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“I didn’t realize I’d been dating a vampire until the night I died.”

Lavinia watched as the girls’ eyes widened appreciatively at her story. People were always wanting to know how she got turned. Vampires were all the rage it seemed. She told a different story every time she was asked, only this one was true. She wasn’t schizophrenic or anything and it wasn’t like she had trouble remembering how she’d been turned ... or how she had been betrayed. She just didn’t think it was anyone’s business. So she usually made something up.

The two girls sitting across from her couldn’t have been more than eighteen. They were dressed in black and one was wearing fake fangs. Lavinia fought the urge to roll her eyes. In over two hundred years she had gotten use to the “normal” reaction. Pitchforks, torches, stakes and crosses, that kind of thing. But this new vampire fetish had her stumped. Ever since they had decided to go public her afterlife had changed. Lavinia had always been able to mingle with mortals with relative ease. But now, with all their identifying traits made known, she often stood out in a crowd. Even when she didn’t let her fangs show. Sometimes it was because she was the only one in a restaurant who didn’t eat. Other times it was the near perfection of her alabaster skin that gave her away. Whatever it was, it seemed that everywhere she went, someone wanted to hear her story. Well, tonight she was going to tell it. At least, enough to scare them away.

“So you were bitten by your boyfriend?” the one with the fangs asked.

“Yes. He drained most of my blood and left me for dead.” She reported the tale flatly, as if she was speaking about someone else. She hoped this made it even more frightening to the young women who were so interested to learn more about her. However, it was all Lavinia could do to hide the pain she was feeling at the mention of her true origins.

“Um, how old are you?”

Lavinia put down the papers she had been trying to read and sighed. “Old enough to know this is not a game. And these aren’t fashion statements.” She pointed at her own fangs. “Go home and find another hobby.”

“But we just—”

“Go home,” she repeated, but her tone was softer this time. “Interviewing vampires is not a safe pastime.”

“Why, are you going to bite us?”

Lavinia raised a brow. “No. I have no interest in young girls. But I can’t say the same for everyone else here.”

Lavinia gestured toward the rest of the room. She watched as the two girls took the place in with a glance, and quickly departed. In a matter of seconds she was left with only the faint smell of their perfume and a smile curled her sensuous lips. Maybe she had saved their lives, maybe not. Either way, they had no business in this place. Lavinia took another look at her familiar surroundings. Dark chocolate colored drapes were pulled back, revealing the street outside. Soft rays of moonlight shown onto a few tables and reflected off the black and white checkered floor. Vampires sat in booths around the room. Some were there with companions, deeply engrossed in conversation. Others, like Lavinia, were alone. Unlike her, most did not prefer it that way.

“Sorry about that. I didn’t see them come in.”

Lavinia smiled at the familiar masculine voice. The vampire standing over her was named Judas and he ran A Whiter Shade of Pale. It was sort of like a coffee shop, except for vampires. They sold a substance known as Re-vita Life. It had only hit the market in the past couple of years. It was a blood substitute for vamps who were trying to be more politically correct and not drink blood in public. Lavinia wasn’t much for PC, but she actually enjoyed the flavor. Besides, drinking from a coffee cup made her feel almost normal sometimes. She enjoyed what she was. However there were times, like when she saw fear in the eyes of those young girls, that she wanted to be normal for just a little while.

“That’s all right,” she said, smiling up at Judas. “You can’t always keep out the fang bait.”

“The usual?”

“That’ll be fine.”

She only paused a moment to watch him walk away, taking in the tight curve of his ass and the way his long red hair swished when he moved. Maybe she would see him over at Sinful Delights later. She could use a good romp in the sack. She smiled when Judas paused beside the counter and turned back, his long silken hair spilling over one shoulder and down his back. He gave her a wink that seemed to say he could feel her eyes on him, and he didn’t mind at all.

Lavinia returned his wink and went back to reading the papers in front of her. They were written in an ancient language the two girls couldn’t possibly have understood, so she hadn’t bothered hiding them. In fact, she’d heard most vampires couldn’t read it either. It was a language spoken only by the ancients and one she had learned a long time ago. From what she understood, most vampires knew nothing of its existence, nor did they care to. It was for this reason that Lavinia could read the death sentence in public.

Her orders were to be carried out tonight. She’d learned not to ask questions. Being an assassin wasn’t the best job she’d ever had, but the money was good and business was never slow. She was known as The Reaper. Only one person knew her true identity. Most who had heard the name didn’t even know if The Reaper was a man or a woman. But the master of the city knew and it was for him that she worked. He had saved her when she was left for dead all those years ago, and Lavinia felt she owed him her allegiance.

Time was growing short. She needed to feed, not on synthetic blood either. She needed the real thing, but business first. She finished her cup of Re-Vita Life and stepped out into the night. The streets were busy. Traffic moved in an endless flow of metal and people cluttered about on the sidewalks. Everyone looked intent on getting somewhere. People moved around her. No one seemed to notice that she stood still. They just moved around, like water flowing past rocks in a river.

Lavinia looked up at the moon, closed her eyes and breathed in the night. The darkness was her strength and her freedom. It enveloped her like a familiar embrace. The moonlight caressed her pale skin almost like a lover’s touch and she smiled, just as oblivious to the people around her as they seemed to be to her. But there was no time to waste. She needed to get moving too.

Lavinia headed across town to her apartment. Being a servant of the master did have its advantages, and her penthouse was one of them. The furnishings she had were expensive, but she had never been much for decorating. Lavinia pulled the death sentence from her inner coat pocket and picked up a lighter on her way to the closet. She lit the papers on fire and tossed them into a metal trash can before changing clothes.

Blood didn’t show up on black and it was for this reason she preferred the color. Lavinia had accepted what she was years ago. She wasn’t squeamish when it came to blood and she wasn’t shy when it came to her sexuality. After all, both were necessary to sustain a succubus. She wore a solid black bodysuit and knee-high boots. Her long dark hair blended with the outfit which stood out in sharp contrast against her pale skin and blood-red lips. Her dark eyes sparkled in the mirror as she smiled her approval of her appearance before turning out the light.

Time to go to work.

Robert had been a pain in the master’s ass for quite some time. He stuck his nose into too many places where it didn’t belong. Honestly, she was surprised she hadn’t gotten the order for his execution before tonight. Lavinia preferred to take out her targets from a distance. It made for an easier escape. But this specifically called for “up close and personal.” Maybe that was because the order had come directly from the vampire council. Once the master spoke to them of Robert’s nosy ways, they decided he had to go. And not in a pleasant way.

She was to cut out his heart and bring it back in a box “Snow White” style. Only she had forgotten to bring a box. She was halfway across town and closing fast on Robert’s location when she realized her mistake. Lavinia could move at superhuman speed and preferred to go on foot to find her targets. That way she didn’t have to worry about her car getting blocked in when she needed to make a fast get-a-way. She came to a screeching halt in an alleyway and started rummaging around for a decent box. A Chinese takeout carton was the best she could do.

“Gross.”

She dumped the carton’s half-eaten contents onto the pavement, careful to get nothing on her hands or clothes. It smelled like ass, but it would have to do. In a matter of minutes she stepped back onto the sidewalk. There were only a few people out at this hour and in a bad part of the city. Lavinia definitely stood out. Two men from across the street looked her way and she captured them with her eyes.

“Do not see me,” she whispered.

The men went back to talking to each other as if she didn’t exist and Lavinia took off once more toward her target.

She stopped several feet short of the building where he was supposed to be. The master had arranged for Robert to meet one of his representatives here. He had made up some bullshit business deal as a premise for the meeting and it looked like Robert had taken the bait. She moved slowly past his car and sat the takeout carton on the hood before stepping out of the shadows.

Robert had his back turned and she was quite certain that he was unaware of her presence. He had long brown hair and was only slightly taller than she. His dark eyes glimmered in the faint light as he turned to greet her.

“Lavinia,” Robert said, moving toward her. “I didn’t expect to see you.”

“Well, I am a representative of the master. Have you obeyed his command and come alone?”

He spread his arms wide in a harmless gesture.

“Why, can’t we do business if I brought a friend?” he teased.

“I’m afraid not.”

“I’m alone,” he answered, but she already knew that.

Lavinia was on him in a heartbeat and though he struggled, Robert was no match for a vampire over a hundred and fifty years older than himself. She wrapped her legs around his waist with such force that his ribs cracked. When he cried out in pain, she broke his neck, taking him to the ground. For a human target, their suffering would be over. Vampires didn’t have that luxury. Robert would be alive until the last moment, just like the council wanted. To kill a vampire, you had to either cut their head off, or pierce their heart with a wooden stake. Removal of the heart worked just the same. Some of the older vamps required both staking and decapitation. When her target was a vampire, Lavinia usually did both as a precaution. 

Her hand was a blur as she removed the dagger from her boot and sliced off his head before setting to work at removing his heart. She packed the heart as neatly as possible into the carton before licking her fingers. Just as she did so a chill ran through her and the sky rumbled overhead.

“A storm must be coming,” she thought.

Lavinia was starving, but feeding from his body was out of the question. If someone were to find him before dawn, it would give away the fact that The Reaper was a vampire. As it stood now, no one knew if The Reaper was human, vampire, or some sort of shape shifter. She was always careful not to leave any identifying marks behind in order to add to the mystique.

The taste of blood, though small, was enough to kick her libido into overdrive. Sex and blood go hand in hand for one like her and Lavinia knew when to give in to her cravings. Sex was a primal urge, a drive. A need as basic to human survival as food and shelter. That desire did not diminish with death, for the undead still hearken to its call.

She picked up a ratty old suitcase in another alley and put the carton inside it. She knew where to find the master and that’s where she was headed. He would be at his club. The fact that he owned the largest preternatural sex club in Wicked City was just a bonus.

Sinful Delights wasn’t hard to find. It was located in the heart of the city and sex radiated from the building in waves. Halfway there it started to rain, but that wasn’t the only reason Lavinia was wet by the time she knocked on the door. A slot high on the door opened and a pair of pale blue eyes looked down at her. Lavinia saw the desire reflected in those eyes as they took in her appearance and a hungry growl could be heard on the other side of the door.

“Let me in.”

She was well known here and didn’t need a password to enter. The tall blond werewolf swung the door wide and motioned for her to step through. The building smelled like an old theatre, perhaps because it used to be one, but underneath that was the smell of cologne and sex. Lavinia breathed deeply as she stepped through the door and smiled.

“It would be my pleasure,” he said, and his meaning was clear. If she wanted werewolf, he was on the menu tonight.

Logan always looked good enough to eat, but never more than he did tonight. He was six foot four and every inch of him was just as gorgeous as the last. Lavinia knew this from personal experience and she smiled with the memory as she reached up to place her hand on his bare chest. He was wearing black leather pants that fit well over the parts she recalled so fondly. His dark blue shirt hung completely open. She pressed a kiss against his skin and breathed deeply of his scent. He smelled of leather, whiskey and fresh night air. It was actually quite alluring. Lavinia kissed his smooth skin once more before pulling back.

“Maybe later,” she purred. “Is he in?”

She didn’t need to clarify her request. Logan knew she had come to see the master.

“Upstairs.”

Lavinia moved past a few of the other rooms on her way toward the stairs. Sounds of sex could be heard from within and she felt her muscles tighten. She could feel desire emanating from the rooms, pouring from the very walls. And though she could feed from it, it was not enough to satiate her craving. She hungered for hard male flesh. Lavinia gritted her teeth against the sensations coursing through her and focused on the task at hand.

At the very top of the stairs, at the very end of the hall, behind a red door was where she would find who could best be described as her oldest companion. The door opened before she could reach for it and a familiar smile welcomed her into the room. Jean Philippe was more than every young vampire’s wet dream, he was the master of Wicked City and from the looks of things, he was very glad to see her.

“There’s my killer.”

The master let his hungry eyes drink in the sight of her. She was absolutely beautiful. Her long hair was wet from the storm outside and it clung about her shoulders like a dark cloud. Her tongue darted out to wet heart-shaped red lips and he smiled at his body’s reaction. In two hundred years his desire for her had not decreased in the slightest.

Jean Philippe still remembered the first time he’d ever laid eyes on her, surrounded by a pool of her own blood. Even then she had been lovely, a blood splattered angel in his eyes. It was obvious to him what she had the potential to become. He could see it in her eyes. She was a tigress, a warrior. She must have been caught unawares, he’d thought. He saw Lavinia that first time as the predator she was and not the prey she had become. “Yes,” he thought as he watched her hips sway, her prowess evident in the movement. “Definitely a tigress.”

Jean Philippe’s hair was in slight disarray this evening and he tucked a stray curl behind his ear as he moved to prop against the desk.

“I trust everything went smoothly tonight?” He made it a question, but he already knew the answer.

His French accent was always a welcome pleasure and Lavinia smiled at the sound as she opened the suitcase and sat it on the desk beside him. Jean Philippe wrinkled his nose in apparent distaste as he removed the white, blood-stained carton from the case.

“Ugh, this smells like ass.”

“You didn’t say what it needed to smell like. You just said what needed to be inside.” She gestured toward the carton. “Robert’s heart, as promised.”

“And on time.” Jean Philippe placed the heart back inside the suitcase. “Your payment will be ready within the hour.” He spoke as pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his hands.

Lavinia took a step toward him and opened his vest. His long black coat hung over the back of the chair and his white shirt was already unbuttoned, leaving only his vest standing between her and his bare skin. She ran a finger down his chest and he shivered beneath her touch.

“I’ll take part now,” she said boldly. “And I’ll take it in flesh and blood.”

A slow smile curved his lips. “Whose flesh and whose blood?”

She opened his shirt wide, placing her hands directly over his nipples. “Your flesh and Logan’s blood.”

“Is that all?” he teased.

“That depends. Is Judas around?”

Lavinia stood waiting a few moments later when Logan entered the room accompanied by the tall redheaded vampire. He was wearing a silver shirt and skin tight black pants. He moved into the room with confidence and winked at Jean Philippe before turning his attention toward Lavinia.

“So good to see you again,” Judas said, smiling. “How can I be of service?”

She liked to be in charge and they knew it. This was not the first time the four of them had played this game. She had had them in so many ways and yet she always wanted more. Hungered for it, in fact. Lavinia wasn’t dating Jean Philippe, though she knew most people assumed that was the case. Their relationship wasn’t even one of romance ... it was one of need. He had saved her when she needed saving and now she turned to him for satisfaction. It was as simple as that.

“Help me take off my boots,” she said softly.

Judas knelt at her feet and did as he was asked. When he looked up at her from the floor Lavinia felt a thrill run through her. She really liked Judas kneeling before her. It made her feel powerful and turned her on something fierce. From what the men had shared with her, they liked her in control just as much as she did, so it was a familiar game. However, that didn’t seem to make the players any less excited.

The master preferred to watch and so he rested against the desk as the scene unfolded before him. He watched as Lavinia’s dark eyes began to glow with passion. He had only known one succubus before her. They had met briefly in Asia before her untimely death at the hands of vampire hunters. She was significantly older than him, but nowhere near as powerful as Lavinia. And Lavinia was under half her age. The price of such power was an even stronger hunger for sexual energy. It was a price he was glad to help her pay, though he sometimes wondered if Lavinia grew tired of the necessity of so many lovers. Even though they were intimate on a regular basis, she let no one near her heart. Jean Philippe knew the reasoning behind this, but he wondered if she ever wanted something more.

Logan moved behind her and started unzipping the wet bodysuit. He ran his hands up and down her body with a growl before he started removing the wet fabric. He could smell her arousal, like a rich perfume mingled with the scent of fresh rain and he hungered for her touch.

“I hadn’t realized it was raining so hard,” the werewolf said, his breath a warm promise across her skin.

He licked a few drops of moisture from her back and she shivered.

“Not that I mind getting a little wet.”

Lavinia was starving, but she hungered for more than his blood. Logan wanted her. She could feel it in his touch. She could smell his desire. But she needed to taste it, to drink it down into her very soul. She turned to face him and stared up once more into his pale blue eyes. White blond hair fell forward over his shoulders as he bent forward and she licked her lips in anticipation.

His lips were pale, pink and perfect. Her skin still tingled from the last time those lips had touched her and she ached for them to do so again. Lavinia stood on tiptoe and Logan moved to meet her kiss. His tongue plunged inside her mouth as Judas finished peeling the wet bodysuit down her legs.

From across the room the master smiled when he saw she hadn’t been wearing anything underneath.

She opened the werewolf’s shirt wider and pressed her bare breasts against him. She reached back to touch Judas and with her lips still devouring Logan she commanded, “Take off your clothes.”

Her sensual command came out as more of a moan against the werewolf’s lips, but Judas seemed to have no trouble understanding her.
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Chapter Two
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Judas quickly disrobed while Lavinia moved to sit on the sofa against the far wall. She leaned back, thrusting her hips forward as she spread her legs in invitation. It was a bold gesture and Judas smiled as she motioned for him to come forward. His body was a vision of masculine grace as he moved across the room. Each muscle flexed perfectly in time as if choreographed to make her senses reel on command. His dark grey eyes reminded her of London fog and as he knelt between her thighs his hair fell forward, glowing beneath the dim lights like a captive flame.

Strands of silken amber framed his face and his eyes glowed almost silver as he pressed his lips against her inner thigh.

“What is your desire?” he asked.

“Eat my pussy.”

Lavinia felt her eyes roll to the back of her head before fluttering into focus on Judas’ amber hair as it fell over her thighs and spilled onto her belly. Apparently, the scene was too much for Logan to take. He lowered his head to her breast with a growl and Lavinia cried out.

Judas sucked her clit hard, pulling the flesh into his mouth as he dipped one finger inside her pussy. Lavinia moaned as he moved his finger slowly in and out. He continued to lap at her flesh while Logan tormented her already hard nipples almost to the point of pain. But that was all right. She liked for it to almost hurt sometimes. There is a very fine line between pain and pleasure. It’s that moment when pleasure becomes pain and pain becomes pleasurable. She knew Logan understood what she was after when he let his teeth gently graze her nipple to heighten the sensation.

Lavinia put her arm across the werewolf’s shoulders and held him tightly against her breast. At the same time she moved her other hand to the top of Judas’ head and arched provocatively against his face.

Over Logan’s back she saw Jean Philippe, still content to watch from across the room. He smiled and she knew he was enjoying this as much as she was. It wasn’t long before she couldn’t take any more of Judas’ skillful tongue. She needed relief from the coiled knots in her muscles and from the searing ache between her thighs.

Logan lifted up and Lavinia moved so that Judas had no choice but to lift his head. This put him right where she wanted him, with her straddling his waist. Lavinia leaned forward and kissed him hungrily, tasting her own arousal on his wet lips.

She reached between their bodies and took his hard cock in her hand, bringing a groan unbidden from his lips.

“Give it to me,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Now.”

The instant Judas began to penetrate her she could feel his desire flowing into her along with his hot flesh. With one thrust he entered her fully and Lavinia wrapped herself around him. She placed her hands flat against his back and felt the energy, the unbridled sexual passion flowing from him and into her veins like liquid fire. Lavinia moaned and slid forward, nearly coming off the sofa entirely in order to get closer to Judas.

Every move she made aroused him further and as a result of Lavinia drinking down his desire, Judas kept thrusting into her with wild abandon. This back and forth game kept orgasm just out of his reach. But he would have been disappointed with any less.

Logan saw the way her skin began to glow and knew that she was feeding from Judas. He moved to sit behind her, straddling her butt so that she could rest back against his body. He just wanted to be near her when she fed. The feeling was incredible.

Lightning flashed so bright that for a moment Jean Philippe feared he had misread the clock and dawn was upon them. Everyone stopped and turned toward the large window at the back of the room. Rain pelted the glass mercilessly and the lights gave one last brave flicker before going out.

The master moved like a graceful shadow in the dark and closed the heavy drapes against the storm.

“Who needs light when you can see in the dark?”

Lavinia watched as a slow smile curved his lips and knew he planned to join them this time. This room served as more than just an office. It was one of the many daytime resting places he kept. Jean Philippe lit a few candles near the bed at the back of the room and with a curl of his finger, motioned for her to come to him.

Lavinia crawled across the bed toward him. She had meant to take her time and enjoy the night. But she could no longer hold back. She hungered for his flesh just as she hungered for the werewolf’s blood. She could feel herself losing control as she opened his pants and took his cock into her mouth. He gasped, throwing back his head as the werewolf crawled onto the bed to join them.

Judas rested back against the pillows and simply enjoyed the show for a moment. It was such an arousing display. He watched Lavinia practically choking on Jean Philippe’s hard cock while Logan licked up and down her back. When Logan nipped at her ass, the succubus turned on him and Judas moved forward.

She had her legs around Logan in an instant and as he fought to get his pants off she sank her teeth into his neck. She was so lost in the moment, in the ecstasy of his blood, that she didn’t realize he’d gotten out of his pants until he thrust inside her. She tossed back her head, screaming with surprise and pleasure as Jean Philippe leaned forward to claim her lips.

He licked every drop of the werewolf’s blood from her cherry lips and couldn’t decide which he liked more. The taste of blood, or watching her have sex right in front of him.

“Harder,” Judas whispered. He needed to hear the sound of Logan slamming into her soft flesh. He lowered his head to her breasts and she moaned, pulling his face closer.

With a look the master let Logan know that it was time to switch places.

Even after all the times he had touched her before, the master always gave her chills. Lavinia knew his touch in ways that went beyond words. She made a decision a long time ago to never let anyone close to her heart again. She promised herself that she would never again endure the pain of love. Jean Philippe had come closer than anyone to making her break that promise.

He always took his time with her, even if they were only hours before dawn. He refused to hurry. That was one of the main reasons she loved having sex with him. She never got short-changed. He ran his fingertips down her abdomen and she quaked beneath his touch, arching her body upward. She learned long ago to take pleasure and pride in what she was. Succubi were a dying breed and hers was a rare and sensuous power. She learned this and many other things at the command of the hands that now caressed her body. Lavinia turned herself over to the power of his touch.

He entered her slowly, grazing his fangs over her lower lip as he did so. She could feel Logan standing over her and when she turned her head slightly, found his wrist. She knew what he was asking for. They were awfully close to dawn and even if that did not concern the master, it concerned everyone else.

Logan didn’t want to be left with a bed full of dead vampires piled all over each other. As head of the daytime guard, it would be his job to sort things out and to make sure the room was secure before dawn. He needed enough time to do his job without having to worry about keeping them out of the light.

Her bite, if sustained for longer than a few moments, was orgasmic. It was also transferable from one body to the next, almost like lightning. She looked to Judas for his consent and he smiled in response. She sank her fangs into Logan’s wrist at the same time Jean Philippe bent forward and bit her just above the heart. As he did this he held out his wrist to allow Judas to drink from him.

She took a good long pull from the werewolf’s wrist and release washed over her. She felt herself contract around Jean Philippe and heard him moan, though he did not break contact with her breast. He continued to drink from her as she drank from Logan and orgasm hit them all like a wave, crashing against the rocks.

The storm had now reached a deafening pitch, but none of them heard it. And if they had, they wouldn’t have given a damn. That was their second mistake. The first was not knowing that they had been the cause of the storm in the first place.

*****
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Lavinia felt completely refreshed. She wanted to bask in the afterglow, but knew that time was short.

“I’ve got just enough time for a shower.” She rolled over Jean Philippe and Judas. The generator had just kicked on and she planned to take advantage. It wasn’t designed to keep the club running indefinitely, but for a few hours at a time. She knew Jean Philippe would likely turn it off during the day in the event that it was needed for another night.

Logan was just finishing his inspection of the room.

“I don’t think any light will get through these drapes. But just in case, I’m going to have some blinds installed tomorrow night.”

The master didn’t stay here often. It was for this reason that the room needed to be checked. Although he could be found here most nights, at least for a while.

“By blinds you mean those large metal shutters like I’ve got at home?” Lavinia asked.

“Exactly. They’re the perfect thing for vampires.”

“Yep,” Judas agreed. “I’ve got them on the shop, just in case I have to stay there during the day.”

Even though they were her regular sex partners, the three men were also her friends. They had gotten about as close as she’d allowed anyone in the past two hundred years. When they weren’t having sex, she felt sort of like one of the guys. They didn’t seem to mind her emotional detachment and she was thankful that they never questioned her reasons.

Jean Philippe knew her reasons and it was because of this that he guarded her so closely. If she didn’t want to be hurt again, then he would try to keep that from happening. He had never asked for her love, only her trust. That was enough for him. He watched as Logan continued to busy himself with double checking the room and smiled. The werewolf was also overprotective where Lavinia was concerned. He didn’t think she’d ever shared the full details of her past with him, but Jean Philippe felt that Logan knew enough to have feelings similar to his own. Judas knew only that she had been hurt badly before, both physically and emotionally. That was all that the master had told him, because it was not his story to tell. He didn’t have the right to reveal more.

After a few minutes he decided to join her in the shower. The smell of her soap filled the room, which was already beginning to fill with steam from the hot water. Jean Philippe always welcomed a visit from her and for this reason he was sure to keep some of her favorite soap on hand. He observed the lithe curves of her silhouette through the cream colored shower curtain and a slow smile curled his lips.

Lavinia could feel him watching her and she smiled when he pulled back the curtain. He moved closer and she handed him the shampoo.

“Do my hair?”

“Sure.” He poured some of the shampoo into the palm of his hand and began to massage her scalp as he asked, “Did everything really go fine tonight?”

“You think I’m lying?”

She took a moment to enjoy his long fingers in her hair while waiting for his answer.

He didn’t think she was lying, however, he chose his words carefully. He knew something wasn’t right.

“You know I trust you,” he said softly. “That’s all we’ve ever really had, you and I. But something passed behind your eyes tonight. Not a lie, but something else. Tell me everything. Humor me.”

Lavinia turned to him and he wiped at the suds on her forehead.

“When I told you things went fine I wasn’t lying. It’s what I felt that worries me.”

“Go on.”

“When I killed Robert.” She hesitated before saying more. “Well, I was starving. I knew better than to bite him, but I licked my fingers after removing his heart.”

“And?”

“And his blood tasted like magic. Like a different sort of magic.” She looked up to meet his dark green eyes and he hoped she was warmed by the concern he could not hide. “It scared me, Jean. For a split second I was frightened. But you know the effect blood has on me. Before I could give much thought to it I was on fire. I had to have sex and blood and I had to have them immediately.”

Lavinia rinsed her hair while he thought over what she’d just said. The part that concerned him most was her admitting to being afraid. In all the years he had known her, Lavinia had never before told him she was afraid. Not since that first night.

“But nothing looked strange? Robert, did he struggle?”

She shrugged. “Only as much as expected when someone is trying to kill you. But he was no problem. I wish I could describe the taste so you could understand.”

The heart was still on the desk, inside the suitcase. But the blood was no longer fresh. Whatever magical properties it had before were likely gone now. It was for this reason that neither of them considered tasting the dried blood an option.

“Whatever it was, it’s over now,” he said.

Lavinia wanted to take comfort in his words, but her skin still crawled with the memory. She knew something wasn’t right. But since she had no idea what she decided to push the thought aside.

Jean Philippe stepped out of the shower and handed her a towel before opening the bathroom door.

“If anyone else wants a shower, now’s the time. I’m going to tell them to shut the generator off until mid-afternoon.”

*****

[image: ]


Lavinia awoke the next evening to the sound of the television blaring. She hated television. Worse still, Jean Philippe was watching the news. She rolled over Judas and off the other side of the bed.
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