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This one for M’Lady

A Midnight Romance

Gypsy Renegade

“A

nd that was the last time I saw them together.  I figure they’ve taken off probably back to the old country.”  I sit and nod my head waiting for more.  “I mean Transylvania.  Well, Romania to be exact.  Ivan always had a flare for the over dramatic.”  

“How can you be sure he’s responsible for the theft?  Could be a simple break-in that got lucky.”  I offer.  I know better of course.  So does Lady VanGelder.  She just looks at me quietly.  With age comes power for vamps, and this woman is as old as the hills.  That means a breather; I mean a human; breaking into her villa on the Rue St. Germain would have had the worst night of their suddenly very short life.  This leads me to muse, you wouldn’t know from her supple body and pretty face that she was the Emperor Justinian’s lover over a thousand years ago.  Come to think about it seeing her curves and large breasts maybe I can.  Breaking off that line of thought as she bores her blue eyes into mine, I clear my throat and smile weakly, “I’ll get right on it.  I charge two hundred a day and a litre of O negative each fourth day.”  She nods and looks me up and down.

“You are far prettier than I had expected, ravishing if you don’t mind me saying so.”  She says speculating this and that about me.

“I don’t and what were you expecting?”

“I don’t know, a big ugly woman that should have been a man.  Something like that.  A real bulldog type with shaved sides and shaggy long hair in front.  Or one of those awful military cuts that are so popular right now.”  She reaches out and caresses my long black locks.  I really wish she’d stop, it’s distracting.

“Sorry to disappoint,” I say pulling out the large glass syringe I keep loaded in the top drawer of my desk for nights like these.  This meeting has run long and I’m starting to get weak.  In any other social circle pulling out a syringe and injecting yourself with blood would be a bit like throwing all the food off the table onto the floor and then stomping on it.  Not so with vamps, we can’t all hunt every night.

“Far from it, you are lovely.  Do you have any dinner plans?  I have two lovely little girls.”  My eyes shoot up in sudden anger, “oh no!  Nothing like that, they’re both twenty-two and quite willing.  No restraints, no magic.  We feed and talk and they go on doing their chores and recover.  Goodness!  What you must think of me.”

It’s tempting, Lady VanGelder sets a good table, every vamp in Paris knows and would give their left fang to be invited.  But I have a standing rule about not getting involved with my clients, makes things easier in the end.  No matter how the end occurs.  “Every hour I delay the trail gets colder.  But after this affair is wound up?”

The Lady is regal even in rejection.  Of course, she can afford to be.  “Suit yourself.  I do like your sense of mission.”  She tosses a pile of francs on my desk all used just the way I like them the Emperor’s face smiling up at me on each one.  “That’s six hundred.  And your type Oh will be here tonight at midnight.”

“That’s a little cliché isn’t it?  Midnight.  Really?”

“Just be ready.  And I’ll send around the portrait of Ivan with the blood.”  She uncrosses her legs and straightens the beautiful maroon and black dress offset by the maroon choker at her neck, shaking off some cat hair she turns to leave then stops and turns around asking, “how did you ever get a cat to trust you never mind live with you?”

“Edgar-Allen and I are two of a kind,” and I reach out and pet him.  He purrs and looks up with his one good eye at Lady VanGelder.  

“What happened to his left eye?”

“A human tore it out with a pocket knife.  So, I did the same to him, only I got both.”  And at that I show her the jar in which two eyes float in formaldehyde.  

She taps the glass and smiles “and they call us monsters.”  Then she surprises both Edgar-Allen and me when she leans down and kisses his head.  He looks up smiles and licks her nose.  She giggles like a schoolgirl turning she leaves almost as grandly as she entered my humble dust covered abode.  

Edgar-Allen looks me over and meows once, I nod half distracted, “yeah I like her too.  Okay, you can knock off for the night.  I’m going to head down to the south side and talk to an old friend.”  Edgar-Allen stands up stretches and saunters off to his basket for some well earned rest.  VanGelder past the Edgar-Allen test with flying colors.  And I’ve never known a vamp that would kiss any animal, never mind the mortal enemy of all vamps; at least in theory; a cat!  I mean besides me.  Better yet he liked it.  So at least as far as it went she was okay.  Now, to untangle one or two knots in the rest of this bizarre case.  I stand perched on the veranda spread out my wings and let the transformation start, mist covers the room which is hard on the furniture but as it is all secondhand, I don’t suppose it matters.  I leap into the sky and start to soar over the city.  In the distance, I see the new gas lamps that are being installed.  That’s going to put a real crimp in hunting.  But with every advancement the mortals make come advantages for vampires.  Even light has its uses if you’re smart.
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He looks over his shoulder for maybe the seventh or eighth time.  Of all the stupid boneheaded things he has ever done, stealing from that woman was like stealing from the devil himself.  She’d hound him, and as she would live forever she’d get him sooner or later.  And death would not be the end of his punishment, she’d just bring him back around for more time after time.  Ivan couldn’t tell what was worse about the whole affair, what was coming or the fact he had been talked into the theft by a breather.  True Natalie was lovely, strong minded, domineering, and wonderfully demanding.  Her red hair and green eyes delicious and her naked body was enough to kill for, or as it turned out be killed for.  She made bondage an art form.  But to be taken advantage of by nothing more than a pretty mortal face was just too much.  But it had happened and now he was on the run.

He makes it to her apartment, but rather than leap up to the window he enters as if he was a mortal and knocks on the door.  His Mistress and slaveholder smiles as she opens the door.  “Did you get it?”

He pulls the canvas bag around his shoulder and opens it, she looks in and laughs, “yes! Oh, look at it!  It’s beautiful my slave.  You’ve done so well that you get milked twice tonight.  Now go take your clothes off and prepare for your ropes.”  Ivan steps in and heads to the sitting room and taking off all his rags sits himself on the Louis XIV armchair.  This time his Mistress uses chain rather than rope, he doesn’t like chains, the feel of rope is so much more sensual.  But as her plaything, he cannot complain.  

She pulls out the crown looks it over and licks her luscious lips.  Then touches her tongue to the huge ruby set at the center of the crown giggles and kisses the stone.  “The Crown of Skulls...Oh darling just look how it shines!  Made just for that whore you call your Lady by a real Emperor!”  She moans in ecstasy.  “Now darling little vamp of mine, let’s treat you right shall we?”  She goes behind Ivan and breathes into his ear, the smell of garlic tingles and irritates his nose.  As he forces himself from not retching she drapes a wreath of the noxious stuff around his neck.  Ivan begins to gag and feels the effects immediately.  The debilitating vapors begin to make him drowsy and sluggish the chains becoming far too strong to break as long as the garlic works its terrible magic on him.  She watches curious to see if her trap is sprung and tight.  Standing in front of him naked she gives a wicked grin and keeps playing with the crown balancing it on her head and dancing.  “But what am I doing darling, this
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