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And so begins the descent into darkness,
where none shall escape. Her embrace is eternal and all-consuming.
The passage of the moon shall be her sign, and all will bow before
her.

Their souls shall fall into the pit of
despair, where hope is extinguished. They will languish in pain and
their souls shall know no reprieve. So begins the descent into the
abyss.


 


 


 


One

The Shadowy Figure

 


London, England

September 1832

 


As night fell across a dark, lonely street,
flickering street lamps on either side of the cobblestone street
glimmered. Ominous clouds gathered, threatening rain, and a chilly
breeze began to blow. The door to the Ladies Boutique, a purveyor
of fine ladies dresses, linens, and lace, opened as its assistant
shopkeeper left the building. She glanced up at the sky and turned
back to lock the door. Turning the key, the lock clicked, echoing
lightly down the empty street. She briskly walked down the sidewalk
while pulling a shawl over her head.

If only I had brought my umbrella today.
It's going to rain. I just know it, she thought.

As if she'd summoned the rain by thought, it
started to sprinkle lightly. Sprinkles became raindrops that soon
turned to puddles on the road. She hurried along, trying to avoid
splashing her dress, but even with great care, the hem of her dress
became damp. The sound of the rain and her footsteps beat
rhythmically down the street. Off in the distance on Golden Lane,
she heard local pubs opening and music playing.

Down the street under cover of the bridge, a
silent figure stood. From the shadows, he watched her make her way
down the street. She began to have an uneasy feeling, glancing over
her shoulder, she noticed the dark personage. The distraction
caused her to step directly into a deep puddle; she glanced down
only for a moment to catch her footing. When she looked back up, he
had disappeared. She paused, staring at the bridge. Feelings of
fear began to sweep over her, for she had heard strange stories of
disappearances. Of course, these were dismissed as old wives tales,
stories told merely to scare people. Yet something inside of her,
perhaps instinctual, told her she must hurry home quickly.

She spied a couple up the road, leaving a
restaurant. If only she could catch up to them to walk nearby, she
would not be as vulnerable. She began to quicken her pace while
occasionally glancing back in the direction of the bridge. She
still saw no one, but knew better than to put trust in a false
hope. Her desire for safety was paramount. Even though she would
not walk directly in the company of the couple, for she could tell,
even from a distance, the pair were a fine gentleman and his lady.
If she were being watched or pursued, she would at least have
witnesses at her disposal. For it is said, according to the tales,
dark scoundrels of the shadows like to take their prey without
being noticed—no witnesses are allowed.

The shop assistant remembered a story about a
young lady who traveled alone and fell victim to a dark spirit. The
maiden disappeared, never to be heard from again—she shuddered at
the thought. To her relief, the shop assistant had gained on the
couple and would soon be in close proximity. Her anxiety lessened
with every step.

Being near the couple afforded her a better
assessment of them. The distinguished-looking man had black hair
and a neatly trimmed mustache. He sported a dining suit with a
black coat. His companion, a slim, beautiful woman, wore a red
velvet dress with black ribbon embroidered around the bosom and
waist. A red velvet hat sat upon her head and black ringlets framed
the sides of her face. She carried a black lace parasol daintily,
her hands and arms sheathed in long black gloves.

What is a fine couple, such as this, doing
standing in the rain? Yes, it's lightly sprinkling at the moment,
but shouldn't there be a coach for the fine lady? As she
thought these things, the couple turned and saw the shop assistant
approaching quickly.

"Good evening madam. Forgive me for saying
so, but you appear to be distressed. May I assist you?" the
gentleman tipped his hat, and then bowed slowly. As he rose, a red
glint appeared in his eye, just for a brief moment. The gentleman
smiled coyly, his companion looked on calmly. The shop attendant
gasped, then backed up quickly, turning to run down the nearest
street.

Am I going mad? What hell is released this
night?

Hysteria gripped her as she ran down
Broadmore Street, hoping to get as much distance between herself
and the couple. She glanced back and saw no one following, but she
could hear the lady's laughter in the distance. The shop assistant
ran as hard as she could as tears streamed down her face. She felt
adrenaline surge throughout her body as her heart pounded in her
chest. Reality had become a nightmare as she grappled with the
knowledge: some old wives tales are true.

Suddenly she stopped in her tracks. Up the
road, directly in front of her, stood the dark figure she had
glimpsed at the bridge. He stood in the middle of the street,
completely still, watching her every move. She frantically looked
to each side of her, trying to find another street or alleyway to
duck into. Even if they chased her, she would not stop.
Instinctually, she ran to survive. A scream erupted from her dry
throat, but came out broken and weak. Breathless and unable to
force out a scream, she turned to run down the next street. But to
her dismay, standing before her, the gentleman from outside of the
restaurant effectively barred the way. He appeared to be
confidently positioned as if he had always been there, but how?

Startled by his appearance, she slowly backed
up, then bumped into something, or rather bumped into
someone, as two hands clasped hard around both of her arms
from behind. She recognized the fine black gloves, ensnaring
her—they belonged to the gentleman's lady companion.

"You'll have to forgive Katrine, she's always
popping up where you least expect her," the gentleman said
coyly.

Forced around to face Katrine, the shop
assistant trembled as tears tumbled down her cheeks. Closing her
eyes, she swallowed hard as her heart pounded wildly. Katrine
gently touched the woman's face and began to trace its curves,
starting at her brow and traveling down to her chin.

"Very lovely," Katrine said, while her eyes
carefully and coldly assessed the woman's features. She paused when
she came upon the pulse in her neck.

"She's calling for you, Trevaun."

Suddenly, the gentleman sprang like a wild
beast. His eyes glowed red as his teeth grew long and sharp. He
grabbed hold of her, then plunged his teeth into her neck, holding
on to her as she collapsed.

Just as suddenly the street became eerily
quiet for as quickly as they had appeared, they had vanished in the
blink of an eye. The dark figure stayed for but a moment longer,
and then disappeared as well.

Nothing remained of the shop assistant except
her handkerchief which had fallen off her in the struggle. In the
morning, no one noticed as it lay in a puddle from the rain the
night before. Carriages drove over it again and again as they went
up and down the street. The handkerchief was the only witness to
the event from the night before.

The daytime came along as it always did.
Shops opened and people hurried about, getting their errands out of
the way. They made their purchases of linen and candles, produce
and eggs. The market sold fresh bread and meats of all kinds, and
people went busily about their daily activities. Even the Ladies
Boutique opened on time, for the owner always opened the shop in
the mornings. Usually her assistant closed the store in the
evenings. The owner of the shop began to wonder why her assistant
hadn't shown up for work yet this day. Her shift started at 11
a.m., but she hadn't made an appearance. The shopkeeper became
impatient as the clock struck noon and still her assistant was
nowhere in sight. She wouldn't discover until later her assistant
had never made it home that night.

Daylight slowly ebbed away and the sky
changed into shades of dark blue as evening approached. As night
took hold, the sky grew even darker. Shops began to close, hawkers
cried out special offers in order to unload their daily goods and
people set off to return home for the evening. Down High Street,
the theater had begun the show of the evening, and on nearby Golden
Lane, pubs became busy. The street lamps came to life again,
flickering as people walked by and carriages rolled along.

A black carriage with lamps aglow pulled
forward to the front of the Grand Theater. The black horses stamped
impatiently as footmen stepped down to open the carriage door. A
finely dressed gentleman wearing a top hat and black suit with
tails exited the carriage. He was very handsome with black hair and
deep, mysterious green eyes, and had a distinct air of
sophistication about him. He left the carriage unaccompanied and
approached the large doors to the theater.

"Good evening, Mr. Rochester," said the
doorman as he entered. The gentleman nodded in acknowledgment,
before being led to his seat, which was situated in a box above the
main seating platform. From his position, he had a clear view of
the stage as well as the audience below. He removed his hat and
coat and handed it to the usher, who bobbed his head in
acknowledgement and turned to depart. Mr. Rochester sat down in a
red velvet upholstered chair and began to survey the audience
below. People were talking amongst themselves, greeting old
friends, meeting business partners and looking around the theater.
There was much to be seen, for the theater was where many people
came to mingle and make new acquaintances.

His thoughts turned to his brother, who was
to attend this evening's event. He could sense his brother well
before he entered the building and walked up the stairs to the
private theater box. The curtains were pulled back to the private
area by the usher as Mr. Trevaun Rochester entered.

"May I take your hat and coat, sir?"

Trevaun Rochester handed the items to the
usher, and with another nod, he turned and left.

"So, how are you this evening, Dimitri?"
Trevaun viewed his brother quizzically as he took the chair
directly to the left.

"Hungry."

"I asked you to join us last night."

"I kept an eye on you and Katrine. You
managed well enough without me. Except you were a little careless,"
Dimitri scolded as he handed over a tightly wadded up
handkerchief.

"I see..." Trevaun trailed off, inspecting
the handkerchief, holding it tightly in his hand to shield anyone's
view of it. "A momentary lapse I assure you, brother. It won't
happen again."

Trevaun placed the tightly wadded
handkerchief into his pocket and glanced around, surveying the
audience with a vain hope of finding a way to change the subject.
He knew his brother was displeased with their momentary lapse of
control over last night's events by letting a piece of evidence
slip by from their feeding.

"The house is filled with pretties tonight.
Shall we entertain a few of the pleasantries? You know how I love
fresh," he paused for a moment, eyes sparkling like a predator,
"pleasantries."

"I do know how you enjoy your fresh
pleasantries, brother. Perhaps a sample is in order, but I grow
bored of these aristocrats and so-called crème de la crème of
society. They believe themselves to be so important, but in truth
they are nothing but pawns. They would serve as nothing more than
an appetizer for the moment."

"All the better reason to put a few of these
mortals in their proper place, dear brother."

Dimitri laughed under his breath. He always
enjoyed his brother's sense of humor, even though at times it was a
bit crass. His brother was anything if not entertaining. Dimitri
and Trevaun had always been close, and knew they could rely upon
each other.

They were of the House of d'Avange and of
royal descent. Their uncle reigned as the Grand Ruler of the
Vampire Realm, leader of the Vampire Houses and Clans within the
kingdom. Dimitri ranked second in line and Trevaun the third to
rule, respectively. There held one other in the line of leadership,
their uncle's son Lasierre. Failing any harm befalling Lasierre, he
would be the next to rule the realm.

Trevaun smiled playfully. "Shall we make a
game of it?"

"Yes, until midnight," Dimitri agreed.

"Well, then, let the game begin."

Instantly, Trevaun jumped from his seat, then
traveled down the stairs and through the corridor that led to the
front doors of the theater and nearly burst onto the street. With
precision he swiftly and quietly moved down the street looking for
victims. He began quite methodically. He considered where he might
find the easiest prey, making that a priority because the more
kills he accumulated the more likely he would win, proving his
superior hunting skills.

Trevaun enjoyed impressing people, most
especially his family. After all, he snared Katrine by impressing
her with his prowess and undeniable charm. "She fell in love with
me before she knew what hit her," he boasted to himself. He loved
Katrine and for a moment he let himself get lost in the thought of
her. Soon he regained his focus, for not more than fifty feet away
stood a man outside of a pub, apparently very drunk. He wore an old
grey coat and swayed in a drunken stupor.

"Oh, this is too easy." Trevaun laughed.

In less than a second, Trevaun swooped onto
the drunken man. He lifted him up and flew into the dark night,
quickly drinking his blood and also breaking his neck, so he would
stop screaming. He disposed of the body in a back alley and
continued the hunt. Down the streets he prowled, subtle as a
shadow. The town was his playground and he had selected the next
area to hunt for a victim.

He swooped down and landed near the
waterfront, by Lower Thames Street. Two prostitutes stood on the
street near a brothel trying to entice people. He came up to the
women and smiled at them.

One of them, a prostitute with blonde hair,
invited him closer. "Looking for a little fun, dear?" Her ample
curves filled out her silk bustier. The other woman, who had long
red hair, took his arm invitingly and smiled. "Come on love, let's
have a little fun."

He let them lead him inside of the brothel,
where the low light made the ambiance more inviting. Once he'd been
spotted, other prostitutes started to join in. They knew a
gentleman with money when they saw one.

Trevaun laughed. "Come now, ladies, there's
enough of me for all of you."

"Oh, yes," said one, while trying to slide
off his coat. Another one took his hat, while yet another began
kissing him. He laughed in evil delight, for in that moment he had
calculated exactly how he would kill all of them and be off without
anyone knowing what had happened, all in a matter of seconds.

The prostitute with long red hair looked at
him hesitantly when he started laughing. He grabbed her first, and
threw her fifteen feet across the room. When she hit the wall, the
impact instantly killed her. As the shock of what had just happened
settled over the room, the rest of the prostitutes began screaming
in terror. Before they even had the chance to start running away,
he killed each of them in turn, each died in the blink of an
eye.

He came at them so quickly; he was nothing
more than a blur. He drained some of them of their blood, and then
quickly surveyed the room, making sure to leave no survivors. The
women's bodies lie scattered across the room, randomly—a few with
glazed eyes, staring off in the distance.

Satisfied with his work, he grabbed a bottle
of whiskey he found sitting on a nearby table, then stuffed a piece
of torn dress in it. He lit the fabric that he left hanging out of
the bottle and threw it against a wall. The flames shot up high
against the walls and the room was soon consumed.

He rushed out of the brothel in a blur and
flew into the darkened sky to watch the building as it went up in
flames. People around the docks took up crying "Fire!" and others
started gathering buckets. Even so, it was too late, the whole
building was consumed by flames, and nothing could stop it from
burning to the ground. Sparing a small smile of triumph, Trevaun
quickly distanced himself from the scene. He flew several blocks,
but could still hear the people screaming in the distance.
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Innocence Lost

 


 




 


Meanwhile, back at the theater, Dimitri was
deep in the game and had discovered a few ladies of interest who
would be graced by his attention.

Down in the general seating of the theater
sat the governor and his mistress. The mistress had managed to
catch Dimitri's eye because of her beauty. She had long brown hair
and wore a blue satin gown that alluringly gleamed in the lighting
of the theater. A few rows in front of the governor sat a group of
high society's prettiest ladies, also worthy of notice.

It's more impressive to capture the most
difficult target without getting caught. Dimitri mused to
himself. He left his private theater box and walked down to the
general seating area.

The governor and his mistress sat toward the
front of the theater. The mistress whispered something in the
governor's ear and laughed. Dimitri watched them closely. Shielded
off by a velvet curtain in one of the corridors, he beckoned the
governor's mistress to him. She began to fall under his trance and
stopped laughing, looking around for the source of her sudden
desire. She made an excuse to her escort that she needed to go to
the ladies room. She got up from her seat and went to the corridor,
completely entranced by Dimitri. Within her ravaged a burning
desire. She couldn't stop looking into his eyes, and found it
difficult to speak. To her, nothing else mattered except seeing her
desire fulfilled. She closed the gap between them, pressing her
body into his, breathing in his scent. He put his arm about her and
they vanished into the darkness.

In his hotel suite, his intentions soon
became clear. He held her tightly and did not say a word, but he
didn't have to. She couldn't escape his intense gaze, his eyes were
telling her everything she needed to know. She had to be with him,
he was the only man in existence, and her whole being cried out for
him. He moved her hair to the side to expose her throat. She arched
her neck to the side for him in complete submission. He was the
only thing she wanted, to be at one with him, that's all she could
think. He bit deeply into her neck and she let out a muffled
whimper. Then in complete rapture, she succumbed to his embrace.
After a few moments, she collapsed in his arms.

Suddenly, the door swung open and Trevaun
entered the suite. "Well, you may congratulate me now."

"But, we still have an hour," Dimitri
protested as he carried the mistress over to the large satin bed
and laid her upon it gently.

"I don't need another hour, there's no way
you will surpass my performance tonight. I went through a whole
brothel!" He laughed, then noticed the face of the woman on the
bed. "Hey, is that the governor's mistress?"

Dimitri grinned in satisfaction while nodding
his head. Trevaun walked up to the dead woman on the bed and looked
at her.

"Impressive."

Dimitri gave his brother a smile and clapped
him on the shoulder.

"Well, let's call it finished and have a
toast to the winner," insisted Trevaun. He walked over to a bottle
of wine in a bucket full of ice. Uncorking the bottle, he poured
two glasses of the fine vintage his brother had kept on ice. He
gave the first glass to Dimitri, raised his own glass up, and
proceeded with aplomb. "Here's to me and to all those who helped
make it possible." With that short sweet sentiment, he quickly
gulped down the liquid. Dimitri nearly choked and spit out his
wine.

"What? You don't actually think you won?"

"Of course, I told you I went through a
brothel and even an extra man to boot

His brother's question had clearly
exasperated Trevaun.

"But what of the pretty mistress here? She is
easily worth twenty of the mortals you took tonight," argued
Dimitri.

"True, she's a fine specimen, but still you
can't argue with the numbers!"

"Yes, I can. That was never part of the
agreement. The humans you killed aren't as valuable."

"Fine then, have it your way. But, the
mistress only counts for ten not twenty mortals. By my count, you
are still down by fifteen."

"Alright, I still have..." Dimitri quickly
looked at his pocket watch, "forty-five minutes. Wait for me here."
Dimitri pushed open the double French doors that lead to the
terrace and went off into the night. He flew over the town and
quickly took stock of what unfolded before him. Hmm, a couple
walking? No, they won't do. A lady walking a dog might make a hasty
meal, but in examining her more closely, he thought she looked
a bit used. Definitely not her.

Suddenly he heard in the distance the
unmistakable sound of ladies' laughter—young ladies' laughter, to
be precise. Truly it was his favorite sort of prey: young, fresh
and easily lured. He located the source of the tinkling laughter,
and landed quietly in the shadows, merely observing as people
prepared to depart from a social event at the Gala House. It had
only barely concluded and the attendees began to leave the ball.
They all had on their finest clothing for the event, the gentlemen
in dapper suits, the ladies decked out in gowns of all colors.

A beautiful young lady caught Dimitri's eye
immediately. An irresistible attraction drew him to her, perhaps
something in the way she carried herself. Her blonde hair looked
elegant in a swept up-do, with the daintiest of flowers placed just
so. She wore an off-white lace gown with white gloves and carried a
white lace fan.

Perfect, he thought as he watched her
descend the stairs. She was naive and beautiful. His favorite
combination, when it came down to it. Still, there was something
else, something truly unique about her, and he wasn't quite sure
what it was. Miss Ariana Dallenhauf, the sole heir of a rich family
and betrothed to a gentleman of wealth had captured him
completely.

The only obstacles in his way were her family
and her fiancé, Nathaniel Preston, who had escorted her to the ball
this evening. He only needed a moment to get her. Dimitri needed a
distraction, so he singled out a nearby carriage and team of
horses. Sensing the imminent danger, the horses became frightened
and ran past the Dallenhauf family into the street. During the
confusion, Dimitri reached out to Ariana and put an idea into her
mind, coaxing her to do his will. She felt uneasy for a moment as
his mind touched hers. Dimitri made an innocent suggestion to her,
gently urging her to go back into the ballroom to ask her dear
friend about the details of their luncheon, which was scheduled for
the next day.

"Oh Nathaniel, please excuse me a moment, I
need to confirm the time I am meeting with Jane at DeLaney's
restaurant tomorrow."

"I'll go with you."

"Oh, that won't be necessary. I'll be only a
moment," she said reassuringly.

Not wanting to disagree with her in public,
Nathaniel hesitantly agreed and waited for her outside by the
coach. She quickly went up the stairs to the ballroom and began to
look for Jane. She had only taken a few steps into the Gala House
when a man suddenly appeared before her. His dark green eyes
immediately captivated her.

"Forgive me, but I believe you dropped this,"
Dimitri said as he handed her a white glove.

She took a step back and looked down at the
glove in his hand. "Oh, thank you, sir. I didn't realize I had
dropped it."

"I'm sorry, where are my manners? My name is
Dimitri Rochester." He bowed low and rose slowly, looking deep into
Ariana's eyes. He took her hand and kissed it. "And of course, you
are the lovely Ariana Dallenhauf. Please forgive my forwardness,
but I overheard someone mention your name earlier."

As she looked into his eyes, she began to
feel confused, nearly hypnotized by his stare. He quickly led her
to a secluded nook at the back of the ballroom. He pushed open a
large double window and with a great leap carried her out into the
night sky. Overcome by his power, she was completely entranced and
didn't make even the slightest sound of protest. She grasped onto
his coat as he held her tightly against him. She felt like a rag
doll in his arms and her mind swirled in confusion. Their flight
had started to slow, and Ariana paused to take a look at the city
from a place she'd never imaged she would be—high above the city,
flying.

"Now my beauty, I have someone who I would
like you to meet," Dimitri coaxed. He landed quietly on the terrace
outside of his suite, and set Ariana down gently. He grabbed a
handle on one of the French doors and took her hand in the other.
Walking in together, Trevaun turned to look at the both of
them.

Ariana glanced around the room and noticed
the dead mistress on the bed. As her gaze rested upon the woman,
her mind began to clear. She gasped in fear, turning to run. But
Dimitri responded swiftly, reaching for her and turned her to face
him. He cupped his hands around the sides of her face as she
struggled. She looked up into his eyes and her protests stopped,
once again she became entranced. Dimitri released her and she stood
quietly by the fire, a beautiful vision to behold.

"This is Miss Ariana Dallenhauf and she is
betrothed to Mr. Nathaniel Preston." Dimitri swept his arm toward
Ariana to draw his brother's eye to her near perfection.

Trevaun smiled and shook his head ruefully.
He, too, had read her mind and now knew the whole truth. "Even I
wouldn't be so cruel, Dimitri. She is but a child, and one not long
before her wedding day, I might add."

"True, she is. I find that I want her all the
more because of it." He walked up to her and gently caressed her
hair. She stood perfectly still, looking longingly into his eyes.
"So much beauty, so delicate, so desirable," Dimitri said as he
looked upon her. Being unexpectedly drawn to Ariana was puzzling to
him because a human had never had that kind of effect on him
before.

Being near her, his bloodlust began to
intensify, the beast within would soon take over, and he would have
to have her. As the beast stirred, his eyes began to glow and his
teeth lengthen. He gently kissed her, while struggling to hold back
his ferocious nature. He had already decided he would be a
gentleman about taking her, if such a thing could be done.

He tilted her head back and she completely
gave in, going any direction he turned her. She began to tremble so
he stopped and just looked at her. She felt desire burning within
and reached behind herself to loosen her dress, pulled it gently
off her shoulder, and guided it downward until it pooled at her
feet. He drank in the sight of her, then closed the small distance
between them, taking her into his arms. He gently caressed the side
of her neck and leaned in close, her skin felt soft and she smelled
faintly of roses. He sank his teeth deep into her tender throat.
She was pure and innocent, falling into complete corruption under
his power. He drank from her until she collapsed in his arms. He
turned to his brother and said with a self-satisfied grin, "Well, I
guess this settles it, then."

Trevaun sighed. He knew Dimitri had won, or
at least there would be no convincing him otherwise. How could his
kills compete with two such fine ladies? He thought back on the
women he had killed earlier, not one of them could hold a candle to
these two women. Of course he had killed more people than Dimitri
had. He thought perhaps he could argue his way to victory with that
fact, but ultimately, he knew it would be to no avail.

"Alright, alright you win," Trevaun sulked,
"But we need to leave, tonight, before we bring any unwanted
attention to ourselves."

Dimitri nodded in agreement. They did not
stay long in any town, for they didn't want any suspicions to
arise. After all, it wouldn't be seemly to have dead bodies showing
up on the heels of their arrival to a new place. Because of the
number of bodies in the brothel, not to mention the two abducted
women in the suite, they agreed to leave that very night.

Dimitri laid Ariana on the satin bed next to
the mistress. He paused for a moment to make sure she was still
breathing. He stopped drinking from her just before death could
claim her because he wanted to keep her alive. Her breathing became
shallow and her skin had turned very pale. Ariana barely clung to
life by a thin, shimmering thread, but she had a strong spirit and
was determined to live. Dimitri kneeled down next to her as she lay
on the bed and caressed her hand. Trevaun watched quietly from near
the fireplace, still holding his wineglass.

Dimitri turned to him, "She's beautiful isn't
she? I have a feeling that there is something more about her, but I
can't quite put my finger on...." He trailed off, while looking at
her in deep consideration. With barely a perceptible nod, he moved
toward her slowly, leaning in closely to whisper in her ear.

"Do you wish to live?"

"Y...yes," her voice registered as barely a
whisper.

He gazed at her a moment longer and then
caressed the side of her face. He tilted his head and put his lips
to her ear again. "In order to live you must leave your mortal life
and everything within it. Your friends, your family, your
belongings—everything. Are you willing to make this sacrifice?"

She nodded her head and looked into his
powerful eyes. A single tear streamed down the side of her face,
landing on the pillow below.

"You will be my protégé and I will be your
master. You must obey me in all matters, or I will take this
precious gift from you. Do you understand?"

Ariana nodded her head again.

"Then, I will give you immortality." Dimitri
bit his wrist and his blood began to flow. He let it fall onto her
lips and into her mouth. She started to drink lustily, and her
throat began to burn. She felt a strange whirling sensation in her
head and before she knew what was happening, everything went black.
Her eyes rolled back in her head as she fainted, the evil had begun
to run its course. Trevaun watched quietly as the scene unfolded.
His brother rarely took on a protégé because it was a heady
responsibility, a duty that took a lot of time and care, and wasn't
to be taken lightly.

Dimitri seemed taken with her, but making her
into his protégé was a bit surprising, especially since his
previous protégé had been difficult, to say the least. Trevaun
didn't want to bring up the subject, but Dimitri could tell by his
brother's expression what he was thinking.

"You look surprised."

"I am, a little, but it's your choice. I'm
sure she will make a fine protégé."

"Yes, she will. I sense determination and
strength in her."

Dimitri glanced back at Ariana and watched
her breathe slowly. He knew her transformation would be complete in
a few days. The physical transformation would change her
physiologically, but her beauty would remain. In fact, the
modifications that her body would go through would enhance all of
her positive attributes.

Dimitri could sense that Trevaun was thinking
about the situation with his last protégé. He appreciated his
brother's concern, but felt confident in his decision. This time,
this protégé will be different, he just knew that to be true.

Dimitri stood and walked to the other side of
the bed, then picked up the mistress' body. He went to the terrace
and jumped into the night. He flew off in the direction of the
woods. He had already planned to leave the mistress' body in the
woods where, most likely, no one would find her.

When he'd found a secluded spot to leave her,
he felt satisfied. And if the body were ever discovered, it would
appear as though she had been taken by wolves. He left her in the
dark woods under a tree, which indeed became her final resting
spot. Those who knew her may never discover what had become of
her.

Throughout the night, both Ariana's father
and Nathaniel looked for her. The two of them were bereft by her
disappearance and searched exhaustedly, but it was to no avail. Try
as they might, they could not find her. No one would have ever
guessed what truly happened to her, or that they would never see
her sweet innocence again.
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The second night after her transformation had
begun, Ariana awoke and rubbed her blurry eyes. She glanced around,
only to find herself in a strange room. Muffled voices from
somewhere nearby began to grow louder as if approaching. She sat up
quickly, but felt faint and collapsed back down onto the bed. She
recovered her senses then noticed a man standing in the room with
her.

"Have patience, Ariana. You'll have to take
it slowly at first," said Dimitri as he walked over to her.

She looked up at him. He seemed familiar, but
from where she wasn't sure. Her mind felt like a haze rested upon
it, absolutely nothing seemed clear. It felt like a strange dream
where the details were all foggy. She remembered brief flashes from
last night, one of herself standing by a fireplace and another of
her gown dropping to the floor. Another memory flashed, this one of
a man biting her neck fiercely. Her hand flew to her neck to check
for the grievous injury, but there was no trace of the attack.

"Where am I?"

"You are with me and you are safe," Dimitri
assured her.

His voice was almost melodic, wrapping around
her in comfort, but a foreboding chill swept across her skin,
breaking the enchantment.

"I shouldn't be here. I have to leave!"
Ariana sat up, pushing herself to the edge of the bed. Dimitri
swiftly moved to her side and lifted her chin, compelling her to
look into his eyes. His powerful hypnotic gaze held her in place
and her trembling body began to still.

"Do not be afraid."

"Who are you?"

"I am Dimitri."

His words provoked feelings of calmness
throughout her body, but his handsome face elicited feelings of
longing. Dimitri's charm had settled her fear, but an uneasy
feeling draped as a shadow over her mind. Dimitri gently released
her, watching her carefully. She glanced toward the bedroom door in
time to see Trevaun and Katrine stop at the entrance. Dimitri
signaled them to enter with the nod of his head.

"Hello, dear," said Katrine with a smile as
she considered Ariana's state.

Belatedly, Dimitri started the introductions,
"This is Katrine, and you already know Trevaun." She vaguely
recognized Trevaun, but she couldn't place where she may have met
him previously. She racked her brain, but nothing immediately came
to mind.

Dimitri broke her reverie saying, "Come now
and get dressed. I have some clothes for you. After all, someone as
beautiful as you must be surrounded by beautiful things."

Feeling the peaceful influence of his words,
Ariana listened quietly. She noticed on a nearby chair several
beautiful dresses in a dazzling array of colors. Next to the chair
were boxes upon boxes of hats and shoes. Katrine walked over and
picked up an emerald green dress with laced black ribbon on the
sleeves, offering it to Ariana.

"Here, you would look stunning in this
color."

Ariana felt a strange sensation as if she
were highly attuned with her surroundings, much more so than she
had ever been before. Everything somehow seemed more real to her
than it ever had before. She reached for the dress and ran her
fingers across it, feeling the fine satin material under her hand.
She felt warm air from the fireplace rising and moving throughout
the room and saw each cinder as it burned brightly. She heard
muffled voices outside the suite and down the hallway. She could
even hear the trees outside gently rustling from a cold wind that
blew across the courtyard of the hotel.

Her senses had become heightened so quickly
that they threatened to overwhelm her. She blinked rapidly,
fighting the lightheadedness. Dimitri touched her shoulder and the
room began to come back into focus. She became aware that
everyone's eyes were on her, watching her every move.

"You'll get used to it. The sensation you are
experiencing is but one of the many gifts you have been bestowed
with. There are many things you must learn, we will give you some
privacy as you get ready. Katrine will assist you." Dimitri smiled
as he and Trevaun walked out of the room.

Katrine helped Ariana stand up from the bed.
Ariana could feel her strength returning. As a matter of fact, she
felt extremely well, as if she had never been weak at all. It was a
wonderful and strange sensation. She noticed a full-length mirror
in the corner of the room and went to it. Katrine silently watched
her.

Ariana stood before the mirror, still dressed
in a corset and petticoat from the night before, looking at her
reflection. She leaned in closer to the mirror and looked at her
face. Studying her reflection, she knew that something seemed
different. Katrine walked over to her with the dress in hand, then
quietly assisted her in dressing. After the final button was done
up, Katrine left the room and returned with a basin of warm water.
She sat the basin down on a nearby dresser, dipped a towel into it,
and handed it to Ariana. The washcloth felt warm and comforting as
she gently wiped her face and neck. She glanced up at the mirror,
seeing only her reflection, not Katrine's. Ariana raised her
eyebrow and turned to look at her.

Katrine smiled. "I envy you. It's been a long
time since I've seen my reflection. I guess I miss it. You're still
changing and you will soon be complete. You have only a few traces
left of your mortality. You being able to see yourself in a mirror
is one of those. Enjoy it, for soon it will be gone. What you have
become is far greater than you can imagine. You're fortunate
Dimitri has given you such a gift."

As Ariana finished getting ready, Katrine
picked up a long black coat and handed it to her. Ariana's mind
felt muddled. She couldn't remember why she was there; a haunting
whisper echoed in the back of her mind, but what it was trying to
tell her, she couldn't understand.

"Come, dear," Katrine coaxed. Ariana
hesitantly accompanied Katrine. They both left the bedroom and
rejoined the others in the main room.

"Good, you're ready," said Dimitri, "I have
many things to show you, and we will begin tonight." The party
headed out of the suite as Trevaun graciously held the door open.
They went down the hallway and over to the staircase that led down
to the main entrance. Near the hotel's counter, a man purchased a
suite. A bellboy picked up his bag and then started to lead the man
to his room. He walked past the group then tipped his hat in
greeting. Trevaun and Dimitri did likewise. As he walked past
Ariana, she felt a strange sensation. She didn't know what it could
mean, but it felt odd. Katrine glanced at her and smiled. "Come,
dear."

At the hotel's grand entry, the doorman
greeted the party. They walked through the doors and out to a black
carriage that awaited them. They entered the carriage and were
seated. It jerked forward and began going down the street. Ariana
looked out the coach's window and saw people walking by on the
sidewalk. They went past in what seemed like slow motion. She felt
disconnected from the world and yet so exquisitely alive.
Sensations rolled through her again and she trembled for a moment.
Dimitri looked at her reassuringly. Ariana had an unsettling
feeling, rising from the bottom of her stomach that gave her
concern.

The carriage came to a stop at a restaurant
named The LaBoe, which was situated in a large two-story brick
building. Ariana began to suspect the strange feeling was hunger
since it had been a full day since her last meal and was grateful
they were going to dine. She and her party left the carriage and
entered the restaurant.

"Mr. Rochester...Ah, yes sir we have your
table just as you requested," said the maitre'd, leading
them to a private table and seating the party. Dimitri ordered the
roasted duck for himself and Ariana, and Trevaun ordered steak for
he and Katrine. Ariana glanced around the room and took note of her
surroundings, including the people seated nearby. Many were couples
out for an evening, all seemingly dressed in their finest. She had
never been to that particular restaurant or, truthfully, even heard
of it. As a matter of fact, nothing looked familiar to her on the
ride through town, either.

"We are in Warwickshire," said Dimitri in a
low tone, "You should know that I travel a lot."

"Yes, Ariana, you could say we are quite the
travelers," Trevaun mused.

The waiter came and placed grand plates in
front of each person. He poured large glasses of wine, as well, and
asked if there was anything else their party required. After being
reassured that all was well, he gave a slight bow and departed.
Ariana paid little attention, as she was very hungry so had begun
to eat before the waiter had even turned to leave. She noticed the
roasted duck seemed very bland. After the first few bland bites,
she played with it a bit, rolling it around with her fork.

She decided to put some salt on it, but it
didn't help. She took a few sips of wine and glanced around the
table. She noticed that not one of them had touched their meal.
They just sipped the wine slowly and talked quietly amongst
themselves.

Ariana ate a few more bites, but unsatisfied
and very disappointed. Again the strange feeling came upon her,
almost a different kind of hunger, slowly rising from deep within.
She yearned for something, but what she didn't know.

They were at the restaurant for about an
hour, when Dimitri suggested it was time to leave, so they made
ready to leave, the gentlemen helping the ladies with their coats.
They settled their bill, walked through the grand dining room then
stood for a moment outside on the sidewalk.

"Let's take a stroll shall we? It's such a
lovely evening," suggested Trevaun.

Arm in arm, they walked down the sidewalk,
toward a nearby park. There were quite a few people still in the
park at this time of the evening, couples enjoying a nighttime
stroll, young families gathering together for some leisure. Two
young men raced each other along the park's walkway, coming in the
direction of their own small party. Again, a strange rush came
across Ariana. She felt a fluttering in her stomach and a burning
sensation rising up. A sudden cold chill went down her spine and
she shivered. Dimitri noticed her reaction and knew it was time to
enlighten her as to the source of her hunger.

The two young men were nearly upon the group
as they continued racing through the park to take a short cut home.
One was slightly taller and lankier than the other. The shorter one
had a brown coat and cap. The young men weren't paying attention
and hadn't noticed the small group that was nearly before them. The
taller of the two pulled up short when he noticed the small group.
The men started laughing feeling a little embarrassed for not
noticing them sooner, but quickly readjusted themselves and
respectfully nodded. "Good evening," said the taller one. Trevaun
and Dimitri responded in kind.

Ariana began to feel flushed as a strange
wave began to roll over her. In a flash, she saw Dimitri take the
taller man and hold him by the neck, while Trevaun grabbed a hold
of the shorter one.

"Hey, what's this all about? Let us go,"
demanded the shorter man as the two struggled in vain to get
free.

"Now what fun would that be?" Sarcasm dripped
from Trevaun's voice. "Hold still. You don't want to frighten the
ladies."

Katrine walked over to Trevaun and looked at
the shorter man. "You must excuse my husband, he can be a bit
sarcastic at times." She looked at the man with barely concealed
scorn as he tried to escape Trevaun's grip. "Just do it already and
quit playing around." Katrine huffed in annoyance.

Suddenly, Trevaun attacked the man like a
wild animal, Katrine following his lead with a beast-like
consumption. Each ravaged their prey like animals.

Ariana stood a few feet away, in silence,
watching the horrific scene unfold. Her initial reaction was
terror, but then an odd yearning came over her. It swept across her
like a wave. She shuddered, then walked closer to Dimitri, being
inexplicably drawn to both him and the man he restrained. Her
desire became all consuming, uncontrollable. The man trembled in
fear and pleaded for his life, looking like a trapped animal. He
had just watched in terror as Trevaun and Katrine killed his friend
and let the limp corpse fall to the ground with a thud.

"Please let me go. I won't say a word. I
promise," he begged, finally finding his voice.

"Sile…" Dimitri began to say, but stopped
when he noticed Ariana's approach. She had completely hypnotized
the man with no effort or instruction. The man became completely
still and looked at Ariana with glazed eyes. Dimitri let go of the
man and took a step back and watched in silence as Ariana went to
the man. She touched the sleeve of his coat and his body completely
relaxed. His eyes became dilated and his breathing steadied. Ariana
heard the luring sound of his heart beating and the smell of the
blood in his veins. She slowly stepped closer to the man, all the
while holding her gaze steady with his. She tore his shirt collar
open and with a slow deliberate motion turned his head to the side.
He completely complied with all of her demands, enraptured with her
presence. He would do anything she wished.

She breathed in deeply to savor the scent of
his blood as it emanated around him like an aura. She felt a hot
rush flowing through her. A fire burned wildly in her body and she
needed his blood to extinguish the flames. Ariana's teeth began to
grow as she leaned in toward the man's neck. She bit into him
deeply and began to drink. His blood filled her mouth and rolled
down into her throat. She felt stronger and stronger with each
moment, each swallow.

Ariana released the man and he dropped to the
ground. Disconnected from herself, she looked down upon her victim.
Something deep within her stirred, as if screaming to come to the
surface. The dam that held it broke free and memories began to
flood her mind. She remembered her family and her fiancé, the night
at the Gala House and how she was taken from the life she had
known. She looked at Dimitri in horror as she recalled what
happened.

In order to live you must leave your
mortal life, his words echoed through her mind. She gasped and
put her hand to her mouth. She glanced back at the dead men on the
ground in horror.

"What have I done?" Ariana cried, "What have
I become? Oh dear, God!" She ran off across the grass into the
darkness, Dimitri turned to run after her. He paused and barked
over his shoulder to Trevaun, "Dispose of the bodies!"

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/102093
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

tmp_a0c2622fe5bb913bfea0891ae522508f_xt9V2e_html_m406ff466.jpg
An Echelon Press eBook






tmp_a0c2622fe5bb913bfea0891ae522508f_xt9V2e_html_6e3be1bd.jpg
Echelon Press

Publishing





cover.jpg
An Echelon Press eBook

@m wa

"‘..’ '&% %

Beneeca 5 l-‘nrr[e





