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As a fuse needs a spark to light it, so a
consequence needs an action to create it…


Chapter One

~*~

“Come on Lau, you promised you would check
out the new nightclub with me,” Jen whined behind her. Exasperated
breath released, Laura mentally smacked herself for not thinking
before making promises. She’d had her night sorted - pyjamas, bunny
slippers, popcorn, and a movie binge. Now she had to put all that
on hold, dress up, and drag herself out to some damn club. All
because her best friend decided her movie night was the perfect
time to go on a man hunt.

“You owe me big time for this,” Laura
groused, pulling on her dress. “You know I had plans for
tonight.”

“Plans? You call stuffing your face with
popcorn and numbing your brain out with B-rated movies,
‘plans?’”

“Hey, don’t diss my movie night!”

“You can veg out next weekend. For now you
are coming with me.”

“Do I really have a choice?”

“Nope. So suck it up, smile, and have some
damn fun for once!”

“Yay,” she mumbled in mock enthusiasm while
being dragged out the door.

~ ~ ~*~ ~ ~

Cab pulling up, she stared at the long line
of people waiting to get into the nightclub. “Bloody hell Jen; have
you seen the size of that line? I’m going back home,” she huffed;
glad she had found an escape route from torture.

“Oh no you don’t,” a sweet voice replied
moments before a hand pulled her from the cab.

“Have you been taking lessons from the hulk?”
Laura asked, rubbing her abused arm as they stood on the sidewalk.
“I love you, you know that. But I’m not spending half of my Friday
night standing in a line hoping to get in so we can sip overpriced
drinks, and mix with who knows what if we do.”

“We don’t have to queue. I happen to know the
guy on the door; he’s agreed to let us cut in front this once.”

“Oh sweet joy.”

“Don’t be such a grump. You never know, you
may actually enjoy yourself.”

“About as much as having needles poked
through my eyelids,” she griped as they made their way inside the
club.

*

Weaving through the mass of bodies to get to
the bar, Laura growled at one male who grabbed her ass. "Move it or
lose it buster.” Seriously what was with males and their bloody
roving hands? Did they really want to lose a limb? Because if so
she was more than happy to oblige. Dodging a few more gropers as
they pushed on, the bar finally came into view.

“What would you ladies like to drink,” a
smooth voice asked as they reached the counter.

“Jen? What do you want to drink?” Head shaken
as she caught sight of her friend almost drooling over all the
males, she shrugged her shoulders. “Seeing as my friend seems
otherwise occupied I’ll have a double Jim Beam and Cola, no
ice.”

As the bartender headed off to get her order,
Laura felt a tug on her arm. “What is it?”

“Check out all the eye candy in this place. I
think I’ve died and gone to heaven.”

“Feels like hell to me.”

“Lau stop being such a downer. You seriously
need to get laid.”

“Ack! Go wash your mouth out! You know I’ve
given up on men at the moment.”

“Don’t go off men for life because of Jeremy.
He was a tool and not the useful kind either.”

“I’m not off them for life. I’m just taking a
vacation from the whole dating thing.”

“I still say you need to get -”

“Go, start the hunt. I’m going to stay here
and get reacquainted with my friend Jim.”

Watching her friend head into the crowd Laura
let out a low breath as she turned back to the bar. Drink paid for
she took a good swallow, enjoying its smoothness as it made its way
down her throat. The warmth it left in its wake fading as a shiver
ran through her body, giving her the feeling someone was watching
her. Not wanting to draw any more attention to herself than she
apparently already had, she slowly turned until looking towards the
dance floor. “What the hell am I doing?” She hissed under her
breath. There were people all around her, so of course they would
be looking at the other patrons. Jangled nerves settled she
finished her drink then ordered another one. If her friend didn't
return within an hour, her hunt had been successful. Which would
mean she could get home and salvage some of her movie night.

~*~

The opening week of ‘Shades of Night’
couldn’t have gone better. Astute advertising and word of mouth had
ensured the list of people wanting to get in had grown. Gregori
Duchan sat in the upper V.I.P area, a glass of Jack Daniels in
hand. His decision to open the place had proven to be a good
financial move, not that he had need to worry about money. Being
six hundred and fifty years old meant he’d had the time to amass a
fair sized fortune, but that didn’t mean he sat back doing nothing.
If something grabbed his interest he would pursue it. The nightclub
had been such a thing; a project he had supervised from start to
finish. From his vantage point he could watch the mass of humanity
as it enjoyed itself and gave into its baser nature. Eyes scanning
the crowd he stopped as he caught sight of a female at the bar.
Long brown hair shone as the lights from the dance floor swept over
her. Glass placed down on the table next to his chair, Gregori
leant forward to gain a better look. “Turn for me pretty one. Let
me see your face.”

Almost as if she’d heard him the female
turned. The light illuminating her features, granting him what he
wanted. One look was all it took for him to decide he needed to
taste her, to see if her blood was as sweet as her appearance. He
needed to be careful how he went about it though. As a vampire he
fed from willing donors. Never once had he held someone’s mind,
forcing them to comply with his demands. No matter how much he
wanted the female he would not break his own cardinal rule. Which
unfortunately left him with only one option; he had to tell her
what he was before he sipped on her neck.

Calling one of his guards over, he instructed
him to find out as much as he could about the beauty before she
left and report back. His first move needed to be planned
meticulously; otherwise he would lose his opportunity before he
even got started. A long swallow of his drink taken, he continued
to watch his Venus.

Thirty minutes later the guard returned.
“What did you discover?”

“The female she came in with was very
talkative. It didn’t take much to gain the relevant information
from her,” he replied, handing over a folded sheet of paper.

Gregori smiled as he took it. “That will be
all for now.” Once the male left he unfolded it, eager to see what
had been uncovered. Only two pieces of information were important
to him at that moment. "Laura Davis," he murmured on catching sight
of her name. Lingering on it for a few moments he then moved his
eyes down to her address, which happened to be located not far from
his club. Before a meeting between them took place, he needed to
discover her daily routine. By doing that he could determine the
best place and time to “run” into his beauty. There was no room for
error in the plan. Everything had to be spot on to ensure he gained
in the end what he wanted. Her.

Attention turned back to his temptress he
watched her slide off the bar stool. Her steps unsteady as she made
her way towards the exit. His gaze taking in her slow movements as
she weaved through the heaving crowd. Glass rolled between the
palms of his hands he sat back as she left. He began to sear into
his mind every curve he’d seen, every inflection she'd made. It
would have to suffice until the moment arrived when he could
finally run his hands over her body.


Chapter Two

~*~

With Jen now nowhere in sight, Laura decided
it was safe to head home. Getting off the bar stool with as much
finesse as she could manage, she made her way out into the cool
night air. The sight of no cabs caused a low curse to sip from her
lips because it meant walking, which was a form of exercise.
Something which on any level was never her friend. As she started
to make her unsteady way down the sidewalk the feeling she’d had in
the night club of eyes on her, returned. Wrapping her arms around
herself she tried to fight off a sudden chill, one which had
nothing to do with the night air. It made her feel more certain
than before that one or more people in the club had taken an
interest in her. Well it was either that or her recent decision to
swear off males for a while had started to make her paranoid.
Finally catching sight of a cab she hailed it, slipping into the
back as it pulled up. All she wanted to do was get home, change
into her pyjama’s, and dive under the duvet.

~ ~ ~*~ ~ ~

Apartment reached, she managed after three
attempts to get the key into the lock, opening the door. Stepping
inside her dark apartment she swore someone or something brushed
past her. Main room reached in record time, her fingers searched
for the light switch. Finally locating it she flipped it on,
illuminating the area. A quick look around told her there was no
one but herself in the place. “Good move Einstein,” she muttered to
herself. “Way to make sure to have nightmares.”

After double checking the door and all the
windows were secure, she turned the main lights off and made her
way into the bedroom as quickly as her unsteady legs would carry
her. Given what had happened there would be no way she would be
sleeping in the dark. Bedside light switched on, she changed into
her pyjamas then crawled into bed. Turning onto her side she made
sure her back was facing the wall, just to be on the safe side.
Never hurt to be too careful. Finally settled she started counting
fluffy sheep in hopes they would be the only things in her dreams.
Ten was all she managed before the effects of her night out hit and
she crashed.

*

A loud knocking on her apartment door pulled
Laura from a sound sleep. She wasn’t programmed for waking early on
a Saturday. Her day started in the p.m., not the a.m. Mood now set
to grouchy she sat on the edge of the bed and stuffed her feet into
her bunny slippers. Muffled threats uttered of maiming whoever had
disturbed her; she shuffled to the door. “You have got to be
kidding me,” she groaned on catching sight of Jen on the other side
of the peephole. There was no way her mood was balanced enough to
deal with her friend giving a blow by blow account of her exploits.
“Don’t speak, don’t even breathe too hard until I’ve had my coffee,
understand?” she hissed on opening the door.

“But -”

“No ‘but,’” she ordered, placing a finger
against her friends lips to drive the point home. “Coffee first,
then you can speak.” Door closed, she gave an “I mean it” glare
before heading to the kitchen for her first caffeine fix of the
day.

“So who exactly did you leave the club with
again?” She asked Jen between sips of her wake up juice. Her friend
seemed to go through males quicker than a drill bit through wood at
times. But if it made her happy who was she to judge. Hell, she’d
forgotten the last time she’d danced the horizontal mambo. If she
got lucky now they would declare a national holiday in her
honor.”

“Lau? Have you heard a single word I’ve
said?”

“Ummm, sure I have.”

“Okay, so what did I just say the guy’s name
was?”

“Paul?”

“Michael. Seriously do you always zone out
when I’m talking about my dates?”

“I’m sorry,” she replied, placing her cup
down on the small table between them. “You know what I’m like
before my first three cups of coffee. Nothing registers in my
brain, all that’s there is fluff and dust bunnies.”

“I’ll forgive you, if you come shopping with
me. I need to get a new outfit as Michael is taking me to a swanky
restaurant tonight.”

“Not Saturday clothes shopping. Anything but
that.” She knew she sounded like a petulant child. But dammit, it
was bad enough she had lost her Friday movie night, now she faced
losing her Saturday sloth day as well.

“It will be fun.”

“Nope, it will be murder. With me as the main
suspect.”

“Pretty please?”

“Tell you what. You go wild in the clothes
aisle, and I’ll meet you at the Coffee Go Go when you’ve finished.
Just send me a text okay?”

“What do you have against clothes shopping?
You know you –”

“Don’t go there, Jen. I am quite happy with
my unique look.”

“Well that’s one way of describing it. Okay,
I’ll let you off this once but you had better meet me when I’m
finished.”

“I will,” Laura replied, ushering her friend
down the hall. “You have fun now.” Door locked once Jen left she
made her way back to bed. There was a few more hours sleep in her
future before she had to go and marvel at all her friend’s
purchases.

~ ~ ~*~ ~ ~

After instructing his driver to wait around
the corner, Gregori stepped into the limited shadow his location
offered. He had picked the spot for one reason; the view it offered
of a certain female’s address. Saturday morning now in full swing,
people hardly gave him a second glance as they hurried along. He
assumed they figured he was waiting for someone. Which was, to a
point true because he was waiting for “her” to leave her apartment.
His thoughts drifting, he smiled to himself as he watched people
walking by. They had no clue how close they were to a vampire.
Mortal’s perceptions of his kind were for the most part inaccurate.
He didn’t sleep in a coffin and sunlight wouldn’t fry him to a
crisp – an advantage of being an ancient one. Walking out during
the day though did have its disadvantages. For ancients such as
himself it sapped his strength, leaving him vulnerable. Which was
why he didn't venture out much when the sun began its rise to full
strength. Sound of a lock turning picked up by his preternatural
hearing pulled his focus back. Eyes fixed once more on the
apartment building he watched the door open. The one he’d been
waiting for finally stepping out into the sunshine. “Laura,” he
whispered. The tone almost sounding like that of a prayer of
reverence. As she started to move away, he retrieved his phone from
his pocket to call his driver to come and pick him up. He wanted to
see what she did, pick up on some of her likes and dislikes. So
when they met he could put her at ease as quickly as possible to
avoid her leaving.

“Follow her, but ensure she doesn’t know it,”
he instructed his driver as he slid into the back of the car.
Usually he travelled in a limo, but for this it would stand out too
much. So he opted for one of his less conspicuous modes of
travel.

“Understood sir,” came the reply.

Settling back into the soft dark leather of
the seat, Gregori smiled to himself. Things were moving along well,
though a small part of him wished for the speed to pick up. Yet he
knew that to push too hard, move too fast, would destroy any hopes
he had of gaining what he wanted. So for now he had to play a
waiting game. One which if he had his way wouldn't last too
long.

~ ~ ~*~ ~ ~

It appeared the Coffee Go Go didn't hold
enough of the dark nectar to stop her mind hitting snooze mode.
Laura didn't know exactly at what point she hit that button, but
she knew when she came back. It was when a rather sharp pinch to
her arm registered in her brain.

"Ouch! What was that for?"

“Are you here at all?” a less than happy
voice asked.

Ummm...sort of.”

“That means no. Come on Lau; show a little
interest at least.”

“I’m trying my best. But my brain is in
Saturday mode, so you know nothing is going to register in it
today.”

“I’ll get you an extra strength coffee, maybe
that will help,” Jen offered.

A sudden shiver ran through Laura’s body
causing her to rub her arms to get some warmth back into them. She
once again had the feeling of someone watching her. You are in a
packed coffee shop, what do you expect? True, her brain was right
with that thought. But she still couldn’t shake the feeling
something was off again. Maybe she just needed to head home and
sleep some more.

For another hour she sat listening to her
friend, while still trying to shake off the chill which refused
point blank to budge. About ready to climb out of her skin, she
gave her friend an apologetic look. “Jen, I’m sorry but I’m going
to have to bail. I think I’m coming down with something and the
last thing I want to do is pass it on to you.”

“You do look a little peaky. Want me to come
back with you?”

“No, I’ll be fine. I’ll get a cab home then
crawl into bed for a few hours. With luck that will do the trick”
she replied, rising from her chair. All the while praying her legs
didn't give out under her.

“If you’re sure? I’ll ring you first thing
tomorrow to check up on you, and before you say anything, no it
won’t be the crack of dawn. I’m not that inhuman.”

“Thanks. Have fun tonight.”

Not wanting to hang around any longer she
made her way out into the daylight. The bright sun causing her to
blink as it hit her full on. Whether it was that or something else
which tipped her over the edge she didn’t know. All she remembered
was seeing the sidewalk coming up to greet her before someone
grabbed her. A voice spoke, but as she tried to reply everything
went dark.


Chapter Three

~*~

The moment he’d seen her start to tilt
forward he’d shot from his hiding place, calling her name as he
did. Luck fell on his side as he reached her just before her face
kissed the sidewalk. Shifting her position so he could grab his
phone, he finally managed to get hold of it. Number found he
needed, he called his driver to come and collect him and his
unconscious companion. Now standing in direct sunlight, he felt his
strength fading. No vampire, no matter their age, could walk out
when the sun hit the summit of its strength, and it was edging
dangerously close to that point. If he stayed in it any longer
there would be two prone bodies for his driver to pick up.

“Sir, let me help you,” a familiar and
welcomed voice urged.

With reluctance Gregori handed over his
precious cargo, before almost crawling into the back of his car.
The tinted glass he'd had fitted providing much needed shade and
relief from the sun. With care his beauty was placed into the back
with him, so her head rested in his lap. “Sweetling,” he whispered,
moving a lock of hair away from her face.

“Where to sir?”

“Shades of Night. I think familiar
surroundings would be best when she wakes.”

As the car pulled into the flowing traffic he
looked down at the face of his sleeping temptress. It seemed fate
had chosen to arrange their meeting sooner that he’d planned. Now
all he had to do was build on it. But the question was how would
she react when she woke and found herself in his nightclub?

*

Ensuring he kept to the shadows once he
stepped out of the car, he opened the back door to the club before
taking his guest from the arms of his driver. “Thank you, Marc. I
won’t be needing you for a while so please go and enjoy the
day.”

“Are you sure, sir? I can –”

“No. I will call you if needed.”

Car pulling away, Gregori carried Laura into
the back room where a small cot sat. Sometimes he stayed in in the
club overnight and he preferred to sleep in a least a small measure
of comfort. Placing her down with care he moved a chair close, sat
down, and waited for her to wake.

~*~

Sidewalks weren’t soft; they were hard and
hurt like hell when you landed on them. So why then did she feel
like she was laying on something relatively soft? And what was that
smell? It was unlike anything she had come across before, earthy
but with a hint of something forbidden. Turning onto her side her
eyes began to open. Focus clearing she realized she lay in a room
she didn’t recognize. Not only that, but a few scant feet from her
sat a male, a rather lush looking one at that. Unsure how she got
to where she was or what the mystery male wanted, Laura pulled
herself upright. Eyes fixed on the yummy stranger she scooted back
until her spine hit the wall. “Who are you and where the hell am
I?”

“My name is Gregori Duchan, and you are
currently in the back office of my nightclub; Shades of Night.”

Why did that name ring a bell? Her head
clearing a little more she realized it was the name of the club Jen
had dragged her to the previous night. “Care to share why exactly
I’m here?”

“You seemed intent on becoming acquainted
with the sidewalk. Something I couldn’t allow to happen. You passed
out as I grabbed you, and as my establishment was close I brought
you here to recover. Now you are awake, would you care for
something to eat or drink?”

A low growl from her stomach answered the
question. Guess this would teach her to eat a proper breakfast
before leaving her apartment in future. “Food would be great,” she
replied, a hint of embarrassment coloring her cheeks.

“Wonderful. Do you feel up to coming with me
to the kitchen? The club staff don’t arrive for duty for another
couple of hours, so I will have to prepare something.”

“I think so,” she replied, sliding to the
edge of the bed. Feet touching the floor she took in a deep breath
and stood. For a few moments the world decided it wanted to spin
but bit by bit it started to fade. Once the feeling of being on a
merry go round vanished, she felt confident enough to risk walking.
“Lead on, G.”

“G?”

“Your name is a bit of a mouthful, besides I
think ‘G’ suits you.”

“I have been called many things in my time,
but ‘G’ hasn’t been one of them,” he chuckled.

“No offence intended,” she replied as they
stepped into the kitchen. “But your name makes you sound ancient
and that you aren’t.”

“Are you so sure of that?”

“Of course. So what can I do to help?”

“To start you can tell me your name. Then you
can go to the large refrigerator and pull out some of the salad
ingredients you will find there.”

“Sorry, my name is Laura. Laura Davis.”

“Well, Laura Davis, lets prepare some
food.”

*

A short time later found them both sitting at
one of the tables in the quiet bar. Her plate now completely empty;
she had to admit to feeling much better with a full stomach. “Thank
you for the food and for stopping me kissing the sidewalk
earlier.”

“You are most welcome. I couldn’t have you
spending time in the emergency room, especially on such a beautiful
day.”

Rubbing the back of her neck, she gave her
host a wry smile. “There are times I’m not the most graceful of
people. I’m living proof of the saying ‘two left feet.’”

“I somehow doubt that, you strike me as being
rather elegant.”

Elegant? Before she could stop it a burst of
laughter erupted. “I’m sorry,” she said between hiccups. “But no
one has ever called me that before.”

“Maybe I will have to prove it. The club is
closed to the public on Sunday night because I’m holding a private
party. I would like you to come as my guest then I can prove to you
that you are wrong about not being elegant.”

A party invite from someone she’d only just
met? Should she accept or refuse and leave before things became
awkward? He had saved her from making major adjustments to her
face, and he had fed her. In fact he had been nothing but a perfect
gentleman, so what would it hurt to accept. Besides it was a party
so it’s not as if he could try anything with loads of people
around. “Do I have to dress up if I accept?”

“If you class wearing a dress, ‘dressing up’
then yes. But high heels are not obligatory, just in case you were
wondering.”

“A dress I can do…I think. So I accept your
invitation. What time would you like me to get here?”

“If you are willing to provide me with your
address, I will arrange for my driver to pick you up.”

Bottom lip nibbled on as she thought for a
few moments on his request, she decided why not. “If you can give
me a piece of paper and a pen I’ll write it
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