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Chapter 01

​


 


DEXTER

 


My name is Detective Dexter Bonetti; I’m four
hundred and thirty-seven years old and am what they call a dhampir.
As far as I know, I’m the only one alive. My father is believed to
be the first vampire that was created. I can’t remember him because
he was killed some centuries ago when I was just a baby.

 


I’m the product of a liaison between a human
and a vampire. It’s rare for a human female to get pregnant by a
vampire. And it is just as rare for a vampire to father a child by
a human or even a female vampire, which, to my knowledge, has never
even happened. I have knowledge about my race now, but back then,
there was little information about the vampire race. And that’s no
wonder because if history is correct, it all started with my
father. So, how could there be information about the vampire race
at that time?

 


Anyway, from what I’ve been told, my father
fell in love with Elizabeth Cromwell, a human. However, she
detested him and thus didn’t return his feelings. Why she went with
him one night, no one knows. But this one night was enough, and she
got pregnant, and four months later, I was born. Elizabeth Cromwell
went into hiding during the pregnancy.

 


There was the fact that she was aware that my
father wasn’t human. However, she didn’t know what exactly he was,
though. And because of that, she was convinced I was Satan’s spawn.
So, after I was born, she left my father and me and moved to
another town. Her family had many houses all over the country, so
she could pick and choose.

 


Unfortunately, on her way out, she was
attacked by some villagers because she had a demon child, me. Even
though she had abandoned me, they saw her as the devil’s wife. When
my father found her on his way to a friend, she was barely
breathing. Those Neanderthals had left her for dead, which she
wasn’t. To save her, he made the mistake of changing her. He turned
her into what she hated most: a vampire.

 


She fled after that but returned, and it
seems she beheaded my father for what he had done to her. The rumor
is that after she murdered him, she took her own life.

 


It was obvious I couldn’t go to an orphanage
because of what I was. But then, Milo Channing, my father’s best
friend, took me in and raised me as his own. Some say that it was
he who killed my mother; some say she committed suicide. I like to
believe that she killed herself. Even so, if Milo really killed
her, then so be it. The fact is, he saved my life, and I’ll always
be grateful for that.

 


Today is Saturday, which means it’s my day
off, and I plan on visiting Milo because I haven’t seen him in
weeks. I finish my coffee; as a dhampir, I can eat regular food and
drink anything I like. Plus, I can drink as much alcohol as
possible and not get drunk. However, I need blood as well to
sustain myself.

 


My phone rings, and I see it’s fellow
Detective Zane Rush. He’s a human and doesn’t mind being teamed up
with a dhampir. Zane calling on a Saturday means my day off has
turned into a workday. Zane never makes social calls when we have a
day off. “Hey Zane, what’s up?” I say as I answer the call. “We
have a case. An elderly couple is murdered,” he informs me and
texts me the address.

 


“A murder on a Saturday, great,” I mumble as
I grab the car keys and head out the door. It’s been a long time
since I had a whole weekend off. It’s not that I’m tired because,
as a dhampir, I don’t get tired. It’s just; I don’t know. For many
years now, I’ve been a homicide detective, and maybe I'm tired of
all the senseless killings. As it is, someone killed an elderly
couple, and it’s our job to hunt down the murderers and bring them
to justice.

 


When I arrive, part of the street is cordoned
off, so I park the car and walk toward the crime scene. Police
officers guarding the scene greet me as they let me pass. Zane is
waiting for me and tells me we must wait until the coroner is
finished. “What do we have?” I quietly ask.

 


“An elderly couple, seemingly slaughtered in
the living room while watching TV,” Zane explains. “I guess there’s
a lot of blood because I can smell it from here,” I say. Before
Zane is able to reply, the coroner comes around the corner. He
looks grim.

 


“Hey Robin, what do we have?” I question. “An
elderly couple, Mr. and Mrs. Williams, both eighty-six years old.
They were killed by multiple blows to the head, probably a baseball
bat or something similar. However, Mrs. Williams was drained of her
blood while she lay on the floor, dying,” Robin, the coroner,
explains curtly.

 


“She was beaten to an inch of her life, and
then she was bitten?” I ask in disbelief. The coroner nods. “Yes,
they let her suffer. You’ll get a full report as soon as possible,”
he informs me. “Let me know when we can remove the bodies,” he
adds. “Of course, and thank you, Robin,” Zane replies. The coroner
can’t remove the bodies from the scene because we need to
investigate and document everything as well. That means leaving the
crime scene intact until Zane and I are finished.

 


We enter the house. It’s an average house,
nothing fancy. Zane and I look at each other. “Alright,” I say as I
begin documenting. Even though this is one of the worst crime
scenes in a long time, I need to act like the professional that I
am. I can’t let rage overtake me because that would make me a lousy
detective. If Zane or I act on our emotions, then we can’t be
objective anymore. It means that we easily overlook essential
clues. So, we keep our cool because we have no choice.

 


Six years ago, Zane became my partner, and we
formed an excellent team right from the beginning. We developed a
deep friendship; we trust each other without question, which is
what you need while being a police detective. It might save your
life one day.

 


I start talking, and Zane starts writing
everything down. I’m better with words, and Zane writes super
quickly; it’s how we operate. “Mr. Williams is lying on the floor
in front of the dining area; his head is bashed severely, and the
victim is barely recognizable.”

 


I walk over to where the woman is lying on
the floor. “Mrs. Williams must have been sitting on the couch when
she was knocked unconscious. Because the sofa is soaked in blood,
she probably slit to the floor where she was drained of her
blood.”

 


I hear a commotion at the front of the house
and know it is probably one of their children who wants access.
“I’ll go,” I say. Zane nods and continues the investigation.

 


“I’m sorry, sir, but this is a crime scene,
and I can’t let you pass,” the police officer insists. The man
starts shouting and even threads the officer with bodily harm.
Well, to deal with an upset relative is one thing, but no one is
threatening one of my officers.

 


“Thank you, Officer Walden. I take it from
here,” I say in a calm voice. Walden gives me a grateful look. I
turn to face the upset man. “I’m Detective Bonetti. Can I help
you?” I ask, using a soothing tone. “It’s my parents in there. I
need to see them. Are they alright?” the man is ranting, and hell,
he doesn’t know his parents are dead, murdered, slaughtered.
Shit!

 


So, I take him to the side and let him know
as gently as possible that his parents are dead. It doesn’t matter
how often I’m the bearer of such terrible news; there is never an
easy way to tell them. As expected, the man starts crying and is
now even more determined to see them. “I’m sorry, Mr. Williams, but
the remains of your parents are removed from the house as we
speak,” I say, and now my tone is a bit sharper. He needs to
realize that it will take a while before he can see them. I don’t
tell him that Mr. and Mrs. Williams are unrecognizable because
their heads were smashed so severely their brains were all over the
floor and partly stuck to the wall as well. When the man calms down
enough, I motion for an officer. “This is Officer Mills, and he
will take you to the coroner's office,” I explain. He thanks me as
the officer guides him away from the crime scene.

 


I haven’t released the crime scene, so the
remains of Mr. and Mrs. Williams can’t be transported to the morgue
yet. But I didn’t tell the victim’s son that. Let him wait at the
coroner’s office, where they will take care of him until his
parents arrive. I enter the house and join Zane as we continue
walking through the house; I keep documenting the scene as we go
from room to room. We search the drawers and find some jewelry,
nothing expensive, though. Credit cards and more than two hundred
dollars in cash are in Mrs. Williams’ purse.

 


We look at each other. “So, it doesn’t look
like a robbery gone wrong,” Zane says solemnly. “No, this is the
work of a psychopath because the way I see it, the victims were
slaughtered without reason. The victims weren’t wealthy, plus they
didn’t even make an effort to take the cash,” I reply. We review
the crime scene one last time to ensure we didn’t miss anything.
Only the living room is coated in blood; every other room is
intact.

 


“There’s no damage to the front door or one
of the windows. So, the way I see it, the perps rang the doorbell,
and that was it. These poor people didn’t stand a chance. Who
slaughters old people, doesn’t steal anything, drains her while
she’s dying, and then leaves?” I say.

 


Zane scrutinizes me briefly, and I know what
he’s about to say. He moves the woman’s head slightly to the side
so the neck is visible. It’s in the afternoon when I release the
crime scene so that the bodies can finally be removed. People don’t
realize that we, as detectives, need the crime scene intact until
we are finished. It means that the bodies, unfortunately, need to
remain as well.

 


We’re heading for the station because we need
to write a report and update Chief Dawson. The chief and I have
been friends for many years, but we always keep work and private
life separate. I know the man wants an update about the murders as
soon as possible.

 


“It looks like at least one vampire is
involved,” Zane says when we sit at our desks, which are shoved
against each other so we are face to face. Even after working
together for over six years, he still feels uncomfortable when a
case involves one or more vampires.

 


I look up from my laptop, where I’m busy
writing the report.“Yes, unfortunately. Let’s hope we catch the
bastard who did this very soon so they can’t hurt others,” I reply.
“I guess we have to wait to see what forensics has for us,” Zane
suggests. We hope they find fingerprints, and if we’re lucky, the
puncture wounds on Mrs. Williams’s neck may contain DNA. Ah, one
can only hope.

 


“Let’s call it a day,” Zane says as he shuts
down his computer. Since I finished the report and gave the chief
his update, I’m all for going home. “Yes, because there’s not much
we can do right now. Forensics is still working on the evidence we
provided,” I reply.






We were lucky because we secured a lot of
DNA, hairs, and even fingerprints that didn’t belong to the victims
or their two children. Also, the neighbors across the street have
one of those doorbell cameras. Maybe they recorded the killers? The
recordings are already secured and sent to forensics. Anyway, Zane
is correct; there’s not much we can do right now. So better go home
and start fresh the following day.


Chapter 02

​


 


DEXTER

 


Since my apartment is just three blocks from
the station, I mostly walk to work. I like to walk because it gives
me the time to clear my head and center myself again. I pass a
restaurant, look inside, and stop abruptly when I see Dave, my
boyfriend, having dinner with another man. They are holding hands
and look very much in love.

 


I should be shocked or furious or, I don’t
know, but I’m not because I already suspected him of cheating, but
now I know for sure. I mean, they are holding hands while gazing
into each other’s eyes.

 


The late nights at the firm, sometimes not
coming home at all. It’s something that is happening more and more.
We haven’t had sex for over a month. Deep inside, I knew that he
must be cheating, but I had closed my eyes. Hell, it’s not just his
fault because it’s hard to have a partner who’s a detective.

 


When a murder is committed, I work around the
clock, even on the weekends. Being a homicide detective is
dangerous, but not for me, though. I’m a powerful dhampir, and it
takes a hell of a lot to kill me.

 


Nevertheless, he should have been honest and
told me he had enough. He should have ended the relationship. It
doesn’t matter how bad a relationship is; cheating is never the
answer.

 


“Alright, let’s try this,” I whisper as I
take my phone and dial his number. Dave takes his phone, and I see
that he excuses himself. “Hey, babe,” the bastard greets me
cheerfully. “Hey, where are you? I’m off, so we can have dinner
together,” I suggest because I’m curious about what excuse he uses
to blow me off. “Uh, I can’t. I’m still out of town,” he lies, the
cheating bastard.

 


I debate briefly if I should shock him and
decide that, yes, I’m going to scare the hell out of him. “Well,
say hello to the man you have dinner with at Romario’s,” I calmly
say and hang up. I’m gone before Dave returns to the table.

 


I decide not to go home because I know Dave
will be there soon to talk and probably profess his undying love.
Well, not this time because I’ve had it with that two-timing
bastard. Let him sweat while waiting for me to come home.

 


 


ETHAN

 


“Come here, big guy,” I say. Lonny comes
running and looks expectantly at the food bowl in my hands.
“Alright,” I chuckle as I put the bowl on the floor. Lonny empties
the bowl in record time, which is understandable. Before I rescued
Lonny, he belonged to a drug addict who wanted to drown the poor
animal. I’m not a violent person, but I gave him a beating he won’t
forget.

 


That drug addict hadn’t even named his dog,
so I named him Lonny. Why Lonny? Well, because I like that name. I
never saw the drug addict again, which is good because I will kick
his ass if he ever shows his face in Bryxton Town again.

 


Lonny has emptied his bowl; now it’s time for
his walk. Tonight, I’m going out with my best friend, Darren. It’s
Saturday, and we will go to The Vault, a popular nightclub on Oak
Tree Road on the edge of town. Tomorrow is Sunday, and I have the
day off, which means I can sleep in. I work as a volunteer at the
local animal shelter. I love working with animals, and the shelter
is perfect for what I need.

 


Working at the shelter gives me satisfaction,
and it relaxes me. I spend the rest of my days painting. I take
painting classes, and my teacher says that I have talent. So, I
hope to be good enough to sell my paintings one day. Bryxton Town
has a small gallery; maybe I can convince them to show my
paintings. Who knows, with a bit of luck.

 


I’m a trained flight attendant, but when my
plane crashed, it was over. I had therapy and all, and the shrink
urged me to board a plane to overcome my fears. Well, I tried, but
I got a panic attack anytime I was about to board. The airline
company paid me big bugs to compensate for the emotional and mental
damage. I know that money doesn’t make everything right, but it
allows me to live as I see fit for the rest of my life.

 


Several talk shows wanted me on their show
because I was the sole survivor of the crash. The NTSB, or National
Transportation Safety Board, said I must have had many guardian
angels who protected me during the crash to keep me alive. Anyway,
I declined all offers because they didn’t care about me; they only
cared about the ratings. The only thing I wanted after the crash,
and still want, is peace and quiet.

 


I return from the park, and Lonny immediately
claims his doggie bed. I head for the shower to prepare for my
evening out on the town.

 


 


DEXTER

 


I head to my favorite Chinese Restaurant for
dinner. They are used to seeing me without company. When working on
a case, I often eat at the Red Dragon. Sometimes, Zane is with me,
and we grab a quick bite, but most of the time, it’s just me. I
stay longer than I need, but I know I have to go home sometime to
kick out Dave.

 


“Hey, baby,” Dave says in a low, sensual tone
I used to find so sexy. Now, however, it sounds disgusting. “You
still haven’t packed your belongings?” I ask, ignoring his greeting
completely. His eyes grow big, and he blinks a few times. What is
he trying to do, blink away those imaginary tears?

 


“I’m going out, and I want you out of here
before I return.” My tone is icy, but he deserves it. “But, why,
Dexter? Don’t you know that I love you?” Dave pleads. “Well, it
didn’t look that way when you were at the restaurant with; what’s
his name?” I reply coolie.

 


I see Dave pale. “How do you know?” he softly
asks. “Well, the phone call should have alerted you,” I say. “I. I
thought Zane had seen me, and he informed you,” Dave answers.
“Zane?” I exclaim. “What has my partner to do with it?”

 


“Your partner, that’s what you call him all
the time. Well, he isn’t because I am your partner,” Dave
suddenly shouts, making me frown because what the fuck?

 


“What does that mean? Zane is a fellow
detective and my working partner. What is so hard to understand
about that?” I growl. I’m slowly starting to get angry. “So, you
cheating on me is my fault? Dear God, what did I ever see in you,”
I whisper. I don’t give him time to reply but tell him to pack his
belongings and leave my apartment. I also make sure he only takes
what’s his. If I come home and things are missing that are mine, I
will arrest him.

 


I shower and change into fresh clothes; when
I leave the bathroom, I pass the bedroom and see Dave holding a
photo of us in happier times. “That one you can take because I
can’t stand the sight of you anymore. Oh, and leave the keys on the
kitchen counter before you leave,” I say before quietly closing the
front door. When I exit the apartment building, I hail a cab.
“Where to?” the cab driver asks. “The Vault,” I softly reply. I
don’t need to give him the address because it’s the hottest
nightclub in town.


Chapter 03

​


 


ETHAN

 


It’s been over an hour, and still no Darren.
When my phone starts vibrating, I know I have received a text
message. It’s Darren, letting me know he can’t make it because his
father had a heart attack, and he’s now on his way to the hospital.
I text him back, wishing his father well, and if he needs me, I’m
just a call away.

 


Well, I order one last drink, and then I’ll
head home because It’s no fun going out on my own, damn. I had
pictured my evening a bit differently. But hell, Darren’s father
having a heart attack is serious, so who am I to complain about my
evening?

 


The bartender hands me my drink, and when I
turn, I bump into someone, spilling both of our drinks all over
his nice clothes. “I’m so sorry,” I apologize while I try to
clean his nice shirt and jeans with my hands. The man just stands
there, quietly observing me. Is that a hint of a smile I see on his
face? Yep, he looks amused.

 


“I’m really sorry, now your clothes are
ruined. I’ll pay the dry cleaner’s bill. Here, let me buy you a new
drink,” I offer. “My God, I’m rambling, am I?” I say. The man
smiles; he’s very handsome. He has thick, wavy black hair, but I
can’t see the color of his eyes. The club is too dark; it’s such a
shame.

 


“No no, it’s alright. You don’t need to buy
me a drink or pay the bill for the dry cleaners,” he says. “And,
yes, you’re rambling, but it’s cute,” the man adds. Well, let me
tell you that no man wants to hear he’s cute. “I’m not cute,” I
insist and manage not to scowl. The man eyes me with curiosity.
“Alright, not cute, but attractive,” he replies. I sigh because I
don’t have an answer to that one, well, not right away, which isn’t
like me. I always have an answer ready.

 


I insist on buying him a new drink, but he
politely declines, turns, and disappears into the crowd. Why is it
that every time I meet an attractive guy, he hasn’t the slightest
interest in me? I put my drink on the counter because suddenly I’m
not in the mood anymore. This evening sucks, big time. First,
Darren is a no-show, but that’s not his fault. Then I spill two
drinks on a very attractive stranger who doesn’t give me the time
of day. So, it’s time to go home, sit in my favorite chair, and
sulk with a large bowl of ice cream.

 


 


DEXTER

 


Well, what more can happen? I’m what, five
minutes inside, and my clothes are ruined already. But the guy
wasn’t at fault, not really. Maybe he’s a klutz? If so, then he’s
an attractive klutz. He looked defiant when he told me in no
uncertain terms that he was not cute, which really was cute. I
order a new drink and move through the crowd to the other side of
the club. I don’t even know what I’m doing here. I should be home
and see to it that Dave is packing his belongings and finally
leaves.

 


Before I know it, I’m on my way to the exit.
Once outside, I take a cab home. I hope that Dave is gone by the
time I arrive.

 


I enter my apartment and see Dave sitting on
the couch; there are suitcases in the hall, so I guess he did pack
his things. “Why are you still here?” I ask as I fill my glass with
bourbon. He looks at me with tear-filled eyes. “Can we at least
talk about it?” he softly pleads. That makes me frown because what
the hell is he thinking?

 


“Can you repeat that because my hearing must
have finally failed me,” I snap. “Dexter, I love you. You’re the
only one for me. You know that, right?” he whispers. “Is that so?
Well, then, you have a strange way of showing that love. That guy
you had dinner with, how long is it going on?” I question, and I’m
surprised that I’m so calm. I don’t even feel hurt.

 


I scrutinize him briefly; no, I don’t feel a
thing. “Dave, I haven’t loved you for quite some time now. I only
didn’t see it until this evening when I saw you with another man.
Rage should have filled me when I saw you holding hands with your
lover at the restaurant, but it didn’t. My heartbeat didn’t even
rise. So, please, take your belongings and leave,” I say. “Don’t
make me throw you out,” I warn him when he doesn’t move.

 


“Why are you so difficult? You’re never home,
so I took a lover on occasion,” he says like it’s the most normal
thing in the world. Then, he narrows his eyes. “Are you saying you
never had another man in those two and a half years we were
together?” he snarls.

 


I raise my eyebrows because where is this
coming from? “Are you for real? No, I never cheated, not once,” I
reply, my voice steady and calm, but now I feel anger rising.
“Anyway, I want you gone, like right now,” I say as I take his two
suitcases and put them outside the apartment. “Dave, go before I
throw you out,” I say, and even though I still sound calm, I’m
anything but.

 


I’m slowly losing my patience because he’s
still here, even though I told him to leave before I returned. I’m
back, and he’s still here. He doesn’t want to go, and I have to ask
myself why he’s so reluctant.

 


My thread to throw him out seems to work
because he slowly gets up from the chair and moves even slower to
the front door. Dave looks up, a hurt expression on his face. “I
don’t understand. Why are you breaking up with me?” He even manages
to make his voice quiver. “Don’t be so dramatic. You were the one
who cheated on me. So, get lost and never bother me again,” I say.
When he doesn’t move, I grab him by the neck and throw him out. I
listen and hear him move away from the door.

 


I walk through the apartment to check if the
bastard didn’t take anything that didn’t belong to him. When all
seems fine, I sink into the chair by the window and close my eyes.
It’s not that I’m tired, but I need to comprehend everything that
happened in the last twenty-four hours.

 


I see the crime scene before me again, and in
my mind, I walk through the house. It’s still hard to imagine why
someone would slaughter an innocent elderly couple. They weren’t
wealthy, and the perpetrators didn’t take anything because we found
money and some jewelry.

 


I pour myself a large whiskey and close my
eyes again, but this time, it’s because I’m going to empty my mind.
I need to unwind if I want to get some sleep. Even though I’m a
dhampir, I need at least a few hours of sleep to function
properly.

 


******

 


I look at my watch; it’s still early, so I
have time to make a stop at the dry cleaners before I head to the
station. The clothes I wore the prior evening are in the bag too.
They reek of alcohol, which makes me think of the cutie who spilled
his drink and mine all over me.

 


I enter the station and see Zane is already
there. “Hey, nice of you to show up,” he grins. “Yeah, well, I know
you can’t function without me,” I return. “Forensics just called.
The fingerprints came back with two matches,” he says as he motions
for me to look at his screen. “This one,” Zane points to the left
picture, “Is Dennis Rathbone, age thirty-two, human. Well, as you
can see, his rap sheet is as long as the west coastline.”

 


“Now this one is a real saint,” Zane says
sarcastically, pointing at the other picture. “Meet Barry Fowler,
age thirty. He’s a relatively young vampire,” he explains. “What
about his rap sheet?” I question. Zane shakes his head. “Believe it
or not, he once got arrested because he was part of an illegal
human rights protest, that’s all. It’s why his fingerprints are in
the system,” he says.

 


I raise my eyebrows because how did he go
from protecting human rights to slaughtering an elderly couple?
“This doesn’t make any sense,” I say. “I know, but it’s his
fingerprints the tech guys found at the crime scene. So, we need to
find out how the two got to know each other. But first, we need to
find them before they kill again,” Zane says. I nod because we
really need to find those two psychos before they slaughter anyone
else.

 


“What about DNA?” I question. “Oh, yes, the
forensics found DNA in the puncture wounds. So, when we catch Barry
Fowler, we need to get his DNA so we can compare that with the DNA
from the crime scene,” Zane explains.


Chapter 04

​


 


ETHAN

 


“What the?” I whisper as I see my front door
open and hear Lonny growl; the dog is furious. Then I hear a
familiar voice snarling, “Move, you foul creature, or I will end
you right here.” Shit. That’s the drug addict I rescued Lonny
from.

 


I rush inside and need only a second to
estimate the situation. The drug addict is about to strangle Lonny,
and I can’t let that happen. “You bastard,” I yell while I attack
him. “I warned you not to come back,” I snarl, holding him in a
chokehold.

 


Then the guy rushes backward and slams me
with my back into the wall, knocking the wind right out of me. He
frees himself from my hold, and we tumble through the room. He
punches me, and I feel blood running down my face, shit. I fall
backward, and he’s on top of me with a knife. Meanwhile, Lonny is
going berserk and dives on the guy’s back.

 


The scumbag turns and stabs my Lonny. I hear
him cry out in pain, and he sinks to the floor—blood pooling around
him, which fills me with rage. “My dog, you hurt Lonny, and you’ll
pay for that, bastard,” I growl.

 


“It’s my dog, you asshole,” the guy snarls.
We look up at the sound of police sirens. Well, it’s about time. I
guess that one of the neighbors called them. “Oh no. No way. They
ain’t gonna
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