
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




[image: tmp_3953c1d3207a5d2f7cb16c9e673d9b29_MPvDQk_html_m1e75a9af.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_3953c1d3207a5d2f7cb16c9e673d9b29_MPvDQk_html_6bd667c.png]

Published by EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2018 A.M. Griffin

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77339-616-3

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Karyn White

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and
places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 



 


DEDICATION

 


To my family, Ryan, Jori, Myles and Mia. I love you
all more than words can say.

 



WHEN A VAMP FALLS

 


War of Blood and Bonds, 1

 


A.M. Griffin

 


Copyright © 2018

 


[image: tmp_3953c1d3207a5d2f7cb16c9e673d9b29_MPvDQk_html_m2f557912.png]


Chapter One

 


Ramsey Moreau snaked his way through the
throngs of humans littering Canal Street. Even on a Thursday night,
tourists were out in abundance and probably making one bad decision
after the other. The night was hot and muggy, neither which had
bothered him, but was a good enough reason for the humans, whom he
tried to ignore, to dress in their skimpiest outfits. It wasn’t
necessarily the warm weather that brought tourists to New Orleans,
as the streets crawled with people during the cooler weather too,
but the heat only seemed to perpetuate the increased drinking and
lack of morals.

As he strolled past a convenience store, a
man, mid-twenties, in a long-sleeved button-down shirt, khaki
shorts, and boat shoes stepped from the door. With glazed over
eyes, he took another step, this one more wobbly than the first.
The man let out an impressive burp and in the next breath lurched
to the side and threw up on the building. Ramsey sidestepped. The
ricocheting vomit missed him, and he kept going. The vampires in
his sights were a block in front of him, and he wouldn’t lose them
again.

The vampires shouldn’t have been in New
Orleans without his permission in the first place. Ramsey, one of
the powerful Original vampires, had cleared New Orleans when he’d
first made this town his home fifty years ago. It was known in the
vampire community that NOLA belonged to him. But every few years or
so, fledglings who hadn’t received proper training from their
sires, wandered into his city to prey on innocents. He didn’t feel
guilty about ending their lives. Their sires should’ve been more
attentive.

As they walked, the vampire pair bumped into
each other, staggering and tripping. Every few steps they swayed to
the side, unsteady on their feet. They laughed boisterously, hit on
women who passed them, and let out whoops and hollers. They carried
liquor filled drinks and raised them high in the air as hellos to
strangers. To the passersby they appeared drunk out of their
minds.

All for show.

Neither would be taking a sip from their
drinks, tonight or ever.

The vampires blended in well with the
humans. Ramsey had to give them an A for effort. They pretended to
be drunk, but not so drunk that they would get stopped by the
police. Nothing distinguished them from the other tourists. They
were good at their act and most likely better at hunting
innocents.

When the pair turned down Royal Street,
Ramsey followed. Immediately the noise died down. Royal didn’t have
as much traffic as Canal. Cars, mostly cabs, used the street as a
shortcut to bypass the main thoroughfares. Because of the lateness
of the hour, the businesses were either closed or closing. The
streetlamps provided some of the only light in the area, and even
still it was dark out.

Most of the tourists, if they found
themselves on Royal this late, would’ve quickly found a way off
that street, deciding to stick to the more populated areas of the
French Quarter. The stories about vampires attacking tourists in
the shadows and alleys would’ve gotten their hackles raised—and
rightfully so. The people who chose to brave the dark street were
either locals, who wanted to prove to themselves and others that
the shadows and stories didn’t scare them, or tourists who were too
inebriated to heed their instincts.

A block away, a couple staggered out the
doorway from one of the local bars. The man sang at the top of his
lungs, a song that Ramsey didn’t recognize, but that didn’t matter
since he didn’t know much of the music from this century anyway.
The woman, a small brunette, had her arm wrapped around him and
whispered for him to quiet down, that he embarrassed her. The man
either didn’t hear her or didn’t care. He sang louder, boisterously
and off-key. When he tried to turn around, going back the bar, she
redirected him onto the sidewalk.

“You promised that you wouldn’t drink this
much, Carl.”

“Julie, we’re in New Orleans! NOLA! The big
easy!” Carl’s speech slurred. He hiccupped and almost fell to his
side.

Julie struggled to support his larger frame
as he leaned over her. “Let’s just get back to the hotel.”

Carl tried to push away from her, but he
didn’t have enough strength to succeed. “Hotel! We’re not going
back to the hotel.” He burped, and Julie recoiled, waving a hand
over her face. “Point me in the direction to another bar,” he
demanded.

Julie secured him by the waist and grunted.
“You’re done, mister.”

“Bar!” he yelled, struggling to get away
from her.

Julie sighed. “Okay, okay, we’ll go to one
more bar.”

Carl kissed the top of her head. “That’s why
I love you, honey.”

The vampire pair sped up, homing in on their
prey. Their steps produced only whispers on the sidewalk. When they
were a foot away, Julie turned around and yelped, startled by the
two men who hadn’t been behind her a few seconds ago.

“Did I hear someone say ‘bar’? the vampire
with a Thing One shirt on asked.

Julie stared at them. Her voice caught in
her throat. Even from his distance Ramsey saw the panic behind her
eyes.

Carl righted himself, the situation sobering
him a little. He pulled Julie behind him. “What of it?”

The vampire in the Thing Two t-shirt
raised his drink, making some of the alcohol within slosh over the
rim to fall down his hand and drip over his arm. “Because that’s
where we’re going too,” he slurred his speech.

Thing One threw his arm over Thing Two’s
shoulder. “I’m Antonio, and my buddy here is Nicoli. We’re headed
to one of the best bars in New Orleans. You.” He pointed at Carl
and hiccupped. “You should come with us.” He pretended to take a
swig from his cup. If the couple looked hard enough they would see
Antonio’s mouth was closed and would know that the gulps he took
were fake.

Julie pulled Carl back. “Actually, we were
on our way to the hotel.”

Antonio and Nicoli exchanged glances, then
burst out laughing. “Man, you’re letting your girl ruin New Orleans
for you. That’s why we left our babes at home,” Nicoli said.

Antonio shrugged. “Too bad. We’re about to
get wasted.” Antonio and Nicoli bumped their cups together.

Ramsey sped up. The distance he’d previously
put between him and the vampires was to hide that he followed them.
But now he didn’t care. He’d confirmed Antonio and Nicoli’s
intentions in his city.

“Come on, Carl,” Julie begged pulling on his
shirt again. “We don’t know them.”

Carl swatted her hand away. “No, now wait a
minute. I already told you that I was going to another bar.”

“Carl…”

“I’m going with them,” Carl said, pointing
at the vampires.

Antonio and Nicoli gave Carl high-fives.

“The bar is this way,” Antonio said, nodding
his head forward.

“I don’t trust them,” Julie whispered to
Carl.

Again, Carl ignored her and followed the
vampires.

Ramsey didn’t have any trouble hearing her
at nearly half a block away. The vampires standing next to her
would’ve heard her easily as well. But Carl wasn’t listening to
Julie or thinking clearly, and sadly, if Ramsey hadn’t been there,
those would’ve been her last words.

Antonio and Nicoli kept Carl occupied with
small talk while they led him deeper into an unpopulated area.
Julie followed along nervously, clutching Carl’s arm. At the next
block Antonio pulled Carl away from Julie and into an alley. Nicoli
pushed Julie after them. She let out a small yelp.

They were out of Ramsey’s sight. With no
more time to waste, and the humans’ lives at stake, Ramsey took off
into a run, moving as a blurry shadow to anyone watching. He made
it to the alley as Nicoli carried Julie, dangling unconscious in
his arm toward the back where trashcans were lined around a
dumpster. Carl was in front of them, following Antonio willingly,
stumbling and oblivious of being led to his death.

“There’s a bar back here somewhere?” Carl
asked confused.

Antonio chuckled and extended an arm.
“There’s a secret entrance. Right this way.”

Ramsey stood at the mouth of the alley and
tsked, a sound that was heard only by the vampires. Antonio
and Nicoli both whirled around to look at him.

Antonio narrowed his eyes. “What do you
want?”

The vampires were new—fledglings. Their skin
still had the porcelain look of vampires who were under one hundred
years old. Too old to still be under their sire’s wings, but young
enough not to grasp the graveness of their situation.

“These are our meals,” Nicoli spat,
cradling Julie possessively.

Carl turned around and almost fell over. He
steadied himself and pointed to Julie. “Hey! She’s my
girlfriend. Why are you carrying her?”

“She passed out. I was helping her,” Nicoli
said, not taking his eyes off of Ramsey.

Carl pulled his eyebrows together with
worry. “She did?”

“Let the humans go. This isn’t your
territory,” Ramsey warned.

Nicoli raised his eyebrows. “We’re just
passing through. Once we feed, we’ll be on our way.”

Ramsey took a step forward. “You’re not
hunting in my territory.”

Nicoli dropped Julie. She hit the ground
with a thud. Carl staggered over to her. “Julie, honey? Are you
okay?”

“I’m tired of you Originals thinking that
you own the world. We can feed wherever we want,” Nicoli
sneered.

Somebody must have had their Wheaties
today.

“I’ll give you a choice.” Ramsey glanced
from Antonio to Nicoli. “You can try to feed from the
humans, maybe get a small taste before you die—painfully. Or you
can walk out of this alley, leave New Orleans, and never come
back.”

Nicoli let out a growl, and Antonio opened
his mouth, revealing his sharp canines. “Like I said.” Nicoli
reached into his waistline and pulled out a silver dagger. Even in
the darkness the dagger gleamed. “This is our meal.”

Ramsey wanted to laugh. What was that little
knife going to do to him?

Nicoli motioned him forward. “Come get
some.”

Ramsey shrugged. No one could say that he
hadn’t given them a chance to leave and live.

Ramsey shot down the alley, covering the
ground between them in record speed, and in less than a second, he
had his hand around Nicoli’s throat lifting him from the ground.
Without much of an effort he tossed Nicoli away. His body hit a
metal garbage bin, denting and rocking it. Ramsey didn’t give
Antonio an opportunity to advance. He snatched him up.

Antonio bared his fangs and hissed.

Ramsey chuckled. “Am I supposed to be scared
of those baby fangs?” Then he bared his. “Now these are proper
fangs.”

“W-wait,” Carl said, raising his hands. “We
were just on our way to the bar. We didn’t want any trouble.”

Antonio clawed at Ramsey’s hands, struggling
in his grip.

Ramsey spared Carl a glance. “Take your
woman and go back to the hotel.”

Carl, suddenly sober, picked up his
girlfriend and threw her over his shoulder and backed away.

“And my advice to you is to listen to your
woman more,” Ramsey added.

Carl nodded, then turned and ran down the
alley.

Suddenly pain erupted in Ramsey’s side,
making his insides burn. He staggered back and dropped Antonio.

“My advice to you?” Nicoli asked, watching
him with a deadly glint in his eyes.

Ramsey stumbled, wondering why so much pain
coursed through his body. The knife shouldn’t have hurt. In fact,
it shouldn’t have broken through his skin. Nicoli stabbed him
again, a quick swipe in the groin. Ramsey couldn’t deflect the
blow. Everything hurt. He tried to back away, putting space between
him and Nicoli. The silver dagger in Nicoli’s hand dripped with
black blood. Nicoli smiled and advanced on him again. Ramsey held
out his hand, but Nicoli pushed it away. Nicoli buried the dagger
in Ramsey’s chest. Fire spread across him. The world darkened.

“Don’t ever turn your back on
me.”

****

Danya Evans tried her best to maneuver
through the massive Bourbon Street crowd. She hadn’t expected to
see so many people packed onto one street and on a Thursday night
no less. There were men dressed in business suits and women in
fancy evening wear, rubbing shoulders with inebriated tourists and
homeless people. Bare-chested women, laden with multi-colored beads
and college kids with alcoholic beverages, shared the street with
families and children. It seems that all types of people were
smashed onto one street.

A group of rowdy boys yelled out obscenities
as they filed past, jostling each other and bumping into Danya in
the process. One of their drinks spilled over the fishbowl slash
cup and spilled down Danya’s arm. Without so much as a “sorry” the
guys kept going, leaving Danya with a cold, wet shirt.

“Ugh! Excuse you!” Danya yelled after the
retreating group. Her screams blended with the rest of the noise,
and the guys didn’t give her a second glance.

Jamie, her best friend, stopped by her side.
“So much for putting on our best ‘turn this shit out’ outfits on.”
Jamie rummaged through her large purse and pulled out a packet of
baby wipes. “Here, we have to clean it up before it dries and gets
all sticky.”

That was the upside to having a friend who
had children. Jamie was prepared for almost all situations. Jamie
handed Danya a wipe and took one out for herself.

Danya dabbed at her arm. “I can’t believe
how rude everyone is.”

“That’s because they’re drunk and we’re
not—yet.” Jamie wiped the side of Danya’s jeans. “We’ll have a
drink and blend in more.”

When Bride, Danya’s younger sister, noticed
that Jamie and Danya had stopped following her, she doubled back.
Excitement painted her face. “Okay, so this weekend we’re gonna
eat too much, drink too much, and if we’re lucky,
fuck too much.” Bride jutted out her hip, showing off her
slinky red panties that peeked over her low-rise skinny jeans. “I
didn’t bring my good underwear to New Orleans for nothing.”

Danya skimmed the lacy panties with envy.
She couldn’t even think about squeezing her butt into something as
skimpy as those. She had way too much “junk in the trunk” to pull
off the dental floss look, but Bride, a Zumba instructor, had the
body for such luxuries. The thought made Danya turn her glare to
Bride and squint in jealousy.

“Oh, no. Don’t look at me like that.” Bride
wiggled her finger. “Nuh-uh. We’re single and ready to mingle.”

Jamie held out her hand for Danya’s wipe,
then stuffed them both back in her purse. “You guys feel free to go
buck wild. I’ll live vicariously through you both. I’m married.
Happily married,” she added with emphasis.

Danya’s cell phone chimed with an incoming
text.

Don’t have too much fun. Ha ha ha. Just
kidding. Have fun in New Orleans. Since I’m stuck working your
shift tonight, at least one of us should be out having a good
time.

The text was from her coworker, Alex, who’d
agreed to switch her shift so that she could go on her last-minute
vacation. She replied back.

Thanks again for working for me. I’ll be
sure to post pictures on Friend Book.

Danya slipped her phone back into the pocket
of jeans that were way too tight and let out a yawn. She’d slept
the entire two-hour flight from Los Angeles to New Orleans, and she
still wanted to curl underneath the fluffy, white hotel comforter.
But the odds of Bride and Jamie letting her go back to the room to
sleep were slim.

“Uh-uh. None of that,” Bride said,
confirming Danya’s thought.

Danya waved a hand in the air then pointed
to herself. “Hello? I just worked four straight nights, on twelve
hour shifts each.”

“And no one told you to work that crazy ass
schedule right before your vacation anyway,” Bride said,
unperturbed.

“Working that schedule was the only way that
I could get the time off on such short notice. I had to work
another nurse’s shift for him.” Danya looked pointedly at Bride,
who had booked the trip a week ago and bought Danya’s and Jamie’s
tickets without asking first because the deal had been “too good to
pass up”. Danya yawned again. “Plus, I still have to get my thesis
completed. I’m tired as hell—”

“We don’t care, Dani! We’re in NOLA.” Bride
scanned the crowd, trying to find something to catch her
attention.

Dani opened her mouth to give her sister a
piece of her mind. Bride had a part-time job and no
responsibilities. She thought life was just one big party. She
didn’t care what other people had going on in their lives. After
only a few hours into this trip, Dani had already had enough of
Bride and her attitude.

“We do care,” Jamie said, stopping
Dani before she could say anything. “Dani, I know that you work a
ton of hours and you’re trying to finish your Master’s in Nursing
degree. But what Bride means…” She shot Bride a quick glare. “Is
that we aren’t going to let you ruin your weekend getaway by
sleeping it away.”

As a nurse in a busy inner-city hospital and
a grad student, Dani treated sleep as it should be treated—as a
precious commodity. She’d expected Bride not to recognize the
importance of sleep. She was twenty-five and single. But she’d
thought Jamie, a wife and mother of two, would appreciate the
wonderful power of sleep.

“Bride, when I told you to look up
vacations, I’d assumed that you would find something on a beach,
with white sand and blue water.” Dani closed her eyes and lifted
her chin. She could almost feel the sun on her skin. “Ah, some
place tropical.” But she wasn’t in Jamaica, the Bahamas, or
Cancun. She was in fucking New Orleans. Bourbon Street smelled like
vomit and piss, and she wasn’t sure which one was in the puddle she
stood in. Dani side stepped to a dry patch of the sidewalk.

Bride stared off, seemingly not paying
attention to either Dani or Jamie, and danced to a silent beat.
Dani looped her arm in Jamie’s. Jamie shook her head and mouthed,
“We’ll get through this together.”

A loud cackle sounded in the distance, and
Dani took a step closer to Jamie, pressing against her body.
“Together.”

Bride turned back to look at Dani and Jamie.
She scowled when she saw them. “What? Are you guys afraid of
getting lost or something?”

Dani exchanged glances with Jamie. “Or
kidnapped,” Dani whispered.

Bride didn’t hide her disappointment. “Ugh,
you guys are like two old maids.” With a karate chop where their
arms linked, Bride separated them.

“Ow!” Dani exclaimed, rubbing her arm.

“Bride is right, for once. We can do this.”
Jamie shook out both of her arms. “We need to live a little. Let’s
get one of those fishbowl drinks.”

“Finally!” Bride clasped Jamie’s shoulders.
“You’re on my side! First on our bucket list is to earn some beads
the old-fashioned way.”

Oh, no. The old-fashioned way? That
didn’t sound good.

 



Chapter Two

 


A rerun of a cop drama played on the big
screen television that was tacked to the hotel wall. From the hot
bath that she soaked in, Dani could hear that a perp was running
from the police, but Jamie and Bride seemed not to pay attention to
what was going on with the show and instead recounted the night’s
escapades. The show only served as background noise to their
conversation.

It had been after two in the morning by the
time Dani and Jamie had been able to drag Bride from one of the
clubs and finally back to the hotel. Bride had complained and
pouted the entire way, about how everyone was still out having a
good time and they were trying to ruin her weekend.

But by that time, both Jamie and Dani had
had enough.

Jamie couldn’t stop yawning, and she blinked
too often and too long. And Dani’s feet were in a world of pain.
The pedometer on her smart watch had zeroed out at midnight, and by
two, she was already at seven thousand steps. Every step she took
sent needle pricks of pain firing from her heels up to her calves.
By the time she’d dragged Bride down Canal Street, Dani had almost
been at a full limp. The only thing that she’d wanted to do was
regain her hearing, her sanity, her safe bubble, and go to bed.

Unfortunately, Jamie and Bride had wanted to
spend another hour talking.

While they’d talked and giggled, Dani had
taken advantage of the whirlpool bathtub. She’d filled the tub with
water as hot as she could stand, dumped the hotel sized shampoo in
and eased into the bubbly mess. It. Was. Heaven.

While she relaxed in her bath, letting the
water relieve the tension in her muscles, she heard yawning from
the next room, and after a few more minutes of reminiscing, all
talking stopped.

After the water turned from steamy hot to
lukewarm and her fingertips were reduced to bumpy ridges, Dani
hauled herself out of the tub. She dressed in her pajamas, an old
t-shirt and leggings, and thanked God that she could at least be
comfortable while she slept. The tight jeans that cut into her
stomach and her shoes that were clearly not made for a lot
of walking, had done a number on her. She made a mental note to
take pedi-cabs for the rest of the vacation.

Dani turned off the television. She didn’t
need a reason to dream about burglaries or police chases all night
long, and she slipped into the bed she shared with Bride and pulled
the blanket around her. Bride murmured something about hot dogs and
train tracks and turned, taking most of the blanket with her,
leaving Dani with a sliver of the sheet.

If she really wanted to fight with Bride
over the blanket she could’ve. But, physically she was exhausted.
Even though they hadn’t shared a bed since their elementary school
days, Dani remembered the blanket tug-of-wars. History reminded her
that Bride would win. Dani sighed and shut her eyes.

Hm. Why do butterflies have wings?

I guess if they didn’t that would make them
caterpillars.

But caterpillars have so many legs.

Why do they have all those tiny legs?

She snorted. I guess they couldn’t have a
bunch of huge legs. That would make them look odd.

She frowned. But they already look
weird.

A snore erupted in the quietness.

Dani opened her eyes. “Turn to your side,
Jamie,” she called out.

Snoring. That was the reason why she had
opted to sleep with Bride rather than Jamie. While Bride was a
blanket hog, Jamie was a snorer. Dani’s only choice had been to
pick the lesser of the two evils. Well, she could’ve made them
sleep with each other.

Huh. Why hadn’t I thought of that
before?

Jamie didn’t answer, but rustling came from
her bed as she adjusted and turned. The snoring stopped.

Dani and Jamie had been best friends since
freshman year at college. Both of them hadn’t known a soul on the
entire campus, and as roommates they’d decided to stick close. They
hadn’t separated since.

Dani shut her eyes again. As tired as she
was she should’ve fallen to sleep in the tub. She concentrated on
blackness, making her mind blank.

Do ladybugs have teeth?

For fuck’s sake.

She opened her eyes and stared at the
ceiling. I’m not going to sleep anytime soon. She was at the
point of no return as she called it. If she went to bed at a normal
time she would’ve fallen to sleep as fast as a two-year-old kid
who’d missed her nap. If she stayed up past her bedtime, she was
doomed to greet the sun. That was the result of working twelve-hour
night shifts for the past five years.

Ugh.

Dani figured she had two choices. She could
stay where she was and stare at the ceiling or she could put some
words in her thesis paper. It wasn’t a question really. Her paper
wasn’t going to write itself, and she had a deadline looming over
her head.

With a small grunt she pushed herself to sit
up. The bath had helped to relax some of her muscles, but she still
ached. She’d thought that running up and down hospital hallways
three to four nights a week was a workout. Sheesh!

Dani leaned over her side of the bed and
pulled her laptop from her bag and flipped it open and typed in her
password. The welcome message chimed. She held her breath, waiting
for Bride to roll over and scold her for working. Bride buried her
head under her pillow. Dani let out a sigh of relief.

Time to get to work.

She didn’t have a whole lot left to do. Her
paper was almost done. Another two weeks and she could call it
completed. So much work had gone into it already. The semester
would end in less than a month, and she would finally receive her
Master’s degree. With the degree would come an opportunity to apply
for a Manager’s position, get off the night shift, and work normal
hours for once. Oh, yeah and a substantial pay raise.

She grinned to herself. Two and a half years
of hard work, long hours, and countless papers and presentations
was finally coming to an end. She let out a yawn.

Oh hell no. I have some free time to finish
this paper. I’m not blowing it.

Dani set her laptop in the empty space
between her and Bride and rolled out of bed. Softly, Dani padded
her way to the little kitchenette. She grabbed a single sized cup
of coffee. Coffee. Her mouth watered. She fired up the
coffee maker and grabbed a paper cup. She scanned the kitchenette
area looking for the coffee fixings. Nothing. Where the hell were
the sugar and cream?

You have got to be fucking kidding
me. She growled under her breath.

Coffee without sugar or cream? She could
stay up all night, which she thought made her a badass, but she
wasn’t that hardcore.

Dani eyed the clock. 2:50 AM. It was late,
probably too late for a run to the mini-market a few doors down
from her hotel. The coffee machine spurted to life, and the water
poured into the cup. The heavenly aroma filled the air.
Mmmm.

She made her way to the window and peered at
the street. Cars went by, not as many as were out before, but there
was enough activity from their headlights to give the street life.
The sidewalks were still filled with people either out partying or
going back to their hotels. She couldn’t tell which.

The water in the coffee machine stopped. Her
mouth watered. It wasn’t like she had a caffeine habit. Oh, who was
she kidding? She had a habit. Dani licked her lips. I’ll be in
and out, five minutes tops.

She slipped into her flip flops and on her
way out the door grabbed her hotel key and stuffed a ten-dollar
bill down her shirt and into her sports bra. At least she wouldn’t
have to worry about anyone robbing her. One look at her and a
would-be-robber would keep on their merry way. No purse, no
jewelry, and nothing of value.

She tiptoed to the door and opened it
slowly. With just enough room for her to squeeze out, she left and
closed it securely behind her. She took the three flights of stairs
and passed the vacant front desk. The moment she stepped outside
thick, humid air hit her. The hotel had been cool and refreshing,
but outside was probably a muggy ninety degrees. A group of four
walked by her, and she stepped out, slipping behind them. Anyone
watching would’ve thought she belonged. When they reached the
corner store she broke away and climbed the one step to go
inside.

She was met by an elderly Indian man. “We’re
closed.”

“But all I need is sugar and creamer.” She
tried to go around him, but he blocked her path.

“We’re closed.” He motioned out the door.
“Come back tomorrow.”

“I have coffee going now.” She did her best
to flutter her eyelashes. The man only frowned. She blew out a
breath. The pretty girl in distress act did not work for her. “Fine
then. Is there another place open this late?”

He escorted her out the step and pointed
toward the river. “On the next block, make a left. Two blocks down
is a twenty-four hour convenience store.”

She eyed where he pointed and bit her lower
lip. That wasn’t the five-minute in and out trip she’d had in mind.
“It’s a far walk. Is it—”

The door shut, and the owner secured the
security gate.

“Safe?”

She really needed to figure out the
distressed act. Bride had it down pat. If she were here, they
would’ve gotten everything that her little heart desired. The man
turned off the light, leaving Dani standing in the dark. She let
out a deep sigh. She could either brave it or go back to the hotel
and force down black coffee.

Dani scanned the sidewalk, noticing there
were still a fair number of people out and about. So what if her
five minute jaunt turned into a ten minute one? She would be back
in no time at all.

Two guys and a girl walked by, going in her
direction. She took a breath and fell in line behind them. One of
the guys did a double take, and she grinned at him. He shrugged,
probably either too drunk to care or thinking this was about to be
the easiest lay that he’d ever had in his life. She stayed with
them until they reached the end of the block. When the light
changed she walked across the street with them. Most of the people
made a left, and the others took a right. She was the only one
continuing straight.

Shit.

The street was dark. The uncertainty of the
unknown made her pause. All of the businesses had closed except for
one. She spotted the blue, flickering light of the convenience
store sign. All she had to do was make it the two blocks by
herself. She could do it.

Right.

Dani made her way up the block. Walking with
purpose, that’s what her father called it. Head held high and hands
down. Don’t run but walk as a steady pace. As long as she didn’t
look scared, creeps wouldn’t notice her. But if she was taking her
father’s advice, then she really wouldn’t have gone out all. At
least not by herself.

One block down and one block to go.

“Help me.”

She whirled around. No one was behind her,
but she could’ve sworn that the plea had been whispered in her ear.
She stilled, watching, listening.

“Help me.”

Dani whirled around again, No one there.

“I’m in the alley.”

Dani squinted. Where is the alley?
She spotted blackness nestled between two buildings.
There.

She tiptoed to the mouth of the opening and
paused. Darkness greeted her. Boxes were thrown about. Overflowing
trashcans were pushed against one wall, and a large garbage
container was in the back.

“Help me.”

She didn’t jump this time. She’d expected
the voice, hoarse and with a French accent. “Hello? Is anyone in
there?”

“Help, dying.”

Dying? She patted her hip. Shoot. Why hadn’t
she brought her cell phone?

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

The stranger groaned. The sound came from
somewhere in the darkness. Shit. I can’t go in there
alone.

Dani turned to scan the street. Empty. Maybe
she could run back to Canal and ask someone to call the police? But
what if the guy died by then? Maybe she could pull him out and to
safety? Or at least give him medical attention until someone else
walked by.

“Help. Hurry.” The voice was more desperate
now.

This is how people got killed. But
she couldn’t just leave him.

Dani let out a groan and made her way down
the alley. The pitter patter of little feet greeted her. Knowing
that rats were in her path sent a shiver down her spine. She
stepped over trash, and her foot landed in a puddle. A puddle of
what was the question. She gagged as the smell of rotten garbage
wafted to her nose. “I can’t do this. I can’t do this.” She started
to turn around.

“Over here.” The voice was only a few steps
away from her.

With renewed determination she focused,
letting her eyes adjust to the darkness. Against the wall was a
man. He sat slumped on the ground with his back propped against the
building. His long legs stretched out in front of him. His torso
shifted at an odd angle, and his head hung low with his chin
resting on his chest.

Even though it was hot out, he wore a button
up shirt, slacks, and what looked like expensive dress shoes. She
couldn’t make out his face, but he looked young, maybe in his early
or mid-twenties. But even with his hair hanging across his eyes she
could tell that he was handsome.

“What happened to you?”

“Jumped. Stabbed. Dying.” His accent was
thicker now.

Maybe he was a businessman or foreign
tourist who’d had the misfortune of coming across robbers?

What if they were still around? Her hackles
rose, and she glanced over her shoulder. Still no one in sight.

He tried to push away from the wall but
collapsed again. He whimpered in pain.

“Do you have a cell phone? I have to call
for help, but I left mine at the hotel.”

“My … my back pocket.” His voice was choppy
now.

She rushed to him and kneeled at his side,
not minding that her knees hit warm liquid. A coppery scent filled
her nose. “Holy shit. This is all blood. You need an ambulance,
mister.” She pushed against him, letting her hands roam his
backside, feeling for a cell phone.

The man wrapped his arms around her. She
tried to push him away. “Hey.” His arms were like metal vises
holding her. “Wh-what are you doing?”

“Sorry about this.”

He opened his mouth. Sharp pointy teeth that
gleamed white against the dark descended on her. She never got the
chance to scream.

 



Chapter Three

 


Ramsey found it kind of funny. He’d been
thinking about greeting the sun for a while now. Marcos, his human
assistant and only living descendant, had ten years left in
him—maybe. Then what? After two thousand years of having family at
his side he would be left alone in the world.

He’d wanted to hold on until after Marcos
had passed. He’d worked with expensive lawyers, planning ahead and
filing the necessary paperwork. All of his affairs were in order.
One sad regret was that he’d thought he would have the chance to
tell everyone who was dear to him goodbye, but hey c’est la
vie. At least Marcos had Nadine. She would make his last years
comfortable. They made a good pair. And after Marcos passed, with
all the property and money Ramsey had willed to Nadine—which was a
small fortune—Nadine would be set for the rest of her life.

Ramsey had lain there, resigned in the fact
that this night was his last. Ready for this to be last.

Thing One and Thing Two had gotten the best
of him. But how? The knife wounds should’ve had the same effect as
being poked with a toothpick. There’s no way he should’ve been
incapacitated. But with the first slice through his skin, he knew
he was in trouble. Nicoli had used him as a pincushion, gleefully
poking him, and his friend, Antonio, had cackled with complete
happiness, urging him on.

Just when Ramsey had accepted that the last
stab would end him and was so riddled with pain that he couldn’t do
anything to stop them, Nicoli had stopped and whispered into his
ear, “I’ll let the sun take care of you.”

The sun would hurt ten times more than the
knife attack, and both vampires knew it. Death by sun meant fire,
more pain, and more screaming. As far as Ramsey was concerned the
whole ordeal would’ve been an overall drawn out affair.

But he was ready for it. He’d planned to
greet the sun like a big boy.

Until his ego reared its ugly head.

There was no fucking way he would be taken
out by two piddly fledglings. His self-preservation kicked into
high gear.

He’d struggled, trying to get himself to
safety. Wait out the impending sunrise in the shadows. But he
couldn’t move. The blade had severed the tendons in his legs, and
the force of the blows had crushed through his knees, just to name
a few of the injuries.

In vain he’d tried to establish a telepathic
link with Marcos, but he couldn’t block out the pain and
concentrate long enough to complete the thought. Without help he
was good as dead. His only hope had been to use his dwindling
energy to psychically call for help and pray that a passerby came
to his rescue.

It had worked, and now because he’d turned
his back on an enemy, he had to steal.

Ramsey didn’t want to take her blood without
her permission, but with death at the front door and his ego urging
him on, he had no other choice. The moment the woman had stepped
into the alley he’d caught her scent. She smelled like the sweetest
flower, rising above the stench of piss, feces, throw-up, and
garbage. His instincts kicked in overdrive.

He needed her.

Her blood pumped hard and fast through her
body. The sound weighed on his ears, his mind driving him to rise
up and devour her. He struggled to move, unable to keep
control.

He’d willed her closer.

She’d come with tentative steps.

Closer.

He’d stopped breathing. Her scent drove him
insane. His body demanded the blood in order to survive.

Blood.

Mentally, he tried to lure her. He’d tried
and tried but couldn’t focus on the thought. Her blood was all he
could think about. It consumed him.

“What happened to you?” she asked in a soft
whisper.

Come closer. “Jumped. Stabbed.
Dying.” He could barely speak. He’d wanted her so badly.

She stayed where she was. Red clouded his
vision. Blood lust set in. He needed her. Now. He’d tried to
lunge, but his body wouldn’t cooperate. He whimpered in
frustration, pain, and need.

Come closer.

“Do you have a cell phone? I have to call
for help, but I left mine
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