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It had been a quiet night when
everything started. My boyfriend Jake and I sat down to watch our
favorite vampire show. The beautiful blonde writhed and moaned
while her brooding vampire stud lapped at her jugular.

Jake turned to face me with a
sexy come-hither stare. He ran his fingers through my hair and
pulled my head to the side. His mouth slightly agape, hovered over
my exposed neck. “Sook – ”

A large weight hit the front
door, followed by an explosion of debris as it gave way. Two,
musclebound men stepped in and held us in their pistol's
sights.

I screamed. Tears fueled by
panic burned down my face.

The room suddenly hushed as a
third man entered. Black hair fell to his shoulders. Sapphire blue
eyes set deep against deathly pale skin.

“Ms. Ormand. You're a hard girl
to track down. My name is Alistair Noir. Please, forgive my
intrusion. I didn't expect you would answer if we simply
knocked.”

My vision tunneled, heart beat
too fast, adrenaline rushed through my body. This is how it
feels when you're dying, I thought.

“You've given the wolves quite
a run for their money.” With a smug look on his face he added,
“Moral of the story? Never send a dog to do a vampire's job.”

“Vampires! But we didn't invite
them in!” Jake's eyes widened further.

Alistair's ice-cold glare
shifted from me to him. He turned his head to one of the armed men,
“Slade, dispose of our unwanted guest.”

Slade grunted and moved toward
us.

“No!” My fear diverged into
boiling hatred. Something took over me. They broke into our
apartment, they've frightened and humiliated us and now they're
threatening us. Stop being a fucking victim, Lucy.

Fueled by rage, I grabbed
Slade's large wrist before he could reach Jake. At contact, all the
anger and misery I'd held on to through the years channeled from my
hand to his. A wave of fiery tendrils buried themselves in his
skin.



I fought to regain control. The
room around me darkened and fatigue pulled at my limbs.

The sickening odor of burnt
flesh entered my nostrils. My stomach heaved and I withdrew my hand
in disgust.

Slade cried in agony. Large
blisters emerged on his skin, revealing charred sinew and tissue.
With a massive thud, Slade tumbled to the floor. One last horrible
twitch and the flames overtook him, leaving nothing more than a
smoking pile of embers.

“How did... Did I just...” I
fell back on the couch after my legs gave way.

“What the fuck was that!” Jake
yelled and jumped away from me.

My head still spun from
exertion and clouded my thoughts.

“I... don't...” Tears formed in
my eyes. “I don't know what happened.”

I reached out to touch him but
he pushed my hand away. His frightened glare intensified my sinking
feeling.

“Impressive display.” Alistair
admired the remains of his henchman. “New idea. Trevor, take Ms.
Ormand's friend...er” He stopped and turned to face me. “How rude
of me. I came in without first calling and then I ignore your
companion. You must think of me a savage.”

“Jake.” I said, avoiding his
gaze.

“Right. Good. Trevor, escort
Mr. Jake to the car. Ensure he forgets all that happened
tonight.”

The second large man kept a
healthy distance from me as he collected Jake.

Jake stared at me, his eyes
full of fear and anguish.

“If you want, Trevor can make
it so Jake will never remember you at all. It would be less
traumatic for him in the long run.”

“What's going to happen to
me?”

“After that display, I plan to
give you an eternity to hone your skills.”

I looked back at Jake.
Whatever fucked up shit is happening, if he looks for me, he
might not get a second chance.

“He won't get hurt? You'll let
him go if I play along?”

“You have my word as a
gentleman.”

Not exactly the most reassuring
promise I've ever been given.

Hot tears fell down my cheek as
I nodded.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/171153
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
h | ‘;
% ¥

; .;

NIGHT OF THE

WITCH





