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Chapter One

 


Silently, the three of them walked down the
mountain road. Just before entering the forest, Nestor stopped.
Running his trembling fingers through his long black hair, he cried
out, “Oh my God, what have we done?”

A stranger's voice behind them said, “I would
like to know that myself.”

Asius was the first to turn around. The dark
stranger stood at least six-eight, his long black hair blowing in
the wind, and when he talked he hadn't tried to hide his long
fangs. In an arrogant voice, Asius shouted, “We did what we had to
do to protect our families and the village we live in.”

The stranger laughed and said, “If you think
that you will make it back to your village alive, then you don't
know Marquis de Sade. Yes, he will allow the people of your village
to live, but you on the other hand will die, and it will be brutal.
You fools, you should have listened to your constable; he knew what
he was talking about. Only Vladimir could have saved you, but no,
you had to take matters into your own hands, and now you will pay
the price. You had better hope that it's de Sade that hunts you
down and not Vladimir.”

With a trembling voice, Nestor said, “What do
you mean, Vladimir? He's dead.”

“You fools, he wasn't in the
castle. Clotho, his wife and newborn son were the only ones home.
You killed his family, and his son was only a day old.”

Nestor looked at the other two men and said,
“We deserve to die.”

As he turned and walked away, Asius shouted,
“You were always the weak one. Go, go get yourself killed; see if
we care.”

The dark stranger laughed and said, “He's the
only one that will make it out alive.” Swirling his long black
cloak around his body, Rodolfo disappeared.

Nestor walked over a mile before he noticed
the strange fog behind him, then he heard the terrifying screams of
his friends. Turning around, he began to run to them, then he heard
a voice emerge from the fog. It said, “There is nothing you can do
for them; now go and tell your village that they are free.”

“I can't leave them; they're
my friends.”

“Leave, or die with them.
Believe me, they would walk away if it were you
screaming.”

“But. . . ”

“Go now, or die!”

Nestor walked up the steps of the church just
as the doors began to open. When Aether and Zephyrus came down to
him he said, “It's over! They're all dead, including Vladimir.
Marquis de Sade has spared me so that I could tell the story; the
story of his brutality and how he does not tolerate betrayal. We
are to never speak of this day to anyone.”

Aether and Zephyrus rode up to the mountain
to see for themselves. Before they reached the castle, they could
smell the smoldering fire. Zephyrus dismounted his horse and walked
back to the garden that they had stood in the day they met Ivana.
Bowing his head, he said, “Dear God, what have they done? Clotho
was in there, along with Ivana and the baby!”

With his head bowed, he said, “Aerther,
Vladimir was our friend; he didn't deserve this. He was a good man,
and those damn fools led Marquis de Sade right to them. It's their
fault.”

“Yes, it was, but they paid
the ultimate price with their lives.”

“Nestor should pay for
this.”

“You know that's not true.
He would never harm women, let alone a new baby.”

“I know, but Aether, he came
up here with those damn fools. That makes him just as guilty as the
rest of them.”

“That's something he'll have
to live with for the rest of his life.”

“It's not
enough.”

Aether patted Zephyrus on the back and said,
“Yes it is, my friend. Yes it is.”

Heeding Marquis de Sade's warning, they never
spoke of the tragedy and loss they endured. Until one night, Nestor
mysteriously disappeared, never to be seen again.

 


 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


Vladimir awoke with a smile on his face,
anticipating the feeding of Nikola. Rolling over, his smile
suddenly changed to panic. Panic to grief, to anguish, to rage. His
family was gone and he was alone.

The day sleep had healed his wounds, but his
heart ached. He lay on the cave floor, unable to move. The pain was
so severe; he lost the will to even feed. Nights flew by, and still
Vladimir would not feed. All he could do was sit in front of the
burned out ruins, hoping to hear Ivana's sweet voice in his head,
but it never came.

On the fifth night, he cried his last tears
for Ivana, Nikola, Clotho, and the burned out castle that held the
memories of his parents. Just as he was about to walk away, a
strange woman screamed in his mind, “This is no way to mourn my
granddaughter; she would want you to live. Now, go and feed, you
fool.”

She was right; Ivana would want him to live.
The only time Vladimir would leave the cave he was sheltering in
was to feed, then he'd come right back. Before he knew it, days
turned to weeks, weeks to months, months to years.

Ten years had passed, and Vladimir remained
in the cave. His clothes were tattered, his hair long and dirty,
and his body smelled like that of a cave dweller that he had
become.

After feeding one night, Vladimir went to the
banks of the Moldavia River. Sitting down, he looked at his forced
reflection in the water of himself. He said out loud, “It's time to
move on.”

A voice behind him said, “I totally
agree.”

Jumping to his feet in a crouched stance,
Vladimir snarled, “Who the hell are you?”

“I am Rodolfo. I was
summoned to come to your aid.”

“Ten years too damn late,
don't you think?”

Rodolfo's lips curved into a slight smile
when he said, “What had happened to your family was written in the
book of life. So, my being there would not have changed the outcome
of events. I arrived right afterward and saw your grief, and that
was when I decided to give you time to heal. Plus, I'm tired of
watching your pathetic life pass by; it's now time for you to pull
yourself together, and fulfill your destiny as a vampire.

My God man, you're a vampire; don't you smell
yourself?”

“Piss off Rodolfo, I'm not
in the mood.”

Rodolfo snapped his fingers and instantly
Vladimir was clean, shaved, and had on new clothes and a long black
cloak. Within a blink of an eye, Vladimir and Rodolfo stood in a
large Gothic castle. It wasn't light and airy like his and Ivana's
castle. The floors were black marble, the fireplace was large
enough to stand in, and in it was a fire just as big. The black
granite torches that were mounted on the black walls were lit.
Everything was black, with the exception of the red flames; the
castle looked like it had belonged to Hades himself.

“Where the hell are we?”
Vladimir demanded.

“My home, and I demand
respect while you're in it.”

“Respect, my ass. I didn't
ask to be brought here.” Vladimir turned and tried to walk out the
door, but it wouldn't open. No matter how hard he pulled, still it
wouldn't budge. Twirling around, Vladimir shouted, “Open the damn
door.”

Before Vladimir's mind could even register
what had happened, Rodolfo had slammed him up against the door and
said, “I told you, I demand respect.”

No matter how hard Vladimir fought, Rodolfo
held him back without any effort. Giving up, Vladimir slid down the
side of the door, and sat on the floor. With a defeated look,
Vladimir asked, “What do you want from me?”

“What I have said all along;
respect. Now, you must get some rest; tomorrow your training will
start, and until you have learned all of your powers, you will be
staying in my home. I've hired you a squire; he'll be at your
constant call.”

“I don't need a
squire.”

Just then the squire walked in. Rodolfo said,
“Vladimir, this is Nestor, your squire. He will show you to your
room.”

After Nestor opened the door to Vladimir's
room, Vladimir said, “Do I know you?”

“I don't think so my Lord.
Master Rodolfo says all squires look the same with our silly
uniforms on.”

“That could be; all my
mother's guards looked the same, with the exception of my
father.”

If Vladimir knew that Nestor was at his
castle on the night of his family's brutal attack, the man would
have been dead before he made it out of the vestibule.

Rodolfo erased Vladimir's memory of Nestor,
and Nestor's punishment for his role in the attack on Vladimir's
family was to serve Vladimir, for eternity.

 


 


 


 



Chapter Three

 


The squire entered Vladimir's room just as
the sun went down. After laying out his clothes for the day, the
squire said, “My Lord, your food is waiting for you.”

“Thank you, just put it on
the table.”

“I don't think you
understand. The lady is waiting just outside your door.”

Vladimir jumped out of bed and shouted, “I
don't feed from humans!”

“Master Rodolfo said that
feeding from humans will make you stronger.”

“I could give a damn what
your Master Rodolfo thinks. I will not kill a human.”

Before Nestor could explain, Rodolfo appeared
in Vladimir's room. Patting Nestor on the back, Rodolfo said, “I'll
explain everything to him.”

After Nestor left the room, Vladimir said,
“I'm not feeding off of innocent people.”

“You don't have to kill
them. Just take what you need; you'll know when to
stop.”

Before Vladimir could protest, in walked a
beautiful woman. She was nothing like Ivana. Her hair fell in long
blond ringlets, eyes as blue as the sea, and her skin was creamy
white and smooth as silk. Without saying a word, he stood and
glared.

When Natasha looked into Vladimir's dark
eyes, all she could see was pain. Just as she was about to touch
his hand, a low growl emerged deep from his throat. He said, “Don't
touch me.”

“I'm sorry my Lord, I didn't
mean to offend you.”

“No, it's not that, I just
don't like to be touched.”

“I will remember that, my
Lord.”

She knew why she was there, and what he was
about to do, but she wasn't afraid. Her mother had been Rodolfo's
lover since she was a small child. She learned one night what he
was when she woke up in the middle of the night afraid. She ran
into their room and saw Rodolfo drinking the blood from her
mother's throat. Instead of being punished, Rodolfo carried her
back to her room that he had decorated just for her. While rocking
her to sleep, he sang a soft melody; she looked up at him and said,
“Goodnight, Papa.”

Although he wasn't her real father, she loved
him the same, and she knew he loved her. So, no, she wasn't afraid
of the man he sent her to.



Months flew by, and the only thing Vladimir
would touch on Natasha's body was her shoulder as he fed from her
throat. When he was done, Natasha would leave the room hurt and
disappointed that he had ignored her. Vladimir did not realize that
every time he would feed from her that her heart, body, and mind
intertwined with his. Until one night, Natasha looked up into his
eyes. Doing what she had never done before, she stroked the side of
his face. She knew she was to never touch him, so when he stared at
her with his dark mysterious eyes, she was terrified he would
reject her, push her away, tell her to get out. But what happened
next, she would have never thought.

The moment Vladimir gently pulled Natasha
into his arms, a surge of excitement ran down him. It wasn't the
loving desire he felt with Ivana. No, it was hard, raw lust; he
wanted to ravage her right here, right now, on the floor. Not his
bed; his bed was for Ivana. His need was so strong, he hadn't
realized that she was trembling. Looking down at her, he saw the
tears that rolled down her cheeks. After shaking off the
overwhelming urge to devour her in every way possible, he said, “I
promise I will not harm you.”

“I know,” she
whispered.

Slowly, he removed her clothes; laying her
down on the soft rug in front of the fireplace, he began to explore
her curvaceous body with his hands and mouth. He would not enter
her body with his; that was only for Ivana.

Running her fingers through his long black
hair, Natasha moaned from the pure ecstasy that had consumed her.
Vladimir smiled down at her as he heard her musical pleas for
mercy.

“Make love to me, Vladimir,”
she moaned as her body burned for the release of the raging desire
that ran throughout her.

As he continued to please her, he said,
“Enjoy what I offer you, my dear.”

The moment Vladimir sank his long sharp teeth
into her throat, she screamed from the raging release that left her
body.

After taking only what he needed, he brushed
her hair back behind her ears and said, “I can't make love to you
Natasha, not yet.”

“I'll wait as long as it
takes.”

Caressing the side of her face, he leaned
down with intentional slowness and fed upon her mouth.

 


 


 


 



Chapter Four

 


A year had quickly passed by, with Natasha
coming to Vladimir's room every night, and Rodolfo training him how
to fight with weapons and hand to hand combat. Rodolfo even
summoned a man from a small island off Japan to help show Vladimir
a strange fighting technique that was taught in his country. With
his constant training, Vladimir was lethal, and once a week he
would drink a glass of Rodolfo's powerful blood. Vladimir was
becoming stronger and stronger as Rodolfo's ancient blood raged
through his veins.



Vladimir awoke to the sound of a raging
storm; looking out his window that overlooked the Ligurian Sea, all
he saw was the angry waves that slammed up over the bluff. A grin
spread across his face when he smelled Natasha walking into his
room. Immediately, he wanted her in a way that he hadn't wanted a
woman in over eleven years. Turning toward her, he watched as she
walked to him.

Taking her hand, he led her to his bed.
Smiling, Natasha said, “Not the floor?”

“I want to make love to you
Natasha. Not with just my hands and mouth. When I feed from your
throat, I want to be inside you, feel you all around me the moment
our pleasure erupts into pure ecstasy.”

Natasha's emotions choked her as she realized
what he'd just said to her. She wanted to make love to him the very
first night, but she knew his love for his wife stood in the way.
Natasha knew if she was patient, that one day he would want her.
The only thing was, she hadn't thought that it would take over a
year before he came to her.

Gently laying her on the bed, he slowly
removed her dress. Opening her eyes, she said, “I love you,
Vladimir.”

Caressing her face, he said, “I'm sorry
Natasha, but those are three words I will not curse you with.”

With tears in her eyes she said, “Make love
to me Vladimir.”

Melting away his own clothes with his mind,
he slowly began making love to her with his hands. As she begged
for mercy, he switched to his mouth, and just as she thought she
couldn't take it, he slowly slid into her. When Natasha screamed
out his name, he sank his teeth into her throat. The pleasure that
the two of them shared ran through them like wild fire. Pulling his
teeth out of her throat, he licked the small wound with his
tongue.

With his thumb, he brushed the tears from her
cheek, then said, “Why didn't you tell me that you never made love
before?”

“I wanted to be with you,
Vladimir. I thought if you knew that I was saving myself for the
man that I would marry one day, you would push me away.”

“Oh, Natasha you know what I
am, and I can't offer you what you need.”

“I need only you my
love.”

Knowing that she was unable to bear his
children, he made love to her all night, not fearing that she would
awaken like Ivana did all those years ago. Weak, cold and with
child, a child he would not want for fear of losing it. That was a
pain he could not bear again.



As the nights passed, Vladimir found himself
enjoying Natasha more and more, until it was her that filled his
daydreams instead of Ivana. He had not even realized Natasha had
taken away the pain of losing Ivana until the night he and Rodolfo
were fencing, and a loud voice echoed throughout the castle. It
said, “What have you done, you damn fool.”

Immediately, using his new powers that
Rodolfo had taught him, Vladimir locked down the castle with his
mind, and summoned Natasha and his squire at the same time.

Calmly, Rodolfo walked over to Vladimir,
handed him the sword and said, “Protect Natasha and your squire.
Vladimir, once I walk out that door, lock it behind me; if for some
reason you're forced out of the castle, do not leave them
behind.”

“That is one mistake I will
never repeat,” he replied.

After hearing that Rodolfo was leaving the
castle by himself, shocked, Nestor said, “Master, you can't hold
him off alone.”

Rodolfo smiled and said, “There's a lot you
still need to learn about the powers I possess.”

Before leaving the room, Rodolfo looked back
at Vladimir and said, “If I'm not back by sunset tomorrow, Nestor
will know what to do.”

Vladimir could sense evil in the air;
grabbing Rodolfo's arm he said, “If you're in trouble, let me
help.”

Rodolfo laughed and said, “My friend, it's
not I who is in trouble.”

Before Vladimir could ask who, Rodolfo
vanished.

“Damn it, I hate it when
they do that. Clotho promised me that she would show me
how.”

Vladimir stopped talking. He couldn't finish
his sentence; the pain would engulf him if he thought of that time
so long ago, a time just like tonight; but tonight he would not
allow history to repeat itself.

 


 


 


 



Chapter Five

 


After his squire retired to his room for the
night, Vladimir and Natasha laid by the fire. Sensing his anguish,
she just laid in his arms without saying a word.

Just before surrendering to the day sleep,
Vladimir said, “Promise me Natasha, that you will stay with Nestor
throughout the day.”

Before she could reply, he had fallen asleep,
but this time he awoke throughout the day. Confused, he summoned
Nestor.

When his squire entered the room, Vladimir
said, “Why is it that I'm awake while the sun is high?”

“It's the blood of the
ancient one working through your veins.”

“What are you talking about,
what ancient one?”

“Master Rodolfo is over
eleven-thousand-years-old, his blood is ancient, and he has become
accustomed to the sun.”

“Does that mean I can go out
in the sun?”

“Soon, but not yet. The more
you feed from the master's blood, the more immune to the sun you
will become.”

“Has Rodolfo
returned?”

“Not as of yet, but he has
stored blood for you.”



The moment Vladimir drank Rodolfo's blood, a
strange foggy day sleep consumed him. He dreamed that he was in a
dense forest, tied to a tree. The limbs were bare and alive,
whipping at his naked skin. As the blood from his wounds dripped to
the forest floor, a strange wolf like creature emerged from the
depths of the earth. Its gray, hairless body stood well over eight
foot, and his long snout was filled with sharp teeth. Vladimir
wasn't afraid when the creature began to lick the blood from his
wounds with its long black tongue, and with each lick, his wounds
healed. When the last drip of blood was licked clean from
Vladimir's body, the creature slowly transformed into a tall dark
man. In the shadowy realm of the forest Vladimir's powers were
rendered useless. He could barely see the stranger; his shiny black
hair hung down to his shoulders, eyes dark and wicked. His clothes
were nothing like Vladimir had ever seen, black leather pants and
shirt, black boots with silver buckles, and the long black cloak
was lined with blood red silk. When the man stepped out of the
shadow and Vladimir got a good look at him, he realized that it was
Rodolfo.

Suddenly, a blinding light shined down
through the trees. Terrified, Vladimir knew it was the sun, slowly
moving toward him. As soon as the first ray hit the top of his
foot, his whole body became rigid. It wasn't painful, just a
strange electrical shock running through him. The more the sun
engulfed him, the more his body surged with energy. The foreign
twine that enslaved him to the tree snapped free. Falling to the
ground, he landed on his feet, fully clothed in the same black
Gothic attire that Rodolfo wore.

Rodolfo handed Vladimir a pair of odd looking
eye covers. Not knowing what to do with them, Rodolfo pulled out a
similar pair, and put them over his eyes. He said, “Put them on
Vladimir, they'll protect your eyes from the sun.”

Doing as Rodolfo said, he put the eye covers
on, and instantly the bright sun was dimmed, as if a shade was
pulled down. Vladimir's burning eyes felt an immediate relief.
Looking back at Rodolfo, he said, “What are these things?”

“In the distant future, they
will be called sunglasses.”

Baffled by his remark Vladimir replied, “How
is it that you know the future?”

“In time you, yourself, will
learn the powers that we possess, but for now there are more
important things that need to be done. I'm in need of your help; go
to Nestor, he will know what to do. Remember Vladimir, do not leave
them alone.”

Immediately, Vladimir awoke from his dream,
fully clothed in the black Gothic attire he had on in the dream,
and on the end table were the sunglasses.

 


 


 


 



Chapter Six

 


With his new Gothic clothes and sunglasses
on, Vladimir walked into the sitting room where Natasha and Nestor
were waiting for him. The moment he walked in, Natasha gasped for
air. He was wicked looking; dark, seductive, captivating, yet
dangerous, with a slight edge of evil.

Walking straight to Natasha with unhuman
speed, he swept her up into his arms. With her breasts pressed hard
against his chest, he lifted his sunglasses up. Looking down at her
with his dark seductive eyes, he whispered in an arrogant voice,
“You look good enough to feed upon.”

She muttered, “MMM, I love this new
look.”

After a long sensuous kiss, Vladimir scraped
his teeth across her throat. Just before sinking them in, Nestor
cleared his throat, and said, “The horse and carriage are ready, my
Lord.”

Vladimir snarled at the interruption. He
said, “If you can excuse us for a moment, we'll meet you out at the
carriage.”

As soon as Nestor left the room, Vladimir
pulled Natasha back into his arms with such speed that it was a
blur. Rubbing his hand up and down the small of her back, Vladimir
suckled on the lobe of her ear. Slowly, he began kissing down her
throat. With her dress slightly pulled up, he slid into her just as
he sank his teeth in.

Natasha screamed out his name as their bodies
convulsed with pleasure. While holding her weak body, which was
drained by the pure climax that raged through her, Vladimir licked
the wound on her throat watching it heal right before his eyes.
Revitalizing her with a passionate kiss he said, “We need to go,
Nestor's waiting.”



Nestor stood, holding open the carriage door.
As soon as Natasha and Vladimir climbed in, Nestor handed Vladimir
five large pouches. Looking inside them, they were all filled with
gold. Vladimir said, “What is this for?”

“It is yours my Lord.
Rodolfo recovered your gold from the castle the night of the fire
and has been holding it for you ever since.”

After Nestor closed the door, Natasha picked
one of the coins up, studying both sides. She looked over at
Vladimir and said, “I have never seen gold before. Rodolfo always
made sure my mother and I had everything we needed.”

“What happened to your
mother?”

“Nothing, Rodolfo sent her
to my grandmother's until she gives birth to my
brother.”

Vladimir's breath caught in his throat as he
remembered the birth of his own son. Unable to speak, he leaned
back and took slow, deep breaths.

Sensing his anguish, Natasha stroked the side
of his face. Smiling, she laid her head on his chest and silently
listened to his heartbeat.

The constant rhythm of the carriage ride
rocked Natasha to sleep.

Sweat rolled down the side of her face as she
cried out, “Please Vladimir, help us.”

Running down the long corridor with the baby
in her arms, there were flames everywhere. She knew there was no
escaping. Opening the first door she came to, Natasha and the baby
ran to the far side of the room. When the flames burned through the
door, Natasha kissed her baby's face. She said "I love you,
Nickola.”

Just before the flames consumed her, Natasha
jolted out of her deep sleep, screaming, “Nickola!!!”

With tears streaming down her face, she
looked at a shocked Vladimir and said, “She took our baby.”

Rage slammed through him with such force that
he hadn't realized how hard he grabbed a hold of Natasha until she
cried out in pain. Before letting go, Vladimir shouted, “Don't you
ever speak of my son again.”

Staring into her eyes, Vladimir was trying to
grasp at the reason behind Natasha's hateful words. That's when he
saw that her bright blue eyes were now identical to Ivana's. He
shouted, “Who the hell are you?”

Cradling herself in the corner of the seat,
she cried, “I don't know why you're so angry at me. I fell asleep
and had a dream that I was in a fire. Just as the fire was about to
engulf my baby and I, a strange woman appeared out of nowhere. She
said that she would come back for me, but she never did. My baby's
face looked just like yours.”

“You called out the name
Nickola.”

“That was his name.
Vladimir, I could feel the warmth of his skin, the smell of his
black hair. The dream was so real, and the sense of his loss is so
overwhelming, it's eating at me like a disease.”

Laying her head down on her legs, she began
to cry. He saw the black bruises on her arms where he had grabbed
her.

Wrapping his arms around her he said, “I'm
sorry.”

“Vladimir, why are you mad
at me?”

“My son's name is Nickola,
and he and my wife died in a fire.”

Looking up at him with Ivana's eyes, she
cried, “Vladimir, what is happening to me?”

“I don't know my love, but
we'll find out.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter Seven

 


While Natasha slept in his arms, Vladimir
couldn't stop thinking about his son. Was he alive, had Clotho made
it to the castle in time? Why would she take him, and not Ivana?
Maybe it was too late, she couldn't go back, but why not bring
Nikola back to him? What does Natasha have to do with all of this;
he could sense that she knew nothing. Strange things were
happening, her blue eyes, why were they now brown, not just any
brown, the same color brown as Ivana's. Vladimir's senses told him
that if he found Ivana's family, he would find the answers and just
maybe his son. He also wondered if Rodolfo knew, of course he knew,
but how much of it did he approve of.

Natasha was bounced awake, as the carriage
dredged up the rugged mountain road. With sleepy eyes she looked up
at Vladimir, her heart broke when she saw the way he looked down at
her. She knew that his feelings had changed for her, but why, it
was just a dream, or was it. Without saying a word Natasha grabbed
the blanket that was under the bench seat, covering up she stared
out the window at the snow covered mountain peaks. As the scenery
passed by Natasha saw strange images flashing before her eyes. It
was as if she were someone else. She could see little girls that
looked to be the same age playing in a field, one's hair was as
black as night, and the other was shinny like the sun. The woman in
the far distance yelled, “Ivana, Natasha, it's time to come
in.”

Natasha heard herself yell, “OK, Momma we're
coming.”

She held Ivana's hand till they reached the
house. That was when Natasha saw that it wasn't her mother, but
another woman, a woman that looked just like Natasha. Suddenly,
another vision flashed before her eyes, this time her and Ivana
were being dragged away by three men, three men that she knew, one
of which was their father and his two brothers. Natasha couldn't
believe that her life was a lie, and that she had a twin sister
whos husband she was in love with. Just before they arrived in the
town of Turin, in the northern region of Italy, Natasha had her
last vision for the day.

Ivana and her were sent to their cold bedroom
without food. With Ivana being the smallest, she shivered and said,
“I'm cold, and hungry Natasha.”

After covering Ivana with her own blanket she
whispered, “There's berries down by the river, I'll go get us
some.”

“NO, Natasha if Papa catches
you, you'll get a beaten.”

Kissing, Ivana's cheek she said, “I'll be
right back.”

Before she even made it to the bank of the
river, Rodolfo grabbed her, instantly disappearing. Tears rolled
down her face the moment she realized that her sweet sister had
been left behind with that wretched family.

In her mind she whispered, “Ivana I would
have never left you alone with them.”

Natasha jumped, when she heard Ivana in her
head say, “I know my sweet sister I saw the man that took you that
night.”

As Ivana's voice faded it was replace with
Vladimir's, he asked, "Are you OK?”

Without looking at him she said, “I'm
fine.”

The tears continued to stream down her face,
she knew he could sense her anguish, but he didn't care to console
her, not even with a gentle touch.

By the time the carriage pulled up to the
inn, her tears had dried, but what shocked Natasha the most was
when Vladimir rented three separate rooms. When Nestor brought her
luggage up to her room he asked, “Is everything alright my
Lady?”

Smiling she just shook her head yes, fearing
if she spoke she would burst into tears. Closing the door behind
her, Natasha climbed into bed and cried herself to sleep.

When Rodolfo appeared in her dream he said,
“My sweet child why are you so sad?”

“Why is it that you lied to
me my whole life, and what is happening to me, I feel so strange?
Father please, help me.”

“My sweet child, at first
light Vladimir will be asleep, that is when I want you to go to the
stables, and there I will have a carriage waiting for
you.”

“I love him father, but I
fear that he will never return the feelings.”

“Patience, my dear daughter,
and soon he will come to you.”

Rodolfo disappeared, and at first light
Natasha was on the carriage, by the time Vladimir woke she was
hundreds of miles away.

 


 


 


 



Chapter Eight

 


Still angry with Natasha, Vladimir couldn't
stand the thought of feeding from her. Not understanding his own
rage towards her he fled into the forest to feed. By the time he
returned hours had past, and in his room, waiting, was an anxious
Nestor. Jumping to his feet he shouted, “Did you not hear me
summoning you?”

With the power of his mind, he slammed Nestor
up against the wall, he said, “I'm the master, not you, I come to
know one.”

“Because of your arrogance,
Natasha is gone. If any harm comes to her Rodolfo will kill us
both, so you better hope we can find her.”

When Vladimir tried to throw Nestor out of
his room, he was stop by a resistance that he had not expected.
This time it was Vladimir who flew across the room. Landing on his
feet, he charged Nestor with so much force that the two of them
smashed through the door. With his massive hand wrapped around
Nestor's throat Vladimir snarled, “What the hell are you, and why
is it, that my senses tell me that I know you?”

“I'm your squire, and in
order to protected you during the day sleep I was granted powers
equal to yours.”

“Great, I have a squire that
can kick my ass.”

“No Master, I can only
protect myself from you. If a squire turns on his master, he losses
his powers, then dies a slow, painful death.”

Letting go of Nestor with a ruff shove,
Vladimir snarled, “Go to the stables and buy two black stallions.
Make sure that they are well groomed, fed, and fast as hell.”

“What about the
carriage?”

“Give it to the inn keeper
for the damages we caused.”

“But Master, the carriage is
worth way more.”

The look that Vladimir gave his squire, told
him to do as he was told.

Within the hour they were riding hard and
fast, and in the direction in which Natasha had fled. As they raced
down the mountain road, the horses' hooves sent plumes of dust
spewing into the air. Their cloaks billowed behind them, creating a
black ominous silhouette that frightened everyone that road up on
them. Every town they came to, it seemed that they had missed the
carriage by only a few hours. While resting the horses, Vladimir
said, “Why is it that we can't catch up with her?”

Vladimir looked at Nestor and knew something
was going on. Grabbing him by the shirt he said, “Is there anything
you want to tell me?”

“No Master.”

Vladimir shouted, “Damn you Rodolfo, if
you're keeping her from me I'll kick your ass.”

Before Vladimir knew what had happened,
Rodolfo appeared out of thin air slamming Vladimir up against the
wall, he said, “Never, ever threaten me, all I have to do is snap
my fingers and your dead. Now what do you want?”

“I need to talk to
Natasha.”

“You treated my daughter
like shit, and now you want my help in getting her back. You're
lucky I don't kill you.”

“She knows something about
my son, and I want to know what it is.”

“You damn fool she knows
nothing, but on the other hand, I know everything. Your actions,
depend on if I tell you or not.”

Remembering what his father had said,
“Vladimir you must always stay calm in the presence of your enemy,
especially, if they have what you want.”

After taking a deep breath, calmly, Vladimir
asked, “What is it that you want from me?”

“My daughter's
life.”

“What the hell are you
talking about, I would never harm her.”

“Not intentionally, but
there are things going on here, that are more powerful than you or
I. Vladimir if we don't work together on this, Natasha will die,
just like her twin sister.”

“She never told me she had a
sister.”

“She didn't know, until the
dream. That's when she started to have visions. Vladimir, Natasha
and Ivana, are twins.”

“NO!! That can't
be.”

“It's true. On the night
that I was sent to rescue the girls, I could only get to Natasha,
from that moment on The Three Fates erased their minds of each
other.”

“What are, The Three
Fates?”

“They are the goddess of
fate, and believe me they can be cruel. The twins' mother was also
a goddess, and because Ivana was the first born she has the power
to consume the second twin's life if the first one dies. Vladimir
the transformation has started, and only you can stop
it.”

Vladimir hadn't heard the last part when he
said, “I can have my Ivana back.”

Rodolfo knew he had to stay calm, his
daughter's life depended on it, he said, “Vladimir, Ivana has been
dead for over eleven years, if she takes over Natasha's body,
Natasha dies. Is that what you want, are you telling me that
Natasha meant nothing to you?”

Vladimir turned his back to Rodolfo, running
his fingers through his hair he said, “No, I don't want Natasha to
die. I care for her, but I love Ivana. Rodolfo, what am I to
do?”

“You know what is right, you
must save Natasha.”

“But how?”

“You must tell her, that you
love her.”

“I can't.”

“Yes you can, I see how you
look at her. Vladimir put your feelings for Ivana to rest, she's
gone. Then you will see how much you love Natasha. Your daughter's
life depends on what you choose.”

“I have no
daughter.”

“Yes, you do. She grows
inside of Natasha.”

“That's a lie!! I could
sense that she could not carry my child.”

“You are right, she can't
carry your male child, but a daughter, yes.”

“I know the symptoms, and
she had none.”

“I will bring her to you,
you'll sense the baby growing inside her. She herself knows not of
the baby, if you tell her she will think you love her only because
of the child. Then she will die.”

“I need to think, can you
take me to my castle back in Romania?”

“I can give you a few days,
that's all. We don't have much time Vladimir.”

Rodolfo left Vladimir standing in the once
beautiful garden that belonged to his sweet Ivana.

 


 


 


 



Chapter Nine

 


Vladimir stood, gazing at the land around
him. It had been over a hundred years since he had seen the
mountains and forest when the sun was high in the sky. His mind
drifted back to a time, where things were more simple. Hearing the
memory of his father's voice brought a smile to Vladimir, a smile
that hadn't spread across his face since the fire. He sat on the
stone bench that he had retrieved from the mountains for his
mother's garden over a century ago. Resting his head in his hands,
Vladimir said, “Father I wish you and mother were here, I don't
know what to do, what to think, or feel. I wish you could tell me
what to do."

Silently, he waited for his father's voice,
but Vladimir knew it wouldn't come. Standing up, he began walking
through the ruins of his burned out castle. Vladimir bent down to
pick up a chipped teapot when he saw the reflection of a silver
object. Putting the teapot down, he pushed the debris aside
reveling his father's sword. Raising the sword, it looked as if it
had been well kept, polished, stored in its glass case, instead of
lying in the ruins. Running the tip of his finger over the
priceless find, he heard someone behind him. Reeling around with
the sword raised in his hand, Vladimir stumbled back, struggling to
suck air into his lungs, he gasped loudly.

Laughing, at the shocked look on Vladimir's
face Nickola said, “Son, you know what the right choice is. You
don't need your mother nor I to tell you what to do.”

“I love Ivana, but I don't
want harm to come to Natasha.”

“Are you sure that Ivana is
what you want. Think about it my son, she came to you when you were
lost and alone. She eased your pain, when there was no one else. I
know you love her, but Vladimir if she showed up with Natasha which
one would you have chosen?"

“It was Ivana that came to
my rescue, Ivana that loved me, and Ivana that gave me a son. Not
Natasha.”

“That is true, my son, but
it has been Natasha for over a year, it's her love that has saved
you from a life of loneliness. I fear if you choose Ivana, and
Natasha dies, that is when you will realize that you made a
mistake. Can you live with that mistake, knowing that you could
have saved Natasha's life, but instead you let her die? Ivana is
your past, leave her there. Natasha is the future, go and find her,
before it's too late.”

When Nickola vanished, a tear ran down
Vladimir's face, he said, “I love you father.”

In his mind, Vladimir heard Nickola say, “I
know son, I love you to.”

With the need to rest, Vladimir walked to the
cave where he had lived the worst ten years of his life. The moment
he surrendered to the day sleep, he began to dream. Vladimir was
relaxing in a hot spring. With his eyes closed and his head lay
back on the rocks, he enjoyed the bubbles that fizzled around him,
massaging his body. Opening his eyes he saw Natasha swimming to
him. Sinking down under the warm water, she came up right in front
of him. In the warm clear water he could see her body, she looked
more seductive than ever. Her swollen breast pressed against his
hot skin, and when she sat on his lap Vladimir could feel her hot
wetness inviting him in. Lowering herself onto him, she threw her
head back and cried out his name, “Vladimir, drink from my throat,
until you feel the essence of my blood running through you.”

The slow rhythm, of their bodies rocked in
the water, while his hungry mouth and hands explored her breasts.
Their bodies screamed for release and just as he sank his teeth
into her throat, he thrust deep inside of her filling her with his
seed. Laying her head on his shoulder Natasha said, “I love you
Vladimir.”

“Oh, Natasha.”

When she slowly rose up off of him, she felt
empty, bereft without him. Natasha knew, he would never return the
feelings, and in that she found terrible loss, the pain of
heartache engulfed her, threatened to bury her. She choked on a
sob, when she said, “It's alright Vladimir, I will take only what
you offer. Maybe someday you'll learn to love me.”

Slowly she disappeared into the mist, and Vladimir
was startled out of his dream, and at that moment he knew what he
had to do.

 


 


 


 



Chapter Ten

 


Eleven thousand years had passed,
and still Rodolfo remembered the room he now stood in as if it were
just yesterday. The cold, horrifying memories flashed before his
eyes. He could see the warm, sweet blood flowing from the throat of
his beautiful wife, Gaia. Looking down, he could see her blood
covering his hand and bare chest. The taste of her essences in his
mouth screamed out to him. To this day, he remembered her taste,
her scent, her touch; everything about her still lingered in the
room and in his mind. If only he had known how to control his
hunger back then, she would still be alive. His senses became
engulfed with pain, a pain that not even the eleven millenniums
could erase. When the door behind Rodolfo slammed, he snarled when
his senses filled with her sweet scent.

She screamed, “How dare you come here!”

With blinding speed, Rodolfo
crossed the room. Inches from the goddess, he sucked in the very
essence that surrounded her. Her beauty was like Natasha's. Blond
hair, eyes blue as sapphires, skin creamy white and soft as silk.
Unlike Natasha, her temper was short fused, vicious, and she could
strike as fast as a viper. She showed no fear as he snarled in a
husky growl, “Believe me, Aradia, this is the last place I want to
be, but I warned you to never send Drago to my land.”

“You knew it was time to bring
Ivana back, yet you threw Natasha into Vladimir's
arms. That's why I sent Drago, to try and
stop you.”

“Aradia, do you actually believe that Drago could
have stopped me?”

With her arrogant laugh, she said, “NO! But it
worked. You left them alone, and Natasha is with Drago as we
speak.”

“That can't be. I sent her back to my castle in
Italy.”

Stroking the side of his face with
her long slender fingers, the goddess laughed and said, “Yes she
is, and the transformation has begun.”

Wrapping his massive hand around
the five-foot petite goddess, he lifted her up off the ground. Once
their eyes met, he snarled, “If harm comes to my daughter, I will
kill you and all of your family, starting with Ivana, leaving you
for last.”

Before throwing her to the floor,
Rodolfo said, "Aradia, enlighten me, why is it that you hate the
women in your family that look like you?"

Looking up at him she growled, "My daughters and
granddaughters that look like my husband Apollo can mate with
vampires, and only then can they have a male child. The others who
look like me, will only have females, no matter who they mate
with."

As he disappeared, he could hear
her haunting scream, “Vladimir will never choose Natasha over
Ivana, never!!”

 


 


 


 



Chapter Eleven

 


The bed that Natasha laid in wasn't
as comfortable as the one in her own room, but it would do for now.
With tears streaming down her face, she whispered to herself, “I
love you Vladimir, but I'm too good to play second best. I thought
I could love you enough for the both of us; I can't, and I
won't.”

Her eyes grew heavy, and just as they closed, she
heard a soft voice say, “Come to me, Natasha. I'm just outside of
the village that you're in.”

Obeying the soft seductive voice, silently she
slipped away, and there, at the end of town waiting for her was
Drago. After climbing into the carriage, he caressed the side of
her face. He said, “Vladimir was a fool to let you go the way he
did. I, on the other hand, know how to treat a beautiful
woman.”

Captivated by his spell, she purred from the mere
touch of his hand.

Smiling down at Natasha, he said, “Yes, my dear, I
could please you, but not yet. I want to see the rage in Vladimir's
eyes when I'm deep inside you. When your body shudders with
pleasure, and it's my name you call out, I want to see pain in his
eyes. Now sleep; our journey is almost complete.”

The carriage pulled up to a large
cobblestone cottage that was nestled deep in the dark woods. The
sound of the raging river that wound around the cottage was nothing
but tranquil. The trees that flanked both sides of the banks
whispered an ominous creek and groan. As the wind from the mountain
blew its angry breath off the frigid peaks, the barren branches
swayed to the constant beat, as they scraped across the window
pane. Suddenly, the bedchamber that Drago had brought Natasha into
lit up from the flash of lighting that streaked across the sky. The
earth shook from the loud rumble of thunder that boomed. Just as
quickly came the raging onslaught of the ice cold rain, hammering
the cottage with a forceful beat. Through it all, Natasha heard
nothing, for Drago held her in a deep sleep, a sleep that nothing
could awaken.

Drago leaned over her, breathing in
her sweet feminine scent of juniper and honey. His fangs surged
from his gums with the need to taste her delicious essence that
flowed through her veins. His mouth lingered on her throat, feeling
her essence pulsating on his lips. Drago's tongue swept across her
delicate skin just before he sank his fangs into the soft hollow
part of her throat. The moment her blood, Vladimir's blood, touched
his lip, Drago screamed. Vladimir's blood burned like acid in his
mouth. Stumbling backward, he fell to the floor just as Aradia
appeared in the room.

Looking down at Drago, Aradia said, “You fool, do you
not know that Vladimir feeds from her. She is his soul mate, making
her blood poisonous to other vampires. Now go and clean her blood
out of your mouth before it kills you.”

After Drago left the room, Aradia
walked over to Natasha. With the tips of her fingers, she stroked
the wound on Natasha's throat. Instantly, the teeth marks
disappeared without a trace. Stirring from the touch of her great,
great grandmother's healing hands, Natasha muttered,
“Vladimir.”

Looking down at the sleeping Natasha, Aradia said,
“Yes my love, Vladimir is coming, but by the time he gets here, you
will no longer be Natasha. Ivana is who he will find.”

Throwing her head back, Aradia's wicked laugh was so
loud that Drago could hear it over the raging storm.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twelve

Nestor appeared in the Transylvania
cave just as Vladimir became fully awake. Surprised by the
appearance of his squire, he jumped to his feet and shouted, “What
are you doing here?”

Fearing Vladimir's response, Nestor
braced himself for an attack; he said, "It's Natasha! Rodolfo is
unable to find her!”

With lightning speed,
Vladimir had Nestor slammed up against the cavern
wall. With a loud growling snarl, Vladimir said, “What do you mean
he can't find her? He told me she was at his castle in
Italy.”

“She was supposed to be, my Lord,
but she's gone. Rodolfo needs you back in Italy, now.”

With Vladimir's hand still around
Nestor's throat, Nestor disappeared, along with Vladimir, back to
Rodolfo's castle. He knew he had to seize the opportunity before
Vladimir had the chance to protest.

The moment Vladimir realized where
he was, he threw Nestor to the floor and snarled, "What's Rodolfo's
plan?”

Standing up, Nestor brushed his
hair back and glared at Vladimir. He said, “Vladimir, you are the
master, and I'm your squire, but I will no longer put up with your
abuse. You must understand that we are a team, and if we are at
odds with one another, it won't work.”

“I told Rodolfo that I'm in no need
of a squire, so you're free to go.”

“Why must you be such a damn fool,
Vladimir? This is not about you. It's about saving Natasha, or
don't you care?”

Rodolfo appeared in the room; as
the arguing continued. Just before
Vladimir's rage spun out of control, Rodolfo shouted, “That's
enough, damn it. The two of you need to pull yourselves together
and work as a team. Vladimir, Nestor is your squire. He is who you
need to depend on, as a confidant, a friend, and most of all, an
ally. If the two of you can't figure that out, then one if not both
of you will die when we go to war with Drago and his
warriors.”

Rodolfo disappeared without saying
another word. Calmly, Nestor said, “I'm turning in for the night my
Lord; if there is anything you need, I'll be in my
bedchamber.”

Quietly, Nestor turned around and
walked away. Before he made it to the stairs, Vladimir said, "I do
care about Natasha.”

Without turning around, Nestor
said, “I know you do; now rest, for tomorrow will be a long
night.”

Without feeding from Natasha,
Vladimir quickly succumbed to the day sleep. The moment his eyes
closed, he began to dream. He saw Ivana walking through the garden,
picking her favorite flowers. Gently placing them in the basket
that she carried, she looked up and saw Vladimir standing in the
window watching. Suddenly, his smile faded when he felt the evil
presence. He heard a voice say, “She's mine, and you will never
find her.”

Terrified, Ivana dropped the basket
and began to run toward the forest. The black sky was constantly
lit up by vivid lighting, and the thunder's echo bounced off the
mountains with a mighty roar that was deafening. By the time
Vladimir reached the forest, she was no-where to be found. He could
neither see, smell, nor hear her, she was gone, gone forever. His
heart weighed heavy with the pain of her loss, yet he knew he had
to let her go, but how?

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Thirteen

 


Natasha tossed and turned, trying
to wake from the forced sleep that Drago held her captive in.
Unknown to her captors, the moment Drago tried to feed from
Natasha, her subconscious mind woke. She could now hear all that
was being said. In her mind she called out
to Rodolfo, she said, “Father,
where are you? Please help me.”

“I hear you my dear, but I sense
nothing. Natasha, I need you to calm down
and tell me where you are.”

“I'm not sure. They have me in some
kind of sleep, but yet I'm awake. Father, a woman name Aradia is talking to me, the only thing is,
she's calling me Ivana. She said that the
transformation has already begun. What is
she talking about?”

“It's nothing you need to worry
about. Natasha I need you to call out to Vladimir, his blood flows
through you. Only he can sense you, but because you're
so far away you have to call out to
him.”

“I would rather die than to call
him for help. I allowed him to use me, but never again. It's Ivana
he wants, not me.”

“That's not true, he loves you; I
can sense it.”

“You can sense it all you want, but
I know the truth. He used me to fill a void, and the moment
I needed him, he let me down, he turned
his back on me without thinking twice
about it. That Father, is not
love”

“My sweet Natasha, you must
understand that Vladimir has been deeply wounded. Ivana was all
he had; he'd been alone for over a
hundred years when she saved him from a life of loneliness.
His love for her grew deep and fast, and when he lost her and their
son, Vladimir lost everything. When I found him eleven years later,
he was broken and barely living. Until he met you, you changed him,
he found a reason to want to live. It's you
he loves; it's just going to take time for
him to figure it out.”

“Father, if
he hasn't figured it out by now, he never
will.”

“Natasha forget about
Vladimir for a moment; it's you that need the help. Call out to him
so we can find you, afterwards if you don't want anything to do
with Vladimir, I'll send him away. For now we need him to help find
you. Please, Baby call out to him.”

Between the forced sleep and the tiny baby that now
was growing inside of her, Natasha fell into a deep sleep before she could call out to Vladimir.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
fourteen

 


Rodolfo stormed into Vladimir's
room, kicking the side of his bed he shouted, “Get up! We need to
find Natasha and only you can sense her.”

Vladimir's eyes flow open, and with
a husky snarl he said, “What the hell do you think I'm doing.
Before you came barging in I could feel her heart beating
with mine. Damn it I lost her.”

Rodolfo sat at the foot of
Vladimir's bed, with his head bowed he said, “I can't lose
her. Natasha and her mother,
Isabella, are all I have. I was a lot like you
when I meet Isabella, lost and alone. She saved me, and when I took
Natasha from her abusive father, the three of us became a family. I
love her as if she were blood, of my blood, and flesh, of my
flesh.”

Rodolfo looked back at Vladimir and
said, “You know how it feels to lose a child, please Vladimir, help
me find her.”

Vladimir lied back down, closed his
eyes and said, “Leave me to my thoughts so I can try and reconnect
with her.”

Before leaving, Rodolfo left a
glass of his ancient warm blood. The moment Vladimir drank it, he
laid back down, closing his eyes he could feel her heart
beating in unison with his own, but what surprised him was how calm
and peaceful he felt. The thought of his heart beating as one with
someone other than Ivana was strange for him. Until he heard the
small flutter of another heart, his chest tightened, his lungs
gasped for air, his fist clenched, and his eyes flow open. Sitting
up he screamed,

“NOOOO!!!”

Both, Rodolfo and Nestor appeared
in Vladimir's room at the same time, Rodolfo Shouting, “What's
wrong!”

Vladimir kept the heart beat to
himself, when he said, “I found her! They have her back in Romania,
she's in a cottage in the northern part of the Carpathian
Mountains, but I'm not sure of the exact location. We need to head
into the mountains now! The closer I'm to her the more heightened
my senses will be.”

“We will, just not yet, we
need a plan. Vladimir try and talk to Natasha, tell her we're
coming. Nestor prepare a plan, I need to talk to
someone first then I'll be back. The two of you need to be ready
for war, and that means you need to settle your differences
now.”

Rodolfo disappeared without another
word. Before walking out the door, Nestor looked at Vladimir and
said, “I will fight to the death by your side my Lord,”

“I may not like you in my face all
the time, but I also will fight to the death by your side my strange friend.”

Nestor laughed, and walked out the
door, knowing that Vladimir could hear he said, “You're
the strange one, my Lord.”

Vladimir laughed at Nestor's
comment, then closed his eyes and mind off to the world, using all
of his powers he summoned Natasha, he said, “Damn it Natasha, I
know you can hear me. Just listen to me. I'm sorry, when you called
out my son's name, instantly I was engulfed with such pain. I took
it out on you, and for that I'm truly sorry. Natasha, I would
never intentionally hurt you, you are the one that saved me.
You gave me the will to live. Please, let me make
it up to you. Call out my name so I can find you, please
Natasha.”

When he heard her voice in his head
calling out his name, he knew what he would have to do, at least
now, he knew right where to find her. He whispered, “Hold on my love, I'm coming.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Fifteen

 


Rodolfo stood just on the other
side of the Carpathian mountains; that part of the Balkans was well
known for its dense forests and raging rivers. The region was also
known and feared by all, especially by the farmers and villagers
living around the forest. Many had walked in, never to come out.
Stories were told of tall, dark, mysterious men who would stand
just on the other side of the forest. With their magical voices,
they would lure beautiful women to them, devouring their minds,
bodies and souls with their seductive ways. Throughout the
centuries, the mysterious men earned the name “The Dark Carpathian
Gods of Lust.” Legends say they were born from Aphrodite,
the Greek goddess of love, and that their
immortal strength came from their father Ares, god of war. As the
years went by, the stories changed, and though not knowing truth
from myth, all the people truly knew that once you went in, you
never came out.

Before Rodolfo entered the forest,
he could sense the fear that lingered in the village below; but
what disturbed him the most was the friction between the Carpathian
gods themselves. He had taken only three steps into the forest,
when suddenly, Marquis de Sade appeared before him. Marquis stood
just slightly shorter than Rodolfo's six-eight frame and his dark
bulging muscles were designed for killing, but his face was that of the most beautiful god. His eyes
were a deep majestic brown, lips plump and
tasteful, and his nose slightly crooked from the many battles that
he was in. The scar that ran from his right eye down to his ear had
not taken away from his masculine beauty. When he spoke, his voice
was strong and filled with authority, capturing everyone's
attention.

The moment he saw that the intruder
was Rodolfo, a broad grin spread across his face. Taking hold of Rodolfo's hand,
Marquis said, “It's an honor to see you again, my
friend.”

Returning the hand shake, Rodolfo said, “After I tell
you what has brought me to your forest, you may change your
mind.”

Admittedly, the expression on his face was dread;
looking into Rodolfo's eyes, Marquis said, “The woman Drago has,
she's your-”

“She's my daughter, and I'm here to claim her. The
only thing I ask from you is that your family will not interfere,
and that you will grant us safe passage through your forest.”

“Rodolfo, you know that you are my
dearest friend, but I can't go against my brothers. I'm sure you
felt the tension as you entered the forest. Our tribes are at odds
with one another because of the choices that some of the brothers
have made. I do not agree with Drago taking the woman and bringing
her to my forest. You know the laws of my tribe; if a brother's
friend seeks refuge, and it has been granted, he is protected under
the laws of the forest. Not even I can go against the laws, no
matter how much I disagree. If I had known that she was yours, I
would have fought against the tribe's discussion. I'm sorry
Rodolfo, it's out of my hands.”

“Marquis, I will do whatever it takes to bring my
daughter home, even if it means going to war with your family.”

Rodolfo disappeared without another word, without
telling de Sade that his worst rival, Vladimir Dracula, would be
fighting at his side. What worried Rodolfo the most was Nestor, the
very man that de Sade allowed to walk away on that dreadful night
eleven years ago. Vladimir could not find out about Nestor's
involvement.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
sixteen

 


Vladimir and Nestor had just left the weapons room
when Rodolfo appeared. Nestor knew things did not go as planned by
the look on his master's face.

Without greeting them, Rodolfo said, “There's a
problem; the Carpathian gods will be supporting Drago. Vladimir,
you and Nestor need to go Ploiesti; see if you can convince Aether
and Zephyrus to join us.”

With a shocked look, Vladimir said,
“They're just men! They will die! No, I won't ask them!”

Nestor placed his hand on Vladimir's shoulder; he
said, “My friend, they will be granted powers as I have. At one
time, I was just a mortal man, and now, my powers rival yours, as
does my life span.”

Shaking his head, Vladimir said, “I know the pain of
living a long life, and it is not what I would grant on my worst
enemy.”

Rodolfo looked up at Vladimir; his
dark hazel eyes were now blood red and filled with rage. He
shouted, “I don't recall asking you! It's an order! Nestor, you go
into the village below the Carpathian Mountains; tell everyone to
stay away from the forest, for soon there will be a war. Now
go!”

When Rodolfo turned back toward
Vladimir, his eyes had changed back to his normal soft hazel; he
said, “I know that they are your friends, but we need their help.
Do you know that Aether has no family, and that Zephyrus's wife
died last year from a fever? The two of them have no one left; they
are alone. We can bring them into our family. Vladimir, this life
can offer them the world, a world like no other, a world that not
even you have explored. You look at only the evil aspects of what
we are, but you must believe me, there is so much more. It's time,
my friend, for me
to show you how to jump through the ages.”

Placing his hand on Vladimir's wrist, Rodolfo jumped
through time, bringing Vladimir with him. Rodolfo watched as a
curious Vladimir looked around; his feet sank into the softest
floor he had ever felt. The walls were smooth, not of stone, and
the lights that hung from the strange ceiling were glowing with
something other than fire. In a peculiar voice, Vladimir asked,
“What is this place?”

“It's my home, in the year 2009. Vladimir, go and
stand by the drapes.”

Rodolfo pushed the retractable
remote, and slowly the drapes opened,
revealing the New York skyline. Vladimir jumped back and shouted,
“What the hell are we in?”

“It's called a sky
rise.”

While looking out at the strange
world far below them Vladimir said, “Why would you want to live in
the sky?"

“Because you can see the whole city from here.”

“There are so many people down
there. What are those yellow things they're getting
into?”

“They're taxicabs. Instead of horses, we ride in
those.”

“What is the purpose of you showing me this strange
place?”

“To let you see that life becomes
much easier, and the people are kinder in this age. Vladimir, it's
not a primitive, savage world, like the one we just came from. I'm
sad to say that evil still lingers in this time, but for the most
part, the humans are good.

You need to see that all of us can live long, happy
lives here, and that includes Nestor, Aether, and Zephyrus.”

“I will ask them to join our war, but if they say no,
I will not force them. Is that clear?”

“That is all I can ask for, but
Vladimir, if they say no, please try to
persuade them if possible. Now let me show you how to travel
through the ages. With your mind, you need to will yourself to a
place and time; say, for example, you
would like to go from one room to the next; just picture yourself
there. The same goes when you want to go back in time. Think of a
place and the time you wish to go in. Now, take us back to my
castle in Italy.”

The moment Vladimir took hold of
Rodolfo's arm, he willed them back to Italy 1564. He held his
breath as they were hurled through space. A vortex of stars
engulfed them, there were many moons, and the three suns were
bright orange, yellow, and red. The velocity that it took for them
to travel through time was extremely difficult to bear. Unlike the
times Vladimir traveled with Rodolfo and Nestor, his body screamed
with excruciating agony. Behind his eyes was an explosion of pain
as the blinding light of the stars and moon penetrated them.
Vladimir continued to hold his breath as the torment of traveling
at the speed of light was rapidly decreasing, leaving only the
terrible stabbing pain in his head. Standing in front of the large
fireplace inside of Rodolfo's castle in Italy, Vladimir ran his
fingers through his long black hair; looking up at Rodolfo, he
said, “What the hell just happened to me? It felt like my skin was
being ripped away from my bones. Why is it that has never happened
to me before?”

With a nasty grin, Rodolfo said, “Your mind was open
as you concentrated on your destination. Next time, close all your
senses, and just think of where you need to be.”

As Rodolfo turned to walk away, Vladimir shouted,
“You bastard.”

Laughing, Rodolfo said, “You leave
for Ploiesti tomorrow, to go and recruit your friends.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Seventeen

 


Vladimir stood just outside the old inn. He could
sense his friends; they were sitting at the same table that they
always sat at. Yet, things seemed different; the small village was
in deep sorrow. Old death lingered in the air. Vladimir knew that
everyone there had lost someone they loved to the fever. Although a
year had gone by, he could still sense their anguish. When Vladimir
walked through the door, the Inn was filled with smoke, bellowing
up from the pipes that the men puffed on. In the corner was a young
Carpathian man strumming his lute. The moment the man saw Vladimir,
he stopped strumming in the middle of his tune; with everyone
looking up, the Inn became deathly silent.

Zephyrus stood staring, not knowing if he believed
what he was seeing, until he heard Aether say, “Is that you,
Vladimir?”

Smiling as he walked toward his friends, he said,
“Yes, it is I.”

Stuttering, Zephyrus said, “We thought you died in
the fire.”

In a strong, deep voice, Vladimir said, “At times I
wish I had.”

Collecting his composure, Zephyrus
said, "But how? Aether and I went to your castle; there was nothing
left of it.”

Vladimir told them the story of how
de Sade and his brothers attacked him, and set fire to his castle
that had taken the lives of his family and Clotho. From that time
on, he had lived in the cave for nearly ten years, until a man
named Rodolfo came for him.

The two men sat and listened to his
story in shock; neither one of them told Vladimir what they had
known. Even though they knew not where Nestor was, they were sure
Vladimir could find him, and if he knew his role in the fire,
Vladimir would surely kill him. That was something neither man
wanted. They knew Nestor's guilt consumed him, and that was
punishment enough. They were sure that was why he disappeared all
those years ago. Aether could tell that Vladimir had come back for
a reason, and that reason frightened him. He wasn't frightened for
himself, or Zephyrus, but for the people that lived in the village.
After closely listening to Vladimir's story, Aether said,
“Vladimir, the people of this village cannot go through what we
endured eleven years ago. So if you are here to ask us for help,
I'm sad to say, the answer is no.”

Vladimir placed his hand on Aether's shoulder and
said, “First, hear me out my friend. Yes, I'm here to ask the two
of you for a favor, but I promise you, the village will not be
involved.”

After Vladimir told them of the pending war, he
looked at his two friends and said, “I know it's a lot to ask, and
I wouldn't ask if we didn't need your help.”

With a vague smile, Aether said, “I can put my best
man in charge of the town while we're gone, as long as you can
guarantee me that no harm will come to my people.”

Vladimir silently contemplated on how he was going to
explain that they weren't coming back. With a somber look, Vladimir
said, “I give you my word, no harm will come to your people. There
is one problem; if you agree to go to Italy and train for this war,
there's no coming back.”

Aether and Zephyrus looked at each other, not knowing
what to say; when Zephyrus looked back at Vladimir, he said, “Can
you give us time to think it over?”

“Our time is short. I can only give you until this
hour tomorrow. At that time, I will send my squire for your answer.
Before I leave, I must stress to you how much I need you. This war
is to bring back the woman that is carrying my baby. A vampire
named Drago has taken her, and if I don't get her back, I could
lose them both. ”

The three men walked out of the
Inn. Before
Vladimir leaped through the ages, Aether took his hand in a shake,
and said, “There's no need for you to wait for your answer; we will
help you. By the time your squire arrives for us, we will have our
affairs in order.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Eighteen

 


Vladimir awoke to the still silence
of the castle. Instead of getting up and going to
the window that overlooked the Ligurian Sea, just like
he had done every evening from the time he had arrived in
Italy, he stayed in bed, contemplating the
decision that he must make. Was his father right? If Ivana and
Natasha showed up at his castle together, which one would he have
chosen? The sweet, shy, and timid Ivana, or the sexy Natasha, who
could please him in so many ways. Vladimir's heart and soul
belonged to Ivana, yet it was Natasha that possessed his dreams.
For some reason, he was still unable to tell Natasha that he loved
her. Was it because he couldn't let go of his grief for Ivana, and
allow himself to love Natasha?

The longer he lay there, the more
Vladimir tried to convince himself that it wasn't love that invaded
his dreams. It was Natasha's warm, sweet blood that called out to
him, and how she would wrap her legs around his waist, as he thrust
deep inside of her wet, throbbing flesh.
He could hear her as if she were laying on top of him, gasping,
vibrating in pleasure, and when he heard her whisper his name, he
himself moaned, “Natasha.”

Jumping out of bed, he shouted,
“No! It's just lust I seek from her. It's Ivana that owns my heart,
It's Ivana that I must choose, not Natasha.”

Walking down the stairs to see why the castle was so
quiet, Vladimir's body craved Natasha's sweet blood, her soft
touch, to hear her gentle whisper calling out his name. By the time
he got to the bottom of the stairs, his hands were clenched into
tight fists. Vladimir's rage toward himself was on the verge of
boiling over; growling under his breath, he said, “Stop it, you
damn fool! It's just the sex, and her blood you crave. I'm not in
love with her, It's Ivana I want and need.”

“Stop kidding yourself Vladimir, it's my daughter you
love.”

Vladimir stood glaring at Rodolfo; he said, “I will
help bring her home, but if you think that I will chose Natasha
over Ivana, you're wrong.”

With a smug grin, Rodolfo said, “I don't think, I
know! My daughter is your soul mate. The moment you see her, you
yourself will see. Mark my words.”

Before walking out of the room, Rodolfo said, “Nestor
will be back with Aether and Zephyrus by this time tomorrow.”

The moment Rodolfo left the room, Vladimir could hear
his father's voice screaming in his mind, “Let Ivana rest in peace;
Natasha and your baby girl are the ones who need you. My son, Ivana
is dead, leave it that way, for it's not natural for the dead to
come back. You know not what she would be like if you allow her to
come back.”

As Vladimir's father's voice faded from his mind, he
could hear the lingering echo, “Let her be, my son, let her
be.”

With his face buried into his cupped hands, Vladimir
cried, “How? How do I do that, when my heart cries out for
her?”

Vladimir turned around the moment
he felt the warm breeze caress the back of his neck. Looking at the
silhouette that now stood in the
doorway, he smiled when she said, “My dear, sweet
son, why must you lie to yourself? It is Natasha that you love.
Vladimir, open your heart and eyes, and you, my son, will see the truth. You will
always love and miss Ivana, but she is no longer your life; you
must be with Natasha and your baby girl.”

Before his mother disappeared,
Vladimir asked, “Why is it that everyone thinks that they know what
I want?”

With her transparent hand, she caressed the side of
Vladimir's face. Nadia said, “Damn it boy, you were always stubborn
as hell. My son, I love you, and I know you'll do what is right.
You always do.”

Nadia smiled at her son, then vanished.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Nineteen

 


Drago stood over a restless
Natasha; she tossed and turned, trying to awaken from the
mind-controlled slumber he had her in. Licking his lips, Drago
said, “If your blood wasn't poison, I would show you what a real
man can do in your bed.”

In her mind, Natasha screamed, “You
could never be the man that Vladimir is. You are a vile, disgusting
animal, and if you touch me, Vladimir will kill you.” After
screaming out her thoughts, she had hoped that would come to be
true. Yet, she knew not if Vladimir cared enough for her to avenge
her rape.

In the gentle voice that he always used on Natasha,
Rodolfo spoke in her mind; he said, “Don't worry, my sweet
daughter, your grandmother will not allow Drago to harm you. She
knows my wrath; now rest, my sweet child, for I'm mustering troops
to come for you.”

Shutting her mind down, she slowly
drifted off to sleep. Her dreams were filled with Vladimir; each
time he would turn his back on her, leaving her to fend for
herself, and each time he was angry at her, but why? Maybe she
would never know, and why should she care; he didn't.



Nestor rode his black charger into
the village where he had once lived. No one recognized the strong
confident man that was dressed all in black. Dismounting the
charger in front of Aether's office, everyone who was walking down
the dirt streets stopped and stared at the tall dark stranger.
Walking up onto the planked boardwalk that led to Aether's
office, Nestor's stride was that of a
Trojan warrior. He was once a timid man that followed Asius's every
move, even if he thought it was wrong. Not now. Now, he was a
warrior who was about to lead Aether and Zephyrus on a journey. A
journey like no other, a journey that will teach them to be big,
strong warriors, warriors who could rival the strongest
Trojans.

Aether stood the moment the tall
dark stranger closed the door behind him. He was dressed in clothes
that Aether had never seen before; long black leather coat, black
jeans, and a thin black top without buttons. His boots had strange
buckles on the back of the heels that clicked as he walked across
the room, and his eyes were covered with strange black
glasses.

When Nestor removed his sunglasses,
Aether gasped for air when he realized that the tall dark stranger
was Nestor. Not the weak, timid Nestor that he knew for over twenty
years, no, this man was a mighty warrior.
A warrior that no ordinary man could defeat. Immediately, Aether's
smile faded when he realized that Nestor was the squire that
Vladimir had sent. Aether shouted, “Are you mad? If Vladimir finds
out that it was you who set fire to his castle, you're dead. My God
Nestor, what happened to you? You're different! Where did you go
all those years ago?”

Nestor's calm attitude was unlike what Aether had
been accustomed to. Dropping down into his office chair, Aether's
mouth hung open when Nestor said, “Calm down Aether. When Zephyrus
gets here, I'll explain everything to you both.”

After explaining to both men how he had come to be
Vladimir's squire, Nestor took hold of their arms, and the three of
them leapt through time. Aether and Zephyrus both gasped as the
force began. They were whirled through the room, through the office
walls, through the forest, across the village. And then, as they
were hurled with the speed of light through the atmosphere, past
suns and stars, the two men screamed; the velocity felt as if it
was ripping their bodies to shreds. When they landed, they let out
a loud groan on impact.

May 30th 2009, Bar Harbor,
Maine.

Two years had rapidly passed by,
with Aether and Zephyrus mastering the art of karate. With their
god-like powers, they surpassed the most advanced red-belt sensei
known to man. Their marksmanship and fencing skills were also
equally mastered. Nestor proudly watched on as his two friends
finished their training. While walking down the large spiral
staircase, Nestor looked out the two-story windows that covered the
entire wall. He was going to miss his time here, his home that
overlooked the emerald green Atlantic Ocean. He was going to miss
the island of Bar Harbor, and the unique people that called this
island their home.

 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twenty

 


Nestor, Aether, and Zephyrus leapt
from Bar Harbor,
2009 to the
bottom of the Carpathian Mountains on May 30, 1564, one day after the time they
had left. Their two-year stay into the future was as if it had
never happened. Yet they were distinctively different. Their long,
dark hair was pulled back in a tie, the army fatigues that they
wore blended into the Carpathian Mountain terrain. Slung over their
shoulders was an M16 A4, and strapped to both legs were marine stiletto MK2’s with a double-edge 12.5 inch
blade. The double shoulder holster held a special forces Carry
1911. The firepower that the three men carried was enough to
destroy a small village.

Vladimir and Rodolfo stood just on the other side of
the knoll watching the men as they approached.

Vladimir growled, “Who the hell are
they?”

Rodolfo's arrogant grin spread
across his face when he said, “That's Nestor and your two
friends.”

Vladimir glared at Rodolfo with a
skeptical look. Then he said, “How is that possible? I just left
them yesterday; they were two ordinary men. Now they look like dark
rogue warriors, warriors that could easily take out a small Trojan
army.”

After laughing at Vladimir's
comment, Rodolfo said, “I sent them into the future where they were
trained in lethal combat for two years. There's a lot you need to
learn about our breed. When we want something, we get it, and I
wanted the best. We need the best to help get Natasha back, and I
knew it was them from the very first time we met.”

“Met! When did you meet Aether and Zephyrus?”

“Back when your castle was burned; I stayed around
for awhile to make sure you were OK. That was when I first saw
them. I watched those two big men cry over your loss; it is friends
like that, Vladimir, that you need on your side, especially in a
war like we're about to face.”

By the time the five men met at the
edge of the forest, Vladimir could sense their lethal powers.
Before any one of them had a chance to speak, they could feel the
ground beneath their feet rumble, and echoing off the mountain,
they could hear a mighty war cry. Quickly, they turned around
looking back down the grassy knoll they had just left. There,
charging toward them, was a sea of black stallions, and on their
backs were Highlanders. Dressed in their Scottish war clothes,
their red and black plaids were worn around their loins, and the
strap was fastened by a large lion’s head brooch at the shoulder.
Hanging from their large black belts were long swords that rubbed
up against their bare thighs. The Highlanders' knee high boots were
strapped into the stallions' stirrups, giving them the power to dig
into the horse's side. The stallions were explosive and hot, as if
they knew they were going off to war, and they wanted to go
immediately. The sight brought Vladimir back in time, a time when
he would watch his father and his warriors ride in from a long
battle. He felt pride every time his father came home. He thought
no one could ever beat them in a battle. But now, looking down at
the strong warriors that were just as capable as his father's, he
feared for their lives. Vladimir now knew that evil lurked about
the land, evil that no man could defeat.

The Highlanders stopped just feet
from Vladimir and the others. The commanding leader was a
masculine, mighty warrior, standing at least six-foot-two, long
blond hair, and eyes as blue the Celtic Sea. When he spoke, it was
with a thick Scottish accent. “I'm Lord MacNeil of Glasgow, we be
here to help ye in your battle.”

“I'm Count Rodolfo, my men and I
must decline your help, but we are grateful for the
offer.”

“Me brother's clan lives in the
village, we be here to make sure there'll be nay more attacks. We
battle together, and that be final.”

Vladimir could sense the
Highlanders' stubborn pride, and knew they wouldn't listen to
reason. Looking over to Rodolfo, Vladimir said, “Let them help;
they're good strong warriors that possess some kind of healing
powers. Don't you feel it?”

“I sense nothing, Vladimir, but if you want them to
war with us, it will be on your conscience, not mine,”

Ignoring Rodolfo's comment Vladimir
said, “You are now our ally in this war. Our goal is to reach a
cottage just on the other side of the forest. Once there, surround
the cottage, and allow no one to enter or leave, for my woman is
being held captive.”

“We willna let ye lass be taken from the cottage. Ya
dinna ken the powers of our ancestors. 'Tis their blood that flows
through our veins that keeps us alive for sometime, mayhap longer
than ye. Our strength be that ten times of any man, so ya notta
worry about us.”

Aether looked over at the other
four men and said, “Now that we have that cleared up,
like they say in 2009, let's rock and
roll.”

Vladimir and the Highlanders looked
at Aether like he was crazy. Shaking his head, Aether said, “That
means, in this
case, let's go to war.”

The Highlanders raised their
swords, and then let out a savage war cry. Above the loud cry, you
could hear the stallions' bridles clinking from their mounts,
weight being shifted from foot to foot. When MacNeil turned back
toward his Highlanders, he could see their
swords shining in the full moon light. The autumn air had a brisk
bite, revealing the men and their stallion's steamy breath. In the
far distance, he could see the last two warriors that carried his
clan's red and black banner, bearing his lion, crossed swords and
fleur-de-lis. He smiled with pride, raising his sword high. MacNeil
shouted, “A Dhomhnaill!”

“A Dhomhnaill,” the men shouted.

The stallions reared, screaming,
pawing the air, and on their rider's command the stallions charged
down the hill into the forest.

Vladimir could hear the clashing of
swords and the deathly cries as he, Nestor, and Aether ran toward
the cottage. Rodolfo and Zephyrus took to the north, blocking the
attack of the Carpathian gods. Just as Vladimir's team crossed the
bridge over the raging river, Aether fell to his knees. Vladimir
ran to him, blood seeping from his mouth, and an arrow sticking out
of his chest. Aether whispered, "Go, my friend, it's too late for
me.”

“You'll be OK, I promise!”

Vladimir looked up at Nestor and shouted, “Get him
out of here, now!”

“I can't! I am your squire; where you go, I go!”

“Damn it, Nestor, do as I say, now go!”

Just then, MacNeil rode up. Before
Vladimir had a chance to plead for his help, MacNeil said, "Go! Ya
need to get to yer lass. I'll take care of yer friends.”

Vladimir was at the front door of
the cottage before Nestor had a chance to protest. Turning back
toward the bridge, the three men were gone. Vladimir had a feeling
that would be the last time he would ever see his dear friend. He
could hear the war raging all around him, the clashing swords, the
dying cries, the stampeding horses. Yet,
he could neither hear nor sense Rodolfo and Zephyrus. Pushing the
fear out of his mind, Vladimir crept into the cottage without
making a sound.

The cottage's cobblestone walls
held an eerie silence. The further Vladimir walked in, the more
prevalent the evil became. Suddenly, as if a curse was lifted, he
could smell the sweet honeysuckle scent that seemed to always
linger on Natasha's soft skin. Sensing the room that she was in,
Vladimir ran up the stairs with
blinding speed. Ripping the door off its hinges,
he saw Natasha lying on the bed.

Kneeling over her, he brushed her
hair back away from her face. Kissing her lips, he broke the
mind-induced sleep. The moment her eyes fluttered open, Vladimir
said, “You're safe, my love.”

Pulling back to look at her, he saw the teeth marks
in her throat. The rage that consumed him was like nothing he had
ever known. His scream blew open every door, and broke out all the
windows. What angered him the most was when Drago had the nerve to
appear in the doorway. Slowly he stood, fists clenched, teeth
snarling. Vladimir growled, “You're going to die a slow and painful
death, you bastard!”

Vladimir got halfway across the room when he felt a
powerful presence behind him. Spinning around, Vladimir saw Natasha
in Aradia's clutches, then he heard a baby crying in the other
room.

Aradia screamed, “Clotho's found
the baby; go after her, you damn fool.”

Turning back toward Aradia, Vladimir saw that she had
leaped through the ages, taking Natasha with her. The baby's cry
was cut off in mid-scream. Then he heard Drago's voice echoing
through his head; “You can't find them both. Which shall it be,
Vladimir? Your son, or Natasha. Vladimir dropped to his knees and
screamed, “NOOOO!!!”

As the eerie silence once again
consumed the small cottage, Vladimir was alone.
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