
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Someone is killing lawyers, but a particular vampire lawyer won’t stay dead.

	 

	 

	Donovan Trait is a marked man. He is flamboyant, stunningly handsome, and notoriously insatiable, but his attitude and style belie his skills in the courtroom. No one survives a cross-examination at Donovan’s hands. His knowledge of the law and trial practice has accumulated over the years... and years, of experience. More than three hundred years. You see, when Donovan isn’t seducing judges and juries, he’s a creature of the night. And now that someone has decided that it’s time to kill all lawyers, his lust for attention has set him in the murderer’s sights.

	The problem is that vampires don’t die. Not easily, anyway. That’s good news for Donovan, not so much for his very human lady love, also a target of the serial killer. Will several unsuccessful attempts on his life expose Donovan’s true nature? Will the killer learn the secret that will guarantee a permanent death? Or will Donovan finally manage to put an end to the killer’s murderous spree and live happily ever after, with his lady love?
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Chapter One: A Recusal for Love

	 

	 

	Donovan Trait whipped off his designer trench coat and, with a quick smile at the judge, neatly draped it over the bar separating the gallery from the court.

	He adjusted his cuffs, smoothed his suit coat, and tweaked a crease in his slacks. Then his lips curled up into a grin. “My apologies, Your Honor,” he said with his classic aristocratic flair, just a hint of a British accent clipping his vowels. “The elevated commuter train was held up by some unfathomable crisis.” He shrugged. “I thought that would get me across town faster than a cab, but once again, I was proved wrong. I’ve been on trains across the Midwest, delayed by cows or sheep, even the occasional misguided commuter, but the El just leaves me flummoxed. It seems to stop whenever, for only God knows whatever reason.” Donovan brushed a lock of hair off his forehead and smirked. “My paralegal calls them El-Farts.”

	Those in the courtroom chuckled. The judge, however, scowled. Shirley Magnusen narrowed her clear blue eyes and pointed her gavel at Donovan. “Why do I think you were late because you were forced to tear yourself away from the arms of some blonde bimbo providing you with afternoon delights?” Her stern gaze swept his body. Then she chuckled and shook her head. She patted her blonde hair, pulled back into a neat bun, and her ruby red lips rewarded him with a sly smile. “Not sure why you were named one of Chicago’s most eligible bachelors. I don’t see the attraction at all, but your many trysts are no excuse for being late to court.” She pointed her gavel at him. “Don’t let it happen again.”

	Donovan placed a hand over his heart. “Your Honor, you wound me. I merely got a late start this morning and I have been unable to catch up. Please be assured that I hurried to this court in great anticipation of...”

	District Attorney Wallace J. Sullivan cleared his throat. “Your Honor, must the rest of us be subjected to this bull... um, malarkey? Unlike defense counsel, I take my job seriously, and I would like to proceed. I have defendants to hang, witnesses to fry.” He chuckled. “And I so enjoy inflicting my legal prowess on Attorney Trait.” He plucked at the arm of his suit coat as if removing a piece of lint, a smile blooming on his face. “Like taking candy from a baby.”

	Judge Magnusen nodded. “Alright. Let’s begin.” She gestured to Donovan. “Counselor Trait. I believe you have a motion or two?”

	Donovan winked at her. “Of course, I do, Your Honor. Where would you like to begin?”

	The judge rolled her eyes. “At the beginning, Counselor. Now get on with it. Unlike the El, this court has a schedule, and we stick to it.”

	Donovan bowed his head in deference. “Of course, Your Honor.” He pulled a legal pad from his briefcase and studied it for a moment. Then he gazed at the judge, a slight smile crossing his face. “Your Honor, I move for a complete dismissal of the charges against my client. With prejudice, of course.”

	Judge Magnusen frowned. “On what grounds?”

	Donovan shook his head, trying to appear dismayed. “Sadly, Your Honor, on the grounds of illegal search and seizure. A violation of the Fourth Amendment to the U.S. Constitution and Article I, Section Six of the Illinois State Constitution, which states...”

	The judge waved her hand. “I know what it says, Counselor. Let’s get down to the nitty-gritty.”

	“Of course, Your Honor. The police had no arrest or search warrant when they broke down my client’s door. They didn’t even have probable cause to enter. Their entire conversation before entering the premises revolved around whether their search warrant would come through in time to conduct a legal search. They also failed to knock and announce before entering. Instead, they just barged in and seized everything they could find.”

	The D.A. huffed and muttered, “He’s making that up.”

	Donovan went back to his briefcase and pulled out a rectangular device. He held it up for the judge to see. “It was all recorded on my client’s doorbell, Your Honor. This little doorbell has sound and sight capabilities. I believe it is called A Ring. My client called me while the police were discussing their options. I advised him to let them implicate themselves. I also told him to demand a warrant, and when they couldn’t produce one, to deny them entry.”

	Sullivan jumped to his feet. “Your Honor, we were not made aware of this evidence.” In a haughty tone, he added. “Besides, you cannot record people without their permission. That evidence is inadmissible.”

	The judge scowled and peered over her reading glasses at the District Attorney. “Nice try, Wally. Security tapes used to prove or disprove an alleged crime are always admissible and you know it. Now let the counselor proceed.”

	“Thank you, Your Honor.” Donovan approached the bench and handed the judge a document. “As this transcript reveals, the police knew they were entering illegally.” He walked over to Sullivan and tossed a copy to him. “Then the District Attorney attempted to cover their blunder by claiming the evidence they seized was in plain sight, rendering the seizure legal.” Donovan turned toward the judge and scratched his head. “I don’t know where our esteemed D.A. studied law, but at Harvard, we were taught that an illegal entry makes anything seized thereafter the fruit of the poisonous tree.

	“Which means, of course, that all the evidence used to arrest and indict my client was inadmissible. And that means none of the resulting charges can stand.

	“I respectfully request dismissal of all charges against my client, with prejudice.” Donovan gazed at the District Attorney, his expression stern. “I also ask that all evidence seized illegally be returned to my client forthwith.” Donovan removed another sheet of paper from his briefcase. “My client’s wife recorded every single item seized. Not only did she manually maintain an inventory, but it was also verified with an in-home security camera. We will consider any cash or valuables missing from that inventory to have been the subject of theft, at the hands of the police or the D.A.’s office.” He handed the list to the judge and smirked. “My client will not stand for sticky fingers, Your Honor. He will sue for a full recovery.”

	Donovan folded his hands in front of him and shook his head. “Sadly, Your Honor, this is not the first time the police and the District Attorney have violated my client’s rights. I fear the time has come for legal action. We have every intention of filing a lawsuit for malicious prosecution, police abuse of power, and false arrest.” He sighed dramatically. “The citizens of Chicago, the residents of Cook County, do not deserve a Police Force riddled with corruption and abuse. They have every right to expect untainted justice. The corrupt actions of a few threaten the freedom of many. We must put a stop to it.”

	Sullivan jumped to his feet. “Your Honor, that’s slander.”

	Donovan shook his head. “It’s not slander if it’s true, my good sir.” He cocked a well-tended eyebrow. “Prove me wrong.”

	The judge cleared her throat, and Donovan brought his attention back to her.

	His eyes swept her womanly charms. Judge Magnusen appeared particularly fetching after a night of... He shook his head and mentally scolded himself for such impure thoughts. Donovan executed a courtly bow. “Thank you for your time and consideration, Your Honor. I am confident that you will grant justice where justice is due.”

	 

	Donovan pulled his head out from under Judge Shirley Magnusen’s robe.

	Shirley slumped back in her majestic maroon office chair and smiled. It was the smile of a sexually sated woman. She sighed with contentment. “My God, Donovan, that tongue of yours could play a concerto on a violin. Where did you learn to do that?”

	Donovan absently stroked her creamy thigh. “Years of practice, my dear.” He smiled and stood. “Let’s move to the sofa, shall we? You are more than ready for my manly instrument, and believe me, it is more than ready for you.”

	Shirley giggled. She stood up and removed her robe, daintily hanging it on a coat tree. As she walked toward Donovan, she removed the pins from her light blonde bun and shook out her hair, the curls cascading around her shoulders. Then she kicked off her shoes and unzipped her dress, allowing it to drop to the floor.

	Donovan sat up straighter on the couch and smiled. “My God, woman. I love it when you dress like a dominatrix at a kink club.” He studied the tight navy-blue corset with white lace and pink bows and purred, “You look simply delicious.” He yanked her onto his lap and kissed her. His hands dug into her hair and he grasped it by the roots, pulling her mouth more tightly against his. His tongue dove into her mouth and coaxed hers into an erotic dance.” He moaned. “You are going to be the death of me.” He nibbled her neck, then moved to her ear, and bit down.

	Shirley jerked away. “Dammit, Donovan, that hurt. I think you drew blood.”

	Donovan fought the lust that threatened to flood his mind. A taste of the judge’s blood was so tempting. He tightened his lips over the incisors that threatened to emerge as fangs. He didn’t dare expose his true nature to a woman such as Shirley. He lapped at her ear and groaned again. “I need to be inside you, darling, or I shall explode.” He yanked at the corset and tore it from Shirley’s body.

	“Hey! I liked—”

	“Shush, my dear. I need to get inside you. I must feel your velvety softness squeeze my manly pride.” He gently pushed Shirley back on the sofa and parted her thighs. He took another lick. Then Donovan stood and removed his belt. He unzipped his pants and exposed his rigid cock.

	“So beautiful,” Shirley breathed, her voice reverent. “Please, please...”

	Without a word, Donovan wrapped her legs around his waist and plunged inside her. He thrust artfully, rhythmically ramping up Shirley’s arousal until she screamed his name.

	Her eyes rolled up into her head and she collapsed onto the sofa, her limbs loose with no obvious strength. Slowly, Shirley smiled and opened her eyes. “Oh, Donovan,” she cooed. “That cock of yours is magic, pure, unadulterated magic.”

	Donovan grinned. “Why, thank you, my dear. Always a pleasure to be of service.”

	Shirley smiled. “Of course, after last night, you conflicted yourself out of my courtroom. I didn’t have time to act before your appearance this morning, but I will have to recuse myself during this, well, whatever this is. I will be forced to pass your case off to another judge.”

	“Of course, my dear. I would expect nothing less.” He gazed at her and affectionately stroked her arm. “I would never compromise your integrity like that. We must ensure justice is secure, despite our... other pursuits.”

	Shirley’s eyes narrowed. “Unless your skillful seduction last evening was planned. Did you intend to force me to recuse myself so you might find a more amenable judge?”

	Donovan chuckled. “Judge Magnusen, I find you entirely delectable and utterly irresistible. If you will recall, I arrived at that soiree’ with another woman on my arm. It was only after our eyes met and the heat between us almost scorched the carpet that I was forced to invite you out for a quick drink. I was not even aware you were the judge assigned to this matter until the schedule was posted early this morning. Motions hearings are always a crapshoot, you know that. It was simply too late to request a change of judge.”

	He gazed at her, his fingers playing with her silken hair. “Now that our attraction has been established, however, I think we need to plan for the long-term. I have no intention of ignoring our rather explosive chemistry.”

	Shirley’s smile was tentative. “Explosive chemistry, yes. However, I should warn you. I don’t share.”

	Donovan grinned. “And despite my reputation to the contrary, neither do I.”

	 


Chapter Two: A Sneak Attack

	 

	 

	Donovan raced down Michigan Avenue, his brain shutting out the sights, sounds, and smells that pierced his sensation-enhanced mind.

	Sometimes, it sucked to be a vampire. Especially in this Century. One hundred years ago, the world was still a relatively quiet place. The streets weren’t cluttered with honking cabs, noisy trucks with smoke-producing diesel engines, and people engaged in loud and mostly inane conversations. And the smells, Ye, Gods! Between the perfumes, colognes, food trucks and eateries, the dog parks, and industrial pollution, this New World stank. It was no surprise that many of his kind isolated themselves in their homes, shut away from the world and overstimulation of the senses. Some days, the smells alone were too much to bear.

	Donovan’s cell phone pinged. He pulled himself into a small alleyway, away from the stampede trudging back to their workplaces after lunch, and leaned back against a building to read a text. His face screwed up in confusion. The text read, The first thing we do, let’s kill all lawyers! Starting with you!

	“What the bloody hell?” he muttered. “Is this some kind of joke?” Donovan’s eyes surveyed his surroundings. He gazed right, then left. It did not appear that someone had made him the focus of their attention. Everyone was scurrying about, like mice in pursuit of a big cheese. “Must be Finley,” he said. “Finley is always plying me with lawyer jokes. He thinks he’s funny.”

	Donovan shrugged. Not funny at all. He left the alleyway and re-entered the mass migration on the sidewalk. He approached the crosswalk at Michigan and Superior and emitted a snort of frustration as the light changed and the crosswalk filled with cars. He was bumped hard by someone behind him. Donovan was forced to step into the street to regain his balance. A cab rushed by and narrowly missed clipping his side. Donovan jumped back onto the sidewalk.

	A woman screamed, and Donovan jerked his head around, trying to see what all the fuss was about. The woman was pointing at him. Donovan frowned and turned away. God save me from simpering females who saw the last issue of City Magazine. Donovan had appeared on the cover after being named as one of Chicago’s most eligible bachelors. Since then, he had learned that the female population was comprised of women of questionable morals and distressing behavior. He was growing weary of the attention. While his colleagues thought it a wise marketing strategy, it had brought him nothing but unwanted female attention. He had become prey.

	Vampires were predators. They stalked their victims. Sometimes, they pursued them with a vengeance. That was why he had joined the legal profession. His predilections were well-suited to that particular world. Now, his role had apparently shifted, and he was not pleased.

	Someone tapped Donovan on the shoulder. “Sir? Are you alright? You’re bleeding. It appears someone stuck a knife into your side.”

	Donovan’s mouth gaped and he turned toward the man who had spoken. Then he looked at where the man pointed. There was indeed a knife sticking out of his left side, and a stream of his blood was flowing onto the sidewalk. He had a very high threshold of pain. He hadn’t felt the knife thrust into his side. If it wasn’t so appalling, he would be embarrassed. Donovan opened his mouth to reply. Then the pain in his side exploded and his vision dulled. Slowly he slid onto the sidewalk, as if he planned to sit on the curb.

	Then everything went black.

	 

	The panicked, high-pitched voice of his secretary, Molly MacMerkle, forced Donovan back to the present day. He opened his left eye and focused on Molly as she berated a woman clad in blue scrubs. Slowly, the other eye lifted and took in the entire scene playing out before him.

	“And I’m telling you that you cannot go in there unless you are family,” the woman argued. “You’ve already admitted that you’re his secretary. That is not family.”

	Molly thrust her hands on her hips and scowled at the other woman. “I also told you I am his fiancée,” she said in a blistering tone. She waved her left hand in front of the woman’s eyes. “Take a look at this rock. That man in there gave it to me. Because he loves me and I love him and we intend to spend the rest of our lives together.” Molly tossed her bright red hair over her shoulder and arched a sculpted brow. “The man in there is also one of Chicago’s finest lawyers. If you don’t let me in there, I guarantee he will sue your ass off.”

	Donovan tried not to chuckle. Molly would have made a fine actress. However, he doubted her fiancé, Joe, would appreciate her declaration of love for him. Finally, he moaned loudly and said groaned. “Molly, my love. I neeeeed you.”

	The woman in the scrubs turned, and her mouth fell open in surprise.

	Molly’s eyes narrowed and she glared at her. Then she brushed her aside and rushed into his hospital room, stopping at his bedside. In true Molly style, tears welled in her eyes and she wailed, “Oh, my sweet darling. What have they done to you?”

	Donovan peered up at her. “Actually,” he replied softly. “I was hoping you could tell me.” He shifted uncomfortably. “What did I do to warrant a bed in this quacks’ den?”

	Molly whispered, “The cops say someone stuck you, with a paring knife, of all things. Who did you piss off this time? A chef?”

	Donovan frowned. “More likely an adversary or a dirty cop, though I can’t think of anyone I angered enough to stab me. That’s so uncivilized.” He shuddered.

	Molly nodded at the IV stuck into his arm. “Well, you lost a lot of blood. They’re giving you a transfusion.”

	Donovan reached for the IV line, but Molly placed her hand on his. “Best not pull that out, boss. Humans don’t take kindly to that. They might keep you in the hospital longer. As it is, we need to get you out of here before they discover you’ve miraculously healed.”

	“But it’s human blood,” Donovan hissed. “You know how I hate that. It’s going to mess up my olfactory nerve for weeks.” He scrunched his nose in disgust. “Humans already stink. Now their stink will be overwhelming.”

	Molly grinned. She was a werebear. She understood all too well about human stink. She much preferred to feast on cows or buffalo. They smelled sweet. Not like spoiling garbage. “Oh, just wear a mask. Tell everyone you caught a nasty case of the flu and don’t want to infect anyone. Half the human population sports masks these days. It’s become a fashion accessory.” She smirked. “I’ll buy you one. Consider it a get-well gift. Which would you prefer—Dracula or Wolverine?”

	Donovan winced. “That’s not even close to funny. I need something a little more classy. Something worthy of my standing.”

	Molly snorted. “You’re a three-hundred-year-old vamp. You’re lucky you are standing. Took you way too long to heal this time. I think you need a tune-up.”

	Donovan waved a hand at her and ignored her commentary. “Oh, just get whatever that designer is pushing. You know, that guy who makes my suits.”

	Molly made a face. “That dude’s older than you and twice as fussy. Don’t blame me if he makes you something in a lavender hue.”

	“Whatever,” Donovan said impatiently. “Ask him to send me a few samples.” His gaze again landed on the IV. “You know, I haven’t drained a human since the Spanish Flu pandemic in 1918. Their blood is just too tainted.”

	Molly gazed at him, her lips pursed. “That’s such rubbish. Our blood would kill them. Besides, whatever is flowing through those tubes is purified.”

	“Doesn’t matter. I want my plasma tablets. No self-respecting vamp drinks human blood anymore.”

	“Yes, siree, boss.” Molly fell silent and looked over her shoulder. “Someone’s coming. Smells like a cop.” Her eyes rounded and she whispered dramatically. “Maybe they’re coming to finish the job.”

	There was a knock at the door, and a middle-aged man wearing an ill-fitting brown tweed sport coat and rust-colored pants leaned in. “Hey, Trait. You decent in here? Wouldn’t want to catch you bagging a nurse.” The man chortled.

	Molly made a face. “Eeeewwww. Not in front of me. Give it a rest, Bill. I don’t need that visual in my head.”

	Detective William Roast stepped into the room. He swiped at a tuft of brown hair that fell into his eyes and chuckled. “Sorry, Moll. I heard you’d slipped past the old battle-ax out there.” He smirked. “She says you’re engaged to this bastard.” He nodded at Donovan. “Does Joe know?”

	Molly blushed. “No, and don’t you dare tell him. That’s trouble I don’t need.”

	Bill nodded at Donovan. “So how are you doing, you old slacker? I understand you had a close call. You almost clocked out on the table.”

	Donovan shrugged. He couldn’t tell a human that vamps don’t die. When injured, their bodies automatically regenerated after a day or two. Sometimes they appeared weak or near death, but the reality was, their system had shut down temporarily to initiate the healing process. He just didn’t heal as quickly anymore. When he was young, he would have been healed before they got him into the ambulance. The knife would have fallen out and the medics would have assumed they had picked up the wrong guy. By tomorrow, however, any sign of his wound would be gone. “I’m doing fine, Bill. I’m ready to get out of here. What the hell happened, anyway?”

	Bill shook his head. “No one saw anything but a knife stuck in your side and blood pouring out onto the sidewalk. Then you collapsed and someone called an ambulance. You passed out.”

	Donovan moaned. “Great.”

	“Any idea who wants you dead?”

	Molly giggled. “Every dirty cop, judge, and lawyer in Chicago, I imagine. You did run the knife for prints, right?”

	Bill glared at Molly. “How many times do I have to tell you...”

	“Children, play nice.” Donovan pointed at Bill. “You did run the knife for prints, right?”

	Bill nodded. “As soon as they pulled it out of your flabby side.”

	Donovan scowled. “And?”

	“Wiped clean,” Bill said. “Perp probably wore gloves. Doc said judging from the amount of blood you lost, you must have walked half a block before you collapsed. Did you even know you had been jacked?”

	Donovan expelled a heavy breath. “Not until some woman screamed. There are so many people on those sidewalks these days, it’s a challenge to remain upright.” He shuddered. “All that pushing and shoving. I was lucky I wasn’t trampled. So uncivil.”

	“Jesus, you didn’t feel anything?” Bill stared at him. “Someone stabbed you.”

	Donovan shook his head. “I simply wasn’t paying attention,” he lied. “I had gotten a disturbing text and was consumed by that. I wasn’t paying much attention to anything else. Until the woman screamed.” Donovan fell silent. He certainly wasn’t going to explain his high threshold for pain to a human.

	Bill gazed at him. “What’s this about a disturbing text?”

	Donovan sighed. “I thought it was a joke. It said, The first thing we do, let’s kill all the lawyers! Starting with you!”

	Bill’s eyes widened. “And you ignored that? You didn’t call me?”

	Donovan shrugged. “I thought it was from your partner, Finley. You know how he’s always poking at me about being a lawyer. Last month, he sent me a stuffed shark with bullet holes all over it.”

	Bill barked a short laugh. “Yeah. The guy thinks he’s a laugh a minute. Unfortunately, the only one who laughs is Finley. The wife says it’s a call for attention.” He sobered. “Still, that message was aimed at lawyers, not just you. That’s concerning. That means there could be more. Dammit. The last thing this city needs is another serial killer.”

	Molly glared at Bill. “And the last thing Donovan needs is a serial killer who won’t be satisfied until he’s dead. Whatchagonnado about that? Hey, copper?”

	 


Chapter Three: Obsession

	 

	 

	The high society matron could not believe her eyes. There was not a single mention of Donovan Trait’s death in the Tribune. How could that be? His death should be big news. She had aimed for his kidney. And even she had witnessed him bleeding like a stuck pig

	The woman’s eyes narrowed. Dammit. She didn’t even know where the ambulance had taken him. And calling all the hospitals in the area would create suspicion. How could she make sure Donovan Trait was really dead?

	He had to be her first victim. She wanted to see the headline splashed across the front page—Donovan Trait is dead!

	She had it all planned out. Each death alone made no sense. However, as the bodies piled up, her intentions would be made clear. All of the deaths were connected, someone just had to be smart enough to put all the pieces together.

	Besides, damn lawyers ruled the world. They twisted the law and stomped on the innocent, all in a supposed pursuit of justice. Ha! Those bastards didn’t know the meaning of the word. All they cared about was making money, stuffing their pockets with ill-gotten gains. Chicagoland would be thrilled as lawyer after lawyer met their demise.

	It was important to clean out the shark pool and let the guppies rise to the top. She sighed. Her own little guppy had never gotten the chance. No, the sharks had nipped at him until there was nothing left. They had turned his life inside out. They had destroyed him. Now he lay in a cold grave, missing his momma. His momma missing him. It wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair.

	That was why she had selected each victim so carefully. These men and women, all lawyers, all pillars of the community. The best of the best. They didn’t rise to the top by working hard, by serving the poor and downtrodden. They had risen to the top by stomping on the backs of others, by chewing them up and spitting them out. They treated other lawyers like chum, like garbage upon which to feed. They deserved to die.

	Besides, she had the diary. It detailed all the challenges her poor guppy had faced. Challenges those on the list had caused. And Trait, he had been the ultimate betrayal. He had claimed to be a mentor, a friend. But when her poor guppy, devastated by the actions of others, had reached out, Trait was unavailable. His inaction had forced her poor guppy’s hand. He had resorted to the unthinkable.

	The Lord said An eye for an eye. A tooth for a tooth. A life for a life. Vengeance is mine, sayeth the Lord—and this was all about vengeance. The Lord was smiling down on her. She just knew it. With his words, he had blessed her righteous mission.

	First, we kill all the lawyers.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Donovan stared at the ceiling in the hospital room. How was
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