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Four sexy-as-sin vampires.

Four chances at love and a real future.

An opportunity to lose control and take back the power.

Alexia knew her life as a blood demon wasn’t ever going to be her own, but she never expected her paired vampire to lock her up and keep her from actually living. 

Finally free of the cruelty of her previous benefactor, she’s been paired once more—this time to the four sinfully delicious vampire leaders of the Paris covenant. 

Can she let go of her past and the fear of being trapped again long enough to trust that the four brothers-in-arms are her future?

Trigger Warning: This is a super steamy why choose vampire paranormal romance filled with four powerful men who will teach their blood demon what it’s like to truly give up control. If high heat isn’t your cup of tea, be forewarned this book holds no boundaries.
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For my inner child...

This story slayed me when writing it. It took an emotional toll and I’m hopeful, when experiencing Alexia’s story, you’ll forgive me for the pain I put her through, and fall in love with her and her men as much as I did.

We're our own dragons as well as our own heroes, and we have to rescue ourselves from ourselves. – Tom Robbins
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Three months ago...

The sun had risen and, in that instant, Alexia opened her eyes at the sound of the lock moving into place. The front entrance now secure, she knew her vampire, her master, her owner, Aubin Leclair, would soon turn to the underground. What he did in there, she had no idea, but at that moment, it didn’t matter. All she needed to concern herself with now was her escape.

She retrieved the copy of the key she’d managed to sneak away from Aubin that one night when he accidentally left the door to her attic unlocked. Slipping the key into the hole, she turned it, and the sound could very well been that of a revolver loading a bullet into the chamber and dropping during a moment of silence. 

Alexia held her breath and her heart pounded in her chest. A pebble of sweat trickled down her cheek as she slowly turned the doorknob. The door dared creak as it was pushed open.

“Fuck,” she whispered and squinted, her eyes adjusting to the light of the hall. Her attic space was always dark, never having light except for the small slivers that managed to break through in the ceiling. The roof needed repair, and on cold, wet nights, she would almost freeze to death.

Enough was enough. 

It was time to escape this Hell. 

Alexia put one foot in front of the other, sneaking down the steps onto the third floor of the corner apartment Aubin owned. Taking the next set of steps, she paused when the floor groaned under her step. Her legs suddenly felt like jello as the thought of her vampire master not only finding her, but punishing her. 

She often went days without food and water. He would feed her only enough to keep her alive, but nothing more than scraps. This was not the life she’d imagined when she agreed to the pairing ceremony. 

This was not the way a concubine should be treated, or handled. 

This was slavery, and it was ending tonight.

Finally reaching the bottom floor, she held her breath as she ambled over to the door and placed her right hand onto the glass knob, the left fisting at her side. Her palms were clammy and nausea rose, threatening to revolt by forcing the bile in her stomach to empty onto the hardwood floor.

So close, so fucking close. 

Open the door and leave. 

Never look back. 

Make your way to The Covenant. 

They’ll protect you. 

They have to. 

They have to put an end to this madness.

She held her breath and opened the door. The cold air of the night whipped around her body, sending a shiver down her spine to her feet. It currently fell between fall and winter in Paris, France. It was better to be with heat than to freeze in the night air.

The moment she was out the door, Alexia obliterated the space from the apartment home to the next block. The ground passed beneath her as she raced along the sidewalk. Her hair blew around her like a wild wind of chaos, but she couldn’t stop to keep the locks from her face. 

She had to keep going.

Her destination was in sight. 

The Covenant. 

Her safe house. 

They had no idea Aubin held her captive in his home and forced himself on her for feeding. He treated her as if she were no more than a blood bag. He never showed any compassion, empathy, or awareness that she even existed.

Tripping over the cement, she landed on her hands and knees and cried out as the pain radiated across her legs and arms. She began to sob, her eyes burning from the tears. She pushed herself up to sit on her heels. 

Just before her were the doors to The Covenant. She’d made it, but she wasn’t inside yet. Aubin could be coming for her any second. 

He could be right behind her.

She gasped and looked over her shoulder, checking the empty space between her and the other side of the road, the sidewalk from which she came, as well as the other direction. People passed by in their cars or on foot, and no one paid her any mind.

To them, she appeared as a homeless woman, and she welcomed the appearance. She was hidden in plain sight and she sent a prayer to the heavens that it stayed that way.

Turning her attention back to the building, she pulled herself to her feet. Blood oozed down her legs underneath her pants. She managed to glance down and found she’d ripped the material, exposing her skin. 

The doors to The Covenant opened and she shifted her gaze back up. A woman stood at the entrance. Her brows rose with a tilt of her head.

“Are you lost?” she asked.

Alexia approached the door and stood before the woman. “My name is Alexia Daucourt, concubine to vampire Aubin Leclair. I’ve come to... I’ve come to...” Her voice was lost as darkness settled itself over her awareness. She fell forward into the arms of the woman and the last thing she looked upon was a man with brown hair and the bluest eyes she’d ever looked into. She blinked and everything went dark.
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It’s been said one wonders which was worse—death, not knowing what comes after, or the wedding, when one thinks they know, but they’re wrong. 

And then there’s those who pray for death to come take them out of the hell they’ve lived in for far too long.

Stepping into the meeting room at the vampire covenant of Paris, Alexia Daucourt took a moment to take in her surroundings. Two doors, two ways in and two ways out. Windows with blackout curtains, although it was nine o’clock on this Wednesday evening. Portraits of the four vampire rulers of the European sector were hung on the main wall. 

Each was striking in their own way, and each could be lethal as well. Vampires and blood demons, co-existing in a world where humans knew nothing of either of them. It was best to keep it that way.

Imagine a world where everyone believed for so long they were alone, only to realize they weren’t. 

A shiver rushed over Alexia’s skin as the door closed behind her. Not necessarily from a chill, but from being in the room with the high council. They represented the sovereign, spoke for them, aided for them, but the actual leaders stayed behind closed doors. No one saw them unless an audience was requested of them specifically. That’s what Alexia had been led to believe, anyway.

Alexia Daucourt sat next to the blood demon agent who was brought in to support her case, Maxim Lambert. He had his hands folded on the table and his dark blond hair was combed back, held with gel. The man put more into his appearance than Alexia did. Not that she had much to put on or dress in, considering she lived in nothing more than an attic and wasn’t given proper attire.

Ever.

She dreamed of having luxury, the ability to change clothes with the food she would partake in, like high tea. The parties, the balls, everything a woman could want, at her fingertips. 

Was it greed? 

Sure. 

She longed for the lifestyle of someone rich. She also wanted the arrangement of more than one vampire lover. She wanted to live, experience new things, new cultures, and what it meant to be loved by more than one man.

However, when she’d accepted the agreement with Aubin Leclair, she had no idea everything he’d promised her was simply a lie. Their first week was rough. She expected to have some ups and downs, but never suspected he would raise a hand to her, and eventually, lock her away like she was a princess to be guarded by a dragon. Aubin was so much more than a dragon; he was a monster. 

He took her free will, the drive to live, and sent her on a downward spiral of cutting. She had wounds up and down her arms, her legs, and her stomach. She was ashamed of the scar tissue, but in the moment when the slicing of her skin happened, that brief high gave her the breath she needed to keep moving. One day, she knew she would break free. 

And she finally did.

“Sirs, my client, Miss Daucourt, has pleaded to be released from her contract,” Maxim Lambert announced, bringing her out of her memories. “Please let it be known my client has been the victim of a brutal arrangement. Her vampire, Aubin Leclair, withheld food for days, water, and fed on her without care or precautions.” He glanced over at her and nodded. 

She swallowed the dryness in her throat and let a long breath go. Her hands, shaky and clammy, she pushed up the edges of her sleeves. Apparently, not quick enough for Mister Lambert.

He grabbed her arm with an exasperated sigh and shoved the material up her skin. “Please let it be known, and given for evidence, my client has attempted cutting herself to the point of suicide to escape her situation.” He let go of her and she quickly pulled the sleeve back down. 

“She brought this upon herself when she agreed to be with my client,” the vampire representative accused. 

Alexia didn’t catch her name, not that it mattered. She represented Aubin. That’s all Alexia needed to know. Her hair was a disheveled mess. Her eyes had creases and her lipstick managed to run in the lines around her mouth. She wasn’t sure how old the woman was, but she wasn’t someone Alexia would ever want to be friends with. Considering the woman was defending the man who pretty much tried to murder her, no thanks.

“We’ve heard enough,” the vampire council announced. Made up of five male vampires, they all looked at one another, almost as if they were bored. 

“How long have you been with Monsieur Leclair?” the first one asked. 

“My client was with—”

“I was asking her,” the vampire interrupted. “Mademoiselle, please answer the question.”

She took in a deep breath and fidgeted with her fingers. 

Was this a good or bad sign? 

Did they not believe her story for wanting out? 

Did they think she was spoiled? 

Maybe they believed her and had other cases of abused blood demons.

She pressed her lips together for a moment, then met the eyes of the first councilman. “Five years, sir.”

His brows rose. “Only five?”

“Umm, yes,” she whispered.

“Speak up, girl,” the vampire ordered. “Speak to be heard or don’t speak at all.”

She flinched at his words. They were not an attack, merely asking her to speak her story, her voice. She could do that. Aubin wasn’t there to stop her, not this time. “Yes, five years, sir.”

“That’s better,” he said with a nod. “What say you?” he asked to the others.

“She only wants to break the contract because Monsieur Leclair is a lesser vampire. He can’t afford the luxuries she thought would come with being the concubine to a vampire,” the vampire representative accused.

Alexia shot to her feet and fisted her hands by her sides. “That is a fucking lie!”

“Mademoiselle Daucourt you will be seated. Another outburst like that will have you removed from this room. Do you understand?”

She lowered her gaze to the table and stared at the tablet of paper in front of her. She nodded and sat down once more. 

Maxim Lambert patted her hand. “I’ll handle this,” he reassured her, or at least tried to. “Sirs, if I may,” he started and stood from his seat. “Alexia Daucourt did not deserve the cards she was dealt. She was tortured daily by being forced to live her life in an attic with no light, no food, no water, just the dust and the freezing temperatures of Paris winter. Please, we ask you to break the contract she was under as she had no idea what she was getting into when she signed with Aubin Leclair.”

The vampire representative, who shall be called Bertha since she couldn’t recall her name, rolled her eyes. “Sure. Sob story of a poor rich girl.”

“Isn’t that an oxymoron?” Alexia asked.

“What was that?” Bertha asked.

The first vampire snickered. He’d heard her. They all had. They were vampires. Their sense of hearing was amazing. 

“She wanted money and thought my client would give it to her. When she realized he couldn’t give her what she wanted—”

“Wouldn’t,” Maxim interjected. “Withheld, abused his power, kept her prisoner. Shall I continue?”

Bertha cleared her throat. “As I was saying, she is a spoiled girl who didn’t get to play pretty pretty princess.”

Anger rose up her spine, as did the bile in her stomach. “You should be ashamed of yourself,” Alexia announced. “You’re a woman, defending a man accused of domestic violence.”

“He’s done nothing wrong. He put a roof over your head, did he not?”

“Enough,” one of the council members announced.

She didn’t know why she bothered. Bertha would never see to reason. At least, not until she experienced what Alexia went through firsthand. Food, water, even clothes, were a luxury she was never afforded. 

No more.

Never again.

The vampire councilman in the middle of the group picked up a pen and scribbled something down. He pushed it to the man beside him, then the next one. It was returned to the middle vampire, then pushed to the other two. The vampire who did the talking throughout her hearing folded the paper and stamped it.

Setting it aside, he and the others stood from their chairs. “This will now be part of the records here at the Paris Covenant. The contract is nullified. A notice will be sent to the vampire Aubin Leclair and you’ll receive a letter letting you know the message has been delivered.”

Alexia closed her eyes and let out a long sigh, the weight of the world finally lifting off her shoulders. A single tear slipped from her closed lids and cascaded down her cheek, landing on her arm. She sniffed and opened her eyes once more.

“Thank you,” she announced to the councilmen. “Thank you for giving my life back to me.”

The one on the end nodded once, then the five took their leave. The room felt almost empty as Maxim and this Bertha picked up their things.

“Congratulations, Mademoiselle Daucourt,” Maxim whispered to her. “You deserve the world. Never allow a man, vampire or otherwise, to ever treat you that way. No one deserves it.” He glanced over to the other rep and smirked. “Not even you, who was so determined to keep this female in a prison.”

She lifted her brow at Maxim. “Sure, so says her.” She picked up her belongings and started toward the door.

“Thank you,” she told Maxim again. “If there’s anything I can do to help move this along, please let me know.”

“Of course,” he told her and placed a hand on her shoulder. “Good luck to you, Alexia Daucourt. You have a long life ahead of you.” He paused for a moment, removing his hand from her shoulder. “Do you think you’ll ever consider becoming a concubine again?”

She shrugged. “Maybe. I know not everyone is this way. I guess I was dealt a bad hand.”

He smiled. “Great way to look at it. Go out into the world as a free blood demon. Do check in with The Covenant, though.”

“Yes,” she stepped past him. “They’ll be well aware of my whereabouts.”

Headed to the meeting room door, she glanced back again in the room. “Funny how all decisions pertaining to The Covenant here takes place here. And yet, I’ve never met our rulers.”

“I have,” Maxim told her. “They attend some of the claiming ceremonies, but strangely enough, they do not have a concubine themselves.”

“Really?” she asked and raised her brows. “Any particular reason why?”

“Same as anyone. They haven’t found the right one.”

“Hmm,” she said to herself.

“Here’s the information to the hotel you’ll be staying at until the contract is filed as nullified. No one has access to records to where you might be, in case you’re wondering about Aubin.”

“How do you know he won’t find me? What if he has friends on the inside?”

“Good question, but please trust in our system. Not even I know where you’ll be staying.”

She smiled with a slight nod and accepted the sealed documentation. The emblem of The Covenant pressed into wax held the papers in a tri-fold. She tucked them into her purse and slung it over her shoulder. Extending her hand, she smiled. “I appreciate everything you did and getting me out of this. It’s time I move on to bigger and better things.”

“Yes,” he shook her hand. “I agree.” Dropping her hand, he picked up his briefcase. “What’s next for you after this?”

She shrugged. “One day at a time, I guess. I’d like to get clothes of my own and figure out how I fit into this world after that asshole kept me locked away for so long.”

He nodded. “Keep me in the loop if anything happens. The Covenant will send an email to you once everything is settled, as we discussed. And if I may be so bold,” he leaned in and grinned. “Go back into the choosing ceremony. Give it another round. There’s bound to be a group of vampires who would treat you like the princess you deserve to be.”

She felt her cheeks warm. “I appreciate that very much, but I’m not a princess in need of a rescue. I want to find a few knights along my way through life, but all in due time.”

“Have a good rest of your evening, Alexia Daucourt. It’s been a pleasure working with you.”

“Likewise.” 

Maxim Lambert took his exit and before Alexia left the room, she took one last look upon the portraits of the four covenant leaders. She wanted a closer look and carried herself back into the meeting room. 

Coming up to the first of four portraits, her gaze set on a man with an inscription of Jean-Paul on a golden plaque. He had what looked to be broad shoulders and dark, sandy blond hair, slightly on the longer side, and his eyes were an azure color of blue. It was almost staggering how the artist had captured the man’s beauty. 

Next to him read the name Marcus. This vampire had a paler look to him with raven black hair and a set of the greenest eyes. The smirk on his lips told her everything she needed to know about him. He was danger wrapped up in a red bow waiting to be unraveled.

The third read Stephen. His hair was a platinum shade of blond, almost silver, that fell past his shoulders, and his eyes were almost white, the blue pigment was like that of a mid-morning sky. He looked more dangerous than the previous vampire, in an almost deceitful sort of way.

Then the final vampire had the name of Pierre under it. Pierre had the darkest brown eyes, almost black, she’d ever looked upon. His hair was a dark, chestnut brown, and he had a beard cut close to his face. He seemed to have a gentleness to him that was captured in the portrait, but then again, looks could be deceiving.

Taking a few steps back, she felt the table touch the back of her legs. The voices of men caught her attention and fear rocketed through her, causing her heart to pound in her chest.

She closed her eyes and put her hand over her heart. 

It’s not him. 

You’re safe. 

It’s just the people who work here. 

When she opened her eyes, Alexia rushed across the floor to leave the room and make it to her hotel, into the safety of her own bed. As she reached the door, the voices grew closer. She glanced down the hall and to the short distance to where six men stood. One of them glanced her way.

She blinked. He looked just like his painting. The vampire smirked, then turned back to the conversation. It was Pierre, one of The Covenant leaders.

Closing the meeting room door behind her, she slipped out into the hall, hoping not to be heard or seen. Although, Pierre had already looked upon her, but not the way Aubin had looked down at her. No, this was quite different and there was a hint of desire in his eyes. It was quick, she’d almost missed it but it was there.

Then again, she had been alone for so long, anyone looking her way could be considered desirable. 

Stop it.

She made her way out of the hall into the front corridor of the building. The evening air of Paris slipped around her, causing her to quake where she stood. She took quick steps toward the road’s edge, intending to flag down her ride back to the hotel. 

When a hand touched her shoulder, she screamed and jerked away.

Turning, wide eyed, she saw it was the man who’d smirked at her in the hall. He held his hands up and took a step back. 

“Excusez-moi, mademoiselle, désolé pour la frayeur.”

She blinked and lifted her brows. “Je ne parle pas français.” Almost too embarrassed to look into his luscious brown eyes, she shifted her gaze to the ground.

“Ahh, American. Okay, no problem,” he offered. “I said, I did not mean to give you a fright. Are you all right?”

She nodded but didn’t give him her gaze. “Yes, I’ll be fine. I’m waiting on my ride.”

“What is your name?” 

Did she tell him? 

Why was he out here talking to her? 

What did he want? 

She chanced a glance at him and immediately regretted it. He smiled and tightened his black cashmere coat around his body. Good lord, he was beautiful.

A car pulled up next to her, catching her attention. “My ride is here. And yes, I’m okay, thank you.” She turned to the car and leaned in. “Hotel Edgar, s’il vous plaît.”

He nodded and motioned for her to get into the car. She turned back to the vampire and was surprised to still see him standing there. If this was, indeed, Pierre, he was a covenant leader. She was no one. 

Why was he out here with her?

“My name?”

He nodded.

“Umm, Alexia. Alexia Daucourt, sir.”

“Pierre DuBois.” He held his hand out for hers.

She hesitated for a moment, then placed her hand in his. “Pleasure to meet you.”

“The pleasure is mine,” he whispered and pressed his lips to the back of her hand. “I hope to see you soon, blood demon.”

She gasped and yanked her hand back from him. 

He grinned and a sinister, yet gentle smile spread across his lips. He turned on his heel and started back toward The Covenant building.

Alexia slid into the car and closed the door. The driver took off and she sat back in the seat, grinning at the moment she just had with Pierre DuBois, one of the vampire leaders of the European sector. 

But why would he follow her out of the building? 

Was there more to this man, and did he know who she was and why she was there today?
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Alexia couldn’t help but think of the vampire she’d met, one of the leaders of the European coven, Pierre DuBois. He was kind, friendly, and one of the most striking men she’d ever looked upon. Why the leaders did not have a concubine of their own was definitely confusing, but it wasn’t something she worried over at the moment. What consumed her mind was getting the annulment in order from her vampire.

Aubin Leclair was nothing more than a slave owner. The moment she accepted his hand, in the back of her mind, she knew it was wrong. She longed for attention, for love, for acceptance, and getting it from one man was never the issue. However, when she gazed upon a concubine selected by a coven of vampires, it struck her then the mistake she’d made. 

Was it greed? 

Absolutely, but she never would have held that against Aubin. 

That night, he wined and dined her, giving her the impression of the luxuries the vampire community in Paris was known for. She would want for nothing and anything she needed, he would have provided.

Or so she thought.

That night, when he brought her home, he escorted her to the attic. The room was dark and musty. Light barely crept through the ceiling and the lone window was a small port type hole that had shutters across it. And they didn’t move. It was merely for decoration. 

There was a twin sized mattress in the corner of the room with threadbare blankets, a small side table, and everything else belonged to Aubin. 

She blinked and turned back to her vampire. “I don’t understand,” she had whispered.

He reached for her hand and squeezed it, then metal wrapped around her wrist, metal clanking as it snapped closed. When he dropped her hand, she glanced down and gasped.

“What is this? What are you doing?”

He grinned such a sadistic smirk it sent a shiver of fear down her spine. She backed away from him until the chain pulled at her arm.

“Welcome home, mon amour.”

She gritted her teeth and snarled. “I am most definitely not your love. You just wait until The Covenant hears about this!”

“And how will they hear about it, ma petit?”

She growled and pulled at the restraints. Pain shot through her arm and she cried out. Gripping her arm, she pulled it to her chest and stared at vampire before her. She had made a grave mistake accepting his offer. 

Closing her eyes, Alexia brought herself out of her memories. It was midday in Paris, two weeks after her meeting with The Covenant. Opening her eyes once more, she stared out the window of her hotel room onto the terrace. The grass was green, and from her view, she could see the Eiffel Tower. At night, the tower was lit up with twinkling lights and it was a spectacular sight. 

Although the sun was up, the air was crisp. She tugged her cardigan around her body a little tighter and absentmindedly rubbed the scar around her wrist, the one that was caused by the shackle given to her by Aubin.

Turning away from the window, she made her way through her bedroom to the desk. She took a seat and crossed her legs. A note from The Covenant sat unfolded next to the bedroom telephone. Picking it up once more, she looked over the heading, then the letter.

To Miss Alexia Daucourt,

Please be aware arrangements have been made for your stay in the Hotel Edgar until the annulment is completed. Upon that time, if you wish to resume your life as a concubine to a vampire, or vampires, the choice shall be yours. If you forfeit that right, we’ll request your services as a donor. The decision is yours.

As soon as the declaration has been delivered, word will be sent your way and the vampire Aubin Leclair will be dealt with accordingly.

Kind regards,

Silvia, Assistant to The Covenant Leaders

With a sigh, she set the letter back down and raised her eyes to look at herself in the mirror just above the desk. She wasn’t left with much of a choice, really. Become another concubine or a donor. Either way, she would never be free.

She frowned at herself and grew curious why a mirror would be placed above the desk. The lighting was horrible for applying any kind of makeup. 

Why else would it be there? 

Behind her, the bed came into view and she smirked. Of course, some enjoyed watching themselves in the mirror while they fucked.

Alexia could see the draw to do something like that, but it had been so long since she’d been with anyone intimately. Aubin tried, but he never succeeded. Thankfully. 

She tugged at her sleeves and stared at the skin of her forearms. Faded scars and a few not so faded stared back at her. When she was locked up, in the darkness of not only the attic, but of her own mind, she began cutting herself. The pain reminded her she was alive, and it was becoming something of an addiction. She never cut deep, only just enough to draw a little bit of blood.

Was it like serving herself up to her vampire? 

Probably, but that wasn’t the intent. She needed to know she was alive. She refused to be a victim. She would survive this vampire and having escaped on her own, she would be free once more.

Well, as free as The Covenant would allow her to be. 

She glanced toward the bedroom door and curiosity grew what would be on the other side. Of course, the hallway, but she wondered, often, if it would be Aubin waiting there to kidnap her and bring her back to the attic room. 

That fear kept her from touching the doorknob, but she couldn’t let him have that control. She needed to get past it and know she was strong. She would get through this, and he would no longer have that hold over her. She would no longer look over her shoulder to see if he was there. 

At least, that was her plan. But for now, looking over her shoulder was one of the ways she could attempt to protect herself. She never knew when the vampire could or would show up, but at least during the daytime, it was less likely.

Vampires did not combust in the sunlight like it was portrayed in the movies, but their skin did burn. It was like a fair person being out in the sun without sunscreen. In a few minutes time, their skin would burn red. It was like that with vampires, but worse. Their skin could blister, but they would not combust. 

Vampires walked in broad daylight sometimes, but they would always be covered, head to toe. Large, oversized hat usually gave away who the vampire was, especially during an overcast day, paired with a scarf in the middle of summer was like looking upon a moving target.

But most humans had no idea, and it was best to keep it that way. Imagine humanity realizing they were not alone.

Blood demons and vampires walked the earth long before humans did, dating back to the ice age era. It was crazy to think about, but considering the extremes the vampires could endure, it made sense.

With a sigh, Alexia stood and grabbed her sunglasses. She snagged her cell phone from the desk, compliments of The Covenant.

Room key in her pocket, she grabbed the door handle to exit and paused. 

Could she do this? 

Of course she could. But first... 

She stood on her toes and glanced through the peephole in the door. No one was on the other side. 

But could he be hiding down the corridor?

Now you’re being ridiculous.

With a deep inhale, she turned the knob and pulled the door open, then screamed, jumping back.

“Putain de merde,” a woman yelled, startled across the hall.

Placing a hand over her heart, Alexia let a laugh escape, then shook her head. “I’m so sorry,” she started. “I didn’t realize someone would be out here.” Nor did I see anyone.

“American?” the woman asked.

“Yes.”

“Welcome to Paris,” the woman told her. “And please, do not cry out like that again. It will draw unnecessary attention.” The woman glanced down Alexia’s body, then back up again, as if sizing her up, maybe judging her.

She was right, though. Yelling in an otherwise silent hall could draw the security guards nearby. No one needed that sort of regard. Then again, if she had the protection of the guards, then there was no way Aubin could get to her.

Maybe.

Possibly.

Down the hall, a mother and her child turned the corner and headed in their direction. The small girl bounced on the balls of her feet, carrying what looked like some sort of sucker. 

“Mama, can we please go to the tower again?”

“Soon, honey,” the mother answered.

Alexia looked back at the woman and offered a cordial smile. “Have a nice day.” She closed the hotel door behind her and started down the hall.

Baby steps. She could eat in the hotel dining area. Maybe venture out to the nearest bakery. There were tons in Paris. She hated having to look over her shoulder every second of the day, but right now, it was necessary. Until the paperwork was signed and sealed, she was still the property of Aubin. 

The thought churned the emptiness in her stomach. 

Property. 

Nothing more than a living doll kept in the attic to collect dust. 

Taking the elevator down, her heart sped when the doors opened. Not sure what she might run into, the emptiness of the hotel entry was certainly not expected. 

It was quiet. 

Almost too quiet. 

She glanced at the time on her phone. It was later in the afternoon, but not sunset. A young man behind the guest counter glanced at her and smiled.

She returned it, then with a sigh, approached the desk and placed her hands folded atop it. “Excuse me, but where is the closest place to grab something to eat? Walking distance?”

He cleared his throat as if having to think of what he wanted to say. Maybe English was new to him. 

Who knew?

“Oui, just down the road about two blocks. You’ll find a chocolat bakery.”

“Thank you,” she offered.

“Merci,” he said with a smile.

“Oh yes, forgive me. Merci,” she repeated.

“De rien.”

“That means you’re welcome?”

He nodded. “To ask for a bathroom, say, ‘oú sont les toilettes, s’il vous plaît.’”

“La salle de bain,” she repeated. “Merci, again.” 

“De rien.”

Not that I’ll need to go to the bathroom, but good to know.

She headed out of the hotel and the afternoon air filled her lungs. It was refreshing, yet, fearful. Aubin could be around any corner at any moment. 

Did he find out where The Covenant put her up? 

Would he attempt to find her, against any rulings they gave him? 

Knowing Aubin, anything was possible.

She slipped her sunglasses onto her face, not that she necessarily needed them, but if it helped disguise her, then she was all for it. 

After all, simple glasses disguised Superman when he was Clark Kent, so why not?

She crossed the road to the second intersection. Just on the other side was the bakery les divines pâtisseries. She stepped inside and the aroma of sugar and chocolate almost overwhelmed her. There were a few patrons inside, but it wasn’t crowded. The place was small, but not quaint. Black and white pictures of Paris hung on the walls, as did small decor items and wall sconces. 

She smiled; she couldn’t help herself. The place was perfect, a nice getaway from the everyday mundane. 

A woman behind the counter, tall and slender, met Alexia’s gaze and offered a friendly smile.

“Bon jour, madame,” the woman stated.

“Umm, parlez-vous anglais?” Alexia asked if the woman spoke English.

Her smile faltered slightly and she offered a curt nod. “Yes, most of us do.”

Alexia let a sigh of relief escape. 

I really need to learn to speak the language here. 

She bent down to the glass case of decadent desserts and considered buying one of everything. Having gone without for so long, being starved to the point of madness, everything that was in sight that looked edible caused her mouth to salivate. Then there was a ball shape of flaky dough and in the middle, it was filled with chocolate cream. She pointed to the treat and asked, “May I have half dozen, please?” 

The woman opened a bag and using tongs, pulled six small balls and dropped them into it. 

“I’ll also have hot chocolate, if you have it?”

“Of course, madame.” 

After watching the steam of the milk lift in the air, the woman mixed melted chocolate into the cup. It wasn’t the powder many Americans used, no, it was the real deal. Real hot chocolate. She couldn’t remember a time of ever having something like that.

The lady handed it over and asked for payment. Alexia pulled out twenty euros and handed it over. After accepting her change, she headed for the door and immediately sipped the hot drink. It was like a piece of heaven exploded in her mouth, caressing her tongue, and warming her from the inside out.

It was divine.

As much as she wanted to head out about town and experience the sights, she also felt the need to head back to the hotel. Anxiety plus the knowledge she was being guarded, to an extent, brought about ill feelings of dread. 

Popping one of the chocolate-filled balls into her mouth, she groaned at the unexpected pleasure of the sweetness. She could eat these daily, assuming she didn’t fall into a sugar coma. 

Then again, would that be so bad?

She smiled to herself as she paced back to her hotel. She expected to hear news soon of the nullified contract to Aubin. She had decisions to make; go on her own and become a donor, or subject herself to another vampire in hopes of a different life. She wasn’t over the torment Aubin put her through, and who knew how long that would actually take. 

Before she was paired, she’d read stories of women in abusive relationships. The cycle the man would put the woman through, from honeymoon periods to endless threats of violence. She never thought that would be her life, and she honestly didn’t see it coming. Men, or rather vampires, like Aubin Leclair, were sociopathic narcissists. Cold and callous behind closed doors, but in front of others, a kind gentlemen who would long for the praise and admiration of those around him. And Aubin believed it was all deserved, that he was God’s gift to everything. 

And what was worse? 

He would use the connections he made to attempt to climb to the top of whatever goal he was seeking, just to step on those who helped him get there.

Popping another decadent morsel in her mouth, she crossed the second block and made her way back to her hotel. The doorman nodded to her and opened the door as she passed through. She offered him thanks and pulled the sunglasses from her face as she entered the foyer.

At the welcome desk stood a man in a dress suit who casually chatted with the woman behind the desk. He glanced Alexia’s way and the softness of his gaze grew worrisome. She halted in her step as dread settled over her chest, squeezing at her heart.
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