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This book is dedicated to my husband, who loves me exactly as I am...just as I love him.  

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, places, businesses and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

As for content, this is a fictional book.  Every effort has been made to cleanly edit the text. However, typos do happen.  If you find any errors, please accept my apology and bring them to my attention, so I can provide a better book for all future readers.  

“I will not let you go into the unknown alone.”  ~ Bram Stoker
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Damian stood up and started to reach for his gun.  He’d taken it out of his car when he got to the club and slipped it into his jacket pocket.  

Selina saw him tense and shook her head.  “Diana is here at my invitation,” she said as she reached the bottom of the stairs.

“You invited her here?” Damian asked, suddenly wondering if he’d misjudged her.

“No,” Selina replied.  “She rang the buzzer, and I invited her in.  We need to talk.”  She looked over at Diana.  “And I have been assured that her friends will stay outside and wait for her to return.”

“Yes, that’s true,” Diana said, looking at Damian.  “Why is tall, dark and irritated making such a fuss?”

“He’s just a little overprotective,” Selina replied, looking at Damian.  “Aren’t you, Dear?”

Damian caught on and nodded.  “You don’t often introduce me to your friends,” he said, walking over and putting his arm around Selina’s waist.  “So, you’ve known each other for a long time?” he asked Diana.

“Oh, for years,” Diana replied, waving her hand.  “We need to talk about that other issue,” she said, looking at Selina.  “Any chance we can do that in private?”

“Damian knows all about the murders, and he’s just as concerned as I am that this is somehow directed at me,” Selina said.  “What do you know?”

“There was a man, who followed us to our hotel on Saturday afternoon, but my associates took care of him,” she said.  “I don’t think he’ll give us any more trouble.”

“I see,” Selina said, trying not to smile.  “And any leads on the murderer?”  She looked over at Damian.  “Diana is in town investigating the crime.”

“Well, it would be nice to have someone figure this out,” Damian replied.  “The police don’t seem to be coming up with any leads.”

“And they won’t,” Diana said, walking over to the bar.  “Do you have any French wines?”

“Of course,” Selina replied.  “Merlot?”

“Oui,” Diana said, then smiled.  “I mean yes, that would be fine.”

Selina poured a glass of merlot and wondered how long they could keep up this charade.  “And you have discovered something the police have not?” she asked.

“Well, we know what the killer is...but not who it might be,” Diana said, looking over at Damian.  “Are you sure you want him listening in on this?” she asked Selina quietly.

“We could speak French,” Selina offered, switching languages.  She knew Damian spoke Italian and guessed his French was pretty good, too.

Diana nodded and started speaking in French.  “You are not safe here, little one.  You know that this vampire is killing women and two of them have been left behind your club.  Do you have any idea why you are being targeted?”

“None at all,” Selina replied.  “And I am not your little one.  Not anymore.”

“Fair enough,” Diana agreed. “I still don’t want to see you hurt.  Or the girls.”  She looked around.  “Where are they by the way?”

“Somewhere safe,” Selina said.  “So far, I seem to be the one answering all the questions.  What do you know about the vampire?”

“Unfortunately, not very much,” Diana admitted.  “I have my contacts here and in Europe checking out some leads.  They have not identified anyone as of yet, who may have gone rogue.  You know that we have very strict policies about this type of thing.”

Selina nodded.  “It’s not the nineteenth century anymore, is it?” she asked, looking at Diana with such sadness that Damian wondered about their history together.  “You can’t just kill people and leave their bodies behind, can you?”

Diana grabbed her wine glass and walked towards the stairs.  Damian thought she was leaving until she turned around and he realized she was pacing.  “You have more fire today than you did the last time I stopped by,” Diana said.  She stood across the bar from Selina and took a sip of wine.  “Are you less afraid without my associates here?” 

“I don’t care about them,” Selina replied as Diana started to turn back towards the stairs.  “The only ones I care about are safely out of the city.”

Diana spun around.  “Did you really think I would hurt them?” she demanded, slamming her wine glass on the top of the bar.  It shattered, causing both women to jump, but they held each other’s gaze.

Damian stood up and took a few steps towards the bar.  “Ladies, I don’t understand what you’re saying, but I can tell this is getting a little heated.  Maybe we can all speak English and talk about the killer?”

He was surprised to see Diana turn and smile.  “Yes, of course, Cheri,” she replied.  “And you are right, I do let my passion get the better of me on occasion.”  She turned back to Selina.  “Come, there is no need to bring up the past.  The threat is here and now, so why not work together?” she asked.

Selina nodded and slowly walked around the bar.  “Fine.  Is there anything else you can tell us?”

“Only that he is a man and he is not...,” she looked over at Damian, “your normal killer.”  She walked back over to Selina. “I don’t know why he’s chosen to come here, but the first murder predates your picture being shown all over the world.  If there is only one murderer, I would say he is a native of this city.  If there are two, he could have seen you just as I did.”

“You saw my picture?” Selina asked somewhat surprised.  

“Of course,” Diana replied.  “Why else do you think I came to investigate?”

“I thought they asked you...” Selina began.

“No, in fact I am not here officially,” Diana replied. “I will clear all that up later on.  For now, we need to find this killer and stop the deaths.  It is dangerous for you and bringing too much attention to my...” she looked over at Damian again, “my associates.”

“Not to mention the young women who are being killed,” Selina pointed out.

“Yes, yes, the young women as well,” Diana agreed.  “You have always had such a soft heart.” 

They looked at each other for a long moment until Selina seemed about to say something, then she walked back to the bar.  “If that’s everything, we shouldn’t keep your associates waiting.”

“As you wish,” Diana said, looking back at Damian.  “Keep her safe, do you understand?  I am holding you responsible.”  And with that Diana turned and walked up the stairs.  Selina followed her up and locked the door behind her.  As she came back down, the buzzer rang again.  

“Let’s hope that’s the food this time,” Damian said.  “I’ll get the door.”

Selina nodded and almost collapsed onto one of the benches by the fireplace.  When Damian returned with the food, he put it on the bar.  Then, he walked over and sat down beside her.  “Are you okay?”

“Did you understand what we were saying?” she asked.

“Enough to know you two have quite a history.  Anything you want to tell me?” he asked.

“Nothing that would help with the case,” she said.  “I just wish...” she stopped, and Damian put his arm around her.  “Just take a moment,” he said.  

Selina leaned against him.  She had forgotten how nice it was to have a man hold her.  Just hold her and let her know she was not alone.  After a few minutes, she smiled.  “The food is getting cold.”

“Do you have a microwave?” Damian asked.

“Yes, behind the bar,” Selina replied.

“Then, don’t worry about it,” he said, pulling her towards him.  “Just stay here until you feel like you want to eat.”

Selina nodded and laid her head on his shoulder, closing her eyes.  Damian held her for a few more minutes, then he smiled.  “You realize this would make quite a picture.”

“A vampire hunter comforting a vampire, you mean?” Selina asked, smiling back.  “I would imagine so.”  She looked over at the bar.  “That food smells really good.”

“I’m glad you said that because I’m starving,” Damian replied. 

Selina reached up and brushed her hand against his cheek.  “Thank you, Damian.  Thank you for being here.  Except for my girls, I have been alone for a very long time.”

“You’re not alone now,” he said, looking into her eyes.  “Let’s eat and then, we’ll come up with a plan to catch this killer.”

An hour later, they had finished their meal and cleaned up the broken glass and spilled wine on the bar.  Selina had also called to have more security cameras installed the next day and posted the club’s closure on their internet site.  

“That’s the last of the business details,” she said, walking out of her office.  As she sat back down at the table, Damian brought over two mugs of coffee.  

Smiling, he handed her one.  “Do you trust me, or do you want to swap?”

Selina looked up and smiled.  “I trust you.”

“Good,” Damian replied.  “Then, let’s go over what we know so far.  The vampire left his latest victim in the alley, well aware of those security cameras.  Why go to all that trouble when he could have left her anywhere else in that alley?  Or anywhere else in the city for that matter.”

“I assume it has something to do with the club,” Selina said, “or me.”

“That’s what everyone seems to think, but what if it’s not that personal?”  Damian took a sip of coffee.  “What if the first body was left there out of convenience?” He got up and walked behind the bar, picking up a pad and a pencil.  As he sat back down, he started making notes.  

“What are you thinking?” Selina asked, trying to read the notes from across the table.

“We know the first murder occurred somewhere else and the body was left in the alley. Why in this alley?  Why move the body?”  Damian was drawing a quick sketch of the alley on the paper.  “Maybe, because the actual scene of the crime would give away the identity of the killer.”

“Oh, I see,” Selina said excited about where this lead might take them.  “So, if the killer lived nearby, then my alley might have been the closest and easiest place to leave the body.”

“Exactly,” Damian agreed.  “And the details in the second murder were changed slightly, adding the rose and the attack on the young man, to make the police suspect a serial killer.  One who preyed on victims of convenience.  But they were still looking at all the same suspects they had in the first murder.”

“So, he kills a third woman and leaves her body behind my club...to make the police think this has more to do with me and my club than the location of the first murder.”  Selina nodded.  “That’s brilliant, Damian.”

“It may or may not be the reason, but it gives us another lead to follow.”  Damian paused.  “The only thing that doesn’t seem to fit would be why would a vampire panic?”

“Trust me,” Selina replied, “we can, and we do.  It’s not as easy to dispose of a body as it appears to be on television.”  She held up a hand.  “Not that I’ve ever done it, but DNA evidence in someone’s apartment, vampire or not, would be difficult to erase completely.”

“What if he knew the first victim or asked her up to his place for a drink?”  Damian said, thinking it through.  

“What if he’s a vampire, who hadn’t killed in a while?” Selina asked.  “It’s not like you can run through the streets of Seattle leaving dead bodies lying around.”  She paused.  “Well, not usually.”
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