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	Jonas Maclean is a very special kind of police officer. He investigates and captures supernatural creatures that break the rules. Werewolves, shifters and vampires are just business as usual.

	 

	 

	Jonas is surprised when his commanding officer tells him that they’ve captured Dmitri Koval out in a cabin in the woods, where vampires can not escape.

	Jonas knows a lot about Dimitri Koval. He’s read his history. He is the “count Dracula” of vampires, way too smart to just walk into a trap, and not prone to killing sprees. How could he have made such a simple mistake?

	Curious and excited to actually be interrogating the infamous Dimitri Koval, he is willing to accept the need for him to literally walk into the lion’s den.

	But alone in a cabin in the woods with the vampire, he finds that not only is there more to Dimitri than expected, but he also learns some things about himself that could change his entire life.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“What’s this one done?” I asked, leaning back in my chair. My eyes were closing. I’d just spent several days tracking a werewolf across twenty miles of woods.

	“We think he’s responsible for a blood bath up in Vegas,” Captain Jacobs glanced at the file in his hand. “Seventeen corpses all left in the drain tunnels.”

	“Pretty sloppy for one of their kind, isn’t it?” I rubbed the stubble on my jaw, yearning for a shower.

	“Granted. Obviously, this one is out of control. Maybe he wants to go underground, and he’s overfeeding in preparation.”

	I shrugged. Wouldn’t be the first time some bloodsucker glutted on human blood, then hibernated for a century. “Can I get some downtime before I interrogate him? I’m beat.”

	Jacobs nodded. “We have him contained within the perimeter. He’s not going anywhere.”

	“Did someone check him out yet?”

	The captain sighed. “Forensics is busy examining what’s left of the corpses, and ah... I think we had some problems talking Silas into doing the tests on the suspect this time. Last report is the test hasn’t been done.”

	“Why?”

	“He seemed a little frightened of this one.”

	“Silas frightened?”

	“Well, when you hear who we got up there in that cabin, it might make more sense.”

	I lifted an eyebrow.

	“It’s Dmitri Koval.”

	“Dmitri Koval?” I brought the chair down on all four legs with a thud. I was suddenly wide awake. “The Dmitri Koval?”

	Jacobs nodded. “The one and only.” He threw the file on the desk. “Read it and weep.”

	I picked it up and scanned the report while Jacobs continued filling me in on the case.

	“Security guard saw someone suspicious at the scene and called Vegas PD. Luckily our team heard it on the police scanner and recognised it for what it was. Of course, the suspect had gone before the police arrived. Silas went to the site and waited. Sure enough, the next night, Koval was spotted again at the scene snooping around, most likely trying to cover his tracks. Silas netted him, took him out and released him into the enclosure. Funny thing was, Silas said that Koval wandered right into the trap like he wanted to be caught.”

	“Um, Koval would never allow himself to be captured. He’s a lot smarter than that. He would have known he was being watched. Plus, he’s a loner, and he’s always lived within the boundaries, at least, he has in this century, as far as I know.”

	“He’s a pet project of yours, huh?”

	I shrugged. My fascination was easy to justify on one level. Koval reportedly was one of the oldest living vampires, a Russian Count from the seventeenth century. Koval’s father had been granted a large estate and many acres of land in exchange for his long military service to the Czar. Dmitri was his only son. He’d distinguished himself as a military leader in the landed army—the basic military force of Russia—and was a favourite to the prince. His transition to vampire happened somewhere during his military career. Then he disappeared from history until the reign of Catherine the Great. He reappeared during what was known as the peasant reform of 1861, during the reign of Alexander II of Russia.

	But I had more personal reasons for my interest that were no one’s business but my own.

	“Jonas?” Jacobs was speaking to me. “You should go get some sleep.” He glanced at the window. “Sun will be up soon. You look beat.”

	“Yeah,” I said, checking the file again. I zeroed in on something I hadn’t seen the first time. “It says there was a survivor among the victims, an eyewitness who made a positive ID of Koval?”

	“Um,” Jacobs reeled back in his chair, “a woman by the name of Nancy Potts.”

	“She swears it was Koval who attacked her? How does she know him?”

	“She claims she works for him as his housekeeper.”

	“So,” I was trying to wrap my head around all of it, “Koval feeds off his own housekeeper, and leaves her alive to identify him? Something doesn’t add up.” I got to my feet. Dmitri Koval hadn’t managed to walk the Earth for this long by being an idiot. “I need to talk to her. She still at the clinic?”

	“Yeah.” Jacobs smiled. “Thought you were going home?”

	“I am going home, but the clinic is on my way, so...” I trailed off with a grin. “Tell Silas I’ll be up at the cabin tomorrow evening around seven. I’ll do the blood test on Koval. He can go home after I get there.”

	“Sure you don’t want some extra help with this one?”

	“I work alone. You know that.” I couldn’t tell him how much I wanted to meet Koval or the reason for it. I’d waited a long time.

	I left the office and jogged down two flights of steps to the front door. Three rooms on the second floor of an apartment building outside Vegas served as our headquarters. There was no number on the door, nothing to indicate what went on inside. The apartment downstairs remained empty. Only a handful of people knew about us, including a special government department which operated on a very small budget in Washington, the same people who oversaw the Area 51 stuff.

	For the last fourteen years, I’d headed up a special unit of uniquely trained police officers who tracked and captured supernatural creatures who stepped outside the boundaries. It was an existence lived in the shadows. No one outside the agency could know what I did for a living. There were just some things better left in the dark.

	 

	Twenty minutes later, I was standing at the foot of a hospital bed in a clandestine clinic for victims of supernatural crimes. I studied the woman lying there for a moment before moving up beside her bed. She was average-looking, quite thin, and around fifty years of age, with dark auburn hair. She was pale, but that was normal, given the blood loss. I glanced at the bandage covering the left side of her throat, the definitive spot that had bled through. My focus remained there until my vision blurred. I gave myself a mental shake and spoke. “Ms. Potts?”

	The woman’s eyes fluttered open, grey eyes filled with pain and something else. Fear, confusion? I wasn’t quite sure.

	“My name is Jonas Maclean. I’m a police officer.” I flashed my badge. “How are you feeling?”

	“You have startling blue eyes,” she said softly.

	I smiled faintly.

	“They’re glowing.”

	I lowered my head. “I haven’t had much sleep.”

	“A little young for an investigator, though, aren’t you?”

	“I’m older than you think,” I responded politely. “Could I ask you a few questions about your alleged attacker, Dmitri Koval?”

	She looked away.

	I didn’t intend to give up. “You made a statement claiming that Mr. Koval attacked you, Ms. Potts? Is that true?”

	She turned her face back to me. “I saw his face, dark and tormented. He wanted me. He ripped at my clothes, and then he bit me. He bit me, Officer Maclean.”

	“What were you doing below the city in the sewer tunnels? Did he bring you there?”

	“I... I don’t know how I got there. He looked at me, and I was his. He did something to me with his mind.”

	“Ms. Potts, you told an officer that you worked for Mr. Koval, did you not?”

	“Yes. I worked for him.”

	“What did you do for him?”

	“Cleaned his house.”

	“And that house was where, exactly?”

	“I... don’t remember... somewhere in the city, near the Vegas Strip, I think.”

	“I see. Did you live in Mr. Koval’s house?”

	“I... I don’t think so.”

	I tried to fight my frustration. “Well, can you at least give me a description of Mr. Koval?”

	Her eyes closed. “He is beautiful. Tall, with black hair. He has penetrating eyes, and he’s very seductive.”

	“So, his hair is black?”

	She nodded.

	“His eyes, what colour are they?”

	“Black.”

	I frowned. Koval’s eyes weren’t black, but maybe they were when he was in killing mode. “He’s tall, you said? How tall?”

	“Very tall.”

	“Over six feet?”

	“Yes.”

	“Does he appear to be young or old?”

	“He can look whatever way you want him to.” She sighed softly.

	“Yes, I see. Well, okay, so how did you want him to look when he attacked you, Ms. Potts?”

	She narrowed her eyes. “What do you mean?”

	“Okay, let’s try this again. Black hair, black eyes, tall.” I sighed. “What was he wearing?”

	“I... I don’t... know. I...”

	“Excuse me, Jonas?” a voice interrupted us.

	I turned to see a grey-haired man with a white coat
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