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Chapter 1
Myths or Facts
It is widely accepted that most myths have their basis in fact. It began about 3400 BC in that region of the world between the Tigress and Euphrates rivers later to be called Mesopotamia. The land was subject to frequent flooding and with each flood the rich nutrients from elsewhere covered that area after the water receded. Life, though hard flourished, and the fertile land began to be cultivated by the people there. By those few people who saw the flooding as a problem to be solved rather than a curse of the gods, they began to control the problem with dams and embankments. And so the beginnings of engineering started to take shape.
War always begins with a need. A question of “They have it, we don’t, lets go get it.” And so it was with the people who inhabited that fertile land found themselves a victim of their own success. People with abundant crops and food tended to attract the attention of those people who don’t have enough food to support their population. The area was often in armed conflict by those willing to steal and take by force rather than trade.
The tiny village of Mire well to the north of conflicts, isolated by a few natural barriers grew and flourished with very little contact from outsiders. They had known death, through accident, but no one had ever died from being sick or of old age. That one would age, grow old and die was an unknown concept.
Quite accidentally the village of Mire was invaded. Trying to get home with their plunder and blocked time after time by treacherous wetlands from the springtime flooding, an invading army discovered a forgotten people. Men put down digging sticks and hoes to defend their land and were all but slaughtered by those well armed, equipped and hardened by battle rather than toil working the land.
The men fell pierced by arrows and spears. Only those who suffered mortal wounds of beheading or disembowelment died. Those women who were not killed or carried off in chains, sought to bury their men but found they had not died but were alive. Although not understood at the time, they had been blessed. Somehow their people were immune from disease and had uncharted regenerative capacity. To their neighbors from whom they sought aid, they were demons. They fled the land that had nurtured and created them. A farming people reduced to nomads they traveled the land seeking isolation from a world that would kill them simply because their existence threatened the perceived natural order of things.
They would settle, live, learn and move on after a decade or two before anyone could understand their true nature. They knew the signs now perhaps better than any people on earth and when they saw the clouds of war looming, the assembled people of Mire would escape into the night and begin the journey again always headed east or north depending on the rumors of war. They saw civilizations rise and fall saw the beginnings of art, music, science, technology, reason and philosophy. Along one of the treks some claim they walked with the Son of God.
The mountains offered some protection and they further isolated themselves from the world from time to time, but always near the trade routes. It was along these trade routes that their blessing became a curse. The Black Death erupted from the Gobi desert about 1320 AD and would move along with the caravans and trade routes, laying dormant then appearing without warning. Although the people of Mire survived the plague it altered their biochemistry forever. The results of this were not really noticed for several centuries, but between that and the fact that along the way they had intermarried and had children with other people that hid secrets as ancient as theirs, a new species evolved slowly, without any announcement or warning.
The original elders of Mire as they had come to be called, succumbed to accidents or acts of war and treachery. Yet the children of Mire lived on. The farming culture had evolved into one of trade. The trade routes and caravans were dangerous places and for a scrap of gold, death could be purchased. That these hardy nomads seemed to survive wounds that would kill others made for good stories. Especially when attempts to rob or kill them failed. The very ones they had tried to kill and left for dead would appear in their tent later and describe the retribution they would seek. Then disappear like smoke in a strong wind or water into the sand. Wolves or raptors would appear on the edge of a camp, eyes glowing as if from the depths of hell, letting the guilty party know that they were not forgotten. Perhaps months later honor would be served and the body drained of blood would be all that was left behind.
Rumors soon spread of a race that drank blood to live, could change shape into animals or dissolve into thin air and that could only be disposed of by beheading. Tales meant to scare the youngsters told around the campfires of dried camel dung grew with each retelling.
The children of Mire learned their lessons well. Communications always a barrier to trade were overcome by their natural language ability. Written languages had developed in time and some of the elders in their youth had been accepted as students to the priests in that part of the world later to be called Sumeria. Cuneiform drawn in plates of mud were but one of the many written languages the children of Mire knew. Spoken languages learned from Arabic to Urdu were passed on by this ancient race.
Their skills in this area were sought after by some to act as translators, go-betweens or ambassadors to parties who needed rapid conclusions to trade or tribal conflict. Anyone who employed their services knew two things, first that they would be honest brokers in the exchange, not twisting any word to their own uses. Second, should any harm fall to the broker, retribution would follow. Don’t kill the messenger, became very good advice to heed.
They saw the politics the plots, the intrigue, and treachery of many different cultures. Through it all they kept their secrets, hid their nature, amassed wealth, and patiently worked their way into any number of cultures. An invisible force quietly slipped into a world learning civilization and overcoming indifference and ignorance. Their wanderings stopped in Eastern Europe and they scattered themselves among the mountains. An area already ripe with legend and superstition the mountains gave them isolation
Any group that lives with each other long enough begins to know how the other will act for certain stimuli. They will know the moods and signs for what another is feeling. Over the centuries they developed a strong mental bond with each other to the point that verbal communications were no longer necessary. It was strongest within family groups as they shared the same blood with others in times of need such as injury other pathways formed. They learned to put up shields to the thoughts of others unless called as the constant bombardment of others thoughts became a jumbled screaming conversation. They could feel and see and influence the thoughts of others. As their mental communications worked over surprising distances, and as they had worked their way into many cultures, a need in one place could be matched with a surplus in another, their prosperity grew.
The biochemistry of their blood as affected by the plague changed them. Their resistance to the sun gradually grew weaker to the point that they could not stand the daylight and took to a nocturnal existence. They could stand the sun in the twilight hours, or under cloud cover, but their light reactive blood all but boiled when exposed to strong unfiltered sunlight.
Within any group there will be those whose talents lend themselves to a specific job. Specializations formed typically within family groups as knowledge was passed down parents to children. They became healers, hunters and trackers, jewelers, goldsmiths and artisans, metalworkers and blacksmiths. Some of their work escaped into the world in trading. Their works of gold, silver and jewels became prized. It was the aristocracy that first sent emissaries to them with commissions for works of jewelry and gold.
Their creations seemed to scream out to be experienced with more than one sense, as lovely as they were to the eye, they had to be held and touched. The very first of their artisans to be coaxed from their mountain perch was sent for by a Don in Italy. His request an unusual one that would require the artisans presence on site rather than work from a description or a general outline. Artists are always known for their eccentricities so working only at night did not seem that odd. Requesting only open space to set up his tent at the edge of the holding did not seem strange for a nomadic clan who spent their time under the open sky the stars and moon and to whom walls meant the side of a mountain. The small camp of the artisan simply appeared overnight despite the presence of the guards. Even stranger was the lack of pack animals or horses. A large black wolf was seen about the camp and kept the curious away.
The commission to the artisan was to create jewelry for a favored daughter who was blind. The artisan would come at twilight with skin flush and ruddy that would fade as the evening progressed, but he worked without stopping for food or rest till the sun rose again. He had spent countless hours with her finding shapes and textures that delighted her senses. Always chaperoned by a maid or relative, who would not dare to leave an aristocrats daughter alone with a nomadic stranger. The resulting works were magnificent. The work took several months to complete. After the jewelry was turned over and the commission paid he disappeared into the night as silently as he came.
Only after he left did the rumors and gossip from the maids of the palazzo start. A silent handsome lover who would come to them at night, appearing in bed chambers as if from nowhere. Locked doors did not stop his appearance and tales of his size, strength and vigor grew with each retelling. Maids would find two little marks on their neck and the inside of thighs assuring them he had been there and their memories were not a dream.
The blind daughter would tell stories to her maids of the artisan, of an apparent nomad with a courtly manner and style. How she would hold something the artisan had made and how he could tell if it pleased her or not, without having to say a word and he would describe her feelings. How he would tell the most delightful stories to entertain her while he worked. Stories of a trading and free people not bound by borders, and stories of running with the wolves and soaring above the world.
Some of the stories were sad however and spoke of a people who had been persecuted and chased from land to land, others of a people who seemed to have lost the ability to have children and who searched the world for compatible mates, looking for the lost women who had been carried off by invaders or their descendents. Then there were other stories, darker stories of men who lived to take the blood of others for the thrill of the moment. They had left the shelter, love, protection and laws of a stern but fair people and had to be tracked and brought to justice by its own kind. They were cursed to carry the contracted name given to the invaders of their village, Vampire.
Chapter 2
Dallas Texas, Present day
The tracker was on top of a tall apartment building all of his senses flared out, his nose in the air drinking in the night. Besides the noise and smells of auto and diesel exhaust, the sounds of several different radios and TV’s, the heartbeats of thirty or so people and five dogs and two cats he knew he was close. There had been three unexplained deaths in or near the city park he was looking at from his perch. The victims had all been gang members or involved in some criminal activity but their deaths had been unusual in that there were no signs of struggle. Somehow experienced street toughs had managed to have someone sneak up on them and kill them with out even token resistance. The throat wounds explained the bodies’ lack of blood. Nevertheless, no blood at all, not even splattered on their clothes had the police baffled. The wounds defied definition. Not a knife wound or trauma that matched anything the coroner had seen before, but something else clean, sharp and lethal.
Somewhere below him, seeking prey was a vampire. The wound hid the real marks of a creature seeking not just blood, but blood charged with adrenaline. He had scared or toyed with his victim, waiting for the fight or flight response, then enthralled him and took his blood before the result was metabolized. The wound covered his presence with a hasty if crude distraction.
The vampire he was seeking had hid himself well this night, covering his tracks and guarding his thoughts, normally when seeking prey their shield dropped and only the red-hot lust seeking the kill was present. His scent was there but only a trace. Something else was in the air as well. It was vague and hidden, but it was there nonetheless, a pull to this area that he could not define. This other sensation was disturbing and he took to the air on the wing. Shifting to the shape of a crow, black and silent, beak and talons sharp he followed the scent perhaps a mile before losing it then doubling back and settling on the tall building overlooking the large freeway with its attendant noise and confusion. He shared the top of this building with a large barn owl for a minute before it swooped down to a golf course catching a rodent for its nocturnal snack.
Somehow these two things were interrelated. He had been on the trail for months first receiving a mental broadcast that spoke of a vampire in Florida. It had followed the path of the hurricane, hiding its kills in the aftermath of the destruction there then moving on. The path the vampire was following did not appear to be random but it was searching for something. The sun would be coming up soon and he took wing again looking for a place to go to ground. Somehow the beautiful green golf course just did not seem right. He preferred something a bit wilder.
Triana Matros idly scratched at her birthmark, it had never itched before but this morning she had a feeling, almost like a pin prick and it had roused her a few minutes before her alarm clock had gone off. The birthmark was a small circle shape on her right hip. She pushed aside her nightgown to look at it and didn’t see anything like the insect bite she was expecting. Just a little redness from where she had scratched. As she stood in the dark she pushed aside the drapes slightly to look out her apartment window, the interstate highway in the distance was busy as always. She saw a crow headed for the flood control area that was wild and overgrown. It was strange to see a crow flying at that time of day, just as it was strange for her birthmark to hurt. She thought back to what her grandmother had said about the mark.
Her grandmother had a birthmark like the one she had and explained that it seem to skip generations. Her grandmother told of her ancestors from Greece who had the mark, it was considered good luck as all that had the mark seemed to be very long lived. She was still quite lively and past her nineties and still insisted on doing the laundry by hanging it out to dry on a clothesline saying she preferred the smell of her clothing that way. She did this at least as long as she could put them out, for the weather in Chicago did not allow her to do it all year long. As far as the family was concerned, the first day of spring was when Grandma could hang out laundry again.
The suburbs of Chicago were a funny place; there was a Greek community, an Italian community, a Polish, Jewish and so on. Triana had been raised in a large family of two older brothers and one younger brother and two younger sisters and had put up with the usual pressures, even more so as the family followed traditions that the girls should grow up, marry a nice Greek boy and become a walking, talking Greek baby making machine. She had gone to Greek school in the afternoons rather than some of the activities her friends went to. Managed to get through high school and did good enough for a modest college scholarship. She finished college with a degree in accounting and a minor in art and taking a job that got her out of Chicago. Anyplace other then a place with winters so severe you had to dig to find you car. In addition, when it was exposed you had to wash it to get rid of the salt or buy a new one every three years or so because the metal body was eaten through.
She had brought work home again last night and would be working on that again today. A lackluster quarter to a lackluster year, working for a printing firm whose profits were being impacted by the widespread acceptance of the Internet. Why publish when the web could disseminate so much? The electronic publishing branch for specialized medical texts was the only ones doing well. Because of the rapid changes in virus research, they were compiling and sending out updates by CD weekly. She shook off these thoughts and started her morning routine.
Starting coffee and then the shower and stripped off the gown looking at the birthmark again. Whatever it was, the pain was gone, as she examined her hip in the mirror she stopped to look at her nude form. Classic Greek she thought, remembering the words of her mother. She was not tall, but taller than her mother at about five and a half feet tall. She had light dusky skin, brown eyes and brown hair to mid-back with a hint of curl; full bust usually about a C cup unless the time of the month was close and nothing seemed to fit right. Full hips with a little pooch of a belly that she had never been able to rid herself of. She sighed as she stepped into the shower. She would have to call her mother tonight and she was already dreading it.
Her weekly phone calls to her mom all came back to the same thing, her inability to attract a husband. Her Mother had even gone as far as contacting the local branch of their church in Dallas, rather than talk to the priest she talked to the church secretary. The secretary, a lady in her fifties had promptly called Triana and informed her of all the local church social events, got an address so she could mail her a newsletter, and in a not so subtle hint told her of the eligible young men who would be at what function. Normally this would have been enough to make her scream, but the Greek food festival at the park did sound like fun and reminded her of functions from home.
She did miss her Moms cooking. She could make them herself, she was a good cook having learned at her mother’s knee, but cooking for one was just no fun. Besides she learned cooking for eight and cutting down the serving size just never tasted right. Perhaps a quick visit to the festival and grab a few of her favorites then leave before the local matchmaker trapped her. There was always one of them at gatherings, some gray haired lady who could sniff out a single man or woman as sure as a miser could smell a penny. Having made her plans for the weekend she felt better and was sure she would enjoy the game of dodging the matchmaker tonight. Teasing her letting her know she was there, giving her just enough information to make her think, then waving to a friend and disappearing in a crowd. She had been doing that for years avoiding the good but somewhat misguided intentions of her family. She would enjoy the game.
Chapter 3
Other Arrangements
As the sun began to set a heart began to beat faster. His system slowed down when the sun was up to about two beats per minute rather than about fifty beats above ground. The sun caused his body to wane and tire and slow down, but as the sun slipped to the west his heart increased and so did the demand for air. The loose soil he found himself in could no longer support his needs, and he burst from the ground seeking air. The hunt would begin again, and for some reason the vampire was staying put. Going to ground worked well while traveling and he did not need much in the way of possessions, just clothing. But, as it looked like he would be staying in this area for a while now he would need to seek other accommodations. He had started this last night with a phone call, and by now things were arranged. The thirst beat at him as well. He would have to feed soon to function.
Where the tracker had settled for the daylight hours was close to a place where the homeless camped, the tunnels for the flood control system offered shelter from the wind and elements. The tracker’s senses flared out and he picked up a heartbeat, then another, then more and he glided silently to the tunnels. Of the minds nearby he found what he wanted. The transient he chose was in good health and had yet to need drugs or alcohol. He touched the mind of the transient he had chosen. The homeless man suddenly had a feeling of claustrophobia, the tunnel closing in, the need to be outside to find open sky and air. The man emerged from the tunnel and the tracker only took what he needed and gently sent him to sleep, removing the dread and giving him peace of mind, planting the compulsion to get his life back together. He closed the wounds at his neck then glided off as silently as he came.
The tracker entered the hotel on foot with no sign of a car. He was dressed in jeans and an open neck shirt and sandals. The man didn’t walk, he stalked, to see him was to know he was a hunter, a predator. The muscles rippled as he walked in and the doorman opened the door but gave him wide berth. He had never even seen the man approach he just seemed to appear. He was not very tall, a little less than six feet, black hair brushed neatly straight back and caught at the nape of the neck. Aristocratic facial features and hard black eyes that missed nothing around him. His feet made no noise against the marble floor as he walked in. He gave every indication of a man used to commanding and of being obeyed.
He went to the desk and announced to the pretty reservations clerk there. “Cyrus Calitri to check in, my staff arranged for my luggage to be sent ahead. Has it arrived?” He announced in a voice that was surprisingly lyrical. He had an accent that was hard to place but it simply had the clerk mesmerized. When the woman did not answer, he asked again “My luggage?”
The girl at the counter blinked a moment and seemed to wake up. “Yes it arrived and has been sent ahead to your suite Mr. Calitri.” She managed to get out.
“And I would imagine there is some mail or messages for me? Bet somebody ran out of toilet paper or something else exciting.” He added as he watched her go through the mechanics of getting him checked in. At this point the hotel manager came out. He took several envelopes and message forms and handed them to him. “I am Carlos Barton the manager here, please let me escort you to your suite I think everything is fine here, all direct billed I believe.” Then he collected a key and pointed him to the elevator.
That he arrived without fanfare, no Limo or the other trappings of wealth surprised the hotel staff but not enough to stop them from seeing that he was checked in rapidly and shown to his suite. The manager made polite conversation on the way to the penthouse. He answered the questions with vague generalities of meetings, budgets and bids that caused a bit of sympathy with the manager. Then he accepted his key and mail as the manager showed him the amenities and took his leave. He was in the smallest of the penthouse suites and he simply preferred high ground as centuries of living in the mountains had given him an appreciation of seeing trouble coming. A high balcony was his favored perch in a city.
His extended and diverse family at this point owned and managed lots of companies all taking advantage of Liechtenstein’s easy and low taxed incorporation rules. One of the companies simply provided the trackers personal services and made sure that the trappings of civilization followed them. Most of the Trackers and Watchers left fully packed bags with them and these would be shipped as required. The envelopes provided him the necessary document to prove that he was a real person and not a ghost and a supply of money. In point of fact he was a ghost, and moved across the face of the planet leaving very few tracks.
As he could travel in the shape of an animal penetrating borders was not a problem, the problem was appearing naked when he transformed. This usually meant a small petty larceny as he acquired clothing. Either pushing prey to hand over clothes or outright theft if someone still hung out laundry.
The documents in his hand could be absolutely counted on and could be made to disappear when they needed to. As the world had gotten more organized it became harder to hide their presence. Passports could show up fifty years later and cause problems, so, they preferred not to leave a paper trail, this was harder in the world of computers. Credit Cards however could be made to disappear completely as long as the account was satisfied. Since the bank that controlled the account was in the hands of the family, this was not a problem.
One of the bags contained his most needed item, theatrical black out curtains that effectively blocked sunlight and gave him the option of sleeping in a bed with these tented around him. The rest the items in the bags gave the appearance of a wealthy but experienced traveler. One item he did drag out and set up was a laptop PC. Even though his kind could communicate telepathically, it was on a common link, and the one he was chasing was on it as well. Email worked very well for many communications, and his kind had learned to embrace technology having seen it change over the centuries. The messages to his family were an argot of perhaps twenty different languages. Some of the languages were dead, unspoken since before the time of Herod, and as no keyboard had the proper symbols, the words were spelled out phonetically making for a security all it’s own. A dedicated linguist might interpret it, but as the communications were all ordinary to begin with, if asked they were all related to business.
His next item was to use the bathroom. If there was one disadvantage to being on a mostly warm liquid diet, it was getting rid of the waste. His body tended to process it immediately stripping off the red blood cells and plasma and discarding the rest. The waste had attendant signs. Urine of his kind had a strong ammonia smell among other scents, more than ten times of that found in true humans, not much different from vampire bats.
Vampires in making a kill for the rush they got from adrenalin charged blood took all the blood not just enough to survive. That much volume of input made for a lot of output, and they had to shed it quickly. Most of the time a vampire would get rid of it at the site of the attack. It was this scent he had picked up on the other night.
Unfortunately it worked both ways. As he could track the vampire, the vampire could track him. After he used the restroom he wiped down the surfaces and flushed the result. Making sure his spoor was gone completely was a safety precaution in more than one-way. He would deny the vampire that scent, and in doing so protect the housekeeping staff making sure that his scent did not accidentally attach itself to one of the staff. It would surely draw the vampire to whoever might accidentally touch it.
With that attended to he went to the balcony and again let his senses take in the night air. The other thing he sensed was there tonight, stronger now and he understood. A woman, not just any woman but a lost child of Mire was close to him. His kind had lost the ability to have children from a now understood simple biological fact. The children of Mire may stay young but a woman is born with all the eggs she will ever have. No new eggs are ever produced. Each subsequent ovulation releases an egg or two. They may stay young but in time the supply of ova was simply exhausted.
Some of their kind had been carried off in the raids and for a very few, the bloodline had stayed true. The lost descendents of Mire when found were cherished and protected. They were brought into the protection of the family in very subtle ways. Many if single and working when they were discovered were simply offered jobs in one of the companies owned by the family at salaries that could not be matched. Others if married and had families quietly acquired a guardian. They were watched and nothing more. Offspring would be offered jobs at the right time so they could be kept track of.
Those who were single were gently encouraged to meet those available in the hope that sparks would develop. Simple enough to do with meetings and conferences and other functions, what woman would turn down the chance to travel, all expenses paid if for nothing else than a chance to shop. If nothing happened they stayed under the loose protection of the family. If something did happen they were slowly made aware of their potential.
His sensing the woman in this vicinity changed things. First she had to be found, identified and protected. Somehow she had drawn a tracker and a vampire to her. The priority of this visit had changed but first he had to find her. The pheromones she was shedding would only last a day or two. What he sensed only happened while the woman was ovulating. His need for speed prompted a trip to a balcony and he shifted to the largest bird he had seen in the area, a golden eagle and took wing following the scent.
Chapter 4
Trace Elements
Triana pulled into the orthodox church parking lot and had to search a bit to find a place. The festival was in full swing and this congregation had filled the entire grounds with tents, lights and music. The aroma of foods from a dozen vendors filled the air. Men and women in the tents cooking, warming or serving their foods, tables of food spread out over the grounds. Triana found the entrance and paid a surprisingly modest fee for access to the fair. She began to wander with the crowds. Sometimes following her nose, following the music other times. As she walked it all brought back happy memories of growing up and having her whole noisy family, the aunt’s uncles and their kids together. Parties that filled the house and exploded out in to the front and back yard.
The music drew her to one area and she watched the men and women in traditional costume dance several dances. Then what would a party like this be without someone dancing the Syrtaki of Zorba the Greek fame? She moved with the crowd enjoying and watching clapping and applauding when the crowd did.
She stopped at one point and took off her light sweater, she was feeling very warm and for a beautiful fall evening like this she credited it to the press of bodies in the area. She broke free of the crowd and went to look for a drink and a place to sit for a minute. Then she reminded herself to keep an eye out for the matchmakers who would watch the eating areas like a hawk looking for someone sitting alone. She smiled at that prospect and found a place that had soft drinks and dolmathes. The grape leaves wrapped around the meat and rice mixture were very close to her mothers, the spices similar. The lady serving it added a little feta cheese and some Greek olives to the little paper plate to make it a proper snack. Triana found an open table, sat and enjoyed herself nibbling at the food. She caught some motion in the air and her eye was naturally drawn to motion. A bird, a big one was riding the thermals.
A golden eagle overhead was circling and disappeared into the trees. Then seemed to head back the way it came flying faster. You could almost hear the wings crack. She watched it disappear and enjoyed the sight of the bird as it disappeared.
Cyrus landed on his balcony perch then shifted back to human form. He quickly changed and took the express elevator to the ground floor calling to the doorman to get him a cab. Good luck that he had tracked her so quickly and bad luck that her scent disappeared into a crowd of people. This time it had simply been faster to return to the hotel and dress rather than try and scavenge clothes.
The event she was at had lots of people and seemed to be featuring foods from the Mediterranean. Besides blood he needed trace elements found in the soil around the Med. Normally people got these elements from their food, and they got that from the soil. As he was feeding on people who did not have these elements in their blood, he needed to get it elsewhere. It was like having a craving for sweets. He also needed physic energy, the energy from the electrical fields generated by the body. He could gather energy from the people around him not unlike recharging a battery. In a crowd he could take what he needed without anyone noticing ill effects or feeling tired, drained or lethargic.
His people had long ago gotten part of the energy they needed from the sun, as people had developed sensitivity to the sun they had found electrical storms gave them some of what they needed and why they preferred mountains to be closer to the storms. People generated electrical fields some sensitive people called it an aura. This could be captured and harnessed. Small electrical devices simply didn’t work around them, as they seemed to draw off their energy. A cell phone would only work for them about fifteen minutes if freshly charged.
The cab dropped off Cyrus without any problem having given excellent instructions even as he did not know the address he had seen the way from the air. He entered the festival paying the fee and leaving the rest of the twenty-dollar bill as a donation when the lady at the entrance could not make change. Senses open he began a search of the festival. He could sense her, but the scent was mingled with that of hundreds of others and the combined aromas of food from the tents made this a daunting job.
It reminded him of a crowded open-air market street in Greece with people speaking in several languages. He walked through the crowds to the largest concentrations of people first around the music. He began to circulate about them, taking in the physic energy in small doses like a car battery on a very slow charge. He started a quartering search cutting back and forth through the crowd, eliminating first one part of the grounds then the others.
By the time he was done searching the music area he felt complete for the first time in months since he started his search. Taking the energy from the crowd he now felt whole and vital, energized and ready for the upcoming battle. He gradually worked his way to the serving area and had to stop. His craving was hitting him and he then began to seek foods with the elements he needed. It would also look odd for him to be in the food area and not holding some kind of food. His path led him to one tent where he accepted a little plate of treats that he felt would meet his needs. He sucked one of the olives clean to the pit and found what he needed in the olives, then asked for a few more.
As he had heard Greek being spoken he had requested more olives in that language and the lady at that point had struck up a conversation. A few seconds into the conversation he knew he had made a mistake by speaking in Greek. Greek women could even be more persistent than Italian ones. After he mentioned he was visiting the area, all he could do was shake his head yes or no. As he had a mouth full of food, that was all he could do and the monologue continued non-stop.
“Oh a visitor to the Dallas, how nice here on business? Do you have any children? No? Are you married? No? Are you here with anyone? Have you met anyone here yet? No? We have a group for singles that meets after church every Sunday.” She stopped to take a breath and he held up his hand and swallowed so he could get a word in. “I am meeting someone tonight and their she is.” he said pointing to a distant table.
He took his snack after getting some more olives and headed to the table where he had noticed the lone woman sitting. He smiled for more than one reason as he approached her and gave her a little bow. Since he had been speaking in Greek he continued in it. “I am Cyrus Calitri, please excuse this intrusion but I am hoping you can extract me from the good if misguided attentions of the matchmaker in the dolmathes booth. May I join you?”
The woman he had approached frowned a second then spoke in English. “I’m sorry but my Greek is a little rusty. Do you speak English?”
“Yes I do.” He replied then continued, “I am Cyrus and I am trying to escape the matchmaker in the tent over there, I’m sure she’s watching both of us so If I could sit here a few minutes and enjoy your company, perhaps we both could be spared future scrutiny.”
That got her laughing, his accent was hard to place and his voice had a commanding but mesmerizing tone to it. “Yes, please sit a few minutes. I have managed to avoid the local busybodies but that won’t last long so maybe there is strength in numbers. Cyrus, an interesting name.” Triana immediately regretted saying the last part about his name, what a line and she blushed.
Cyrus stood besides her and picked up yet another olive to eat. He closed his eyes briefly and opened his senses, and then his eyes got very wide. She was the one he sought and he would have to find out all he could about her and send a message to his family tonight. “It means the Sun, a bit of Irony as I seldom see it these days.”
“Yes I know what you mean, I’m stuck in my little cubicle at work all day and don’t see much of it either. I’m Triana Matros.” She said putting down her drink and sticking out her hand.
Cyrus took the offered hand but rather than shake her hand, gave her a little bow and kissed the offered hand. The taste of her suddenly made his heart beat faster. He slipped into the seat beside her and began to regard the lovely creature in front of him. His dark eyes appraising and dilating to take in every detail. She began to fidget a little and he realized he had not let go of her hand. He released her hand asking the question. “Your name Triana means pure or innocent in Greek I believe, a family tradition perhaps? “ He did not have to ask if she was married or a virgin, her very aura proclaimed it, a shining beacon that had called to him from across the picnic area of the festival. In trying to escape the matchmaker he had looked for this in the crowd.
That made her chuckle. “Oh yes I’m very pure and innocent, just ask any of my family or co-workers and I’ll bet they would have some stories to tell you! And yes the name is a family name, belonged to my great grandmother, one thing about large families, names tend to get passed down and reused as it gives a sense of continuity. I knew her briefly. ” Triana said with a huge smile on her face. She had been known to pull a harmless joke or two. The stories always grew a little when retold. Filling a friends car with balloons once on her birthday was still one they spoke about at work. “And what about you Cyrus, I can’t place your accent and I get the feeling your not from here.”
“I currently have a House in Italy, but that’s not my home, I travel a great deal with some of my families interests, if you were to ask I am a citizen of the world, as I know many languages my accent is a mix of many things. I am a mediator for some things acting as a translator. I’m here for a meeting at the moment. I have an enterprise of my own that I run.” Cyrus added not taking his eyes off her. Not telling her what the meeting would result in. “And forgive me for asking but I noticed no wedding ring, so how did a lovely girl like you escape the matchmakers?”
Triana blushed, as no one had ever called her lovely. She had a womanly body that would not conform to her vision of beauty. “Easy enough, after college I took the first job offered away from Chicago and the winters there, I’m in accounting. You would think I had killed my mother listening to her speak of what I did, leaving home, leaving her alone, not finding a husband. That a daughter could leave home and not be married is something very alien to the family. Every weekend I call her and it’s always the same thing, why don’t I have a boyfriend or a husband yet. How could I leave Chicago? Sometimes I just want to cry but it was my only chance for a life of my own.”
Cyrus was scanning her thoughts, not delving into memories but was sensing the surface thoughts of the moment. In his long life of dealing with mortal women he knew they were seldom if ever happy with their bodies. Those moments they had when everything was just perfect, their auras were blinding. For whatever the reason she had never been happy with her looks. Because of this she hid her natural assets with clothes that were baggy, hair severely drawn back and the reading glasses perched on her face that were not really needed for vision correction. She hid herself from the world behind this disguise.
Tonight she had shed her sweater and revealed a tempting soft and womanly figure hidden beneath the loose clothing. She did not know that the reason she was so warm was that her body was in ovulation, and with it a slight increase in temperature. Removing the sweater removed part of the disguise.
Her beauty frightened Cyrus. Normally a creature in command and in control of fate, he suddenly felt lost and adrift in those brown eyes. Cyrus broke out of mood and nodded his understanding. “Mothers will be mothers all over the world wanting to see their children safe and content.” He was thinking suddenly in terms he had never thought of then shook off his mood and put a smile on his face. “As I am a visitor here and you are the native, would you be kind enough to take my arm and show me around this festival?” Cyrus asked as he gathered the plates and such and deposited them in the trash then held out his arm.
She hesitated only a moment then rose from the table. She took off her glasses and put them in her purse and took his arm and steered him to the noisiest music and dancing area. Together they stomped, clapped, and sang with every dance. Cyrus surprised her again and again as he seemed to know the word to all the songs regardless of the language. Together they toured the food areas a time or two until the festival shut down for the night.
Cyrus decided to tempt fate and asked the lady at the tent about the rest of the festival. This time however he had Triana on his arm and she was smiling as he walked up. As expected she was a fountain of information and filled him in on the rest of the weekend activities. He also got quite an earful on how many pounds of butter, sugar, honey, rice, and phyllo dough it took to put on the festival.
He saw Triana to her car and got her inside when she asked. “How are you getting back Cyrus?”
“Oh call a cab or walk I think. It didn’t look that far on the map.” Cyrus said with a little mysterious grin.
“You wont get a cab here for an hour or more, and it’s always much further than it looks on the map. Get in and let me take you to where you’re staying.” Triana said obviously still wanting his company. Her aura now was shining bright with a hint of pink indication pleasure or enjoyment. He touched on her surface thoughts and found her happy, more so then he had when he touched them earlier.
“Well if it’s no trouble yes, could you drop me at the Anatolian Hotel.” He asked and saw Triana smile.
“Sure no problem, get in” she said while starting the car and Cyrus slipped in her little sedan and adjusted his seat and seatbelt and they were off. She knew the way and they hit the interstate highway in minutes as most of the traffic from the church grounds had already left. They made pleasant conversation on the way there. He found out a little of her life and asked questions to keep her talking. She didn’t make friends easily and just had a few girlfriends at work. Mostly he was trying to build a picture of her for a message he knew he would have to send soon. A lost child of Mire found was always a momentous occasion. The odds of finding a descendent were very high. The trait they needed skipped a generation or two and then would appear again. Just getting a family name to watch was an event for celebration. The descendents would be checked on from time to time.
“So Triana, I must ask this but I think I know the answer, are there any men in your life? Cyrus asked. He was starting to have other thoughts that he had not had in nearly a century.
She glanced at him from her driving as she was starting to get in another lane headed for the exit. “No Cyrus, no men in my life and what about you, is there someone I should know about, traveling men always seem to have a girl friend somewhere?”
Cyrus was struggling with that answer and decided a least a partial truth would be better than a lie. He would have to be careful in his answers. How to explain his wife was mortal and he had lost her during the battle of Piave in 1917 to Austrian Artillery fire. She had been on a bridge when a shell struck. She had refused to move from Italy because of her family.
He gave an audible sigh, “I’m a widower, and I say I have a house near Venice, not a home because of that. My family keeps me moving around and busy. So no one in my life at the moment.”
He turned to Triana and watched her reaction and saw her face change to concern. “Oh Cyrus I’m so sorry. What happened?” She asked sincerely.
Cyrus again answered with a grain of truth and gave a little shrug of resignation. “A bridge collapsed, one of those things that you can never explain. It was over ten years ago.”
With that revelation the car fell into silence and the little drive from the exit to the hotel entrance was quick. When she stopped the doorman opened the door and greeted Cyrus.
Chapter 5
Found
“Good Evening Mr. Calitri, Welcome back. Should I have the car parked for you?” The doorman asked.
Cyrus looked at Triana. “Perhaps a drink or a glass of wine before you leave? I don’t know about you but the walking did build up a thirst.”
She looked indecisive then he turned to the doorman. “Yes, take care of it please, She won’t be long.” The he opened the door for Triana, took her keys and handed them to the Valet that had just appeared at the car. He ushered Triana into the hotel and the concierge met him and held out his hand. “Good Evening Mr. Calitri, Sorry I wasn’t available when you checked in. Anything we can do while here please contact me.”
Cyrus shook the man’s hand with a fifty-dollar bill tucked under the thumb of his hand. “ Yes, see that the staff is taken care of generously. And now the lady wishes a glass of wine, would you point me to the bar.” The concierge guided him to a door. Cyrus nodded and with a firm hand at Triana’s waist guided her to the bar.
“Red or White?” He asked Triana.
“Red please.” She stated.
“A bottle of your best Italian Red.” He said to the wine steward that had materialized at his side as he entered the bar. He left to scout his cellar while he sat Triana down in a nice quite corner. The steward was back in a minute presenting him a dusty bottle. He glanced at it and waved his hand in acceptance then pointed to Triana’s glass. Then he accepted a glass for himself.
Triana was looking at the dusty bottle before she sipped. “Cyrus, what is that going to cost?”
“I don’t know they will just add it to the bill.” He said sipping his wine and wishing for something a bit thicker. He was enjoying the taste however. While alcohol had no effect on him he could enjoy its taste. The wines from the Tuscan area did have some of the trace elements he needed so he did enjoy the feeling it gave.
Triana was watching her host and wondering what she had just gotten into. The way the hotel staff was jumping to do his bidding and Cyrus seemed very comfortable with the attention. He gave the impression of wealth and power. This was not a traveling professional on a budget or per diem. She had reviewed enough expense reports in her time as a junior member of the accounting staff to know.
Triana watched him another minute enjoying his drink before her curiosity got the better of her. “Tell me, what you are doing here in Dallas really, I get the impression you have other things to do.”
Cyrus was watching her closely and saw she was uncomfortable with something. “Really I will be checking on some family interests, shaking them up a little knowing that we send someone to the various offices keeps them alert and things don’t get sloppy. Even if the books and reports look good, laws change, import export duties and internal policies change. I get sent on these, calming things down if people get worried. My other reason is I have to find another who has become a bit elusive. He broke contact with my family a while back and I’m trying find him. He had as bit of a falling out with the family.
“And if you find him?” Triana asked.
“I would think that would depend on him. Nothing lost by talking, that’s my area.” Cyrus said with a smile. “Tell me about your family.”
He saw Triana relax with that and she finished her little glass of wine and being the perfect host he refilled it a couple of times while he listened. For the next twenty minutes or so he probed her with little questions. He had a good idea now of her families location and her background. He was secretly excited to learn of her dependents long-lived nature. With just a little help it may be much longer.
When her aura seemed to dim he realized she was tired and perhaps relaxed too much by the good wine and so he began to gently end the evening. “I really am tired and must get some work done before I rest. The problems of dealing with Europe from here means I will spend most of the night corresponding with other offices. The time differences always work against me.” Then put on a good act of yawning behind a hand.
Triana responded with a yawn herself and finished her glass of wine glancing at her watch. “I didn’t realize it had gotten so late I was having such a good time. I seldom enjoy just talking with someone.”
“The good times don’t need to end Triana, just postponed till tomorrow say about sunset, Could I have you number?” he asked.
She began to fumble in her purse for a pen and wrote her number down on a napkin and watched Cyrus carefully pocket it. She got up from the booth and watched as Cyrus stood with her and gave her a little bow and kissed her hand again, his old world courtly manners showed.
He did take the bottle of wine and re-corked it handing it to her. “An old tradition but fun, please think of me as you finish this. When you finish the bottle save the cork and write down our names and the date of our meeting on it. It’s a delightful custom I discovered in France and I find myself going through my basket of corks, sometimes just reliving the moments.” Then he took her neatly by the waist and guided her to the front entrance. As they were walking to the front door he stopped once and reached to her hair and removed the clip binding it. He watched as her hair fell to her shoulders framing her face and stroked it once.
“So soft and lovely.” was his only comment as he ran his fingers through her hair. He felt his body harden in a way that had not happened in nearly a century. At the door her car appeared and he opened the door for her then saw her off, but not before he bent to kiss her cheek with his hand on the roof of the car. She gave a little sigh as she pulled off and his hand rubbed the top of the car removing a streak of dirt. Only then did he tip the valet again and went back to his room.
From his perch on the balcony he shifted again to the shape of an eagle and followed the car. The streak he made on the top of the car was easy to spot, and he lazily rode the wind following her. He watched as she made her way to a modest apartment complex, park her car and then walk into one the many little boxes people called home. The light came on in the one she entered and then landed on the stair railing outside of her second floor apartment. Once he had the address and number he took wing again and circled. When he saw another light come on a few minutes later and landed in a tree. The mini-blinds of her bedroom were partially open, and from his perch above the apartment he was able to watch Triana. He watched her humming as she made herself ready for bed. She emerged from the bathroom then sat in front of a vanity in a long white tee shirt and began to brush her hair. The shirt clung to her figure and revealed a figure lush and hair unbound now. Cyrus nearly lost his grip on the limb he was clutching. He could almost count the strands of her hair as she brushed them and fell to her neck. He watched as she brushed her hair then began to arrange her hair experimentally. Parting it to one side or the other, and then finally just leaving it loose and shaking her head she got into bed, smiling and singing to herself. He did not leave until he saw the light wink out and then took to the air. He had a lot of work to do yet this night and the hunt for the Vampire could begin in earnest. A lost child of Mire found had taken priority.
Chapter 6
Protocols
He still had several hours before light and began his search. He was flying over the park above the scene of the last attack and could sense nothing. Very briefly he caught a flash of red blood lust that just as quickly extinguished. The flash he got told him two things, the vampire was still close and he knew he was being hunted. The impression he got was raw red blood lust. He was hoping his intuition was wrong and he would be able to at least talk to him. However, like so many other addicts, it would prove near impossible. That’s the only way he could think of the vampire as an object of pity. The vampire would have to feed soon and he searched till about two hours before dawn seeking his scent or some kind of sign.
His own needs were beating against him as well. He found a night shift worker walking home and was able to call him and take what he needed. It left the man feeling dizzy but unhurt. He left the impression he needed to sit a minute and the man woke up at a bus stop thinking he must have fallen asleep.
His kind had long ago set up protocols for meetings between themselves or others. They were a solitary clannish bunch, family groups tended to associate with other family members. The fifty or so families who had survived and prospered had very little contact with each other. The common mental path they shared had led to as many problems as understandings. Only in the last thousand years had they come together for mutual aid. It had seen them through wars and brought them together as one larger community.
He landed in the park and shifted back to human form near a stream when he found what he needed. The sign he left could be formed in any number of ways, from holes dug in the dirt or sand to any number of objects left on the ground or small fires if the meeting were urgent. Nine large flat stones from the stream were arranged in a large open area to form three equally spaced equilateral triangles.
That they formed triangles could only be seen by air otherwise they were just scattered stones. He marked them with urine as well for surface dwelling creatures as well. The sign he left requested a truce meeting. If the requested meeting were accepted the other party would remove the center triangle. The parties would meet, each party occupying one of the triangles. The protocol required a truce from one sunset to sunrise and no harm would come to the other. In the tracker’s time he had seen the truce broken but he felt it worthwhile to try.
With that accomplished he left the park taking wing again and headed back to his hotel. He next began to compose messages to his family telling of his discovery. He was sure that Triana’s family in Chicago would soon have a watcher. Someone sent by his family in part to watch and in part to protect. What could be discovered of Triana’s genealogy would be traced as far back as records allowed. The remaining family branches would be traced as well and if any had living descendents they would be found. A discovery like this could lead to a whole unknown clan of the lost.
The sun was beginning to rise as Cyrus sent the message and then prepared the room for his rest. The “Do not disturb” sign was placed outside and then he locked the doors and windows. He was unfolding the black out curtains when two bottles of something that looked like pump hair spray bottles fell out, and a roll of something that looked like duct tape. Each bottle had a couple of pages of printed instructions tied to them. The instructions typed in his families’ mix of languages and phonetically spelled words made him smile. He silently blessed his cousin for the foresight of setting up a petroleum firm. He alone had seen that oil would be the next currency of the world.
One tiny division of his petrochemical firm did research and development. It produced specialty items like the ones he was holding in his hands exclusively for the use of the family. He sprayed the large windows with the compound and watched as the weak sunlight turned the clear fluid opaque. It only took ten minutes or so before the windows completely blocked the light. One small area of the window that did not seal well was covered with the tape. The tape was treated with the same compound as the spray bottle. The balcony doors were treated with the spray as well. The compound would darken when exposed to sunlight as sunlight contained a strong ultraviolet component and that’s what triggered the reaction. The compound would be transparent in the absence of sunlight. It would clean off with any ammonia-based compound or his diluted liquid waste in a pinch. The tape peeled off leaving very little sticky residue.
After that he taped the door to his room. He looked about the room contented the only light in the room was coming off of his laptop computer nothing else was visible. For the first time in his long life he slept in a bed bereft of earth, hide, canvas or blackout curtains. Before slowing down his body for rest he called the concierge and arranged for flowers and dictated a note to be delivered to Triana.
Triana was awake the next morning about ten and was happier than she had been in a long time. No reason that she could point to other than an interesting man had dropped into her life last night and had called her lovely. She had thought about how he had unbound her hair and was now sitting in front of the vanity arranging and rearranging her hair. She had not been to a hairdresser since her senior prom. She would visit to one of those quick haircut places when she thought her hair looked unkempt. Just a little trim usually to keep it neat and she thought professional. She had it cut very short once in one of those unisex haircuts and had hated it. So still in her bathrobe and gown she was trying to decide if perhaps it was time for something different. The sound of a knock on her door brought her out of her musings. A floral deliver van was there and the courier presented her with a paper wrapped vase. She signed for the delivery and stood looking at the vase even after the courier had shut the door. She removed the paper to find a dozen white roses and one red rose. The typed note read,
“For my pure Triana who has just a touch of mischief.
Dinner tonight? Will call you about sunset.
Cyrus C.”
She stood by the door and her head was filled with a thousand thoughts. Her uppermost thought was what should she wear tonight and the second was should she accept and the next thought was what about her hair? The roses were brought to the kitchen and she gave the roses some water then set them on her coffee table. She sat on her sofa a moment to consider things and still her head was filled with questions. How had he gotten her address? She was unlisted in the phone book this year even going so far as to change her number. The telemarketing in her demographic was so fierce she had gone to the expense of changing things.
She took the vase of flowers to her bedroom and then went through her closet. Most of her outfits were business suits or slacks and blouse combinations. The couple of dresses she had were from weddings where she had been a bridesmaid and she just had not been able to part with them. As she sorted through her clothes she was also thinking why did she want a dress? Just something about Cyrus and his old world manners seemed to suggest a dress and her appearing a bit feminine. After giving up looking through her closet she decided it was perhaps time to go shopping and perhaps have her hair styled. She looked at the time next and realized she had better get going. Somewhere there had to be the perfect date dress. A call to the place she had her hair cut did have an opening at three so with that in mind she showered and dressed and headed out the door. That little dress shop she had discovered in the Park Cities she thought would be a good place to start.
Chapter 7
Pooka
About two hours before sunset Cyrus was able to rise. The treatment of the glass had worked very well and though he could feel the sun, it was not affecting him. He indulged in a shower then dressed in a gray suit and checked his computer for email.
There were several messages. As expected a watcher was on his way to Chicago via private plane. One specially equipped for his kind. The pilots were employees and would be using the general aviation facilities in Dupage on the west side of Chicago. They would arrange a landing at sunset or later and normal customs entrance would be observed. A team was already looking into the genealogy of the family and in fact the family had already been traced back to Greece. Computerized records made much of this easier than it had been even twenty years ago. Various family branches were being explored to see who was out there. All that was needed was a start. If it was possible to interview any of the descendents, the truth would be told in that they were looking into the family history for a client and they were just checking and correcting records. They would have genealogical charts with them showing what they had been able to trace so far.
There was one question addressed to him he had no idea how to answer. What to do about Triana? He mulled over that one for some time then simply replied that she was under his guardianship. He had no idea how he was going to do that but for the first time since 1917 he had a woman that interested him and filled him with long forgotten passion. With that happy thought he found Triana’s number and called her.
Triana was back at her apartment trying to make up her mind. She had found what she thought of as two very nice “Date” dresses and was holding them up to her figure one at a time. Her hair had been trimmed and styled in a very trendy and full length cut and was very happy with the result. The stylist had wanted to highlight it as well but she passed on that thinking it as too artificial.
When the phone rang her heart nearly stopped. She dropped both dresses to the floor and went to the phone. “Hello.” She said in a voice that she was sure trembled.
“Hello Triana, this is Cyrus and how are you tonight?” Cyrus began detecting a slight tremolo to her voice. He accepted this as her interest.
“I’m fine Cyrus and the flowers were lovely. Thank you. ” She said getting her voice under control.
“You are welcome lovely lady, and I did want to know if you are going to accept my invitation to dinner?”
Triana thought perhaps it was time to tease a little so she added. “Well, I will have to check my calendar, I’m so busy you know. “ she added in a sultry voice.
“I insist you join me for dinner, Should I have a car and driver there in an hour or in two hours.” Cyrus knew the game and felt she needed a bit of a push and put a bit of humor in his voice.
That gave Triana pause, but knew he was just teasing back a little. “Well I will have to adjust my calendar so in two hours please.” She said with a little giggle.
“Excellent, I look forward to your company. Now tell me, is there anything special you would like or any place special you would like to go?” Cyrus asked.
Triana responded immediately. “I have not had Greek style leg of lamb in a long time and its just too much food and too much trouble for one. The way they fix it here in the restaurants is so awful. So my mysterious man, if you can arrange that and put up with my breath afterwards, that would impress me.” She replied in a teasing voice.
“You may consider it done” Cyrus replied immediately. “I will have the driver there two hours from now.
“Then I had better get busy. Besides rearranging my oh so crowded calendar I have to get a lot of things done.” She was smiling now enjoying the game.
“The driver will be at your door in two hours, don’t be late Triana.” Cyrus said smiling now.
“How did you get my address anyway, it’s not listed anywhere that I know of?” Triana added suspiciously.
“Ah that, well a little bird told me what I needed.” Cyrus replied seriously with just enough seriousness to have a grain of truth in it. Well, he though a big bird anyway.
“Good Bye Cyrus.” Triana said hanging up and wondering what he meant by that. As she hung up she thought just enough time to bath, dress, do her makeup and put the finishing touches on her hair. She only hoped she remembered enough of the hair stylists instructions to touch up her new ‘do.
“Good Bye Triana” Cyrus said and after he hung up the phone and immediately dialed again summoning the concierge to his room. He explained what he wanted and the man started making a few suggestions, and then made phone calls to several of the staff. The car and driver wasn’t a problem. A small private room on the penthouse level for meetings was available and could be made into a dining room was chosen and his staff went to work on that. The concierge to his credit sensed romance in the air and continued his preparations without any comment other than a smile.
The hotel Chef on the other hand was a bit more vocal. At least judging by the way the concierge was holding the phone away from his ear. He waited for the man to wind down a bit before speaking “I understand how busy you are, but get whoever you need to help you. If you have to order out, try that Greek place on Northwest Highway that we used last year.” He listened again for a few moments. “Yes the meeting room on the penthouse level. Thanks Jose.” He turned to Cyrus, “Everything will be ready, enjoy your evening Mr. Calitri. Then he picked up an envelope that had a tip in it for the staff and left.
Cyrus decided he had more than enough time to check on his signal and slipped from his clothes and opened the balcony door. Once again, taking wing as an eagle, he headed for the park. As he began to circle the open area he was very surprised to see the center triangle missing and even more surprised to see someone standing in the center of one of the triangles. Yet a third surprise there seemed to be clothing in the center of the open triangle that he would occupy if he landed. He circled for a full minute trying to understand what was going on.
The man in the center of the triangle was not very tall perhaps a little under five foot tall, wearing dress slacks a short sleeved dress shirt and boots and to say he was hirsute in nature was kind. What he could see of his arms, hands and neck was covered in coarse red hair. His hair was very long done in a braid down his back. He had a full beard that except for his eyes and lips all but completely covered his face. It gave his eyes a raccoon like appearance peaking out from under a mask of the beard. His head was tilted upward and he was watching as he turned lazy circles in the sky. Seeing neither danger nor sensing anything he landed and the clothing folded up in the center of his triangle was a kilt in a dark Celtic plaid.
He waited until he saw Cyrus had put on the kilt before he gave him a little bow. He held up his hand in a symbol of greeting then began to sing a little song in Gallic. (Loosely translated.) The voice was a surprisingly beautiful baritone and made you wonder why this was not being sung at an opera or church.
A people from a forgotten time, did by jest commit a crime.
They gave a man upon their back, a ride one night the sky pitch black.
The man took off with but a wave, he thought himself as very brave.
His riding skill was most expert, to the ground he fell his body hurt.
From his keep on a bed of pain, he ordered all the creatures slain
They left the emerald isle in fear, no hope of any shelter near.
From land to land they began to roam, not calling any place a home.
They came upon a people who, persecution also knew.
They came to live upon the shire, with the children of the village Mire.
When he finished he bowed again and continued in his native tongue. “Hail Tracker. It has been long since the Children of Mire and the Pooka’s have met. The debt we owe is still unpaid.”
Chapter 8
The Royal Watcher
Cyrus was more than a little shocked. He held the material of the kilt away from his body and only then did he stop to look at the pattern. The kilt he was wearing had one slightly off color bar in the plaid granted only to a Prince of the Pooka’s. His signal had caught the attention of a prince. The man’s aura was as bright as his hair.
The Pooka’s were a forgotten race from Ireland that the children of Mire had protected and sheltered once for some centuries. A Pooka being true to his nature and giving wild rides to unsuspecting people had taken the form of a magnificent black stallion and a drunken lord had tried to ride him. The Lord thrown from the Pooka’s back had been gravely injured. As the only painkiller then was alcohol the Lord in a drunken rage he ordered wholesale slaughter of any creature in his county that may have been a Pooka.
They were shape-shifting creatures that had intermarried with the children of Mire, and they were a quirky and moody race. They all seemed to have brilliant red hair that cosmetic manufactures would have given a fortune for to have a sample. The males tended to be short and hairy typically while the females were short and very voluptuous. Their hair turned gray almost overnight when they lost their will to live. The laws of chance and probability simply disappeared around them. If they were in a bad mood those around would have a very bad day. If in a good mood, good things would happen to the people around them.
Now that Cyrus was a little closer he could make out something besides the hair he started to smile. “Shamus O’Brien you rascal, what are you doing here? My Gallic’s a bit rusty so in the English please.”
“I could be asking the same of you Cyrus but I suspect it’s not me you be looking for. I moved to the states after VE Day. You may remember me wife and I had always wanted to do that. Move to the land of opportunity and tolerance.” A prince of the Pooka’s replied. As usual when he was comfortable around someone his Irish accent come out.
“The children?” Cyrus asked.
“Running the oil company ye cousin helped me set up. I had to appear to retire you see, but if ever t’were a job for a lucky man t’was in me oil wildcatting days. They’d fill me full of Guinness and let me pick the spot. They still call me in as a joke on dry fields, and with a belly full of beer I can still smell the oil. Won’t work in Arabian lands for there’s a place wit’ no beer or whiskey to be had, and the clothes me wife had to wear, we shan’t be back to that arid land. “ Shamus had left his triangle as he started to speak.
The two met in the middle and gripped forearm to forearm with the right hand as warriors of old had. They stood looking at each other a little more closely. “It looks like one of family has turned.” Said Cyrus “I was hoping to talk to him, hence the truce meeting sign.”
Shamus sighed. ”I’ve been feeling strange things and the red haze I see some nights makes me shiver. He’s here Cyrus and no hope in him that I’ve been feeling. ‘Tis a shame this work fell to you.”
“I will do what I must. But mistakes can happen.” Cyrus said.
“Well still is there some help you be needing? this retirement stuff is no fun at’ll. This place has a strong sense o’ morality. The pubs won’t stay open and ‘tis no fun to drink alone. Tho a publican or two don’t mind me company and me gold.” Shamus said.
Cyrus then saw the real reason he had answered the truce-meeting message. Though not lonely he was bored and looking for something to do. Better to use him than to have him moody and poking around. At the minimum a series of nasty traffic accidents would surely follow in his wake. “I found a lost child of Mire, Shamus. That is part of what drew the vampire here.”
“A lass then no doubt. For only the scent of a wench would draw him. And ye notified the family? Got her a watcher? ” Shamus asked excited now.
In the centuries of life they were blessed with and now the lack of children who might grow to maturity left the available males in despair and that more than anything caused them to turn vampire. Many had taken human wives, mortal creatures but to take a human wife was a form of despair in itself. To know even taking your vows that she would pass and you would be cursed to carry on. It was a form of pain few could bear more than a few times. To fall in love, to court and marry, appear to age with, and then watch her pass on was agony. Each time you gave part of your soul away till there was nothing left but the thrill of the kill and the adrenalin charged rush your victim’s blood gave you.
A lost child of Mire could be transformed and it took several blood exchanges to keep the volume of blood correct. Most humans found it repugnant to have to exchange blood. Each time the antibodies were added, but it took millions of the antibodies before they would replicate and react with the existing cell structure and DNA to wake up the sleeping trait.
“That Shamus is where you could help. I need a watcher for her. I have placed her under my guardianship and can’t be with her during the daylight hours. Sounds like a job that takes good luck and that’s got your name all over it.” Cyrus was smiling now and he doubted Shamus would turn him down.
“If she be under you guardianship I be thinking this gal is something special to ye. When do I meet this bonny lass?” Shamus asked his voice amused now.
“Follow me and wait a bit I’m having dinner with her soon. You might even impress her and make her think you’re that long red haired country and western singer. Till you speak of course.” Cyrus was smiling now. Shamus was on the job or he would have said something.
“I think not, I have me bike a block from here and will be needing to recover that kilt. Same hotel as last time the family met here?” Shamus asked.
Cyrus only nodded in positive response as he began to shuck the kilt. “The lobby in fifteen minutes then. And would you return the meeting sign to its place?” With that he threw the kilt to Shamus as he took wing. He watched a few moments from the air as Shamus returned the stones to their previous condition.
He should have figured out about the bike. He had been a two-wheel enthusiast since the things were invented. He loved the feel of the wind in his face whether in human form or as the shapes he loved to shift too. Usually he chose the shape of a black stallion or a huge black eagle. If he had a toy of his close, there was no way he was leaving it out of his sight. Then there is a degree of the childishness in all things we hold close to the heart.
He got to the hotel and was dressed and in the lobby in minutes. He quickly found the night manager and still had about twenty minutes before Triana showed up “I have the former president of O’Brien Oil on the way here to join me for a drink. Do you know him?” He asked the manager.
In response the manager held his hand out, about chest high indicating his height and raised his eyebrows. Yes, he knew him. “If I were you I would check with the barman. A dozen cases of Guinness should do for a start and if he doesn’t have a couple of cases of Irish whiskey here, he had better soon, Blackbush would do but Bushmills would be better if I remember his preferences. While I’m here Mr. O’Brien’s money is not any good. Can you see to that?”
You could see the manager mentally groaning and his aura had just taken on a brown tinge. “You do know that funny things always seem to happen when he’s around.” He must have been around Shamus when he was in a bad mood. People never seem to remember the good things, but the bad.
“You’ve seen the phenomenon then. Just keep him happy and things will be fine. A pretty girl to listen to stories of his wildcatting days always helps. If you have a female barkeeper on staff I’d call her in just so someone will listen to him. I’ll cover any damages if something funny happens and please hide your dartboard and the house darts. Shamus and darts don’t seem to mix.” He turned to the door as he heard the deep-throated growl of a powerful motorcycle going through the parking lot.
With a smile on his face he went to the front door. You simply don’t meet royalty with a frown on your face.
Chapter 9
Permission
He met Shamus at the door and escorted him into the bar. If ever there were an odd couple of friends, the tall and powerful Cyrus walking next to short, stocky and flaming red haired and bearded Shamus had to be one of them. When he reached the bar he found a quiet booth and called the waiter to him. From his wallet he pulled several one hundred dollar bills out. “To start, a couple of bottles of Guinness for me and my friend. When that’s gone add anything else he wants to my bill.”
As soon as the drinks arrived he excused himself to find and use the house phone to get hold of the concierge. “Yes I’m in the bar with a friend and when my guest arrives will you call me here?” Cyrus paused a moment as he listened to response. “And everything upstairs is ready? Thank you!” then he hung up and motioned the Barman to him. “I have a guest arriving soon for dinner and the concierge will be calling me here.”
The guy behind the bar had been listening discreetly. “I’ll take care of it Mr. Calitri, and thanks for the heads up on your guest. I’ll try and take care of him. I called our distributor and they have a rush delivery on the way. I take it you have seen some of the weird things that happen around him?”
“Oh just human nature really, mob mentality in reverse. But if is in a bad mood it just seems to infect those around him and then accidents start to happen.” He said explaining away the quirky things that happened around Shamus. “Take him to the casino sometime and watch what happens. Trust me it’ll change your mind forever! He gives new meaning to luck o’ the Irish. The trick is always seeing past the obvious.” Cyrus said winking at the Barman and slipping a large bill into the tip mug.
That line of thinking had never occurred to the man and he was looking shrewdly at Cyrus, then at Shamus. “I’ll remember that.” he said then handed Cyrus two more bottles of beer.
He went back to his table and gave Shamus both fresh bottles and they were passing time quietly catching up on blokes and folks as Shamus called it. Cyrus talked about Triana confirming Shamus’s suspicions. Cyrus had lost track of some of the Pooka’s family and was enjoying the update. The King of the Pooka’s had gotten into horse breeding in a big way and was quietly running a large estate in County Cork and having success with bloodlines no one else would normally touch. Cyrus realized while talking to Shamus just how far he had isolated himself from his family.
His head suddenly went up and he knew the moment when Triana entered the hotel parking lot in the chauffeured car. Shamus was looking at him and smiled when he noticed his sudden change in attention. Perhaps things were changing for his old friend and drinking buddy. Life while never fair had been particularly cruel to this man.
When the phone rang Cyrus watched the Barman nod his direction and both he and Shamus moved to the lounge area in the main entrance. He was standing when Triana entered the door. The change in Triana was remarkable. Gone was the professional and cool accountant and here was a charming sophisticated woman. She was wearing a cream colored dress that revealed her figure and her hair nicely arranged, not in the sever style she had worn before. Her face this time had just hint of make up and she was lacking glasses taking Cyrus’ breath away. She was positively glowing and her aura reflected it as well. She was very happy about something.
She was smiling when she approached and the surprised look on Cyrus’s face made the moment so perfect. She would treasure that. She was a little curious at his companion. She first thought it might be an entertainer then as she got closer the next word to pop in her mind was “hobbit”. For some reason she saw Cyrus smile at that exact moment but said nothing.
Cyrus took her hand and kissed it bending at the waist again. “Good evening Triana, You look very lovely tonight. My friend here is Shamus O’Brien a president of O’Brien Oil, now retired. We met by accident a bit ago and renewed an old friendship.
Shamus followed his example and kissed her hand. “And a bonny lass she is indeed Cyrus, just as ya described. I’ll be about me business and catch up with you later, ye have better company now than an old wildcatter and his crazy stories.”
“Nice to meet you Shamus, but please don’t let me break up something.” Triana said. She got the distinct impression this man was not going to let go of her hand and he was measuring her for something. She saw his nostrils flare as if drinking in her scent.
Shamus let go of Triana’s hand. “Not at all lass, just helping me old mate pass the time, he has no patience ya see, and watching him pace ‘tis like watching a wild cat in a cage.” He gave Cyrus a pat on the back and a little wave and headed back to the bar. He had two hundred dollars to drink up.
Cyrus waited until Shamus was out of site before he breathed easier. He was in a good mood and he had some serious drinking to do, so nothing was likely to happen till he worked his way through the hotels supply of spirits. Only then did he offer Triana his arm. “I believe we have a dinner date, so my charming and lovely Triana let ‘s go.
Triana took the offered arm and Cyrus guided her to the elevator. He saw the look of concern as they passed by the entrance to the hotel restaurant. She was still wondering as he used his room key on the elevator then pressed the button for the top floor. “It looks like we are not going to the restaurant so where are you taking me?” Triana asked.
Cyrus smiled as he answered. ”I could not bear to share you with anyone else tonight so I have made other arrangements. Do not fear, everything will be very proper. That reminds me I have not asked your father’s permission to date you. In Greece even today that is still considered proper, usually if she is still under her father’s roof anyway. Should I call him before we eat?” Cyrus asked.
Triana had been wondering how to bring up that subject. A chance meeting at a food festival was one thing but this was something else. Her Mother and Father had called her not thirty minutes before she had left her apartment and they wanted to know everything about this guy. She had to tell them about the flowers and their date tonight. In addition, there had been some excitement over something else strange. A man had been there last evening looking into the genealogy of her family. He was only checking facts but the records he had went back over twelve generations.
The doors opened and as they stepped into the hall Triana pulled a cell phone from her purse. “Would you mind Cyrus? I know it seems so old fashion but it really would help me.”
“No, not at all. If you will just give me the number I will call them.” Cyrus said leading down the corridor to the meeting room.
“I have my folks on speed dial so here.” Triana flipped open her phone and hit two digits then looked at it oddly. “My phone seems to be dead and I just charged it.” She was wondering what to do next.
Cyrus said nothing but lead her to the meeting room for their dinner and found the phone there. He dialed the proper digits for a long distance call then let Triana finish dialing. Cyrus took the receiver then and asked for Mr. Matros. From there the conversation slipped into Greek.
Triana hearing only one side of the conversation was holding her breath. If her Father said no she would be honor bound to leave. “Yes Sir, I met you daughter the other night at the Greek food festival. I have invited her to dinner tonight but felt I should ask your permission to date her.” There was a long pause then he replied. “Yes I am of Greek ancestry but I live in Italy now as my family’s business there demands my presence.”
He was smiling now and Triana let out her breath. ”Several things actually, a shipping line and transport business that I am involved with, but I started an Air Cargo company that takes most of my time. I’m here sorting out some customs problems and then budget and billing issues. Yes, thank you I will put her on.” Cyrus winked at her then handed her the phone.
“Yes Papa, I will be fine. He has been very much the gentleman. Thank You. Bye-bye Papa.” Triana hung up the phone then looked at Cyrus and switched back to English. “There is something you are not telling me. That was way too easy”
Cyrus’s eyes got narrow. “Yes I do have things I’m not telling you but for now lets have dinner as cold food is not on the menu.” He pulled out a chair then seated Triana who found a single red rose across her plate. I believe you requested Greek style leg of lamb.” He waved to the one of the two waiters who had been watching the whole event take place and raised the cover from a warming tray. The aroma of the dish filled the room. The second waiter brought out a chilled bottle of red wine and uncorked it holding the cork out to Cyrus. He accepted the cork, sniffed it then dismissed the waiters pouring two glasses he presented one to Triana.
“I chose a nice little French Bordeaux for this meal.” He said then went to the lamb and began carving it then went and got her plate. He removed the red rose from her plate and saying as he offered it to her. “In hopes that I see a little bit of mischief come out.”
Triana took the rose and held it to her nose inhaling the delicate fragrance then dropped it saying “Nuts.” She was looking at the side of her finger where a thorn had caught her and now a bright red drop of blood was welling up.
Cyrus moved so fast she could not remember him moving at all, one second he was on the far side of the table carving the leg of lamb the next instant he was on the other side of the table with her hand to his mouth kissing the drop of blood away.
Cyrus who had not feed yet was feeling the beast raging within him. At the taste of her blood he wanted more. He did suck at it a second getting another drop or two from the little wound. He suppressed the urge to feed and when he kissed the little thorn prick gently touched it with his tongue carrying his saliva to the little wound licking it closed. His saliva had both clotting and healing agents. This closed the little wound very effectively and he hid his action grabbing a cloth napkin from the table and patting at her hand.
“It always seemed to work for my mom when she kissed away little boo-boo’s like that.” Cyrus said as he continued to pat her hand with the napkin. He then caught a little thought from her “How sweet, my mom would do that.” The thought he had just picked up both surprised and delighted him. With just those couple of drops of blood he had licked from her finger he now had a path to her thoughts. He could concentrate before and pick them up but now her surface thoughts were just there. He could probably delve deeper but that would leave an impression and she would know he had been there. He dared not make that journey at this time.
He went back to the lamb and finished cutting then served Triana then made a plate for himself heavy on the things he sensed had the trace elements he needed. After that he sat down and lifted his wine glass in salute. “To what I hope is the first of many lovely times together.” Then he sat by Triana and she hesitantly touched her glass to his.
“Why the attention Cyrus? You don’t think I’m a rich heiress do you.” Triana finally said.
“An heiress would not be looking after other peoples money as an accountant so no, I don’t think that. You are the first woman in a very long time that has interested me. All I was hoping for was some enjoyable times together and then who can tell, no man can look into a woman’s heart.” Cyrus said truthfully.
Triana was smiling now. ‘Ok, that I can live with, but I have the feeling you are here for something else. I sense things about people and you are searching for something and have many deep dark secrets.”
“Always searching Triana, perhaps looking for something lost a long time ago and you reminded me of that.” Cyrus said seriously.
“You have me intrigued Cyrus.” She said taking a bite of her lamb and at the taste of it she closed her eyes and just enjoyed. She had not had this in a long time. The local markets didn’t seen to carry lamb. Whoever had cooked this almost had her mom’s recipe.
“May I ask why?” Cyrus inquired.
Triana looked him in the eyes and for a second was lost in the depth of them. She put her head down and started playing with the stem of her wine glass. “Your rich or very well off. You seem very confident and sure of yourself. I’m sure you could have any number of beautiful girls simply by crooking your finger at them. And here I am just me.”
“To me you are beautiful and interesting Triana.” Cyrus said softly.
Triana blushed at those words. “And your secrets Cyrus?”
“I have many Triana, business always comes to keeping your secrets and knowing the other parties.” Cyrus said seriously
“And why do I sense you know more about me than you are saying. I’m very sensitive to things like that.” Triana asked.
“I knew more about you from the instant we met than you would like.” Cyrus said smiling.
“How?” Triana asked
“You would have to have an open mind Triana, and don’t think me crazy. I can prove some of it but the rest you would have to take at my word. I would have to have your word you wouldn’t tell anyone. I use these gifts all the time in business. It gives me an edge. I trust them.”
Triana was frowning but this much of a mystery she could not pass up. She thought that over slowly. What could this man know about her in just a few hours? “OK you have my word Cyrus as long as it doesn’t involve little green men.”
“No little green men, Triana I promise.” Cyrus had a grin.
“Well?” she said impatient now.
Cyrus took her hand “I see peoples auras Triana, and have learned how to interpret them, and to a small degree, I can sense peoples thoughts.”
Her hand jerked a little when he said this but he held it tight. “You said you could prove it?” Triana asked.
“I’ll ask a question Triana and you just think the answer. I would start with something mundane first so it doesn’t get personal.” Cyrus said handing her purse. “Get out your wallet and count you cash, just the bills. Then think the answer.” He let go of her hand and then turned around in his swivel chair so he could look at the window.
Triana being curious did just that. There wasn’t much, a ten-dollar bill and four singles. She ruffled through the bills a couple of times. Then she stuck the cash in her wallet then folded and snapped it shut and put it back in her purse. Only then did she tap him on the shoulder. He looked in her eyes then said only word. “Think.”
Triana smiled at the impossibility of it all and thought “Fourteen a ten and four ones.”
Cyrus kept looking into the large brown eyes of Triana and said “Fourteen.”
Triana was grinning now. “A good magic trick, nothing more.”
Cyrus sighed at this point. “I agree it could be a good guess or I could have looked in your purse but this time I will make it something only you could know and it will be very personal. So can I ask another question? And I will ask you to still keep an open mind.”
Triana was thinking now what could he possibly ask that only she would know? Nothing came to mind right away. Well maybe there is one thing, but surely a gentleman as courtly as he was would not ask that. “Ask your question Cyrus.” She finally said after letting her breath out slowly.
He once again took her hand and held it tight. “Think carefully now of what underwear you are wearing for your date with me. Its color it’s style hold the image in your head a second as you last saw yourself in the mirror.” Cyrus asked smiling and Triana blushing.
Chapter 10
Gold Customs
“A beige racer back bra and a rather delightful image of lacy black French cut panties that will keep me dreaming for a long time.” Cyrus said promptly. “I did warn you.”
Triana tried to jerk her hand away again but Cyrus held it steady then brought her hand to his lips and kissed it again. “I take it from your reaction that I’m right or at least the image that I just saw was very close. That’s the problem, I can only see and sense things that you are thinking at the moment, and so if I want or need information I have to phrase it so that it will provoke a response. I am usually much more subtle. You were very lovely Triana.”
If anything her blush got deeper and her hand smoothed down her dress as if checking the under garments. It took her a moment to quit fidgeting but then looked again into Cyrus’s eyes. “So you do know many things about me. That’s hardly fair Cyrus.”
“I have been very careful around you Triana, I didn’t want to scare you. I just wanted to know who you were in a very normal fashion. Calling my old friend a hobbit was very funny by the way. That one just sort of leaped out at me.” Cyrus said with a twinkle in his eye remembering the moment.
She covered her mouth at that statement trying to cover a smile. “Alright you got me on that one. I believe you now. So what happens next?”
“I think we finish dinner, and then we will see.” Cyrus poured more wine into her glass. They both picked at their food for a few minutes with neither saying anything before Cyrus looked up and said softly “So any more questions for me?”
“Yes, what does my aura reveal to you?” Triana asked seriously. She put down her fork and put her napkin on the table. All thoughts of eating dinner were gone now.
“Many things Triana, you were very happy earlier and I pleased you with my little gifts and attentions and other things that a gentlemen does not talk about.” Cyrus had a very serious look on his face as he said that. Triana’s blush deepened at that remark. “Shall we finish dinner or should I kiss you now?”
“You can kiss me now Cyrus” Triana got up and seated herself in his lap and wrapped her arms about his neck snuggling deep and enjoying the masculine fragrance of him and his reaction. She put her head down however to avoid that moment. “You must know I have been thinking about it but what I want to know is why my dad was so easy on you?”
“Triana, a long time ago it was a custom to give the parents of a girl you were thinking seriously about a gift of gold. I sent your parents a little token of my intentions. I sent a small gold pocket watch for your dad and gold earrings for your mom, both made in Greece. There are some advantages to having an airfreight company. I give instructions and stuff actually goes to where I send it. They weren’t expensive but thoughtful enough to give your father an excuse to say yes.” Cyrus was holding her now and finally getting to touch her hair.
Triana gave a little sigh. “I see, Thank you Cyrus. I can see I will be having a long talk with the folks. I do hope you know you just gave my mother something to talk about for weeks. So tell me, what does the girl get whom you are thinking seriously about?”
He lifted Triana’s head by the chin and slowly brought her lips to his. With her in his lap he gently nipped at her lips first then at the taste of her and with a hand in her hair he took her mouth and kissed her deeply. Her hunger nearly matched his and moments later she was reveling in his touch, giving her mouth and body to him. Time slowed down as the two enjoyed each other’s taste and touch.
After a bit Cyrus looked at Triana. “To answer your question in very old times if the gifts were accepted the woman was simply carried off. But in more modern times the woman was given a gift of gold also.” He stopped at this point and fumbled in his suit pocket for a moment. He silently thanked his forethought of stopping at the hotel gift shop. He could only hope it fit as he pulled the gold necklace from his pocket. It was box link style chain about quarter inch thick and of yellow gold. He placed this on her neck and fastened the closure on his first try one handed as he refused to let go of her waist.
Triana had not seen this as she still had her eyes closed and her hand went to the necklace feeling it. She reached for her purse and pulled out a small hand mirror and looked at the necklace set off against her dusky skin. She was smiling now as her fingers traced the links. It was not snug but fit nicely to her throat letting her get a finger or two under it. She put down the mirror and looked at Cyrus. There were tears hovering in the corners of her eyes as she traced the links with her fingers. Cyrus took a moment to kiss them away. Triana replied by hugging him tighter.
“Cyrus I have to ask this so forgive someone who is not as experienced as you, but I’m an American girl who has never been out of the country so what does this mean exactly?” Triana asked as she pushed herself away afraid she was going to commit herself to something she didn’t understand.
Cyrus who was reading her fear understood. As he seemed to know customs she was unaware of, what was she getting into exactly? “If you accept the necklace Triana, it is less than a betrothal or engagement but means you have accepted me as a someone seriously seeking your affections. A steady girlfriend I believe is the term you use here.”
Triana whose hand was tracing the necklace again looked into his dark eyes again. “I can accept that part of it Cyrus but why me?”
Cyrus gave a little sigh. How to explain that? No woman liked to be compared to another in his experience. “Triana I have been looking a long time for a certain spirit and fire. Those I seem to meet have hidden agendas. Their aura tells me things they don’t want me to know. Your aura called to me from across that courtyard the other night. You accepted my strange talents easily enough that I know you can do the same thing perhaps to a smaller degree and didn’t dismiss them. I think we are compatible that’s why.”
He pulled her to his lips then and he took her kisses. She fit against his body like a glove arousing parts of him long since locked away. He had to fight to keep the beast in control. He could feel her body responding as well and sense her warm moist heat rising. Her scent soon overcame her subtle perfume.
Triana felt his desire and sensed the beast rising in him. She was filled with desire as well but this was all going to fast. When she felt his control weakening she pushed herself away. It was like pushing against a tree when she had her hands against his chest feeling the hard muscles of his body. Cyrus understood at once and relaxed and settled for Triana being on his lap. They both sat there a long while in relative contentment saying nothing but enjoying the company and feel of another person near them. No words were exchanged, just the touch of two bodies and two spirits wrapping themselves in each other.
This quite happy time may have gone on longer but the phone rang in the room. With a low growl Cyrus answered the phone and listened a moment and said “I will be right down,” then sighed. “It looks like I will have to go and look in on Shamus. Will you go with me?” he asked Triana.
She giggled at this point and got off of his lap smoothing her clothes. “Yes, lets look in on your hobbit and I really will have to go after that.” She said with some finality.
He took Triana’s hand and she didn’t let go. They took the elevator down and found Shamus sitting where he had left him. Piles of shot glasses were stacked upside down in an impossible pyramid in front of Shamus and a happy look on his face. Two men sat across from him slumped across the table dead to the world and both held empty glasses in their hands. He looked at the bartender who was grinning. “I’m down to my last bottle and thought you should know. We have to close in fifteen minutes.”
Cyrus was looking at the table and realized Shamus was playing a little game of “Last Man Standing”. Whoever had been foolish enough to try and drink an Irishman under the table had been sadly misinformed. “Is everything alright otherwise?” Cyrus asked the Bartender.
“I took your advice and lets just say I had a good night.” He dumped the tip mug into a bowl he had under the counter and the bowl now was brimming with cash and coin. “The two gentlemen who are taking a little nap are actually responsible for the bar tab as they seem to have lost the wager. I have their car keys and credit cards but I though perhaps your calming hand may be needed to see Mr. O’Brien to the door.”
Cyrus nodded and with Triana’s hand still in his he went to Shamus. “Looks like you emptied the pantry Shamus. Still have to get back to your wife Kate don’t you? I don’t want her to be mad at me, all that red hair and temper!”
Shamus gave Cyrus a contented little smile. “Aye I’d best be going then. I told you the pubs here had a strong sense o’ morality. In Ireland so long as t’were a paying customer t’would still be open.” With that he got up and walked to the door giving no sign of inebriation.
Triana only looked at the stack of glasses and then at Shamus with a face of incredulity. Cyrus just shrugged his shoulders in a resigned motion and made sure he made it to the door. He did catch the doorman attention and arranged a ride for Triana next then pulled her into the shelter of his body.
Cyrus tilted her head up and gave her another kiss then looked into her eyes. “Since you didn’t take the necklace off, can I call you my girl?”
Triana’s hand went to the necklace and toyed with it a bit. It was a good feeling to think she was part of a couple. In her few years she had been on her own this had never happened. Even in college she had never found someone she wanted to share her life with. Other than a few double dates with some of her work friends, dates had been few and far between. An exciting weekend was renting a few movies and maybe having a good cry, as much from the movie as for herself.
This man excited her and made her have feelings she had never had. Part of it was she sensed things about him. He was dangerous she could feel that but nothing directed toward her. He had deep secrets and a hint of sadness to him that she could not place. She knew now she would hate to be on the other side of the bargaining table from him if it came to business. Nevertheless, it came back to being a part of something, a part of a union. She wanted it even if only for his stay in Dallas.
She stayed in Cyrus’ arms until the car pulled up then as he kissed her she said “Yes.” Then she skipped away from him as the driver opened the door.
Chapter 11
Cats
He watched Triana leave with more of a twinge of regret than he would like. He had serious work to do but the idea of him succumbing to a vampire was remote. Since he had lost his wife he had taken on the responsibilities of a tracker. Dispensing justice as only his people could. Many trackers were given nicknames spoken in quiet around them. Cyrus had earned the title Ice Man but it was still widely thought he sought the release of death. Now with the scent of Triana still on his clothes and the warmth of her kiss on his lips he was having other thoughts.
He shook this mood then headed to his suite and once again from his perch took to the sky in the shape of a golden eagle. He circled the meeting place once to find the center triangle gone. A tawny shape occupied one of the triangles. Feline and powerful the shape appeared to be a lion just staring at the empty triangle. The creature was lying on its belly legs stretched out. He circled a few times before landing but stayed in the form of an eagle. The two creatures stared at each other a long time before Cyrus decided to shift. Some one had to make the first move and since Cyrus had placed the sign it was his duty. Cyrus sat and waited looking at the lioness that made no move other than to twitch its tail from time to time.
The lioness finally got to all fours and circled Cyrus in his triangle a couple of times testing the wind and his scent the whole time. Cyrus did the same catching the scent of the cat. Satisfied it went back to the other triangle and settled down on its belly again then shifted.
The woman who was now in the triangle stayed on her belly hands across breasts with head up. She had long light brown hair that she now casually threw over her shoulder and let it down her back. It was long enough that it covered her body down to her legs. She was a very lovely creature and even her facial features reflected her feline ancestry. He suspected her position and keeping her nudity covered was for his benefit. Normally any of the cat people had very few nudity taboos or moral objections to mating with whoever took their fancy. They made their own rules that suited their instincts.
Cats have long been revered as deities since before the time of the pharos. Many have been credited with life saving or mystical powers. In ancient time human sacrifices were made to them, a woman usually staked out to the ground was considered a fitting sacrifice. Some times the body was found and sometimes not. A large male cat with no females around him would mate with the sacrificed female then herd them back to his lair. The reproductive instinct would take precedent even over hunger. If the female did not submit to him she could always become food. Several races were known to exist to the Children of Mire that were more than legend. The jaguar people existed still in central Europe and South America.
Cyrus waited for the female shape shifter to say something, but rather than speak she waved him closer and he left his triangle sitting down a respectful five feet or so away from her. Now that she didn’t have to shout she raised the right arm palm outward saying “Hail Immortal from the lion people.”
Cyrus did the same thing with his right arm. “The Immortals give greetings to the lion people. I am Cyrus, a tracker and an instrument of justice.”
The woman put her arm down. Held her head to the air she again sensed her environment before she spoke. “I am Celina, mate to Ronan and leader of the pride. Why are you here Immortal?”
“A vampire is here, I seek to bring him to our justice.” Cyrus replied.
Celina was silent for a very long time and just lay there watching. “We will not kill for you Immortal. Nor would we even try to kill a vampire. Their speed and strength even gives the lion people pause.”
“I laid the truce sign out to see if he would talk and see if a mistake had been made. That is all I sought.” Cyrus said.
Celina was silent for another long moment as if considering the options. “This is very bad news and a sorrow for you tracker. To have to bring justice to one of your own is always a sad thing. Ridding our territory of the vampire is in our interest. We will not kill for you but we can track as we have no weakness during the day. If it is the wish of the Immortal we will try and find his lair but that is all. Anything after that is up to you.”
“Any news would be welcome. He has not fed in several days so he will have to hunt soon. He was in this park when last he made a kill. His scent is near the creek and tunnel. He is hiding his trail well even from me and all I am seeing is brief flashes of his hunger.” Cyrus explained all this but was wary. Something seemed just a little off. He was wondering why the alpha male of the local pride had not been present and why the alpha female was here. Her scent told him things he was trying to ignore.
“Where can we send word tracker?” Celina asked.
Cyrus explained for a few moments how to do that. “I will leave word that you are to be put through any time or if I am searching leave a message at the desk. I can be reached via email as well if you wish my address.” Celina only nodded at this and he rattled off his email address for a European Internet provider and she did the same for a local one.
A long silence then developed between them. Celina had her nose in the air and was still testing the environment around them. She seemed suspicious about something then seemed to relax but her posture reflected disappointment.
“You are mated.” Celina said next. “You have her scent.”
Cyrus had a better idea of what was going on. Celina, or at least the feline side of her was in heat. Either she was being offered as a gift by the Alpha male or wished a mating between them to occur. To her disappointment she had sensed the scent of another. Rather than long explanations Cyrus felt a direct answer was best even if it was only a fond hope at this time. “Yes, I am mated.”
Celina gave a bit of a sigh at that point. Though the lion people set their own rules about morality and sex they respected the rules of others as a point of honor. “We have no quarrel with you or your people. We will do this small favor, as the pride will be safer without the vampire.”
“The family and I thank you for any assistance.” Cyrus said formally inclining his head.
The night had been abnormally quiet with the presence of the two shape shifters. Not even insects had been making noise as if waiting for something to happen. Now the silence was broken by a grunting noise in the distance. Celina turned to the noise then sensed the air and Cyrus did the same watching her reaction. Another cat, a large one, male and impatient was very close now
“My mate grows restless tracker. I must leave for a short while but I will be back with him soon. Stay so he may talk with you.” Celina had already shifted back to her lioness form and had stood and padded off making no noise.
As soon as her form disappeared into the night the area became alive again with the sounds of the night. Insects chirped and began to move as if glad to see the lioness move off. Cyrus waited and heard the sound of the cats in their fond but rough play. It did not take long before the alpha pair returned. Celina resumed her same position but now she had an air of contentment. The huge male lion went to the creek and began exploring. It didn’t take him long to find what he was looking for. He shook himself violently as if trying to rid his body of an irritant. He padded next to his mate and placed his body in front of hers, then began to sniff at Cyrus. Satisfied he shifted to human form. The two predators stared at each other a long moment.
“Hail Immortal, I am Ronan.” The man in front of him now had long shaggy brown hair reminiscent of the mane he had seen on the lion. His body was heavily muscled and showed battle scars in several places. Three long parallel scars from his collarbone to sternum as if raked by the claws of a paw were the most visible. He had fought for his mate and won.
“Hail Ronan, leader of the pride. I am Cyrus Calitri tracker for the tribe.” He made no move otherwise as Ronan seemed to be in a protective mood. By placing his body in front of hers he was giving a clear signal to Cyrus.
“Celina has told me what you seek. The scent of the vampire is by the creek as you described. The scent will not last much longer so the pride will be gathered tonight and then sent scouting. We will contact you if anything is found. What makes you think he is still here? If I had you tracking me I would think twice about staying put.” Ronan said as he stretched his body out near Celina.
Cyrus’ body stiffened. “He seeks to steal my mate Ronan, he can’t leave now till our business is done.”
Ronan’s body at that point covered Celina’s as if protecting her from an unseen threat. Protecting a mate was something the lion people understood.
“Do you know the Prince of the Pooka’s?” Cyrus asked.
Ronan gave a short little barking laugh when he said that. “Yes his scent is here as well, we avoided the area earlier for that reason. He could curse a hunt in corral full of cattle.”
“He watches my mate during the daylight. That should distract the vampire as well. I ask that the Lion people give him wide berth.” Cyrus said with a smile.
“An easy request to grant Cyrus, we avoid the Pooka as our ancestors avoided the elephant. Have no fear of that.” Ronan had relaxed now and went back to sitting in front of his mate.
Cyrus’s whole body went rigid as he had a flash of the vampire’s blood lust. He felt it to the north now and ready to strike. He looked at Ronan, “He’s north seeking a kill I must go. Protect the pride at all cost.” Then he shifted into the form of the eagle and from his sitting position he was in a bad position to leave. He sprayed the lion people with dust and dirt from his sloppy takeoff but could not take the time to make amends. With luck his real job would be done soon.
Chapter 12
Meetings
It took him only a couple of minutes to get to where he was feeling the raw red blood lust. He was stalking his prey and the open parking lot near a movie theater was in the process of changing movies. This put Cyrus at a disadvantage, as he could not shift without appearing nude. He could circle however and narrowed the lot down to one end where the teenagers tended to park because of the privacy and lack of working streetlights.
He settled on one of the lights that was not working and began to watch. There was a wooded construction area nearby where the utilities were just going in. The area was riddled with open large excavations that had cement drainage and irrigation pipes many leading to the flood control areas. He surveyed the area with some anger. The vampire could not have chosen a much better area for hunting with all the places he could use to bolt to.
Even worse the far end of the lot showed a gathering of cars and many of the young adults showing gang colors. Nothing drew a vampire like conflict and this made hiding his work even easier. His feeding would add to the ferment to keep things agitated. The crowd even now was working themselves up into a fight.
Rather than watch the center of the gathering he concentrated on the edges where individuals would be easy prey. He sensed the presence of the vampire and being this close some of the thoughts he was trying to hide did leak out. He was there on the edges in the shadows patient and deadly. Even so he was hungry and needed to feed which could lead to mistakes.
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