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      DELIRIUM NOCTURNUM: A NEW SAPPHIC VAMPIRE - ROMANTIC HORROR SERIES

      From romantic horror author Rojana Krait comes a lesbian vampire tale blurring the lines between pleasure and pain, good and evil, and freedom and bondage. House of Stone is an enemies to lovers thousand year age gap romance between two ice queens who want to love each other almost as much as they want to destroy each other.

      I’m an elder, a sister, a mother to my girls and there’s nothing that I wouldn’t do to keep them safe but my attempts at protecting them from their own desires have backfired. One by one, they’ve spread their dark wings and left the ice-encrusted safety of our coven. They’ve found love but I’ll always be alone. A millennia of self-flagellation hasn’t cleansed me of my dark secret; I crave blood but not nearly as much as I crave pain. When an enemy falls into my lair I think that I can distract myself by indulging in my depraved fantasies but this woman is different. Everything I give, she takes, and if I can’t get her under control I’m afraid that I’ll be the one begging her for mercy.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      DELIRIUM NOCTURNUM is a collection of 4 standalone volumes about a coven of contemporary lesbian vampires sworn to protect and avenge the innocent. Each volume contains 4 novellas that tell the tale of one sapphic vampire and the woman who makes her want to break her vows. These books contain adult content and graphic violence, please see the author’s website (www.rojanakrait.com) for the VERY MANY trigger warnings for each volume. 
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      TROPES

      
        	Enemies to Lovers

        	Forced Proximity

        	Opposites Attract

        	Forbidden Love

        	Kidnapping

        	Captor/Captive

        	Good Girl / Bad Girl

        	Serial Killer

        	Primal Play

      

      TRIGGER WARNINGS

      
        	Dub C

        	Homophobia

        	Familial Trauma

        	S Transmitted Vampirism

        	HFN Ending

      

      If you have a trigger not listed, feel free to contact me directly to ask about it.
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      Be the first to find out about all of Rojana Krait’s new releases, book sales and freebies by joining her mailing list.  Click here to join!
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      It’s her again, the wild and elegant one, the one I’ve named Bacchus because she looks just like Caravaggio’s portrait with her aloof expression and her impossibly feral black curls. I can recognize her from a mile away now just by her gait, by the way her slender, porcelain frame seems to lope along the city’s streets after the sun goes down, her long limbs forming curling, rounded lines almost like a cloud of smoke billowing through the black fabric of the night.

      I have to keep my distance, to fight the urge to jog after her like a curious puppy, though that’s exactly what I feel like right now. I’m dying to get closer to her. I’ve been hunting her for months and it’s hard to resist the urge to pounce on her, restrain her, and make her tell me everything. Instead I keep my eyes trained on her, boring into the back of her shoulders, and I press the nail of my thumb into the pad of my middle finger in a sort of tiny attempt to keep my cool.

      She’s alone. Usually she is, though sometimes she has a huge, shaggy grey dog with her that follows closely at her heel, flouting the city’s leash laws. I wish I could stop her for that, but alas, walking your dog off-leash isn’t exactly an arrestable offense and I don’t want her to know that she’s attracted the attention of the police. I don’t want to spook her.

      Well, technically she’s only attracted the attention of one detective, and that one detective doesn’t have enough reasonable cause to identify her as a person of interest to her superiors, but if I’m right about her — and I’m sure that I am — if I’m right about what she’s done…

      This is the kind of case that makes a detective’s career. This is the kind of bust I need if I ever want to be perceived as anything other than Daddy’s Little Girl on the force, if I ever want to gain the respect of my fellow detectives and the beat cops that support us. If I ever want to gain the respect of my father.

      My prey pauses at an intersection, glances over her shoulder, and furrows her brow.

      Shit.

      I’ve been made, or at least I think I have until she turns left and continues on her way.

      It’s then that I make my move; I can’t stay right on her heels because the streets are too empty at night to follow her without being noticed but I also can’t let her out of my sight. This is how I lose her every single time. I’ve been trying to follow her to her home or business or any place where I might be able to connect some dots to figure out who she is, but she always seems to vanish into thin air the second she’s out of my sight, just like a ghost.

      She shouldn’t be this hard to identify. There just aren’t that many people left in this city who have that kind of money, and as the daughter of the Chief of Police, I’ve met all of the prominent families that linger, that haven’t moved on to somewhere more glamorous like New York or L.A. or Miami.

      I can tell she’s rich by the cut of her suits, which she always wears. In fact, it’s the only detail about her that I’m certain of. I don’t think this girl owns a pair of jeans or any kind of casual attire at all, unusual in this day and age. I’m no fashion expert but even I can see that these suits were made custom for her, and many of them have a kind of vintage look to them even though they never appear old or worn. Like they were designed by someone who lived a hundred years ago.

      They’re beautiful, but I know all too well that not everything beautiful is good or kind or humane or even decent. This beauty in particular is deadly, like a black mamba, shining and venomous. She slithers through my streets, leaving a trail of missing people and dried-up husks of corpses.

      I made the connection before I ever saw her or the others. Our city is a war zone but most of the violent crime we see is messy. Domestic violence is rampant and on my own beat, narcotics, I see gang violence burning through our neighborhoods like wildfire, leaving a trail of bullet-ridden bodies.

      Bacchus, though… Bacchus and her buddies are neat. Tidy. Their work is so antiseptic that a hospital staff would be proud. In fact, early in my own private investigation, I suspected that Bacchus was a doctor, or had some kind of medical training, but if she is then she isn’t affiliated with any of our local hospitals or clinics. I know because I’ve already searched all of their employment records.

      It wasn’t just the sterile crime scenes that caught my attention. It was the type of victim that we always found at these scenes. Both men and women, young and old, but every single one of them was an absolute scumbag. Traffickers, child abusers, serial rapists, missing or drained of blood from environments that never have a single footprint or fingerprint or forced point of entry.

      I believe that’s how Bacchus has been flying under the radar. The police don’t exert themselves too hard when professional criminals meet with unfortunate ends. Why would we? It’s one less problem on our hands every time one of these assholes manages to get himself killed, and besides, most of them have plenty of enemies. It comes with the territory.

      I shouldn’t care, but I can’t help it. In my heart, I believe in our justice system. I believe that it’s the job of every police officer to uphold the law, and I believe that even the most hardened criminals deserve fair trials. I also believe that not every moral question is a grey zone. I believe in good and evil and I believe that some matters are black and white. I believe that murder is wrong.

      That’s why I’m trailing Bacchus around an empty street corner in my free time in the middle of the night. I know what she and her friends have done and I need to figure out how I can prove it in a court of law so that I can get them off the streets.

      When I turn the corner, I’m hit with a wall of disappointment even though I already halfway knew that this would happen.

      She’s gone. Disappeared into thin air once again. The street is completely empty and this block is so long that it’s not possible that she’s turned again before I caught up with her. There are no side streets.

      There is an alleyway though, between two boarded up businesses, one that used to be a dry cleaner and one that’s been closed so long that there’s no indication of whatever used to take place there.

      It’s possible that she knew that she was being followed and she slipped down that alley to evade me. Not even just possible. Likely. Where else could she have escaped?

      I can feel my breath quicken in my chest as I draw my pistol from my shoulder holster. I might not have a good enough reason to be following this woman according to the law, but I’m not about to trail a cold-blooded murderer into a dark, empty alleyway unarmed. And I’m certainly not about to let her get away from me again.

      I take one final glance around the street to ensure that it’s clear before I enter the alleyway. It’s narrow, only about two meters wide, and it’s lined with trash, probably from illegal dumping. Only a sliver of moonlight illuminates the path before me and the shadows that the fire escapes on the building are casting up and down the walls are making it difficult to see.

      A metallic crash has me spinning on my heel with my weapon drawn but I feel silly when a fat grey tomcat missing half an ear jumps from one of the trash cans and saunters toward me meowing.

      “I’m sorry. I haven’t got anything for you. You’re probably hungry.”

      “That’s right,” a gravelly voice hisses in my ear as two arms as strong as iron rebar slither around me, causing me to drop my weapon. “I am hungry. And I think you do have something for me.”

      A small hand covers my mouth and I try to kick but Bacchus— and I know it’s her even though I can’t turn my head to see her— is much stronger than she looks. I’m not a weak woman and I have professional combat training, but I’m absolutely no match against her shocking strength.

      That doesn’t mean that I’m going to give up. I keep kicking and fight for my life. I clocked her as a murderer but I can feel the jut of her hipbone grinding against my backside. I shouldn’t be surprised, but I feel a twinge of disappointment to learn that she’s just as scummy as the people she’s been executing.
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      “Well, you have my attention. Are you going to behave? Shall I remove my hand from your mouth and then you can tell me what it is you’re after?”

      I’m expecting my little captive to freeze with fright. It’s what women usually do in this position, at least in my own personal experience.

      Instead she’s writhing and bucking like a wild horse, a horse that I’d love to take a ride on, as evident by the raging hunger she’s giving me. I can tell that she can feel the peaks of my hips through her cheap little polyester trousers and it could be wishful thinking on my part, but I believe that she’s purposefully grinding her magnificent ass against me.

      “Naughty girl,” I chuckle. “Settle down and I’ll take my hand off of your mouth. You’re not going to overpower me, so just stop. You’re being ridiculous right now.”

      Instead of using her brain and complying, my prisoner tries a different tack and stomps on my foot, smudging the toe of my Italian leather pump. In response I lift her from behind and she reacts by kicking her feet out, trying to make me lose balance.

      Eventually she’ll just tire herself out, I hope. She’s already pumping out the cortisol and I can smell the sweat pooling under her arms, musk and cumin and salt overpowering her baby powder scented Lady Speed Stick. It’s a scent that’s become familiar to me since she’s been chasing me around for weeks, and it’s one I’ve grown to crave. I can tell by the bouquet of her blood that she likes her food hot and I wonder what it would be like to drain her dry.

      I can also smell the wetness pooling in her panties, that same spicy scent but with base notes of peach and rice. Her scent is so strong that I know that I could plunge at least three fingers into her with no resistance if only our stupid clothes weren’t in the way.

      “Is this what you want?” I growl in her ear, bending her over slightly so that I can press myself against her cheeks.

      This causes her to squeal in protest, though I can also feel her body trembling and her temperature increasing. She wants it but she’s playing hard to get, which just happens to be one of my very favorite games.

      I could have given this angry kitty the fuck of her life, and I gladly would have had she just asked, but instead she pulled a gun on me. I’ve been ignoring her for a while now, assuming that she was a girl with a silly crush. It happens; it’s inevitable when you’re undead, humans can’t resist you. Usually they just try to get your attention by batting their eyelashes and licking their lips across the bar, or sometimes the more bold ones will approach with a pickup line.

      This is the first time one of them has ever tried to catch me at gunpoint.

      Now she’s my prisoner though, which is more to my tastes.

      She’s still thrashing, so I’m still holding tight and I’m also wondering if I’ve pegged her wrong. Was she going to try to rob me? Just the thought of it puts a rare smile on my face. Whatever she lacks in self-preservation skills she more than makes up for in bravery.

      She doesn’t look like a little thief, though, she looks more like a dominatrix with her tight bun and her red lipstick. And her blood is clean; I’d be able to smell it if she used drugs. Maybe she needs money for something else, maybe to cover one of the innumerable tragedies that seem to always be laid upon members of her species.

      “Do you need money?” I ask her calmly. “Are you in trouble and you need money?”

      Finally, this stills her. Poor little creature. She probably needs to pay for some family member’s medical expense or something, God only knows what. Once she’s entirely still I take my hand from her mouth.

      “Ma’am you need to release me and put your hands in the air this instant. Now!”

      “Are you still trying to mug me?” I can’t help but laugh. “You don’t need to do that.”

      “Ma’am! Release me and put your hands where I can see them!”

      This is more fun than I’ve had in a long time and I’d love to see what other surprises she has in store for me but I don’t have time for this and I also don’t want her to get hurt.

      Instead of releasing her and surrendering myself to whatever she’s imagining, I pinch a bundle of nerves in her neck and knock her temporarily unconscious. Then it occurs to me: I can’t just leave her in a pile of trash in this alley.

      Shit.

      I can’t fly with her either because she’s out like a light, so I pick her up and waste more of my time running her to the lake at a local park, where I set her gently upon a bench near the ducks.

      She’s still out and I take a moment to look her over. She looks so much younger when she’s sleeping like this, like a little girl playing dress up. I hope whatever led her into this predicament isn’t too terrible.

      I take out my wallet and stuff all the cash that I have on me into the inside pocket of her jacket, about five hundred bucks. I know that it’s probably not going to be enough to solve whatever problems have befallen her, but at least it’s something.

      Now I have another problem. Well, actually, she has another problem, but for some reason I’ve decided to make that my problem too. I can’t leave her unconscious with that much money on this bench.

      I sigh and take my immaterial form, then park in the branches of an oak tree to keep watch over Sleeping Beauty for the next hour or so until she wakes. The night is still young and I had shit to do, but it looks like my plans will have to wait.

      I’m not there for long when a bearded man pushing all of his worldly possessions in a shopping trolley pulls up on the scene. I’m immediately on edge, this is what I was afraid of, but I don’t pounce right away.

      The man stops and stares at the sleeping girl. Then he looks around. Then he stares around.

      “Hey,” I can hear him say softly from my perch.

      He picks up a long stick and pokes her with it, then looks around again.

      “Hey!” he raises his voice, to no avail. It’s going to be a minute still until she wakes.

      Then I watch as the man sighs and takes a seat on the bench next to the girl. Now she’s got two sentries looking out for her.

      It won’t be much longer that she’s out, so now that she’s got someone else standing guard I take my leave, in a cloud of mist, drifting across the night sky back to my lair.

      It’s really just a late nineteenth century manor where I live with my dog but it’s the place I’ve called home for several decades now.

      I greet Argos, who barely raises his head from the sofa as I enter, and retreat to my private chambers, having given up on accomplishing anything useful for the night. There’s only a few hours left before the sun rises now and I collapse onto my back on the chaise lounge in my library, replaying the events of the evening in my mind.

      I shouldn’t have let her go.

      Well, I should have let her go, then I should have hunted her down, overpowered her, and forced her to take the tongue lashing she so desperately wanted. There’s nothing in the world more thrilling than running down, catching, and devouring a fleeing prey animal, ready to be sacrificed on the altar of desire and unquenchable hunger. I wish that I could bottle the smell of fear and lust on them.

      I slide my hand into the waistband of my pants and absentmindedly stroke myself while harboring a regret that I didn’t search for the girl’s ID when she was unconscious. Then I could have found out where she lived and made a little visit in the night.

      She would have been shocked to see me in her home, while she was in her bed, totally helpless. I wonder if she sleeps nude, or if I’d have to tear her panties from her.

      I bring myself to a mind shattering orgasm while fantasizing about the girl trying to fight me off, then immediately feel guilty when the last of my spasms has died.

      I don’t force women like that anymore. God knows I forced enough of them when I was alive.

      At any rate, this is all a moot point. I don’t even know the girl’s name. After what happened over the past few hours, I’m sure she’ll know better than to try to follow me again. She’ll just disappear back into the city, never to be seen again.
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      “Miss? Miss? MISS? MISS!”

      The daylight is breaking and I’m…

      on a bench? In front of a lake? Is that Redcross Lake?

      “Miss? Are you alright? Are you sick?”

      I glance around and Santa Claus is addressing me from the neighboring bench. I blink my eyes a few times and my vision clears. It’s not Santa Claus, just a bearded old man.

      “Miss do you need me to call someone? Or 911? Have you been hurt? Should we get the police?”

      “I am the police,” I say without thinking.

      “No!”

      “Yes, unfortunately so,” I admit. I know this doesn’t look good, for an officer of the law to be waking up fully dressed on a public bench. My weapon could have been stolen⁠—

      Shit.

      My weapon.

      It’s not on me. Did the killer take it? This is bad. What if she proceeds to commit another murder using my police-issued firearm?

      “You have a little too much to drink last night?” my neighbor asks as I panic. “Don’t worry, we’ve all been there. You need to take better care of yourself, though, honey. It’s not safe out here, not for a gal like you. Not even for a crusty old man like me. Please try to be more careful next time.”

      “Thank you, sir, I appreciate it. I will.”

      I bid my new friend adieu and do the only think I can think of: I backtrack to the alley.

      I don’t have a vehicle and these neighborhoods don’t have any public transportation any more, but I can’t bring myself to call someone for help. How could I explain what I was doing at the crack of dawn alone in this neighborhood? And furthermore, how could I explain that I desperately needed to get back to an alley in an entirely different sketchy neighborhood?

      I don’t even know myself how I ended up here, let alone how I woke up with all my clothing and body parts. I don’t think I’ve been molested, which is a miracle because I was under the impression just a few hours ago that I was about to be assaulted.

      I’d be freaking out about just barely escaping Bacchus if I wasn’t already so anxious about my weapon.

      I’m on foot crossing town and there’s at least five miles between where I woke up and where I last remember being last night. Bacchus must have had a car somewhere nearby.

      So she knocked me out, kidnapped me, and drove me halfway across town just to abandon me on a park bench?

      That doesn’t make any sense.

      I guess it’s possible that she took me to the lake to assault me and then got interrupted and fled. But why would she take me there? Was she going to hide my body in the lake after she was done?

      I shudder to think of what could have happened and say a little prayer of thanks to whoever might be listening.

      By the time I return to the alley I’m covered in a thin layer of sweat and grime that seems to always appear whenever I pull an all-nighter. My hopes are low, but for the second time in the past twenty-four hours I’ve gotten lucky: my gun is still laying on the ground exactly where I dropped it last night.

      I pick it up and wipe it off and return it to my holster when I discover that there’s something in my breast pocket. It feels like paper and for a second my subconscious pipes up: I hope it’s her phone number.

      What the hell is wrong with me? Jesus, I guess I really do need to get laid if now I’m daydreaming about a psycho who nearly killed me.

      I reach into my pocket and pull out a wad of cash so thick that I immediately stuff it back into my pocket because I’m afraid that if anyone else sees that I’m carrying so much money I’m going to get robbed.

      I need to get a grip.

      I take a few deep breaths, dust myself off, and then start the walk back to my car, which is fortunately still where I left it, untouched. I get into the driver’s seat, lock the door, and pull out the cash.

      It’s nearly five hundred dollars.

      What the hell? Is this supposed to be some kind of bribe? I can’t think of why else Bacchus would have tried to send me on my way with this much cash. She must know that I know and now she thinks that since I’m a cop, I can just be bought off.

      Admittedly this is a commonly held belief about our force, but Bacchus picked the wrong cop to try to buy off. I can’t tell her to shove this money where the sun don’t shine and I can’t turn it in as evidence yet because she’s not under official investigation, so I stuff it in the glove compartment of my car until I figure out what to do with it.

      I’m able to get home, shower, and get a few hours sleep that day until I’m due at my parents’ house for dinner.

      “There she is,” my father pulls me into a bear hug as soon as he answers the door as though we don’t see one another at work nearly ever single day. “My little brainiac. How are you? You look tired. Whatsa’ matter, you had a hot date last night?”

      “Yeah, Chief, a hot date with a marathon of The Wire and a bottle of wine.”

      “What? No, come on. When are you gonna settle down? At this rate I’m just waiting for you to start your cat collection.”

      “Honey, stop, she’s only thirty, she has plenty of time to find a nice husband,” my mother intercedes and somehow makes things even worse. Both her and my father talk about me getting married all the time, though at this point even they must be getting suspicious about why I’ve never in my life had any kind of boyfriend.

      “Come in, dear,” my mother ushers me in and immediately puts a drink in my hand. “I’ve already got the lasagne on the table.”

      Every Sunday is the same. My mother spends all day cooking, sometimes all day Friday and Saturday too, and we meet up for family dinner minus my younger brother J.R. My father, who has always preferred to be addressed as “Chief” both at work and at home, holds court and my mother and I sit quietly as he tells us about his work and his interests in minute detail.

      “So now this fuckin’ Mayor, he’s worried about election season and he says he doesn’t like our numbers. This asshole, he wants us to make him look good so now he’s on my ass about arrests.”

      “Actually,” I glance up from my plate of noodles and cheese, “I think I might have something.”

      “Narc? That’s great, exactly what we need.”

      “Well it relates to the unsolved Strom case. I’ve been comparing some details on that case with a few others in a computer program I’ve created and I think there may be some similarities.”

      “A computer program? What kind of program?”

      “I wrote a program in which I can categorize details of a case and it will pull up all other cases with similar details.” “Wow,” I can already see my father’s eyes glazing over. He’s not a huge proponent of new policing technologies, he generally thinks that they can’t measure up to good, old fashioned police work. I know that I only have a moment more of his interest to make my case.

      “I’ve actually found a pattern of similar circumstances in crime scenes over the past few years, zero evidence, victim with a criminal background. I think someone may be hunting⁠—“

      “Honey I’m going to stop you right there,” my father rolls his eyes. “This ain’t Gotham City. We don’t have super heroes here and we don’t have super villains either. Just your run of the mill scum bags. I know you want to catch a break but you can’t waste police resources on your pie in the sky theories.”

      “Right,” I know it’s useless to argue. My father is a great man but he’s stubborn like a bull.

      “Anyhow,” my mother tries to change the subject, her voice an octave too high to sound natural, “have you heard from your cousins lately? Marla thinks that Jackie’s boyfriend is about to pop the question.”

      “No,” I play with my food on my plate, “but I did go to see J.R. In case you’re wondering, he’s having a hard time. I think he really needs the support.”

      “Alejandra,” my mother’s voice is sharp. “Stop it. You stop it right now this very second. I know that you’re having a little tantrum because Papa didn’t gush all over your computer thing, but you have no right to upset him like this. To ruin this beautiful dinner that I worked so hard on. You’d better apologize right now before the Chief leaves the table.” “Sorry,” I mutter, a scolded teenager once again.

      It’s not like I didn’t know this would happen. My brother J.R. is off-limits at the family dinner table.

      “Anyways,” my mother continues in her mending-the-rift sing-song voice and the rest of the evening is filled with her news about my cousins that I haven’t seen in years.

      On my way home I decide to park a few blocks from my apartment and walk the rest of the way in an attempt to blow off some steam. The past two days have been eventful and when I hear steps behind me my imagination goes wild.

      It’s her.

      She’s followed me this time and she’s going to finish the job she started last night.

      I slip around a corner and catch her by surprise this time, but it’s not Bacchus. It’s just an old man who looks like he’s on the brink of a heart attack when I jump out at him.

      “I’m sorry,” I’m mortified. “I thought you were someone else.”

      “Who did you think I was?” the old man yells. “The Boogeyman?”

      “Actually, yes.”
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            CHAPTER FOUR

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          LEX SANDOVAL

        

      

    

    
      EIGHT MONTHS LATER
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      “Business or pleasure?” the single mom sitting next to me on my flight to Palm Beach asks, startling me from the obsessive thoughts that have been occupying my mind throughout the flight.

      “Sorry?” I have to ask her to repeat herself quietly since she’s finally gotten her toddler to sleep.

      “Are you visiting Florida for business or pleasure?” the lady smiles.

      “Business. Well, no, for personal reasons. But it’s for work.”

      I know that sounded ridiculous but she caught me off guard. My convoluted answer makes her think twice about making small talk, though, because she gives me a smile and nod like you might give to a crazy person and then she returns to her book.

      I’ve never been to Florida before, and as far as my employer, my friends, and my family know, I’ve still never been to Florida. Now here I am on a flight to Palm Beach, days or even only hours away from catching my vigilantes red handed, ironically on my own, personal vigilante investigation.

      It all started coming together after I was able to connect the deaths of Wesley Strom and a handful of other low to mid-level ranking drug dealers around town. My Narc division had already identified several key players in this ring and connected them to the Mendoza cartel and a woman named Celeste Haynes, whose role in all of this remains unclear.

      The final piece of this puzzle fell into place when a pair of sisters from our city, one of whom was married to Strom, were associated with the massacre at Mendoza’s compound in Mexico. Flight records show that the Haynes woman may have been present as well, but she seems to have been able to escape to her estate north of Palm Beach.

      When I learned that Strom’s widow’s sister was heading to Palm Beach, this lead seemed too good to pass up.

      Too bad my father thought that all of the connections and evidence I presented to him made absolutely no sense at all.

      “Everyone with money vacations in Florida,” he blew me off. “And besides, we don’t have any power there anyway. We’d have to hand it off to the FBI, and you know what those fuckers are like.”

      I’ve spent my entire life listening to my father’s complaints about working with the FBI, or trying to work with them, but I wasn’t about to pass this chance up. I passed along the information, and the receptionist at the FBI proceeded to thank me and then tell me that someone will be getting back to me.

      It never happened.

      I’ve still got more questions than answers, but here I am. I’m going to go talk to this Celeste Haynes and see what she has to say, hopefully before it’s too late.

      I pick up my Kia Soul from the rental counter and head north on the freeway, which is still surprisingly busy for the late hour.

      It takes me about ninety minutes to get to the Haynes house, which can only be described as a mansion. The second I park my car I can tell that something is off. The front gate is open and several of the lights that illuminate both the driveway and the facade of the house are broken.

      I can’t see any people, but I can feel it in my heart. This is it. It’s go time.

      I park the Kia right in front of the door, since the gates were open, and I still haven’t seen any security. I don’t have to look for much longer though. The moment I get in the house, I find an absolute bloodbath.

      I reach for my phone and curse. It’s still in the car, but I can hear yelling upstairs. Everything in my training is telling me to retreat and call the proper authorities but I also know that I probably only have one chance to save this Haynes woman’s life.

      I draw my weapon and make my way toward the commotion, passing several bodies on the way.

      “Jesus,” I can’t help but mutter out loud. Some of the victims have suffered from the bullet wounds I expected but others look like they’ve been ravaged by animals. Their necks are torn wide open and a few are even dismembered.

      The scene can only be described as horrific. What kind of person does something like this to another person’s body? It does’t matter what these men have done, they didn’t deserve to die like this. No one does.

      I don’t encounter a single living victim on my way to the second floor, and by the time I reach the room where I can hear people yelling, I know that I’ve made the right call. These beasts need to be imprisoned for life.

      “Freeze!” I spin into the room with my gun drawn. “All of you! Hands up! You’re under arrest!”

      I can make out seven figures, all of them women, unlike the victims throughout the house. One of them, an older lady in a sort of dressing gown, I’m assuming is Haynes. I’ll have to sort that all out later.

      “Now!” I shout when no one follows my order.

      Something slams into my side and knocks me to the floor. I’m fighting for my life and I see that it’s Vivienne Veritas, the sister of Wilhelmina Strom. I’ve long suspected her of working as an informant for Bacchus and her crew, but the way she’s fighting is making me think that I’ve underestimated her role.

      She’s fierce and she gets several blows in before I’m able to get the best of her and overpower her. I’m about to subdue her when she lunges at me and before I know what’s happened, my service pistol goes off. It had been my full intention to take everyone in alive, but I can see that Veritas has been hit, though she doesn’t seem to realize it yet herself. The adrenaline from the fight is probably still pumping through her but she’ll be in trouble if she doesn’t receive medical attention immediately.

      I’m temporarily distracted by her wound when I feel a pair of arms lift me from behind. My wrists are cuffed with my own cuffs and then that psychotic bitch Bacchus stuffs some kind of fabric in my mouth. My ears are pumping with blood and she picks me up and throws me over her shoulder effortlessly, carrying me out of the room without a word.

      I expect that I’m about to be executed and now I can only hope that she does it quickly. I’m brought down into some kind of sitting room and left under the guard of a woman I don’t recognize. She seems to be a high level operative working with Bacchus though.

      I try to get her attention so that maybe I can still do something to save my own life but she’s ignoring me, acting like she can still hear whatever is going on upstairs.

      “Is it done?” I can hear the woman ask and I think she’s talking to me before I hear Bacchus reply.

      “Jayden is turning her. She won’t make it otherwise.”

      Turning her? What does that mean? And is she referring to Haynes or Veritas? Things don’t look good for me right now but I’m going to memorize every single detail I hear just in case I do make it out alive.

      “And what about her?” the woman guarding me asks.

      There’s a moment of silence. Then I hear Bacchus again.

      “It could be useful to have an ally with the police.”

      Ha. Yeah right, asshole.

      “Give her to me. I’ll take her, break her down, remold her. She could be an asset.”

      Her words send a chill down my spine but now’s not the time to be a coward. I just got a second chance at life and I’m not going to waste that chance. I’ll do whatever I need to do to survive this so that I can take these motherfuckers down and put them in prison where they belong.

      It’s just the way Bacchus said that she would “break me down.” I’m not sure exactly what she means by that, but judging by the way she behaved in that dark alley on a night last winter, I have a good idea.

      And the worst part of it all is that I don’t know if I’m more scared or eager.

      I don’t get the chance to dwell on my thoughts because before anyone says another word, someone is holding a cloth to my face and my eyes are drooping. My mind shuts down
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