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​CHAPTER 1
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ELISABET

THE WOMAN IN THE PHOTOGRAPH

NOVEMBER:

Detective Elisabet Dumont played the surveillance footage once more, and the video of Valarie Beavois sucking her sister’s neck replayed. She felt like a boulder was lodged in her throat. The betrayal had been a sharp stab in the back with a sword when her boss, Chief Malone, informed her of Valaire’s deceit.

“Are you going to confront her?” Chief Malone asked her in the police department.

“Do I have a choice?” Elisabet wanted to cry as she said this.

“Of course you do,” he answered.

Elisabet shook her head.

“If I’m going to work with... Miss Beavois, I’m going to need the truth. And that means I don’t have a choice,” 

“Do what you need to do. As long as you solve the case,” Chief Malone said at last and left Elisabet to her obsessing.

––––––––
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ELISABET DROVE THROUGH the old city streets of Santorini in heavy traffic, on her way to Valarie’s apartment. This route felt longer than usual. It was mostly because she was dreading this conversation with someone she thought she might be falling for. This conversation was meant to be “Would you be my girlfriend?’ not ‘Did you kill my sister?” A heavy storm was roaring outside her car. She tapped her fingers on the steering wheel as rain hailed from above. Traffic moved slowly, but as it passed, the raindrops became darker by the second. Elisabet leaned in to stare at the dark, blood-red droplets falling from the sky. And then a giant body slammed onto her car’s windshield. Elisabet shrieked. 

She went outside to investigate and gasped as a shower of blood and screams from pedestrians and drivers doused her all at once. 

A dead vampire lay still on her windshield, its skin was a mottled, grey and green. It seemed to be some infected vampire. Elisabet felt bile rise in her throat. She forced herself to shove the vampire off her car as several more bodies dropped from the sky. Getting back into her car was futile. It was trapped in the hundreds of cars swerving and colliding in the mess. She ran to safety on the sidewalk under the shelter of overhead buildings and passing street vendors selling all sorts of delicacies and merchandise that were now doused in blood.

Elisabet ran to Valarie’s apartment and knocked on her door. The door opened. Valarie smiled, but then frowned at Elisabet’s bloody visage. “What happened to you? Why are you covered in blood?” Valarie asked her.

“Did you not see it’s raining dead vampires and blood outside?” Elisabet asked her.

Valarie ran to open the curtains to see the Santorini streets awash with blood. 

“There’s a whole fucking feast outside, and I was sleeping through it,” Valarie whined.

“I don’t think you want to drink that. It seems diseased,” Elisabet said, stepping into Valarie’s small, lush apartment.

Valarie turned away from the window.

“Why is it raining blood outside?” Valarie asked Elisabet.

“Probably something about your mother’s seedy warning,” Elisabet replied.

“What? ‘The End Of Man’? I looked that up. It’s a folktale. I printed the whole thing out, and it’s some religious nonsense and some woman in a photograph named Vivian Lee Cooke.” Valarie said, insouciant as she picked up a stack of research papers and threw them on the counter between them.

Elisabet read through the files. 

“You will hear of wars and rumours of wars, but see to it that you are not alarmed. Such things must happen, but the end is still to come... Vivian Lee Cooke, the empress of the Golden Trio, holds the key to the destruction of the Dark Lord, for our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, against the powers of this dark world and against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly realms,” Elisabet read aloud. She frowned. “What is this? The Biography of Vivian Lee Cooke: Empress of the Underworld?”

“I have no idea. I thought about calling my psychotic mother to ask her what the hell this is, but then I realised I don’t hate myself, so I didn’t ask.” Valarie yawned before sipping her cup of PsueudoCorp Blood Cola. 

“My dad’s company has a new flavour. Lime Blood Soda. Weirdest shit ever. If only you could taste it,” Valarie went on, grinning at Elisabet.

“I didn’t come here to talk about Blood Cola or weird vampire folklore about the End Times.” Elisabet interrupted her.

“Then what are you doing here? Is this a booty call?” Valarie smirked as she put her cup down and invaded Elisabet’s personal space. “If you wanted me to fuck you, little human, you could’ve just asked,” 

Elisabet’s breath caught in her throat as Valarie’s Vampire Heat overcrowded her senses. She felt dizzy, warm and horny.

She shook her head, stepping away with haste.

“No. I’m not here for that either. I need you to tell me the truth. Did you kill Melissa? You were the last person to see her at Smokey’s Bar all those months ago. She disappeared that night. I never saw her again.” Elisabet asked. 

“Elisabet, I never saw her death coming. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I recognised her when I came to your apartment for the first time, but I had no idea that she had died afterwards. We just had some fun, I bit her, drank a little of her blood and sent her off with her friends. I didn’t kill her,” Valarie cried, her face soft, and her voice tender.

“You better not be lying to me, Val,” Elisabet said, choking on her words.

“I swear. It was a one-time hookup. I watched her go home with her friends.” Valarie said, insistent and walking closer to Elisabet. She brushed the human woman's braids from her wet face and wiped her tears.

“I should’ve told you, but I didn’t want to stir the pot. I also partially forgot about it,” Valarie said to her. Elisabet nodded.

“Are we still on for the case?” 

“Yeah. We are. Can you explain to me how you entered Xavier’s warehouse when there was a password? And the second body in his warehouse was identified as Laurel Goss. Does that name ring a bell for you? Chief Malone just gave me this file at the station,” Elisabet said, pulling a file from her bag. It was the only thing she’d brought with her from her car.

Valarie gulped and averted her gaze. 

“I can explain that,” Valarie said.

“Then explain. The Golden Trio? That’s the password for Xavier’s Reaping Cult. Do you realise that if you have any connection to that genocide, you’re going to be rooming with your brother in jail? And I did some snooping. Laurel Goss was your brother’s ex-girlfriend from high school. You’ve been keeping secrets from me, Val. I think it’s about time you stopped lying by omission,” Elisabet crossed her arms, and waited for Valarie’s response.

Valarie sighed. 

“Okay, I did know that Xavier was doing shady shit, but I thought that password name was some recurring theme in The Fool’s Errand. I didn’t know it was this grand interconnected cult-disease-war-End-Times saga. 

This is the type of shit your weird romance TV dramas make. This was never Santorini’s reality. Well, at least that’s what I thought until this whole mess started. I realised I really bought into the utopia, like everyone else. Before, I spent my days drinking, fucking and taking pictures of wealthy elites drinking and fucking. We all take the pseudo-pills that prevent our hunger for humans. And yes, I know I broke the law with you and Melissa, but it was totally consensual!” Valarie said, exasperated.

“Okay, and Laurel Goss? What about her?” 

“Laurel was one of Marcellus’s bitchy bully playthings. She bullied me in high school for existing, but I don’t know why she was with Xavier. Maybe he was sleeping with her. How the hell would I know? I saw her last on graduation day and then never again. It’s awful, but I’m glad she’s dead. She was awful,” Valarie shrugged, exhaling a breath.

Elisabet nodded.

“Is there anything else you want to tell me? Any more hidden things? Lies?” Elisabet asked her.

“No, not really.”

Elisabet nodded.

“I hope you’re not lying to me. I’d hate to continue working with you,  just for you to stab me in the back later on,” she said finally, and Valarie nodded.

“What about us?” Valarie asked her.

“Us?”

“Yeah. Our relationship,”

“There’s nothing between us. You’re my partner, we’re working on a case. That’s all.”

Elisabet left on those final words, shutting the door behind her.
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​CHAPTER 2
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VALARIE

BLOOD AND LIES

Cynthia Darbos was Valarie’s biggest client, and she was back into the world of her Private Investigations after her confrontation with Elisabet. The Velvet Hour was Santorini City’s wealthy sex club for the Elite. Cynthia was on her fourth marriage and fourth inheritance. No woman worked harder at securing the wills of old vampire billionaires like Cynthia did, and all she did was open her legs.

Valarie made her way in between servers at the Velvet Hour’s restaurant. On the outside, it looked like a hotel, but inside was an extravagant club and restaurant all laid out in architectural genius with hidden rooms for pleasure, privacy and sexual depravity. Valarie had her pictures, ledgers, wills and confidential documentation of Cynthia the Siren’s latest conquest. She was a seductress and a gold-digger. She was damn good at it and gave Valarie more money than she deserved, but it was a lucrative business neither of them could ignore. 

“Great job as always, Miss Beavois. I’ll transfer your funds by the end of tonight. Speaking of tonight, Val. Do you want some fun? There’s a great female selection here. I can pay for your satisfaction,” Cynthia winked at her. 

“No thanks. I don’t mix business and pleasure,” Valarie said, winking at her before leaving.

Workers were still cleaning the blood-red streets of Santorini after the previous day’s blood shower. The news was full of headlines about the shocking event. Four hundred dead vampires infected with Dracula-V, the vampiric virus infecting the immortal dead, had been collected and transported to the morgue to be incinerated. However, one hundred had come to life and escaped. Three hundred new vampires now roamed the streets of Santorini. They had vampire incinerators installed to eradicate vampires. Valarie had watched the process from outside the incineration room last night. She’d needed to distract herself and learn more about the case, but had gotten no answers. 

After she met with Cynthia, she drove to Elisabet’s office at the police station to update her on what she found.

“So, you have nothing for me?” Elisabet asked her, eyebrow raised.

“Well, not nothing. I did find something in Vivian Cooke’s biography about this. Listen to this ‘The leader armed with the sword, the ring, and the glove. The Golden Trio, when armed with it, unlock the key to the destruction of the present evil age, according to the will of the Great One. That has to be something, right? We still have the Golden Glove. It’s one of the talismans in the Golden Trio. It’s some kind of weaponry that defeats a grand evil. In the fable, Vivian Lee Cooke held all the talismans and killed the Dark One in the present age, because the Great One had it in his will that a leader would destroy the Dark One using the three talismans,” Valarie explained to Elisabet’s disbelief.
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