. And, Hakon compel her to sleep, take her upstairs, the third floor. I have an idea.”
For the first time in as many days Hakon felt a sense of relief wash through him. Wiping his face with his hand, he felt an unusual feeling in his stomach. A warmth, kinship, a rare emotion for him, but one that he’d been feeling more often as of late. He wondered if they, too, would die, it seemed to follow him around, every time he opened up, felt kinship, the ones he cared for died. Or worse. Uncomfortable, he pressed his lips tighter, nodded and got up to tell Eloise to follow him.

When he came down Anthony showed him to the basement, where the temperature dropped considerably.

On the floor, a huge red intricate pentacle painted inside a circle faced Hakon, Nathaniel handed him a glass of cold blood which he took willingly.

The taste made his heart hum, that bitter sweet liquid, immediately he felt more relief, watching as they busied themselves lighting candles.

“Can’t you just call Lucius?” Hakon asked surprised.

“No, he’s away in a portal- with a shifter! He’d expressly said not to be contacted, leaving this malarkey to Austin. He’ll want to know but I, we need to use a spell to summon him,” Anthony replied.

Raising his brows in acknowledgment Hakon nodded, sipping that life-giving liquid which tasted better now than it had in over a thousand years.

He found a chair, sat down and let the King of Hell and his consort do what they did best, that is when not draining evil doers.

Lighting incense, Anthony joined Hakon, grabbing a glass off a tray that was on a shelf and sat back watching Nathaniel who stood somewhat uncomfortably in the centre of the circle eyeing Anthony with an element of uncertainty.

“Why aren’t you doing it? No disrespect but Nathaniel looks, well, like a novice and we don’t have time,” Hakon remarked.

“It is his first time and he’s only summoning Lucius, piece of cake,” Anthony ignored Hakon’s stare and sipped the blood from the glass.

Nathaniel threw his arms open, started to chant in Latin, his voice full of vigour, he soon seemed to forget that he was new at this and within minutes the shadow of the demon appeared before him.

“What?” Lucius chided.

“Lucius, Austin is dead, as is Jason. Eloise is a vampire, all Hell’s broken loose!”

The demon didn’t stir for a few seconds, Nathaniel shifted restlessly from one bare foot to the other, then Lucius replied, “I’ll be there in a shake!” and disappeared.

Relief washed over Nathaniel’s face, looking to Anthony who raised his glass.

“Right, let’s get a plan, at least if we can keep El from drinking blood until Lucius gets here!”

“I am here now, this is Emma. Who the fuck killed my progeny, I’ll ruin him! Austin, how the actual fuck, where’s his body!” Lucius spat, his usual boyish face now contorted with pain, Emma gripped his hand. 

“Austin’s body, with Jason’s was decapitated, I, well me and El found them at my home. I was on my way here for help but was captured by police- not human police! Well, it was Josias and Cat, from Arcanum!” Hakon snapped. “Her and Josias killed Jason, Austin and me. Yes, Eloise gave me her blood but in my death haze I drained her and so I had no choice but to turn her. First, I’d ask can we change her back, then somehow, surely...”

“There is but there’s a cost. A huge cost, your soul in fact!” Anthony added.

“Hell!” Lucius gulped and looked to Hakon. “Anthony could, maybe resurrect their souls from Hell,” his face looked strained.

“Do it, I will pay any price as it is, I imagine my soul is destined to go there either way, but if not it’s a price I am willing to pay. And Eloise?” Hakon asked.

“Ah, you want to turn Eloise back, I’m not sure that’s even a real thing, but we can try.

“Trickier, it will require a lot. But we can at least use your blood, blood to heal and blood to kill. It’s never been done, she could die. Have you...” Lucius enquired.

“No point, she’s always been adamant about remaining human. I fear she will go mad if left, so. . .”

Lucius bit his finger, then the woman he was with, Emma added, “Maybe I can help? I have a gift of sorts, maybe it’ll alter her, or not?”

Emma was fair, her hair touched her shoulders where Lucius’s was like a stormy night. She seemed human but Hakon instinctively smelt wolf on her and something else, like fire, energy. He eyed the couple who looked so opposite. No wonder he didn’t want to be disturbed, Hakon mused.

“How?” Hakon asked with a wry smile.

“Well, I wield this light.”

Lucius continued, “You do, but that won’t do it. We need old magic, I’ll go to my house, it’s only a short walk away. I made a database- with Emma’s help, I can search for a spell!”

“Database?” Hakon smirked then his face fell neutral. He wondered how he often found humour in such dire situations, but he knew why. It was easier than expressing his emotions.

Lucius ignored him and went to leave, Anthony asked, “What can we do?”

“Search our web, not the mortal’s web, see what’s out there. Hakon won’t be the first vampire to have mistakenly turned a human, someone knows something. Anything can help, we’ll return within the hour.”

Lucius and Emma left, the others went back upstairs to search on the web, Hakon added, “I’ll go check on Eloise!” and quietly sprinted up the stairs.

Downstairs Nathaniel threw Anthony a knowing glance, “Hell, souls...I mean I’m eternally grateful and all that you rescued me but the price isn’t only to him is it!”

Sighing Anthony muttered, “No, no indeed. But what of it, they are friends, family even. And evil though we are, we still retain some semblance of humanity, even if it is in deeds and not in heart!”

“True enough brother, true enough. So, how to change a vampire back to human, so long as she hasn’t tasted blood...I don’t hold out much hope. She might have to...” Nathaniel winked, Anthony sneered, “Don’t you dare, this isn’t a laughing matter!”

“Oh, come now my liege, we’ve faced worse, every day for us is a nightmare, our very nature attracts evil, nefarious and disastrous situations are drawn to us. Why, I did bet you we couldn’t go a single month without some kind of impending doom, so you owe me five pounds! Ha, I’m going to say it...”

Anthony winced as his friend spewed the words whilst he switched on his MAC.

“El must suck it up!” Nathaniel beamed pleased at his terrible joke.

“I have no words for you Nathaniel, except I wonder if I should’ve left you in Hell! That poor humour almost demands it!” 

Then they fell silent, typing in the search bar they hoped to find something, anything that would give Eloise back her life. 
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Lucius returned without Emma, eager to see what they’d found out, but Nathaniel and Anthony stared lifelessly whilst Hakon sat, his face downcast staring into a glass of chilled blood.

“It was Emma actually who thought of it, Anthony you remember your introduction to this dark world, the gene therapy from the Elite?”

“All too well but that was dangerous as hell, we can’t risk it.”

Hakon sat up, leaning forward, “A blood transfusion? You’re right, if we could do that, but how? Do we have any contacts?”

“We always have contacts though, I’ll make the call,” Anthony’s voice was gruff, to the point, he left the room to find his phone.

“Who is it that’ll do it?” Lucius asked.

“We have our resources, I don’t know why I didn’t think of it before, a bloody moron that I am!” Hakon chided himself.

Minutes later Anthony returned, “There’s a small private hospital just outside of Bath, come, I’ll take you both. Lucius, Nathaniel maybe start reading up on finding out how to kill this witch, and then I’ll try and find the spell Bael used to get Nathaniel out of Hell. Hakon will probably need to stay with El, it can take up to twenty-four hours, maybe longer.”

Hakon sprinted lightly up the stairs, opening the bedroom door he growled as Eloise, looking feral snarled at him.

It has begun...He thought. The thirst for blood came fast, but his being stronger, more potent was faster still.

Some took days, for her just a matter of hours, he knew he’d have to compel her.

“Come here and I command you to control yourself. By this time tomorrow you will be, yourself again.”

“You bloody monster, you actually drained me, just like in that nightmare! And after I tried to save you, the witches were right, you are death to all mortals, and now me, I am as you, aren’t I? A bloody vampire. You killed me, I felt, I saw my death and now I realise I am at your bidding, you bastard!” She flew at him so fast he didn’t see it, grabbing her wrists after she’d clawed his face, his grip hard, firm he tried to compel her but she wouldn’t make eye contact.

Rushing up the stairs the others piled in the room, Anthony’s voice hard and stern, “For fuck’s sake woman control yourself. You are a danger to everything you hold dear. Now Hakon did turn you, yes. He was dead by all accounts and we cannot control, however unfortunate for you, our will to survive. It surrounds us like a fog, we become crazed, rabid, had he known he would never have harmed you. Hakon of all vampires has never shown remorse for anything,” Anthony flashed a look at Hakon, “And yet you, caught in the cross-fire, a fragile mortal and I believe I am right in saying that this was a choice that you willingly made, to stay and fight? This is the consequence of running with our kind. Now I have arranged for you to have a full-blood transfusion at the Oval hospital just outside Bath. Lee Gold-Spencer is the doctor and as it’s a private hospital you may be assured, he is one of the very best in his field. He works for us when needed. Hakon will stay with you. We are trying to make amends, let us help you, otherwise face an eternity of madness, anger and hate for yourself. I never had this choice, be grateful you do now,” His voice boomed, reverberated around the room, small eyes flashed anger at her.

She relaxed a little, Hakon held her fast, his voice soft, warming, “El, he’s right. You know I would never intentionally hurt you. Let us do this for you now. Anthony has a plan to bring back the others, but every moment we fight here, that chance becomes harder, more remote.”

“How? That’s impossible!”

Anthony answered again, this time less stern but still commanding, “For you maybe but we are no longer human, neither is Austin- fortunately in this instance. How I do this is no concern of yours, it’s knowledge I won’t share with mortals. So, will you come or not?”

She took a deep breath, went to speak but remained quiet, only nodding her head and followed Anthony downstairs, with Hakon by her side.

Outside on the street she winced as the noises of the city screamed in her ears, everything assaulting her senses. For a second, she was mesmerised by the colours, the different spectrums of light that bounced and danced off of humans like a ballet, mauves, pinks, crimsons and artic blues, by a fluttering of diaphanous creatures that made her think of fairies, maybe the spirits of butterflies, insects she wondered.

“Come on love,” Hakon gently put his hand on her shoulder, she moved before she knew it, it was as if she willed herself in the car and there she was.

The thumping of mortal hearts passing by made her mouth water, something savage awoke in her.

Hakon sensed this and quickly got in beside her in the back of Anthony’s car, his hand ready to grab her should she try and fly out of the opposite passenger door to quench the thirst.

Anthony looked in the rear-view mirror, switching on the engine, Hakon nodded and off they sped to try and undo the harm.

The journey there for her was like no other, she remembered suddenly Jason, his mutilated body and sorrow gripped her throat, her body like a vice, she realised then that vampires can breathe, or at least she was running through the motions but an overwhelming darkness seemed to pull her soul down.

Tricking her, her body seized again, that hunger playing on her mind, mixing with abject sadness, Austin, Jason gone! A tremble through her limbs and the sensation of ice creeping through her veins. Despondency wrapped around her soul, pulling her down, hard. The blood would help, if she could just taste it, she’d feel better. She could kill Cat, have the strength to feast on her blood.

Tensing herself she sat still, and without looking for it, she found Hakon’s hand and gripped it fast, she didn’t want to let go. She couldn’t.

After a while Eloise has to ask, “Anthony why didn’t you have a transfusion? I’d heard you were turned in the last few years? I guess you like being a vampire?”

His voice was almost strained, “I had no one to help me before I killed, Eloise. You might know I killed an innocent; the thirst took hold of me.” He flashed her a sombre look in the rear-view mirror, “I was out of control for a long time. Many were harmed, some killed. Once you’ve tasted blood there’s no going back. But you, you have a chance.”

She looked down at Hakon’s hand, from his age she knew he had not had a chance to remain human. Gulping, in a way she wished she had more time to explore this but the thought of taking blood, although her body screamed for it, her mind was terrified by it. 
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Dr. Gold-Spencer was tall, lean with striking white hair, Eloise quickly realised he wasn’t human, but not vampire. His narrow features, sculptured face offset by piercing indigo eyes almost made Eloise gasp. Hakon shook his hand firmly.

“So, Eloise you’ve come to the right place, though this is still very experimental, I’ve had a few successes.” His smile contagious Hakon found himself grinning as did Eloise. She wondered, what the hell is he?

“Follow me, we’ve prepared a room. Hakon you’ll be staying I understand, come this way, everything is set up.”

They walked down the pristine corridor, the hospital was small, the furnishings luxurious with glass doored lounge areas, the heady scent of cloves and lavender in the air and huge plants, windows poured in light from the surrounding countryside. 

As a paramedic Eloise wasn’t used to this at all, her patients were never admitted to private hospitals.

The room was large with a top of the range hospital bed, trollies were set up alongside it ready. “If you want to lie down Eloise, I’ll call in the nurses and we’ll get started. I’ll leave you two for a few minutes,” the dreamy doctor winked.

Closing the door behind him, the doctor left, Hakon suddenly realised what the doctor meant. He thought Hakon had accidentally turned El in a fit of passion, if only that were so! Shrugging he guessed that must be a common occurrence.

“I’m right here El, again I’m so...”

Putting her hand up she stopped him whilst getting on the bed, “Enough Hakon, I get it. Let’s just get this done and finish this whole wretched business! And thank you for trying to put this right, this,” She looked around the room, “This isn’t cheap.”

Compelled he walked over to her as she was sat on the edge of the bed, and gently pulled her into him, “My dear El, you are worth so much more.” He moved away and went over to a plush chair, seating himself in it whilst she asked, “What is the doctor?”

Hakon’s whole face lit up, “Ah yes, you wouldn’t know would you! He is fae Eloise. The world of the preternatural is vaster than you could know, and I see. Yes, that’s why he is so mesmerising- even to me and well, men aren’t my thing,” He grinned and sat back watching her take it all in.

“Would I see that he isn’t human once I am mortal?” She asked.

He took a deep breath, “Probably not, though as you know more of the world than the average mortal, you’d probably pick up on something. To a mortal I guess he’s dashing, but to a vampire...” The last four words he whispered, “Well, to us they can be deadly, we are so attracted to them, and they in turn to us. It is not uncommon for fae and vampire to mix, you know, to partner up romantically.”

A smile tugged at her lips, Hakon spotted it. “You having second thoughts? Look, if you ever change your mind in the future, I would be honoured to be your maker. But it’s not too late to pull out now, it certainly would even the odds having a dynamic woman like yourself a vampire,” he offered.

She cast him a veiled glance, “No, though the sensations are...intense, interesting. I have to admit, but no I don’t want this. I want to be normal again.”

He was about to lecture her that normal is an illusion but thought, well she needed a break.

With that a tap at the door and the doctor and two nurses, equally alluring came in bringing a blood bag.

The doctor smiled, “You ready to undo this?”

She nodded and one of the nurses who looked more like an actress, her airbrushed skin and sharp eyes, came over and put the IV up with the blood bag, the other nurse tapping on a vein on Eloise’s arm, inserted the needle.

Eloise laid back, closing her eyes as the equipment was put together and the blood slowly started to filter in.

Sensations of swimming, water and waves flowed through her, her head light, her eyes flickered. A strong scent of Hakon washed over her, she felt his lips press against hers, firm and greedy, his strength, virility and sensuousness overpowering but she, in her mind surrendered to it, to him. His powerful, lean body melted on hers, his heat, ardent passion as he took her, his lips fierce, his bite sensuous.

Then her mind showed brilliant colours of mauve, purples, greens, crimson and then blood.

Then the visions of Jason and Austin’s bodies, the scent of Darren, his decapitated body, of Hakon holding Josias’s head, feeling like her heart would stop as it thrashed against her ribs, a voice, a touch on her cold hand, a familiar voice, “Calm yourself El, I’m here. Breathe, just take it gently.”

Other voices sounded alarmed in the background, startled but that voice, his voice immediately her heart calmed, she took a deep inhalation and relaxed and fell into a deep sleep.
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To Hell and Back Again.
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Anthony poured over the grimoire, this text was unknown by mortals and his Latin was as rusty as the Hell that he governed.

Lucius sat next to him, making notes, “This book of magic was Bael’s, I’m assuming it’s where he got the spell for pulling the others out of Hell!” Beads of sweat formed on his forehead, you couldn’t just wing the magic to pull someone from Hell. It was tricky, dangerous and cloaked in adversity and in the end could cost you your life. And an eternity of agonising pain, mental torture. Frowning, Anthony continued to stare at the words, hoping an answer would leap out of the pages. Gripped by fear, his time in Hell, his punishment still haunted him, agonised his mind, body. A chilled trembled through him.

“Do you remember any of the ritual at all?” Lucius asked brushing his long black hair away from his face.

“Yes, bits but he spoke in Latin and I didn’t know Latin then. I tell you what, I could re-enact it, maybe that would help, but I don’t even know what potions and herbs he used.”

Lucius got up, looked around, “But his home wasn’t here, did you bring everything from his house here?”

Startled by this simple question Anthony replied, “No!”

Nodding Lucius continued, “Then let’s go there now.”

Clicking his fingers, Anthony teleported them to Bael’s old home in Bristol. It was a power he’d gained for a while, but the nausea that went with it was as raw as the first time Bael had done it to him.

A cold breeze ran through him, the place had been empty some time, it was now technically his but unease always wrapped its cold arms around him here.

They walked down into the cellar, a strong shiver made him tremble, unpleasant memories of the gates of Hell opening up but now he was the one who had to find the key, and...

“Bloody heck I’m a dumb shit!” The words tumbled from his mouth, he stopped and pulled out his phone.

“Hey, hi. Thanks, I’m, well no I’m not fine, I have a favour to ask, I need to see you urgently!”

Anthony ended the call, shoving his phone into his back pocket and grinned at Lucius.

Lucius watched, wondering what the heck, although he could hear the voice on the other end of the phone it was faint to his demon ears. A line etched between his brows, as Anthony said sharply, “Hopefully we won’t need to go through that ghastly ritual- last time, remember! Back to Bath, I need a drink.”

“Wait, what?” His nose crinkled.

“All will be revealed!” Anthony grinned and before Lucius could protest, they were back in Anthony’s, well, technically Nathaniel’s living room.

“I don’t want to know,” Nathaniel murmured. “Drink anyone?”

“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” Lucius smirked to Nathaniel.

“I won a bet, anyway not really. I’d like to eat, screw and read, preferably in that order. I’ve got a shit of books upstairs, and a hot guy I’ve been dating but because yet again we’re dragged into this,” he sighed. “I miss the old days Lucius, when we didn’t get involved as much!”

“Sometimes Nathaniel you’re a superficial twat,” Anthony chided. “Anyway, those little activities wouldn’t keep you amused for long.”

Nathaniel poured the scotch, handed them their glasses sniggering, “I wouldn’t say little!” He winked at Lucius. “Anyone heard how El is doing?”

“No, phone Hakon, we’re expecting...” But Anthony was interrupted by a raucous hammering at the door.

He put the scotch down and sprinted out of the room and to the huge marbled porch, opening the door. “Joggers? You’re actually wearing joggers? You smell like a whore’s boudoir, this better be good! I was just having dinner! Jesus you lot are more trouble than you’re worth, have you never heard of delegating?”

Anthony’s mouth curved into a smile, “Cerberus you old bastard! I am delegating, that’s why I’m calling you! Come in, scotch?”

Cerberus, the gatekeeper to Hell was also a shifter of sorts, and when not in Hell- when delegating that role he enjoyed the comforts of living in the guise of a mortal not far from their house in a plush street in Bath.

Walking into the living room, Nathaniel was on the phone and raised his eyebrows at Cerberus in acknowledgment, Lucius raised his glass, the realisation now dawning on him.

Anthony got him a drink, “Sit Cerberus, we’ve a great favour to ask!”

Snorting this huge shifter, his wiry black hair and burly frame, all tan and muscle sat down, his weathered face eyeing them suspiciously.

“Go on!” His deep voice grunted.

“We have friends, family whose souls are...”

“Let me guess,” Cerberus cut him off, raising his voice slightly. “That are in Hell! And you want me to get them out. Nope, can’t do that. That is against your own rules, you’re the bloody King, why do you need me? And to think I could be eating my dinner now and watching...”

“I need your help because last time when Bael did that,” Anthony cut in.

Cerberus mused over the scotch, letting the woody aroma fill his nostrils before gulping the whole lot in one. He passed the glass back to Anthony, “Yes, but even if I do help you and I won’t, there’s always consequences, you can’t keep pulling your mates out of Hell Anthony. The seventy-two demons of Hell, and their legions will mutiny against you. I know you’re King but the rules are there for a reason, you’ll upset the balance.”

His back to Cerberus, Anthony filled the glass hoping Nathaniel wouldn’t bitch over the amount of twenty- thousand pound a bottle of scotch that Anthony was plying Cerberus with.

Handing it to Cerberus, Cerberus chuckled, “You trying to get me pissed to agree with you, huh? You’re probably right, this is good shit!” And he proceeded to down half the glass, then ahhing and licking his lips.

“You don’t know how Bael did it before do you, pull damned souls from Hell?”

Anthony replied flatly, looked at Lucius who was squeezed next to Cerberus on the black leather sofa, sipping his drink, his shoulders tense.

“No, and we’re running out of time. There are dozens of dead immortals in Bristol, their bones picked clean.”

Cerberus nodded, and leaned into Lucius, his voice gravelly, “Witches?”

Lucius rolled his eyes, “Always is!”

Nodding Cerberus grunted again. “I tell you what, you give me a case of this fine scotch and I’ll see what I can do? How’s that?”

“You’ll help for three-hundred-thousand-pounds worth of whiskey!” Nathaniel squeaked behind them, putting his phone in his pocket.

Cerberus said nothing, looked from Nathaniel to Anthony. Anthony downed his drink, “Fuck it, do it by this time tomorrow, I’ll throw in another case. Deal?”

Nathaniel chuntered behind them, Cerberus held out his hand to Anthony, “I will need your help and there will be consequences. Deal.”

They shook firmly, Cerberus got up announcing, “I’m going home now to eat my reheated dinner. I’ll call you later.”

“How will you do it?” Lucius asked.

Winking and tapping his finger on his broad nose, Cerberus smirked, “That’s for me to know little demon, I have contacts, you’ll see. Now all of you sod off until I contact you.”

Nathaniel asked, “Don’t you want to know their names, the one’s you’re to rescue?”

“He already knows Nathaniel, Cerberus knows all the souls that enter Hell, especially these ones.”

Cerberus gave Nathaniel a lopsided grin, “Send the scotch as soon as possible. Lads!” He bowed his head, as if touching an imaginary cap and strode out, his footsteps heavy and powerful.

“Well, now you’re broke so I suppose...” Nathaniel chided but Anthony cut him off, “Shut up sunshine. We’re fine, fuck we’re saving our friends!” His voice was strained. He grabbed another drink and slunk onto the sofa next to Lucius before asking, “Eloise, is she alright?”

Nathaniel sat adjacent to them, putting his feet on the footstool cradling his scotch, “She is. Hakon thinks it’s worked, though they won’t know until tomorrow when she wakes up,” and then he whispered, “So we’ll see, won’t we? But we still need to kill that bloody witch!” 

Anthony went limp, his head lolled on the back of the sofa, “Just thirty days of peace, just thirty, that’s all I want!” he moaned.
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Blood Bonds.
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Eloise panted, her eyes opened but all she saw was blurry shapes hovering over her, shivering as a cool hand gripped her arm, her mind trying to make sense of the sound coming from the room.

Her skin flushed, Hakon rang the buzzer and the doctor appeared in an instant, his face warm and concerned, he nodded, pressed his pager and within minutes his two nurses, obviously fae appeared.

“Get the liquid, will you?” was all he said as the brunette nodded and disappeared. Like melted chocolate, his voice smooth and inviting, he said, “There’s been an increase of these types of...incidents. I’ve devised a potion to help her, it’s a simple concoction of herbs and our magic that’ll help restore her. Hopefully.”

“Has it worked, is she alright?” Hakon gasped. 

“Move aside please,” and he proceeded to examine her putting his stethoscope on her chest his face neutral. Vampires were temperamental, dangerous and although the fae had good relations with them, they certainly weren’t stupid enough to trust them which was why they always charged them double. Not that the vampires knew that.

The nurse came back, looked at the empty bag, he asked her, “Ruth, could you administer that intravenously please.”

Hakon held back a growl, but he had to trust them, they’d got her this far. The fact that he didn’t know what it was that they were giving Eloise made his muscles tense, but he restrained his anger, swallowed down his fear.

Slowly the liquid travelled down the tube and into Eloise’s arm, pearlescent aquamarine that caught the bright light from the window. Eloise wheezed, her forehead wet with sweat, Hakon’s nails dug into his palms of his hands.

The doctor however looked calm, whispering, “I think it’s worked. If she were vampire now, she’d be bolt upright.”

“Do you get many that don’t respond to this treatment?” Hakon asked.

“We get a few, some mortal bodies seem to cling to the vampire genes stronger than others. She’s strong though and fortunately hadn’t tasted human blood. The potion will help her transition back and be easier on her physiology.”

“And you’re not going to tell me what’s in it, are you?”

“No, not that you need to know anyway. All you need to know is that we’re almost done, she will be back to her old self by this evening.”

“This evening? That’s...that’s incredible.”

Coolly the doctor added, “Don’t thank me just yet, my fee isn’t cheap.”

Hakon waved his hand, “I don’t think I could put a price on her life, she tried to save mine, her, a mere mortal and in doing so I killed her! Money is just a tool doctor, an aid. Take what you want, I have plenty.”

The doctor eyed Hakon, his eyes narrowed, assessing the vampire whose reputation was fierce, a cold-blooded murderer and he was surprised that the vampire who stood here now was not the same as the reputation that preceded him.

A slight nod, the doctor continued, “I’ll leave you be, the nurse will bring you in some refreshment. I’ll be back later, but page me if you need me.”

Hardly hearing him, Hakon stared at El as her transition had indeed seemed to have worked.

Worry lines appeared around her eyes, tiredness on her face and that ethereal glow had faded. A regular human being. He slumped into the chair, his hands clasped together, fingers on his chin and he thought what a waste it was that she’d given up immortality.

Snoozing, he awoke to a noise, the nurses were back along with the doctor all stood around her bed. Alarmed that something was wrong, Hakon leapt up, “What’s happening, is she ok?”

Dr Gold-Spencer’s warm voice echoed around the room, “Not at all. Eloise is fine, that disease is gone, she is mortal once more. But...she cannot undergo this again, next time it would probably kill her so take care. Perhaps reign in your impulses vampire!”

Hakon gritted his teeth and glared out of the window, insulted again but he couldn’t rebuke the doctor. Allowing his anger to pass, he sighed heavily, glanced at El who was sitting up as the doctor and nurses checked her signs, heartbeat, temperature.

“Ok, we’ll let you go but you are to rest, is that abundantly clear?”

Eloise nodded, Hakon added, “I’ll make sure of it. Thank you, here’s my card.”

Hakon wrapped his arm around her, helping her off the bed and they walked in silence to the car. In shock Eloise noted that everything she had experienced before, the colours, the strange diaphanous shapes, the energies had gone. Her world was back to normal.

Plain, two-dimensional human. She sighed with relief.
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Denizens of Hell.
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Hakon drove Eloise straight to Anthony’s, asking her if she needed to eat.

She declined feeling too nauseous and he worried that she was still pallid. But she was mortal and that comforted him a lot. His body relaxed a little, his mind could not.

Anthony greeted them at the door, his face full of concern and Lucius was quick to assess Eloise, “Just sit back and close your eyes. I’m going to scan you, you won’t feel a thing,” his voice was easy, calm and he held his hand out, palm towards her face and guided it a few inches in front of her, his nose wrinkled as he concentrated.

Stepping back, “You’re good El, just some rest is needed.”

“So, what now?” Hakon asked.

“We’re waiting on Cerberus...” As the words came from Anthony’s mouth a pounding at the door distracted them. Shrugging he continued, “That’s probably him now!”

Opening the door, Anthony exclaimed, “Whoa! Where have you been! It’s so good to see you!”

Everyone listened, Nathaniel commented, “Ah, his brother’s arrived, should be interesting!”

They heard Anthony continue, “What’s this, sent by Cerberus? Welcome Paimon, Beleth, Agares!”

Muffled sounds of greetings were heard then they all piled into the large living room.

Anthony announced, “This is my brother, Lucifer. Everyone may I introduce my consorts from Hell, Paimon, Beleth and Agares.”

Nathaniel offered, “Drink anyone?”

Anthony continued, “Eloise, Hakon, Beleth, Agares and Paimon are also Kings of Hell, though in name only, lesser to only myself. As I’m still fairly new at this, they have been key in running Hell for thousands of years. They themselves have legions of demons at their command, Eloise have you heard of the seventy-two demons from Hell?”

She shook her head. He continued, “I thought as much. They command vast control, and yes even over me. I am forbidden to make decisions on my own, a type of democracy if you will to ensure the safety of all.”

Only Lucifer accepted a drink, stepping over to Nathaniel and grabbing him in an elaborate hug. Lucifer was taller than Anthony, ebony hair cut just below his ears, his face was soft, average features yet an exuberant energy bounced off him, infectious and waking everyone around him.

Beleth was tall with soft auburn hair that tumbled to his shoulders, broad forehead and large eyes with sunburnt skin, Paimon however had a pale aquiline face, sharp features and dazzling eyes.

“So, more friends to rescue from Hell brother, what on earth have you been up to?”

“If we can get do business please?” Paimon grunted and continued, “Cerberus informed us that you do indeed wish to remove some friends from Hell. This is expressly forbidden but you are King and we your subjects. And I commend you that you at least sought our advice first unlike Bael the last time. We have a deal to discuss, please sit, there are conditions.”

Paimon seated himself elegantly in a chair, and waited until everyone else followed suit. Agares glanced at them, scanning each one, a lopsided grin on his face, but Lucifer grinned inanely. A slight gold shimmer seemed to emanate off of him, Eloise was captivated, he caught her staring and winked.

“Now if I may begin?” Paimon’s voice was steady, quiet, demanding full attention.

“We can allow your friends out of Hell, if they each have someone, a spouse or loved one to vouch for them. The price is that their spouses will have to agree, and there simply is no exception to this, that upon their deaths, their souls are condemned to Hell. That is the easiest route but they will each have to go there themselves and get them. We will not help. We cannot, not even our King. You see, every time a soul is released it upsets the balance, the order. Cerberus has agreed to help, but even doing this will no doubt have consequences, the repercussions of which you lot,” He eyed them with disdain, “Will have to pick up.”

Paimon sat back, his hands loosely clasped on his lap and eyed each one of them. Agares grinned whilst Lucifer rolled his lips wide eyed awaiting their decision.

Eloise broke the silence, “I will go. I will rescue Jason, you can have my soul upon death.”

Gasping Hakon spoke, “Eloise that is, you cannot comprehend what you are giving up?”

She looked him in the eye, “Hakon, you’re wrong. I would do this for Jason despite what happened recently. Maybe you’re the one who’s afraid? I’m not doing this lightly, but I’d put myself in front of danger to save another, remember my job? That’s the difference between me and you, we’re not so similar you see. You think first of yourself, secondly how your actions to help others impact your wellbeing and thirdly about others. Me, I’m the complete opposite.” She looked away and straight at Paimon, “I’m in, let’s do this.”

A cutting seemed to slash across Hakon’s stomach and heart. She thinks so little of me, even now?

Lucius was second to answer, “I second El, I will vouch for Austin, he’s like a son to me, I taught him everything he knows. I have no hesitation in your price.”

They looked at Hakon whose face was strained, he snapped, “Well of course I’ll give up my soul for Darren. I’m only surprised you had to ask!”

Standing Paimon looked sharply at Hakon, “Of course we had to ask, a soul given with consent is the most powerful of all.” Then he addressed all of them, “We will return in an hour. Prepare!”

Anxiety filled the room, Lucius was the first to speak, “Spells, I’ll go across town back home and prepare some! The thing with Hell...”

Anthony finished his sentence, “Is that what traps you is your own worst nightmares made real. Or at least they seem real, like you’re reliving them, and even at points when you manage to get a grip, you find yourself trapped in a cold cell, pitch blackness and your fear as your only companion.” He nodded at Lucius who flew out fast.

“So, you’re the King of Hell, yet you’ve been its prisoner, how did you escape, and how are you now King?” Eloise’s voice shook.

“Briefly, yes. I disobeyed and even as King I’m not exempt to their rules, it has to be that way to keep order. Hell, well it covers the planet. I only escaped because my friends rescued me and well the seventy-two demons allowed it. They’re allowing you now, but it won’t be easy. It’ll be a test.”

“A bloody test and our souls” Hakon spat.

Lucifer smirked, “Afraid of a little trial Hakon? You’ve gone soft!”

“I know who you are but I don’t see how you presume to know me, angel! Shouldn’t you be playing a harp on a cloud somewhere?”

Lucifer licked his lips, “Any more scotch Nathaniel?” Then getting up, sauntering over to Hakon, “I tell you what, I’ll give you a hand. Thing is I know every immortal worth knowing about, you’ve been on my radar some time- especially since you’ve had connections to my brother.”

He then stood in front of Eloise, putting his hand on her head, she backed away in the chair but he said, his voice smooth, “Don’t be afraid, I’m going to help!”

From his hand a light, brilliant gold so bright and luminescent that everyone but Lucifer put their hands to shield their closed eyes, like glitter its speckled light reflected on the walls and ceiling, Eloise felt a heat, gentle like sparkling water bubbling through her, swaying in her seat, his voice calm, “There, brave mortal. That’s all you needed.”

He stood back as her eyes flickered, his smile covered his face, holding out his hand, “We hadn’t been properly introduced, I’m Lucifer, nice to meet you!”

Eloise held out her trembling hand, which he took and kissed, then he turned swiftly, “I know what they’re planning. I can’t wait to see your faces!” He sniggered.

Anthony’s face was immediately angry, red, his voice strained, “Brother, how can you!” 

Lucifer said nothing, Lucius came back armed with a bag. “I’ve sent Emma away, in case...here.” And he proceeded to hand out little pouches, “These will help protect you from falling into the trap of your mind, your nightmares.”

His pupils huge, sweat beaded on his forehead, “It should help. They’ll be here any minute,” he gulped.

As if on cue a light tapping on the front door, everyone stood for a second, awaiting their fate, their own private Hell, the silence stifling.

Nathaniel went to open it, “Bloody hell!” was all that they heard.

––––––––
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Paimon strode in, followed by Beleth and Agares and Jason, Austin and Darren.

Their friends looked savage, blackened by fire, a wildness, barbarity in their eyes.

“What the...” Hakon spat! His voice strangled, “You mean to tell me the whole going to Hell test was what, to put the fear of God in us?”

Paimon eyed him, his eyes narrowed, sweeping away his pale hair from his face, “Interesting choice of words for a vampire? You believe that God watches over you?”

Hakon’s eyes pinned Paimon’s but he knew well enough not to challenge a demon from Hell. He squeezed his eyes shut.

Paimon’s voice rose, echoing through the room, “It was a test, a test to see if you would make the ultimate sacrifice, but you’ll still have to heal them, I imagine Lucifer will help with that.” He gazed at each of them, lingering especially at Anthony.

“So, are our souls still condemned to Hell?” Eloise muttered.

Paimon gave her a frosty look, his voice now deep, almost reverberating, “That was the deal. Nothing can break it. Here, take your friends, don’t ask again.”

He bowed slightly towards Anthony, “My liege, I ask you never make this request again, I fear for your safety if you do. You’ll be de-throned, and that’s not a threat but the other demons, their legions, they’ll revolt. And...” He sighed wearily, “We cannot keep emptying Hell of all your friends! If I may be excused.”

Anthony said nothing, the slightest tilt of his head but then suddenly as they were leaving, he followed them to the door. “My thanks Paimon. We didn’t do this purely for selfish reasons, now we need to fight a witch!”

“Indeed, you do my liege, why in the time you’ve been here she’s slaughtered, oh how many?” He turned to Agares, who rolled his lips, “Um, about ninety-five, I think. Only four more to go before she breaks the curse, then...well it gets dangerous for you up here!” He sniggered.

“His mouth hung open for a second, Anthony asked, “What do you mean, I need to know!”

“Goodbye my King, I’m sure you’ll figure it out!” Paimon chuckled.

“I command you!” Anthony bellowed.

Paimon turned, looked him over, “No, I don’t think you do.” 

––––––––
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Lucifer was busy with Austin, Lucius standing anxiously beside him as the fallen angel placed his hands on the mage’s head. As with Eloise, a brilliant gold light emanated out, causing all of them to shield their eyes, as it dimmed, Lucius partially carried Austin to the sofa, whilst Darren and Jason stood there frozen, their expressions mummified.

He did the same for Jason and Darren, and the others sat eagerly awaiting their friends’ responses.

“How though, I... mean...they were mutilated?” Eloise stammered.

Lucifer sat next to her, squeezed her leg and whispered, “There are many forces in this and the shadow world Eloise, powerful forces. You’re a woman of science, tell me, how did life start on this planet? I mean active cells that reproduce?”

She shrugged, “Well, we have theories, but we can’t replicate it. We can replicate cell movement, not life! Ok, that’s vague but I’ll take it. I’m just so relieved.”

“You’re almost home, you’re human, your boyfriend is back, oh they won’t remember they died,” he turned to the rest of them, “I wiped that.” His voice grew lower, “Usually messes with their heads that one,” and he turned back to Eloise. “Just kill the witch and order a takeout!” he winked.

Standing suddenly Lucifer announced, “I’m off, I think you can handle one lousy witch, but here’s a tip- she’s not...” and he was gone.

“Bastard!” Anthony chided.

“Wait, what did he mean?” Eloise snapped.

“He was winding us up, that’s all!” Nathaniel rolled his eyes. “Tea anyone?”

“You’ve changed since you’ve become part demon, tea? Bloody hell!” Lucius sniggered.

A sense of ease and expectation fell across them all, their rescued friends were under a sleeping spell. 

“So, Cat, how are we going to find her?” Eloise felt invigorated after Lucifer’s energy.

“I can track her, no problem. Anthony, what did Paimon say to you? We all heard something?”

Startled from his daydream, Anthony looked at Lucius, “He said, well Agares said she’d sacrificed ninety-five immortals!”

Lucius lifted an eyebrow, “Ninety-five? She’s performing a spell, a huge dark powerful curse. Dear God, only four to go, what is she?”

At that moment, Austin’s eyes opened, he took a sharp intake of breath, “Well Lucius, that was what I was about to find out!”
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Bones and Ashes.
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Eloise was shocked, Jason, Darren and Austin seemed oblivious to what had happened to them and acted as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred.

She gawked at them and noticed the others did, too, and she was compelled to hug Jason as he was under the illusion that everything was normal, instead she went to find Nathaniel and get a drink. 

Her stomach moaned, grumbling and Nathaniel handed her a takeout menu, “I’d ask Austin, too, I hear the room service down there is lousy!” He chuckled quietly.

After eating they thanked Anthony and Nathaniel, Hakon stating, “Thank you so much mates, I would have been screwed without you, well without Anthony anyways!” He shot a sly grin at Nathaniel, who raised his eyebrows at him.

“You’re welcome anytime but not for thirty days, we need a break!” Nathaniel winked at Hakon.

Anthony hugged Eloise, whispering, “You have my number, call me anytime.”

A strange feeling of kinship swept through her, for a brief moment she’d been vampire, his world was fascinating, even just what he saw, but it had also scared her. Living off of human blood wasn’t something she was willing to compromise, no matter how incredible life as a vampire could be. But now at least she understood their impulses, she’d felt such a savagery, a wild hunger she was now surprised she hadn’t acted on it. Thank God for Hakon, otherwise now...Shuddering she followed them out and the five of them squeezed into her car. The fact that these vampires, her vampire restrained themselves so much, she realised that she’d under estimated them, misjudged them. They had strong characters to do that.

Austin questioned where his car was, Hakon lied and said they’d been attacked and suffered minor injuries but Jason didn’t look convinced.

Lucius and Austin used a dark mirror to find out where Cat was but could only locate her presence in a five-mile radius, even with both of their forces combined.

The radius didn’t need an exact location as it happened, the trail of bones in Bristol led them to the infamous Bear Pit, an open, underground, neglected shopping centre full of drug dealers and unfortunates.

The Bear Pit was no longer used by the public, its centre of greenery turned into a wasteland as villains had taken control, as they made their way down, they got to see the dystopian reality of the place.

Armed thugs met them, Hakon laughed in their faces, as did Austin, “Fuck off idiots!” Was Austin’s response as he shot flame and fire from his hands, it hit their weapons and sent them screaming, their faces, their mouths in an oval of petrified shock. He continued shooting it at their heels as their mortal legs slowly ran away, and laughing raucously like a gang of western bandits under the tunnel that led into the centre, other criminals looked up, snarling.

“Humans!” Jason spat, then turned quickly to Eloise, “Present company excused,” and with Hakon they leered at the mortals who stood up slowly, a gang of them making a circle around the five.

A fight ensued by mages and vampires against drug addicts, which all these criminals were, and it didn’t last five minutes, Eloise sneered at the body count.

Austin caught her staring, “No problem,” he chided and proceeded to flame throw something brighter than fire, a blue flame that burned hotter, brighter.

Gasping Lucius asked, “How did you do that?”

Shrugging Austin replied, “No clue mate! Come on!”

The trail led them back outside the place to a small road, before an ancient looking honey-bricked chapel.

Treading lightly up to it, the inscription outside read: Founded in eleven-twenty-nine by Robert Fitzroy; Earl of Gloucester and illegitimate grandson of William the Conqueror...The oldest building in Bristol.

Whispering Jason added, “She’s here, I can smell her.”

Quietly they crept up to the front door, “Shouldn’t we go around the back?” Eloise muttered.

“No, if I was her that’s the first place I’d guard. It doesn’t matter either way, we have to face her, let’s get it over with...” Jason replied.

As he opened the door the scent of blood hit them, “Vampires!” Hakon hissed. “And death, we may be too late!”

Through the porch they saw before them the rows of pews on either side, and three skeletons scattered before the alter. Behind it, Cat held a huge athame dagger in her hand as she slid it across a vampire’s throat, chanting, fire in her eyes. Sweat beaded fast on Eloise’s forehead, she withheld a scream, they were too late! 

Blood gushed fast from the man’s throat, Cat hissed a curse in Latin, he trembled, then red- black flames shot from his body as it burned wildly, out of control.

In seconds the body of the murdered vampire fell to the ground, a clutter of bones on stone, just his skeleton, his skull.

Turning her head like a startled animal she growled but what came next had them all frozen in their tracks.

Bolting forwards, she was on her knees, she wailed in agony, sounds of bones cracking, ripping flesh she cried out in pain.

“I don’t believe it, I don’t bloody believe it!” Jason added.

Howling indeed, she was metamorphosing into a wolf, a werewolf at that. The monster stood seven feet tall, and roared at them, Austin and Lucius quickly glancing to each other, nodded and shot fire at it.

It did nothing, nothing at all except make the creature madder, half werewolf, half witch she sent the fire back at them, shooting them backwards, knocking them out cold.

Hakon and Jason ran at it, snarling, their nails now claws, lashing but she, the werewolf stepped closer and smashed both vampires into the walls.

And now she stepped forwards, past the altar towards Eloise...

Holy mother of God...

Something caught Eloise’s eye, something far up in the church’s ceiling, a squawk, something black? A raven.

Then, her eyesight cloudy, her body shaking she saw the old man again, his staff in his hand, the black hat, the raven. For a second, she remembered her ancestors...Her soul was going to Hell, but would it? Surely Valhalla? In that single second she did something she could never have imagined, she charged the beast with the power of her ancestors, like a berserker, shouting ferociously, she bolted past the lumbering creature behind the altar and picked up the athame.

The werewolf merely stood, unafraid of a mortal, and that was its weakness.

Somehow Eloise jumped over the altar before the beast could register and plunged the dagger deep into its heart, it grabbed her hands, ripping her flesh, tearing, pulling her down with it.

A haze of fog had appeared over Eloise’s sight, she dug it in deeper, the beast yelped, howled and thudded in an almighty crash to the ground. But was it dead?

Jason pulled Eloise away, pulling her into him and before their eyes the monster turned back to the witch, then back to woman before the sorceress, and then to bones.

“She tried to break the curse of the werewolf!” Austin had joined them, his hand on the side of his head.

“But it didn’t work?” Hakon asked...

“Well no, you need one hundred vampires, apparently!” Lucius sniggered adding, “Magic and amateurs! It could’ve been ninety-nine...but magic is tricky. That said, had she lived she would have kept killing immortals until it worked!”

“How do you know that?” Eloise squawked, her throat raw from screaming.

Lucius looked at Austin, who took the bait that his teacher was asking him to answer.

“Only because, well, it didn’t work.” He shrugged, looking over at the witch’s bones. Gesturing to them, “There are some legends that say if you are vampire, demon or beast- that’s werewolf to you, to break the curse you must kill the same amount of your species as the mortals you’ve killed. Sometimes though, with magic you kind of wing it. Some link it to sacred geometry- there are numbers in the universe, in nature that appear in all things, cells, plants, and in patterns. Nine, ninety-nine. I’ll teach you if you’re interested? Still...” Austin rolled his lips, glanced slowly from Hakon, to Lucius, to Jason before resting his eyes on Eloise, “Remember her obsessive nature in the shop? I knew I smelt wet dog! I’d just thought it was Hakon!” He laughed.

Hakon’s voice was sharp, “And tell me young Austin, such a tender young creature, a nice plump mouthful, what does mage’s blood taste like?” Hakon’s eyes were wide, his mouth open, questioning, before they laughed hard.

Austin burned the bodies, hot and fast until only soot remained and he and Hakon gathered the ashes and placed them outside so that the wind would take them, disperse them.

Jason grabbed the athame and handed it to Eloise, “You went wild just then, I’ve never seen that! I’m, I’m well, you know,” He winked and pulled her passionately into him.

His voice sharp, Hakon added, “I have. A thousand years ago. Keep the athame Eloise, I have a feeling you’re going to need it again...”

But one thing bugged her, they hadn’t discovered what had risen from those burial mounds in the woods....
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Book 3: Immortal Obsession.
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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... passion 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 into 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.
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Author Notes.
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Ghouls, I had to research them. Although we all have our own ideas about such mythical beasts, ghouls crossed over quite a few different beliefs.

Their origins are Arabic. Demonic creatures that stalk graveyards and eat the flesh of the dead. A lot of their history was written in Arabian Nights which was translated by Richard E. Burton who also, in the late Victorian era translated Vikram and the Vampire, an ancient tale from the Vedas of India, (these are some of the earliest written Sanskrit’s known to man) which speak of vampires, going back thousands of years. Richard also translated, much to horror of his wife and polite Victorian society, The Karma Sutra!
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Life of a Paramedic. Where Eloise first shares her story with Mr. Steadson, and Hakon’s abject horror of realisation that despite his immense power, his immortality, his wealth he is in fact emotionally as vulnerable as a frail human. And lonely. I loved that scene, it came about because I watched a load of videos on YouTube that followed real life paramedics going about their everyday jobs.

I also asked friends, I used to work in the National Health Service and I have quite a few friends who are nurses. Everyone does the job for the patients, not for money.

The situation doesn’t copy what I watched, after all it would be disrespectful to just write up for fiction purposes, somebody’s real situation but it is taken from reality.

Having Hakon realise his weaknesses, his isolation just added a deeper depth to his character. Will he keep this realisation, or go back to his old behaviours? You’ll find out in Immortal Obsession!
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Blood Transfusions: I plan all my stories but I didn’t plan Eloise being turned! I thought, bloody hell how am I going to get her out of that!
But I’ve read Dracula quite a few times, when Van Helsing gives Lucy a blood transfusion, so I researched the procedure and voila...

Cat, the werewolf witch: I liked the idea of a witch who was really another creature, a creature that she despised. Obsessed with gaining back her human self, and her fanatic traits of cleaning around vampires or the undead. And hence her hate for anything supernatural. I hope you enjoyed that! I did plan that one....

Austin the Mage: Ah, I love him. He’ll have his own series next year and his character was born organically. He definitely adds a cocky dimension, he lives just outside of Bath btw! I based his ritual on finding Eloise on Shamanism, going into a trance. Although I add, I did use my imagination for most of it!

Thanks for being here. JO x
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Get FREE, just sign up, Always Dark Angel Prequel 
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About the Author.


[image: image]


A writer of Dark Urban Fantasy with a smattering of gothic horror. 
What got me hooked into vampires, as a kid I secretly watched Hammer Horror films on my tv, then reading the classics, Dracula and Frankenstein. I was always more interested in the vampires than Van Helsing!
Inspiring movies, Underworld, The Lost Boys, and Blade.
My books are gritty and action-packed, taking you into the underbelly of the world of the damned, who live alongside the world of the living. 
I base my stories where I live, the beautiful Georgian city of Bath, UK is minutes from my home and my vampires live there! The Cotswolds is where my wolves are based and Bristol my other urban fantasy series. 
Vampires, werewolves, demons along with mythological creatures are all mixed into my stories. A balance of fantasy and reality, a world that takes you, the reader away from the mundane stresses of life. And sometimes a smattering of the philosophical to...
Dark, Sublime, Gripping Stories.
When I’m not writing, I can be found wandering in nature, reading or at the movies.
I’ve recently put my air guitar away to learn the real thing!
If you want to connect, I like talking to like-minded souls so get in touch. 
Where Am I?
Email: author@jnmoon.com
Twitter: alwaysdarkangel
Facebook: Author JN Moon
Web: jnmoon.com
IG: instagram.com/authorjnmoon71/
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