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Karl

The sound of steel clashing screeched through the air, as the blades connected like a jagged heartbeat. His movements were quick and sharp. Calculated. His opponent lunged forward, confident that victory was his. But Karl turned, raised his sword and with an unseen movement his blade found its mark, a shallow tear, at the shoulder that made his opponent gasp in surprise but only momentarily. 

Furiously the villain quickly scanned the hole before he turned and brought the blade down heavy on Karl, but Karl’s sword intercepted with a rapidity from centuries of practice.  

They had been fencing for almost twenty minutes, and his opponent showed no signs of giving up. Karl offered steady thrusts and had his assailant on the defensive now. 

The sound of steel on steel in the night, played like a furious symphony. The sparks of fire were too bright for the Parisian night as both men continued their attacks aggressively. Each strike from his opponent was precise, ruthless and deliberate. Karl could feel the vibration of each blow through the hilt, and it felt like the cutting kiss of a Siberian wind against his cheek. The thrill of the fight exhilarated him.

Karl knew this man well and he was no ordinary vampire either. His speed and his strength were equal to Karl’s, and yet his opponent appeared as if he was playing a game, by making Karl defend himself against the onslaught of what was to come. This certainly wasn’t mere combat or a chance encounter in a backstreet alley. It was a violent seduction, a game of dominance, where every parry seemed like a question, and for Karl every strike became an answer. 

As they clashed, the venom between the predators became a dance of blurred motion.  The longer they danced, the clearer Karl could read his opponent. This wasn’t a mindless duel over a wronged husband. No this was a game of wits, a test of resilience, of fear, and of skill. But Karl wasn’t afraid of him, in fact he welcomed this game. He could feel the surge of power in his veins with each swing, each block an invitation that Karl willingly accepted. It was the opportunity to finish this parasite off for good.

Bring it on! He thought to himself. 

Somewhere from behind him in the alleyway, Karl heard the screeching of metal as his comrade battled with the other sucker. Fierce, loud and equally as alarming. This was no ordinary clash. No, this was a performance, on behalf of the assailants. A spectacle where they showcased their dominance, all while keeping their boredom at bay.

Suddenly Karl felt the blade as it penetrated his forearm, and then he heard the taunt of his aggressor as he withdrew the shaft quickly and cruelly. 

“Did I hurt you, or maybe just your pride.” 

It was only a flesh wound, nothing serious. 

Karl shouted out. 

“An hoc tantum habes?” As Karl swung around in a swift motion their eyes locked, both vampiric and enraged.

Both murderous!

“Slow and lacking.” The assassin goaded Karl as he then raised his left hand and pushed it out toward Karl, sending him off guard, but swiftly Karl regained his composure, smirked and spun his sword in a three sixty degree turn and lunged at his antagonist. Wildly their swords clashed and scraped as they fought, fraught with aggression and bile of centuries of hatred between them. The onslaught stepped up in tempo and both swordsmen gave it their all. Neither of them were willing to concede defeat, for to do so, would be detrimental to each of their reputations. 

A shrill cry in the night caught Karls’s attention as he fought the menace. Though momentarily distracted he quickly recovered from the diversion but then felt the cut to his chest. The blade had penetrated the surface of the muscle. Though it didn’t deter Karl from taking down his opponent as he raised the sword to defend himself once more, he felt the blade enter from behind between his shoulders. 

“Not so brave now are you, Carilus.” The thug said with a sneer as he stepped backwards, and laughed boisterously as Karl fell to his knees, with the sword between his shoulder blades. Karl’s gaze never left the antagonist. 

“To think the Romans feared this upstart, Vito.” Both the assailants began to mock as the aggressor called Vito got down on one knee and looked amused at Karl as he studied him intently.

“You won’t die, Cherusci, my blood saw to that.” Vito said as he raised Karl’s chin with the tip of his blade. “But you have caused us great offense. You and your damn group of merrymen have been a thorn in our side for far too long.”

“You didn’t scare me in Teutoburg, Vitomus, and you certainly don’t scare me now.” Karl said and he briefly closed his eyes as he felt the blade twist between his shoulders, and he heard the snigger from behind him. He glanced across to where he saw Isaac, who was struggling and was prevented from helping Karl by the sword of the alpha vampire across his chest. He bore a snickering, goading expression as he looked over at Karl. 

“Sabi, we are doing something wrong here.” Vito heckled now and stood up straight and put his sword back in its scabbard. “We don’t scare the brave Germani.” Sabi and the assailants laughed boisterously in the dimly lit Paris alleyway. 

“Whatever you do to me, the Tempus Militibus will do even worse to you.” Karl shouted angrily as he felt the blood in his mouth and the trickles that rolled down the corners of his lips and over his chin. At seeing the blood, Vito reached out his index finger and wiped away some of the thick blood and then he put his finger into his mouth and sucked it. His head half turned sideways as he looked at Karl and smiled.

“The famous Tempus Militibus.” Vito said grinning as he turned away momentarily with his hands raised as he glanced at the other two alphas. “The traitor vampires who gained immortality and then conscience stricken, decided to throw it away and become the good guys,” He looked over at Karl kneeling on the ground and smirked. “So, they turned their backs on their masters, their creators.” Sabi and the other rabblerouser sniggered. “No Carilus, the Tempus Militibus won’t do a damn thing to me, shall I tell you why?” He rushed at Karl, grabbed him by the throat and roughly lifted Karl up to a standing position and studied his face for a moment. “We are strong, while you and the Tempus Militibus have become weakened little bitches, because you deny your bloodline.” Vito pushed Karl and motioned for the other menace to let Isaac go.

“Keep believing that line, Vitomus.” Karl said as the blood spluttered from his mouth. “If it makes you sleep easier.” Vitomus chuckled and looked at Karl. His eyes still held the vampiric hue, red as a ruby. 

“No, Carilus, you nor your traitorous Militibus are any threat to us.” Vitomus clicked his fingers and nodded to Sabius and Lerrian and then he stood up straight to his full height of six foot seven and laughed.

Karl felt a stinging in his back as Sabi removed the blade, but he remained where he stood half bent forward and watched after the three alphas as they walked away laughing and cajoling into the Paris night. 

When they were out of sight, Karl doubled over, and he almost fell to his knees onto the ground. Isaac ran to him and put his arm around his waist as he helped him over to the wall of the building. Karl leaned back against the wall and closed his eyes just briefly, he was struggling to remain standing, if his heart had retained any of its mortal physique, he would be palpitating now with an adrenaline rush. As it was, he was losing blood. A lot of blood.

“I’m OK, Issy.” Karl huffed but he was far from alright. He knew that the alpha vampire, Sabi had wounded him severely, and he was bleeding out. He needed a transfusion and quickly. He would have to return to the Sixth. ASAP.

“The portal is only in the next street.” Isaac reassured as he grabbed his commanding officer and put him over his shoulder and quick as a flash, he had him at the portal door and without a word they stepped through. Karl felt like puking as he felt the G-forces on his wounded body as it was hurled through the time slip.

*****
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THE DRIP HAD BEEN ATTACHED to his arm and the wounds that he had sustained had vanished. There was nothing left to suggest that Karl had been wounded apart from the extra pouches of blood that he had to have along with his feeding bags. 

He sat up in bed now and casually threw down on the bed the newspaper he had been reading. There wasn’t much of interest in it for him. The rag had been taken over by students in the university and was now printing mainly university courses rather than focusing on the news relevant to the Sixth. Not that much happened in the Sixth. It was a peaceful paradise where the rich languished in their wealth and pursued debate on philosophy and politics, all while living a life of luxury. It was because of this that the utopia, that was the Sixth, made everything appear boring and mundane to the younger residents. Most of the students when they finished their degrees, applied for visas to enter the Fourth, or the lucky ones got to go to Mythos on an extended visa. Some were successful while others remained and were employed in the family business. 

Whereas the Sixth was attractive for the wealthier citizens of the neighbouring realms, and they tried to bribe their way into the Arcadiae, the sixth took a certain getting used to. Karl had a townhouse in Olympias, all the Tempus Militibus kept homes in the Sixth. But Karl preferred the Fourth. He loved the chaos of it all. Particularly the madness and the enchantment of Paris, where he had been stationed for over five hundred years. 

When he had been commissioned as Captain, he had been given the choice of any of the districts in the Fourth. He didn’t want to go back to Germany. It held too many memories. Memories which despite all of their knowledge, the scientists in the Sixth could not erase from his mind. All they could do was lessen the recollections of his mortal life, reduce their vividness. Every time he remembered something significant, it pained him to the point that he bled deeply within that remembrance, but then Karl had earned the right to mourn those memories, earned the right to carry them with him, as his penance, as the reason that he denied redemption. 

Karl had opted with great enthusiasm for Paris. There he could indulge his senses in fine food, wine and the obvious...women. His true weakness.

Though he never formed attachment to any mortals, he did enjoy them. Karl had more than enjoyed them. They all did. Though Karl had adopted the unsavoury characteristic of agreeing with Popus and that fool Demis, that he nor those under his command would form any kind of bond with mortal females. Of course, Karl had interpreted the use of the term ‘attachment’ to suit his understanding of what it meant, which to him meant to fall in love with a mortal. He hadn’t. The only mortal he had ever loved was his wife, Amalia. He closed his eyes to the memory of her.

It was because of what happened in his community that Karl had joined with Arminius and followed him to the forest that he became what he was...

“You look a lot better than you did four days ago.” The cheerful voice of the philandering philosopher, Raul said from the doorway, where he stood like a peacock! “But not as good as I do.” He grinned across at Karl as he held the sides of his jacket open and did a mock model of the suit. “What do you think? Gives that certain sumptuous French style of the Fourth, doesn’t it?” Karl grinned over to him and shook his head. Raul was always joking and mocking. He had a great sense of humour, that Karl and his team enjoyed his company for the most part, even though there were times when Raul could be very overbearing. Sarcastic. 

“If the intention was to look like a turkey, then I agree that you have succeeded, Raul.” Karl teased as he looked at the deep golden yellow of the jacket paired with the royal blue of the trousers and the crisp white of his shirt, that had Karl shake his head once more, as he grinned at the philosopher. 

“You have no taste, Capitaine Oberbach.” Raul said in mock disdain and then they both laughed. “You gave us all such a fright. Now on a more serious note, Karl,” Karl looked at the academic for a moment now and then he shrugged. “How do you feel?”

How did he feel? Nothing, good, bad, or otherwise. Just emptiness.

“Like I was split open by a heavy sword.” Karl replied now and gave a sigh, as he watched Raul came into the room. 

“Did you get a look at the dastardly villain?” Raul asked now as he pulled up a chair and sat down beside the bed and crossed a leg over the other, as he listened intently to Karl. 

“What did Isaac say?” Karl asked him carefully. He didn’t know if Isaac had told the Council about the alphas or not. He didn’t believe that Isaac had told them everything, but Karl couldn’t be sure.

“Just that you and he were out on a patrol, near Saint Denis, and you were jumped from behind. The fracas lasted all of ten seconds or so.” Raul glanced disbelievingly at Karl now, and his eyebrow was raised. “I fail to believe that an officer of your calibre and skill allowed a mortal or a dreg to seriously wound him, as you were wounded, Karl.” Karl saw him shake his head in doubt at the tale he had been spun, “The truth Karl, what really happened in Lutetia?” For a moment he said nothing, then Karl threw back the sheet and swung his long legs over the side and with his index finger and thumb he rubbed his eyes. He was uneasy and more than just a little stressed by the situation that he found himself in. 

He didn’t know how much to reveal to Raul. Raul was after all a member of the Council, superior officer of the Tempus Militibus Lutetiae District. It was his duty to keep Karl and his team in line and if need be, disciplined for whatever misdemeanour they might commit. He didn’t always record their misconduct, Raul was no stranger to misbehaving in the Fourth, when he visited.  

“It happened just as Isaac said.” Karl replied and he stood up and with his right hand grabbed the chrome bar which held the blood pouches and then walked over to the window and stood with his back to Raul. 

“Bull, and you know it, Karl.” Raul said in an impassioned voice. “That may convince Aristotle and the Elders, but this is me that you are talking to.” He walked over and joined Karl at the window and glanced outside. “What really happened?” Raul pleaded, but Karl just shrugged and said in a controlled voice.

“We were patrolling in pairs, Isaac and I were in Saint Denis, Remy and Emile were in Gare du Nord.” His voice was steady as he looked at Raul now and he flashed him a magnificent smile. “I was just in the wrong place at the wrong time, Raul.” They looked at each other for a while. “Nothing more sinister than that.” Karl gave a half laugh now and shrugged.

“So, this is how you plan to play this, is it, Capitaine?” Raul hissed back at him. “Well, if you insist on sticking to this tale of yours, I hope for your sake, Karl, that this little escapade doesn’t repeat itself.”

“Why would it?” Karl quizzed him, with his voice calm, and he wondered if Raul suspected that it was the alphas that had attacked him. “Then again, why wouldn’t it? We are Tempus Militibus after all, we fight dregs from all dimensions, so there is a chance that I, or one of the others will be attacked. The severity depends on the dreg.” He smirked at Raul now and he saw the philosopher’s expression soften a little.

“Wise ass, Oberbach.” Raul said now in a voice that was a lot less hostile than he had been before. Karl laughed now as he felt Raul slap him on the shoulder. “I hope for your sake it never happens the way that you describe.” He turned and then he walked over to the door and opened it, then Raul stopped and turned his head to look at Karl for a moment. “I almost forgot, the Council has requested that you join them in their chambers, this afternoon.” He gave a half laugh. “I’m not privy to what they want, only that they demanded your company, Karl.” 

“No idea at all, Raul?” Karl enquired of him, but the academic just shrugged. “Thanks.” Karl grumbled and Raul chuckled and then he left the room with a wave in the air. 
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Karl had taken his time in dressing before he left the hospital. Raul had been a little vague concerning the meeting with the Council. Raul didn’t say what they wanted to talk to him about. Karl guessed that it was probably something to do with what had happened in Paris, but he couldn’t be sure. He didn’t relish the idea of meeting the Elders. One thing that he did know, was that whatever the Council wanted to speak to him about, they would blurt it out in their own good time. They always did.

As he walked down the street to the chambers he was greeted with a warm smile from one of the librarians from the university. Karl had had many conversations with her over coffee in the campus café. In the centuries since he had become a Tempus Militibus officer, several females had tried to get close to him. But Karl never took the bait, he liked this librarian, she was a lovely lady, but Karl’s motto had always been never to play on home soil. Not in full view of the Council. Besides, sexually she just wasn’t his type, she was too prim for Karl’s taste.

He took the steps two at a time and pushed open the large door and entered the coolness of the lobby. Karl always liked the council building. It had a sense of the old world, while a lot of the buildings in the Sixth were changing to a more modern look, the chambers and the municipal buildings still remained the same, as if one had stepped back in time within the Fourth, and back to the ancient world. For Karl, it retained that familiarity. 

Karl knocked on the door and waited for a moment then he heard the friendly voice bid him entry. Seneca! 

Of all the Elders, he liked Seneca the most. Seneca was fatherly, understanding, and he had a great sense of humour, unlike Aristotle who was serious all the time and possessed a disdain for all and sundry. He always reminded Karl of having to bear the weight of the world on his shoulders, as if no one but him understood the world. He was probably right but then, he was a philosopher and by their very nature they were serious people contemplating very serious questions to life’s problems. 

“Ah Captain Oberbach, good to see that you have made a complete recovery.” Lucius Annaeus Seneca said as he motioned for Karl to come into the office and Karl closed the large mahogany door behind him. Karl was surprised to see only three of the Elders were present. 

“Thank you, Senator,” Karl said with a broad smile. “I had the best care possible.” He flattered now as he glanced toward the other two members, Zeno of Elea and Xenophon. The three men sitting at the table were three of the fairest politicians in the Sixth.

“It worried us very gravely, Karl, when we heard that you were seriously wounded in the Fourth.” Zeno spoke with an expression that showed his concern. 

“It was nothing of any great significance, Zeno.” Karl reassured him. “We face much worse on a Saturday night.” Zeno chuckled now and shook his head from side to side, but Seneca and Xenophon just looked from Karl to Zeno and then back to Karl with a worried expression on their faces.

“We were of the impression that Lutetia was not as wild as all of that, Captain.” Xenophon said anxiously now, with his eyes wide as he looked at Karl.

“No, Sir,” Karl reassured him. “Lutetia is quite safe. What happened to me, well, this was a once off.” He suppressed a smile when he saw Seneca and Xenophon look uncomfortably at each other once more. They were so emotive in their concern for the Tempus Militibus.

“We sent for you, Captain Oberbach because we have some worrying information.” Seneca said changing the subject now and then he cleared his throat and pushed the piece of paper away from him, then picked it up and returned it to its original place again. The burden clearly evident by the way he slouched forward in his seat.

“Yes, we received intel from a reliable source in Anatolia.” Xenophon said as he clasped his hands in front of him. “The satrap, Eumelus has had some incident with an exiled Cimmerian, a ruffian who refused to accept that his crime prohibited him returning to Ephesus, in any form.” Karl stood up to his full height of six foot five as he listened intently to the philosopher. “As a bargaining chip, if you will, Monisis, offered Eumelus information of a rather delicate nature.” Xenophon looked grave now, as he cleared his throat and shifted in his seat.

“What Xenophon is referring to a little inarticulately,” Zeno interjected on his behalf as he glanced bemused at the other Elder. “Is that Monisis was playing poker with some traders, traders in the dark trade of illegal importations and slavery from the realms.” Zeno looked intently at Karl now. “And so, to remain in Ephesus and to quash his original charge he would give up names and details of a serious crime about to take place in the Fourth.”

“What crime?” Karl asked Zeno as he remained standing in front of the Elders with his hands behind his back.

“Eumelus didn’t elaborate much on all the detail, not until he got a deal.” Seneca muttered. “Much to our chagrin.”  

“If the crime is to take place in Anatolia,” Karl said as he looked from one to the other of the men sitting before him. “Why doesn’t he have the Tempus Militibus from Izmir interrogate this Monisis.” All three Elders shook their heads in unison now.

“The crime in question is not going to take place in Anatolia.” Zeno said deflated. “So, the Izmir Fourth division is not required.”

“Then where is it to take place?” Karl asked baffled as to why he was there. The Elders were being frustratingly vague.

“Lutetiae.” Seneca responded in a low tone as he clasped his hands together, as if saying it aloud, would somehow make it happen sooner. 

“So, the European Militibus, Lutetiae Fourth are to interrogate?” Karl asked. “Who is going to transport this Monisis?” There was silence in the room now and it lingered unbearably as the question hung unanswered in the air for a little longer. 

“No one is going to interrogate Monisis.” Seneca said after some excruciating time.

“I don’t understand Senator.” Karl was confused now as to why they were telling him this, if they didn’t want him and his men to interrogate the criminal.

“What Sen is not saying, Capitaine, is that the crime in question, an assassination, is to be allowed to take place.” Zeno said almost in a whisper. “It is for the betterment of the realms to allow it to go ahead.” Again, there was a horrible silence as Karl looked at each of the men sitting in front of him. Each of these philosophers, esteemed men in their own right. 

“Sir, you are not making any sense.” Karl persisted. Then Zeno took a deep breath and said in a depressed tone once more.

“There is the reopening of the great cathedral in Lutetia, by a well-known but now, despised representative from Mythos. It has been discovered in a certain dossier, which has come into our possession, that this Mythosean dignitary is in fact a spy, a traitor to the Alliance.” Zeno paused now as he hung his head and rubbed his eyes. “The Cimmerian traders have heard sketchy details about this, but as they also have a grudge with Mythos because of sanctions placed upon them by the Alliance and based on certain frauds alleged by this particular dignitary. Intelligence have found that the person in question has been working with and for the High King, Sargon Castalac for quite some time and that Castalac has contrived a plan to break the seal on the portal to Aeternus, therefore releasing that fiend into the Fourth.” Karl remained still as he listened. “So, you see, why and how the slaying is to go ahead and take place at the dedication ceremony in Lutetia.” 

“If I understand you, Sir, the order to allow the assassination, came from the Alliance?” Karl said now. “The Tempus Militibus are not to intervene at all, is that correct?” There was a silence once more as the weight of what Karl had said hung like an ectoplasm in the air. It was in the open now, and the relief felt in the room was palpable, particularly since it hadn’t been one of the Elders who had said it. 

“We have our orders, Captain Oberbach.” Xenophon said uneasily. “As the Tempus Militibus police the dreg communities in the Fourth, you are duty bound to prevent a crime such as this, that is correct but, in the circumstances with this traitor, you will not do anything to thwart the homicide.” Another awkward and heavy silence lingered as Karl took in what the Elders had just said. This was very unusual. 

“You’re to be vigilant of course.” Seneca cautioned now. “To anything other than the assassination. Particularly to those who might use the opportunity to their own benefit. You understand, Capitaine?” 

“Sir?” Karl queried. He didn’t understand. This was against everything that he was taught and all that he fought for. The Tempus Militibus code was there to keep the Fourth safe not to allow heinous crimes to be committed.

“We are aware that Castalac’s High Lords have been entering the Fourth via a breach in one of the Lutetia Portals. We are also aware that he has some uninformed and foolish allies there, sympathisers who are conned by the madman and his cohorts.” Xenophon said in a low tone, as if saying the Aeternus High King’s name would conjure him up and into the room. “It is imperative, that he does not gain access to the Fourth. If he does, then we have an almighty crisis on our hands. Not just in the Fourth, but all the realms for they would not be safe from that despot.” He cleared his throat as he stared with a worried expression on his face.

“When is this killing to take place, Sirs?” Karl asked coldly as he looked at each of the Elders, sitting there while all of them, looked the picture of misery having mentioned Castalac’s name. 

“During the reopening of the gothic cathedral, which takes place sometime between the Tempus Lunae Sanguinis and the Lunae Caeruleae.” Zeno replied and his answer came in a dower tone, laden with the weight of what he had just disclosed. Karl looked at him. There was something else which hung in the air, something unspoken by the Elders, yet Karl felt that he wasn’t getting the whole truth. 

“I will inform my Militibus,” Karl said now and withheld a sigh. “We will observe and be ready for any eventuality.” His words were meant to be a reassurance for the Elders, but they seemed to have had the opposite effect on the Leaders of the Council. 

“Karl, we have every faith and trust in your Tempus Militibus.” Zeno said now. “They are exceptional soldiers.” He gave a side glance at Seneca. “It would be preferable though if you only revealed partial intel to your men, enough for them to do their duty. I feel it would be wise if they weren’t privy to all that we have discussed in here today.” Xenophon and Seneca muttered in agreement. 

“Zeno, with respect to you and the Senators, I have every trust in my men, we have served together a long time.” Karl said now, “What are you suggesting here, that they are loose cannons?” Karl clenched his hands in a fist behind his back as he tried hard to control his temper at the mere suggestion that his men were untrustworthy. 

“That is not what we mean, Captain Oberbach.” Seneca said now, his voice a little more jovial. “What we are concerned about is the less who know about this situation, the better for all of those involved.” 

“Absolutely, Sen.” Xenophon agreed now as he nodded his head vigorously and then he looked over at Karl. 

“This is something I cannot execute without an explanation to my team, Senator.” Karl crowed. “With only partial information about what we are to do in the line of duty, they would be unable to do their duty competently.” 

“Then if you must impart the full particulars, choose your confidant wisely and very carefully.” Seneca warned with a fatherly smile now, indicating that the meeting was over as he glanced at both Zeno and Xenophon and then back to Karl. 

Karl bowed his head and walked over to the door and without a backward glance opened it and left the chamber. 

Outside on the street, Karl let out a long slow sigh. The Elders had put him in an impossible position. He knew it, and they knew it.

The mission would be disastrous, and Karl wouldn’t be able to complete it competently without the full cooperation of his team. He knew that without full disclosure to the Tempus Militibus, one of them, or all, would refuse to comply and put the case in jeopardy.  
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Emile

The laughter from the corner of the bistro was getting louder by the second. A quick glance across at the troublemakers made him smirk. They were drunk. Typical! 

He stood up straight. Emile was a tall man, at six foot four, he had broad shoulders and was physically fit, with a muscular chest and tight abs. he worked out, and it showed in his physique. First thing in the morning when he awoke, he would train, or sometimes after a patrol, regardless of how hectic a showdown he would have had encountered. His long dark hair still held an auburn hue when the light caught it in reflection. His eyes were a darkish grey, but when he became angry or irritated, they changed to an almost deep crimson red. His vampirism had made him an extremely handsome man. Though he rarely referred to it. His acknowledgement of the infliction was his refusal to talk about it. 

To Emile, he was what he was. Debating the how’s and whys just wouldn’t change it. He never accepted it. He never would.

C’est la vie!

“Do you want another, Emile?” The sweet voice of the bar tender asked, and he turned and smiled warmly to her. 

“Thank you, Lotte,” he replied in a deep baritone voice that still held just the slightest trace of his Occitan accent. 

“You are alone tonight, Emile?” Lotte asked as she poured him a glass of whisky and placed it on the counter in front of him. He nodded a little distractedly. “Such a shame, my handsome officer.” Emile grinned at her and then he raised the glass in a toasting gesture.

“You are such a flirt, Lotte.” Emile teased her. “We all know you are in love with Remy.” Lotte giggled and leaned forward on the counter and Emile glanced unashamedly at her very ample breasts. 

“Don’t tell Remy, but you stole my heart first, chéri when you walked in here all those years ago.” Emile laughed heartily now. “So handsome, so full of control.” He leaned forward and kissed her full on the mouth. 

“You stole mine too,” he said and winked at her. “If you want to sample me, just remember that you don’t need a safe word, mon cœur, just let me be your guide.”  The laughter rose again from the corner table, and he glanced over once more, bothered by the noise. “How long have they been here?” Emile asked her, sounding a little irritated now at the interruption of their game. 

“Since lunchtime.” Lotte replied. “They are mortal, drinking too much, no food. It spells trouble.” Emile quickly glanced across again and caught the attention of the younger man in the group. He slowly stood up and Emile turned back to Lotte. 

“Do you want me to get rid of them?” He asked her with a smirk, half hoping that she would agree, but Lotte just grinned and shook her head. “Alright. Just call if you need help. Au revoir ma Chérie.”

“Au revoir, Emile.” Lotte said as he turned and walked over to the door. Before he opened it, the young man called out to him.

“You, what you lookin at, fancy me do you?” Emile stopped and a snide smile crossed his handsome face as he slowly turned his head and looked at him. “I’m talking to you.” The brave thug shouted over to him.

“You are not talking to me, but you are making a fool of yourself.” Emile said in English and flashed him a fantastic smile now. This incensed the goon since his friends just erupted into hysterical laughter. “Go sleep it off, kid.” Emile then opened the door of the bistro and left casually. 

Emile hadn’t walked very far when he felt the tap on his arm, and he turned around and looked at the youngster from the bar with three of his drunken friends who were all grinning like idiots as they stared at Emile. 

“Want to say that to me now?” The punk asked, full of bravado now that he had the backup of his friends outside with him. 

“Go sleep it off.” Emile advised once more. As he turned to walk away, the guy pulled on his arm and quick as a flash, Emile pushed him hard, and he hit the wall across the road at full speed and fell unconscious to the ground. “Any of you fools want to end up like him?” They looked at each other and then to Emile but slowly backed away and ran over to where their friend lay in a heap amongst the trash. 

Emile turned and grinned to himself and began to whistle a tune that he had heard earlier that evening as he walked on. He had enjoyed the entertainment, but he could use some real action. Or the club ‘Le Belle Torture.’ Where he could indulge in some pleasure.

He had been told by Karl to patrol and see what was happening amongst the dregs. To listen out for loose talk, but not to confront anyone. Vague. Karl style.

Each of the Militibus were out now, doing the exact same thing. Drinking whisky and listening to drunks, mortal and dreg alike, and trying to decipher anything useful without knowing what they were to decode, and why.

Nothing useful in that! Emile thought to himself. 

Karl could be like that, sometimes. He gave them cryptic clues and then sent them out to talk to the dregs without knowing what they were looking for or why. By the end of the night when they finally returned to the Militibus office they were three very frustrated Militibus officers.

Emile wondered why Karl was so secretive. He wondered if it was because he didn’t trust anyone, particularly since the incident in which he found himself vulnerable and when he had been turned. Or maybe it was just that he followed orders from the Sixth too stringently. 

Though as a Sous-Lieutenant, it wasn’t up to Emile to question the captain. He, himself just did what was expected of him. Nothing more, or less. He didn’t care for authority, he never did. Why would he change now?

Emile walked on near the Champs-Elysée, and he stopped as he saw two witches engaged in a cat fight. This brought a wide smile to Emile’s face. Finally, some entertainment!  He thought to himself, and he just stood there and leaned against the iron post and looked on in amusement as the two women wrenched at each other. 

The two witches were grabbing and pulling at each other and then crying out obscenities to the other. It was all entertaining until a member of the crowd that had gathered, stepped in and then with his eagle vision, Emile saw the dark-haired witch slip her hand into the do-gooder’s pocket and remove his wallet. The man never even noticed.

Emile stood up straight and walked over to the witches and grinned as he held each of them by an arm and led them away from the mob and down a darkened alleyway. He shoved them and then chuckled.

“Nice try witches.” Emile said as he eyed them up and down approvingly. “Hand over the wallet.” 

“Militibus!” The dark-haired witch groaned as she rolled her eyes, and Emile smiled at her, as he nodded. “Look, this is our first offence, let’s come to an arrangement here. Like how about we do something nice for you, and you forget about this huh!” She sashayed her hips now as she walked over to him and then she smiled widely as she ran her finger down his bare chest. Emile shamelessly checked out her body and his eyes rested on her breasts, he was impressed.

“What do you have in mind?” Emile asked wickedly. Both witches looked at each other and then they smiled broadly. 

“Both of us with you, blowjob, a hand job or anything you like.” The blonde-haired witch said. “Our place is near here.” She added seductively. Emile laughed now and looked at the blonde. He was not going to get any intel or anything else from this stupid patrol so why not have a little entertainment? He thought to himself as he looked approvingly at the witch once more.

“Sure, why not.” Emile said and held out both his hands to them and they leaned into him and put their arms around his waist and led him back to their place.

*****
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EMILE EMERGED FROM the witches’ apartment and fixed his belt as he stood on the pavement and looked around. He chuckled to himself as he began to walk. The two necromancers had certainly delivered on what they had promised him. He wasn’t disappointed. 

He walked back toward BD Hausmann, the street had cleared substantially and now the only people left on the street were those either too drunk to know where they were or tourists who felt that they were enriching their holiday by staying out until the early hours to see Paris at its wildest and eeriest. For Emile, Paris at five AM was the best time. The streets were all but deserted, and he could think. Though sometimes, his thoughts betrayed him, and he was back in a time he missed, but also a time he wanted to forget but knew that he never could. He was cursed, by vivid memories. 

Emile quickened his step as he went to collect his panigale and decided to go home. There was nothing more that he could do that night anyway. The witches saw to that. He chuckled to himself, and he could still feel the blonde’s tongue as she pleasured him.
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Chapter 4
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Isaac

The Bois was unusually quiet for the time of year and the time of week. He nodded toward the werewolves, Theron and his sidekick Henri, as they sipped cheap Beaujolais wine and sat on the benches while they observed the comings and goings of the populace as they ventured into the park so late at night. 

“Monte, you got anything better to do tonight?” Theron called out to him and Isaac grinned as he walked over to the two wolves and he casually glanced around, simply out of habit. 

“Seems quiet in the Bois tonight, Theron.” Isaac said and shook his head in refusal as Henri held out the bottle of red wine to him. He grinned at the old werewolf. 

“We’re not good enough to drink with?” Henri asked aggressively toward Isaac. The effects of the cheap wine showing clearly.

“I’m on duty, Henri.” Isaac told him. “Glad to drink with you another time.” Theron chuckled now.

“Typical, the Tempus Militibus are so fucking elite they even adhere to their own bullshit rules.” Henri said as he slurred a little, hiccupped and then raised the bottle to his mouth while he was still muttering. 

“You know me, Henri,” Isaac said trying to appease the old wolf. “I am a sucker who follows the rules rigidly.” All three laughed boisterously at that. 

“Why is a Militibus officer patrolling alone in the Bois?” Theron asked him as he shifted along the seat to make room for Isaac to sit down. “Feeling ballsy, are we, Monte?”

“I’m working on a hunch, Theron.” Isaac said without elaborating any more on why he was out in the Bois de Boulogne patrolling alone, as the wolf had pointed out. “Checking out what the dregs do when we don’t show our presence.” He smirked.

“So, it appears that Oberbach has trained you well, Monte.” Theron huffed in a slight chuckle. “Don’t give much away but ask questions upon questions. Typical cop.”  Isaac laughed at this and shook his head. He liked the werewolf, and he liked verbally sparring with him. 

“You know perfectly well, Theron,” Isaac said mischievously. “When we ask questions, you have no choice but to answer.” Theron chuckled now.

“Sure, but you ain’t getting answers from me tonight, Monte.” He jeered as a couple of lutins were walking along the path toward the werewolves, then seeing Isaac, stopped and turned around and went off in the other direction. “Now fuck off. You’re bad for business.” Isaac stood up and held out his hand to each of the wolves and shook their hands and then walked on.

As he walked, Isaac’s hand was always within reach of the hilts of his swords, ready for whatever the shadows would throw at him. The moon was at the waxing crescent, and it gave an eerie atmosphere. He shrugged his shoulders and allowed himself to smile. It was an atmospheric night.

It wasn’t that he thought anything of the phases of the moon, usually. Not until the full moon, then the werewolves would be troublesome, getting into drunken brawls with the other dregs or fighting to feed. 

No, the waxing crescent held a different meaning to Isaac. It was during that early phase that he met his fate. A fate he couldn’t escape, because of what he did. How ironic, he thought.

His step quickened and as it did, so too did the memories he had so long buried. There were times he still heard the screams, not of his vampiric victims but the others....

The sound of yelling nearby made him stop abruptly and Isaac listened. His hearing was sharp and quickly tuned into the cries of a woman as she pleaded for the one with her to leave her alone. 

Isaac began to walk swiftly toward the sound of the voices and then he stopped a few feet from the woman. She was pulling at her small silver purse and the man who was a little taller than she was, had grabbed it aggressively from her and began to root in it. 

“What’s going on?” Isaac called out and the bloke turned his head and shunted toward Isaac.

“Clear off.” He said crudely. “Not your fight.” Isaac sniffed the air. He was mortal so was the female. 

“I asked you a question.” Isaac said steadily as he inched a little closer. He stopped walking and then stood up straight. At six foot four, Isaac was muscular and a fearsome sight to behold. “Why are you harassing the lady?” 

“She ain’t no fuckin lady.” The dude spoke and as he came closer, Isaac saw the switchblade in his hand, this made Isaac’s mouth curl into a faint smile. Some action, finally.

“Do you plan on using that?” Isaac asked with a grin as he unbuttoned the scabbard, ready to withdraw his sword. 

“You want some?” The punk aggressively waved the extended blade toward Isaac, who just chuckled. “I can oblige big guy.”

“Experience has taught me, that anyone who talks too much about violence rarely has the courage to follow through with it.” Without warning, Isaac turned quickly and with his right leg, kicked out and knocked the switchblade from the thug’s hand. Then he reached out and grabbed him by the throat and raised him three foot off the ground. “I’m feeling generous tonight. Don’t push your luck though, because I won’t hesitate.” He released his grip, and the coward fell but as he tried to get up, he lunged at Isaac, but the vampire was too quick and, in a swift, movement, the criminal was winded and left struggling for breath on the ground.  

Isaac walked over to the woman who was sobbing uncontrollably, and he picked up her purse from the ground and handed it to her. 

“Tha...thank you.” She stammered as she took the bag shakily from Isaac. 

“The Bois is dangerous at night.” Isaac said in a gentle tone as he glanced at her. “Are you from around here?” She looked up at him. Her eyes were blackened by the streaks of mascara which had run down her cheeks as it mixed with her tears. Her lipstick had stained her chin. Her short pink hair was messed up. She looked dishevelled and broken.

“Clichy.” The woman sobbed. “I’m...I’m OK.” She looked up at him again and tried to smile as if to convince both of them that she was fine. But Isaac knew that she was far from fine. 

Isaac stood where he was as he watched her walk a little unsteadily along the path to the exit. She was very unsure of herself, and she had victim written all over her. There really was nothing more that Isaac could do for her. She had made it clear to him that she didn’t need his help. He wasn’t going to pursue it because if he did, it would probably expose who and what he was. The Tempus Militibus had a rule that they would only risk their identity being exposed and step in to help mortals if they were in danger from a dreg, otherwise they remained in the shadows. Watching and hidden. 

He decided that he would return to B D Hausmann and go for a well-deserved drink. The others might be there. He hoped that they would, or at least Emile. He could do with
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