
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Ariadne's Kiss

By 

Anna Rose



  	
	    
	      Also by Anna Rose

	    

      
	    
          
	      Tales of the Dragonguard

          
        
          
	          Aya's Dragon

          
        
          
	          Sara's Fire

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Sumaire Web

          
        
          
	          Siofra

          
        
          
	          Fiach Fola

          
        
          
	          Droch Fola

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Ariadne's Kiss

          
        
          
	          Luci: Rhoades to Hell

          
        
          
	          Tech Support: An Infernal Tale

          
        
          
	          The Forest

          
        
          
	          Promises

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Anna Rose’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Ariadne's Kiss. Copyright © 2019 by Anna Rose

Cover Art Copyright © 2019 Anna Rose

All Rights Reserved

––––––––

[image: ]


THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living, dead or Undead, is entirely coincidental.

This work is protected under the US Copyright Act of 1976, its subsequent amendments and all other applicable international, federal, state, and local laws.

No part of this work may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed:

Sumaire Press

Attention: Permissions Coordinator info@sumaire.com

www.sumaire.com

sumairepress.wordpress.com

E-mail: info@sumaire.com

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/SumairePress

Please remember to cite the work (and edition, where appropriate) to which you refer in your request.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Author's Note
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This book is dedicated with love to all the folks to whom I said I would never write a book like this one. So, to you, Mom, Kaitlyn, Rowan, NJ, and Christine...you're lovely.

Now you all stop laughing! I see you over there, trying to pretend you're not laughing. Your face has gone red.

So, if I said that I would never write a book like this one, how did it happen?

I started writing this book as sort of a contest with myself. Could I write a book in a particular period of time and still have it flow properly and have engaging characters?

I would like to think that I succeeded if only a little.

I write vampires. Vampires who aren't afraid to be what and who they are. If a human has to die to feed the vampire, then that is what does have to happen. There aren't any shortcuts. Those people looking for literary vampires searching for a "cure" for their condition need not read further.

Yes, my vampires not only bite, they drink—and they enjoy it. Human blood, not animal blood or artificial blood.

You have been warned. Flee while you can.
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Prologue
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Time for dinner. Again. He heaved a massive sigh as he thought about it.

It had been at least a week and a half since his last meal, and he was unable to wait any longer. While his stomach didn't churn, his mind was filled with images of what would happen if he didn't accede to the demands being placed upon him. It was not pretty, as had been the case the last time he had dragged things out too far. It had been at least fifty years since that time, but some situations, you never forget.

No matter how much you would like to forget.

Not for the first time, he had been forced to pack up and move rather quickly. He had long ago lost count of how many times he had changed residences over the centuries, but when you do not age, people start to notice. Over time, he had become more and more of a loner, preferring to keep to himself rather than create relationships with those around him who would grow old, infirm, and then die.

It was not at all that he hated himself. If that had been the case, he could and would have easily ended himself. It was merely that the enforced loneliness of his existence would sometimes weigh heavily on his soul.

Indeed, there were more like him out there. Countless others who enjoyed keeping the company of their own kind, that he had not found one with whom he shared that feeling of closeness. 

Perhaps it was because of the circumstances of his relationship between himself and him who had made him. Always contentious, never easy, with it all eventually coming to a very violent end.

And then it was another hundred years before his maker's friends, at least those who still survived, decided he was no longer a convenient target and left him to his own devices.

There was no sense in having a meal close to home. The neighbors were already tense with the rash of muggings and burglaries that had been occurring all over the township. There had even been a couple of outright killings. More than a few people now slept with a weapon close at hand.

He could not say that he blamed them for their caution. In their situation, he would probably have done the same.

He realized, however, that he could take advantage of the current unrest and entirely resolve at least part of the issue. He had needed no weapon, as he was the weapon.

With that in mind, he ventured out. A starving gourmand in search of the perfect meal.
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One


ARIADNE
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"Excuse me, miss, but this is the ten items or less line. You're going to have to use the other checkout lane," the cashier objected as she saw the half full cart being queued up behind her lone customer. Ariadne looked over at the indicated lane and its line of at least three bored and impatient customers.

"But you only have the one customer!" she objected. The cashier gave her a dirty look. It seemed as though it was the only expression of which she was capable. “Can’t you please let me check out here? I’ve already emptied half my cart onto the belt.”

"Hey, I only enforce the rules the boss gives me, chickie-boo. If you don’t like it, you can find another store." Ariadne wondered if the checker was somehow related to the store owner since she had such a shitty attitude and was able to get away with being such a bitch.

Making a face, Ariadne reluctantly moved her groceries back into the cart and then moved to the end of the other lane, which had now grown by another two customers. The lone customer in the express lane made an unpleasant sound and spoke to the cashier in an undertone.

The cashier giggled conspiratorially and glanced at her, malice in her eyes. Ariadne had the nagging feeling that there was something she was missing, but couldn't place it. 

Several minutes later and not for the first time, Ariadne wished she could just bulldoze her way through the line in the little community store, but knew that she had few options. It just was not fair. This was the only open store in at least five miles. The others had closed down due to a lack of business when their customers began to move out of town.

Once Ariadne made it to the cashier, it was all she could do not to scream when that worthy sent the bagboy back to check on a price. That the store should have had electronic registers with that information carefully programmed into them, instead of the antiques would have made entirely too much sense, she supposed.

After what seemed four or five additional minutes, the bagboy returned with the price, and the checkout continued. While it would have made sense for the checker to have continued to check out Ariadne’s other items, he had waited until the bagboy returned before continuing the process.

Finally, getting through the long line in the store and out the door, Ariadne gave a mild curse when she saw the clamp over her car's tire. That was why the bitch in the express lane had been so very amused. She had only been in the store for an additional five minutes over the twenty minute limit and they had swooped in to greedily secure their bribe. It had been a long time since last she had been inattentive enough to be caught but now caught she was, and she would have to face the consequences.

Yes, a bribe it would be, as it was common knowledge that the guards would wait and watch for the aggrieved automobile owner to make an appearance and realize they were facing towing fees and whatever other penalties the city saw fit to attach to a vehicle before returning it to its owner. Ariadne suspected that the building's owner took a cut of the guards' take, as, despite numerous complaints to management, the practice continued.

She knew that her bank account was nearly empty, so there was no way she would be able to afford the accustomed two hundred dollar bribe that would be required to remove the clamp instead of sending it off to the towing yard.  Kiting a check was out of the question, as they only took cash bribes. They knew better, sadly enough. There wasn't anything for it but to walk home and hope that she could get the money together to collect it from the tow yard before they sold it out from under her.

Ariadne imagined them watching from some shadowy vantage point to see what she would do. Brensen's, the company which owned both the store and building, usually hired kids barely out of high school to do their dirty work, so they were still immature enough to delight in others' inconvenience. Pete Brensen was a wannabe mobster with a lot of friends out there, and you did not cross him by getting the cops involved in disputes. It never ended well.

"Well, old girl, guess you'll have to buck up and haul all of this mess home," she said aloud to no one in particular, shifting the canvas straps of her shopping bags onto her shoulders. "Maybe I can ask Father for a small loan."

The sun had gone down awhile ago, so it was just about full dark as she walked along the sidewalk on her way to her cottage. The leafy trees that lined her route cast long shadows along the ground, their dense foliage blocking even the Moon's eerie light. 

It was not the best neighborhood. So many communities were overrun with all sorts of the kind of people her folks would call "bad elements," but there was not anything she could do about it. It was the only place that offered rents low enough that she could afford to pay for a place of her own. Her father was not willing to help her out, so this was her reality. She had wanted to get a dog, but her landlord had just about come unglued when she suggested it to him the last time he came to collect the rent. 

Apparently, he worried that a dog in the tiny closet of a studio apartment would somehow reduce the place's value. Ariadne believed that a dog would only increase its value, but she wasn't in any position to argue with him about it. 

Ariadne only became conscious of the footsteps behind her as they came closer, and she realized they had been going on for at least the past few minutes. As she quickened her steps, those behind her did as well, and Ariadne realized she had a problem on her hands.

She allowed one of the bags, the one that held a three pound bag of potatoes, to slip down toward her right elbow. As she heard her pursuer close the distance behind her, she let the bag slip down to her waiting and then spun around, swinging her bag in a wide arc as she did so, screaming out profanities for good measure.

She watched as the bag connected with the head of an unkempt man who appeared to be holding a short bladed knife in one hand. Her would-be assailant was knocked sideways and then crumpled to the ground from the force of the spud powered impact. His blade fell from his fingers and then danced across the cement slab of the sidewalk, eventually ending its travels at the edge of the tall grass.

Rather than stay and stare, Ariadne took the opportunity to run, glad that she had on a good pair of flat shoes, rather than heels, which would have been useless in a foot pursuit. She thought she had put a decent amount of distance between herself and her grounded assailant when she suddenly found herself being tackled and felt the cold blade of the knife against her throat.

"Goddamned bitch! I'll show you to fight back!" he grated at her, and she felt the bite of the blade's point as it stabbed its way into the flesh at her throat. "All you women are alike! Fucking whores!"

Ariadne cried out in terror but knew that most of the houses along the block were empty, victims of the countless foreclosures caused by the recession. There was no one to hear her, and now she would die. A small part of her wondered if he would hide her body in one of those vacant homes, or simply leave her where she died.

That would undoubtedly be a pungent surprise when the bank came by to check on its holdings.

Even as she tried to fight off her attacker, Ariadne felt warm blood, her warm blood, flowing out from her throat. Without being able to see it, she knew it was a mortal wound. Her blows became weaker as she lost blood, and her muscles became starved of oxygen. Her end was near, and she knew it. She could feel it as her unknown assailant pulled her pants down and began to fumble at his own waist. If he waited too much longer, he would be fucking a corpse. 

Maybe that was what he really wanted. A warm corpse to fuck. A dead woman could not fight back. She hoped she would die quickly, rather than lingering. She had been there when her mother died in the hospital, and it had torn her apart inside to see her mother linger.

So much for the car. Perhaps the next owner would appreciate the stereo that only seemed to get AM stations and the trick clutch that didn't always want to behave when driven on sharp inclines. She randomly wondered if there were cars in the Afterlife.

As Ariadne's eyes began to close for the last time, she heard a grunt from above her, and the weight of her attacker suddenly went away. She tried to open her eyes to see what was happening, but her lids were too heavy to do so.

Warm drops of some fluid fell on her face and onto her lids, but try as she might, Ariadne couldn't wipe them away. She no longer had the strength to do so and could feel herself drifting away, the blackness of eternity beginning to close over her. 

She felt herself being picked up suddenly, and as her mind released itself to whatever afterlife might await her, she could only wonder why she felt another sharp pain at her throat. It had already been cut. Why did that have to happen all over again?
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Two


[image: ]




It was the all consuming hunger that woke Ariadne. She could not get enough of the salty sweet goodness that oozed over her lips, and she clamped her teeth over its source, sucking it down as hard and as fast as she could. Something told her it was important to do this, although she couldn't have told you why it was so very important.

She gave a soft growl as she felt a hand at the back of her head, afraid someone would take this bounty from her. Instead of receiving a remonstrative cuff, Ariadne heard an amused chuckle, and the hand shifted its position to hold her closer to the fountain at which she drank.

"Easy, little one, there will be plenty more for you soon," said a pleasantly tenor voice. "Drink deeply. This one is going nowhere."

Heeding the words of this mysterious person, Ariadne continued to drink, gulping down everything she could until no more of the delicious bounty flowed from its source. 

She felt the rise of her desire in her body as the feeling rose to a sexual intensity. Never had food or drink done anything like this to her before. Her entire body throbbed with her building orgasm, and when she finally released herself to its blossoming grip, she cried out her satisfaction to the world.

Only then did she open her eyes and see what she had been feasting upon, and the feeling changed from release to terror.

With a scream, she jumped back and let the cooling corpse drop to the floor beside her. She scrambled backward, one hand to her mouth in horror. The ruin of the corpse's throat made it obvious that no blade had done this damage, and as her tongue discovered the painfully sharp fangs that now were a part of her mouth, she knew what had wrecked that havoc on human flesh.

"It is all right, my dear," said the tenor voice, and she turned to see a well dressed, pale skinned man behind her. He was a little more than six feet tall, with dark wavy hair and eyes that danced with mirth. From what she could determine, he had been in his early to mid thirties when he had been turned. To her suddenly enhanced vision, it appeared that he had no blemishes to speak of on his face.

She could see tiny flecks of blood on his button down shirt and knew they had come from the body that lay on the ground in front of her. She found that she could actually smell the blood on him, and that disturbed her even more. "He was well on his way to death when you fed upon him. Waste not, want not!"

Ariadne did not find his humor particularly funny but said nothing. She was still too shocked at what she had become and what she had done to another human being.

Another human being? It was obvious even to her that she was no longer human, and she gave a bitter laugh. 

"What have you done to me," she asked the strange man. "Why have you done this to me?"

He laughed again, a delightfully warm sound that made her stomach tense, but in a good way.

"It seemed senseless that you die, so I made you a vampire," he told her simply. "Would you rather have died?"

Ariadne opened her mouth to respond but realized he was right and finally just shook her head dumbly. She could not argue, as much as she might have wanted to.

Yes, he was right. She would not have wanted to die, but it was the method of her relative survival that bothered her. If the stories were right, Ariadne knew what her continued survival would entail, and she was not sure she could do that.

"I can imagine your thoughts," he continued. "When you're hungry, it won't matter what you think of what you are, you'll feed. You'll have no choice in the matter."

"How can I eat a human being?" she demanded. "What gives me the right to murder another person?"

"This is what happens when you're a vampire," he replied. "You feed while you can still control yourself, or you feed when your mind finally snaps from the hunger. This is the way things are when you're a vampire."

He held a robe over one arm, gesturing toward a small plastic child's tub on the ground near the stone wall. It was only then that she realized she was completely naked, although caked in drying blood and other filth. Part of her became quite suddenly aware that part of that filth was her own urine and feces.

Standing her ground defiantly, Ariadne set her jaw and stared at the vampire before her. She was amazed at the bravery she managed to muster in the face of someone who obviously had so much power over her.

"Who are you?"

"Ah, my apologies, young one. I'm called Havelock Finch," he told her, giving her a deep bow. What an unusual name, seeming quite old to her ears. "I am your maker. What is your name? I couldn't find any ID on you when I searched your things."

"I'm Ariadne. Ariadne Caroline," she replied, confused. His words didn't make any sense, but her innate politeness made her answer him anyway. "My maker? I kind of figured that part out. It wasn't that hard."

Indeed it was not. She could smell that this vampire was her maker, whatever that meant. It was not something about his exterior scent, which was pleasant enough, with just a hint of cologne she could not quite place. It was something from deep inside him that sang to her like a perfectly rendered musical note and made her reluctant to disobey him. She wondered how something like that could happen.

"Yes, your maker," he repeated. He gestured again at the plastic kiddie pool. "Go and cleanse yourself. Wash the remains of your humanity from your flesh and emerge as your new self. You'll find cleansers and lotions on the table next to it."

Ariadne obediently went to the tub and climbed in, surprised that the cold water inside the thing did not bother her in the least, as she'd always been a bit of a wimp where cold pools were concerned. A tiny part of her brain reminded Ariadne that a dead body isn't warm anymore, so it wouldn't feel lower temperature differences as sharply.

She grabbed a sponge and a bottle of some body scrub from the table next to her and used them to scrub at the crust that had accumulated on her skin. Dried feces, blood, and other things she was unable to identify came away as a murky appearing sludge, and it felt good to have it gone.

"When I fed you with my own blood, it made the bond between us and began the transformation that made you a vampire," he told her as she washed. "I'm sure that you can feel that bond. It will always be there, to one degree or another."

Ariadne did not speak as she scrubbed hard at her skin, but only listened as Havelock spoke. His voice was wonderfully soothing, and her distress lessoned the more he spoke.

"Do you not think it is time to change out the water, my dear?" He asked gently, breaking her focus on what he was saying.

Looking down at the grotesque contents of the once pristine pool, and finding herself revolted by what she stood in, Ariadne upended it to pour out the filthy water and looked around for a hose to rinse the thing out. Finding one, she did just that and then refilled it with water. Climbing back in and sitting down to recline in it, she washed her hair three times, running her fingers through it once she had applied the conditioner to work it in as much as she could.

After rinsing it all out, she grabbed a small towel from next to her and twisted it and her hair into a tight bun, then stepped out, grabbing what had to be the largest and plushest towel she had ever seen to wrap around her body. It made it around twice, it was so long, and she could not help but revel in the softness of the thing. It was simply amazing. Ariadne wondered where he had found it.

"Come with me," was all he said, and Ariadne found herself doing just that, as though she was on automatic pilot. "There is clothing in here that you may find to your liking."

Indeed, the room he took her to in the rather large house was filled with clothing of all types, from rather dated pieces to more modern items. Going through them, she chose clothing that fit with her normal idea of clothing, so she was soon clad in comfortable jeans, a loose ecru sweater and soft leather knee high boots with a short heel. She did not dare ask where and why he had so much varied clothing there, as she was uncomfortable with what the answer might be. As it was, all of the clothing was without tags and impeccably clean, so there was no evidence she could see of its origins.

"Thank you," she said simply, and he nodded, grunting. His mind was clearly somewhere else, and she wondered what was going on.

"Come."

Again, she followed she was bid, and he took her to a room that was easily twice the size of her small apartment, all by itself. He gestured broadly in a way that encompassed the entirety of the room, from the large bed that resided in the center of the room to the heavy wood furniture that lined the walls.

"This will be your room, Ariadne Caroline," he told her. "Make yourself comfortable. I have an important errand I must run, but you're to remain inside while I'm gone."

And with that, he was gone, and Ariadne was left to her own devices.

Looking more closely at the furniture in her room Ariadne, who knew a little something about furniture, saw that her room contained pieces that might even be museum quality. They were far and away much more valuable than the stuff that had graced the inside of her old apartment.

As she thought that, Ariadne suddenly burst into tears as the realization hit her.

Although it had not been said, she knew that she would never know her old life again. Things had changed for her permanently, and that this strange vampire who she barely knew was her master. Ariadne knew there was no way she could disobey him. Even the thought of leaving the place after being told she must stay inside was almost painful to consider. What kind of power made something like that possible? It was all so confusing.

Ariadne lost track of time, but what must have been hours later, she began to feel hungry once more.

It was not the kind of hungry where you know that a nibble from last night's mac and cheese will stave things off for a time. It was the kind of hunger that went deep in to her bones. It was an agony she had never before experienced, and as it worsened, she actually felt her fangs becoming longer if such a thing were possible. Looking into the full length mirror, she saw that it was indeed possible, and also saw how much of a change had been wrought in her.

She saw some of the old Ariadne Caroline in the image that was reflected back at her, but the differences were vast.

The Ariadne she regarded had impossibly pale skin and piercing blue eyes that were at odds with her auburn hair. Her cheekbones seemed sharper, and when she stripped herself naked so that she could see herself better, Ariadne was hard pressed to make out the veins on her arms and legs. It was as though they had sunken deep into her flesh, but upon reflection, she realized that there was no longer blood in those veins, so there was no reason they would plump out against the barrier of her skin.

She took a closer look at her fangs and saw that where they had perhaps been a half inch long while she fed earlier in the day, they were now at least a full inch long. Ariadne wondered if that was related to her hunger, or if she would always look as though she were saber toothed, but then recalled that she had not seen such fangs on her maker. Logic told her it was related to the hunger that held her and made her hurt so very much.

Pushing on them gently, she discovered that they were indeed retractable, although, in the throes of her hunger, she was unable to force them completely back again.

Trying to distract herself until his return, she clothed herself once again and went on an exploration of the house. Its vastness surprised her.

There appeared to be two stories above ground and at least another two belowground. A locked door in what seemed to be the basement suggested that it went down even further. The house was filled with the same kinds of old furniture, although it appeared that each room had its own style. 

There was even a kitchen, but the refrigerator contained only a bowl of slightly past their sell by date lemons in a stoneware bowl and a half full bottle of vodka. The stove was impeccably clean, with not even the smallest evidence that it had ever been used to cook upon.

It was a doll's house, only rendered in full size instead of play sized.

Ariadne was inspecting the legion of books in the vast room that housed what must be the library when she heard the door open, and she smelled not only her maker but a musty aroma that caught her attention and brought her right to where he now stood.

Havelock held a man by the nape of his heavy coat. His hands had been bound with what looked like plastic police cuffs, and a gag had been placed in his mouth to muffle all but the crudest squeals. Havelock gestured at Ariadne to back away, and she did so, hungry as she was.

Following along behind him, they went down into the lowest floor she had been able to explore, and then Havelock unlocked the door she had been unable to open. When he turned the knob, it opened onto a long stairway that went down what seemed quite a long way. Unlocking the door at the foot of those stairs, he revealed a huge room that contained nothing at all but a hard cement floor and four featureless walls.

It was only as an afterthought that Ariadne realized she could see all this even with the lights off.

Havelock entered the room and quickly unbound and removed the gag from his victim, shoving the human further into the room.

"Run," he said. And the human ran in the dark, stumbling over nothing. He picked himself up and began to run again, and Ariadne laughed. Her hunger had reached a fever pitch, but a kind of cruelty had taken her, cruelty she never had before experienced, but found she now enjoyed. 

"Remove your clothing," he told Ariadne, and she hastened to obey. The cool air of the big empty room felt good against her skin, and she found it a little odd that she felt no embarrassment at standing naked in a room with strangers.

"Enjoy," Havelock told her, and gave one of his grand gestures. Ariadne felt released and raced after the human, the pounding of his beating heart and the salty sweet aroma of his blood filling her with a kind of greed. It was all going to be hers.

She ran faster than she ever could recall having run before, her feet eating up the ground in a blur. It didn't take her long at all before she was close enough to capture him. 

Something made her wait before she attacked. Instead, she stood just a dozen feet or so behind him and gave a low hiss. Ariadne was rewarded with the delightful sound of his heartbeat racing up to something that would kill the human if he managed to survive too much longer. The increased heartbeat heated his blood even further and made him all the more delectable to her starving tissues.
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