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Chapter One

Celeste knew taking off, yet again,
would really piss the two brothers off, but she had to get to a
safe place to rest for the day. She was mostly vulnerable, only
able to move in very slow steps during daylight hours. If she was
caught in the sun or the curtains had been moved to allow the sun
to shine in, she would slowly and painfully burn. There was nothing
quite like being a vampire who couldn't hold her own in the sun
yet. Oh sure, maybe in another two hundred years she may be able to
withstand sunlight for a couple of hours, like her old Master
could. But for now, she was still too young, by vampire standards;
barely above a fledgling.

As she laid down on the bed to get
ready for her daylight sleep, she remembered how sweetly Jacques
and Armand had made love to her all through the night, until they
had fallen asleep from exhaustion themselves, just a mere hour ago.
Good thing too, because she needed time enough in the twilight to
make it to her resting place in safety.

Oh, but could those men satisfy a
lady. She was sore in places she’d forgotten she had. Jacques had
surprised her with the requests of letting his brother touch her
and make love to her. Armand was a wonderful lover and so oral
about everything. He must have kissed, licked and sucked every inch
of her body, from ear to toe. Yes, even her toes he took into his
mouth and sensuously sucked on them. There was no place on her body
he wouldn't put his mouth. Then, he followed with his dick, in any
crevice his imagination led him. Jacques would watch for a while,
getting aroused by the sounds Armand would elicit from her, and
would soon join in with his own style of lovemaking. He was much
more dominate and controlling, but gentle at the same
time.

Not like her old Master, who was a
sexual sadist, who had chained her and had at her any way he wanted
it, whether she wanted it or not. And with whomever he’d wanted her
to satisfy, or the punishments were severe when she would try to
refuse. The fact that he was a Master Vampire and the one who had
turned her, made him feel like he owned her, body and soul. She had
lived through hell for the first hundred and fifty years of her
vampire life. Those times with her old Master still gave her
nightmares. Or would that be daymares, since she slept in the day?
Whatever they were, it got bad from time to time, but she used to
go looking for some pleasant distraction and would forget for a
while. She would focus on just enjoying living again, free and
clear. That was until one of her human ex-lovers had found out what
she was and demanded that she turn him, so they could be together
forever. When she had refused, he told her he would kill her and
then himself, because if he couldn't have her, no one else could
either, and he would end both of their lives.

Now, these two men wanted to spend
some quality time with her. But, even if she could trust again, to
share her secret and her love, she still had Henry to deal with or
he would end their lives as well. She couldn't bear the thought of
them coming to harm because she had been careless in a previous
relationship. They already meant too much to her. Better they left
mad at her for leaving them yet again, then to stay and try to
protect her, only to wind up being killed themselves.

She turned in her bed and hugged the
pillow to her body. A lone tear wound down the side of her face and
into the pillowcase. How many times must she push people away? Even
if not for Henry, she still couldn't let down her guard again. The
risk was much too high. For everyone involved.


Chapter Two

Jacques

Jacques and his brother made going to
the bar for information first on their list, since Celeste had made
such connections to the people at the bar in New York. They were
hoping she had done the same here, but were very disappointed. The
only thing that they did learn, which both of the brothers found
amusing, was how many men she had broken fingers on for being
overzealous with her body. This seemed to have the owner here
actually mad at Celeste for it and blamed her for the
trouble.

“I hope she don't come in
no more. Bad for business,” the owner told them.

Armand snorted, “Well, he has a very
modern outlook on women now, doesn't he, brother?”

Jacques shook his head and looked
around, frustrated with the results.

Seeing a man sitting at a table in the
back, he asked him if he knew Celeste. No one inside the bar knew
anything about her, since most of them were the daytime drinkers
and didn't often come in at night.

They left, blinking at the bright sun,
after being inside for so long with its dim lighting.

Probably to make even the most
unappealing of customers look their best to one another, Jacques
thought to himself.

He gazed up and down the street,
trying to decide where to go from here, when he spotted a small
gang of youths hanging out in front of a rundown market store at
the corner. Kids knew things and neighborhood kids knew everything
about their neighborhood. Jacques touched Armand's shoulder and
nodded his head at the boys sitting in front of the store. Armand
nodded back, silently agreeing with him and they headed towards the
gangs direction.

The youths watched them with a cunning
gleam in their eyes. There were five of them and they looked like
they ruled the neighborhood. They also looked like they were sizing
up Jacques and Armand, but these brothers were nobody’s meat, in
the office, or outside of it. One didn't make a multi-million
dollar corporation prosper by not getting bloody every now and
again with a pen or with a gun in some cases. That was a fact of
life on any level of existence.

“Hello,” Jacques greeted
the youths, “I’m looking for some information.”

“You're out of your
territory, Mister Wall Street.”

“Which is why I need the
information.”

“Why should we help you?
You're not a cop.”

“But I do have
money.”

“What says we just take
the money and give you nothing, milkbone?”

“Because, we're not that
easy.” And with that, Armand showed the guns he had under his
jacket. It looked like he had grown fond of wearing the leather and
street clothes he’d bought to blend in. Jacques still looked like
he shopped on 5th
Avenue, which is why the boy thought his gang
might have some easy pickings. Armand showed him otherwise and the
boy grew sullen, saying, “Don’t know shit, man.”

Jacques pulled out a hundred and
caressed it. “Not even of a pretty auburn-haired woman new in the
neighborhood that comes to the Down Lo' every night to
dance?”

A kid, a little younger than the one
who had been taking the lead, hit him on the shoulders.
“Tinkerbelle, man.”

“Oooh, yeah, the hot mommy
with the sweet belly button. Got to get me some of that one of
these days hey, Ricky.”

The boys laughed and Jacques face
turned grim. “Where is she?”

“Hey, chill. Didn't know
she was your twist, but it’s gonna cost you more than that, Wall
Street. Times are hard with inflation and economic
stuff.”

He pulled out two more bills to match
the one in his hand. Inflation indeed.

“Chick's down on
Silvertore Street.” The boy held out his hand for the
money.

Jacques held it back, asking, “Where
on Silvertore Street?”

“That's extra,” the kid
grinned.

“There are other ways of
getting information, as well.” Armand again showed his
piece.

The kid got a disgusted look on his
face. “Man, chill. I got a kid to feed.”

Sad thing was though, he only looked
around seventeen, but he probably wasn't lying. The other sad fact
was, even if Jacques gave him more money, the odds of the baby
benefiting from it were slim to none.

“Not my problem. The woman
is. Where. Is. She?” he ground out.

“2021 apartment
4c.”

Jacques handed him the money and they
headed toward Silvertore Street to get his tiny dancer back where
she belonged. In his bed. Maybe he could tie her there with silk
straps. His cock started to get hard at the thought and he grinned
to himself, imagining her there with her arms and legs spread wide
for him, tied to the bed.


Chapter
Three

As they neared the apartments, Armand
stopped him.

“Maybe you should let me
handle this one.”

Shocked, he looked at his brother.
“Why?”

“Because you’ve got that
face.”

“Pardon me?”

“You’ve got that face on.
The look of 'daddy is not happy and he is going to bring you to the
carpet' face. You always do this when a member of the family steps
out of line and causes grief. You pull that with her, now, and
she'll just run again.”

“But she did step out of
line. She left us. Twice. She put herself into a dangerous
situation once and she is about to do it again and I shouldn't be
upset about that?”

“See? Proves my
point.”

“What does?”

“You're treating her like
she is part of the family and in her mind, she isn't. She's made no
promises. No commitments. She hasn't broken any of OUR
rules.”

That brought Jacques up short in his
argument. Armand was right. What was he thinking? That's the
problem; he couldn't think when it came to her - to his tiny
dancer.

He caved in. “So, what do you
suggest?”

“Let me go talk to
her.”

Jacques scoffed at him, “That worked
so well last time.”

“I know her better now. I
think I know how to reach her. If you go in, you'll just wind up
wanting to spank her and fuck her and we’ll be right back where we
started tomorrow.”

Hearing Armand state exactly what he
wanted to do to her, made his cock harden even more.

He pinched the bridge of his nose and
sighed heavily, looking like he had a headache coming on. “So, what
if your way doesn't work this time, either?”

“Then, we'll have to come
up with something sneaky, but we can't force her, brother. We can't
drag her home, tie her to the bed and make her a sex slave. That
would be wrong.”

“Tempting, though, isn't
it?”

Armand grinned, “Very.”

“All right, go in and try
to reason with her. If that fails, we’ll figure something else
out.” He wasn't used to coming up against a brick wall that he
couldn't hammer down, one way or another. Celeste was proving to be
very difficult to rein in. Damn minx.
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