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Note:

.
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.
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Chapter 1
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“Sarah looks amazing,” Helena gushed.

Anastasia Liseux followed the dark haired woman’s gaze to the beautiful woman standing beside a handsome grey-eyed man in a black tuxedo, but her blue gaze took in the stunning emerald dress that her best friend wore, crimson hair flowing freely down her back.

Sarah smiled up at her new husband with an expression of pure happiness as Nikolai kissed her cheek, and a smile curved Ana’s lips.

“She looks radiant,” she agreed, accepting a champagne flute from a server who had been circling the busy courtyard.

Helena accepted one with thanks before tilting her head with an amused expression.

“I think you have your own admirer,” she whispered, glancing furtively over Ana’s shoulder as she lifted her glass to her lips.

Ana cocked her head with a smile, following the other woman’s gaze curiously.

Her mouth dried when she found a pair of dark blue eyes fixed on her from across the courtyard, the man’s light blond hair brushed back attractively.

Cole stood in the shadows of a doorway, watching her unwaveringly through the crowd as people chatted and mingled between them.

He wore a tuxedo, as did the other male guests, but their appearance didn’t set her blood aflame like this vampire’s did. Just the mere sight of him had her longing to touch him, had her wanting to run her hands through his tousled hair as she kissed him long and slow.

At the thought, her breath hitched and she saw his eyes flicker in response as he sensed her desire even from across the courtyard.

She inwardly grimaced as she remembered that he could pick up on her every emotion thanks to his empathic abilities.

Sometimes it would be nice to hide how strong her feelings were for him, she grumbled.

She shrugged innocently at Helena and the other woman chuckled as she nodded understandably at their mute exchange.

Ana slipped away to make her way through the congregation, replying politely whenever somebody spoke to her.

She finally reached the doorway where Cole had been standing. Only he was no longer there, and her brow furrowed as she scanned the crowd in faint confusion.

She hadn’t seen him pass and she was sure that she would’ve noticed if he’d been called away...

A hand suddenly caught her wrist, drawing her through a nearby doorway gently. The heel of her shoe snagged on the hem of her dress and she fell back in surprise.

A masculine arm caught her before she hit the floor and she looked up breathlessly, ready to thank her saviour, only to falter as Cole gazed down at her with a small smile, an eyebrow raised in faint amusement.

“You should have worn a dress that would not trip you when you walk, Ma’am,” he suggested, his eyes twinkling.

“I could have, but then I wouldn’t look this good,” she countered archly.

His gaze travelled down; taking in the stunning pale blue dress that flowed with the curves of her body, cinched just under her bust before streaming to the floor in a silky rush of material. Her dark red hair was pinned up attractively, a few tendrils escaping to curl teasingly around her face.

“You do look very nice,” he conceded.

She suddenly realised how close his head was to hers and her tongue flicked out to moisten her lips nervously.

His eyes immediately fixated on her mouth and she swallowed.

“You should, however, be more conscious about its practicality,” he advised.

“I didn’t expect to be dragged out of sight,” she protested lightly.

“I would not say you were ‘dragged’ in here, Ma’am,” he admonished though the corner of his lips twitched.

He straightened, releasing her, and she readjusted her dress distractedly.

“So, why did you want me all to yourself?” she asked teasingly, tilting her head endearingly.

He smirked at her phrasing, but brushed the back of his knuckles across her cheek in the barest of touches.

She found herself leaning into it and for once he allowed it, even turning his hand to touch her face.

Usually, he wouldn’t allow closeness, giving the excuse that he was working.

Admittedly, he was Sarah’s bodyguard and it had been only a few months ago that a murderer had his sights set on her. It made sense that he would want to be focused on the job at hand.

That didn’t put her off, however. If anything, it simply made her more determined that this vampire would succumb to her advances.

Eventually.

She gazed up at him silently and he seemed to hesitate, before lowering his head.

His face stopped an inch from hers and her breath shook slightly, her eyes wide.

This was the closest he’d ever gotten to making any sort of advance, and if she were honest with herself, she was unsure of what to expect.

She was twenty-nine years old and by no means inexperienced, but with Cole, she felt as chaste as a schoolgirl.

“Cole...” she whispered uncertainly.

Before she could say anything else, he moved the remaining inch and covered her mouth with his.

She melted instantly.

His lips were gentle yet firm against hers, his arm secure around her waist whilst his other hand cupped the side of her face warmly. He nibbled the soft flesh of her lips, teasing her mercilessly, before trailing the tip of his tongue along the outline of her mouth.

Her lips parted in an inaudible gasp and his tongue swooped in swiftly, exploring the moist cavern of her mouth thoroughly until she was sure that he knew it even better than her.

She moaned in delight and he pulled her body flush against his, his warmth reaching out to her.

Contrary to popular belief, vampires were still able to manage certain periods of time in the sun before needing to retreat, depending on their age. They still produced body-heat, although they did run a little cooler than normal when they needed to feed.

They could eat human food and drink human liquids, although there was no requirement for them to do so. Some simply enjoyed keeping the habits that they had had when originally human.

Also contrary to belief, she discovered that they could also sport a rather fine erection.

He was hard against her hip and she arched so that she could feel every hard inch of him.

He groaned quietly, his grip tightening around her waist a second before he drew back from their kiss, his breathing unsteady.

“Please forgive my...misconduct, Ma’am,” he apologised gruffly.

He released her reluctantly, though his eyes showed anything but regret as she breathed hard, her body trembling.

“I think you should misbehave more often,” she suggested, her voice low and husky.

His eyes flickered in response then his mouth returned to hers for a brief, hard kiss before he drew back again with a frown, seeming to mentally scold himself.

“What’s wrong?” she asked in confusion. “I know Sarah said you don’t kiss your clients, but you’re not protecting me...”

“I am,” he contradicted then grimaced. “Though not officially, Ma’am.”

“Cole, this may be where you need to clarify,” she said gently and he sighed.

“Miss Lawson...I mean, Mrs Mikos, is currently experiencing a high mood,” he started.

Ana rolled her eyes.

“Of course she is,” she exasperated. “She just married the love of her life.”

“Yes, Ma’am. However, her mood has begun to affect those around her,” he continued and she paused.

“It’s affecting people how?” she asked cautiously.

“They are becoming sexually charged,” he elaborated. “Not with her, but with each other.”

“So there’ll be a lot of sex tonight?” she summarised.

“Today, not tonight,” he corrected. “It has already begun, Ma’am. People are pairing off into couples or groups and it won’t be long before everybody is partnered.”

She frowned faintly.

“Why drag me away from the anticipated fun times?” she grumbled, crossing her arms. “There are some good looking fellows out there today.”

An emotion flickered in his eyes at her question and she paused.

Was that what he meant when he said he was protecting her?

“I...” He cleared his throat. “I thought you should know, Ma’am. That is all. I’ll leave you to enjoy the rest of the party.”

He turned to leave and she rolled her eyes with a sigh of exasperation.

Before he could take a single step, she caught his arm. He turned; his expression blank, but he blinked in surprise when she went up on tip-toes to press her lips to his.

She kissed him sweetly and his eyes closed as he pulled her close once more, his arm gliding around her waist to hold her firmly against him.

“Do we get to partner up like everyone else?” she murmured against his mouth and felt him still.

He drew back, shaking his head slowly.

“Not when you are under the influence of Mrs Mikos,” he refused, though his blue eyes showed how much he agreed with her suggestion.

“You need to work on being honest, Cole,” she scolded. “Your body wants me, yet you constantly deny that there is anything between us. Do you not find me attractive?”

His eyes widened fractionally at her question.

“I...”

“You know that I like you,” she stated, deciding to simply lay out how she felt about him. “Even before today, so we both know it’s not Sarah that’s affecting me. I want to get to know you better, but the question is, do you?”

He didn’t answer immediately, frowning as he seemed to genuinely take her words into consideration.

“I do not wish to answer whilst I am under the influence of another’s desire,” he finally said quietly, his eyes vaguely distant. “I have the overriding lust of everybody here, lapping at the edges of my senses and I would not wish to give an answer that may or may not be based on the feelings being emitted by others.”

She deflated a little at that but admitted that he had a point.

As always.

“I understand,” she said with false brightness, attempting a smile to hide her disappointment. “I’ll let you get back to work. Don’t worry, I’ll hide out the way of Sarah’s field of effect.”

She left the room with a slight frown, her head bowed.

She was barely aware of the couples making out against the wall as she passed, though she did pause when Belle dragged Fury past, the pair locked at the lips.

Ana chuckled reluctantly at her werewolf friend and her Mate, then continued.

They didn’t need Sarah’s aura to jump on each other. It was practically a daily struggle to stop them ducking into whatever non-public – or even public – place they could, just to sate their urges.

She jumped when a warm hand touched the base of her back and she looked around, startled. Cole ignored her surprise, instead wordlessly guiding her the remaining few feet to the dining room.

The wedding meal had been finished for some time and the tables had been cleared during the time that everyone had been in the courtyard. The room was now spotless and surprisingly devoid of people but Cole still glanced around the empty room sharply.

Once satisfied that they were alone, he closed the door behind them firmly and turned to her.

“I would like to get to know you better, Ana, but I have other priorities that must come first,” he told her evenly.

She stared at him.

He’d actually used her name. Not ‘Ma’am’ like he usually did.

Then his words registered.

“I know you have your responsibilities as Sarah’s bodyguard, and as one of Mikos’ men,” she exasperated. “I’m not expecting you to drop them just for a bit of fun with me, Cole.”

“You are more than ‘a bit of fun’, Ana. You should never believe that you are worth less than absolutely everything that a man can give to a woman,” he said seriously.

Warmth spread through her at his words and a blush tinted her cheeks.

“Sweet talker,” she accused teasingly then sighed. “Look, Cole. I’m interested in you. If you’re more comfortable with just a one-night-stand, then great. We can do only that. If you’re willing to try for more, that’s great too. I just want the chance.”

He inclined his head slowly, his eyes not leaving hers.

“I understand.” He frowned before making a decision. “This Monday I shall pick you up from your apartment,” he decided. “It is my next day free.”

“Pick me up?” she stammered. “You mean...”

“A date,” he confirmed. “Six o’clock.”

A young man stumbled into the room and the pair looked around in surprise.

The man’s eyes were glazed with lust, obviously feeling the full effect of Sarah’s power. His face lit up when he spotted Ana, seeming to completely blank out Cole’s presence.

“Hi, do you wanna fuck?” he asked bluntly, his tone hopeful.

Ana’s jaw dropped at his forwardness, but Cole pulled her behind him easily.

“She is already taken,” he answered pleasantly and the man’s expression fell.

A woman – one of the girls from the Club – peered into the room. Her eyes fell upon the young man and she beamed widely.

“You wanna have sex?” she offered and he perked up.

“Definitely!”

He strode over to embrace her and the pair fell back out of the room, locked at the lips.

“Well...that was easy,” Ana commented, taken aback as she blinked owlishly, before glancing at him with a mischievous gleam in her eyes. “If I said that to you, would it work?”

Cole chuckled softly at the question.

“No.”

“Why not?” she pouted.

“Mr and Mrs Mikos are now safely ensconced in a private room, which means that I am free to protect you until such time that I may be needed elsewhere,” he said calmly, avoiding her question.

“You sure know how to make a girl feel special,” she grumbled and he paused, seeming uncertain then. “I’m joking, Cole.”

She kissed his cheek chastely but then she frowned, realising something.

“Why don’t I feel any different?” she asked in confusion. He raised an eyebrow.

“Different?”

“I don’t have an overriding sense of lust,” she explained then cocked her head as a thought struck her. “Is that what you meant by ‘protecting’ me?”

He nodded briefly.

“Yes, Ma’am. I am diverting Mrs Mikos’ aura from you,” he confirmed.

“Is that why you’re feeling it so much today?” she asked gently. He grimaced, not answering, and she looked alarmed. “Oh, Cole...don’t do that if it’s gonna cause you pain!”

“I shall be fine, Ma’am. It is not anything that I cannot control,” he assured her but she looked unconvinced. “Soon everybody will be partnered up and it will be safe for you to converse with those remaining, including Mr and Mrs Mikos.”

“So, what do you propose we do until then?” she asked innocently, sliding him a sly wink. “We could play Twister.”

His eyes gleamed at her tease, but his expression remained pleasant.

“I believe I saw a Scrabble board in the games room if you are so inclined,” he suggested blandly.

Ana chuckled reluctantly, taking his arm.

“Lead the way. Just to warn you though, I am awesome at Scrabble,” she boasted and he grinned.

~*~
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Chapter 2
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NEXT DAY

(15th October 2016)

“You played Scrabble?” Belle spluttered incredulously, staring at her. Ana rolled her eyes. “I mean, seriously? While the rest of us were having the time of our lives, you were playing Scrabble with the man you want to bang the brains out of?”

“Who won?” Sarah asked lightly, their redheaded friend sitting on the sofa comfortably as Ana dealt with making their morning coffee fix.

“Sarah!” Belle exasperated.

“He won,” Ana mourned. “Pretty sure that he cheated...”

“Does being older than six hundred years count as a valid reason for winning?” Nikolai asked mildly as he entered the room

The topic of their conversation was standing in the doorway behind the other man silently, but Ana frowned at Nikolai as the grey-eyed vampire strolled over to give his new wife a moan-inducing kiss.

“No, it’s not a valid reason,” Ana said sternly.

“Are you still sore about losing the game, Ma’am?” Cole asked politely as he stepped further into the room, though his eyes twinkled with amusement.

“I want a rematch,” she demanded hotly, turning to face him. “You made up some of those words you used.”

“Ma’am, I know a lot of words,” he said gently.

“There are only so many words that you can make out of the seven tiles that you’re given,” she argued. “I know you cheated somehow and I will figure out how you did it!”

“I simply had good tiles,” he protested lightly. “You cannot accuse me of cheating simply because I won.”

“Rematch,” she repeated stubbornly, but they both looked around at a quiet giggle to find Belle, Sarah and Nikolai watching them with various expressions of hilarity.

“So, why didn’t you both make like bunnies yesterday?” Belle asked, her dark eyes dancing with laughter.

“He was on duty,” Ana grumbled sourly, folding her arms. “I did ask. More than once in fact.”

“Nik, isn’t Cole due some time off?” Sarah asked innocently. “After all, he’s been working so hard on babysitting me these past few months. I’m pretty sure that I can think of something to do that means I have to stay in the house until after his holiday.”

Nikolai’s eyes heated at her sultry tone, his expression growing contemplative.

“It is quite alright, Ma’am,” Cole said calmly. “That will not be necessary.”

“It’s not for you,” Sarah disagreed, leaning her cheek against Nikolai’s arm when his hand moved to rest on her shoulder. “I think some extra honeymoon time is called for.”

Cole frowned.

“Ma’am...?”

“Well, our honeymoon isn’t for another week,” she explained. “I think Nik and I can put this week in between to good use.”

“I don’t understand...”

“You won’t need to babysit me for the next week because we’ll be having a lot of sex,” she said bluntly.

His gaze dropped as his cheeks coloured, the vampire wisely opting not to answer.

“Don’t you and Belle have work soon?” Nikolai reminded Ana idly.

Ana glanced at her watch distractedly and her eyes widened. She dashed from the room with a shriek, Belle several steps ahead of her.

“Ana...”

Ana paused in the hallway, just before leaving the front door, Belle already gone.

She turned, Cole now standing within reach.

“Yes?” she asked questioningly.

“I...”

He stopped with a faint frown, seeming to mentally struggle with something.

“You might want to hurry up or I’ll be late for work,” she pressed impatiently, looking at her watch again worriedly. “What...?”

She found herself cut off effectively, by his mouth slanting over hers. His arm went around her waist, pulling her hard against him as his other hand rose to grab a handful of her hair.

She was surprised by his unusual forwardness, but revelled in the possessiveness of his embrace, leaning into it.

She gasped when her back struck a wall, but Cole simply took advantage of her parted lips, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, and she trembled excitedly when the hand at her waist, travelled down to grab her ass.

“I want you,” Cole murmured huskily against her mouth.

She nodded distractedly, her hands pressed to his chest.

“It’s taken you long enough,” she muttered.

She squealed quietly when he slipped a finger beneath the waistband of her skirt, the brush of his skin against hers sending a jolt through her.

He suddenly stopped and she looked up at him in confusion.

“Why are you stopping?” she demanded.

“Your hair...” he murmured, bewilderment in his voice as he frowned at her head.

She looked puzzled, reaching up to take a lock between her fingers.

The once vibrant red was now the colour of liquid gold, but instead of overreacting as he clearly expected, she raised an eyebrow quizzically.

“What’s wrong with it?”

“You knew it does that? Change colour I mean,” he clarified.

Her expression cleared as she remembered that he hadn’t had a chance to see it change before.

“Yeah. It happens when I use my powers. Or when I’m having strong...feelings,” she explained, blushing faintly.

“Oh.” He studied her for a moment before nodding. “It suits you,” he approved. “More than the red does.”

Her blush deepened as her hair grew paler.

“Are you saying that you have a thing for blondes?” she teased and he looked vaguely embarrassed.

“Ana, you are going to be very late for work,” a familiar baritone interrupted.

Ana winced, feeling Cole’s chest vibrate beneath her hands as he bit back a growl, but she turned to face Nikolai with an innocent smile.

“I was just on my way out,” she said lightly. He raised an eyebrow and she grimaced. “I’ll just be going then...”

“Good idea,” he agreed pleasantly.

She turned, kissing Cole on the cheek chastely before hurrying out the front door.

*
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Cole forced his expression to remain neutral as he turned to face the older vampire.

His blood was on fire, his body on high alert thanks to the kiss that he’d just shared with Ana. The emotions that he normally kept under control – both his own and others’ – were currently out of his control.

He could feel Mikos’ amusement, but he didn’t care about that. He was still irritated that they’d been interrupted. Mikos had known they were there, had known what they were doing, yet he’d still opted to intervene, he growled.

“Don’t sulk,” Mikos chuckled.

Cole simply raised an eyebrow and the other vampire smirked knowingly.

“Was there something you needed, Sir?” Cole asked blandly, determinedly subduing his emotions to remain calm.

Mikos inclined his head.

“Sebastian has passed on some rather interesting information about a new case that has turned up,” he answered lightly. “I want you to check it out.” Cole frowned.

“Sir?”

“As Sarah pointed out, we can entertain ourselves for the next week without supervision,” Mikos drawled and Cole allowed himself a reluctant smile.

“Of course, Sir.”

“Take Ana with you,” Mikos continued and Cole paused. “You could do it without her, but as this involves another of the Club girls, she may be of some use.”

“I’ll see if she is available, Sir,” Cole murmured.

“She will be,” Mikos promised, smirking again. “I’ve already arranged for her to have the time off work.”

“I would assume that Miss Liseux is not aware of such plans yet, Sir?” Cole asked mildly.

“She will be when she arrives at work,” Mikos answered amusedly, glancing at his watch. “Which should be right...about...now...”

A low vibration throbbed in the air and Cole tracked it to Mikos’ pocket. The man chuckled, removing his phone to hold it to his ear.

“Ana,” he greeted amicably. “I see you managed to arrive at work on time after all.”

“Mikos, you bastard!” Ana seethed, her voice carrying without Cole needing his enhanced hearing. “You had me suspended!”

“I would never do such a thing to a valued fílos,” he denied, even managing to sound affronted at the accusation.

“Yes, you would,” she raged. He laughed. “Dammit, Mikos, it’s not funny!”

“Since you now have some time on your hands,” he said amusedly. “I would like you to...”

“Fuck you, Mikos!”

The phone went dead and Mikos turned to Cole, amusement glimmering in his grey eyes.

“I’ll get you the details then you can go tell our delightful daímonas what she may be needed for,” he told the other man calmly.

*
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Ana fumed, pacing her apartment angrily. Her white-blonde hair crackled with static, the air sizzling with tension.

“I mean, seriously? All because I was two minutes late? Literally two minutes,” she seethed.

A small storm cloud appeared over her coffee table and she waved it over to her kitchen sink distractedly before it burst, beginning to rain hard into the metal basin.

There was a light tap on her front door and she stalked over to it irritably.

“I swear, if that’s you, Mikos, you are getting a lightning bolt in the ass,” she muttered bad-temperedly. She paused. “...Cole?”

“Don’t shoot the messenger?” he offered, holding his hands up innocently.

“Uh...you look nice,” she said instead, blinking.

He didn’t. He looked better than good. Good enough to eat in fact.

He’d lost his customary professional attire somewhere and replaced it.

Gone was the pressed suit that he normally wore. In its place he wore a pair of faded dark blue denim jeans, a very soft and comfortable jumper rolled up to his elbows and a pair of black trainers that looked barely used.

Cole cleared his throat quietly and she blinked, regaining her senses.

“Shooting will depend on the message being delivered,” she returned cautiously.

He smiled faintly, a small dimple appearing in his cheek, and she felt her anger lessen, but not because of his abilities.

Instead, it was as though the man himself was able to calm her demon.

“May I come in?” he asked lightly. She blinked again before stepping aside.

“Uh...right. Yeah. Sure. Come in.”

He entered her apartment calmly and she shut the door behind him distractedly. He raised an eyebrow at the still raining cloud in her sink and she flushed.

“I see you weren’t joking about that lightning bolt,” he murmured, a small bolt zapping the metal basin as though to agree, and she hurriedly dispelled the cloud.

“Maybe a little,” she conceded as her hair returned to a rich red. She looked around her small apartment unsurely. “So, uh, this was kind of unexpected...”

“I wish to apologise for Mr Mikos’ behaviour on his behalf,” he said evenly.

“He had me suspended,” she said flatly.

“With full pay,” he added. “He had his reasons.”

“Aside from screwing with me?” she drawled.

“He suggested that you may be able to help with a recent case that I have been assigned to,” he confirmed. “Something that you would be able to do – if you so wished – without work getting in the way.”

“Me? Help with a case?” she repeated sceptically. “I’m no headhunter.”

“But you have worked at Sinner’s Paradise,” he pointed out. “The Club is involved.”

She eyed him suspiciously.

“Is this you or Mikos talking?”

“It was his suggestion that you would be of use,” he allowed, inclining his head. “I am not keen on involving you in such a case, but it would give us the time that you requested, else we would not speak for some time as my attention would be required elsewhere.”

“What sort of help are you asking for exactly?” she asked instead, accepting that he had a point.

Again.

“I’m not going to agree to something without details,” she pointed out.

“Of course,” he agreed then cleared his throat. “Somebody has been killing women and turning some of them into living mannequins.”

She wrinkled her nose in distaste.

“Sounds like necromancy,” she mused aloud. “Maybe sorcery?” She paused. “Wait, what do you mean ‘some’ of them?”

“The others have been found with strange wounds, missing organs, skin mutilated...that sort of thing,” he explained almost dismissively.

She grimaced, shuddering.

“So what do you need me for?” she asked with a frown. “I’m not a medical expert.”

“The information that was passed down from the High Council...”

“Ah, the ‘powers-that-be’,” she intoned in a mystical voice then sighed at his raised eyebrow. “Sorry, go on.”

“They believe that one such victim may be one of the girls in the Club,” he continued patiently and she straightened, her eyes sharp.

“As a mannequin or mixed body parts?”
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