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Chapter One

(Everyone has secrets)

The group of five adjourned their monthly meeting on an
amicable note.

It had been held this time at Caine’s Nightclub as the rota
decreed, on the higher floor – away from the loud music and
flashing lights. Now though, as they prepared to go their separate
ways they stood on the balcony overlooking the revellers
below.

“Ah Caine!” Christian sighed. “I always thought that we two had
been assigned the wrong venues.” Christian had his eyes fixed on a
trio of young women dancing together. His brown eyes glinted silver
as he smiled, showing the barest hint of white fangs.

“Control yourself Christian!” Caine snapped, as he also looked
to the group below; and his frown deepened. He beckoned to a heavy
set bouncer loitering discretely in the background.

The man stepped forward and looked to where Caine pointed.
“Those girls look to be underage. Go and escort them out… and then
find out who admitted them in the first place.”

The man gave the barest of bows, a habit which Caine had been
trying to break him of for decades now.

Mark and Andrew both bid the others a formal farewell and
left, leaving Caine, Christian and Caine’s brother Mathew standing
watching the crowded floor below.

The commotion at the entrance caught their attention, and both
Christian and Mathew let out low whistles of approval for the young
woman who entered as a vengeful goddess, full of wrath and
indignation. She was so tiny; not only from their viewpoint but in
actual fact.

But even from that distance, and with the dimness of the
nightclub allowing the flashing lights to blind all. To the three
on the balcony it was as though she was stood naked before them,
under a single bright light.

They could see the gold of her hair. They could see the
electric blue of her eyes, blazing with fury at the moment. They
could see the lush red of her lips; the hour glass figure with the
tiny waist and curve of her hip and breast.

Caine watched transfixed as she stormed through the crowd –
searching; she was with the group as Eddings, his bouncer reached
them to escort them out.

He saw as she waved her arms at him, and his eyes fixed on
that pulse point, where he could clearly see the blood pumping
through her veins.

Again the two men at his side gave low whistles in
appreciation of this stunning creature.

“Ah Caine!” Christian sighed again. The silver in his eye
glinted brighter than before and Caine’s hackles were up in a
heartbeat – if he’d had a heartbeat.

“Mathew will see you out Christian… Good fortune to you and
yours.” Caine gave the formal farewell and waited just long enough
for the other two to acknowledge him before he was off.

He glided unnoticed through the throng – all hot and sweaty
from their lively gyrations. He was at the entrance by the time
Eddings had shepherded the feminine group to the outer
doors.

“What did you think you were doing?” the rage in the light
melodic voice just oozed power. A power Caine had never felt before
as he slowed his advance on the group.

“The man who allowed them in will be disciplined miss, I can
promise you that.” Eddings was trying to calm the situation, but
the woman did not seem to want to be calmed.

She rounded on the young women– girls; and in particular one
girl with hair the same golden colour and eyes of the same electric
blue. The younger girl was taller than her sister (for sisters they
obviously were), and there was a tragic air to her as she stared
down at her older sibling with defiance and misery.

“And you, Sam; I thought more of you than this.” Her anger
vanished into such disappointment that Caine could only empathise
with the younger girl as she crumbled.

Her sister took one last hard look at her sobbing charge,
before pulling her into a comforting embrace.

Again the atmosphere changed dramatically from charged and
stressed, to consoling and soothing.

Caine stepped up to the group and the woman saw him for the
first time.

He blue eyes widened in fear, as she saw him for what he was,
the monster beneath his skin.

He felt his soul swelling into life, trying to break free of
his body; he felt his heart beat falter and begin a hesitant beat;
and his blood started to pump for the first time in over two
hundred years. He sucked in and his lungs filled with air for the
first time in centuries. For one brief, glorious moment, as their
eyes locked; Caine Stevens, leader of Alpha group of the Vampire
Sect Cirius – lived and breathed.

The woman blinked and her eyes fell away, and Caine’s heart
stopped and the blood flow stilled and he went through the agony of
death again.

The speed and force of it took his breath– if he’d had a
breath left to take. It rooted him to the spot as he fought for a
composure that he’d learnt many
years ago.

“What are you?” his mind screamed out scraping against her mind.

“Hush now, you’ll frighten
them.” It was as though she had
whispered to him. Her thoughts reaching out to his, to sooth and
calm him and take away his pain and fear.

She turned away from him, to lead her charges to the kerb to
wait for one of the cruising taxis.

“Wait!” he called out, as he strode towards
them – her.
“I‘ll give you a lift!” The three younger girls turned to him in
surprise, obviously wondering who he was, and where he’d suddenly
come from.

She just looked at him warily. “I
don’t think that will be necessary.”

“Yes it will.” He looked her in the eyes again, but his guard
was up this time and his expression told her that it was pointless
to argue.

She gave a resigned little sigh. “Oh well, if you’re going to
insist?”

“I am,” he confirmed abruptly as he caught the eye of his
bouncer and communication passed between them.

The heavy set man gave a single nod and slipped
away.

Moments later an expensive looking car with darkened windows,
pulled to the kerb and Caine open the rear door as one of his
employees climbed out from the driver’s side.

The three younger girls all scrambled into the back of the
car, leaving no room for the older one.

She gave an impatient little grunt, and climbed into the front
passenger seat, leaving Caine to close her door for her and walk
around to the driver’s side.

He climbed in beside her and switched on the
engine.

“Right then, where to?” he asked lightly as though the air of
subdued misery was not suffocating him. “And my name by the way is
Caine Stevens, and I own and run that night club.”

“Huh! Maybe you should talk to your staff about letting in
minors,” she accused.

Caine frowned as his annoyance resurfaced, but he bit it back
and shot her a sidelong look.

“They are hardly minors.” He’d been more
than a little relieved to realise that the three young women were
at least seventeen or eighteen, even though they appeared younger;
at least that meant he would not have to deal too harshly with his
employee. “And it would be only common courtesy to let me know
just who I
am chauffeuring around,” he chastised gently.

She sat side on, so that she could study him while he drove
the car.

“Sophie.” The soft whisper brushed along his nerve endings
causing his hair to actually stand on end.

“And who are you?” The steel power in his voice made Sophie
move away as far as she could in the confines of the
car.

“I...I’m Sophie,” the uncertainty she felt, oozed across to him
and he had to fight not to pull the car over to the kerb and take
her into his arms and comfort her.

Caine shook his head in confusion. He had never felt such an urge to
protect.

“You know what I mean,” he snarled in a low voice; trying to
keep their conversation private from the trio in the back. “Back
there!” He jerked his head indicating the place they’d just left.
“What did you do to me?”

Sophie shrugged uncomfortably, still trying to come to terms
herself, with what had happened in that split second when their
eyes had met and her life had changed forever – again!

“I don’t know,” she mumbled softly, trying desperately to deny
the power she felt coursing through her.

She stared in front of her, not really registering anything
for a moment.

“Left Sophie! We need to turn left!” Sam’s anxious voice
brought her reeling back to the here and now as she forced herself
to concentrate, and give him directions to the home of Sam’s two
friends.

Caine gave a frustrated sigh and opened his mouth to
speak.

Sophie leaned a little towards him and lowered her voice.
“This is so not the time for this!” she hissed.

Again he felt the static charge as it rippled from her and ran
straight through him. He was beginning to feel like a dead engine
that someone was trying to kick start! It was a feeling he most
definitely did not like!

Following her quiet directions, he was soon pulling up outside
a darkened house and two of the girls scrambled out from the back
of the car. “We’ll call you tomorrow Sam!” they whispered in unison
just before they closed the door with a quiet thud.

“Wait please,” Sophie murmured as the two girls walked towards
their front door. “Make sure they are safely inside before we
leave.”

“Of course.” He’d kept the engine running and stared out into
the darkened street. He could see the nightlife as it scuttled
under the hedges and in the grasses, could hear the sounds all
around that seemed to bypass the woman next to him.

“Right! We can go now,” she said turning to look at
him.

Caine gave a noncommittal grunt as he pulled out onto the road
once more.

Five minutes later he was pulling up outside another darkened
house. As he looked up to one of the bedrooms a slight flicker of
the curtain caught his eye.

“I’ll see you both safely inside,” he informed her as he
unbuckled his seatbelt.

“No!” She sounded afraid and her sister looked at her in
surprise. “That won’t be necessary.” Sophie tried for a calm
reasonable tone, and hoped that she had succeeded, when her sister
climbed out from the back and shut the door behind her.

For a moment the two of them were alone. Isolated and bound up
close by the restrictions of the car.

“I’m coming in with you,” he told her firmly.

“No you’re not.”

She rested a hand on his arm and Caine braced
himself.

He did not know whether to feel relieved or disappointed when
nothing happened.

“There is someone in there, I saw movement.”

Sophie gave an exasperated little sigh. “Of course there is –
my sister Sarah.”

He looked to the house just as the girl; Sam reached the front
door and saw that it was opening from the other side. Another blond
girl stepped into view and spoke briefly to Sam; looking over Sam’s
shoulder to the car and frowning as they conversed.

Sam looked in their direction too and then lifted her arm to
wave briefly, before entering the house.

When she saw no sign of activity from the car, Sarah walked
down the path and knocked on his window worriedly.

“Sophie, are you alright in there?” she called softly as she
tried to see inside, which was impossible through the darkened
glass and no lights on inside of the car.

Again Caine was struck by the electric blue eyes, and the
golden hair. These sisters were really something!

He felt the hunger stir and had to stifle it.

“I have to go,” Sophie muttered reaching for the door
handle.

“Wait!” he grabbed her arm in a firm grasp.

Sophie stiffened in alarm, and the power crackled through
her.

Caine released her at the first static shock. “What the hell
are you?” he gasped out.

“I’m pretty sure that I should be asking you that question!”
Sophie ground out as she eyed her sister anxiously.

“Agreed. We both have questions and we both have answers.” he
nodded his head in an almost savage gesture, but Sophie refused to
be intimidated.

“And now is not the time for either.”

She again turned to open the door and this time he let her
climb out.

“I’m fine, Sarah,” he heard her telling her sister. “Go inside
and I’ll be in, in just a minute.”

Her sister tried one last time to see inside the car, before
turning round to go back into the house.

Caine opened the car door and climbed out, to tower over her
on the pavement.

Sophie looked up into his handsome face, he was just so tall.
She thought hazily, and those eyes! Dark warm brown one moment and
then liquid silver the next.

“Come back tomorrow,” she told him firmly. “My sisters always
do the shopping on a Saturday morning so I have the house to myself
for a couple of hours.”

“What time?” he nodded his head again in agreement.

“After ten but before eleven o’clock?"

“I’ll be here for one minute past ten.”

She turned to go but he stopped her again by grabbing her
arm.

“There is just one other thing before you go,” he murmured
softly.

She turned back to looked up questioningly.

His eyes were molten silver as he pulled her to
him.

“What are you doing?” she managed to squeak out, just before
his lips claimed hers in a hot burning kiss… or was that an ice
cold burning kiss?

The electricity hummed through them tingling on their mouths
and coursing through their blood stream.

Sophie’s hands had come up instinctively to push his away; but
as she felt the static, her hand clenched reflexively; and grabbed
fistfuls of his shirt holding him against her.

Their lips moved against each other’s, and his tongue dipped
in to her mouth to invade and taste.

Sophie could feel the power storing and building up inside
her.

More than anything at that moment she wanted to surrender to
him. To say ‘Here… you take charge for a while.’

She braced herself and pushed with all her
strength.

“We have to stop this!” she cried out anxiously.

Caine looked down at this little miracle, as once again his
blood stilled, and his lungs deflated; as once again that glorious
feeling of being alive – just slipped away.

He let out an animal like snarl as he reverted back to that
stagnant, ageless being that he’d been for so very long
now.

“Tomorrow then… and you’ll explain everything,” he told her as
he turned back to his car.

“As will you,” she nodded.

Sophie turned to enter her house; to find Sarah just inside,
her eye wide with fear.

“Who was that?” she whispered.

Sophie paused to listen to him driving away.

“He owns the nightclub where I found the girls.”

Referring to the girls was enough to distract Sarah for a
moment, but just for a moment.

“Oh Soph! What are we going to do?”

Sophie allowed her own uncertainty to mirror her sister’s.
“Talk to her, I guess,” she shrugged as she slid the bolt across
the door and fixed the chain.

“I’ll go and put the kettle on, shall I?” Sarah
sighed.

“Oh yes please, that would be just heavenly!” she had been
hunting for her sister and her friends for what seemed like hours
this evening.

The three of them were supposed to have been going to the
cinema, but it did not take long for Sarah to grow suspicious; what
with furtive whispering and giggling, and then when she’d seen what
they’d been wearing as they tried to slip out without her seeing
them. Her alarm had her reaching for her phone to call her big
sister to ask her advice.

“I saw them get into a taxi?” Sarah offered
doubtfully.

“Excellent!” Sophie’s calm voice did much to sooth her sister.
“Did you catch the name of the firm?”

“Yes it was one of those yellow taxi cabs.”

“I know the number; I’ll just give them a call and see where
the girls were dropped off.”

It took Sophie a few minutes to convince the young woman on
the other end that she really was a concerned relative, and not
some would be stalker. She gave the lady the address where they had
been picked up from; and after a few moments that lady came back
with the information that they’d been dropped off in the town
centre.

Sophie thanked the lady politely and hung up the phone as she
ground her teeth in annoyance.

She was supposed to be working late tonight. Getting the
company books together ready for their year end
accounts.

Now instead she was going to be trawling the town centres bars
and nightclubs, since there was absolutely no cinema in that
area.

Caine’s nightclub was the last one on that street, right on
the corner, and Sophie had spent the last hour being jostled, hit
on; or stepped on. She was in short in a filthy mood as she talked
to the bouncer outside, and discovered three women fitting the
description of Sam and her friends were indeed inside.

Sophie had gone storming in there, just waiting for some other
idiot to try and accost her.

She quickly located her sister and friends; and proceeded to
drag them outside – whilst arguing with the giant of a man, who
seemed to want to just apologise and hurry them on their way…
whilst hindering them every step of the way.

As she held her crying sister in her arms she had become aware
of him.

Their eyes had met, and a power locked away deep inside her
had sparked to life. She had seen the empty desolate husk of a man
and she’d wanted to heal him; had needed to heal him, to fill him with
energy and life again.

She saw him stagger, and that look of fear and awe.

“What are you?” he cried out soundlessly.

She heard his thoughts and sensed the rush of feeling he was
so unaccustomed to. Again her need had been to sooth and calm as
she sent out the feelings she was now feeling towards
Sam.

“Hush now,” she’d said it out loud and said it inside; throwing
it out to him.

“Why did he have to be so dishy?” she mumbled to
herself.

“What… the guy outside?” Sarah had come into the living room
carrying two mugs of steaming tea. “The guy outside who had his
tongue half way down your throat?”

“He did not!” Sophie declared with righteous
indignation.

“Well that was how it looked from my point
of view, and you didn’t seem to be fighting him off much, and you
did just call him dishy?” She gave her older sister a searching
look. “You! Who never seems to want to get involved with a man; and now,
here you are drooling over Mr Tall dark and dangerous!”


Chapter Two

(Needs must be fulfilled.)

By the time Caine got back to the nightclub; the steady stream
of people told him that it was closing for the night.

Mathew was waiting in his office for him and the hint of
colour in his cheeks told Caine that his brother had been
feeding.

“I hope that you were discreet?” He frowned at his
brother.

Matt smiled showing the barest hint of a fang. “Of course, the
girl will wake up with a headache in the morning and put it down to
her hangover.”

“And the marks?”

His smile broadened into a grin. “It won’t be her first love
bite of that I’m certain.” The grin faded as he looked at his older
brother and his pale face. “Those girls; I felt sure that you would
indulge with one of them – especially the elder one?”

Caine shook his head with an irritable little scowl. “We were
never alone, so the opportunity never arose. The danger of
discovery was too much to risk.” It was the first time he’d
ever lied to his brother
and his irritability increased as he thumped his desk in
frustration.

“You need to feed Caine,” Matt lectured
worriedly.

“Yes I know,” Caine ran an impatient hand through his hair.
“I’m not a fool Matt and I’ve been doing this long enough to know
when to abstain and when not to.”

“So what will you do? Do you want me to go and find someone for
you?” he arched a brow and a mischievous smile played around his
lips. “I’ll make sure that she is young and pretty; just the way
you like them.”

Caine sat wearily down in his executive chair; he suddenly
felt all of his two hundred plus years. He gave a nod to his
brother who left him with a silent salute.

He was not gone long, the nightclub was spilling out people
and the revellers were slow to get home.

Caine recognised the girl – young woman immediately. She had
been flirting relentlessly with the young men in the club all
evening; stringing more than one of them along, and then relying on
the bouncers to intercede if they became too insistent.

She was a little bit drunk but not so much that she was not
aware of where she was.

To get into the owners office; to meet the elusive Caine
Stevens; wow would she have tales to tell come morning!

She smiled her most beguiling smile as she walked towards the
large desk and the brooding man who was sitting on the other side
of it.

“Caine this is Marisa, she was just dying to meet you, and I
simply could not resist her appeals.” Matt stayed by the door, his
eyes glinting silver in the discreet lighting in Caine’s office.
“I’ll leave you two to get to know each other and I’ll see you
tomorrow Caine.” He gave a grin with his silent salute and left the
two of them alone, closing the door with a quiet thud.

Marisa had come around his desk and now she perched on the
edge and looked down at him.

Her short, low cut dress revealed the ample swell of her
breast; obviously her best asset and the one she flaunted the
most.

Caine pulled his chair towards her and rested his hands
lightly on her thighs.

“So you wanted to meet me,” he smiled, as he watched the pulse
throbbing on her neck. “I hope that I do not
disappoint.”

Marisa sucked in a startled breath at the sound of his warm
husky voice, totally at odds with the feel of his cold
hands.

“Yes I did,” she whispered nervously. “And no you
don’t.”

His smiled widened and there was the merest hint of a fang.
“You’re uneasy?”

She nodded her head and swallowed, as she let her blue eyes
fall away from his disconcerting silver grey.

Caine stood up to lean over the girl. “Do not be afraid,
Marisa,” he murmured softly. “There is nothing here, for you to
fear.”

He kissed her gently on the cheek and felt her relax. He moved
to kiss her lightly on the mouth and Marisa melted against him. He
deepened the kiss as his cold hands stroked gently down her arms,
he knew the exact moment when she gave up her resistance, and
became his willing victim.

“Take off your clothes.” He sat back down in his chair and
watched as the young woman began to undress. She moved as though in
a trance and her clothes were very soon lying in a pile on the
floor.

Caine sat watching as her ripe, healthy young body was
unveiled to him. He looked into her vacant blue eyes and was
reminded of a woman with electric blue; vibrant and full of life,
literally humming with it.

He gave a regretful little sigh. Of course she would have to
die. What she had done to him today was so unbelievably dangerous
to his kind, that as soon as word got out – which it would, then
she would be hunted down and destroyed. Her – and her sisters,
tainted as they would be by the connection of blood.

But that was a problem for tomorrow.

Marisa stood naked before him now. Waiting to give him what he
needed, with no begging or pleading, no reproaches or
death.

He could take from her and feel no guilt; he would give her
such pleasure tonight that she would not even notice her
loss.

He stood up again and walked over to her. He lifted her so
that she was half sitting and half lying across his desk. He
started with her mouth, kissing her deep and long until she groaned
and arched against him.

He moved across her cheek and down her throat. This was the
first place he lingered. Taking tiny drops, drawing it ever so
slowly through her very skin so that he would not leave any
puncture marks, just a slight bruise – a love bite.

Her groans turned to whimpers as she became
lethargic.

Caine moved again across her breast, lingering again at her
nipples but not feeding this time, merely giving
pleasure.

He moved downwards as he gently parted her legs to find the
warmth and wetness glistening there.

Caine began to rub and stroke and lick and taste. He had her
writhing within moments, driving her to the edge of her climax as
he buried his fingers deep inside her.

He crouched down to pump into her, as his mouth found the area
he sought; the place on her inner thigh where he began to feed in
earnest.

Marisa’s head fell back as she toppled over into mindless
ecstasy. Her cries of pleasure, masking out the cries of pain she
may have given, had he not seduced her so
wholeheartedly.

The moment her tremors ceased Caine stood away from her, using
the back of his hand to wipe away any traces of her
blood.

Marisa looked up at him, her eyes wide and tearful.

“That was amazing!” she whispered in awe. “No one ever made me
feel like that!”

She stood up and stumbled slightly as a wave of fatigue washed
over her.

Caine reached out to steady her. “It’s very late and you must
be so tired,” he murmured softly. “Here, you get dressed and I’ll
organise a taxi to take you
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