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4 Cups! “Nightlife Anthology”

A Light in the Darkness
“This is a brilliantly
created world of vampires and of good versus evil. Emotions run
deep and you feel them so strongly as their stories are told. Love
and sensuality war with revenge and hatred, making for a
tantalizing tale I could not stop reading once I
started.”

Out of the Night
“This story is written softly, beautifully. The
two characters are so lovingly written. The budding relationship
between Jim and Spring warms you from the very beginning. I adored
this story, especially the gentle touch the author used when
writing this tale.

Both stories in this anthology
were written by Miss Shinn and both are wonderfully done. There are
times when you can sense that an author truly loves the characters
she creates and pours her heart into every word. The two in this
anthology reflect that. I highly recommend adding this to your must
read collection. You will not be disappointed.”

Coffee Time Romance

 


 


4 ½ Hearts! “Nightlife Anthology”

“Nightlife Anthology houses two stories that are well-written
and deliver the characters so well. The characters breathe life in
both tales as they practically jump from the pages. Mirianne and
Theodore have a relationship that sizzles when they work together
and Jim and Spring’s love for the other is so wonderfully done,
that it makes the heart leap for joy. Ms. Shinn does a fabulous job
in these two stories. This reader could tell she put her heart and
soul into the blending of these two terrific tales. If you ever
wanted a keeper, this book is the one to have on the
shelves.”

The
Romance Studio

 


 


5 Tombstones!! “Nightlife
Anthology”

A Light in the Darkness “This was a
very good story and had me on the edge of my chair, waiting to see
what would happen next. There were many surprises along the way,
some good, some bad, but it all came together in the end. Even if
you aren’t Christian or particularly religious, I think you will
like this story.”

Out of the Night “As I said, this
was a very sweet story and while I’m normally one who likes my
sugar in food and not my reading, I really liked it. Ms. Shinn did
a wonderful job incorporating religion in the context of these
stories and I look forward to reading more from
her.”

Bitten By Books
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A LIGHT IN THE DARKNESS

 



Chapter 1

 


New York City

May

 


The reality of her life as one of the
vampyre consisted of nothing but loneliness, her only companion.
Since the beginning, since the moment of her death and rebirth,
Mirianne, daughter of Jacob and Isabelle, was cast out from the
lives of her loved ones—mortals. Mirianne began a self-imposed
solitude shortly thereafter and it continued for nearly three
thousand years.

That first dawn she considered taking her
own life by walking into the sun’s approaching light. The first
kiss of sunlight instantly changed her mind. Self-preservation
kicked in and with a pained cry, she fled into the safety of the
underground tombs, below the city’s temple.

How ironic.

Mirianne sat on the roof of a New York
skyscraper with her legs dangling over the top edge. With sad eyes
she looked to the left and saw only the horizon. She mourned along
with the mortals at the loss of life when the Twin Towers were
destroyed. It would appear, once more, a madman had wielded his
power to cause death. The vampyre weren’t the only creatures this
little planet offered.

The inky blackness of
early night consumed the sky and Mirianne absorbed it into her
senses, like an animal sniffs the night wind before a hunt. Her
lids closed as her thoughts traveled back three thousand years and
the memories came once more. She needed to remember the pain and
remind herself why she existed night after night—revenge, sweet
revenge.

Mirianne had been a mature woman of
twenty-eight with a husband, a son of eleven and a daughter of
eight. Her parents arranged a marriage to Japheth, making a fine
bargain with his parents. Though Japheth was a good man, hard
working and kind, Mirianne didn’t love him. She sought more from
the life she’d been given. What, she knew not. She understood only
that she wanted more than the happiness she found with her
family.

These feelings were personal. She revealed
to no one the quest for greater fulfillment and the deep emptiness
she carried inside. If she knew the fate awaiting her that night
long ago, she would have fallen to her knees and cried out her
thankfulness for the life she led.

The sun began to set when she decided to
fetch two buckets of water for drinking and cleansing that evening.
The day had been a full one and there was no time for the chore
during the daylight hours.

Mirianne rose from the river’s edge and
turned toward home, a full pail of water in each hand. In the blink
of an eye, something slammed her down hard to the ground. The
buckets of water flew out of her hands and soaked into the dry
ground. A large hand at the back of her head forced her face into
the dirt, her scream penetrating the ground rather than the air. By
the time she realized the attacker’s intent, it was too late.

Mirianne’s tunic was torn
from the back; the rending of the thick fabric from the bottom up
to her hips was loud in her ears. Her attacker kicked her legs
apart and penetrated her body forcefully from behind. The pain
lasted only a moment before she felt the stab of sharp teeth on the
back of her neck. She cried out again in fear, but the ground muted
the sound. The attacker cruelly shoved her face farther into the
dirt. God in Heaven, help me! I cannot
breathe. I will die!

Her body and mind responded in fear and
growing anger, bucking wildly in an effort to gain freedom. The man
was amazingly strong, though. Her movements appeared to have the
opposite effect since he growled against her neck where his teeth
were still attached. A mauling hand grazed and squeezed the firm
outer edge of her breast then went down to seize her hips, forcing
her back against him in a faster, harder rhythm. It hurt terribly,
but she held in her tears. His other hand left the back of her head
to grip her hips more firmly.

With a loud gasp, she lifted her head and
drew in air and dirt into her lungs. Though her nose and mouth were
free from the dirt, she coughed to rid herself of the dirt in her
throat. She stopped her struggles, concentrating on nothing but the
effort it took to breathe.

His mouth and teeth
released her neck, though he remained inside of her body, his hips
still pounding roughly against her backside. Harsh, nasty breath
found her ear and sickened her to the point of vomiting. He spoke
like a hiss of sound saying words she would never forget.

“Weak mortal. You are no match for me and my
power,” he grunted in between his savage pounding. “I am likened to
a god, unable to be destroyed, even by ones greater than the
fiercest warriors. Fight me if you wish, woman. I will so enjoy
your pitiful attempt.”

He laughed then, the laugh of the devil; the
sound had haunted her every day of her existence. Would she never
rid herself of the evil the creature left within her?

The attack seemed to last forever, but
finally it was over. With a final grunt and slam of his lower body
against hers, she felt him withdraw completely. She heard nothing,
no footsteps walking away. It was as if he disappeared into the
night.

A cool breeze traveled
over her partially naked body and she shivered, shaking from the
aftermath of the attack. Mirianne heard no sound behind her, not
even the sounds of the night. Attempting to rise onto her hands and
knees, she realized her strength was gone. What did that animal do to me beyond rape?

A deep weariness overcame her body and
Mirianne’s lids began to close. She realized suddenly death was
near. Never would she see her children again, never feel the warmth
of her husband at her side in their marriage bed. All was lost to
her.

No! All had been taken, stolen
from her! Mirianne’s anger returned, though her
body lay still, too weak to show it.

Mirianne saw a light
beyond her closed lids and, with great effort, opened them slowly.
A shimmering woman knelt at her side, wings glowing and sparkling
like a rare diamond sparkling in the sun. Is this creature of Heaven here for me?

Using the very last of her strength, she
rolled onto her side and faced the angel fully. “Please, tell me.
Do you come for me in my moment of death? Or have you come to
restore my life?” Mirianne whispered, barely able to speak.

“Your life is beyond my assistance. I have
come to bring you to the Father in Heaven. He awaits your
arrival.”

Mirianne saw the angel’s silver tears and
wished she wouldn’t cry on her behalf. There was no pain in her
body. In fact, she felt no emotion at all. Except one—hate.

She’d kill that man if she ever encountered
him again. Mirianne wondered, would God allow such hate into
Heaven? Somehow, she didn’t think so.

A man’s smooth voice came from beyond her
line of sight. It flowed around her, deep and rich. The voice was
somehow soothing. Her brows came together and she frowned as his
words began to penetrate her senses.

“Lauren, she is a woman grown with the
ability to decide her own fate. Will you not offer her the
choice?”

The angel shook her head firmly. “What you
suggest offers no choice. She is my charge and my responsibility. I
will see her Home.”

The voice came closer and Mirianne could
barely see a man’s shadowy silhouette.

“Then I will offer her the choice. We
shall let her decide. You know as well as I the choice
must be hers
alone.”

“Unfortunately, I do.” The angel’s eyes
sought Mirianne’s. “I implore you to refuse his offer, Mirianne.
Your future will be out of the will of God and He will no longer be
able to accept you.”

Mirianne looked from the angel to the
shadowed man. She licked dry lips and asked hoarsely, “Of what
terrible fate do you speak?”

The man emerged from the shadows and
Mirianne caught her shallow breath in her chest and held it. He was
taller than she, yet he did not tower over her. His arresting face
captured her attention. Any woman would be compelled to gaze upon
him a second and third time. Mirianne looked into his
compassionate, dark brown eyes. They held her securely within his
grip. She did not mind the man’s intensity, but discovered a
craving, a desire to feel more than his warm gaze upon her
flesh.

He smiled secretly and her brows drew
together, not understanding. Lauren floated upward and away
slightly, though she remained close by. The man knelt beside her,
filling her blurred vision. His fingers brushed tangled hair from
her face. Although they were cool, his gentleness was
unmistakable.

“The fate of which she speaks is the one I
live. I am immortal, Mirianne. I move only by night and take my
slumber during the day.”

Mirianne cocked her head. “How backward. Why
do this?”

“I am Theodore, one of the vampyre. I will
forever remain as the man you see before you. The powers I possess
are beyond human capabilities. The reading of the human and vampyre
minds along with overwhelming strength, to name a few.”

“So, you are like Lauren, an angel of
sorts.”

The man and angel shared an uncomfortable
exchange. “Not quite. Time grows short, Mirianne, and soon it will
be too late for me to aid you.”

Lauren spoke. “If you must do this, tell her
all things,” she insisted quietly.

The man’s eyes met her own and appeared to
glow. His gaze appeared unfamiliar, not quite human. Mirianne
became frightened.

“I have survived by the blood of animals, on
occasion. Though, I truly require the blood of humans once each
night to maintain my full level of power. It is part of the vampyre
nature and should not be feared. I do not kill mortals for my
nourishment and this choice can also be yours. Only your physical
nature changes, Mirianne, your heart and mind remain your own.”

Eyes wide with disbelief, Mirianne could
only shake her head. How could she ever be able to do such things,
live in such a way?

The vampyre’s eyes noted her reaction and
hardened with determination, his countenance nearly desperate. “I
am not a fool, woman. I can see how the necessity of this choice
befell you. Yet, here I offer you the chance to remain on Earth
until you find the barbarian who raped you and nearly drained you
dry of your life’s blood. Do you seek the opportunity to avenge the
loss you suffered this night?”

Mirianne closed her eyes
and pictured her children in her memory. They were lost to her, no
matter the choice. I truly have nothing
and no one else—no family and no future. What reason will leaving
Earth serve? At least by becoming
a...vampyre, she would have the time, resources, and strength to
find the attacker and exact justice for his crime and
theft.

Meeting his eyes squarely, she nodded.

Theodore admired her
bravery and swelled with pride when she raised her chin in
determination. For a mortal, her fortitude left him amazed. He felt
nearly drunk with happiness. Several decades of awaiting this night
and Mirianne would finally be free to claim. So many years of waiting...

Lauren floated closer until she hovered by
Mirianne’s side. Mirianne looked at her angel directly as she
spoke. “I am sincerely grateful, but I must refuse. I will survive
here and find my attacker, then stop him before he can do this
again to another woman. I am sorry, but my choice is made.”

Lauren’s lips trembled and her eyes began to
tear as she nodded sadly. “So be it. Farewell, Mirianne. Go in
peace and may you find your heart’s desire in the eternal years you
must face ahead.”

“Good-bye, Lauren.”

Lauren disappeared in an instant, along with
the intense light. An encompassing darkness surrounded Mirianne and
she panicked, feeling trapped in the night. She desperately
searched for a light in the darkness.

“I am here,” the man crooned and Mirianne
relaxed immediately. “Do not fear, Miri. Tonight a new life begins
for you.”

With amazing gentleness, he rolled Mirianne
until she lay flat then carefully tilted her head away. Leaning
over her body, he studied the familiar shape of her jaw, the
delicate line extending her throat. From the first day he saw Miri,
she appeared as a vision of beauty, without and within. He did not
wish to cause her any undue pain. There was no help for it, though.
It would be best to do the deed quickly, without warning.

Theodore’s lips found the vein in her throat
and kissed it as the pale skin of her neck grew cold. He could see
Mirianne’s limbs relaxing and decided quickly that she would never
be more ready. Opening his mouth wide, he bit her, every instinct
he possessed screaming at him to ravage her, blood and body. He
fought the instinct, reminding himself exactly what Mirianne meant
to him.

Mirianne felt a sharp pain and gasped, her
hands gaining enough strength to weakly grab fistfuls of his tunic.
Unaware of the surroundings and where this decision would
eventually take her, Mirianne felt her mind begin to float away,
the pain already a past sensation. It frightened her, the unknown.
Although, when this man’s arms eased around her frail body,
Mirianne realized she would always be safe in this powerful man’s
embrace.

The world darkened and Mirianne knew she
would soon die. She should be terrified, and that fear could not be
completely extinguished. Strangely, though, she trusted this man
and believed in his ability to aid in her quest.

Theodore caressed the side of Mirianne’s
face with one hand, keeping her head still with the other. She
didn’t resist him, yet he could feel, even smell, her fear.

In a matter of seconds, he depleted all but
a few drops of Mirianne’s blood. Weak with the loss, her body was
pliant in his arms. Theodore gently eased her up until she faced
him then made a small gash in the vein of his own neck, placing her
lips to the wound. He waited for the inevitable. Surprised when it
didn’t come, he coaxed using his deep, rich voice. Theodore felt no
shame at the desperation in his tone.

“Open your mouth and drink, Miri. You must
if you are to survive. I shall help you. Never will you be alone,
sweet Mirianne. Drink...drink...”

Those
words—never be alone—decided her. She opened her mouth and did not need to suckle
upon his throat. Warm, salty liquid filled it, flowing like a
raging river down her throat. Mirianne’s greatest challenge was
finding the strength to swallow and not gag as more and more of his
blood entered her body.

An odd sensation blasted
through her senses and traveled like wildfire through her
veins. Thirst—raging thirst. The need came quickly and became so powerful, Mirianne felt
an aggressive desire to dominate and control the man against her
body. She wanted to throw him against the ground and hold him down,
taking what her body desired, what it demanded. Only the lack of
strength in her limbs prevented Mirianne from doing
this.

In a flash of memory, she recalled his
name—Theodore. He tasted of the sweetest wine, the purest water.
Heavenly, delicious. The desire for intimacy battled with the
ecstasy of his sweet, rich blood. Briefly, a thought traveled
through Mirianne’s brain, leaving her shocked. She desired more
than this man’s blood. She wanted him, physically, as a woman
desperately needs her mate. The need for blood and Theodore’s body
threaded together so intricately, she could not separate one desire
from the other. The delectable cravings became as one.

Weak hands of moments before became strong,
pulling at Theodore’s tunic, drawing him closer. Mirianne’s mouth
began working, sucking hard at his throat, her tongue licking
around the wound to draw more of his blood into her mouth. Theodore
obliged her need, drawing her closer with his arm wrapped around
her waist. Strong fingers threaded into her tangled mass of hair to
cradle her head in his wide palm.

He spoke and Mirianne heard the desperation
in his voice, rough with his own desires. To her ears, Theodore
sounded oddly emotional.

“Yes, Miri, drink your
fill. Take all of me within you. Take me...take me...”

The words he spoke in his
low, urgent voice changed Mirianne in ways the new blood refilling
her veins never could. For the first time in her life, Mirianne
felt power—power over a man and power over her surroundings. The
man offering her new life revealed his weakness—not physically, but
emotionally. She instinctively knew this happened because of his
own need to see her transformed. Why does
he want this so desperately?

The more she drank, the
stronger she became. Her senses sharpened drastically and her
emotions raged with undeniable authority, demanding to be released.
It also left her without control. The center of Mirianne’s body
throbbed with the desire to mate. She needed to feel this man
moving within her, possessing her. Only this man, no other.
Oh, how I desperately want him...

Mirianne’s hand released his tunic and
traveled down a sensual trail until she reached his lower abdomen.
His breath hissed from between his teeth, his will powerless
against her sexual need and desire. His body flamed at her touch
and his desperation matched her own.

Mirianne tore at his tunic, pulling his
chest against hers, despite the clothing. Her own tunic still lay
at her waist, exposing her lower body to his gaze and touch. A deep
moan tore from his throat when she rubbed her lower body against
his hard erection, motivating him into action.

Lifting his own tunic quickly, he rolled
upon the ground so she lay on his chest, her mouth still locked at
his throat. She straddled him naturally and came down on his
erection swiftly, her body warm, wet and welcoming. Both released a
noisy groan of satisfaction at the sweet feel the dominating thrust
provided.

Mirianne rocked with him boldly, her strokes
blending crazily with the delicious taste of his blood on her lips.
Fire consumed every inch of her body, blocking any rational
thought. The sensations were overwhelming, controlling her without
reason. They refused to release her from their powerful
demands.

Theodore’s and Mirianne’s fevered dance
lasted long minutes, until, at the height of their lovemaking,
Mirianne gasped, her mouth no longer suckling at his neck. A
delicious sensation crackled through her like lightning. She rode
it, keening softly as her limbs lost some of their tension. The man
below her thrust upward several times before he climaxed with an
impassioned cry. He threw his head back into the dirt beneath him
and Mirianne instinctively licked the last few mouth-watering drops
from her lips when she saw the trail of blood roll down his neck
from the hasty retreat of her teeth.

Mirianne regretted the
climax still shaking her body. Cannot this
wonderful sensation go on a little longer? Her limbs felt languid, though powerful, even after making
love. This felt too devastatingly wonderful to last only a brief
time.

Only when he spoke did she begin to focus on
her surroundings and the man she still lay upon, fully joined.
Reality washed in, leaving her stunned at what she’d done.

“My neck healed on its own, Miri, though you
will need to lick the small wounds on the throats of mortals. This
is but one of many lessons I will teach you, my sweet Mirianne. I
will be your mentor, your tutor, in this new life.” His voice
became deep and quiet. “Your lover and mate as well, if you so
desire. I can be all things to you, Miri. You need only ask.”

Unnaturally strong limbs
began to shake with her many emotions—fear being closest to the
surface. Anger followed closely in its wake. He expected this response from me,
she realized. Do all of these creatures of
the night behave in such a way? Did this man, this
creature, do this very
thing with countless women before me?

What did her wanton actions force her to
become? Would she travel the world looking for men to take, their
bodies as well as their blood?

Mirianne lifted up and
detached their bodies then swung her leg over his legs and squatted
next to him. “What have I done? I have never felt desire in
this way.”

Theodore sat up, leaning
on one arm. “No. No mortal could ever know this type of desire,
this pain. It is the bloodlust. It can be a sensual hunger as well
as a physical one. That is our nature.” He easily read her mind.
“This is now your nature, Miri. The need to physically join is interwoven with
the need to drink.”

“You knew this!” The accusation rang through
the clearing. His silence portrayed his guilt. Fury became a living
thing and forced itself from her lungs. “I am married! I should not
have done this thing!”

Theodore quietly hung his head. His face
showed a great sadness, a loss of hope. “You are married no longer,
Mirianne. The moment you swallowed your first taste of my blood,
your mortal bonds and vows were forever lost. You are an immortal
and must live by our laws throughout eternity. This was by your own
choice,” he reminded her gently.

“I-I understand. Yet—”

“Mirianne! Where are you, woman?”

“Japheth! My husband!” She hissed the words
urgently and crawled away from the man who changed her.

Theodore’s face hardened into a tight mask
and he slowly stood, lowering his tunic.

“Bid him farewell, Mirianne. We leave
thereafter.”

Quick to assure him she would not be going
anywhere, she turned, but the vampyre lay hidden from view. She
could feel his presence, her unnatural senses strange and wonderful
all at once.

Falling to the river’s edge, Mirianne washed
the blood away from her lips, chin and throat. Her husband appeared
moments later and strode angrily toward her kneeling form. Mirianne
kept her split tunic closed with one hand and leaned away from the
river.

“Mirianne, what took you so long to fetch
water?”

Mirianne stood and slowly turned, smoothing
her tunic from her thighs down to her feet. Her husband’s sharp
gasp drew her attention and she looked up to see his worried gaze.
His focus lay on the front of her tunic, though, and she looked
down reluctantly. She saw rivers of bloody stains soaked into the
rough cloth, not as easily removed as the blood from her lips.

“Mirianne! What happened
to you? Are you injured?” Japheth came forward and took her firmly,
yet gently, by the shoulders. He was a big man, tall and firmly
built. Even so, she felt an unusual strength coursing through her
body. Enough to overcome him! Indeed, she felt incredible
strength, as the vampyre said she would. It pulsed through her in
uncontrollable waves. With the slightest pressure, she felt trees
would crumble beneath her touch.

There was another emotion she felt—hunger. A
painful hunger. Her eyes could not look away from the throbbing
vein in Japheth’s neck. She felt two sharp teeth begin to lengthen
within her mouth. Afraid of her own body’s reaction and for the man
she called husband, Mirianne easily pulled herself out of his grasp
and turned away, covering her mouth with both of her hands. His
surprise at her strength did not go unnoticed. She spoke carefully
between her fingers and loud enough to be heard.

“Japheth, I can no longer be your wife and
mother to our children. Tell the Elders of the Temple I drowned
then choose another.”

“No! What do you mean by this? Why do you
want to leave us?” When she made no reply, he barked to her back,
“Answer me, woman!”

Mirianne turned slowly and took two steps
back, just in case. Lowering her hands, she waited for him to
notice her vampyre teeth, but his gaze traveled beyond where she
stood. Mirianne knew Japheth looked upon the man who changed her
minutes ago. The vampyre. How amazing that she could actually hear
his footfalls as he approached.

“What happened to you?” Japheth asked
quietly.

“I do not
want to leave you, yet,
I must. No other choice is given me.”

Japheth’s gaze returned to her face.
Mirianne cringed in guilt at the anger and pain of betrayal she saw
there. “You have sought the arms of another? Am I not husband to
you? Have I not shown honor and kindness toward you?” he
demanded.

The world moved in slow motion as Mirianne
looked over her shoulder, directly at the vampyre. He stopped,
allowing her to take the lead. Mirianne turned sad eyes to the
mortal man who she could no longer call husband. She accepted it,
finally.

“Although I seek no other, you are no longer
my husband. I am human no more, Japheth. I am...vampyre.”

Her maker came forward and stood silently at
her side. He faced the mortal man’s anger without fear.

“Mirianne is dead to you, Japheth. She can
no longer live as a mortal. We are of another race. This can never
be changed. Mirianne is no longer your wife.”

Japheth gave a mighty yell and reached for
the vampyre’s throat with his bare hands. Theodore expected the
attack. He bared his fangs with a horrible growl in his chest,
allowing the mortal to witness the creature within. An unearthly
glow radiated from his eyes so they shimmered dangerously.

Japheth retreated step by step, but not from
the vampyre, she realized. His eyes were affixed to her face and
the glow within her gaze. His eyes lowered to find the vampyre
teeth she could no longer hide. Mirianne stood there helpless,
unable to control the powers she so recently acquired.

Nothing more could be done with Japheth but
to leave him and her precious children behind. Her heart ached with
the loss of her family. The vampyre’s hand touched her own and she
could hear whispered words of comfort in her head. Although a sweet
gesture, if offered little comfort. She needed to leave as quickly
as possible, before her heart shattered inside her chest.

“Do not act foolish, Japheth. I have no
grievance with you, though I will not permit harm to befall
Mirianne or myself. We leave this place and you in peace. Never
will you lay eyes upon us again.”

That said, Theodore wrapped his arms gently
around Mirianne’s waist and propelled himself high into the dark,
night sky.

A swift telling breeze circled Japheth
before they disappeared from view. The breeze faded away and the
night became quiet once more, all proof of their existence wiped
clean.

 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


Mirianne sighed deep and long as the
memories washed over her in silent, painful waves. Tears traveled
down her cheeks as she cried softly. She wiped them away with a
trembling hand and looked down at the wetness on her fingertips.
Never would she get over the unusual mixture of water and blood
coming from her eyes. Even after three thousand years, it did not
appear normal.

Needing to flee from the unhappiness of her
past, though she never escaped it completely, Mirianne pushed her
backside off the edge of the skyscraper and enjoyed a few seconds
of freefalling before allowing her preternatural abilities to take
over. She soared at an easy pace high above the clouds, threading
through them like a bird playing against the wind. Higher and
higher she flew until she came dangerously close to the edge of the
first atmosphere. She began to wonder... What would happen if she
pushed herself a little higher and breached Earth’s protective
layer to enter the vacuum of space? She would not die because she
was dead already and she didn’t need the air to survive. One day,
when the loneliness became too great, she’d find out.

Light pierced the darkness causing Mirianne
to gasp, fearing she’d gone too far around the planet and met the
dawn. While avoiding the numerous aircraft, the instant light
momentarily blinded her. After a few moments, it began to fade.
Mirianne calmed once she recognized the glow.

“Hi, Lauren.”

The Guardian angel floated down until she
flew alongside Mirianne. Her smile was wide and warm, her eyes as
friendly as ever.

“Hello, Mirianne. Are you traveling
somewhere special?”

“No, not really. I’m out enjoying the night
air—and thinking.”

Lauren smiled and motioned down.

Mirianne nodded and they descended, landing
somewhere in New Mexico. She’d traveled far this night, thinking,
remembering. It would be daylight in a few more hours and she’d
have to venture home, to her isolated haven.

They sat upon a large bolder in the middle
of this desert land, listening for several minutes to the earthy
night sounds surrounding them. Lauren looked around and sighed. “It
is quiet here—peaceful.” She glanced over at her friend whose face
remained troubled.

Mirianne took note of the
stark, flat land, releasing a humph. “It’s barren. Perfect for my
mood this evening.”

Lauren sighed softly.
“What troubles you? Many times since your change you have been in
an inconsolable mood.” She waited a moment, watching Mirianne’s
face. “Is it he who troubles you, the one who changed you?”

Mirianne slumped at the waist, her chin to
her chest. She turned her head away, not wanting the perfect angel
to see her red-stained tears.

“If you care for Theodore, why not seek him
out and tell him how you feel? He may return your feelings.”

“No, I can’t. I’ve seen him maybe a dozen
times in all of these centuries and he never speaks to me. He keeps
his distance and simply...stares.”

Lauren’s head tilted. “How so?”

“As if he’s in pain.” Mirianne offered her
friend a sad, dry smile. “I bring out the best in him, I
suppose.”

“Stop, Mirianne! You made a choice and it’s
your responsibility to make the most of the life you chose.”

“I know.” This time, Mirianne’s smile was
genuine and Lauren returned it. “Thanks for reminding me. You’d
better return to your current charge. You know how God hates it
when you talk to one of us.”

“Hush—God does not hate. He is more
understanding about the vampyre than you realize. He knows why I
keep you within my sight.”

“An angel spending time with a vampyre is
still unheard of. Why do you befriend me?” When Lauren looked away,
Mirianne asked again, touching the gleaming iridescence of Lauren’s
robe. “Lauren, look at me.” The angel did. “Why?”

Lauren’s eyes searched Mirianne’s face. “You
are special to me. I feel responsible for what happened to you. If
only I had been allowed to intercede, I could have prevented the
vampyre’s attack and saved your mortality. I should have done so,
despite the consequences.”

“Oh, Lauren. It’s no one’s
fault but the bastard who attacked me. He’s the one who should be punished.
I vow, I will personally see to his destruction! Every time I think
I’m close to finding him, he alludes me. I will get him, Lauren. If it takes me
another three thousand years!”

Lauren shook her head sadly. “Revenge will
make you bitter and hard of heart. Tread carefully, Miri. I care
for you and would not see you harmed.”

For Lauren’s sake, Mirianne smiled and
caressed a glowing lock of her hair. “I will be careful, Lauren, I
promise.”

“Farewell, Miri.”

“Good-bye, Lauren.”

Lauren disappeared.
Mirianne’s eyes quickly refocused in the blackness of the night.
She didn’t consider herself evil or cruel. Or bitter, not really.
She would have
her revenge, though. Her attacker’s evil voice continued to taunt
her over the years and it rang in her ears to this day. When the
frustration became too powerful to control, Mirianne would hunt
ruthlessly. Never the innocent, however, only the mortal scum who
didn’t deserve their precious humanity.

As with any race of beings, there were those
who killed, preying upon others and destroying all in their path.
Then there were those who fought them, desperately trying to
balance the weight between good and evil. Mirianne believed in the
latter and refused to consider herself evil simply because of the
nature of her race. She used her immortality wisely and strove each
night to remain sane. Every night, decade and century she survived
became an ongoing struggle not to transform into the monster who
attacked her.

Mirianne needed to get back to her cottage
in the Black Hill woods of South Dakota in the next few hours
before the sun set. There she found solace in the underground room
of her cottage. Before she went home she would need to hunt for
nourishment, and to appease the vengeful demon clawing away from
the inside out. She would hunt mortals who deserved no mercy.
Mirianne saw their faces and would instantly see the vampyre who
attacked her and left her for dead.

Mirianne took to the sky quickly and came
down in the closest city she could find. The early morning sky
stretched to the horizon, still bathed in black with dark clouds
covering the moon and stars. These hours were special to Mirianne
mostly because of the mortals who lived and loved the night. For
the people with good hearts who appreciated those sights and
sounds, Mirianne felt a common bond—a kinship.

Mirianne looked up to evaluate the sky.
After so many sunrises, she knew exactly when the sun would make
its appearance. Though dawn approached, the streets remained alive
with activity.

She found her prey easily. A woman in
white—a nurse, she decided—held two overloaded paper bags of
groceries in her arms. She held no car key in her hand and the
woman could barely see over the tops of the bags. Though she could
easily see to her left and right, she did not look around. The
fool. She made herself an easy target by sheer ignorance. The woman
didn’t realize she was being stalked.

And Mirianne was not the stalker.

The man watching the nurse stayed behind
cars, street lamps, and any object he came across, silently
advancing on the woman from behind. His sneakers quieted his
approach until he came within ten feet of her back. Mirianne waited
for his next move. A lesson needed to be learned here.

Within fifteen seconds, the man roughly
grabbed the nurse from behind, rushed her into an alley a few feet
away and threw her up against the wall of a nearby building. The
streets were deserted and not a living soul heard her scream—only
Mirianne. He struck her hard across the mouth, silencing her
scream. The woman’s groceries flew from her hands, littering the
concrete around them. Blood trickled from a split lip and down her
chin. She slid down the wall until her butt hit the ground. With
her back against the wall, the nurse looked conscious, but
dazed.

“P-Please,” she choked out in a husky voice.
“Take my purse. It’s right o-over there.” She raised a shaking hand
to point, her eyes squinting toward her handbag. “I never saw you,
I-I promise. I won’t say anything and I won’t call the police. Just
please, leave me alone.”

The man smiled evilly, rubbing his crotch in
anticipation. “Oh, I’ll take your purse all right, bitch. After you
and me have a long, hard screw.” He rubbed his crotch again, only
this time his fingers remained and he rubbed himself briskly while
watching the fear on her face. The woman’s terrified expression
appeared to excite him and he began fumbling with his zipper.

“Suck me, bitch, and I might not beat the
shit out of you after I’m done.”

The woman opened her mouth to scream, but
only a hoarse whimper emerged. After a few seconds of swallowing,
she wiped the blood from her chin with a shaky hand. “No, please...
I have a husband and three children. Please, don’t do this. I beg
of you...”

When it became apparent she wouldn’t do as
he asked, he snarled and grabbed her hair in his fist. She gasped
and begged for mercy, but her words fell on deaf ears.

The man yanked her away from the wall and
kicked her legs open before falling to the ground between them. She
gasped for breath and fought him until he struck her once more. She
appeared unconscious until Mirianne heard the woman crying quietly.
Time to intercede.

In a flash, Mirianne grabbed the scum up off
the woman and slammed him hard against the brick wall. His putrid
breath wheezed from an open mouth and shock widened his eyes.
Mirianne smiled seductively, keeping her fangs hidden, for now. The
man smiled slowly.

“Hello, handsome,” she
whispered, though he was nothing of the kind. She struggled to
withhold her repulsion. “You wish to be screwed?” His head bobbed
up and down eagerly. “Allow me
to assist you.”

The mortal woman struggled to her elbows,
but didn’t attempt to leave. All the better.

Mirianne reached down to boldly caress the
front of the man’s jeans. His erection pushed against his pants.
She reached inside, through his opened zipper, to wrap her hand
around his erection. The man groaned.

A second later he screamed in an unnaturally
high voice, the sound of his pain bouncing off the alley’s walls.
Mirianne squeezed his erection until it gave way and burst. Blood
coated her fingers and soaked through the front of his jeans. He
fell to the cement among the scattered trash and groceries then
curled into a ball, moaning pitifully. Mirianne spat on him for
good measure. Of all the crimes she’d witnessed over the centuries,
none drove her to madness more than rape.

Squatting down beside his huddled form, she
whispered, “Never touch a female again. If you do, I’ll find you
and destroy more than your penis. Be grateful for my charity this
evening. I should’ve claimed your life.”

Mirianne stood and turned, facing the terror
on the mortal woman’s face. The nurse scooted away on her hands and
feet like a crab.

“Oh, God! Y-You killed him!”

“I did not kill him. I made a choice not to
kill in the beginning. I do require payment for your rescue,
however.”

“O-Of course.” The woman tried to stand
twice until, finally, she wobbled over to her purse on shaking
limbs. When she turned, she jumped in surprise, finding Mirianne
behind her.

“Oh! Yes, here. Take all I have. I-I think
it’s a couple of hundred.”

Mirianne shook her head. “I require a
different payment.”

“Oh. Do you want public recognition? Is that
it?”

“No. I require a percentage of your
blood.”

Mirianne watched the woman’s eyes widen with
disbelief then horror as Mirianne licked the attacker’s blood from
her fingers. The woman recoiled until she came up against the alley
wall.

“Sweet Jesus,” she whispered in terror.
“Who— What are you?”

“Do not fear me. You will remember nothing
once I am gone. Will you offer your blood to me willingly, out of
gratitude?”

It took the woman a moment to answer.
Desperate and confused, she placed a hand against her chest. A few
feet away, the attacker moaned and the nurse glanced at him briefly
before returning to her rescuer. “You won’t...” She gulped.
“...hurt me, will you?”

“You will live as you are beyond this
night.”

The woman nodded slowly.

Mirianne took the nurse’s delicate wrist and
brought it up to her mouth. It widened to reveal her fangs and the
woman’s expression said her eyes now glowed.

“You’re a
vampire? But, they don’t
exist,” she whispered.

Mirianne merely raised a brow at the
obvious. “Many types of beings exist within the universe—the
angelic, the demonic, humans and the inhumane, like your attacker
over there. I can guarantee, not a trace of humanity lives in his
soul.” Both turned to the man briefly before returning to face each
other once more. “A better use of caution in the future would be
wise,” Mirianne warned.

The woman nodded with a jerk and watched as
Mirianne bit into her wrist. The mortal winced in pain, but did not
try to pull away. Mirianne took her nourishment quickly then licked
the woman’s wounds. They healed instantly.

She caught the woman’s
glazed eyes and said, “You will not remember me, though you will
remember this night. You will remember him, the animal who attacked you.
Never will you allow a man to attack you again. Never.”

“Never...” the woman whispered in an
obedient monotone.

“Leave.”

Immediately, the woman clasped her purse to
her chest and left, leaving the scattered groceries behind.
Mirianne watched the woman go until she left the alley. Though
unseen, Mirianne heard the woman’s footsteps echo down the paved
sidewalk and into the alley.

Mirianne looked down at the injured man with
emotionless eyes. He continued to rock in pain, yet she felt no
remorse. He made the poor decision to attack a woman and paid the
price for his bad decision.

Mirianne took to the sky without looking
back. Dawn would come in less than an hour and she headed toward
safety and home.

Seconds later in the alley, a dark shadow
covered the injured attacker. The evil creature rolled the moaning
man over.

The injured man stopped agonizing long
enough to focus on the shadowy figure. In a breathless voice, he
asked, “Who are you?”

The creature replied calmly, his smile pure
evil. “Your savior.”

The creature fell instantly on the man’s
neck, stifling the mortal’s scream of terror.

 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


Theodore located Mirianne easily—New York
once again. He smiled with tenderness. The city with its
skyscrapers and entertaining attractions held a special place in
her heart. He watched from a distance as she dove gracefully off
the side of the building and fell head first, before swooping
upward, high into the sky. He followed at a distance. He knew how
to conceal his presence and also knew she would not welcome him
watching over her.

For a moment he feared for her safety when
it appeared she would cast herself beyond the sky and into the
vastness of space. He skimmed the outer edges of her mind, careful
to remain only in shadow. Mirianne’s thoughts were an open book and
Theodore felt the intensity of her loneliness. Would she really
hurl herself into space without a thought to safety? Did she even
understand the rules regarding the vampyre and space?

Bright light invaded the sky and he squinted
until he saw Lauren clearly, flying alongside Mirianne. They landed
and he followed, remaining less than a mile away, yet able to hear
clearly. He blinked in shock when he heard his name mentioned. Why
would Mirianne be discussing him? Like an idiot he smiled, feeling
like a teenage boy from many years ago.

So, Mirianne cared for him. Yes, it was a
very good start indeed. Why didn’t she approach him, though? What
kept her silent and distant? If he could talk to her, reach into
her heart, maybe there would be a ray of hope, for himself and for
all vampyre.

Once Lauren left, Mirianne began her hunt.
Whenever she became this way, allowed the predatory nature of the
vampyre to emerge, he grew worried. Mirianne’s anger and
frustration at not being able to find and destroy the evil who
stole her mortality changed her slowly over the centuries. He would
eventually lose her to madness if he didn’t do something soon.

Since the day of her attack, he’d deemed
himself her protector. Theo felt a greater responsibility toward
Mirianne than Lauren did. She had not been allowed to intervene. He
could have, if he’d reached her in time. His distance kept him from
saving her mortality, so he did the second best thing. He’d saved
her mind, if not her soul. A few years before Mirianne’s attack,
he’d stopped watching over her, choosing to stay half a world away.
It become too painful to see her happy in the arms of another with
children he could never give her.

Theo fell in love with Mirianne long before
he’d changed her. He watched her grow up then later marry and give
birth. Her courageous nature and ability to give of herself freely
constantly astounded him.

He still felt consumed by
guilt. She’d been attacked because of him. If only he could’ve
protected her from the other vampyre. The attack was done to
torment him, to cause the utmost pain. The vampyre killed with
relish knowing Theo would not prevent their deaths. Theo
steadfastly refused to bring even one of the victims over once
bitten. Not one. His love for Mirianne was too great—it had been
impossible not to
bring her across.

In the beginning he taught her all she would
need to know to exist in the world. She accepted her lot and
learned his lessons surprisingly well.

Until one night.

Nearly a year later as he taught her the
joys of flying, she landed with ease, laughing and enjoying the
moment. Unable to resist her charms, Theo lost control and brought
her up against his hard body, kissing her with passion, demanding a
response. A thrill shot through him when he felt her desperate need
to be touched.

They kissed for long minutes until his mouth
and teeth trailed to her ear and down to her throat. His incisors
lengthened with each inch he tasted. His passionate bite moments
later did not come from a hunger for blood, but a hunger for the
complete woman, body and soul. The taste of her blood on his tongue
combined with the feel of her flesh against his body. She responded
until he lowered her to the floor and began undressing her in
haste. Breaking the kiss with a gasp, she broke free and shoved him
away. Mirianne, his beloved, actually hissed into his face.

Appalled by her reaction to his touch, he
watched her flee from his home and his heart, her face wet with red
tears. They hadn’t spoken or touched since. Several times in the
last three thousand years he made sure she saw him, unable to stay
completely away from her. Yet, he didn’t approach her again. He may
be a vampyre, but his male pride was alive and well. Once more, he
would be patient and wait for her to come around. After all, he had
all of eternity.

Theo watched Mirianne take her nourishment
from the attacked woman then leave. He prepared to follow her when
he felt the presence of his nemesis.

The other vampyre appeared from the shadows,
rolled the mortal man over then pounced. Sure that his nemesis
meant to kill this night, Theo shook his head when the vampyre
brought the mortal over. He’d witnessed it before and felt sure he
would again. Though, each time he did, Theo cringed with
distaste.

A chill went up Theo’s spine when the
vampyre looked up and spotted him. An emotionless smile spread wide
across the evil vampyre’s face. Theo gritted his teeth when the
other vampyre dipped his head in greeting. Theo’s face hardened and
he ground his jaw in frustration—somehow, this vampyre must be
stopped.

Taking the new vampyre by
the arms, his nemesis took to the sky. Theo closed his eyes in pain
and regret. If only Mirianne would return his love, then the curse
plaguing him for centuries could be broken. The other vampyre would
become vulnerable and Theo would be able to destroy him. He
would destroy him, at
all costs.

Sighing deeply with the weight of his
burden, Theo flew from the ledge into the pitch of night. He
suddenly decided he could not wait any longer. Turning in
mid-flight, Theo headed for Mirianne’s home.

~*~

Mirianne woke the
following night and instantly sensed a stranger in her home.
Vampyre.

She heard the soft movement of feet on the
floor above her, the ground floor. Had her haven been discovered?
For what reason would this individual be here in her home?

Taking no chances, she left the basement
through a secret tunnel leading to the surface beyond the house.
Brushing the heavy moss and dirt away, Mirianne approached her
cottage at lightning speed and located the intruder easily through
a gap in the curtains. She gasped in shock and within seconds, the
intruder appeared at her side. Mirianne turned and glared to hide
her surprise and pain.

“It’s nice to see you too, Miri. You are as
beautiful as always.”

Mirianne refused to be
delighted by the compliment. This was the first time he’d spoken to
her since the night she left, a year after he made her.
Why is he here? Why now?

“It’s thanks to you I never change,” she
replied quietly, unable to keep the bitterness from her voice. He
didn’t appear phased by her accusation.

“Do I note regret in your words? Or are you
serious?”

“I-I don’t...” She looked away from the
tenderness in his eyes. It would be her undoing. She tried to
remember why she fought so strongly against his irresistible
charm.

Theo drew near, taking slow steps to reach
her. She heard the movement and turned reluctantly to watch his
approach. His eyes were sultry, mesmerizing, seducing her with
their intensity. Once more, she easily succumbed to the mastery of
his masculine spell.

Only inches away, he whispered down to her,
“I have missed you, Miri. Can you say the same of me?” Theo allowed
her to see within his heart. He hid nothing from her. It was
time.

Though her lower lip trembled with emotion,
she remained stubbornly mute. He touched her cheek with tenderness
and familiarity. Mirianne closed her eyes, but offered no other
sign that she felt as he did.

“Won’t you speak to me? Are you so angry
that you’ve stayed silent for nearly three thousand years? Do you
truly hate me so much?” Although her eyes opened slowly, Theo saw
nothing in them. He’d lost.

In frustration and anger, he turned away and
began slowly walking away, as if mortal. He foolishly reserved a
pitiful hope that she might change her mind. In a few more seconds,
he would take to the sky. He couldn’t bear the pain of her
refusal.

Theo’s delay tactic was rewarded.

“Wait! Please...”

Though he turned and moved slowly back to
her side, he made no move to touch her. Theo’s face was an
emotionless mask, to protect his heart. Mirianne must decide on her
own without physical influence. If he seduced her, she could claim
he gave her no choice.

Finally, she raised swimming eyes to his and
her agony broke his heart. His face softened minimally. Mirianne’s
words sounded as if torn from her throat. “I don’t want to be alone
any more, Theo. I-I need you.”

Theo’s eyes hardened. It was crucial that
her decision be genuine; he must be sure. “You need me—or will
anyone do?”

Mirianne considered the
question, knowing he expected a thought-out reply.
No. No one else will ever make my loneliness go
away.

“You,” she replied, the truth written
plainly on her face.

Theo searched her eyes, face, heart and
mind. After long minutes, he smiled gradually, though he still left
her untouched. He would now tell her the whole truth, all he felt
and why.

“When you were but a small child, you
captured my heart. As a woman you broke it when you married Japheth
and bore his children. How I wished for your love. I knew this
would be impossible. I could give you no children, no normal life.”
Wide palms took hold of her shoulders and brought her closer.

“Do you finally
understand, Miri? I love you, have always loved you. I brought you over
for selfish reasons, I confess. I couldn’t bear to see you die when
I could save you. You and I belong together. We are a perfect
fit.”

Fear
and—is that desire?—shone from her eyes. He focused on the desire and fed it.
He would win her
heart. He must!

“Come to me, Mirianne. You need to feed
tonight. I can feel the clawing hunger deep within your belly. Take
from me. I wish it.”

Mirianne’s eyes grew round and her breathing
increased. “When I fed from you the last time, we... The
bloodlust... I can’t...” she whispered, but drew closer to his
body, her eyes drawn and fastened on the rapidly beating pulse in
his neck.

“Only if you wish it to
happen, sweet Miri. I won’t lie to you. I want you; I never
stopped. Yet, you must be the one to desire our joining. I
will never force
it upon you. Believe it.”

You wouldn’t have to force
me, she thought in a moment of panic and
elation.

“I believe you, Theo.” The sheer joy on his
face, coupled by the glowing of his beautiful eyes, guaranteed the
honesty of his feelings. There were no more doubts. She wanted this
too, all of it.

“Then come,” he said and took her hand,
leading her inside the cottage. The front door stood open and he
closed and locked it behind them with his mind, never looking back.
She walked with him up the stairs to the second floor. He turned
and walked directly to her room.

Mirianne couldn’t help but gape at him,
though nothing about his knowledge and powers should surprise her
by now. “How do you know this room is mine? My cottage has six
bedrooms?”

He looked down and smiled, enjoying her
petite frame. Theo lightly kissed her mouth closed then kissed the
tip of her nose. “Questions later. I will answer all of them and
more. Allow me this time to teach you of the other many abilities
you possess.”

“What abilities,” she asked breathlessly,
her curiosity piqued.

“For one, your ability to bring me to my
knees. Like so.”

Theo fell to his knees before Mirianne and
grasped her hips firmly. To her shock, he buried his face against
the front of her jeans. She inhaled sharply at the pleasure his
action caused and threaded her fingers through his hair. She pulled
his head away and he looked up, finding her eyes. His became heated
and glowed brightly. Mirianne watched as his fangs extended. He’d
never looked so beautiful or desirable.

Mirianne didn’t fear her own desire. Her
body felt the cravings for his blood and his passion. Fear
should’ve been her first emotion, but this was Theodore, the
vampyre who made her, taught her—loved her.

Mirianne felt her own
fangs against her lower lip and knew a rightness she’d never known
before. Why did it take so long to realize
Theo is my mate and I am his? He’d been
right—they were meant to be together.

Dropping down, she fell instantly into his
arms. He wasted no time and kissed her with a burning hunger born
of three thousand years of abstinence. After bringing Mirianne
over, he vowed she would be the only one. That night he claimed her
as his mate and there had been no other for him in all this time.
His dream of being loved lay securely in her hands.

“Come to me, Mirianne. Take my essence
within your sweet mouth. I am and will always be yours,” he
whispered huskily and turned his head aside, waiting for her
possession.

He didn’t have long to wait. With a deep
feminine growl, she latched onto his neck open-mouthed and pierced
his jugular. Theo gasped at the sweet pain of her teeth within his
throat as a concentrated pleasure roamed through his body like warm
honey. He loved her without measure, and though she couldn’t read
his mind, he told her in ways beyond thought or words what he felt
deep in his heart. He told her with the caress of his hand, a
gentle, yet desperate, kiss. He told her with the thrust of his
hips against her lower body, as she responded in kind.

“Perfect. You’re perfect, my love. Take
more—I can spare anything for you.”

She obeyed and together they rocked against
one another in unison until his tormented growl sent her fangs away
from his cool flesh.

“I want you so much, Miri. Please...” Theo
felt no shame as he spoke his urgent plea. He gripped Mirianne
firmly around the waist to prevent movement. He would never be able
to bear it if she left him.

Mirianne pushed him away and he slowly eased
his grip. She held him at arm’s length. Her face transformed from a
powerful desire into a mischievous smile. “Last one undressed has
to run naked, screaming through the town,” she challenged. Theo
laughed outright. The devilish gleam in his eye told her he was up
to the challenge.

They undressed with
preternatural speed. Theo’s clothing pooled around his feet in
seconds. I’ve won! Mirianne and her clothing were nowhere to be seen.

Miri is gone!

“Mirianne?” Theo focused his hearing and a
faint sound came from somewhere deep within the cottage. A second
later Mirianne appeared like magic, her womanly body draped by a
sheer black negligee. He raised an inquisitive brow.

“I put my clothes in the bathroom and
changed in there. I wanted to look special, for you.”

“I am honored by your gesture.” Reverently,
Theo took her hands and spread her arms wide to see the full beauty
of Mirianne. “You are breathtaking, love. An angel.”

She frowned. “No.
Definitely not an
angel.”

“My angel,” he stressed. “Mine in all ways. And I am yours.” His
possessive tone brooked no argument.

Mirianne took a step forward. “Yes. You are
mine,” she agreed and discovered him all over with her hands, mouth
and tongue. With fangs extended once again, she pierced his
shoulder with a gentle, shallow bite. Theo hissed his approval. She
nipped at his chest, stomach, hip, and the inside of his thigh.

Like a man driven mad,
Theo released a wild, animal growl. Mirianne gloried in the
sound. He truly desires me!
Regardless of what Theo saw, she didn’t think of
herself as anything special in terms of beauty. She would never
claim to be a rare flower of femininity. Although, for reasons
unknown, Theo found her beautiful, and nothing else mattered in her
eyes. She was his queen and he her king.

She loved him, without question. Should she
tell him? Would he doubt her or deny her feelings? She didn’t think
so. Still, love between the vampyre was rare. Yet, she knew several
who felt emotional attachments—acquaintances she’d met in passing
over the years.

Mirianne would wait a brief time, she
decided. He expressed his love, but she needed assurance his words
were genuine and not spoken from loneliness. It would have to be
real enough to last an eternity.

Her love bites increased with growing
intensity until Theo, wild with need, tore away her negligee,
leaving it in shreds on the floor. Mirianne didn’t care. Cool,
silken arms opened in welcome and Theo entered into her
embrace.

“I want you now, Mirianne! You alone are the
reason for my existence. I want no other but you.”

“I am yours. Take me and
keep me.” Always,
she wanted to add, but couldn’t be sure of their future
together.

Theo kissed Mirianne with tenderness and
reverence. He left no part of her flesh undiscovered. He kissed her
eyelids, cheeks, nose and jaw, until he finally reached her full
mouth. Their kiss began slowly, but quickly built into a rage of
unfulfilled desire.

Mirianne wanted him desperately, craving his
touch and the feel of his large body against her own. Each kiss,
each whispered word drove her passions higher.

Theo caressed Mirianne’s feminine curves,
eager to bury himself deeply within her body, to the core of her
being. Mirianne knew his need as her own and withdrew to lie upon
her bed. He followed her down to rest easily between the cradle of
her thighs. She wrapped her slim legs around his waist and thrust
up against his hard erection, issuing a demand.

Theo responded with a satisfying thrust,
sure and deep. He claimed her, promising them a future as her
loving mate. A feminine cry pierced the quiet night. Mirianne
arched upward clean off the bed to meet Theo’s deep thrust.

“Ahh, yes. A perfect fit,” Theo growled deeply into the hollow of
her neck and began a steady rhythm within her hot, welcoming
body.

Mirianne’s arms were unable to stay still.
One second they clutched the sheets beneath her, the next they
clasped the downy pillow cradling her head. She latched onto his
backside and pushed him deeper with each of his sharp thrusts.

As Mirianne climbed the peak to fulfillment
with him, her head tossed frantically from side to side. When Theo
took her to the point of a forceful climax, like none she’d ever
experienced as a mortal, Mirianne let loose a scream of ecstasy
that echoed for long seconds throughout the cottage.

His fangs stayed buried in her breast until
their mutual climax slowly drained away to a feeling of tingling
pleasure. He released her breast and the twin wounds instantly
disappeared.

“My sweet love, my beautiful flower.” He
paused dramatically. “Was it good for you too?” Theo nipped her
earlobe affectionately.

Struggling to raise her head, Mirianne
witnessed his wink and laughed hard. It was the first in too many
years to count—and it felt good. She looked up at Theo, the man who
brought peace to a world of hate and darkness. Mirianne knew she
was in love.

 


 


 



Chapter 4

 


Mirianne lay in Theo’s arms a few hours
after midnight. They made love once more, left to hunt briefly,
then returned to make love again. She couldn’t remember a happier
time in her life, even with her children.

Guilt rode her hard because of those
feelings.

Comfort came in knowing Japheth remarried
after his time of mourning her alleged drowning. He married a
lovely young woman who raised her children and given him three
more. They were all happy in the loving home. She found peace in
this, at least.

Mirianne, on the other hand, began an
immediate search for the monster who raped her, drained her nearly
dry and left her for dead. Theo refused in the beginning to help
her find him, insisting she know more about her powers and
limitations before trying to find the renegade vampyre. Mirianne
reluctantly agreed and became Theo’s student. He was, after all,
much older than she. How old, she’d never discovered. She would
find out tonight. A secret smile graced her lips.

“Theo...?”

“Mmm...” he murmured against the silky straight length of her
hair. His arms tightened when she appeared to move away. Instead,
she propped herself up on an elbow with her head resting
comfortably in her hand.

“Exactly how old are you?”

“Four thousand, two hundred and
eighteen.”

Mirianne gasped. She had no idea! “Four
thousand? That was before the birth of Moses.”

“Noah, to be precise.”

“Noah? You couldn’t... The flood...”

Theodore finished her sentence. “Destroyed
all land dwelling life except Noah and his family aboard that
historical boat. And the animal pairs, of course.”

“How?”

“I spent many months roaming the floor of
the worldwide oceans waiting for the waters to recede and hoping
the rains would not come again.

Mirianne shook her head, not
understanding.

“Think about it, Miri. We do not need oxygen
to exist and our bodies never deteriorate, even when we go to
ground. My night-vision made it possible for me to see, even at
that depth. I hold no oxygen in my lungs, therefore I could walk
easily on the sea’s bottom without the need of weights.”

“What of the sea life?”

“For the most part, it ignored me. The
dolphins and porpoises avoided me at all costs. Their intelligence
ranks higher than those of the humans, in many cases. I took my
nourishment from whatever animal I could drain when I breached the
surface each night.

“At one point I came across Noah’s boat. You
have no idea how tempted I was to break through the top wooden
boards and feed on the humans inside. I’m no fool, though. The boat
belonged to God and I let it be. I did ride on its surface for the
last month or so until it ran aground.”

“Were there other vampyre besides you during
that time?”

Here it is, the question
I’d hoped to avoid. Theo tightened his
arms unconsciously around Mirianne’s waist. He turned away from her
searching gaze and whispered, “Only one.”

His tone did not invite further questions.
Wisely, she decided not to pursue the subject.

With a set smile, Mirianne nuzzled Theo’s
neck. “So, what other explorations have you experienced?”

A wide smile broke across his face as he
told her of one adventure after another. Theo easily recalled all
of the different people he’d met over the years—famous people.

“You’re not serious! You met Mozart?”

“Yes, love. He lived a
very passionate life. Yet, the man was disturbed in many ways.
There was no one like him, to be sure. I watched from the shadows
as his raw talent grew with his age until it controlled him. The poor man suffered no true
direction in his life.”

Mirianne spoke quietly. “Are you speaking
from experience?”

Theo considered a moment. “Yes. I never felt
drawn to follow any particular direction in life—until I witnessed
a six year old child playing with her three siblings. From that
moment on, only one thought, one course directed me...to wait until
you grew to womanhood then allow you to discover me. My hope has
always been that you’d accept what I am and desire to share
eternity at my side.” He paused, searching her eyes. “I love you,
Miri.”

Mirianne opened her mouth to return the
sentiment, yet nothing emerged. Theo watched her face carefully,
waiting, then sighed heavily when she remained quiet.

“Don’t let it trouble you, Miri. I’ll wait
for you to come around. I’ve waited this long already. Another year
or two, century or two, won’t matter. Yet, time spent without you
is torture, every day a burden to pass. Don’t keep me waiting too
long.”

“You have a good heart, Theo. Even after all
of these centuries, I have a problem dealing with my immortality. I
hate being alone. I hate being unable to enjoy my nights. I hate
having existed this long without finding the bastard who stole my
life and my children.”

Theo couldn’t look her in the eye, so he
pulled her down hard against his naked chest and hugged her
tightly. Guilt and pain beat at him ruthlessly. If he could have
his way, she would never find the vampyre who raped her and stole
her life, curse be damned. That she still missed her previous life
and children did not hurt as much as her sorrow in this life, in
his arms.

Quietly, Mirianne spoke
against his chest. “I will
find him, Theo. With or without your
assistance.”

“I know, love. I’ll help
you, soon.” When I know you truly love me
and the curse is broken, he added
silently. Then I will hunt him down and
destroy him, he vowed. To attack an enemy
when one is unsure of his own strength is not only unwise, it is
foolish.

“You will? You’ll finally help me find
him?”

“Yes. First, though, comes my quest.”

“Quest? What do you m—?”

She felt his hands move, one against her
bottom, his wide palm sliding down. The other moved upward to the
nipple peeking out from the mesh of their bodies. Mirianne blushed
with her recent feeding and murmured against the warm skin of his
throat beneath his ear. “What is this quest?” Mirianne smiled
seductively, knowing the answer perfectly well.

“I seek to discover and know all of you, my
love. Your hopes, your dreams. I want to know you as well as I know
myself. Open your mind and body to me. Reveal your heart,
Miri.”

He rolled them until he could push himself
up and brace his arms. He met her eyes and watched her smile fade
at the serious expression he knew he wore like armor. What he
wanted to do would be taking an awful chance. Her mind would be
joined with his; his memories would become her own. All the
horrible secrets of his past would be open like a book for her to
see. Yet, if he wished to bind her to him in this way, there would
be no other choice. It was a risk he must take.

“Join with me in the vampyre way. It’s a
perfect union, an unbreakable trust. It would be a partnership to
last throughout eternity.”

Mirianne blinked, twice. She searched his
face and saw the seriousness in Theo’s eyes. Basically, he proposed
a vampyre marriage. There would be no church, no minister of God.
Only sacred vows that would be as holy, as binding as any church
wedding. Once done, it could not be undone. Any vampyre they came
across would know vows bound them. The exchange was not unheard of
between the vampyre, but not often done. Attachments between the
vampyre left them vulnerable, and that was not wise. It would be
foolish to consider unless you trusted the other without
question.

Mirianne looked up at Theo as he silently
awaited her answer. Could she trust him? Would she allow him that
much power over her?

Yes.

Mirianne smiled beautifully and caressed the
side of his face down to the smooth, cool skin of his neck. “I give
myself to you, Theodore. Come, join forever with me.”

Theo smiled after she spoke her vows and
kissed her tenderly on the forehead. “I give myself to you, beloved
Mirianne. Come, join forever with me and I will be yours,
always.”

Mirianne remembered the love she felt for
her children. She remembered caring for Japheth, though she never
truly loved him. Theirs had been an arranged marriage. Theo came
into her life and saved her in more ways than one. Then he’d set
her free.

No—she ran. She no longer wanted the
loneliness associated with freedom. She wanted a lover, a partner.
She wanted Theo as her spouse and mate, forever.

They came together, though not physically,
not yet. Their hearts and minds became one and in that moment Theo
sealed them together in the vampyre way—an eternal joining. As with
mortal wedding vows, each took from the other then gave freely.

They embraced and wrapped their arms tightly
around each other. Turning their heads away, they each latched
openmouthed onto the other’s neck where it met the shoulder.
Simultaneously, they pierced the tender skin and sucked
vigorously.

The essence they drew was of the purest,
most precious blood they could ever hope to find. It was the blood
of hope, of life, of immortality. Yes, physically they did not live
as mortals. Yet, was their quality of life to be deemed anything
less than a miracle? Did the vampyre not have the ability to hope,
to dream—to make a difference in a world that knew nothing of
them?

With their special joining came a shared
knowledge of each other’s past. Where they’d been, what they’d
done. Who they’d known. Mirianne continued to drink deeply until
visions flashed in her mind with alarming speed. They were visions
of death, destruction, terrorism. And all at the hands of...

Mirianne stiffened in Theo’s arms, shock
making her immobile. Her mouth stilled, her fangs buried deep
within Theo’s neck.

This cannot be! It must be
a lie. All of the needless death she saw
in his mind made her physically ill. Those poor innocents.
Countless men, women—even children.

She gasped as nausea filled her belly. The
truth finally sank in. Mirianne released his neck and pushed him
away, hard.

Rage consumed her until she began to shake
violently. At any moment she would simply tear apart.

He lied! That much is
plain. She’d actually seen him, watched
him from his own memories doing the unthinkable. How could she have
been so wrong? How could Theo have done any of those atrocities?
How could she have fallen in love with a killer?

Theo sat up quickly as she fled from the
bed. He considered reaching out toward her for one brief moment,
but something held him back. She stood on the other side of the
room and presented him with her back. Theo swung his legs over the
side of her bed, unconcerned about his nakedness.

“Miri, please, let me explain what you
saw.”

Mirianne whirled around, pointing an
accusing finger in his direction. “Murderer!” Her voice emerged
raw, her eyes pained. “You lied to me! You said you never killed,
never brought anyone across.”

Mirianne couldn’t believe
he tried to deny it as she watched him shake his head. “I saw them,
Theo. All of
them, maybe thousands. The ones you killed ruthlessly, even with
enjoyment. I saw the children you molested and the women you
raped.”

A horrible thought struck
and Mirianne saw herself that night, so long ago.
I was one of the women he raped!

A rough, soft voice
emerged from her throat. “You, Theo? You...”

Like water in an iron pot
over a roaring fire, her rage boiled over. “You raped me then appeared as a
perverted savior, bringing me across for your own sick reasons.
Why, Theo? Why did you choose me? Why?” she screamed.

Without thought of consequence, Mirianne
flew like lightening at Theo, her eyes glowing, her nails sharp and
ready and her fangs bared. Age allowed him greater strength, but he
didn’t subdue her completely. He simply remained on the edge of the
bed, holding off her attack with ease. He kept his powerful hands
around each of her wrists as she screamed her rage and frustration,
kicking at his shins. Twin trails of red tears fell from her eyes
and Theo’s heart broke with her pain. He hurt more than she would
ever realize, because in a very real sense he was to blame for all
of the horrendous acts she saw in their shared visions.

“Mirianne, God Almighty! Listen, woman!” He
released her wrists and immediately gripped her shoulders and shook
her until she ceased the attack. “You must believe me; I didn’t
kill anyone—I couldn’t. I value human life more than mortals do.
That is why I saved yours,” he added quietly, gentling his touch. A
long moment of silence ensued in which Theo studied Mirianne,
waiting to see if she would believe him.

Mirianne forced herself to
calm down and listened reluctantly. She looked deep into his eyes
and vowed he would not lie to her again. Theo’s eyes left her
confused and torn. What she saw stood in direct contrast to the
memories she witnessed from his mind. Delicate brows lowered and
her face crinkled in confusion. What’s
going on?

Theo began again, making
sure her full attention lay only on him. “Yes, you saw what
you thought was
me killing, raping. What you truly saw was my twin, the vampyre who
raped you. The vampyre I am helpless to stop. Will you please let
me explain?”

Theo waited patiently. He
realized this might be his only chance to have Mirianne forever. If
she refused him, he would be forced to make her listen. If she
still refused him, there would be no hope and all would be doomed—mortals and
vampyre alike.

A pregnant pause separated them before
Mirianne slowly nodded. Though she agreed to listen, she stepped
away. Theo released her, his eyes following her movement until she
came up against the far wall across the bedroom.

“All right, Theo, speak.”

“When Thaddeus and I were children we were
as close as other siblings. Times for our family became hard and my
parents sold Thad and Bethany, our little sister, as servants to
different, wealthy families. Only I remained. Bethany had a kind
heart and forgave our parents. She eventually married her master’s
son and bore him six children. At least she found happiness.

“Thad never forgave our parents—or me. I
remained behind as the first born, chosen to inherit our father’s
business one day. Thad and I were only ten at the time. We were too
young to oppose the wishes of our parents. Over the years Thad
became hard and cold with hate. I never knew his intentions until
too late.

“When Thad reached manhood, he killed our
parents one night with a knife through the heart then quickly fled.
For some reason he left me alive to find the mutilated bodies of
our parents. I followed and found him three weeks later, a moment
too late. Thad met with a woman who knew much about witchcraft and
conjuring. She helped him contact one of the evil ones from beyond
our world. He sealed the fate of his soul by making a blood pact
with Satan. Mirianne, I’ve never been more terrified than I was
that night. I saw this woman conjure a frightening demon. It
materialized out of thin air and bit Thad on the neck, drinking and
draining him of blood. Thad went white afterwards. I watched the
demon vomit the transformed, cursed blood down Thad’s throat.”

Mirianne shivered and Theo could feel her
revulsion, taste her fear.

“Within minutes, Thad’s appearance changed.
His skin radiated with a light hue and his eyes glowed red, like
the demon’s. He became a creature of Hell and the first of the
Vampyre. The demon so named his new race that night before
disappearing.”

“And you?” Mirianne became caught up in his
tale of the past.

Theo laughed without humor. “I am a fool! I
revealed myself as I hid from Thad. My brother, my own flesh and
blood, attacked me and made me into what he’d become—cursed and
damned. I soon wished for destruction, but that wasn’t to be. You
see, the demon made a pact with Thad. He would give my brother
immortality and powers beyond Thad’s wildest imagination if he
killed once each sunset and brought across one mortal each year.
Needless to say, my beloved twin continues to go over and beyond
the minimum requirement by the pact.”

“This brother of
yours—Thad? He is
the one who raped me?” she asked, though she already knew the
answer.

“Yes, he is. You were to be his nightly
kill. He did not realize I came back that night. He meant to drive
me over the edge of sanity into madness with the horror of your
death. When I thought I might lose you, it nearly happened. Because
you survived, he killed another. If he breaks any rule of the pact,
he will perish by the dawn. And...”

Mirianne’s brows drew down as his voice
trailed off. “And what?”

“And I along with him.”

“You? But you made no bargain!” She narrowed her eyes. “Did
you?”

“No. Yet, we share the same bloodline, first
mortal then immortal. We are linked together. If he should be
destroyed, then I will die as well. Because he made me and we share
more than blood and preternatural flesh, we are forever as one. To
kill him would be to end my own existence. I’m too much of a coward
to do so. I-I couldn’t give up my only chance to be with you, have
you for my own.

“You see, beloved, you hold the key to my
only hope. Thad knows if I should find love, mortal or immortal,
she could destroy him simply by loving me in return. When I became
enchanted with you as a child then fell in love with the woman you
became, it sealed your fate. Thad needed to destroy you for his own
protection, and I could do nothing to prevent it. He attacked and
finished the deed before I could reach you. My only option to keep
you in this world was to bring you over and hope you wouldn’t hate
me. I wanted you to love me willingly, as I loved you.”

This is a living
nightmare, Mirianne thought as she stared
across the room at Theo. The man I trusted
enough to join with knew all along who attacked me. Help me find him,
indeed.

She needed to ask one other question. “Can
Thad be stopped, permanently?”

“By you? No, never. Any
attempt would lead to your own destruction. This is why I never
allowed you to find him before. The only immortal with the power to
kill the first of our race is myself, and only because of the pact
and blood which binds us. The pact must be broken, but only if I fall
in love and am loved in return.”

A heavy silence hung suspended in the room
while Theo watched as Mirianne took it all in. Quietly, she
approached the curtained window and moved aside the shades. He drew
in a quiet breath when the moonlight caressed her nude, pale body.
Theo waited quietly as she considered his words.

Mirianne searched the
darkness beyond the window. Stars and a half-moon lit the
night. What am I looking for?
she wondered. Possibly
an immortal demon with the face of the man I
love, she answered silently.

Mirianne released the
curtains and they fell closed with a soft swoosh. She did not move, refusing
to turn around and face Theo. Quietly she said, “I need time to
think this over, Theo. Come to the cottage tomorrow
evening.”

“Miri—”

“Tomorrow, Theo. Don’t push me—not right
now.”

Her sensitive hearing
picked up every sound as he dressed. She closed her eyes and could
see his beautiful body in her mind’s eye. He’s perfect, and he nearly belonged to me. She heard him take two steps forward before he
stopped.

“Take care, my love.”

The tenderness in his voice broke Mirianne’s
heart. She squeezed her fists shut and remained unmoved. Mirianne
heard his heavy sigh.

“Watch your back, beloved. Thad guards his
immortality selfishly.”

“I won’t leave until you arrive tomorrow
evening.” With a confidence she did not feel, she proudly raised
her head, though to the curtained window.

Mirianne heard the quiet sound of the front
door opening as he left quickly. A secret part wished he would
demand to stay by her side. Another part appreciated the respect he
showed by leaving at her request. When she turned Mirianne
remembered his endearment—beloved.

Crimson tears fell silently down her
cheeks.

~*~

Theo didn’t survive this long by being a
fool. He felt Thad close by. Time grew short and Thad knew it all
too well. He couldn’t predict what his deranged brother might do
next.

Theo opened his
senses—Thad didn’t come alone. He felt the presence of other
vampyre in the night’s shadows. Pretty soon it would all come to a
head. Thad knew the pact could now be broken. He will take measures to insure Mirianne and I perish by his
hand. Theo could feel his brother’s
excitement with the coming hunt.

Determined to stay close to Mirianne, Theo
waited until the heat of pre-dawn singed his flesh. With
preternatural speed, he buried himself several feet into the damp
earth behind her cottage. Darkness claimed him as he waited for
night to fall.

 


 


 



Chapter 5

 


Lauren perched atop Mirianne’s cottage
guarding her ex-ward, soaking in the glorious final rays of the
sun. She remained invisible to the human eye, but not the
supernatural one. Her heart felt troubled and sad. The Lord knew
this only too well.

He gave her another
talk not long ago, less
than a mortal day. She neglected her current ward in order to keep
an eye on Mirianne. Lauren pleaded with the Lord for patience and
mercy where Mirianne was concerned. He listened and commended
Lauren for her love of the immortal woman. However, Mirianne’s fate
had been taken out of her hands and Lauren needed to concentrate on
those she could help.

Then the Lord paused a moment, looking at
her strangely before he spoke in a quiet voice. A look of hope lit
his features.

“All vampyre are lost to me, unless a unique
sacrifice occurs.”

Those words made little sense and she asked
for their meaning. All would be revealed at the right time and she
should be patient, he’d said. That would not be easy considering
the circumstances.

Lauren cried tears of great sorrow for her
vampyre friend. Mirianne’s fate had been forced upon her and not
taken by choice. It was all so unfair.

“Crying, Lauren? For whom?”

Lauren quickly dried her tears and turned in
time to see Theo fly to the roof and sit beside her. The vampyre
were so silent. Night had fallen without her noticing.

“I cry for Mirianne, for you and any vampyre
who did not choose to become one.”

Theo shook his head but could not form a
smile. “I regret that Miri did not have a choice when she so
desperately wanted to remain human. She’d found happiness with her
husband and children.”

“Did she truly? Thad may
have stolen her mortal life, but he could never destroy her heart
or spirit. You showed her love when you opened your heart. She will never
forget it. She cares for you, Theo. I have seen it on her face and
in her voice when she speaks of you.” Quietly, she added, “The
curse can be broken.”

“By me.”

“Yes. Thad is true evil,
like his master. You cannot fail to destroy him. If you do, he will
continue throughout the centuries, killing and making prey of
innocent mortals. You must
succeed.”

“I will, for Miri’s sake as well as my own.
Even if she never wants to see me again, I know she’ll be safe from
Thad’s cruelty.”

Mirianne listened to
Lauren and Theo’s conversation from the basement of her cottage.
Never see Theo again? A few centuries without him had been torture.
An eternity without Theo would be bare indeed and Mirianne admitted
she wasn’t that brave, or stupid. Centuries passed, wasted, while she
harbored a secret love of Theo. If only she would have said
something, told him sooner, so many horrible things toward mankind
might have been prevented. Of course, that could have only happened
if Theo destroyed Thad once they admitted their love for each
other.

All right—time to make some very important
decisions about her future. She bonded her immortal life with
Theo’s and, truthfully, she didn’t regret one moment of the deed.
She loved Theo without question, without measure.

He did lie, though. Even a lie of omission
could not be allowed to come between them, now or ever again. They
must face the problem of how to trap Thad and how to destroy
him.

An evil laugh rang out
clearly in her mind. For thousands of years the laugh ate away at
her insides, haunting her nights. Her body tensed and she raced to
the window, searching for the evil creature. She saw no one, yet
she knew he was
outside, waiting for her. If only she could spot him, she would
kill him in an instant.

Kill me, weakling? I think
not. Come. Catch me if you can, the voice
taunted.

It’s him! Thad, the evil creature who raped
me and stole my mortality!

Running from the house with preternatural
speed, Mirianne nearly reached the forest surrounding the cottage
when Theo stopped her.

“No, Mirianne! He
wants you to follow so I
cannot protect you. He is older and stronger. You’d be defenseless
against him. He wants nothing more than your destruction because of
what you mean to me. He knows the pact is broken,” he emphasized by
slightly shaking her shoulders. Lowering his voice, he whispered,
“Miri, he knows…”

Mirianne forced herself to listen to Theo’s
logic. Feeling calmer, she took a deep breath and blew it out,
feeling Theo’s grip on her shoulders ease.

She spoke slowly, her
voice serious. “I’ve waited a thousand lifetimes over to find him,
Theo, and I won’t be denied my revenge. He must be stopped, no matter the cost.
Thad will pay for
his crimes.” Her voice rose in volume until Theo calmed her once
more with a gentle squeeze of her shoulders.

“Yes, he will pay with his life, Mirianne.
To chase after him when he taunts you is foolish, though. It is
what he’s hoping you will do. We must come up with a solid plan. We
must work together. I have a few allies—friends who will help us.
Trust in us, Miri, and we will all see Thad destroyed.”

Trust. Can I trust
strangers? Can I trust anyone? Mirianne
saw very few of the vampyre, maybe four or five she’d run into
while hunting. She would sense their presence and nod quickly then
fly off, never uttering a word. Mirianne wanted only to be left
alone. With Theo gone from her life, she didn’t care anymore about
making an ally—or a friend. Of course, circumstances were different
now. The thought of making friends with fellow vampyre felt
foreign, but she would do anything to destroy Thad.

“I don’t like this, Theo. I don’t care if
he’s an older vampyre than I am. I want him, badly.”

“I know, I know,” he soothed and pulled her
gently into his arms.

She stayed within the circle of his embrace
as he rubbed her back in slow, steady circles. They stayed that way
for several minutes until Theo took her by the shoulders and pulled
away. She trusted him enough to let him comfort her. It was a good
sign.

“I want your promise you’ll stay by my side,
Miri. He won’t try anything if I’m with you. He’s a coward, after
all.”

“I promise. I understand the rules of the
pact, but I want to be there when he’s destroyed.” Theo nodded his
agreement and kissed her mouth gently.

Light spanned the sky
directly overhead and Mirianne gasped. Theo immediately covered
Mirianne’s body the best he could and glanced up sharply. He sighed
in relief and whispered, “Shh, easy. It’s only
Lauren.”

The graceful angel flew down to join them in
front of the cottage.

Mirianne gave a dry laugh and eased her head
away from Theo’s chest. “I feel like a fool. I’m so jumpy and
nervous tonight.”

Lauren smiled. “I can understand why. Won’t
you allow me to talk you out of exacting revenge?” When Mirianne
shook her head, Lauren sighed with resignation. “Thaddeus made a
pact with Satan’s own and became pure evil. He is even beyond the
realm of vampyre. He’s immortal, of course, yet the pact made him
nearly indestructible. He cannot be stopped.”

“Not by me.” Mirianne cast a quick glance at
Theo who nodded firmly.

“Yes,” Lauren agreed and placed a comforting
hand on her friend’s shoulder.

Mirianne’s face transformed to awe at the
warmth and peace she felt at the angel’s simple touch. How
incredible it must be to live in such a realm as Heaven.

“Do not worry. All evil will find true
justice in the end. Delivering justice belongs only to God.”

“I know Bible history, Lauren. Although,
there is a certain satisfaction in being the one who exacts
it.”

Lauren shook her head sadly, though she
understood Mirianne’s feelings. Revenge was a human emotion, and
dear Mirianne thought she’d lost all of her humanity. “Call if you
have need of me. I will always hear you.”

“Thank you, Lauren. You’ve been more than a
friend. You’ve been like a savior.”

Lauren’s brows drew down. “There is only one
Savior, and it is not I. Though, it is nice of you to think of me
in such a positive light. That’s what friends are for, is this not
so?”

Lauren’s animated face
brought peals of laughter from Mirianne and Theo. The release of
tension felt good and Mirianne smiled her gratitude. Lauren so
desperately wanted to relate
to the vampyre. Mirianne knew this from years of
listening to the angel. Mirianne felt abandoned by God and Lauren
felt that pain along with her friend. She tried endlessly to
reassure Mirianne that she would never be alone, and God truly did
care for her and her kind. Mirianne doubted Lauren’s firm
beliefs.

Once Lauren disappeared and the night became
dark once more, Theo pulled Mirianne into his arms. She didn’t
resist, but he could feel her tension all the same. Ignoring it, he
pulled her closer.

“You’re quite fortunate to have a friend in
Lauren.”

“Yes, I have so few.”

Theo hesitated a moment then said, “You have
more friends than you realize. You may not know them by name, but
they do care for each other—and you. Not all vampyre are evil,
Miri. You should know this by now.”

Mirianne sighed heavily. “I do. I just don’t
like trusting anyone but myself.”

Theo raised her chin with the tip of his
finger. “Me included?”

“I trust you, Theo, I honestly do. I’ve
grown accustomed to living on my own, watching my back wherever I
go. It’s not easy to rely on someone else for my protection.”

Theo’s head tilted to one
side while in silent thought. Didn’t she realize he’d been watching
out for her for thousands of years? He’d been her protector, whether she
knew it or not.

Theo leaned back but kept her securely in
his arms. “Come with me. I want you to meet someone,” he invited,
giving her upper arms a gentle squeeze.

Mirianne’s brows lowered, her expression
wary. “Who?”

“A very dear friend of mine. She became
vampyre only a few hundred years after me. You’ll like her, I know.
Her strength of will and kindness are legendary among our kind.” He
waited a moment then added, “Please, Miri.”

Uncertainty clouded her thoughts for a
moment and her eyes narrowed in suspicion. Theo could be trusted
and she promised to do so. With a sigh, she relented.

“I’ll meet this woman friend of yours,
Theo—for you.”

Theo smiled his thanks, assured of
Mirianne’s faith in him. Gently, he leaned over and touched her
forehead with his cool lips in a tender kiss.

They flew into the night, side by side,
until they came upon a very small island located south of the
Hawaiian Islands. It was so small and isolated that the land
developers left it alone. The island measured barely a mile wide.
When a very rich woman offered to buy the small island at an
outrageous price, not a soul refused her offer. No government
presided over the small niche of land and the woman ensured she
would be left alone.

Dead in the center of the island stood a
large, four-story mansion surrounded by an elaborate ten-foot high
fence made of gleaming silver. At the front set of gates stood two
guards. Eight more surrounded the remainder of the fence, including
the rear set of gates.

They came down before the guards, two men
who appeared to be in their prime. They were dressed casually in
jeans and soft knit shirts. Hardly intimidating. Mirianne knew
first hand, however, that appearances could be deceiving. The
expression in the second man’s eyes being a valid point.

The first man smiled at Theo and said, “Go
on in, Theo. She’s been expecting you.”

Theo laughed and smiled widely in return. “I
don’t doubt it, Peter.” To the man on the right he simply nodded
once and received a grunt in return. Theo saw the man’s eyes
twinkle and he smiled despite himself. Proud Bear possessed a kind
and generous side he only showed to a few, his mate and a few close
friends. There were many inside the mansion who Theo called friend.
Proud Bear and Peter were among them. Theo loved this sanctuary and
the people who lived inside it.

It took less than a minute to walk the
distance to the front doors. Mirianne gasped at her first clear
glimpse of the huge mansion. It appeared to be built with ancient
Egypt in mind. The intricate design and detail could be seen from
every corner of the house, from the steps leading to the double
front doors to the edging along the roof. Embellished on the front
doors were Egyptian patterns, carved into the wood. It took
Mirianne’s breath away and added to the mystery of the place.

A tall regal man with white flowing hair
opened one of the doors before they climbed the last step and bid
them enter with a sweep of his hand.

“Master Theodore, Lady Mirianne. This way,
please.”

Mirianne raised a single brow and Theo
laughed. “I’ve tried to make him drop the title, but he won’t
listen.”

“No, no, that’s not it. He knows my name,”
she ended in a whisper, as if that would prevent everyone inside
from hearing her.

“Well, of course,” he stated simply. “You
still have much to learn, Miri. And I’ll teach it all to you, very
soon.”

Doors opened of their own accord into a
large ballroom. Deep into the room, in a tall over-stuffed chair,
sat an older woman who appeared to be in her early fifties. She was
surrounded by hundreds of vampyre. They stood throughout the room
and moved as one when the woman smiled sweetly and opened her arms.
Theo advanced quickly, kneeling before her elaborately designed
chair. He kissed her hand and she in turn kissed the crown of his
head.

“Theodore, my dear. It has been too long,
five years at least.”

“Three years, seven months, Mother.”

A small gasp echoed throughout the room.
Theo turned his head to look behind him. Mirianne’s mouth lay open
in astonishment before she closed it abruptly. Theo smiled and rose
to his feet.

“I’d like you to meet my mate, Mother. Her
name is—”

“Mirianne,” Mother finished easily. “Come
before me, child,” the older vampyre invited with an out-stretched
hand.

Mirianne approached slowly until she reached
Theo’s side. Hand in hand they faced the smiling woman.

“Do not be alarmed. I am called Mother in
name only. We...” Mother indicated the vampyre surrounding her.
“...have come together to unite against Thaddeus. For many years I
have been chosen to keep order and protect those who stand against
Thaddeus and his dark madness. I sincerely hope you will choose to
stand with us.”

“Yes, umm, Mother. I stand with
Theo.”

The regal woman nodded firmly and clapped
her hands once.

“I am pleased, child.
Let’s speak of happier matters. I must say, Mirianne, it’s about
time you came to your senses and saw Theodore for the man he is. He
loves you dearly. Anyone with eyes can see it. We are all happy you
have decided to join our ranks and befriend us as well as your friend
Lauren.”

Once again Mirianne’s mouth gaped open then
closed in shock.

Mother laughed lightly, the sound easy and
compassionate. “I am quite familiar with the angels who once
protected us, Mirianne. Lauren and I have met before, though only
once and briefly. She spoke kindly regarding you. Would you like to
know what she said?”

Speechless, Mirianne could only nod.

“Hello, Your Majesty. I am
Lauren, once Guardian to one of your own: Mirianne, daughter of
Jacob and Isabelle. Guard her well since I am able to no longer.
She is special and dear to me. Quite a
unique being, your Lauren.”

Mirianne stood in awe of the woman’s
knowledge. Her eyes grew soft and heavy with red tears. Mirianne
went down on her knees and lowered her head in respect and
humility.

“Thank you, Your Majesty. She is dear to me
as well.”

“Rise, child. I lost my human title the year
I died and became one of the vampyre. Though many of our kind do
not recognize the new title given to me, I accept it graciously and
with pride. I refuse to be troubled by the other vampyre, however.
Some of them I have no desire to claim.”

As she stood, Theo drew her gaze. “She
speaks of those Thad brought over to join his ranks. Even we do not
know how many he has turned. It’s rumored to be well over twenty
thousand.”

“And how many are with you and Mother?”

Silence hung heavily in the room. Theo and
Mother exchanged a look of worry.

“Three hundred and forty-eight,” Theo said
quietly.

“My God,” she whispered as
the full ramifications sank in. “Oh, my
God!” Mirianne covered her mouth as a
horrible thought came to her.

Mirianne spun around, looking at each
vampyre in the room. Not a single one avoided direct eye contact.
The numbers against them were staggering, yet she felt a calm peace
she’d never before experienced.

Several in the room caught her attention and
Mirianne focused intently on their faces, trying to make herself
remember. There was a cowboy in all black with a full-length black
leather coat that came to the middle of his knee-high boots. She
knew him, remembered seeing him several times in the past. Sadly,
there was an Amish girl of maybe thirteen or fourteen. With an
innocence she found touching, the young girl smiled shyly and
waved. Mirianne smiled in return. There were a few others she
recognized. Mirianne suddenly realized she’d never truly been
alone. Someone had always been close by.

She glanced up at Theo and
smiled—always.

Though she didn’t know these people by name,
they’d watched out for her, at Theo’s insistence, she was sure. He
made certain she would always have a friend close by, just in case.
The knowledge warmed her heart and red tears gathered in her eyes
once more.

Turning, she faced Mother. Never would she
allow any danger to befall any of these people. She would allow
herself to be destroyed before she let even one in this room be
harmed.

“Thad must know he can annihilate all of us
quite easily, considering the number of vampyre under his control.
So, what is he waiting for?”

“Me.” Theo faced his beloved. “He’s waiting
for me.” He left her side and paced around the room, deep in
thought.

“He’s been one step ahead of me since the
beginning. Thad knows you and I have mated and he’ll use the
knowledge against me.” He turned and walked back over to her side.
“I’ve placed you in terrible danger, Miri. It’s all on my
head.”

Mirianne began to speak, but he shook his
head and closed the distance between them. Gently, he took her
hands into his own.

“You see, I’m a threat to him. I’m the only
one of us who can destroy him. It’s my responsibility to see it
done. He’s of my line, blood of my blood. We are eternally
linked.”

What color remained in her face drained away
and Mirianne felt suddenly chilled to the bone. “Didn’t you say if
he died you would also?”

“Yes, that once was true.
Not now, though. I love you and you have returned my love. We’ve
been bonded eternally. The pact is broken and he
can die.”

That will not happen, dear
brother, a voice spoke inside his mind.
From the look on the faces around him, the message could not be
heard by those around him. Theo opened his mouth to speak to
Mother, but found it unnecessary.

Within seconds, Mother’s sharp eye
intercepted Theo’s facial expression. She nodded quickly to her
right and six vampyre moved with incredible speed so they appeared
to disappear before everyone’s eyes. A few seconds later one of the
guards sent a message to Mother.

Mother, Thaddeus has been here. Four of our
posted guards have been decapitated, those at the front and rear
gates. The other four guards will heal in a few moments. He did not
come alone.

Of
course, Mother raged, speaking to the
guard. There is no honor in his actions.
His cowardice will be rewarded with his destruction.

Mother’s rage faded away
until she felt only sorrow. Sighing deeply with the tremendous
burden of her given duty, Mother’s head fell to her chest as she
fought back tears. Responsibility for those in her care lay heavily
on her shoulders. She needed to be strong. She must be strong.

Mirianne caught a movement at the front door
and watched the man with white flowing hair take a step forward
toward Mother before he stopped. The deep worry etched across his
forehead and into his frown said it all. Nothing else mattered but
Mother.

Mirianne sat down at Mother’s feet and
placed a comforting hand on the older woman’s knee. Mother covered
her hand, smiling her gratitude for the show of support.

Mother raised her eyes to search the far
side of the room. She raised her hand toward a small woman. “Little
Doe—come, child.”

Little Doe’s eyes opened wide with shock.
Slowly she began to shake her head, denying what Mother tried so
gently to tell her. Releasing a war cry of anguish, she ran with
lightening speed toward the front doors, her thigh-length black
hair flying behind her for a split second before her body
disappeared completely. A huge man stood in her path and caught her
tiny waist before she reached the doors.

“Little Doe, wait!” he yelled and held on
tight as she struggled wildly.

“Coward!” The petite Indian woman
screamed hysterically and then went limp in the large man’s arms.
She doubled over in anguish as racking sobs tore through her
body.

Mother stood and came to the young woman’s
side. “Little Doe, your grief is my own. Proud Bear was a great
warrior and a good man. He is walking peacefully with the Great
Spirit.”

Little Doe looked up and her sobs eased.
Though her lip quivered with emotion, she nodded bravely. Mother
smiled and touched her tear-stained cheek. “Proud Bear was
fortunate to have a mate such as you. He will smile down on you
throughout your existence.”

Mirianne and Theo exchanged heartfelt
expressions. Mirianne realized the possibility she might lose Theo
during battle.

On a very real level she could sympathize
with Little Doe. Because of that connecting emotion Mirianne did
something she’d never done in all of her centuries on Earth. She
walked over to Little Doe, placed a hand on the woman’s arm and
smiled kindly into her dark, watery eyes.

 


 


 



Chapter 6

 


They decided to do nothing that evening
about Thad’s surprise visit. Mother, Theo and Mirianne were heavily
guarded until shortly before sunrise. Mother stood from her
favorite chair and the room fell quiet, all attention focused on
what she would say.

“Later today, after the sun sets, Thad and
his minions will strike in full force. They will no longer delay.
We have all been expecting this for some time. We are gravely
outnumbered and there is a very good possibility most of us will
not live beyond the night to come.

“However, if Thad and the
ruthlessness he spreads like a mortal disease is to be stopped,
then we must fight.” She faced Theo.

“You, dear boy, must take Mirianne and flee
this place until another time. Maybe, once we are gone and he
relaxes his guard, then—”

“No.” For the first time ever, Theo opposed
Mother’s advice and directive. He lifted his chin and spoke with
determination, facing Mother without hesitation.

“No, Mother. This war has
always been between Thad and myself. With the pact broken, he is
vulnerable because of me. Only I can destroy him and only I
will destroy him. He
wants this confrontation as well. He enjoys tormenting me and he
will seek the opportunity to finish the job.”

“Theo,” Mirianne began, her voice afraid and
determined. She approached Theo with purpose, not looking away from
his intense gaze.

Without hesitation, Theo focused his full
power on Mirianne and bent her will to his. Although she was a very
old vampyre, she’d never learned the true extent of her powers. In
many ways she remained naive and vulnerable. Even her feisty spirit
would be no match for the thousands upon thousands Thad would have
behind him when the sun set tonight.
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