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The night air was heavy with the threat of rain as we barreled down the slick streets of downtown Providence, our SUVs a dark convoy snaking towards Ridley Hotel. Reports indicated strange orgies and bloodshed. Instant passion turned murderous. Mug Ruith (aka Muggs)—my druid-vampire progeny—believed it was the work of a cupid. No, not a little angel. A hideous chaos monster.  
Muggs, in the back seat, had inexplicably decided this was the ideal moment to trim his toenails.
Click. Click. Click.
Gag! Gag! Gag!
“Seriously, Muggs?” I grumbled. “Now?”
“When my feet hit the ground, I need to be ready.” 
Muggs was the only blind vampire I’d ever heard of. Usually when someone becomes a vampire, their bodies heal. Any previous disabilities go away. That was the case with Mel, who’d had fibromyalgia before I sired her. When I turned Muggs, though, even if becoming a vampire healed him physically, his vision never returned. 
My best explanation? He was so old before he was turned that his brain just didn’t know how to handle visual stimuli. Or maybe his optical nerve was already so deteriorated that there was nothing left to heal. Whatever the case, his blindness came with a few perks. Becoming a vampire usually heightens one’s senses. Since he was blind, his other senses advanced to superhero levels. 
Muggs could hear an insect’s wings buzz from a half-mile away. He could feel the air shift or the ground vibrate when someone or something moved. And if someone farted in a crowd... Let’s just say that not everything to do with his sensory adaptation was pleasant. 
“You need to be ready?” Mel chimed in, her lips quirking in the rearview mirror. “We’re going to battle with a cupid. You’re not doing a foot-shoot for your OnlyFans.” 
“Hey! Some people are into gnarly feet! I’m making good money from that page!” 
I rolled my eyes. “You can’t be serious. And how the hell are you operating a website, anyway? You can’t see and don’t know shit about using a computer!”
Mel cleared her throat. “I plead the fifth.”
I glared at Mel. “I didn’t even ask you if you’d helped him. But that answers my question.”
“Don’t blame Mel,” Muggs added. “It’s just a little side hustle. I like having my own money. We thought I could make a little extra dough this way.” 
“With your nasty hooves?” I almost gagged imagining what his page might look like. “Why would you think anyone wants to see that?” 
“Because people are weird!” Mel piped up. “And weird, lonely people will pay anything to entertain their secret... feet-ishes.” 
I didn’t know how to respond to that. “First, if you needed money, you could have just asked. Second, if you wanted your own money, which I get, you could have just joined a goddamn MLM. Sell body lotions, magic weight loss pills, or kitchenware like most people do.”
Muggs shuddered. “No way! Those markets are saturated. Everyone knows you can’t make money with an MLM unless you get in early.” 
I cocked an eyebrow. “And you think you can compete with cute girls and their pretty little tootsies by selling pictures of your old man feet?”
“It’s a niche market!” Muggs sighed. “Trust me, I know what I’m doing.” 
Mel was giggling uncontrollably as she navigated the streets. This was her doing. I glared at her. “I can’t believe you put him up to this.” 
“Don’t worry about it, Mercy,” Muggs piped up. “I won’t leave my clippings on the ground. They’re already paid for. I have to save them and send them out to my fans!” 
It was a good thing I hadn’t recently fed—because I had a sudden urge to vomit out the passenger side window. “Just put your damn socks and shoes back on.”
“Mercy!” Muggs protested. “I need to make sure all my senses are perfectly calibrated before a fight. If my feet aren’t in perfect condition, I might misinterpret the vibrations coming from the ground.” 
I raised an eyebrow as I craned my neck back toward Muggs. “Don’t cupids fly?”
Muggs nodded resolutely. “They do. But when you’re facing a cupid, you also have to deal with the chaos that surrounds them. We’ll need to be on high alert.” 
Cupid. The very name conjured images of chubby-cheeked cherubs from Valentine’s Day cards, but the reality was far more hideous. Muggs couldn’t tell us exactly what they looked like, but he knew they were nasty. I didn’t question it. Given Muggs’ recent entrepreneurial efforts, nasty was his specialty. 
“Mercy, remember—“ Muggs began, his voice grave as he finally laced his boots and locked eyes with me in the rearview mirror. “Cupids aren’t angelic matchmakers. They use what feels like love to inspire chaos. When everyone becomes obsessed with each other, jealousy soon follows. The obsession is so strong that it inevitably turns homicidal.” 
“Then we need to end this quick.” My hand instinctively reached for my wand strapped to my thigh. 
“Antoine, Alice, and the rest are ready,” Mel informed us, her voice a steady beacon in the dark. “Plus, we have Juliet and her younglings. We’ve got the numbers, Mercy. We can do this.”
“Numbers won’t mean squat if we can’t contain it,” I countered, my thoughts racing. “There’s really only one way to kill these things, right?”
Muggs nodded. “Shoot the bastard through the heart with its own arrow. Nothing else will do.” 
I nodded. “Then we focus on containment. If we can’t kill the bastard without a cupid’s arrow of our own, we trap it.”
“How are we going to do that?” Mel asked, steering the SUV into a right turn. 
“My enerva spell might neutralize the creature,“ I mused aloud. “And Muggs, you’ll need to be ready with a portal. If I can stop the cupid, you can whisk it away to a cell back at the Underground.”
“Sounds like a plan.” Muggs popped his knuckles. “I’ll have the portal ready. But with my spirit-gaze, I’ll only be able to see the cupid’s arrows once they’re fired. Something about their quivers shrouds their magic from my druidic sight. I’ll be relying on my other senses to locate the cupid. If you immobilize the creature, I won’t be able to zero in on the flutter of its wings.” 
“Then, when I hit the bastard with my spell, you’ll be able to sense the residue of my magic in the cupid. Use my magic to focus your portal.”
Muggs nodded. “Good thinking. That should work. Just give me the signal.”
As Mel pulled our SUV around the corner, the Ridley Hotel loomed into view. And what a shitshow it was. The neon sign flickered erratically, mirroring the chaos beneath it. Likely strangers turned to couples courtesy of the cupid’s arrows were tangled together against the brick façade, kissing with a fervor that would make a succubus blush. Nearby, a brawl had erupted, fists flying with a lover’s passion turned violent. 
It was like V-Day met D-Day. 
A fist connecting to a jaw sent blood splattering on the sidewalk. I could smell it from inside the SUV. My stomach growled in response. 
“Juliet, you see this?” I clicked my earpiece to life, connecting with Juliet via comms. She and a few of the younglings she’d brought with her to the team were just behind us in another SUV. “Your younglings doing alright?”
“Everyone fed before we left,” my vampire girlfriend responded through the comms, her tone sharp as broken glass. “I think we’ll be fine, but we should get in and out of here as fast as possible.”
“Removing the cupid from the scene won’t end the violence,” Muggs added, also through comms. “Kill the cupid with an arrow from the same quiver that infected the victims, and it should break the spell over the people. But we can’t do that until we capture the little devil.” 
“Antoine, you copy?” I spoke into the comms, checking for our rear guard. Alice was riding with him, probably feeling sorry for herself. Ever since Ladinas left us—taking the djinn’s place in its lamp for a century in order to save my life—she barely spoke to me. But we needed her help. And what better way to get over heartbreak than to eviscerate a cupid with her katanas? No, her blades couldn’t kill a cupid, but dismemberment had to be worth something. 
“Copy, Mercy,” came the deep, calm response. “Just let us know how to proceed.”
“The plan is simple. We move in carefully. We need to stay on the lookout for the cupid. Try to avoid the victims. Best stay out of the fray if possible. But if we have to deal with human interference, non-lethal force only.”
“Understood,” Antoine added. 
“Jinx?” I evoked Juliet’s nickname to confirm she was on board with the plan. 
“Non-lethal? No fun, Mercy.” 
“I trust you’re joking,” I grunted. Truth is, I wasn’t sure she was. I didn’t know her that well, all things considered. The feelings we had for each other were probably just as artificial as those manufactured by a cupid’s arrow. Juliet and I shared a blood bond. An attraction that results when two vampires feed on the same victim, then on each other. 
I’d never had a girlfriend before. I’d only ever dated men. The blood bond elicited feelings between Juliet and me I’d never experienced. It didn’t really matter, though. I mean, maybe our relationship was based on a chemical reaction. But don’t most relationships start that way? What’s really the difference between hormones and a blood bond? And who was I to say our feelings weren’t real? What’s the difference? If you feel something, it’s real by definition. 
And I was happy with Juliet. Happier than I’d been with anyone since... well... ever! 
But as the ex-girlfriend of my dead vampire-brother Jector, aka Jack the Ripper, there was a lot about Juliet’s past I didn’t know. As a vampire, regardless of her past, the idea that she might enjoy the occasional homicide wasn’t entirely out of character. And that she used to date a serial eviscerator... 
I did my best to push the thought out of my mind. I used to date Ramon, after all. His penchant for dismemberment didn’t make me like him. Even if I was guilty of entertaining his proclivities once or twice through the years. It would be hypocritical to judge Juliet by the people she used to love. Who doesn’t have a crazy ex? Dating a sociopath is a goddamn rite of passage. Especially for vampires. 
“Whatever,” I piped up. “We have to stay on task. That means we don’t harm any humans. The goal is to capture and neutralize the cupid.”
“We’ll have to find the thing first,” Antoine’s voice echoed back at me through my earpiece.
“Let’s park a few blocks away,” I suggested. “We’ll move in on foot, nice and quiet. Get a lay of the land first.”
“Copy that,” Mel grunted from the driver’s seat, her hands firm on the wheel as she swung our SUV into an inconspicuous alleyway. The dim glow of streetlights cast long shadows over the dashboard. 
“Keep your senses sharp,” I spoke into the comms, my eyes scanning the old brick façades that lined the streets. “Especially you, Muggs. We need those ears of yours.”
“Already on it,” Muggs replied. “Ears are open. Toes are trimmed. I’m ready.”
“Remember, no one goes in alone. Cupid’s arrows can mess with your head,” I warned them, stepping out onto the pavement, the cold air sending a chill through my undead flesh. My boots clicked against the concrete as we moved toward Ridley Hotel, each step deliberate, each breath measured—even though I didn’t technically need to breathe. Some human habits die hard—even if it was over 130 years since I technically died. 
“Juliet, how are the younglings holding up?” I asked, keeping my tone even, not wanting to betray any concern.
“Restless but ready,” Juliet responded, her voice carrying the confidence of a seasoned warrior despite her youthful vampires’ inexperience.
“Good. Keep ’em tight.” I could feel my fangs throb in response to the savory scent of blood that wafted past my nostrils in the breeze. If it was affecting me, it was going to be twice as difficult for the younglings. “Doing alright, Mel?”
“Peachy, love,” Mel snickered. “It’s like we just arrived at the Golden Corral. All you can eat. Arteries on tap.”
“We aren’t here to feast,” I reminded her. “I know it smells... delicious.” 
“We all need to focus,” Muggs piped in. “We can’t let the blood in the air distract us from our purpose.”
I nodded back at Muggs, who was only a few paces to my right. Of course, he couldn’t see my nod, but whatever. It wasn’t the first time I forgot that my non-verbals were lost on the blind vampire-druid. 
“Antoine, status?”
“Bringing up the rear. All clear so far.” 
“Keep it that way. We can’t afford a blind spot.” I could hear the gravel under his tires as he rolled slowly in our wake, a steady thrum of vigilance.
We moved forward, the streetlamps casting an eerie glow on the chaos unfolding around Ridley Hotel. Couples entwined with such passion they seemed oblivious to the world collapsing into bedlam around them. A few feet away, a brawl erupted—two men, shirts torn and faces bloodied, locked in a dance of violence over a woman who watched with glazed eyes.
“Stay sharp, team,” I ordered through the comms. “Remember, these people are not themselves.”
“Encountering increased hostility up ahead,” Juliet’s voice crackled through the earpiece. “Some of these guys are throwing punches like they’ve got personal vendettas.”
“Non-lethal force only,” I reminded her. “They’re victims here.”
“Understood.” 
A scream pierced the night, and I turned toward the sound. A man whose eyes burned with an unnatural fervor pinned a woman against a wall. The cupid hit the man, it seemed, but the arrow hadn’t struck the woman to manipulate her consent. 
My stomach twisted in disgust. I hadn’t thought about that effect of a cupid’s chaos-inducing attacks.  
With a flick of my wrist and a whispered enerva, energy sizzled from my wand, enveloping the aggressor. He slumped to the ground, the madness temporarily quenched.
“Nice shot,” Muggs said, helping the woman to her feet.
“Let’s keep moving,” I urged, scanning the shadows for the source of this mayhem. “We need to find that Cupid before more people get hurt.”
We continued moving through the chaos. People were doing it in the road, against buildings, even in the gutters. Some trysts interrupted by jealous cupid-infected onlookers. Half of them were stark naked in the streets. 
There’s nothing quite like seeing two men fight with hard-ons. Like the worst fencing match ever. On guard! 
I’d have laughed about it more if the result wasn’t so deadly. That cupid had to be nearby. But where was the wily little fucker? 
Finally, a flicker of movement caught my eye, a flutter that didn’t belong to the wind. “There,” I hissed, pointing to the grotesque winged figure perched atop the hotel marquee. Muggs was right. It wasn’t a cute little cherub. The cupid was the second ugliest thing I’d seen all day. Next to Mugg’s calloused foot. The misshapen creature had bulbous red eyes and twisted features; its wings were ragged and matted and its skin a sickly shade of gray. It held what looked like an impossibly delicate bow in one hand and drew an arrow from a dark quiver hanging from its back. The cupid nocked his arrow and immediately pink flames burst from the tip and spread down the shaft. 
“Team Two, flank left. We need it away from the humans,” I commanded, my voice steady. “Try to distract him, but keep cover and don’t get shot.” 
“Got it, Mercy,” Juliet’s voice crackled through the comms, her tone all business now. “Moving into position.”
Muggs grunted from behind, and I turned just in time to see an arrow—sleek, twisted, and barbed—pierce his ancient flesh. It struck him square in the ass, and before the groan escaped his lips, another arrow found its mark on Mel’s back. My mouth dropped open in horror as they turned to each other, their movements suddenly languid and deliberate. It felt like it happened in slow motion. But before I could do a damn thing, Muggs pressed his crinkled lips to Mel’s. 
I threw up a little in my mouth. 
“Shit!” I cursed into comms, the sight jarring me to my core. “Where did that come from? Another cupid must be around here. Muggs and Mel were shot!”
“Mercy!” Juliet’s urgent shout sliced through my disgust like an icy blade. “We’re screwed! Look up!”
My gaze snapped to where she pointed, and there they were—three more Cupids circling above us, their arrows nocked and ready to unleash hell upon us.
“Damn it,” I spat, realizing our mistake. “Forget cornering one of them—they have us surrounded! Everyone take cover!”
I ducked behind a nearby car, my grip tightening on my wand. The three Cupids, their faces now twisted into cruel smiles, darted through the air with unnatural grace. Muggs and Mel were still locked in their embrace. I didn’t want to look. It was... disturbing. But it was one of those things that’s so damn weird you can’t help but stare. 
“Mercy, we’re running out of time,” Juliet’s voice crackled over the comms. “I’ve got the first cupid we were tracking in my sights, but I can’t take him down without you or Muggs.”
“Ten four,” I replied. “I’ll try to get to you. We can’t take down all these bastards, but maybe if we can capture one of them, we can use its arrows to kill the rest.” 
I could run fast. No matter how skilled a cupid’s aim, hitting a moving target had to be harder than one that’s standing still. Without giving it a second thought, I sprung up from behind the car and darted toward Juliet.
But then a reflection of light caught my eye—the streetlight reflecting from Alice’s twin blades as she charged past Muggs and Mel (still locked in an embrace) toward the cupid that shot them. 
“Alice!” I screamed. “Take cover!”
She didn’t respond. I knew she could hear me. Even if she wasn’t listening on comms—which she should have been—with vampiric hearing, there’s no way she didn’t hear my order. But she chose to ignore me. The foolish, insolent bitch. 
I stopped in my tracks. “Damn it. I have to help Alice. She’s going to get herself shot!” 
“Mercy!” Juliet screamed back through comms. “She can handle herself. If we don’t catch this one--”
But before I could decide, a pink arrow shot through the air and caught Alice right in her thigh.
Alice winced and grabbed at the wound. Then she looked up and fixed her eyes on Muggs.
Shit... 
“The druid is mine!” Alice screamed as she grabbed Mel from behind. 
Mel went flying. Alice was a lot older than she was. “No, bitch! The doggone druid is mine!” 
Mel crashed against a parked car, setting of its alarm. But that didn’t dissuade her warped desire. “No, he’s mine, mine, mine!”
It reminded me of that awful Michael Jackson / Paul McCartney duet from the Thriller album. And to make it worse, they were fighting over Muggs! 
“Screw this,” I shouted through comms. “Abandon the mission. If we don’t separate Mel and Alice, they’ll kill each other.” 
“If we don’t catch one of them and get their arrows, we won’t be able to break the spell!” Juliet protested. “You want to save Mel, Muggs, and Alice? Help me catch this motherfucker!” 
I clenched my fists. “Antoine. Grab Mel and get out of here.” 
“Mel? What about Muggs and Alice?” 
“I can deal with Mel and Muggs. Hopefully, my sire bond can overpower their... urges. But Alice is too strong to capture, and she’ll kill Mel if we don’t separate them.” 
Antoine gave the order to his team and they sprung into action. Saving Mel was the top priority. We’d worry about dealing with Muggs and Alice later. Juliet was right, though. Even if we managed to separate them, without a cupid’s arrow, we couldn’t kill the bastard that shot them. If we couldn’t do that, their obsession would only worsen. 
If I was going to help Juliet catch this cupid, I’d have to do it without Muggs. Could enerva keep a cupid down long enough to capture it, or at least steal its quiver? We didn’t have a choice. This had to work.
I ran as fast as I could and met Juliet and her younglings behind a parked FedEx truck.
Everyone was armed, but these younglings weren’t trained yet. Bullets wouldn’t kill the cupid, but if we could hit it, we could slow it down. Enough that I could blast it with my spell and take its arrows.
“Can you give me cover?” I asked, kneeling beside Juliet.
She nodded. “We can try. But Mercy, we don’t know if these bullets will do a damn thing against a cupid.”
I kissed Juliet on the cheek. “It’s a risk we have to take. Watch my six. The last thing we need is for another cupid to catch me from behind.”
We didn’t have time to argue strategy. With Mel, Muggs, and Alice already infected and locked in a deadly lust triangle, every minute lost made it less likely we’d get out of this predicament with our team intact.
My wand extended toward the little bastard, still perched over the words “Ridley Hotel” in neon. Juliet and her younglings fired at the cupid, littering the brick wall behind him with bullet holes.
“Enerva! I screamed. But as the magic blasted out of the tip of my wand, a blazing pink streak flew back at me. My spell hit its mark, the wounded cupid falling from his perch onto the sidewalk. But as fast as I was, my attempt to twist away from the arrow backfired. 
He shot me in the ass. Left cheek. 
“Fuck!” It hurt like a son of a bitch. I dropped to one knee.
“Mercy!” Juliet’s cry sounded like it came from a hundred yards away. But I could feel her hand on my shoulder.
I twisted my head to look at her. Our eyes met.
But I felt nothing. We were already bound in blood. At least we had been. I assumed the cupid’s arrow would double the effect. Instead, it was like I was looking at a stranger. Even though I knew exactly who she was. Even though I remembered how I felt about her just seconds before.
“Juliet?”
“Are you alright? What are you feeling?”
I shook my head. “I don’t know. The arrow isn’t affecting me like it is everyone else. I don’t know...”
The arrow that hit me was already gone. They dissipated





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
-

IRE WITCH

o

THEOPHILUS MONROE





OEBPS/images/75a820a8-d85d-46ec-90da-6a4baf3e7c2c.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents


    

    
      
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Also By Theophilus Monroe
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
      


    
  



OEBPS/images/7fa7e623-bafb-4fef-943f-8290e4b78785.jpeg
THE FURY OF A VAMPIRE WITCH
BOOK 7

THEOPHILUS MONROE







