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 Vampire
Awakening



 by
Molly Ellis


THE PHONE rang shrilly in the silence of the night. Amy
jerked awake, swearing as she glanced at the clock and saw the
time. She was half expecting this call but it had come earlier than
usual. She reached over and picked up her phone, answering the
call.






“He’s struck
again then,” she said calmly. She listened for a few moments “Same
M.O. as the last seven victims? Alright, I’ll be right there.”






Amy climbed
from her bed and began to dress, thinking all the time about this
case. Once a week for the past seven weeks they’d been finding
women dead in hotel rooms. They were local women who had no real
reason to be staying in a hotel nearby, all with steady jobs and
pleasant lives. There was nothing to link these victims together
except the day that their bodies were discovered and the fact that
each victim was totally drained of blood. Most of the officers on
the force were screaming vampire but Amy was reluctant to jump
straight to that conclusion given recent anti-vampire sentiments
that had been growing through the area.






As she drove
to the station Amy continued to run the case through her mind.
Nothing was making sense about this and it was beginning to
frustrate her. There was something she was missing, she knew it.
Something dug at her insides, gnawing at her stomach every time she
got a call about a new victim and there was nothing she could do to
make it go away. It was telling her that there was something about
these crimes that spoke to her, that she should remember or she was
missing a small detail that could be the most important part of the
puzzle.






The most disturbing thing though, was that it felt similar to
a feeling she'd had for as long as she could remember. It felt like
a part of her was missing, an important part, and all that was left
in its place was a gaping hole of nothingness. Someone or something
had used to be there and something had happened to take it away
from her. She remembered when she had woken up with no memory in
the hospital, how the police had worked to try and regain some of
her identity and how she had begun to realize how well suited she
was for police work.






She had shot through the ranks so quickly she was surprised
to make Detective. Still though that emptiness bit at her,
reminding her always that there was something missing from her
life. She worked hard, striving to find it, hoping that one day her
memory would return or she would find something new to fill that
void.






Perhaps that
was why she was working desperately to find the culprit behind the
murders. The two feelings lessened each other and she felt like it
was all connected. Amy didn’t like the idea of her missing memory
being linked to the murders, the thought terrified her and she had
decided to herself that the sooner the culprit was found the sooner
she could sleep easily again.






“Sergeant Bronwin,” she called as she walked through the bull
pen. She could feel the eyes of the other officers and detectives
on her but she ignored them. She instead focused her gaze on her
superior and the other detective on the case. “What do we
have?”






Sergeant Bronwin led her and the other detective into the
incident room and shut the door behind them.






“The killer
slipped up,” he said quietly, looking at them both intently “He
slipped up and finally we have a lead.”






“Brilliant,”
Amy said with a small smile. Her heart sank that the killer had
taken another victim but she was overjoyed that they finally had
something to go on. “What happened? Normally our guy is
ridiculously careful about leaving any evidence behind.”






“The victim, Lucy Spelling, was on high alert what with the
reports about a serial killer blanketing the media. Not scared
enough to stay inside but she took precautions. She was carrying
this,” the other detective, Detective Muldoon, held up a small
spray can within a plastic evidence bag. Amy took it from
him.






“Mace?” she
asked.






“Nope,” Muldoon said with a grin, “Our girl was carrying a
combination spray of holy water laced with silver nitrate. She
managed to spray her assailant before he killed her. He wasn’t
happy about it and made a lot of noise. The manager of the hotel
came to see what was going on and when he got no reply to his knock
on the door he let himself in. The killer was surprised; the
manager got a good look at his face before he jumped out the
window. He’s with a sketch artist now. We were right about it being
a vamp.”






“Wow, that’s
one hell of a breakthrough.” Amy said, staring at the board “And
all because someone was prepared. So that’s why we got her case now
rather than in the morning after checking out time. He was
interrupted and seen.”






“That’s not all Detective Lane,” Muldoon said, sitting down
at the table. Amy turned to look at him “It turns out that our girl
was a reporter, she was working on a piece about the vampire sex
trade, specifically the jobs of gigolos and escorts. She’d arranged
an undercover interview with one through a website she’d heard
about from a friend of a friend. The friend’s name happened to be
Stephanie Eldora…”






“Victim number
3,” Amy said, tapping Stephanie’s picture with a long slender
finger.






“Our techs are going through each victim’s computers and
email, searching for any other links and they found this,”
Detective Muldoon placed screenshots of the escort website on the
table. It was for vampire escorts, both male and female. “What do
you want to bet that this was the reason for them all being in
hotels when they live locally anyway.”






“So what’s our
next move then?” Amy asked warily. All this progress was all well
and good but there was something about it all that wasn’t sitting
right. She could feel it in her gut, that gnawing feeling was
growing stronger the longer she looked at the crime scene photos.
“Have the escort agency agreed to tell us who these women were
seeing when they died?”






“Unfortunately
not. Their clients all signed confidentiality agreements so they
can’t release details. We’re trying for a warrant but it could take
days.” Sergeant Bronwin said with a sigh. “But we have another
idea…”






Detective Amy Lane was a good detective, she knew how to do
her job and she had great instincts for what was about to happen
next. That was why she wasn’t overly surprised by the words that
left the Sergeant’s mouth.






“The killer
clearly has a type. Tall, slim, white women with red hair and blue
eyes. All in their late twenties to early thirties. They’re all
successful women with good careers and they take care of
themselves. They have all arranged dates with this escort agency
and wound up dead. There’s a chance that this is how the killer
finds his victims. He waits until they submit a date request and a
picture and under the pretense of offering his services he lures
them to the hotel room where he drains them dry and leaves them to
be found the next morning by the cleaning ladies. With all of this
information I think that we can set up an undercover operation. And
fortunately we have an officer who’s very experienced and matches
our killer’s type exactly.”






“Fine, fine.”
Amy said, standing up. “I’ll go and shave my legs,”






Amy went to
leave the room before the detective called her name. She turned to
look back.






“Hey Lane.
Don’t forget to stop by human resources for a fun cute picture.
They’ll be setting your date up while you make yourself look all
pretty.”






Amy threw back
her head and laughed as she walked back through the bull pen and
towards the HR office as requested.






***






SOMETHING still wasn’t right about the murders, aside from
the fact that eight women were now dead. Amy knew that there was
something they were missing, the reason for the killer’s action.
Detective Muldoon and Inspector Bronwin were both operating under
the impression that the killer was doing it simply because he could
and because he wanted the blood his victims held. Amy knew that
there was more to it than that, the gnawing in her gut telling her
so.






It took longer
to arrange the date with the escort than they expected but finally,
at the end of the week, Amy sat in the back of a surveillance truck
about to go in and meet their killer. They had had a few wrong
scores along the way but the tech people were good. They were able
to get her a date on the night that most of the murders happened.
They had placed her application on the site and waited for the
responses. Any gigolos who were willing to work mid-week were
ignored. Any that didn’t seek her out directly but were given to
her by the search engines were ignored. The detectives had created
a thorough profile of their killer and they hoped that this
operation would work.






“Are you sure
I don’t look like a hooker?” Amy said, tugging the slit of her
dress closed around her legs. She glared at one of the techies as
she caught them gawping.






“You’re wearing exactly the kind of thing that our victims
wore and that your date asked for you to wear.” Detective Muldoon
explained for the fifth time in as many minutes. “Now, get out
there, act nervous and cutesy and get us our killer.”






Amy slowly
tottered down from the van and rearranged her dress.






“Stop tugging it, you’ll ruin the fabric,” Muldoon snapped,
slapping at her hands. Amy raised a speculative eyebrow but he
ignored it and carried on speaking “Now, your date’s name is Cane,
he’s roughly 6’3”, brown hair and brown eyes. Remember, you’ve paid
for the full date experience, dinner, conversation and a full
seduction. We’ll have ears on you at all time so when he makes his
move hit the buzzer on your thigh and we’ll be there. Now, Cane
will be waiting for you at the bar and he’ll have two roses, one
red and one white. Apparently given-”






“-given together those two roses signify unity or an immortal
union. It’s why they’re used at weddings so much,” Amy said. She
blinked. Muldoon stared at her and she looked back at him. “I have
no idea where that information came from.”






“Maybe it’s your past coming back to you?” Muldoon said with
a smile. Then his face grew somber and he reached out to turn Amy
around. He pushed her towards the hotel. “Now get going, you’re
already ten minutes late.”






Amy nervously walked away from the shadows where the van sat
and into the lights of the hotel. The city was dark with nightfall
but it was not asleep. From every direction Amy could hear the
sounds of life; she could practically feel it - the city pulsed
with it so strongly. Within moments she found herself in the bar,
looking around. She saw a man sitting with his back to her in a
finely tailored black suit. At his elbow were two roses, one red
and one white, tied together with a yellow ribbon. Taking a deep
breath to steady her nerves Amy stepped forwards, her heels
clicking on the smooth polished floor of the hotel’s bar. She
strode confidently towards the man. He turned as she got closer and
Amy heard herself gasp.






As she looked
at his face something had happened. Her eyes had taken in the
strong lines and clean angles, locking with those penetratingly
dark eyes. The way that his hair had fallen across his face spoke
of familiarity, the smile of his mouth and the warmth in his eyes
had all seemed as though they were being directed at a fond
companion that had just arrived after a long separation and Amy
found herself feeling as though that was as it should be, as though
that look were truly meant for her, authentic and un-faked.






The man, Cane,
turned properly and slid from the bar stool to greet her, his
height and build, the very way he held himself all seeming
shockingly familiar. Recognition had slammed into her gut, the
gnawing sensation suddenly growing so strong that it took her
breath away. She knew him, her mind screamed at her but she could
not place him. She regained her composure and continued towards
Cane. He greeted her with a soft ‘hullo’, one hand resting lightly
on her elbow, the other barely tracing her waist.






His touch felt
like lightening to Amy, jolting through her. For a brief moment the
gnawing feeling that had plagued her since the case had started and
the deep biting emptiness that filled her life faded away. For a
few brief moments she felt complete. Then Cane had moved away from
her, gesturing for her to take a seat and the feeling had
faded.






***






Amy REALIZED after an hour that things weren’t going quite as
expected. She and Cane had sat down for dinner in the hotel
restaurant and the conversation had flowed as easily as the wine.
The feeling of familiarity had persisted throughout their meal, a
gesture she knew he would make here, a story he told already
completed in her mind before he had finished it’s telling there.
The gnawing biting sensation continued to grow while the feeling of
being empty, of missing something lessened until it was barely
noticeable, simply a dull ache in the back of her mind.






“So what is it
that you do for a living Amy?” Cane asked smoothly after they had
finished dessert.






“I’m a legal
secretary,” she lied smoothly, the agreed upon cover story slipping
easily from her tongue.






“And how do
you find it?” Cane asked again.






“It’s hard work but I enjoy it. The people I work for are
pleasant enough even if the work can be a bit pressure driven at
times.” Amy spun her lies further, pulling from the stories that
she had been told by the secretary of the state lawyers that she
occasionally gave evidence for in court. The rest she made up as
she went along. “It’s all very masculine there, pretty heavy on the
testosterone but I can hold my own well enough. All those lawyers
constantly competing with each other though does make it a bit hard
to meet a man that I can stand long enough to have a date
with.”






“Ah yes…” Cane
drawled, swirling his wine around his glass “I have heard that male
lawyers tend to have an over extended ego. It is my belief that
they are covering for other… inadequacies.”






Cane grinned
wickedly as he said this and Amy found herself laughing, actually
laughing for the first time in a long time. Cane smiled at her,
laughing at her enjoyment and there was for a few brief moments the
glimpse of sharp canines. Other than those flashes of sharp teeth
there had been no other indication throughout the evening that he
was a vampire at all. Amy was quickly reminded of her task and
turned her attention back to securing a confession.






“So how long
have you been a vampire gigolo?” Amy asked, not mincing her words.
Cane spat his wine back into his glass and stared at her askance.
She grinned back. “Sorry, I’ve sort of learnt not to mince my words
with anyone.”






“I
understand,” Cane said after he’d mopped the wine from his face.
“Most of the women I work for care to know nothing about me, they
are focused simply on themselves and the experience that they are
having. You are not like most women Miss Amy.”






“Thank you,” Amy said coyly. Cane was smooth and charming,
not to mention devastatingly handsome and unfortunately she did
keep forgetting that she was trying to get him to confess to being
a serial killer. There was just something about him that set her at
ease, made her feel comfortable and forget all the other problems
in her life. With a jolt she replied that that was probably how his
victims felt and she got back to her task. “But we’re talking about
you now. Stop avoiding the question,”






“Ah you caught
me,” Cane said with a chuckle. “I have been a vampire for many
years. But when I lost my mate I lost everything. I began to search
and my search led me to this city and as I had no money this job
was all that I could do. Being born in seventeenth century France
makes it rather difficult to have qualifications. Anyway, with each
passing day I am closer to finding what I lost and I am hoping that
soon I will no longer need to do this job. It has its perks but it
is not something that I wish to do longer than I must.”






“I’m sorry
about your mate,” Amy said quietly, locking this bit of information
away in her mind for later “How did she die?”






“She did not
die. She is simply lost,” Cane said with a smirk “You remind me
very much of her.”






“I do?” Amy
asked hesitantly. That gnawing feeling was growing even stronger,
screaming at her that there was something missing, that she wasn’t
paying attention to what was being said and what was not being
said.






“Yes mon
Cherie,” Cane murmured, lifting her hand to his lips and placing a
cold kiss to the skin.






That jolt of attraction and familiarity soared through Amy
again and she was sure that she knew this man. She could suddenly
picture them both together, doing things that she had never done,
visiting places that she had never been. She felt safe and secure
and wanted. It was as though she had finally come home. The urge
gripped her to wrap herself around Cane, to remove both of their
clothes and just lay side by side, soaking in the feel of the
other’s skin. She found herself longing to press her lips to his,
to wrap her fingers in his hair. She fought against the sensations,
that urge to give in to the demands of her body but it was a
struggle. She only regained control of herself once Cane allowed
her hand to rest on the table once more.






“And now, Miss
Amy, we get to the best part of our evening,” Cane murmured,
smiling and offering his hand to her.






Amy stood, not
taking the proffered hand and smiled at him. She was not much
shorter than he was she was surprised to see. Her attempts at
stopping Cane from touching her, reluctant to let the strange
feelings of desire and safety wash over her again, was soon foiled
as he gently cupped her elbow in his palm and steered her towards
the door of the restaurant.






The sensation
washed over her, rocking her to her core and things went hazy. She
vaguely recalled walking from the restaurant and into the lobby of
the hotel before they got into the elevator. He released her arm
there. They rode the elevator in silence, standing side by side,
barely making as sound as they breathed. Amy wondered if Cane knew
what affect he had one her, how a single touch from him made her
brain melt and caused her baser urges to rise to the surface.






She hoped he
didn’t, she had never read anything about vampires being able to do
that or being able to read minds. It did not stop the fear creeping
up through her stomach though. As they walked down the hallway,
drawing closer to Cane’s room Amy’s heart began to pound in her
chest. Cane, who had taken the lead, turned to look at her over his
shoulder, his eyebrow raised questioningly but a smirk playing
around his full lips.






“You do not
need to be nervous Miss Amy,” he said calmly as they stopped
outside his room door. “I have done this many times before and I
assure you, you will never experience anything like this
again.”






He let Amy in,
following close behind her and flicking the light switch on. The
bright bulbs lit up the room, basic and low cost just like all of
the other crime scenes.






“I must just
go to the bathroom, please make yourself comfortable Miss Amy,”
Cane said with a smirk. There was something in the way that Cane
said her name that nudged at Amy’s mind.






He walked through the bathroom door, shutting it firmly
behind him. Amy didn’t hesitate; she reached up the skirt of her
dress and removed the panic button that she had hidden there. She
slipped it beneath the pillow on the bed and rapidly began
searching the room for any other clues as to Cane’s plans. She
found nothing and sat down hurriedly when the bathroom door began
to open. She knew she was breathing somewhat heavily but she prayed
in her mind that Cane would think that it was simply nerves and
excitement.






Cane walked
through the door, his white shirt now undone, showing the strong
muscles beneath it. His entire abdomen was chiseled, sharp bulges
and lines of muscle everywhere. There was not an inch of fat on him
from what Amy could see. It seemed to be a fortunate by-product of
the virus that turned people into vampires.






“I know who
you are Miss Amy,” Cane said, walking towards her with a smirk “I
know that you are a police woman and that you are here trying to
find evidence that I am the one who killed all of those women.”






“Am I?” Amy
asked calmly, edging towards the top of the bed and trying to
subtly slide her hand beneath the pillow.






Cane moved
with startling speed from where he had stood leaning against the
door. Before Amy knew what was happening her wrists were wrapped up
in one of Cane’s hands above her head and Cane was hovering over
her threateningly.






“Yes, Miss
Amy. You are,” he said. He traced his nose along the lines of her
neck as she looked away from him. “I will make your job easier. I
did kill those women. All eleven of them. Each one I thought was my
mate but every time they turned out to be nothing but a weak
mortal. I am sad that I took their lives but it is the only way
that I can regain that which I lost. It is the risk a mortal takes
when they sleep with a vampire.”






“So now what?”
Amy said with a snarl up at him. She continued to wiggle, trying to
get free. “Are you going to kill me?”






“I do not
believe that you would die. I believe that you may be my chance to
regain what I’ve lost.” Cain purred into her ear, pressing his hips
tightly against hers.






Amy’s pulsed spiked, her back arching to press her chest
against Cane’s, his touch overwhelming her with desire. She was
helpless against her desire for him, the desire that she had been
fighting even without his touch. She wanted him to touch her, to do
things to her body that no one had ever done before. She tugged at
her wrists harder, trying to get them free so that she could reach
up and pull his head down to her. She whimpered softly, her legs
rising to wrap around his narrow hips. Cane chuckled, lowering his
head to softly lick along her neck.






“What is it
Miss Amy?” he murmured against her ears “Are you scared? Do you
want me to let go and allow you to leave?”






Cane raised his head away from her, looking down at her
teasingly. He lowered his face towards hers until he was so close
that their noses brushed each other. Amy was panting and wiggling
beneath him. She shook her head in answer to his question and
suddenly reared up to grasp his mouth with hers.






Cane went still with shock even as Amy’s tongue traced at his
lips. She whimpered and arched up towards him harder, locking her
ankles together at the small of his back. It took mere minutes
before Cane was kissing her back, his weight pressing down on her,
blanketing her with his body.






Their tongues danced together, sliding over each other and
exploring the inside of each other’s mouth. Cane released Amy’s
hands, allowing them to wrap around his neck and she buried her
fingers in his hair. She pulled his face closer towards hers,
crushing their lips together with a strength that she didn’t know
she had. Amy heard small noises fill the silence of the hotel room
and was startled to realize that they were coming from
her.











Cane wrapped
her body in his strong arms and pulled her against him. He slid his
hand up the curves of her back to reach the tongue of the zip and
he began to slide it slowly back down. The click of each tooth
coming free was embarrassingly loud in the silence of the room but
Amy was too far gone to care. She wrapped her legs even tighter
around Cane’s waist, pulling his groin against her own, twisting
and writhing beneath his body. Cane gave a fierce animalistic growl
and reared back, breaking free of her grip. He knelt between Amy’s
thighs, panting heavily and staring at her. Amy propped herself up
on her elbows and panting stared right back at him.






“Why’d you
stop?” she asked hesitantly. “I thought you wanted me.”






“I do.” Cane
murmured. “I want you so much that I can barely stand it.”






Cane grinned
at her wolfishly, his elongated canines glinting in the light of
the bulbs. He tugged at his own clothing, pulling each item of
clothing off quickly and once he was before her, naked, he turned
his attention to Amy’s clothing. Before she could blink he had
pulled away the dress and stripped off her underwear. She lay
before him, aroused but shy. She tried to cover her naked breasts
with her arms but Cane held out a hand to stop her.






“Do not be
ashamed. You are beautiful to me,” he murmured to her quietly,
leaning forwards and covering her body with his.






Amy whimpered and moaned at the slick slide of their skin
against each other. She raised her hands once more and wrapped them
through his hair. Cane kissed her, hard and passionate, his hard
member erect against her catch. His hips thrust and twisted between
her legs, his hard shaft exploring the lips of her vagina. Amy felt
him slowly begin to slide into her when she gave a cry and pressed
against Cane’s chest with one small hand. She turned away and
whimpered.






“I haven’t… I
haven’t had sex with anyone before,” Amy whispered against Cane’s
lips as he pulled back.






“You are a
virgin?” Cane asked, leaning back and looking at her in wonder.






Emotions
flickered across Cane’s face after Amy nodded that she was indeed a
virgin. Awe, surprise, lust and finally hunger. Cane’s eyes gleamed
down on her and for the first time she found herself truly scared
of the monster that Cane hid behind the façade of incredible
beauty. Cane suddenly leaned forward and buried his face in her
neck, licking and nipping gently at the skin. He licked his way up
to her ear, taking the lobe into his mouth and suckling gently.






“I wish that I
could take your first time gently.” Cane whispered huskily into her
ear “I wish that so much could be different.”






Amy wrapped
her arms around Cane’s shoulders, pressing him against her tightly,
silently indicating to him to do as he wished.






“I’m sorry mon
Cherie,” he whispered.






He shifted his
hips and in one smooth movement buried himself inside her. Amy
cried out as a sudden, gut-wrenching pain shot through her. Her
nails dug into Cane’s back and he threw his head back and roared.
Cane continued to thrust into her, his hips moving rapidly.
Gradually the pain faded and was replaced by an increasing
sensation of pleasure.






Amy found her
hips moving against Cane’s and their hands moved all over flesh,
touching, caressing and grasping wherever they could get a grip.
Their mouths met in a sloppy kiss, tongues twisting together in the
air between their mouths. The bed rocked and creaked, groaning with
the strength of Cane’s thrusts. Cane was groaning low in his throat
and Amy kept whimpering. The sound of flesh pounding against flesh
filled the room.






Suddenly Cane pulled out and grasping Amy by the waist
flipped her over. He pulled her hips up before burying himself
inside her once more. Amy threw back her head, crying out and with
a tight grip on her hips Cane began thrusting in to her. Amy
reached out, pressing her hands against the headboard to get enough
leverage to push back against Cane’s thick shaft. The feeling of
pleasure was growing with the change of position, she could feel
each slick slide of him inside her channel and her flesh grew warm.
She moaned loudly, unable to contain the sounds of her pleasure any
longer. A thin sheen of perspiration grew on her skin; covering her
and making her realize how hot she was growing.






Cane groaned and growled before he reached forward and
wrapped an arm around her chest. He sat back on his heels, pulling
Amy up with him and continued to thrust up against her. Amy craned
her head back, trying desperately to grasp his mouth with hers but
the angle was too awkward.






She pulled away, breaking Cane’s grip on her chest and turned
to face him. With a twist of her hips she sheathed Cane’s hard cock
inside her catch and wrapped her legs around his waist. She held
him tightly and their mouths found each other again. She groaned
loudly, her hips thrusting against Cane’s, twisting and
writhing.






Without warning the pleasure began to overwhelm Amy and her
cries grew louder. She clutched at Cane’s back, her fingers and
nails digging in tightly. Cane slammed up into her hard, using
enough force to move her onto her back once more. He threw back his
head and roared as the pleasure grew to be too much for him and
then, canines bore, he reared forward and buried his mouth in Amy’s
throat.






She screamed
as she felt the sharp teeth break the skin. She could feel each
mouthful of blood that Cane pulled out of her. The pain changed,
quickly and unexpectedly, becoming pleasure, the most exquisite
pleasure that she had ever experienced. Amy grabbed at Cane’s head,
pulling and tugging at his hair, determined to bring his mouth
closer.






She began to
cry out as the feelings became too much, white covered her vision
and her body grew taut. Cane pulsed against her, growling even as
he drank her down and he climaxed. As Amy’s vision began to fade
and her body grew limp she could feel him thrusting against her
rapidly, hips pounding faster and faster against her.






***






AMY came to with a gasp. Her eyes shot open wide and she
grabbed at Cane’s flesh. Images swept through her mind. Images of
death and sex love and hate. She saw herself and Cane, over and
over, in different places, at different times but always deeply in
love and always together. Even as Cane continued to pound into her
it felt as though she were simply watching from a distance. Instead
she was focused on the images running through her head.






It was as though she were seeing the life of someone else as
they met Cane and were turned by him, as they spent century after
century together. She watched as in her memories she seduced man
after man, drawing them away into quiet secret places before
pouncing on them. She and Cane would take it in turns, luring
victims and feeding together. Her head began to hurt and with a cry
she pushed Cane away, almost sending him flying off the
bed.






Cane lay
crouching there, watching as she winced and grabbed at her head.
The images were coming faster now, stronger and clearer. She could
feel the emotions as though they were still fresh, as though what
she felt at each event she saw was happening right now, as though
she was living each part of her life all over again.






She could feel
the joy of each kill, the depth of her devotion to Cane, her regret
for taking the lives of some women but not others. She could feel
her love for Cane growing as they spent more and more years
together. She felt sadness and grief and the strong bitterness of
betrayal. Happiness and hatred coursed through her at the same
time, confusing her, overwhelming her. Amy began to shake and
convulse, throwing her body all over the bed.






Cane threw
himself on top of her, pinning her down as her eyes rolled back in
her head. Suddenly she stilled. Her eyelids fluttered before they
shot open. Amy sat up slowly and ran one hand over Cane’s face. He
nuzzled against it before suddenly her grip was tight in his hair
and she yanked him forwards. Amy delighted in the look of shock
that crossed his face before she leant towards his neck and buried
her newly elongated fangs into his throat.
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