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Chapter One

The way that man took me last night made me shiver every time
I remembered it. My sensory memory would overload instantly, making
me wet just thinking about how well he had danced inside my body
throughout the night. He dominated me in bed, so sweetly and
expertly, I wanted to moan in frustration at not being able to
spend more time with him.

I could almost hear him whisper, “tiny
dancer” in my head. I could almost feel him sliding his large cock
inside me, filling me with his hardness and his heat.

Ah well, it had been a wonderful
night, but there was no way I could stay for anymore delightful
dancing, in the bed or out of it. I was sure by tonight, he would
be back with his various red-heads, blondes and brunettes to choose
from and most likely will have completely forgotten all about me
and our night together. A man like him didn't stay with a woman too
long. I knew this and could accept the reality that what we had
last night was just a wonderful evening of pleasure. Though, if I
were honest with myself, hearing him call me 'tiny dancer' and the
gentle way he’d held me after his loving made me ache for something
more than just one night with him. Especially with Jacques. Oh, and
his name was even French. Merde. I was feeling like a school girl
with her first crush and not thinking as a very old vampire who had
lived long enough to have had escaped the French Revolution with my
head still attached to my body. What was wrong with me?

No, I did the mortal a favor by
leaving him. Henry would most likely think Jacques had taken me
somewhere and dropped me off. So long as Henry didn't see us
together again, he might let Jacques live and just come after me. I
had left plenty of hints at the bar with Tommy, the bouncer, and
the owner to pass the word to anyone who would come looking for me
where to pick up my trail. I wanted Henry after me and not hunting
Jacques out of a fit of jealousy. This time, the plan would work. I
could tell last night, Henry had been taken in by my scared rabbit
act and would make the same mistake all mortal men did in
underestimating the strength of a vampire - even a female one was
stronger than a normal human male. Now, I knew Henry had taken the
bait and would try to bite again, if he can. I just needed him in a
place where there were no witnesses and no one to come play the
hero.

Damn that man! I’d almost had Henry
right where I’d wanted him and he had to pull his Sir Galahad act.
Though, watching him punch out Henry did give me a thrill. However,
I needed to do this alone and not be thinking of a knight in
shining armor who can make sweet love all night long to the point
he wore out a female vampire.

Though, he knew it not. That was also
a pretty heroic feat and my nether regions swelled again with the
memory, my body agreeing with me. I growled in
frustration.

No. I refuse to think about that damn
man, who has already probably thought of his next conquest to hit
on his list and has forgotten all about me already. I should know
better. Merde!


Chapter Two

Jacques

He and Armand had checked every bar
and nightclub within a ten block radius of where he had first seen
her. A week had gone past and he was getting frantic with worry.
He’d even broken out his Tarot deck and had done a reading and got
even more concerned. The first card was The High Priestess, but
covering this card was the Devil. Two Major Arcana cards in first
and second positions. This was not a good sign. It showed her being
chained or shackled by her present circumstances. Below, was
another card in the Celtic Layout that showed she had been chained
down before, as well. This seemed to be a repeating thing with her
life. What really worried him, were the amount of Major Arcana
cards in her reading. Too many for her life to be mundane. He and
his brothers rarely used their powers unless absolutely necessary.
Only the amateurs and neo-pagans used magick on a daily basis.
Though, he and his brothers were very powerful and natural born
Mages; he only broke out with his powers during a crisis situation
or for re-enforcing the protection shields around their home and
offices. Others in high powered businesses weren't as scrupulous as
he and his family has been with the use of magick for business
purposes. Again, it’s something he felt will, sooner or later, come
back three fold on those who abuse their powers.

But this was different. His tiny
dancer was in trouble and has left his protection in the mistaken
assumption of protecting him! What a dear, but silly girl. Once he
found her again, not only would he make sure she was kept safe, but
he would teach her, one way or the other, how bad he considered
she’d had been. He wasn't quite sure if he was ready for a serous
relationship yet, but he knew he didn't want to lose her at this
time. Deep down inside, he also could admit that he cared, perhaps
too much, about the state of her well-being. He chuckled to
himself; he would find her, get her safe, love her thoroughly until
spent and then see where they were going with this. He bent down to
pick up his spread and noticed the last card in the spread
significating the outcome. The card was Death. He picked up his
book and wrote down each card and their positions and then gathered
them up. He wasn't ready to consider what that meant right now. If
he had to, he would move heaven and Earth to change that particular
outcome, if it was within his power. His tiny dancer was in grave
peril at the moment and he needed to find her trail quickly. Maybe
that bouncer might know something, although he hadn't considered it
before, because he himself, would never tell a worker at a bar
where he was going. He knew Celeste was very intelligent. Since she
was on the run, surely she wouldn't have dropped any information to
anyone there. He smacked his forehead with his own hand. Unless she
wanted to lure someone to her and away from him. She wrote in the
letter warning him to stay away from the bar from now on. She
didn't stay with him because she was afraid that psycho would hurt
him. Did she have no fear for herself?

How could he have been so
blind?

“Armand!” he
shouted.

His brother came running from his own
room, asking, “What?”

“We need to go. I think I
know where to start looking for her, but we have to
hurry.”

“Why?” He looked as
worried as Jacques felt now.

“The reading I did doesn't
look good for Celeste. I don't want to wait any longer.”

“Then let's
go.”

They found out she’d left a good,
clear trail to a bar in New Jersey. Thank the Gods, she wasn't too
far away from them. He had ordered the jet ready and for a
limousine to be waiting for them at the Jersey Airport. Then, they
would get a hotel room and search for her until they found
her.

On the plane, his thoughts of
retribution on her sweet body were interrupted by his brother's
quiet comment. “You care for her more than any of the others
before, don't you?”

He grunted, “Maybe I do.” That was all
he was going to admit to at this time, even to his
brother.

Armand sighed, as if
disappointed.

“Why do you
ask?”

“She looked sweet and very
delectable.”

Jacques thought about the
past conquests they’d both had. Once either of them was finished
with the woman, it was nothing to them to let the other have a turn
with her, if she was willing. Most of the women didn't mind. Often,
they would leave their doors open, even when taking their pleasure
with a woman. Watching his brother have sex with a woman, even if
he’d been with her before, had been stimulating. They never shared
the woman at the same time, however. It had just never occurred to
any of them. Passing on a woman when one got bored with her was
normal for them. That is, until now, when his brother mentioned
liking what he saw with his tiny dancer. Jacques could see Armand
with Celeste, but for some reason, the thought of giving her over
completely to him, he didn't like at all. However, he would like
very much to see him with her, all the same. They have never done a
ménage à trois with a woman
before, but if it were Celeste, it was a very intriguing
idea.

“First, we need to find
her, then we'll figure out what to do with her.”

Armand sounded intrigued. “Now, that
sounds very interesting.”


Chapter Three

Celeste

I chose a seedy bar called the Down
Lo' for two reasons. One, people who frequent these types of
establishments didn't give a rats ass if some woman... or man...was
getting killed in the parking lot. So, the odds of having some good
Samaritan come running to the scene, or a bunch of gawkers to check
out what's happening, was slim to none at the Down Lo'. The second
reason, was there was a river not too far away where the body could
be dumped. A nice secluded spot, but used often by those in the
trade of dealing out death. No one would say anything if they saw
me getting rid of a body there. I had everything set; Sir Galahad
was out of my way. Though, I did think of him often, and how well
he filled me that night. Ughh, stop that, I told myself. From the
involuntary shudders that would rage through my body, it was
obvious that it was going to take some time to get over having to
leave him. I couldn't stay anyway, regardless. I was a vampire, and
trusting another human with my secret was not happening ever again.
Staying with them for any length of time, so they’d have a chance
to notice something odd about me and go digging, like Henry did,
was not a wise idea.

No.

Much better to just move on and forget
how he tasted in my mouth as he fucked me with that warm look in
his eyes.

Sacré bleu, I really must stop thinking about him. He probably has
had dozens of women by now, and I didn't like to share, damn
it.

Vampires were very territorial,
especially once we've bitten a particular human's neck during sex.
Though I’d refrained with every fiber of my being from biting
Jacques, as he made love to me. The temptation had been almost
overwhelming. Often, I wondered just how sweet and strong his blood
would taste. Any more time with him in my bed, and the temptation
would be impossible to resist, and then he would start putting the
pieces together before too long. I couldn't chance that, either.
There were too many cons and not enough pros in staying with that
lovely man.

I sighed to myself. Besides, he wasn't
the type to become a vampire's mate. He wasn't the type to become a
human's mate, either. It was best to leave him behind, keeping him
safe in the process and maybe, just maybe, keep my own heart safe,
too.

When I went to the Down Lo', I went
over again the plan of using some poor bloke in infuriating Henry
into a mistake, like the one he’d made that night as I’d danced
with Jacques. I hated using some poor sot for this, but if I could
get Henry to chase me outside, as he’d done before, no one in this
place would follow us. Then
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