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A small, carbon steel blade in the hands of a sadistically cruel animal, was all that stood between her and the only family she had ever known. He had his victim’s hands and ankles tied down to the steel chair in the center of the blackened room.

    Lily kept her distance, for fear that any movement she made would make his hand slip, causing the blade to torment his victim further. She could see he was enjoying the emotions seeping into the room; hate and fear exuded from her every fiber. His exhilaration traveled swiftly through him as he reveled in looming over his victim.  The tip of his knife caressed the thin sheet of skin that covered her jugular vein, as his tongue slipped across to moisten his more than perfect lips.

The blade caught a tear from his victim’s cheek before it had a chance to fall; its taste so sweet as he wiped the blade across his tongue and stimulated each taste bud.

“Time is running out. Blood will be spilt whatever you decide, you need only to choose whose it will be.”

Lily had a choice to make. She knew she had only moments before he would carry out every threat he had promised to. His one demand was the only thing holding her back.

She took one last long look over him. His eyes, still the same deep blue piercing through her from within the shadows. His smile, still just as perfectly charming. When she looked deeper, she saw something in him more clearly than she ever had before; his soul. Black and corrupted by words she was sure he himself almost certainly didn’t comprehend.

Her eyes narrowed, her jaw clenched. “They will kill me if I do this.” Her words were resolute, but her voice trembling at the incredulous truth of it all.

“Then you have a decision to make. Whose existence is more important?” He brought his cheek next to his victim’s, sealing a tear upon it with a kiss. “Hers or your own…?”

Before he could let the last breath pass through his lips, she replied. “Hers.”
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Her hardened flesh was colder than usual.  Her body had become accustomed to the Icelandic winters, but even she thought this arctic breeze was ridiculous.

    “A hundred years.  You’d think I’d be used to the cold by now,” Lily thought to herself, as she precariously watched her steps across the ice.

She had been stalking a mountain goat for twenty minutes.  She took her time as she headed for solid ground. As soon as she felt the earth replace the ice beneath her feet, she was off running like gossamer; her chestnut tendrils flying in every direction as she gained speed.  She pounced on the goat, not giving it any chance to fight back before she shredded the jugular vein.  She drank in every drop of sweet deliciousness she could before the heart could no longer pump it. The poor goat never stood a chance.

Lily’s thirst had become all consuming as of late.  Some close calls with the wrong type of prey precipitated her relocation to Iceland.  It was easy for her to get lost in a country of only three hundred thousand.  Twenty hours of darkness on most winter days gave her the perfect opportunity to blend in and hunt without discovery – the ideal setting for a vampire to survive.

Lily made the short five mile trek back to her home.  A modest, but comfortable house that was perfect for her existence.  She tried to keep it simple.  She had only traveled with a few things, leaving the rest in storage in the States.  This move had become increasingly more permanent than she had hoped, and she was longing for a few comforts that were lying dormant in a Massachusetts storage unit.

She had enjoyed her visits to the Icelandic north over the years, but it was always more of a holistic retreat than a final resting place.  After the year she had been through she had more than enough retreating to do to remain the vampire she needed to be.

Lily stood in her entryway, dripping with red tinted snow as she discarded her hunting gear.  Firstly, her boots, one of her most prized possessions, with leather laces that stood up to any type of weather.  Then her down jacket, which had become more of a comfort than a necessity.  She paused briefly when her eyes noticed a few specks of frozen crimson blood soaked into the fabric.  “No worries,” she thought.  She had more than enough years of experience removing blood stains from any type of material.  After she tossed it aside, she made her way to the bathroom.

This is where she slipped into her ritual of removing the rest of her clothes. The stiff thermal shirt, followed by ice crusted jeans and slightly damp socks, which protected her flawless pedicure.  Her black lace bra and panty set were the last items to hit the floor before she entered the steaming hot shower.

Even though her body never radiated any type of heat, she was extremely sensitive to it.  The warm water washed over her with a soothing effect as the steam brought the hair on her body to attention.  It was an extremely cathartic experience.  One she repeated twice daily. 

Reluctantly, she turned off the water.  A fluffy, pink bathrobe beckoned her from the hook on the back of the bathroom door.  She toweled off before slipping the cotton candy body suit over her newly warmed skin.

Her couch was particularly inviting after the vigorous hunt of the evening.  She stretched out across the leathery goodness, only to find her journal tucked between the cushions.  She pulled the onyx colored book from the grip of the couch, her fingers trailing across the golden numbers scrolled across it.

“What a hideous year.”

She would have never made homage to that year except for the fact she had made one for every other year of her existence.  Memories etched in eternity.  Some she would never forget, others she would be glad to do so.

The past year was the kind of year she dreaded, the transition year.  The better parts of the previous five years were spent around Portland, Oregon.  She had passed for twenty-five when she arrived and had left when it became increasingly difficult to pass as a convincing thirty year old.

Being eternally twenty-five had its advantages.  She could pass for as young as eighteen or as old as thirty.  For the most part, she was able to control her thirst around humans.  This enabled her to stay in one place for an extended period of time.  It became time to leave Portland and start somewhere new.

She flipped open the cover of the journal to find the first entry.  She rang in the New Year in Las Vegas – another city that never slept and she had slipped into the adrenaline based atmosphere with ease.  Even though iguanas were not very sustaining, she had felt comfortable in the desert, for a while.

It was in her nature to control her urges, but the time came for her to feel good to be bad.  The city brought out her seductive side, which was never a good thing for a vampire.  Even though she had no need for a career, she was in Sin City and she had the body for it.

She laughed as she came across a picture of her Vegas alter ego, Cinnamon.  The name screamed showgirl, at least to her.  She had walked into the hottest club on the strip for an audition – a formality at the very least.  Her long flowing chestnut curls danced across her milky white skin and once the owner caught a glimpse of her cinnamon stare, he would have given her anything she wanted.
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“So, what do you say?”  Lily asked, flashing her smile that would melt butter.

“I think I have something for you.”  He winked back at her while he wiped his hand through his greasy goatee.

“A few conditions though.”

“You think you can give me conditions?  Look, sweetheart. I’m the boss, you’re the stripper.”

“Dancer,” she corrected him.

“Whatever, but my customers pay for a full show.  I’ll be expecting at the very least what I’ve seen today.  They’ll expect much more.”

“Fine, just listen for a minute, please,” she said, pulling the chair next to him, and swiveling it around.  She came down on the chair backwards, inching it close to him.  Her sweet breath filled the inches between them as she spoke again.  “I will most definitely be one of the best you’ve ever seen.  I will have your customers stuffing so much money into this club, you’ll think you’re the King of Siam.  But…no private dances.  Only with another girl and a bouncer present.  No groping and absolutely, no kissing.”

He licked his already moist lips.  “That sounds reasonable, only if you start tonight.”

“Deal.”
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She was in for a real change.  Her nights were filled with cognac soaked bills passed to her G-string from lawyers, doctors, and very dirty politicians.  Her couples dances with the other girls actually became very popular.  She hadn’t really realized how much it turned a man on to just sit back and watch.

Lily had no problem controlling her thirst when it came to the girls.  The men all had collectively a different scent.  Some sweet, others musky.  One smelled exactly like the oil from a nineteen fifty-seven Bel Air.  He reminded her why she loved cars so much over their hour long conversation.  It retrieved all her memories of Martin, her sire.

By late May, she thought it might not be so bad after all.  She could spend a couple of years living out her wildest fantasies.  She didn’t need much sleep and she fed when she could.  It was glorious exercise, even though she had no need for it.  As she always kept her body sharp, and her mind even sharper.
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“Got a request for you, Miss C.  You and Samantha in the blue room, now.”  The greasy manager shouted into their dressing room as if the entire world needed to hear.

“I’m on the main stage in five minutes.  Can’t it wait?”  Lily combed her hair back into a seductive sweep while rolling her eyes.

“No it can’t.  If you want to keep yourself employed, you’ll get your ass in there now.”

“Alright!”  Samantha screamed as she pulled Lily from her chair.  “Come on, C.  We’ll do the Double Dutch.  It won’t take too long.”

“As soon as the butterscotch comes out, they’re already halfway there.”  Lily’s lips parted to expose her glossy white teeth.  They both snickered as they made their way to the blue room.

He sat alone in the high-backed leather chair provided for him.  His smoldering blue eyes enveloped all that was Lily.  His lips created a coy smile while showing off his alabaster teeth.  Not the usual customer, draped in a tailored black suit with electric blue button down shirt. Looking barely old enough to even be there, no more than twenty-two, with dark hair cropped short behind his ears.  There wasn’t even a hint of a glance at Samantha.  This left Lily a bit unsettled, but intrigued as well.

“We can get started as soon as Sonny takes his seat.”  Lily spread out the black tarp across the hard marble floor as Samantha retrieved the supplies from behind the bar.  His eyebrow rose slightly as his stare stayed on Lily.  She glided her fingertips lightly across her left breast to gauge what kind of man she was dealing with. He continued to sit in silence, but she knew she was having an effect on him.  He may have been sitting perfectly still, but his heart was beating wildly in his chest.

Sonny entered and took his seat, nodding to the girls.  They began their routine with some light nuzzling at first.  Samantha’s body heat began to warm Lily’s icy flesh and they pressed their bodies together like fire and ice.  A seductive chill ran down their intertwined bodies.  He sat motionless, only a bead of sweat running from his forehead.

“Time to take care of business,” Samantha chimed, as she reached for the butterscotch.  Surprisingly, the mystery man shifted his position, and she wondered if she was finally getting to him.

As Samantha stepped on the tarp, she slipped, falling back to the floor.  Lily sprung to her side a little too fast, as Sonny and the mystery man hurried to her as well.

“Can you move?”  Lily asked, as she caressed Samantha’s face.

“I’m fine.  I think I pulled something, though.”

“I’ll take her back to the dressing room and send in Lexus.”  Sonny stated, as he lifted Samantha to her feet.  “Can I trust you’ll keep your hands to yourself?”  The mystery man nodded in affirmation as Sonny carried Samantha out through the black curtain.

Lily folded up the black tarp and stowed it back behind the bar.

“I hope you don’t mind if we change things up a bit.  Lexus and I usually do something a little less…sticky.”  He just smiled with the piercing gaze emanating from his eyes.  He pulled off his jacket and hung it on the back of his chair.

She pulled Sonny’s chair to sit in front of her customer.  She sat, legs crossed, arms wrapped around her chest trying to hold in what was left of Samantha’s heat.

“Not a man of many words, are you?”

“No.”  His voice resonated in her ears, his breath trailed till it met her cheek.

“This opportunity doesn’t come cheap.  I would hate for you not to get your money’s worth.”

“I already have.”

“So, spreading out a tarp in my G-string was enough?”

“Walking in from behind that curtain was almost enough.”

Lily’s mind began to race.  His voice was so soothing, an effect rarely brought upon her by any human.

What kind of game is he playing?

“I’ve been watching you, here at the club.  I’ve noticed something.”  He reached his hand to stroke her cheek but she quickly pulled back.  “I’m not going to bite.”

“We have a strict ‘hands off’ policy.”

“Just one touch?”

She inched her face closer as his chair slid forward across the marble floor.  His hands made their way to either side of her face, his gaze was mesmerizing.  She had no idea how long they stayed like that before he made the distance between them mere centimeters, his sweet breath playing tricks with her mind.  She felt herself slip as his warm lips pressed against hers.  She knew it was against the rules, her rules, but she couldn’t make herself stop.  His warmth entered through her mouth and traveled to her icy core. 

“What human could possibly have this kind of power over me?”  The thought reverberated through her mind as his lips finally retreated from hers.

“I know what you are.”  He placed a few more kisses on her now warmed lips before she realized what he had said.

He pulled back, gently caressing her chin with his fingertip.  This pulled her out of the kiss induced, drugged state.  “What am I?”

“Dead,” he simply replied.

She raised her brows at him.  “That seems like a very rude thing to say.”

He pulled her hair back and swept it to one side and lightly traced his fingertip across the small scar on the back of Lily’s neck.  “I know what you have inside.  Amazing how something so small can fool so many.  Genius, really.  A small electrical pulse and everyone believes you are what you pretend to be.”  He tried to place another kiss on her neck, but she pulled away.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have stayed.”  She attempted to lift herself from the chair when he grasped her wrist.

“I want to help you.  I’d be a loyal companion.”

“I think you’ve had a little too much to drink.”

“Here, I’ll make it easy for you.”  He took a pocket knife from his pocket, rolled up his sleeve and instantly slashed the top of his forearm.

Lily jumped back out of her seat.  “You shouldn’t have done that.  You have no idea what you’re getting yourself into.”

He rose from his seat and walked toward her, offering the arm that dripped with crimson delight.  “I want you to.  I think if you take a taste, you’ll realize I’m right.”

She continued to back away.  Her eyes closed tightly, trying desperately to block out the smell her body yearned for.  “You have no idea how long it’s been.”

“It’s right here.  Just take it.”

His arm was only a millimeter from her lips.  They parted as her tongue escaped her mouth and caught a drop of his offering.  His young blood rejuvenated her body more than any iguana ever did.  Her tongue made its way back and forth across the fresh wound until the blood had almost stopped flowing; almost.  She knew she could get away with drinking more and was about to give in, to sink her teeth into the inviting flesh...

“I think that’s close enough.”  They were both startled by Sonny’s entrance.  Lily snapped back into the realization of the situation and wiped her mouth, covering his arm with his sleeve.

“Lexus will be in soon.”

“I can’t.”  Lily turned to dart out of the room.

“Lily please, don’t go.”  She turned; stunned that he knew her real name.  He grabbed her wrist.  She looked down at his grip, at the blood seeping through his shirt. She turned her arm and caught a glimpse of the inside of his wrist.  A small, black circle of flames inked on his skin.  The mark of a servant long since forgotten.  It didn’t matter though, she had to escape.

“Please.”  One last pleading look from her mysterious willing slave.  She couldn’t stand his adoring eyes warming every inch of her body.

The curtain flew as she almost invisibly made her way to the dressing room.  She grabbed her things, jumped into a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, and sprinted out the door, her McLaren SLR ready and waiting.  She thought how thankful she was that she had a full tank of gas, with a few spare canisters in the back.  She couldn’t stop, not now.

His blue eyes burned in her rear view mirror as she spun out of the parking lot.

She drove through the night and all the next day and made her way as far East as she could without stopping.  Only three stops for gas before she made it to New England.

It was only a few weeks until she settled in Boston.  She found herself working for the Boston office of The Manchester Group, but it wasn’t what occupied most of her time.

[image: Image]

She flipped the journal to the page where the delicate paper napkin was attached.  It had been almost two days since her last thought of him, but there was his phone number soaked in black ink on the napkin.

[image: Image]

Marty O’Shea’s was the place to be on Wednesday nights, at least for her.  She was addicted to amateur nights.  Wednesday nights, Marty O’Shea’s held one.  That first Wednesday in July, she was trying her hardest to be nonchalant, but she was really aching for an audience.  When you have nothing but time on your hands, music was a pretty good distraction.

She added her name to the roster of mostly testosterone filled, ivy league boys and sat patiently awaiting her turn while sipping her red wine.

“Everyone put your hands together for a first time performer and our only brave lady on the roster tonight.  Give it up for Lily.”  The bartender patted her on the shoulder as she took her place on stage with her guitar.

As the music begun, the audience hollered at her choice.  As soon as the lyrics began, three wannabe Irishmen started singing.  She felt herself moving to the music, mouthing the words as the Irishmen belted them out.  Her black t-shirt clung to her torso, fueling the hormone charged room.  She found herself inviting the Irishmen up on stage to finish her set.  When she was announced that nights winner, her three new best friends hoisted her in the air.

Her fingers drifted across the picture of the three of them with her on their shoulders.  She flipped to the next page, to a picture of her with Ian.

She usually shied away from emotional and physical relationships with humans, as she never wanted a repeat of her Vegas mystery man. But there was no escaping Ian’s cerulean blue eyes.  Not that she hadn’t been attracted to men before; every time was different.  Most men couldn’t escape her beauty, a curse more than a blessing.  Ian wanted more.

Ian worked as a concert pianist since he had finished his Master’s of Music in Piano Performance from The Boston Conservatory.  Every time his fingers hit the keys, he struck something that had lain dormant inside her for so many years, and she couldn’t help but feel herself falling.

She explained her aversion to sunlight and her pale complexion fairly easily – a mild form of Solar Urticaria, an allergy to direct sunlight.  That got her out of the weekend baseball games and afternoon barbeques.  It wasn’t that she couldn’t handle direct sunlight.  She wouldn’t burst in to flames and turn into ash or any such nonsense; it was just uncomfortable at times and was better to avoid it as much as possible.

So, after three months of meeting under the cover of darkness, he begged for a weekend away.  Luckily, the weekend expected drizzle for all forty-eight hours.  Giving into the mood of the weather, she suggested a weekend in Salem.

October in Salem was promising.  A trip to haunted houses and a physic fair before settling in at a bed and breakfast.  It got him into an expectantly spooky mood.  She tread lightly as she approached the subject of the paranormal.

“What do you think…about all this stuff?”

“Oh, I love it.  Scary movies, the houses, the whole bit.  I love October.”

“I mean, do you believe in it?  Witches, magic and stuff?” She was failing miserably to get her point across.

“I don’t know.  But being here, it’s hard not to.”  She could tell that Ian had other notions on his mind as he playfully grabbed her hand and threw her down on the bed.

He straddled her while ripping his shirt off and exposing the abs of possibly a Greek god.  She strummed her fingertips across his ripped midsection, before grabbing him and flipping him over so she was on top.  She reached for the camera that lay on the bedside table.
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The picture was right before her.  It caught his bare chiseled chest, inviting eyes and his dimpled, stubble covered cheeks.  The words he had uttered next filled her with awe and relenting torture at the same time.

“Marry me?”

There was no response that could have done him any justice at that point.  If she had a heart, it would have surely broken at that moment.  She just dropped the camera and fell on top of him.  She met his lips as his arms surrounded her, taking in as much of him as she could; now knowing she would have to leave him.  She kept what raw emotions she hadn’t already exposed in check, but she had to have him.

Each time they were together, she knew there was a danger.  She couldn’t help but crave his warmth inside of her.  With each thrust, each moan, she wanted to keep them in the moment forever.  She knew the instant her fingernail drew blood from his back as it was almost too much to bear.  His climax came close to her breaking point.

She excused herself to find something to clean up his back.  Rushing into the bathroom, she grabbed the rubbing alcohol, and doused her hand with it; removing every trace of blood before it was too late.  She scrubbed his back of every drop before placing a large dressing over the scratch.

He took her exuberance as a positive answer to his question, even though she never said yes.

When they got back to Boston, Ian left her to call his buddies and family to break the happy news. Lily packed. She packed all of her accumulated cold weather gear.  She had just sent for her portable storage unit from Portland and the boxes still lined her hallway. Luckily, her firm had a place to store what she needed to, including the McLaren.  It was all in place.  Her townhouse was cleared out, her possessions tucked away where he couldn’t find them.  She laid a letter across the piano keys, knowing he would find it there.  That was the day she left to return to her home in Iceland.

How could I have let it go that far?  That picture was the last in the book.  Now, when the year was hours from its end, she could lay the book to rest.  She tucked it safely within the books on the mantle, between her well read novels.

The phone didn’t even startle her when it finally rang.  She knew Renee would call.

“Hello, Renee.”

Renee spoke so fast that it was even hard for Lily to understand.  Renee would be her family, if she had true family, the only other woman around twenty-five in the area.  The end of the line came with screams of “You have to” and “It’ll be the greatest night of your life.”  Lily couldn’t protest any longer and agreed to meet at the bar where everyone, unfortunately, knew her name.  Another new year.

She put on what she hoped would be her most unattractive ensemble. Comfy jeans, her boots, of course, her blue thermal, and a faded navy flannel shirt.  No makeup or hair products, just a simple rubber band holding her hair together at the nape of her neck.  She would appear as just one of the guys, she hoped.
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