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Chapter 1:
The Wife

 


‘Your wife is here!
Your wife is here.’ The words regurgitate
over and over in my mind like a hiccupping record whilst Jamie
whirls around the room, sifting through scraps of material that a
few hours ago were our clothes. Well, they were our clothes, until
we finally gave into our surging desires and tore them off each
other’s bodies in scorching frenzy.

Wow, just how precarious can life be?
One moment the stars are within my grasp and in the next, darkness
tumbles down on me once more. I sit here in his elaborately
designed wrought iron bed with my naked body wrapped in his crisp
white cotton sheet, hugging my knees numbed by this humiliation and
I am waiting. I am waiting and hoping to hear him challenge those
four painful words; ‘Your wife is
here’ and yet the seconds tick over and he
hasn’t fought to deny or defend them.

Still stood
blocking the doorway my brother, the messenger, also stares
incomprehensibly at Jamie.

“Daze, Daze?”
Jamie’s voice calls from somewhere in the distance behind the chaos
in my mind. My eyes shift from David and settle on him, watching
him tug on the fresh pair of jeans he has found amongst the heap of
clothes dumped out of his bag. My voice is lost.

Jamie grabs
the tops of my arms. His large hands easily wrap around them and he
shakes me hard in the hope of awaking me from my stupor. “Listen
Daze, listen to me. I can explain all of this. It’s not what it
seems. I just need to find out what she’s doing here and then you
and I’ll talk. Don’t doubt me. Don’t doubt us. I am crazy in love
with you, remember? Just wait here, okay? Give me ten minutes?” His
bewitching blue eyes plead with mine as panic oozes from every
perfect ivory pore. “Dave, c’mon tell her.” He calls to my brother
- his best friend, for reinforcements.

“Tell her what
exactly?” David plants his hands on his hips, plainly furious with
Jamie. “You didn’t tell me you had a wife either. Trust me, if you
had, I wouldn’t ‘ave let you anywhere near my sister.” His hushed
anger seeps out through his gritted teeth, adding to the already
suffocating atmosphere.

“Tell her,
that I love her and that I’ve never wanted anything more than to be with
her.”

My brother
glares at him and shakes his head with disapproval.

Jamie’s
presence is beginning to irritate me. Magic is bubbles beneath my
fingertips ready to lash out and hurt him to repay him for making
me feel like this and yet my heart adores him and calls for me to
curl up in his arms and allow him to charm me into a safe place. I
cannot let him do that. I need the truth first. “For god’s sake
just go and see your wife will you.” I fire at him sharply.

The muscles in Jamie’s jaw clench and twitch. “Okay. Fine. But
I’ll be back to sort this out with you afterwards.” He pushes past
David. “You know how much she means to me.” He growls, but David ignores him
and closes the door behind him.

“You okay sis?
. . . Here.” My brother removes his T-shirt and tosses it at
me.

“His wife?” I
groan still trying to figure out how this can be true. “Not once
has he mentioned a wife or anyone that-that significant.” I mumble to myself as I
pull on David’s oversized t-shirt. “Are you honestly telling me
that you didn’t know about this? And Elizabeth didn’t say anything
to you, because I don’t for one minute believe she didn’t
know?”

David frowns and shakes his head. “Of course I didn’t know. He
may be my best friend, but you’re my sister. I couldn’t keep
something from you that I know would hurt you. Honestly, I knew
nothing about this, not until she walked in ten minutes ago
declaring she was Jamie Cromwell’s wife.” He sighs and drops on to
the bed next to me with his head in his hands and drags them down
his face. “But . . . as much as it pains me to defend him right at this moment, he
does love you. Deeply. I know that much.”

“Well, one thing’s for sure; I am not going to hide here like
some dirty little secret.” The reflection of me in David’s
oversized T-shirt glares back at me in the enormous floor to
ceiling mirror opposite Jamie’s bed. I look a mess. “I should get
some proper clothes on. . . Damn!
I didn’t pack before we left. We just took off. Oh
god David, I don’t even think straight when he’s around. I am such
an idiot.” I whine, furious with myself.

“No, no you’re
not . . . well, okay perhaps sometimes you are.” David grins.
“Elizabeth bought you a ton of stuff before you arrived. Knowing
you, you probably left anything that wasn’t a T-shirt or a pair of
jeans here before we moved south to start the attacks.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right.” I leave the comfort of the bed
to pace the room as I try to work out the best way to deal with
Jamie and his so-called wife.

“Stay calm.
You’ll think clearer. I’ll go check what clothes you left here and
I’ll be straight back.”

As David leaves
the room, I catch the sound of voices drifting up from downstairs.
I cannot help myself I have to listen. I go over to the door and
inch it open to hear more clearly.

“You are still delightfully handsome
James. Were you resting? You appear to have forgotten to
dress?” A deep feminine voice purrs.
“Or is that your intention, huh? Not that I am
complaining . . .”

The thought of
her ogling him boils my blood. Despite my indignation, it didn’t
escape my notice that before he left, he dressed in just a pair of
jeans that hung off his hips showcasing his ripped torso, and his
usually immaculate hair was dishevelled in that delicious after sex
way. He looked too good. Too good for a reunion with an apparently
long lost wife.

“What the hell are you doing here? I
thought you wanted to remain inconspicuous. Why didn’t you me call
first?”

Oh my god,
they have been in contact. This isn’t unexpected. My stomach
clenches and tears pools in my eyes.

“Are you not pleased to see
me?” The woman chuckles, as if she is
enjoying his unease.

“Mary!” He
snaps, not amused by her teasing.

“Now, now my darling. All in good
time. Tell me, who was that divine specimen who greeted me at the
door?”

“Lizzy’s
bloke-Dave.” Jamie mutters sounding
irritated. Perhaps he is jealous of her assessment of my brother.
My stomach knots up tighter and tears fall from eyes.

“Ah-ha, so he is one half of the
legendary Bellwether twins is he? When do I get a formal
introduction?”

Their
conversation pauses, just long enough for my own jealousy to
circulate and conjure up images of Jamie clutching his long lost
wife and forcing an angry kiss against her wanting lips to silence
her teasing. Is that crazy? Perhaps.

“Hey, what are
you doing down there?” David asks when he finds me on the floor
just inside the door and ushers me backwards into Jamie’s bedroom
and closes it behind him, shutting out the rest of their
conversation.

“I need to
know the truth. I can’t cope with these furious feelings of insane
jealousy.” I whisper, although really I want to scream, so I fold
my arms across my chest in the hope of containing the explosion
that wants to burst out of me.

“Here,” David
holds out a sleeveless wine coloured mini-dress, “if you feel that
strongly get dressed and we’ll go down there and meet her.
Introduce yourself. Force Jamie to come clean and get to the bottom
of this sorry situation eh?”

“She has the
hots for you too.” I sniff and mop up my tears with the sleeve of
David’s T-shirt.

“What?”

“A divine specimen
daaarling.” I mimic in a deep voice. “No
jeans?”

“Nope. You
took them all with you. Be strong sis. I’m on your side no matter
what happens, okay?”

I nod and pull
the dress up under his T-shirt. “Here.” I throw his T-Shirt back to
him.

“Very apt.”
David assesses me with a wry smile.

“The scarlet
woman?” I grin smoothing the dress out in the mirror. “He told me
to wait here. I don’t think he’s going to be pleased with me for
interrupting their cosy reunion.”

“Since when did
you do anything you were told?”

* * * *

From the top of the staircase I catch
sight of a woman perched on the sofa wearing a large rimmed black
hat that flanks her face. A knee-length pencil dress in a dark
shade of grey accentuates her slim hourglass figure and her
elegantly crossed legs end in lethal scarlet Louboutin stilettos.
Behind her, a young man in a tailored charcoal suit with a black
woollen scarf stares into thin air pretending to be oblivious to
the conversation between husband and wife. Hmm at least they
weren’t alone . . . and oh my god
he discharges a dangerously delicious scent.
Overtly human. Very unusual.

“C’mon Daisy. Don’t be afraid, remember who
you are.” David whispers
in encouragement.

“I am not
afraid. I am just sussing out the enemy.” I dismiss and proceed to
glide down the stairs with my back arched, chest out and chin
high.

The wife turns
her head, but not enough to unveil her face. Quickly, I survey the
room to find Jamie. He is sitting on the oak dining table on the
opposite side of the room with his head drooped below his shoulders
and his legs swinging freely like an errant child. Guilt?

“Jay, are you
going to introduce us properly?” David prompts when nobody moves to
speak.

Jamie pushes
himself off the table and stands to attention, with his arms
crossed against that divine ivory chest of his. His hard gaze
however, remains on his wife, without so much as a flicker to me.
Tears threaten to appear in my eyes again. Unconsciously, my arms
fold tightly across my chest I dig my nails into my arms to stop
the tears from brimming over. Meanwhile, the wife cranes her neck
to gaze upon my brother. Her gloved fingers play with her chestnut
brown hair and after a brief examination, her shockingly red lips
bleed into a slice of an approving smile.

Jamie lifts his
gaze from his wife and lands it on my brother, skipping me. Is it
me or is it getting frosty in here? “I thought you were going to
give me some privacy to sort this out?” He glowers at David.

“James,
dar-ling, where are your manners?” The wife admonishes him and
rises to her feet. “Tut, Tut James.” Her long satin-gloved hand
extends towards my brother. “I am Mary Worth or should that be
Cromwell?” She grins casting her eyes back to Jamie awaiting his
reaction.

“Worth.” Jamie
confirms.

David gallantly
bows to kiss her hand. “Apologies for the curt greeting I gave you
when you arrived. I did not properly introduce myself. I am David
Love and this is my sister Daisy.” He nudges me forward presenting
me to her in a ridiculously formal manner.

“I understand
and it is wonderful to meet you both.” Mary leans into me and
kisses the air either side of my cheeks. “I’ve heard so much about
you.”

I swallow hard
and divert my attention to the man who stands behind her. “And who
is your companion?” With the need to hide my emotions, my question
comes out in an overly posh accent, which gives Jamie reason to
smirk and contradict his sulky body language.

“Nahrung.” Mary
Worth dismisses and links her arm around my brother’s elbow to lead
him to the sofa with her. “I was devastated to hear about dear,
dear Elizabeth.” She pouts, accentuating her lips at my brother.
“We were like sisters once.”

“So Miss Worth,
what brings your delightful presence to our door?” My brother
adeptly changes the subject using his charm offensive. I can’t help
but roll my eyes to the ceiling.

“Please, call
my Mary. From the look of surprise on your face when I told you I
am James’s wife, I guess he has kept me a secret.” She purrs
stroking David’s forearm whilst also slipping coquettish glances at
Jamie.

“Yes I’m afraid
he has, but it is an intriguing surprise and we are delighted to
meet you.” David shoots Jamie with a disdainful glare.

Jamie throws
his arms up into the air. “We have been separated for one hundred
and twenty five years. We are as estranged as you can get.” He
sighs. “We were not even married by Vampire Lore, it was bloody
human law, so I’m pretty sure it’s expired.”

“Till death do us part,
was that not included in the solemn vows we made
to each other?” Mary smirks. “Now, now let’s not have a domestic
James, not in front of friends. Remember, I am here to help you my
darling husband.” Her tone sharpens. “But it is getting late and
I’m exhausted from the travelling. We will talk after I have
rested. James, show me to my room.”

“Fine, but as
soon as you have rested Mary, we will talk. This way.” He sighs,
barely pausing for her to follow.

“My bags?
James?”

“Can’t your
Nahrung get them?” He grumbles, already half way up the stairs.

“Now come on Jay, we treat our guests with more courtesy than that.” My brother
smiles at Mary. “Let me. I’ll follow you up.” He offers.

“At least
someone has decent manners around here.” She purrs. “Wonderful to
meet you Daisy. I am sure we too will have much to talk about.”

Whilst David
and Mary engage with each other, Jamie glances over to me, shakes
his head, and rolls his eyes whilst aiming his knee-buckling grin
at me. I return his glance feigning immunity to his charms. If I
break my facade now, I will collapse into an emotional mess and
until I understand what is exactly going on here, I refuse to
expose my vulnerability to him.

My non-reaction
makes him frown, but he follows Mary and David upstairs anyway.

* * * *

OUTSIDE away from the suffocating house, the late night air caresses my skin
with its cool touch relieving some of the hot tension spreading
through me. Mindlessly, I twirl a cluster of pebbles around a
nearby tree whilst I decide what I should do about Jamie and
me.

“Weren’t so
long ago that you couldn’t even raise a feather.” Jamie whispers
against my ear, resisting placing even the lightest of touches on
me so that only his breath caresses my skin, which is even more
tantalising.

“Seems like a
different time now.” I take a step forward to create a safer
distance between us but Jamie reaches out and pulls me back against
his bare chest. “Don’t.” My voice waivers and the pebbles scatter
to the ground.

“Red is most
definitely your colour.” He purrs.

The sensation of his breath skimming lightly along my neck
stirs delicious memories stimulating my insides to clench hungrily
for him. No surrender. Not yet.
“You owe me an explanation.” I prompt
icily.

His lips slide
to my bare shoulder. “It’s always explanations first, with you.” He
teases in his seductive husky voice. “I’ve explained. She’s my wife
by human law, not by Vampire Lore. There’s nothing left between us.
She doesn’t love me and I don’t love her. We are both in love with
other people.”

“That’s not the
explanation I want.”

“So Titch, what
do you want?” He enquires, mocking me as he lazily unzips my dress.
Despite my best efforts to fight it, my skin quivers beneath his
touch as his finger lightly trace spirals down my spine to the base
of my lower back.

“Was it just
lust?”

“What me and
Mary—”

“—No
me-and-you. Was the real reason you held back from us because you
are a married man? Was last night the result of pent up lust?”

“No! Absolutely not.” Jamie spins me around. “I am crazy in love
with you. Every word I said to you was the truth. You have got to
start having more faith in me and what is between us. Look I told
you that I’d gone to hell and back before, well that was down
to her. Our
marriage was a dark time in my life. A time I am not proud of and
try to forget. That is why I don’t talk about it with anyone and
not because I’m harbouring any kind of feeling for her.”

I look up at
his face. His ice blue eyes are incandescent in the dark,
reminiscent of the first night David introduced us. Truly
spellbinding. “If that is the truth, why have you been seeing her?”
My eyes must be glistening as I can sense the tears threatening to
resurface.

He studies
them for a moment, shakes his head, and folds his arms across his
puffed out chest. “No, no, no.” He says as if he is wrestling with
himself. “We have been together-together less than twelve hours. I
am not going to let you do this. When I met with Mary it was
strictly business, a means to an end. You need to settle down and
rein in that green-eyed monster Titch. It isn’t attractive. It’s
not even as if I am the one who has a history of betraying the
people they love.”

That was below the belt. It sends me into defensive mode.
“Betrayal comes in many forms Jamie Cromwell. You left David and me
without any explanation at a time when we all needed each other. I
am not jealous of your stupid wife. I am angry that you lied to me
and that you left me in your bed to sort things out with her. If I was more important to you,
you would have made her wait.”

“Here we go
again, little miss uppity. I didn’t lie to you, I told you I had
been in love before and went to hell and back. I just didn’t tell
you that I was married.”

“Fine. Have it
your way.” I shove him in the abs and storm past him pass into the
house. I am tired of the games and lies. I just want a simple life.
Is that too much to ask?

“Daze. Wait.”
Jamie leaps in front of me just before I reach the door. I scowl at
him. “Alright-alright, perhaps I should have mentioned it, maybe I
would have eventually, you know, once we were on an even keel. I
promise you I have only been meeting with her to trade information
about Acheron and that is all.”

“Why? What does
she have to do with this? Why has she suddenly arrived or was that
the plan?”

“She has
friends in high places and I don’t yet know why she is here. I was
not expecting her, and that is the truth.” He gives me his cute
crooked smile but I am not quite ready to let him win me over. “If
you and Dave hadn’t interrupted us and stayed upstairs like you
were told, I may have gotten a few more answers.”

“Don’t you dare
put this on me Jamie Cromwell? You are the one who has a long lost
wife and didn’t bother to mention it to anyone.”

“For god’s sake, she is not my wife, we are
ESTRANGED!” Jamie bellows
theatrically, throwing his arms up in the air baring his
frustration. “In fact, I left her over one hundred and twenty five
years ago. I don’t see how you can stand there and berate me for
this. I have to compete with your ex’s on a day to day
basis.”

“Low blow,
Jamie, low. I never hid them from you. They didn’t just turn up on
the doorstep and surprise you.”

“Well, they did sort of.” Jamie shakes out his shoulders as if
he is physically trying to rein in his escalating temper. “Listen
to me. Mary means nothing to me. I have no idea why she has
suddenly plonked herself on my doorstep. It has nothing to do
with us and it
changes nothing between us, unless you let it. You are the
one trying to make a bigger deal out of this. What’s up? Got cold
feet already?”

“You are
un-bel-ievable.” I vent as I charge past him into the house and up
the stairs into David’s room, locking the door behind me.

 


 


 



Chapter 2:
Dieter

 


Jamie
slumbers quietly in his room. Sleep did not find me so easily.
After our argument, I retreated to David’s room to find space to
think about everything without him blurring the facts for me. David
thinks I should put our relationship on hold for a while. He thinks
that Jamie distorts my focus when right now I have more important
things to deal with. He probably has a point.

I contemplate
all of this as I potter about in the kitchen and pour myself a cup
of fresh coffee. After spending many hours in cafes and late night
coffee shops as a Talent Scout observing humans for my assignments,
I have grown fond of the taste. It feels particularly good this
evening to have these moments alone to think, sip a cup of coffee,
and soak up the peace whilst the rest of the house sleeps. In front
of me, through the protective window wall, I can also safely admire
the glorious peach sunset as it dips into the horizon giving way to
the crescent moon.

So much has
changed in such a short space of time, but then again for the past
year, change has been a continuous theme in my life. Around this
time twelve months ago, Adam had sent me out to find an infamous EC
for Acheron’s Elite squad and my brother deserted the FVoL to start
a revolution. From then on in, the life I had known for the last
century changed dramatically and it appears there is little
prospect of stability any time soon.

The clumsy
patter of bare feet accompanied by an overwhelming sweet human
scent drifts into the kitchen area. “Any more in the pot?” Mary’s
companion asks, scratching his head and yawning as he turns the
corner into the kitchen wearing nothing but a pair of navy boxers
showing off a slender but toned tanned physique.

“Um, yeah
should be plenty. I am the only one who likes it.” His unfrozen
presence takes me by surprise - not to mention his pre-shower
scent, which is alarmingly distracting. “I’m Daisy; I don’t think
we were properly introduced when you arrived with Mary earlier.
Nahrung is it?”

He laughs.
“Nahrung? That’s what Mary calls me. My name is Dieter.”

“Oh.” I pass
him a cup of black coffee. “Hi Dieter, welcome to our world, I
guess.”

“Cheers.”

“So you are
Mary’s . . . companion?”

“Sort of.”

“Sort of?”

Dieter shrugs.
“Y’know.”

“Oh are you and
her . . . together-together?”

“Not in the
traditional sense . . . I’m her . . .er . . .blood slave. Nahrung
is her pet name for me.”

“Oh I see.
You’re . . . um . . . very open about that? How exactly does a boy
like you become a blood slave for a mythical vampire like her?”

Dieter grins
and nods but avoids the question. Instead, he raises his cup
towards the window. “Beautiful sunset.” He notes and pauses to
watch as the sun disappears behind the fields, bringing the world
under a cloak of darkness once again. “I like to think of us as
star crossed lovers; two people from opposing worlds overcoming
their prejudices and falling in love.”

“But you said
you were her blood slave?”

“Yeah, it keeps
me safe.”

“Why doesn’t
she make you her progeny then?”

“Are you
interrogating me?” Dieter chuckles.

“Yeah, sorry.
Ignore me.”

“It’s okay, I’m
just teasing. I’m in your home, you have every right to understand
who I am, especially considering what you are. First thing you need
to know is that Mary Worth is a wonderfully complex lady.” He
smiles and stares into his coffee cup. “You see, I cannot become
like you, so making me her blood slave protects me.”

“I’m surprised
you wouldn’t want to become a vampire. You could be together for
eternity.” As I say the words, I realise that Jamie and I already
have that opportunity but we are in the process of blowing any
chance of it.

“I didn’t say I
didn’t want to be like her, I said I couldn’t. Haven’t you noticed
my scent?” He raises his eyebrow inferring that he doubts I could
miss it.

“I guess it is
stronger than most.”

“Because . . .
?”

“Because . . .
?” I repeat, not understanding where he’s going with this.

“Because . . .
I am a descendant of a long line of Vechi Venators. Demon hunters.
This means that my blood is what you could describe as a superior
blend. It has an intoxicating aroma specifically tailored to lure
vampires to me.”

“Sounds
dangerous.”

“For a vampire,
yes. You see, once a vampire tastes it, they slip into a relaxed
almost sedated state oblivious and defenceless to the imminent
threat from the hunter who is about to drive the deadly dagger into
their core. Vampires cannot turn us because Vechi blood will not
mutate with vampire venom. It sort of conquers it.”

“Like a
cure?”

“No it doesn’t
infiltrate it; it swallows it up and disintegrates it and then
attacks like a poison. If I were to pump my blood into you, it
wouldn’t cure you, it would eventually kill you, slowly and towards
the end very painfully.”

“Is that why
you’re here, to kill all of us?” Behind him, a knife hovers in mid
air powered by my magic.

Dieter
chuckles. “No, no. I love Mary. I renounced my birthright. I fought
my brothers to protect Mary. From the moment I laid eyes on her, I
was unable to fulfil my duty. We’ve been together for several years
now. Sorry, I didn’t mean to freak you out.”

The knife
quietly returns to its rightful place. “Wow, that is kind of Romeo
and Juliet-ish.”

“Perhaps.”

“Will your
blood work on Acheron?”

“No, Elders are
too strong and too old. That’s why you need the vines, the elixir
and the strength of your power. Trust me if the Vechi could have
killed the Elders that easily, there would be none left and you
would have died as a human a long time ago.”

“Oh I see. So
even though your technically her Nahrung Mary doesn’t drink
from you?”

“Now and again
she will. She uses my blood like a recreational drug, not for food.
Like I said too much of it and it will kill her, but in small
doses, now and again is safe enough.”

“Doesn’t that
bother you?”

“No why should
it? She gives me so much, and this is something I can give her that
no one else can. Look, if you like . . . you could sample it for
yourself? It’s safe honestly, you won’t be able to consume much
before its effect takes over. Go-on, experience its sedative power.
Think of it as a class-A drug vampires can get high on with minimal
risk. I don’t mind.”

“I don’t know,
it sounds risky to me?”

“Humans take
all sorts of drug that over time get into their system and destroy
them, but a one off or now and again and they’re fine. The purpose
of Vechi blood is to sedate a vampire so that we can kill them with
a dagger. I would have to pump pints and pints into your system
before the Vechi blood would kill you on its own.”

“But why would
you offer me to drink from you?”

“Why not? We’ve
just landed on you, it is obvious our presence has caused you some
er . . . issues? So, let me give you this small gift. Think
of it as bringing a bottle to a party.”

I frown,
confused but incredibly tempted. His scent seems so much stronger
than earlier. “Are you sure you’re not luring me in so that you can
kill me?” I laugh, even though my concern is real.

“If that was my
real intent I would just cut myself, expose my blood and you
wouldn’t be able to resist it.”

“Pied Piper of
Vampires eh?”

Dieter chuckles
again. “Yeah something like that. This is a once in a lifetime
offer to taste Vechi blood without risk so you can experience the
high.” He shrugs giving me a nonchalant look of your
loss.

I am so
tempted. “No, you’re Mary’s. It would be wrong. I’m sure there’s
some sort of etiquette to this kind of thing.”

Dieter brushes
his chocolate brown hair to the side exposing his smooth tanned
neck. His extraordinary scent wafts around me in overwhelming waves
determined to infiltrate my senses and overpower my restraint. My
heart thuds a hungry beat. My taste buds tingle with salivation. My
animalistic craving clouds my head. It’s been more than two
centuries since I’ve experienced such an innate desire to satisfy
my thirst. Living with Conlan was a tough challenge but I managed
it, I learned to control the bloodlust and be close to him, yet I
don’t think I can control this. I don’t think I can stop
myself.

Dieter takes my
hand and pulls me into him. “It’s okay Daisy. Experience my gift. I
am offering this to you. It is my blood, not Mary’s.” He
whispers.

His scent is
unbelievable. I feel trapped by it, as if it is pulling me towards
him. His hand reaches up and cups the back of my head, applying
gentle pressure to spur me against his neck. When my lips press
against him, his skin quivers and for a brief moment, because
that’s all I can manage, I pause and savour his delicious scent and
the biting anticipation before I succumb. My fangs extend and
pierce smoothly through his skin. Glorious blood spills into my
mouth until it flows like a river of euphoria through my body. A
quiet gratified moan sounds from Dieter’s throat as his gentle grip
on my head tightens with his rising excitement pressing against my
hip. The sweet liquid is like nothing I’ve enjoyed before. The
taste is indescribable, incredible even. Every muscle on my body
relaxes into a euphoric high until I don’t even have the strength
to suckle his blood anymore.

Dieter’s arms
wrap tightly around me and he helps me over to the sofa. “Wow, it’s
never felt quite like that before.” He whispers in a faraway voice,
but I am too relaxed to respond.

Vaguely,
Jamie’s scent registers with me as it drifts into the room along
with the sound of his hurried footsteps padding down the stairs.
Even the thought of whispering his name, seems like too much effort
at this moment.

“Hey!
What the hell’s going on?” His voice echoes loudly in my head.
“Christ. Daze, what’s the matter?” His words fall softer this time
so I turn to smile at him but he starts yelling again. “What have
you done to her?”

“N-n-nothing.”
Fear resonates in Dieter’s voice.

“Don’t lie to
me Nahrung. I could snap your neck before you could even
scream Mary’s name”

“She drank from
me okay?” Dieter blurts out, wisely backing away from Jamie.

“What?
Why?”

Whilst Jamie
and Dieter yell at each other, the relaxing sensation dissipates
and my head clears with renewed sharpness. I rise to my feet to put
an end to their pointless squabble. “Stop this! Listen to me!” They
both pause and turn to me. “His scent,” I stab my finger in
Dieter’s direction, “He offered me his blood, I tried to resist but
it-it compelled me. Oh Jamie, it is like nothing I have ever tasted
before. It’s like-like liquid heaven.” I swoon as the taste lingers
on my tongue.

Jamie’s furious
eyes burn into mine, and then they close in on Dieter. “Back off
Nahrung. You belong to Mary, which is the only reason why I haven’t
ripped your throat out. Stay away from her.”

Although Dieter
narrows his eyes at Jamie as if retaliate, he turns and retreats up
stairs.

“Are you trying
to get back at me?” Jamie barks at me as soon as Dieter disappears
from view.

“Grow up. Of
course not. I couldn’t sleep. I came down here, made myself a
coffee and watched the sunset. Dieter, came down and—“

“—Nahrung. You
refer to him as Nahrung.”


“Dieter! Came down and we chatted and-and . . . Do
you know who he is?”

“Yes, he is a
blood slave. Mary’s blood slave. Keep your fangs out of him
in future or I won’t be responsible for my actions.”

“Don’t tell me
what to do.” I glare at him with thunder pulsing through my
veins.

Jamie glares
back at me. “I am protecting you.”

“Bullshit. You
are jealous. It’s not attractive.” I mimic and take a step to the
right, preparing to storm off. “Oh and by the way, he is madly in
love with your wife and I am perfectly capable of protecting
myself. I do not need you or anyone else!”

Jamie clutches
my arm and drags me back to him. He smothers my lips with his kiss,
invading my mouth with his tongue, declaring me his in a primal
way. I meekly resist, allowing him to conquer me. His kiss grows
angrier and more demanding. Everything else disappears; the hurt;
the jealousy; the anger; and all I want is for him to devour me,
and for me to devour him.

“You drive me
insane.” He pants staring down at me with hooded lustful eyes.

‘Good’ I
mouth and wrap my legs around his waist, desperate for him to
soothe the pulsing ache between my thighs.

* * * *

WE LAY ENTWINED
on the zebra rug on the living room floor in blissful silence until
David disturbs us, “Eh-hm,” he coughs to not-so subtly announce his
arrival. “I see you two have made up. You do have your own room you
know. It is bad enough the whole house has to hear you both, we
don’t need the visual.” He shields his eyes with his arms as he
continues through into the kitchen.

“It’s my
house.” Jamie whispers into my hair, nuzzling my cheek with the tip
of his nose.

I grin up at
him, glowing with echoing pleasure. “I love you Jamie Cromwell,
more than I can bear.”

“So am I
forgiven?”

“I suppose. For
now.”

“A lot of bad
stuff went down when I was with her, but we were done a long time
ago.”

“Since she
arrived you’ve not been the same. She’s built up a distance between
us it’s driving me mad.”

“I know, we
both can’t let her do that, just let me get to the bottom of why
she’s here and then hopefully I can get her to leave so that we can
get on with you and me and getting rid of Acheron.”

“Er, will you
two please go and get dressed. Your wife will be down soon.” David
uses his arm to cover his eyes again. “I am going hunting for a
couple of hours. The human is making me hungry. I’ll catch y’
later.”

I roll my eyes,
Jamie might be naked as the day he was born, but at least the
oversized T-shirt I am wearing covers my modesty.

“I wish
everyone would stop referring to her as my wife.” Jamie
mutters.

“We should get
dressed.” I sigh.

Jamie nods, and
leaps to his feet before extending his hand to me. “Still such a
prude.” He chuckles and pulls me into his arms, just as Mary
reappears.

“James, my
darling, do you ever where any clothes these days?” She purrs
examining his naked body. “You are stirring all sorts of delicious
and exciting memories.” She arches her eyebrow cajoling him to
remember.

“What can I
say; Daze won’t leave me alone long enough to keep my clothes
on.”

“Hmm, so you
two are together?” Mary’s lips purse. “Well, if Daisy can
manage to control herself for a couple of hours, you and I need to
talk about more important matters, James.” Her condescending manner
makes me feel like a silly schoolgirl with a crush on the head
boy.


“Be-have.” He cautions her. “Me and Daze are gonna take a
shower-together. We’ll be down in a bit and then we’ll talk.
Feel free to make yourself at home in the meantime.”

Her mouth gapes
open and I cannot help the giggle that slips out.

* * * *

THE SHOWER FELT
GOOD and Jamie felt even better.

As I towel dry
my hair whilst watching Jamie sort through his heap of clothes,
questions about Mary fill my head. “She’s a psychic isn’t she?”

“Mary?”

“I can sense
it.”

“Yeah.” He
rolls his eyes. “But she ain't that great at it. You see, with
Mary’s particular strain of psychic ability she has to touch you to
see the future. This is why she wears those horrible gloves.” Jamie
screws up his nose. “They stop her from having to see what doesn’t
interest her.”

“So how come
she isn’t very good at it?” I ask with a hint of smug
self-satisfaction.

Jamie bounces
onto the bed next to me and runs his fingers through my damp hair.
“Mary can predict the immediate future with a fairly decent level
of accuracy. So like, what’s gonna happen within the next twenty
four hours say and the reason for that is because the decisions and
actions that create that future are already made or are in place.
Her mid-term predictions are less reliable because there is a lot
more variability. And as for long term, well in my experience with
her, that is definitely hit and miss. All depends on whether it is
fated or that all decisions will inevitably lead to a certain
path.”

“Has she
touched you since she’s been here?”

“No and she
hasn’t asked to and besides I wouldn’t let her.”

“She was
jealous when she found that we were together. She hadn’t predicted
that.”

“Daze, let it
go. Mary and I were over a long, long time ago. You have no reason
to let her presence intimidate you. You beat her on every count;
power, looks and you’ve won the grand prize ‘cause you’ve got me.”
Jamie plants three delicate kisses along my neck before he stops
and sighs. “Aw, I really don’t want to tear myself away from you,
but I’ve gotta sort out why she’s here and then I can get rid of
her . . . And whilst I do that, you, Titch, need to fill up on some
blood. Drinking that Nahrung’s blood will have done you no
good.”

* * * *

UPON OUR RETURN
TO the living room, we find David sat next to Mary on the sofa.
They’re chatting and politely laughing along with each other. It
could seem as if they were old friends, but tension hovers in the
air with hints of pretence on both their sides. Dieter stands close
to Mary dressed in his suit like yesterday, although tonight he
gives me a sly smirk as soon as we catch each other’s glances.

“Ah, and here
they are. Sis, we need to talk.” My brother directs me to the door.
“If you’ll excuse us Mary.” He bows his head to her whilst I







































cover.jpg
The Bellwether Blood Witches: Part I!

S. E. COLLINS






