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Chapt er  One 
  
 “I  di dn’ t  r eal i ze I ’ d been dat i ng a vampi r e unt i l  t he ni ght  I  di ed. ”  
 Lavi ni a wat ched as  t he gi r l s ’  eyes  wi dened appr eci at i vel y at  her  s t or y.   
Peopl e wer e al ways  want i ng t o know how she got  t ur ned.   Vampi r es  wer e al l  t he 
r age i t  seemed.   She t ol d a di f f er ent  s t or y ever y t i me she was  asked,  onl y 
t hi s  one was  t r ue.   She wasn’ t  schi zophr eni c or  anyt hi ng and i t  wasn’ t  l i ke 
she had t r oubl e r emember i ng how she’ d been t ur ned … or  how she had been 
bet r ayed.   She j us t  di dn’ t  t hi nk i t  was  anyone’ s  bus i ness .   So she usual l y 
made somet hi ng up.  
 The t wo gi r l s  s i t t i ng acr oss  f r om her  coul dn’ t  have been mor e t han 
ei ght een.   They wer e dr essed i n bl ack and one was  wear i ng f ake f angs .   Lavi ni a 
f ought  t he ur ge t o r ol l  her  eyes .   I n over  t wo hundr ed year s  she had got t en 
use t o t he “nor mal ” r eact i on.   Pi t chf or ks ,  t or ches ,  s t akes  and cr osses ,  t hat  
ki nd of  t hi ng.   But  t hi s  new vampi r e f et i sh had her  s t umped.   Ever  s i nce t hey 
had deci ded t o go publ i c her  af t er l i f e had changed.   Lavi ni a had al ways  been 
abl e t o mi ngl e wi t h mor t al s  wi t h r el at i ve ease.   But  now,  wi t h al l  t hei r  
i dent i f yi ng t r ai t s  made known,  she of t en s t ood out  i n a cr owd.   Even when she 
di dn’ t  l et  her  f angs  show.   Somet i mes  i t  was  because she was  t he onl y one i n a 
r es t aur ant  who di dn’ t  eat .   Ot her  t i mes  i t  was  t he near  per f ect i on of  her  
al abas t er  ski n t hat  gave her  away.   What ever  i t  was ,  i t  seemed t hat  ever ywher e 
she went ,  someone want ed t o hear  her  s t or y.   Wel l ,  t oni ght  she was  goi ng t o 
t el l  i t .   At  l eas t ,  enough t o scar e t hem away.  
 “So you wer e bi t t en by your  boyf r i end?” t he one wi t h t he f angs  asked.  
 “Yes .   He dr ai ned most  of  my bl ood and l ef t  me f or  dead. ” She r epor t ed 
t he t al e f l at l y,  as  i f  she wer e speaki ng about  someone el se.   She hoped t hi s  
made i t  even mor e f r i ght eni ng t o t he young women who wer e so i nt er es t ed t o 
l ear n mor e about  her .   However  i t  was  al l  Lavi ni a coul d do t o hi de t he pai n 
she was  f eel i ng at  j us t  t he ment i on of  her  t r ue or i gi ns .  
 “Um … how ol d ar e you?” 
 Lavi ni a put  down t he paper s  she had been t r yi ng t o r ead and s i ghed.   
“Ol d enough t o know t hi s  i s  not  a game.   And t hese ar en’ t  f ashi on s t at ement s . ” 
She poi nt ed at  her  own f angs .   “Go home and f i nd anot her  hobby. ” 
 “But  we j us t - - ” 
 “Go home, ” she r epeat ed,  but  her  t one was  sof t er  t hi s  t i me.   
“I nt er vi ewi ng vampi r es  i s  not  a saf e pas t i me. ” 
 “Why,  ar e you goi ng t o bi t e us?”  
 Lavi ni a r ai sed a br ow.   “No.   I  have no i nt er es t  i n young gi r l s .   But  I  
can’ t  say t he same f or  ever yone el se her e. ” 
 Lavi ni a ges t ur ed t owar d t he r es t  of  t he r oom.   She wat ched as  t he t wo 
gi r l s  t ook t he pl ace i n wi t h a gl ance,  and qui ckl y depar t ed.   I n a mat t er  of  
seconds  she was  l ef t  wi t h onl y t he f ai nt  smel l  of  t hei r  per f ume and a smi l e 
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cur l ed her  sensuous  l i ps .   Maybe she had saved t hei r  l i ves ,  maybe not .   Ei t her  
way,  t hey had no bus i ness  i n t hi s  pl ace.   Lavi ni a t ook anot her  l ook at  her  
f ami l i ar  sur r oundi ngs .   Dar k chocol at e col or ed dr apes  wer e pul l ed back,  
r eveal i ng t he s t r eet  out s i de.   Sof t  r ays  of  moonl i ght  shown ont o a f ew t abl es  
and r ef l ect ed of f  t he bl ack and whi t e checker ed f l oor .   Vampi r es  sat  i n boot hs  
ar ound t he r oom.   Some wer e t her e wi t h compani ons ,  deepl y engr ossed i n 
conver sat i on.   Ot her s ,  l i ke Lavi ni a,  wer e al one.   Unl i ke her ,  mos t  di d not  
pr ef er  i t  t hat  way.  
 “Sor r y about  t hat .   I  di dn’ t  see t hem come i n. ” 
 Lavi ni a smi l ed at  t he f ami l i ar  mascul i ne voi ce.   The vampi r e s t andi ng 
over  her  was  named Judas  and he r an A Whi t er  Shade of  Pal e.   I t  was  sor t  of  
l i ke a cof f ee shop,  except  f or  vampi r es .   They sol d a subs t ance known as  Re-
vi t a Li f e.   I t  had onl y hi t  t he mar ket  i n t he pas t  coupl e of  year s .   I t  was  a 
bl ood subs t i t ut e f or  vamps  who wer e t r yi ng t o be mor e pol i t i cal l y cor r ect  and 
not  dr i nk bl ood i n publ i c.   Lavi ni a wasn’ t  much f or  PC,  but  she act ual l y 
enj oyed t he f l avor .   Bes i des ,  dr i nki ng f r om a cof f ee cup made her  f eel  al mos t  
nor mal  somet i mes .   She enj oyed what  she was .   However  t her e wer e t i mes ,  l i ke 
when she saw f ear  i n t he eyes  of  t hose young gi r l s ,  t hat  she want ed t o be 
nor mal  f or  j us t  a l i t t l e whi l e.  
 “That ’ s  al r i ght , ” she sai d,  smi l i ng up at  Judas .   “You can’ t  al ways  keep 
out  t he f ang bai t . ” 
 “The usual ?” 
 “That ’ l l  be f i ne. ” 
 She onl y paused a moment  t o wat ch hi m wal k away,  t aki ng i n t he t i ght  
cur ve of  hi s  ass  and t he way hi s  l ong r ed hai r  swi shed when he moved.   Maybe 
she woul d see hi m over  at  Si nf ul  Del i ght s  l at er .   She coul d use a good r omp i n 
t he sack.   She smi l ed when Judas  paused bes i de t he count er  and t ur ned back,  
hi s  l ong s i l ken hai r  spi l l i ng over  one shoul der  and down hi s  back.   He gave 
her  a wi nk t hat  seemed t o say he coul d f eel  her  eyes  on hi m,  and he di dn’ t  
mi nd at  al l .  
 Lavi ni a r et ur ned hi s  wi nk and went  back t o r eadi ng t he paper s  i n f r ont  
of  her .   They wer e wr i t t en i n an anci ent  l anguage t he t wo gi r l s  coul dn’ t  
poss i bl y have under s t ood,  so she hadn’ t  bot her ed hi di ng t hem.   I n f act ,  she’ d 
hear d mos t  vampi r es  coul dn’ t  r ead i t  ei t her .   I t  was  a l anguage spoken onl y by 
t he anci ent s  and one she had l ear ned a l ong t i me ago.   Fr om what  she 
under s t ood,  mos t  vampi r es  knew not hi ng of  i t s  exi s t ence,  nor  di d t hey car e t o.   
I t  was  f or  t hi s  r eason t hat  Lavi ni a coul d r ead t he deat h sent ence i n publ i c.    
 Her  or der s  wer e t o be car r i ed out  t oni ght .   She’ d l ear ned not  t o ask 
ques t i ons .   Bei ng an assass i n wasn’ t  t he bes t  j ob she’ d ever  had,  but  t he 
money was  good and bus i ness  was  never  s l ow.   She was  known as  The Reaper .   
Onl y one per son knew her  t r ue i dent i t y.   Most  who had hear d t he name di dn’ t  
even know i f  The Reaper  was  a man or  a woman.   But  t he mas t er  of  t he ci t y knew 
and i t  was  f or  hi m t hat  she wor ked.   He had saved her  when she was  l ef t  f or  
dead al l  t hose year s  ago,  and Lavi ni a f el t  she owed hi m her  al l egi ance.    
 Ti me was  gr owi ng shor t .   She needed t o f eed,  but  bus i ness  f i r s t .   She 
f i ni shed her  cup of  Re- Vi t a Li f e and s t epped out  i nt o t he ni ght .   The s t r eet s  
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wer e busy.   Tr af f i c moved i n an endl ess  f l ow of  met al  and peopl e cl ut t er ed 
about  on t he s i dewal ks .   Ever yone l ooked i nt ent  on get t i ng somewher e.   Peopl e 
moved ar ound her .   No one seemed t o not i ce t hat  she s t ood s t i l l .   They j us t  
moved ar ound,  l i ke wat er  f l owi ng pas t  r ocks  i n a r i ver .  
 Lavi ni a l ooked up at  t he moon,  cl osed her  eyes  and br eat hed i n t he 
ni ght .   The dar kness  was  her  s t r engt h and her  f r eedom.   I t  envel oped her  l i ke 
a f ami l i ar  embr ace.   The moonl i ght  car essed her  pal e ski n al mos t  l i ke a 
l over ’ s  t ouch and she smi l ed,  j us t  as  obl i vi ous  t o t he peopl e ar ound her  as  
t hey seemed t o be t o her .   But  t her e was  no t i me t o was t e.   She needed t o get  
movi ng t oo.  
 Lavi ni a headed acr oss  t own t o her  apar t ment .   Bei ng a ser vant  of  t he 
mas t er  di d have i t s  advant ages ,  and her  pent house was  one of  t hem.   What  
f ur ni shi ngs  she had wer e expens i ve,  but  she had never  been much f or  
decor at i ng.   Lavi ni a pul l ed t he deat h sent ence f r om her  i nner  coat  pocket  and 
pi cked up a l i ght er  on her  way t o t he cl oset .   She l i t  t he paper s  on f i r e and 
t ossed t hem i nt o a met al  t r ash can bef or e changi ng cl ot hes .    
 Bl ood di dn’ t  show up on bl ack and i t  was  f or  t hi s  r eason she pr ef er r ed 
t he col or .   Lavi ni a had accept ed what  she was  year s  ago.   She wasn’ t  squeami sh 
when i t  came t o bl ood and she wasn’ t  shy when i t  came t o her  sexual i t y.   Af t er  
al l ,  bot h wer e necessar y t o sus t ai n a succubus .   She wor e a sol i d bl ack 
bodysui t  and knee hi gh boot s .   Her  l ong dar k hai r  bl ended wi t h t he out f i t  
whi ch s t ood out  i n shar p cont r as t  agai ns t  her  pal e ski n and bl ood- r ed l i ps .   
Her  dar k eyes  spar kl ed i n t he mi r r or  as  she smi l ed her  appr oval  of  her  
appear ance bef or e t ur ni ng out  t he l i ght .    
 Ti me t o go t o wor k.  
 Rober t  had been a pai n i n t he mas t er ’ s  ass  f or  qui t e some t i me.   He 
s t uck hi s  nose i nt o t oo many pl aces  wher e i t  di dn’ t  bel ong.   Hones t l y,  she was  
sur pr i sed she hadn’ t  got t en t he or der  f or  hi s  execut i on bef or e t oni ght .   
Lavi ni a pr ef er r ed t o t ake out  her  t ar get s  f r om a di s t ance.   I t  made f or  an 
eas i er  escape.   But  t hi s  speci f i cal l y cal l ed f or  “up cl ose and per sonal . ” 
Maybe t hat  was  because t he or der  had come di r ect l y f r om t he vampi r e counci l .   
Once t he mas t er  spoke t o t hem of  Rober t ’ s  nosy ways ,  t hey deci ded he had t o 
go.   And not  i n a pl easant  way.  
 She was  t o cut  out  hi s  hear t  and br i ng i t  back i n a box “Snow Whi t e” 
s t yl e.   Onl y she had f or got t en t o br i ng a box.   She was  hal f way acr oss  t own 
and cl os i ng f as t  on Rober t ’ s  l ocat i on when she r eal i zed her  mi s t ake.   Lavi ni a 
coul d move at  super human speed and pr ef er r ed t o go on f oot  t o f i nd her  
t ar get s .   That  way she di dn’ t  have t o wor r y about  her  car  get t i ng bl ocked i n 
when she needed t o make a f as t  get - a- way.   She came t o a scr eechi ng hal t  i n an 
al l eyway and s t ar t ed r ummagi ng ar ound f or  a decent  box.   A Chi nese t akeout  
car t on was  t he bes t  she coul d do.  
 “Gr oss . ”  
 She dumped t he car t on’ s  hal f - eat en cont ent s  ont o t he pavement ,  car ef ul  
t o get  not hi ng on her  hands  or  cl ot hes .   I t  smel l ed l i ke ass ,  but  i t  woul d 
have t o do.   I n a mat t er  of  mi nut es  she s t epped back ont o t he s i dewal k.   Ther e 
wer e onl y a f ew peopl e out  at  t hi s  hour  and i n a bad par t  of  t he ci t y.   
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Lavi ni a def i ni t el y s t ood out .   Two men f r om acr oss  t he s t r eet  l ooked her  way 
and she capt ur ed t hem wi t h her  eyes .    
 “Do not  see me, ” she whi sper ed.  
 The men went  back t o t al ki ng t o each ot her  as  i f  she di dn’ t  exi s t  and 
Lavi ni a t ook of f  once mor e t owar d her  t ar get .  
 She s t opped sever al  f eet  shor t  of  t he bui l di ng wher e he was  supposed t o 
be.   The mas t er  had ar r anged f or  Rober t  t o meet  one of  hi s  r epr esent at i ves  
her e.   He had made up some bul l shi t  bus i ness  deal  as  a pr emi se f or  t he meet i ng 
and i t  l ooked l i ke Rober t  had t aken t he bai t .   She moved s l owl y pas t  hi s  car  
and sat  t he t akeout  car t on on t he hood bef or e s t eppi ng out  of  t he shadows.  
 Rober t  had hi s  back t ur ned and she was  qui t e cer t ai n t hat  he was  unawar e 
of  her  pr esence.   He had l ong br own hai r  and was  onl y s l i ght l y t al l er  t han 
she.   Hi s  dar k eyes  gl i mmer ed i n t he f ai nt  l i ght  as  he t ur ned t o gr eet  her .    
 “Lavi ni a, ” Rober t  sai d,  movi ng t owar d her .   “I  di dn’ t  expect  t o see 
you. ” 
 “Wel l ,  I  am a r epr esent at i ve of  t he mas t er .   Have you obeyed hi s  command 
and come al one?” 
 He spr ead hi s  ar ms  wi de i n a har ml ess  ges t ur e.  
 “Why,  can’ t  we do bus i ness  i f  I  br ought  a f r i end?” he t eased.  
 “I ’ m af r ai d not . ” 
 “I ’ m al one, ” he answer ed,  but  she al r eady knew t hat .  
 Lavi ni a was  on hi m i n a hear t beat  and t hough he s t r uggl ed,  Rober t  was  no 
mat ch f or  a vampi r e over  a hundr ed and f i f t y year s  ol der  t han hi msel f .   She 
wr apped her  l egs  ar ound hi s  wai s t  wi t h such f or ce t hat  hi s  r i bs  cr acked.   When 
he cr i ed out  i n pai n,  she br oke hi s  neck,  t aki ng hi m t o t he gr ound.    
 Her  hand was  a bl ur  as  she r emoved t he dagger  f r om her  boot  and s l i ced 
of f  hi s  head bef or e set t i ng t o wor k at  r emovi ng hi s  hear t .   She packed t he 
hear t  as  neat l y as  poss i bl e i nt o t he car t on bef or e l i cki ng her  f i nger s .   Jus t  
as  she di d so a chi l l  r an t hr ough her  and t he sky r umbl ed over head.  
 “A s t or m must  be comi ng, ” she t hought .    
 Lavi ni a was  s t ar vi ng,  but  f eedi ng f r om hi s  body was  out  of  t he ques t i on.   
I f  someone wer e t o f i nd hi m bef or e dawn,  i t  woul d gi ve away t he f act  t hat  The 
Reaper  was  a vampi r e.   As  i t  s t ood now,  no one knew i f  The Reaper  was  human,  
vampi r e,  or  some sor t  of  shape shi f t er .   She was  al ways  car ef ul  not  t o l eave 
any i dent i f yi ng mar ks  behi nd i n or der  t o add t o t he mys t i que.  
 The t as t e of  bl ood,  t hough smal l ,  was  enough t o ki ck her  l i bi do i nt o 
over dr i ve.   Sex and bl ood go hand and hand f or  one l i ke her  and Lavi ni a knew 
when t o gi ve i n t o her  cr avi ngs .   Sex was  a pr i mal  ur ge,  a dr i ve.   A need as  
bas i c t o human sur vi val  as  f ood and shel t er .   That  des i r e di d not  di mi ni sh 
wi t h deat h,  f or  t he undead s t i l l  hear ken t o i t s  cal l .    
 She pi cked up a r at t y ol d sui t case i n anot her  al l ey and put  t he car t on 
i ns i de i t .   She knew wher e t o f i nd t he mas t er  and t hat ’ s  wher e she was  headed.   
He woul d be at  hi s  cl ub.   The f act  t hat  he owned t he l ar ges t  pr et er nat ur al  sex 
cl ub i n Wi cked Ci t y was  j us t  a bonus .  
 Si nf ul  Del i ght s  wasn’ t  har d t o f i nd.   I t  was  l ocat ed i n t he hear t  of  t he 
ci t y and sex r adi at ed f r om t he bui l di ng i n waves .   Hal f way t her e i t  s t ar t ed t o 
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r ai n,  but  t hat  wasn’ t  t he onl y r eason Lavi ni a was  wet  by t he t i me she knocked 
on t he door .   A s l ot  hi gh on t he door  opened and a pai r  of  pal e bl ue eyes  
l ooked down at  her .   Lavi ni a saw t he des i r e r ef l ect ed i n t hose eyes  as  t hey 
t ook i n her  appear ance and a hungr y gr owl  coul d be hear d on t he ot her  s i de of  
t he door .  
 “Let  me i n. ” 
 She was  wel l  known her e and di dn’ t  need a passwor d t o ent er .   The t al l  
bl ond wer ewol f  swung t he door  wi de and mot i oned f or  her  t o s t ep t hr ough.   The 
bui l di ng smel l ed l i ke an ol d t heat r e,  per haps  because i t  used t o be one,  but  
under neat h t hat  was  t he smel l  of  col ogne and sex.   Lavi ni a br eat hed deepl y as  
she s t epped t hr ough t he door  and smi l ed.  
 “I t  woul d be my pl easur e, ” he sai d,  and hi s  meani ng was  cl ear .   I f  she 
want ed wer ewol f ,  he was  on t he menu t oni ght .  
 Logan al ways  l ooked good enough t o eat ,  but  never  mor e t han he di d 
t oni ght .   He was  s i x f oot  f our  and ever y i nch of  hi m was  j us t  as  gor geous  as  
t he l as t .   Lavi ni a knew t hi s  f r om per sonal  exper i ence and she smi l ed wi t h t he 
memor y as  she r eached up t o pl ace her  hand on hi s  bar e ches t .   He was  wear i ng 
bl ack l eat her  pant s  t hat  f i t  wel l  over  t he par t s  she r ecal l ed so f ondl y.   Hi s  
dar k bl ue shi r t  hung compl et el y open.   She pr essed a ki ss  agai ns t  hi s  ski n and 
br eat hed deepl y of  hi s  scent .   He smel l ed of  l eat her ,  whi skey and f r esh ni ght  
ai r .   I t  was  act ual l y qui t e al l ur i ng.   Lavi ni a ki ssed hi s  smoot h ski n once 
mor e bef or e pul l i ng back.  
 “Maybe l at er , ” she pur r ed.   “I s  he i n?” 
 She di dn’ t  need t o cl ar i f y her  r eques t .   Logan knew she had come t o see 
t he mas t er .  
 “Ups t ai r s . ” 
 Lavi ni a moved pas t  a f ew of  t he ot her  r ooms on her  way t owar d t he 
s t ai r s .   Sounds  of  sex coul d be hear d f r om wi t hi n and she f el t  her  muscl es  
t i ght en.   She coul d f eel  des i r e emanat i ng f r om t he r ooms,  pour i ng f r om t he 
ver y wal l s .   And t hough she coul d f eed f r om i t ,  i t  was  not  enough t o sat i at e 
her  cr avi ng.   She hunger ed f or  har d mal e f l esh.   Lavi ni a gr i t t ed her  t eet h 
agai ns t  t he sensat i ons  cour s i ng t hr ough her  and f ocused on t he t ask at  hand.  
 At  t he ver y t op of  t he s t ai r s ,  at  t he ver y end of  t he hal l ,  behi nd a r ed 
door  was  wher e she woul d f i nd who coul d bes t  be descr i bed as  her  ol des t  
compani on.   The door  opened bef or e she coul d r each f or  i t  and a f ami l i ar  smi l e 
wel comed her  i nt o t he r oom.   Jean Phi l i ppe was  mor e t han ever y young vampi r e’ s  
wet  dr eam,  he was  t he mas t er  of  Wi cked Ci t y and f r om t he l ooks  of  t hi ngs ,  he 
was  ver y gl ad t o see her .  
 “Ther e’ s  my ki l l er . ”  
 The mas t er  l et  hi s  hungr y eyes  dr i nk i n t he s i ght  of  her .   She was  
absol ut el y beaut i f ul .   Her  l ong hai r  was  wet  f r om t he s t or m out s i de and i t  
cl ung about  her  shoul der s  l i ke a dar k cl oud.   Her  t ongue dar t ed out  t o wet  
hear t - shaped r ed l i ps  and he smi l ed at  hi s  body’ s  r eact i on.   I n t wo hundr ed 
year s  hi s  des i r e f or  her  had not  decr eased i n t he s l i ght es t .    
 Jean Phi l i ppe s t i l l  r emember ed t he f i r s t  t i me he’ d ever  l ai d eyes  on 
her ,  sur r ounded by a pool  of  her  own bl ood.   Even t hen she had been l ovel y,  a 
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bl ood spl at t er ed angel  i n hi s  eyes .   I t  was  obvi ous  t o hi m what  she had t he 
pot ent i al  t o become.   He coul d see i t  i n her  eyes .   She was  a t i gr ess ,  a 
war r i or .   She mus t  have been caught  unawar es ,  he’ d t hought .   He saw Lavi ni a 
t hat  f i r s t  t i me as  t he pr edat or  she was  and not  t he pr ey she had become.   
“Yes , ” he t hought  as  he wat ched her  hi ps  sway,  her  pr owess  evi dent  i n t he 
movement .   “Def i ni t el y a t i gr ess . ” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  hai r  was  i n s l i ght  di sar r ay t hi s  eveni ng and he t ucked a 
s t r ay cur l  behi nd hi s  ear  as  he moved t o pr op agai ns t  t he desk.    
 “I  t r us t  ever yt hi ng went  smoot hl y t oni ght . ” He made i t  a ques t i on,  but  
he al r eady knew t he answer .    
 Hi s  Fr ench accent  was  al ways  a wel come pl easur e and Lavi ni a smi l ed at  
t he sound as  she opened t he sui t case and sat  i t  on t he desk bes i de hi m.   Jean 
Phi l i ppe wr i nkl ed hi s  nose i n appar ent  di s t as t e as  he r emoved t he whi t e,  
bl ood- s t ai ned car t on f r om t he case.    
 “Uh,  t hi s  smel l s  l i ke ass . ” 
 “You di dn’ t  say what  i t  needed t o smel l  l i ke.   You j us t  sai d what  needed 
t o be i ns i de. ” She ges t ur ed t owar d t he car t on.   “Rober t ’ s  hear t ,  as  pr omi sed. ” 
 “And on t i me. ” Jean Phi l i ppe pl aced t he hear t  back i ns i de t he sui t case.   
“Your  payment  wi l l  be r eady wi t hi n t he hour . ” He spoke as  pul l ed a 
handker chi ef  f r om hi s  pocket  and wi ped hi s  hands .  
 Lavi ni a t ook a s t ep t owar d hi m and opened hi s  ves t .   Hi s  l ong bl ack coat  
hung over  t he back of  t he chai r  and hi s  whi t e shi r t  was  al r eady unbut t oned,  
l eavi ng onl y hi s  ves t  s t andi ng bet ween her  and hi s  bar e ski n.   She r an a 
f i nger  down hi s  ches t  and he shi ver ed beneat h her  t ouch.  
 “I ’ l l  t ake par t  now, ” she sai d bol dl y.   “And I ’ l l  t ake i t  i n f l esh and 
bl ood. ” 
 A s l ow smi l e cur ved hi s  l i ps .   “Whose f l esh and whose bl ood?” 
 She opened hi s  shi r t  wi de,  pl aci ng her  hands  di r ect l y over  hi s  ni ppl es .   
“Your  f l esh and Logan’ s  bl ood. ” 
 “I s  t hat  al l ?” he t eased.  
 “That  depends .   I s  Judas  ar ound?” 
 Lavi ni a s t ood wai t i ng a f ew moment s  l at er  when Logan ent er ed t he r oom 
accompani ed by t he t al l  r edheaded vampi r e.   He was  wear i ng a s i l ver  shi r t  and 
ski n t i ght  bl ack pant s .   He moved i nt o t he r oom wi t h conf i dence and wi nked at  
Jean Phi l i ppe bef or e t ur ni ng hi s  at t ent i on t owar d Lavi ni a.  
 “So good t o see you agai n, ” Judas  sai d,  smi l i ng.   “How can I  be of  
ser vi ce?” 
 She l i ked t o be i n char ge and t hey knew i t .   Thi s  was  not  t he f i r s t  t i me 
t he f our  of  t hem had pl ayed t hi s  game.   She had had t hem i n so many ways  and 
yet  she al ways  want ed mor e.   Hunger ed f or  i t ,  i n f act .   Lavi ni a wasn’ t  dat i ng 
Jean Phi l i ppe,  t hough she knew most  peopl e assumed t hat  was  t he case.   Thei r  
r el at i onshi p wasn’ t  even one of  r omance … i t  was  one of  need.   He had saved 
her  when she needed savi ng and now she t ur ned t o hi m f or  sat i s f act i on.   I t  was  
as  s i mpl e as  t hat .  
 “Hel p me t ake of f  my boot s , ” she sai d sof t l y.  
 Judas  knel t  at  her  f eet  and di d as  he was  asked.   When he l ooked up at  
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her  f r om t he f l oor  Lavi ni a f el t  a t hr i l l  r un t hr ough her .   She r eal l y l i ked 
Judas  kneel i ng bef or e her .   I t  made her  f eel  power f ul  and t ur ned her  on 
somet hi ng f i er ce.   Fr om what  t he men had shar ed wi t h her ,  t hey l i ked her  i n 
cont r ol  j us t  as  much as  she di d,  so i t  was  a f ami l i ar  game.   However ,  t hat  
di dn’ t  seem t o make t he pl ayer s  any l ess  exci t ed.  
 The mas t er  pr ef er r ed t o wat ch and so he r es t ed agai ns t  t he desk as  t he 
scene unf ol ded bef or e hi m.   He wat ched as  Lavi ni a’ s  dar k eyes  began t o gl ow 
wi t h pass i on.   He had onl y known one succubus  bef or e her .   They had met  
br i ef l y i n As i a bef or e her  unt i mel y deat h at  t he hands  of  vampi r e hunt er s .   
She was  s i gni f i cant l y ol der  t han hi m,  but  nowher e near  as  power f ul  as  Lavi ni a.   
And Lavi ni a was  under  hal f  her  age.   The pr i ce of  such power  was  an even 
s t r onger  hunger  f or  sexual  ener gy.   I t  was  a pr i ce he was  gl ad t o hel p her  
pay,  t hough he somet i mes  wonder ed i f  Lavi ni a gr ew t i r ed of  t he necess i t y of  so 
many l over s .   Even t hough t hey wer e i nt i mat e on a r egul ar  bas i s ,  she l et  no 
one near  her  hear t .   Jean Phi l i ppe knew t he r easoni ng behi nd t hi s ,  but  he 
wonder ed i f  she ever  want ed somet hi ng mor e.  
 Logan moved behi nd her  and s t ar t ed unzi ppi ng t he wet  bodysui t .   He r an 
hi s  hands  up and down her  body wi t h a gr owl  bef or e he s t ar t ed r emovi ng t he wet  
f abr i c.   He coul d smel l  her  ar ousal ,  l i ke a r i ch per f ume mi ngl ed wi t h t he 
scent  of  f r esh r ai n and he hunger ed f or  her  t ouch.  
 “I  hadn’ t  r eal i zed i t  was  r ai ni ng so har d, ” t he wer ewol f  sai d,  hi s  
br eat h a war m pr omi se acr oss  her  ski n.  
 He l i cked a f ew dr ops  of  moi s t ur e f r om her  back and she shi ver ed.    
 “Not  t hat  I  mi nd get t i ng a l i t t l e wet . ”  
 Lavi ni a was  s t ar vi ng,  but  she hunger ed f or  mor e t han hi s  bl ood.   Logan 
want ed her .   She coul d f eel  i t  i n hi s  t ouch.   She coul d smel l  hi s  des i r e.   But  
she needed t o t as t e i t ,  t o dr i nk i t  down i nt o her  ver y soul .   She t ur ned t o 
f ace hi m and s t ar ed up once mor e i nt o hi s  pal e bl ue eyes .   Whi t e bl ond hai r  
f el l  f or war d over  hi s  shoul der s  as  he bent  f or war d and she l i cked her  l i ps  i n 
ant i ci pat i on.    
 Hi s  l i ps  wer e pal e,  pi nk and per f ect .   Her  ski n s t i l l  t i ngl ed f r om t he 
l as t  t i me t hose l i ps  had t ouched her  and she ached f or  t hem t o do so agai n.   
Lavi ni a s t ood on t i pt oe and Logan moved t o meet  her  ki ss .   Hi s  t ongue pl unged 
i ns i de her  mout h as  Judas  f i ni shed peel i ng t he wet  bodysui t  down her  l egs .    
 Fr om acr oss  t he r oom t he mas t er  smi l ed when he saw she hadn’ t  been 
wear i ng anyt hi ng under neat h.  
 She opened t he wer ewol f ’ s  shi r t  wi der  and pr essed her  bar e br eas t s  
agai ns t  hi m.   She r eached back t o t ouch Judas  and wi t h her  l i ps  s t i l l  
devour i ng Logan she commanded,  “Take of f  your  cl ot hes . ” 
 Her  sensual  command came out  as  mor e of  a moan agai ns t  t he wer ewol f ’ s  
l i ps ,  but  Judas  seemed t o have no t r oubl e under s t andi ng her .    
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Chapt er  Two 
 
 Judas  qui ckl y di s r obed whi l e Lavi ni a moved t o s i t  on t he sof a agai ns t  
t he f ar  wal l .   She l eaned back,  t hr us t i ng her  hi ps  f or war d as  she spr ead her  
l egs  i n i nvi t at i on.   I t  was  a bol d ges t ur e and Judas  smi l ed as  she mot i oned 
f or  hi m t o come f or war d.   Hi s  body was  a vi s i on of  mascul i ne gr ace as  he moved 
acr oss  t he r oom.   Each muscl e f l exed per f ect l y i n t i me as  i f  chor eogr aphed t o 
make her  senses  r eel  on command.   Hi s  dar k gr ey eyes  r emi nded her  of  London 
f og and as  he knel t  bet ween her  t hi ghs  hi s  hai r  f el l  f or war d,  gl owi ng beneat h 
t he di m l i ght s  l i ke a capt i ve f l ame.  
 St r ands  of  s i l ken amber  f r amed hi s  f ace and hi s  eyes  gl owed al mos t  
s i l ver  as  he pr essed hi s  l i ps  agai ns t  her  i nner  t hi gh.  
 “What  i s  your  des i r e?” he asked.  
 “Eat  my pussy. ” 
 Lavi ni a f el t  her  eyes  r ol l  t o t he back of  her  head bef or e f l ut t er i ng 
i nt o f ocus  on Judas’  amber  hai r  as  i t  f el l  over  her  t hi ghs  and spi l l ed ont o 
her  bel l y.   Appar ent l y,  t he scene was  t oo much f or  Logan t o t ake.   He l ower ed 
hi s  head t o her  br eas t  wi t h a gr owl  and Lavi ni a cr i ed out .    
 Judas  cont i nued t o l ap at  her  f l esh whi l e Logan t or ment ed her  al r eady 
har d ni ppl es  al mos t  t o t he poi nt  of  pai n.   But  t hat  was  al r i ght .   She l i ked 
f or  i t  t o al mos t  hur t  somet i mes .   Ther e i s  a ver y f i ne l i ne bet ween pai n and 
pl easur e.   I t ’ s  t hat  moment  when pl easur e becomes  pai n and pai n becomes  
pl easur abl e.   She knew Logan under s t ood what  she was  af t er  when he l et  hi s  
t eet h gent l y gr aze her  ni ppl e t o hei ght en t he sensat i on.  
 Lavi ni a put  her  ar m acr oss  t he wer ewol f ’ s  shoul der s  and hel d hi m t i ght l y 
agai ns t  her  br eas t .   At  t he same t i me she moved her  ot her  hand t o t he t op of  
Judas’  head and ar ched pr ovocat i vel y agai ns t  hi s  f ace.  
 Over  Logan’ s  back she saw Jean Phi l i ppe,  s t i l l  cont ent  t o wat ch f r om 
acr oss  t he r oom.   He smi l ed and she knew he was  enj oyi ng t hi s  as  much as  she 
was .   I t  wasn’ t  l ong bef or e she coul dn’ t  t ake any mor e of  Judas’  ski l l f ul  
t ongue.   She needed r el i ef  f r om t he coi l ed knot s  i n her  muscl es  and f r om t he 
sear i ng ache bet ween her  t hi ghs .  
 Logan l i f t ed up and Lavi ni a moved so t hat  Judas  had no choi ce but  t o 
l i f t  hi s  head.   Thi s  put  hi m r i ght  wher e she want ed hi m,  wi t h her  s t r addl i ng 
hi s  wai s t .   Lavi ni a l eaned f or war d and ki ssed hi m hungr i l y,  t as t i ng her  own 
ar ousal  on hi s  wet  l i ps .    
 She r eached bet ween t hei r  bodi es  and t ook hi s  har d shaf t  i n her  hand,  
br i ngi ng a gr oan unbi dden f r om hi s  l i ps .  
 “Gi ve i t  t o me, ” she whi sper ed,  her  voi ce husky wi t h des i r e.   “Now. ” 
 The i ns t ant  Judas  began t o penet r at e her  she coul d f eel  hi s  des i r e 
f l owi ng i nt o her  al ong wi t h hi s  hot  f l esh.   Wi t h one t hr us t  he ent er ed her  
f ul l y and Lavi ni a wr apped her sel f  ar ound hi m.   She pl aced her  hands  f l at  
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agai ns t  hi s  back and f el t  t he ener gy,  t he unbr i dl ed sexual  pass i on f l owi ng 
f r om hi m and i nt o her  vei ns  l i ke l i qui d f i r e.   Lavi ni a moaned and s l i d 
f or war d,  near l y comi ng of f  t he sof a ent i r el y i n or der  t o get  cl oser  t o Judas .    
 Ever y move she made ar oused hi m f ur t her  and as  a r esul t  of  Lavi ni a 
dr i nki ng down hi s  des i r e,  Judas  kept  t hr us t i ng i nt o her  wi t h wi l d abandon.   
Thi s  back and f or t h game kept  or gasm j us t  out  of  hi s  r each.   But  he woul d have 
been di sappoi nt ed wi t h any l ess .  
 Logan saw t he way her  ski n began t o gl ow and knew t hat  she was  f eedi ng 
f r om Judas .   He moved t o s i t  behi nd her ,  s t r addl i ng her  but t  so t hat  she coul d 
r es t  back agai ns t  hi s  body.   He j us t  want ed t o be near  her  when she f ed.   The 
f eel i ng was  i ncr edi bl e.  
 Li ght ni ng f l ashed so br i ght  t hat  f or  a moment  Jean Phi l i ppe f ear ed he 
had mi sr ead t he cl ock and dawn was  upon t hem.   Ever yone s t opped and t ur ned 
t owar d t he l ar ge wi ndow at  t he back of  t he r oom.   Rai n pel t ed t he gl ass  
mer ci l ess l y and t he l i ght s  gave one l as t  br ave f l i cker  bef or e goi ng out .    
 The mas t er  moved l i ke a gr acef ul  shadow i n t he dar k and cl osed t he heavy 
dr apes  agai ns t  t he s t or m.    
 “Who needs  l i ght  when you can see i n t he dar k?” 
 Lavi ni a wat ched as  a s l ow smi l e cur ved hi s  l i ps  and knew he pl anned t o 
j oi n t hem t hi s  t i me.   Thi s  r oom ser ved as  mor e t han j us t  an of f i ce.   I t  was  
one of  t he many dayt i me r es t i ng pl aces  he kept .   Jean Phi l i ppe l i t  a f ew 
candl es  near  t he bed at  t he back of  t he r oom and wi t h a cur l  of  hi s  f i nger ,  
mot i oned f or  her  t o come t o hi m.    
  Lavi ni a cr awl ed acr oss  t he bed t owar d hi m.   She had meant  t o t ake her  
t i me and enj oy t he ni ght .   But  she coul d no l onger  hol d back.   She hunger ed 
f or  hi s  f l esh j us t  as  she hunger ed f or  t he wer ewol f ’ s  bl ood.   She coul d f eel  
her sel f  l os i ng cont r ol  as  she opened hi s  pant s  and t ook hi s  cock i nt o her  
mout h.   He gasped,  t hr owi ng back hi s  head as  t he wer ewol f  cr awl ed ont o t he bed 
t o j oi n t hem.    
 Judas  r es t ed back agai ns t  t he pi l l ows  and s i mpl y enj oyed t he show f or  a 
moment .   I t  was  such an ar ous i ng di spl ay.   He wat ched Lavi ni a pr act i cal l y 
choki ng on Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  har d cock whi l e Logan l i cked up and down her  back.   
When Logan ni pped at  her  ass ,  t he succubus  t ur ned on hi m and Judas  moved 
f or war d.  
 She had her  l egs  ar ound Logan i n an i ns t ant  and as  he f ought  t o get  hi s  
pant s  of f  she sank her  t eet h i nt o hi s  neck.   She was  so l os t  i n t he moment ,  i n 
t he ecs t asy of  hi s  bl ood,  t hat  she di dn’ t  r eal i ze he’ d got t en out  of  hi s  pant s  
unt i l  he t hr us t  i ns i de of  her .   She t ossed back her  head,  scr eami ng wi t h 
sur pr i se and pl easur e as  Jean Phi l i ppe l eaned f or war d t o cl ai m her  l i ps .    
 He l i cked ever y dr op of  t he wer ewol f ’ s  bl ood f r om her  cher r y l i ps  and 
coul dn’ t  deci de whi ch he l i ked mor e.   The t as t e of  bl ood,  or  wat chi ng her  have 
sex r i ght  i n f r ont  of  hi m.  
 “Har der , ” Judas  whi sper ed.   He needed t o hear  t he sound of  Logan 
s l ammi ng i nt o her  sof t  f l esh.   He l ower ed hi s  head t o her  br eas t s  and she 
moaned,  pul l i ng hi s  f ace cl oser .  
 Wi t h a l ook t he mas t er  l et  Logan know t hat  i t  was  t i me t o swi t ch pl aces .    
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 Even af t er  al l  t he t i mes  he had t ouched her  bef or e,  t he mas t er  al ways  
gave her  chi l l s .   Lavi ni a knew hi s  t ouch i n ways  t hat  went  beyond wor ds .   She 
made a deci s i on a l ong t i me ago t o never  l et  anyone cl ose t o her  hear t  agai n.   
She pr omi sed her sel f  t hat  she woul d never  agai n endur e t he pai n of  l ove.   Jean 
Phi l i ppe had come cl oser  t han anyone t o br eaki ng t hat  pr omi se.  
 He al ways  t ook hi s  t i me wi t h her ,  even i f  t hey wer e onl y hour s  bef or e 
dawn.   He r ef used t o hur r y.   That  was  one of  t he mai n r easons  she l oved havi ng 
sex wi t h hi m.   She never  got  shor t - changed.   He r an hi s  f i nger t i ps  down her  
abdomen and she quaked beneat h hi s  t ouch,  ar chi ng her  body upwar d.   She 
l ear ned l ong ago t o t ake pl easur e and pr i de i n what  she was .   Succubi  wer e a 
dyi ng br eed and her s  was  a r ar e and sensuous  power .   She l ear ned t hi s  and many 
ot her  t hi ngs  at  t he command of  t he hands  t hat  now car essed her  body.   Lavi ni a 
t ur ned her sel f  over  t o t he power  of  hi s  t ouch.    
 He ent er ed her  s l owl y,  gr azi ng hi s  f angs  over  her  l ower  l i p as  he di d 
so.   She coul d f eel  Logan s t andi ng over  her  and when she t ur ned her  head 
s l i ght l y,  f ound hi s  wr i s t .   She knew what  he was  aski ng f or .   They wer e 
awf ul l y cl ose t o dawn and even i f  t hat  di d not  concer n t he mas t er ,  i t  
concer ned ever yone el se.    
 Logan di dn’ t  want  t o be l ef t  wi t h a bed f ul l  of  dead vampi r es  pi l ed al l  
over  each ot her .   As  head of  t he dayt i me guar d,  i t  woul d be hi s  j ob t o sor t  
t hi ngs  out  and t o make sur e t he r oom was  secur e bef or e dawn.   He needed enough 
t i me t o do hi s  j ob wi t hout  havi ng t o wor r y about  keepi ng t hem out  of  t he 
l i ght .    
 Her  bi t e,  i f  sus t ai ned f or  l onger  t han a f ew moment s ,  was  or gasmi c.   I t  
was  al so t r ansf er abl e f r om one body t o t he next ,  al mos t  l i ke l i ght ni ng.   She 
l ooked t o Judas  f or  hi s  consent  and he smi l ed i n r esponse.   She sank her  f angs  
i nt o Logan’ s  wr i s t  at  t he same t i me Jean Phi l i ppe bent  f or war d and bi t  her  
j us t  above t he hear t .   As  he di d t hi s  he hel d out  hi s  wr i s t  t o al l ow Judas  t o 
dr i nk f r om hi m.    
 She t ook a good l ong pul l  f r om t he wer ewol f ’ s  wr i s t  and r el ease washed 
over  her .   She f el t  her sel f  cont r act  ar ound Jean Phi l i ppe and hear d hi m moan,  
t hough he di d not  br eak cont act  wi t h her  br eas t .   He cont i nued t o dr i nk f r om 
her  as  she dr ank f r om Logan and or gasm hi t  t hem al l  l i ke a wave,  cr ashi ng 
agai ns t  t he r ocks .  
 The s t or m had now r eached a deaf eni ng pi t ch,  but  none of  t hem hear d i t .   
And i f  t hey had,  t hey woul dn’ t  have gi ven a damn.   That  was  t hei r  second 
mi s t ake.   The f i r s t  was  not  knowi ng t hat  t hey had been t he cause of  t he s t or m 
i n t he f i r s t  pl ace.  

* * * * 
 Lavi ni a f el t  compl et el y r ef r eshed.   She want ed t o bask i n t he af t er gl ow,  
but  knew t hat  t i me was  shor t .    
 “I ’ ve got  j us t  enough t i me f or  a shower . ” She r ol l ed over  Jean Phi l i ppe 
and Judas .   The gener at or  had j us t  ki cked on and she pl anned t o t ake 
advant age.   I t  wasn’ t  des i gned t o keep t he cl ub r unni ng i ndef i ni t el y,  but  f or  
a f ew hour s  at  a t i me.   She knew Jean Phi l i ppe woul d l i kel y t ur n i t  of f  dur i ng 
t he day i n t he event  t hat  i t  was  needed f or  anot her  ni ght .  
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 Logan was  j us t  f i ni shi ng hi s  i nspect i on of  t he r oom.  
 “I  don’ t  t hi nk any l i ght  wi l l  get  t hr ough t hese dr apes .   But  j us t  i n 
case,  I ’ m goi ng t o have some bl i nds  i ns t al l ed t omor r ow ni ght . ” 
 The mas t er  di dn’ t  s t ay her e of t en.   I t  was  f or  t hi s  r eason t hat  t he r oom 
needed t o be checked.   Al t hough he coul d be f ound her e mos t  ni ght s ,  at  l eas t  
f or  a whi l e.  
 “By bl i nds  you mean t hose l ar ge met al  shut t er s  l i ke I ’ ve got  at  home?” 
Lavi ni a asked.  
 “Exact l y.   They’ r e t he per f ect  t hi ng f or  vampi r es . ” 
 “Yep, ” Judas  agr eed.   “I ’ ve got  t hem on t he shop,  j us t  i n case I  have t o 
s t ay t her e dur i ng t he day. ” 
 Even t hough t hey wer e her  r egul ar  sex par t ner s ,  t he t hr ee men wer e al so 
her  f r i ends .   They had got t en about  as  cl ose as  she’ d al l owed anyone i n t he 
pas t  t wo hundr ed year s .   When t hey wer en’ t  havi ng sex,  she f el t  sor t  of  l i ke 
one of  t he guys .   They di dn’ t  seem t o mi nd her  emot i onal  det achment  and she 
was  t hankf ul  t hat  t hey never  ques t i oned her  r easons .  
 Jean Phi l i ppe knew her  r easons  and i t  was  because of  t hi s  t hat  he 
guar ded her  so cl osel y.   I f  she di dn’ t  want  t o be hur t  agai n,  t hen he woul d 
t r y t o keep t hat  f r om happeni ng.   He had never  asked f or  her  l ove,  onl y her  
t r us t .   That  was  enough f or  hi m.   He wat ched as  Logan cont i nued t o busy 
hi msel f  wi t h doubl e checki ng t he r oom and smi l ed.   The wer ewol f  was  al so 
over pr ot ect i ve wher e Lavi ni a was  concer ned.   He di dn’ t  t hi nk she’ d ever  shar ed 
t he f ul l  det ai l s  of  her  pas t  wi t h hi m,  but  Jean Phi l i ppe f el t  t hat  Logan knew 
enough t o have f eel i ngs  s i mi l ar  t o hi s  own.   Judas  knew onl y t hat  she had been 
hur t  badl y bef or e,  bot h phys i cal l y and emot i onal l y.   That  was  al l  t hat  t he 
mas t er  had t ol d hi m,  because i t  was  not  hi s  s t or y t o t el l .   He di dn’ t  have t he 
r i ght  t o r eveal  mor e.  
 Af t er  a f ew mi nut es  he deci ded t o j oi n her  i n t he shower .   The smel l  of  
her  soap f i l l ed t he r oom,  whi ch was  al r eady begi nni ng t o f i l l  wi t h s t eam f r om 
t he hot  wat er .   Jean Phi l i ppe al ways  wel comed a vi s i t  f r om her  and f or  t hi s  
r eason he was  sur e t o keep some of  her  f avor i t e soap on hand.   He obser ved t he 
l i t he cur ves  of  her  s i l houet t e t hr ough t he cr eam col or ed shower  cur t ai n and a 
s l ow smi l e cur l ed hi s  l i ps .    
 Lavi ni a coul d f eel  hi m wat chi ng her  and she smi l ed when he pul l ed back 
t he cur t ai n.   He moved cl oser  and she handed hi m t he shampoo.  
 “Do my hai r ?” 
 “Sur e. ” He pour ed some of  t he shampoo i nt o t he pal m of  hi s  hand and 
began t o massage her  scal p as  he asked,  “Di d ever yt hi ng r eal l y go f i ne 
t oni ght ?” 
 “You t hi nk I ’ m l yi ng?” 
 She t ook a moment  t o enj oy hi s  l ong f i nger s  i n her  hai r  whi l e wai t i ng 
f or  hi s  answer .  
 He di dn’ t  t hi nk she was  l yi ng,  however ,  he chose hi s  wor ds  car ef ul l y.   
He knew somet hi ng wasn’ t  r i ght .  
 “You know I  t r us t  you, ” he sai d sof t l y.   “That ’ s  al l  we’ ve ever  r eal l y 
had,  you and I .   But  somet hi ng passed behi nd your  eyes  t oni ght .   Not  a l i e … 



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           14 

 
   
   

but  somet hi ng el se.   Tel l  me ever yt hi ng.   Humor  me. ” 
 Lavi ni a t ur ned t o hi m and he wi ped at  t he suds  on her  f or ehead.    
 “When I  t ol d you t hi ngs  went  f i ne I  wasn’ t  l yi ng.   I t ’ s  what  I  f el t  t hat  
wor r i es  me. ” 
 “Go on. ” 
 “When I  ki l l ed Rober t  … wel l ,  I  was  s t ar vi ng.   I  knew bet t er  t han t o 
bi t e hi m,  but  I  l i cked my f i nger s  af t er  r emovi ng hi s  hear t . ” 
 “And?” 
 “And hi s  bl ood t as t ed … l i ke magi c.   Li ke a di f f er ent  sor t  of  magi c. ” 
She l ooked up t o meet  hi s  dar k gr een eyes  and he hoped she was  war med by t he 
concer n he coul d not  hi de.   “I t  scar ed me,  Jean.   For  a spl i t  second I  was  
f r i ght ened.   But  you know t he ef f ect  bl ood has  on me.   Bef or e I  coul d gi ve 
much t hought  t o i t  I  was  on f i r e.   I  had t o have sex and bl ood and I  had t o 
have t hem i mmedi at el y. ” 
 Lavi ni a r i nsed her  hai r  whi l e he t hought  over  what  she’ d j us t  sai d.   The 
par t  t hat  concer ned hi m most  was  her  admi t t i ng t o bei ng af r ai d.   I n al l  t he 
year s  he had known her ,  Lavi ni a had never  bef or e t ol d hi m she was  af r ai d.   Not  
s i nce t hat  f i r s t  ni ght  ….  
 “But  not hi ng l ooked s t r ange?  Rober t ,  di d he s t r uggl e?” 
 She shr ugged.   “Onl y as  much as  expect ed when someone i s  t r yi ng t o ki l l  
you.   But  he was  no pr obl em.   I  wi sh I  coul d descr i be t he t as t e so you coul d 
under s t and. ” 
 The hear t  was  s t i l l  on t he desk,  i ns i de t he sui t case.   But  t he bl ood was  
no l onger  f r esh.   What ever  magi cal  pr oper t i es  i t  had bef or e wer e l i kel y gone 
now.   I t  was  f or  t hi s  r eason t hat  nei t her  of  t hem cons i der ed t as t i ng t he dr i ed 
bl ood an opt i on.  
 “What ever  i t  was ,  i t ’ s  over  now, ” he sai d.  
 Lavi ni a want ed t o t ake comf or t  i n hi s  wor ds ,  but  her  ski n s t i l l  cr awl ed 
wi t h t he memor y.   She knew somet hi ng wasn’ t  r i ght .   But  s i nce she had no i dea 
what  she deci ded t o push t he t hought  as i de.  
 Jean Phi l i ppe s t epped out  of  t he shower  and handed her  a t owel  bef or e 
openi ng t he bat hr oom door .  
 “I f  anyone el se want s  a shower ,  now’ s  t he t i me.   I ’ m goi ng t o t el l  t hem 
t o shut  t he gener at or  of f  unt i l  mi d af t er noon. ” 

* * * * 
 Lavi ni a awoke t he next  eveni ng t o t he sound of  t he t el evi s i on bl ar i ng.   
She hat ed t el evi s i on.   Wor se s t i l l ,  Jean Phi l i ppe was  wat chi ng t he news .   She 
r ol l ed over  Judas  and of f  t he ot her  s i de of  t he bed.  
 “Coul d you at  l eas t  t ur n t hat  down?  You know I  f ucki ng hat e t he news . ” 
 Thunder  r umbl ed so l oud out s i de t hat  f or  a moment  she t hought  an 
expl os i on had gone of f .   Nor mal l y she enj oyed a good s t or m,  but  t hi s  sounded 
mor e l i ke a war  t han t he sof t  pi t t er  pat t er  of  r ai n.   She hal f  expect ed t o 
f i nd shr apnel  on t he concr et e out s i de i ns t ead of  puddl es .  
 “Jean,  pl ease.   I  can’ t  t ake t he s t or m and t hat  damn t el evi s i on. ” 
 “Hush. ” 
 Lavi ni a s t opped i n her  t r acks .   Mas t er  or  not ,  he di d not  speak t o her  
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t hat  way.   I t  j us t  wasn’ t  hi s  nat ur e.  
 “Don’ t  you want  t o know what ’ s  caus i ng t hat ?” he asked,  poi nt i ng t owar d 
t he wi ndow.    
 “The same t hi ngs  t hat  have caused s t or ms  f or  count l ess  cent ur i es ,  I  
woul d i magi ne. ” 
 “Thi nk agai n. ” 
 He r ose f r om t he bed,  s t i l l  compl et el y nude and opened t he dr apes .   Then 
he t ook her  by t he ar m and l ed her  over  t o t he open wi ndow.  
 “Jean,  I  don’ t  know what  you want  me t o l ook at .   I t ’ s  a s t or m. ” 
 “Look cl oser . ” 
 Lavi ni a s t ar ed out  i nt o t he al mos t  compl et e dar kness .   She l ooked over  
t he t ops  of  bui l di ngs  and pas t  t he s i des  of  ot her s ,  out  ont o t he vas t  ci t y.   
Li ght ni ng f l ashed agai n and she saw i t .   Wi t h a scr eam she j umped back f r om 
t he gl ass .  
 “What  t he f uck i s  t hat ?! ” 
 “They’ r e cal l i ng i t  t he Levi at han, ” he answer ed,  poi nt i ng at  t he 
t el evi s i on.   “Appar ent l y i t  appear ed l as t  ni ght  about  t he t i me t he power  went  
out .   They say i t  knocked out  a whol e bl ock.   No one knows f or  sur e what  i t  i s  
or  how i t  got  her e. ” 
 Lavi ni a put  her  ar m ar ound Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  wai s t .   She l ooked t owar d t he 
r epor t er  who was  s t andi ng i n t he s t r eet  t hr ee f l oor s  bel ow,  poi nt i ng up at  t he 
cr eat ur e.    
 “I ’ m mor e i nt er es t ed i n why i t ’ s  her e and how t o make i t  l eave, ” she 
sai d.  
 Accor di ng t o what  had been f i l med dur i ng t he day,  t he cr eat ur e was  
ci r cl i ng t he ci t y.   I t  had no wi ngs ,  and yet  i t  somehow f l oat ed t hr ough t he 
sky.   I t  swam t hr ough t he ai r  j us t  as  i f  i t  wer e t he ocean.   I t  woul d appear  
t hat  t he mons t er  came wi t h t he s t or m.  
 Lavi ni a and Jean Phi l i ppe wer e i n t he shower  agai n when Judas  f i nal l y 
woke up.   He came r ushi ng i nt o t he bat hr oom a f ew mi nut es  l at er .  
 “Fuck me!   Have you guys  seen t he news?!   I f  i t ’ s  al r i ght  wi t h you,  I ’ m 
goi ng t o cl ose up shop and s t ay her e f or  a f ew ni ght s . ” 
 “That ’ s  f i ne, ” t he mas t er  answer ed.   “What ever  t hat  t hi ng i s ,  i t  doesn’ t  
appear  t o be abl e t o ent er  t he ci t y.   But  you can s t ay her e i f  you l i ke. ” He 
t ur ned t o Lavi ni a t hen and spoke sof t l y f or  her  ear s  al one,  “I  woul d pr ef er  i t  
i f  you s t ayed t oo,  j us t  unt i l  I  can f i gur e out  what  i s  goi ng on. ” 
 “I  was  ki nd of  af r ai d t o go out  anyway, ” she admi t t ed.  

* * * * 
 The s t or m and t he mons t er  concer ned her ,  but  she coul dn’ t  have asked f or  
mor e t han bei ng conf i ned i n t he mas t er ’ s  cl ub f or  a f ew ni ght s .   The ol d 
t heat r e had been r enovat ed l ong ago,  t r ansf or mi ng i t  i nt o Si nf ul  Del i ght s ,  t he 
mos t  cel ebr at ed pr et er nat ur al  sex cl ub ar ound.   Ever yone was  af r ai d of  what  
was  goi ng on out s i de,  humans ,  vampi r es  and shi f t er s  wer e al l  s t ayi ng i ndoor s  
f or  t he mos t  par t .   But  t hat  di dn’ t  mean t hat  t hose wor ki ng at  t he cl ub di dn’ t  
show up f or  t hei r  shi f t s .  
 The bui l di ng was  decor at ed i n a l ush,  decadent  s t yl e.   Red,  gol d and 
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bl ack wer e t he pr edomi nant  col or s .   I t  r emi nded her  of  some of  t he ol d oper a 
houses  i n Fr ance i n t he 1800’ s .   I t  had t hat  same del i ght f ul  gar i shness  about  
i t .   Some of  t he r ooms downst ai r s  wer e bedr ooms whi ch coul d be r ent ed.   But  
mos t  of  t hem wer e set  up f or  l i ve per f or mances .   Despi t e t he t ype of  bus i ness  
i t  was ,  t her e wer e no pr os t i t ut es  at  Si nf ul  Del i ght s .   And ever yone who wor ked 
t her e was  wi l l i ng t o do so.   They s i mpl y per f or med f or  t he audi ence.   Some 
shows wer e not hi ng but  good ol d f ashi oned di r t y danci ng.   Ot her s  cons i s t ed of  
mas t ur bat i on.   But  Lavi ni a’ s  f avor i t e t hi ng was  wat chi ng t he l i ve sex shows 
t hat  t he l ocal  wer ewol f  pack per f or med f r om t i me t o t i me out  of  t he goodness  
of  t hei r  hear t s .   Those who s t ar r ed i n t he shows di d so f or  f r ee.   They 
vol unt eer ed,  hopi ng onl y f or  t he pl easur e of  a f ew vampi r e bi t es .   The cl ub 
pr of i t ed mos t l y f r om dr i nk sal es  and t he gener ous  donat i ons  of  t hose who 
i ns i s t ed on payi ng f or  t hei r  ent er t ai nment .   However ,  i t  was  onl y t he wol f  
pack’ s  per f or mances  whi ch wer e f r ee.   Ever yone el se,  wer ewol f  or  ot her wi se got  
a paycheck.  
 But  t her e wasn’ t  a l i ve per f or mance schedul ed f or  t he eveni ng,  at  l eas t  
not  on s t age.   She coul d s t i l l  wat ch a show f r om one of  t he pr i vat e r ooms 
t hough,  and t hat  was  what  she i nt ended t o do.   I f  she had t o spend a ni ght  or  
t wo at  Si nf ul  Del i ght s ,  mi ght  as  wel l  enj oy i t .   Bes i des ,  she was  s t ar vi ng.    
 Lavi ni a di dn’ t  have any cl ot hes  i n Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  r oom ups t ai r s  t hat  
wer en’ t  di r t y.   Though she nor mal l y kept  a f ew i t ems  at  t he cl ub,  t hey had al l  
been sent  t o be cl eaned.   Jean Phi l i ppe was  busy communi cat i ng wi t h ot her  
mas t er  vampi r es  i n var i ous  ci t i es  i n t he hopes  of  f i ndi ng out  what  was  goi ng 
on.   He was  so busy t hat  he di dn’ t  not i ce as  she s l i pped on hi s  bl ack s i l k 
r obe and qui et l y l ef t  t he r oom.  
 The cl ub was  al mos t  empt y so she was  easy t o spot  comi ng down t he 
s t ai r s .   Logan wat ched her  f r om behi nd t he bar  and smi l ed.   She r emi nded hi m 
of  a cat  pr owl i ng ar ound i n t he dar k.   The bl ack r obe and l ong dar k hai r  onl y 
added t o t he i l l us i on,  maki ng her  appear  somehow even mor e pal e.   Her  ski n was  
l umi nous  beneat h t he di m l i ght s  and ever y s t r and of  hai r  gl i s t ened at  t he 
hei ght  of  one wave bef or e di ppi ng back i nt o t he dar k sea of  t r esses .   She 
moved pas t  hi m wi t h t he bar es t  of  smi l es  and he knew exact l y wher e she was  
goi ng.  
 Lavi ni a ent er ed t he r oom near  t he back of  t he cl ub and t ook a seat  on 
t he pl ush r ed sof a.   I ns t ant l y a l i ght  came on i ns i de t he l ar ge boot h whi ch 
was  separ at ed f r om her  by a pane of  gl ass .   She coul d see t hem,  but  t hey 
coul dn’ t  see her .   She r ecogni zed t hese per f or mer s .   The woman was  a vampi r e 
named Cher r y and t he man,  a wer ewol f  named Adam.   And t hey wer e good … ver y 
good.  
 The show began wi t h l i t t l e pr eambl e,  whi ch was  f i ne wi t h her .   Thei r  
l us t  f or  each ot her  was  pal pabl e,  even f r om behi nd t he gl ass .   Lavi ni a cl osed 
her  eyes  as  t hei r  hands  r oamed over  each ot her  and began t o dr i nk i n t hei r  
des i r e.   Adam t ook Cher r y’ s  br eas t s  i n hi s  hands  and she moaned,  caus i ng 
Lavi ni a t o gasp i n r esponse.   I t  wasn’ t  what  he di d t hat  was  so ar ous i ng,  i t  
was  t he way he di d i t .   Adam t ouched Cher r y l i ke t her e was  not hi ng i n t he 
wor l d he’ d r at her  be doi ng and t hat  t ur ned Lavi ni a on i n a way she coul d not  



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           17 

 
   
   

descr i be.    
 The show cont i nued and soon t hey wer e bot h undr essed.   Not  t hat  t hey’ d 
been wear i ng much i n t he f i r s t  pl ace.   Cher r y r es t ed back agai ns t  t he r ed sof a 
on t hei r  s i de of  t he gl ass  and spr ead her  l egs  wi de i n i nvi t at i on.  
 “Jean,  I  need you. ” 
 Lavi ni a’ s  voi ce echoed t hr ough hi s  mi nd.   Her  pl ea was  bot h ur gent  and 
pass i onat e.   Jean Phi l i ppe was  j us t  f i ni shi ng a conver sat i on wi t h t he mas t er  
of  New Or l eans ,  who was  ver y f ami l i ar  wi t h magi c.   Even he had no cl ue as  t o 
what  was  happeni ng i n Wi cked Ci t y.   They woul d have t o wai t  f or  f ur t her  wor d 
f r om t he counci l  t o see i f  t he vampi r e el der s  knew how t o handl e t he 
s i t uat i on.   But  i n t he meant i me,  he coul d hel p Lavi ni a wi t h her  f er vent  
r eques t .    
 “Logan. ” 
 He hear d her  j us t  as  cl ear l y as  i f  she was  s t andi ng bes i de hi m,  cal l i ng 
hi s  name.   But  t hat ’ s  al l  she had t o do.   Ther e was  not hi ng mor e t o say.   
Logan knew what  she want ed and he was  mor e t han wi l l i ng t o gi ve i t  t o her .  
 He r eached t he door  j us t  as  Jean Phi l i ppe came hur r yi ng down t he s t ai r s .   
The vampi r e caught  hi s  l ook and smi l ed.   They wer e obvi ous l y bot h eager  t o 
answer  Lavi ni a’ s  summons .   Logan deci ded t o wai t  f or  hi m and l et  t he mas t er  
ent er  t he r oom f i r s t .  
 They s t epped i ns i de j us t  i n t i me t o see Adam’ s  ass  movi ng up and down as  
he pumped i n and out  of  Cher r y who was  scr eami ng i n ecs t asy beneat h hi m on t he 
sof a.    
 Lavi ni a was  pr act i cal l y wr i t hi ng as  she wat ched.   Sur e she coul d get  
her sel f  of f  i f  she needed t o.   But  i t  j us t  wasn’ t  t he same.   Mas t ur bat i on di d 
not  sat i s f y t he needs  of  a succubus .   I t  was  mor e l i ke a snack when she needed 
a f our  cour se meal .  
 “What  t ook you so l ong?” Lavi ni a pant ed.    
 “I  came as  qui ckl y as  I  coul d,  ma chér i . ” 
 “He r an, ” Logan t eased.   He wi nked at  Jean Phi l i ppe.   “And so di d I .   
How can we hel p?” 
 Lavi ni a di dn’ t  speak.   She r ose t o her  f eet  i gnor i ng t he scene behi nd 
her  f or  t he moment ,  save f or  t he sounds  of  pl easur e t hat  echoed i n t he r oom.   
She pul l ed t he sash on t he r obe she had bor r owed and l et  i t  f al l  t o t he f l oor .    
  
 Jean Phi l i ppe made t he f i r s t  move whi ch was  r ar e f or  hi m.   But  t oni ght  
wi t h t he s t or m r agi ng and a mons t er  f l oat i ng over  t he ci t y,  he f el t  a sense of  
ur gency t o t ake her  i n hi s  ar ms .   He want ed t o bur y hi msel f  i ns i de her  f l esh 
and f or get  hi s  t r oubl es  f or  t he moment .   He r an hi s  hands  t hr ough her  hai r  and 
cl ai med her  mout h possess i vel y,  hi s  t ongue i ns t ant l y t angl i ng wi t h her s .  
 Lavi ni a mel t ed i nt o hi s  ki ss  and began t o pul l  t he bl ack s i l k shi r t  f r om 
hi s  pant s .   Jean Phi l i ppe r eached bet ween t hem and hur r i edl y unbuckl ed hi s  
bel t ,  never  once br eaki ng t hei r  ki ss .   Lavi ni a’ s  hands  r oamed up and over  hi s  
shoul der s ,  pul l i ng t he shi r t  down hi s  ar ms .   He pul l ed back onl y l ong enough 
t o r emove t he gar ment  and t o unzi p hi s  pant s  bef or e dr awi ng her  back t o hi m 
wi t h a l us t y gr i n.  
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 Logan wasn’ t  used t o seei ng Jean Phi l i ppe appear  so eager  and f el t  
hi msel f  gr owi ng har der  as  he wat ched t hem.    
 “What  ar e you wai t i ng f or , ” t he mas t er  sai d,  a t eas i ng not e i n hi s  
voi ce,  “t ake of f  your  cl ot hes . ” 
 Bef or e Logan coul d f i ni sh s t r i ppi ng,  Lavi ni a pushed Jean Phi l i ppe back 
ont o t he sof a and s t r addl ed hi s  wai s t .   Logan hear d her  moan and knew wi t hout  
l ooki ng t hat  t he vampi r e was  i ns i de of  her .   Lavi ni a may not  have known i t ,  
but  she had a ver y di s t i nct i ve moan when she was  wi t h Jean Phi l i ppe.   And 
Logan r ecogni zed i t  i ns t ant l y.    
 “Yes , ” she cr i ed.  
 Jean Phi l i ppe t hr us t  i nt o her ,  deep and har d and she t hr ew back her  
head,  dr awi ng hi m i nt o her  ar ms  at  t he same t i me.   Lavi ni a l ooked i nt o hi s  
eyes  and f ound t hem compl et el y gr een.   They gl owed i n t he dar kness  of  t he r oom 
and when he l i cked hi s  l i ps  she l ower ed her  head t o do t he same.   She t ook 
f i r s t  hi s  bot t om,  t hen hi s  t op l i p i nt o her  mout h,  gent l y gr azi ng t hem wi t h 
her  f angs  whi l e she sucked on t he del i cat e ski n.  
 Logan pr essed agai ns t  her  back,  hi s  al r eady war m ski n f ever ed by hi s  
des i r e.    
 “I  need hi s  bl ood, ” she whi sper ed agai ns t  Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  l i ps .  
 He moved and al l owed t he wer ewol f  t o t ake hi s  pl ace.   Jean Phi l i ppe was  
ver y wel l  endowed,  but  Logan was  bi gger  and she t ook her  t i me l ower i ng her sel f  
ont o hi m.   But  s l owl y,  i nch by i nch,  Lavi ni a near l y t ook hi m al l  whi l e t he 
wer ewol f  t r ai l ed ki sses  down her  t hr oat  and br eas t s .   He f l i cked hi s  t ongue 
acr oss  one har d ni ppl e and she scr eamed.  
 “Take me, ” he gr owl ed.   “Take me now or  t he beas t  wi l l  t ake over . ” 
 She l ooked up i nt o hi s  eyes ,  whi ch had al r eady t ur ned amber ,  and knew 
t her e wasn’ t  a moment  t o was t e.   That  had happened t o t hem a f ew t i mes  i n t he 
pas t .   Lavi ni a had exci t ed hi m t o t he poi nt  t hat  Logan compl et el y l os t  cont r ol  
and t he beas t  t ook over .   She hadn’ t  f ound t he exper i ence di sagr eeabl e,  but  
Logan di dn’ t  par t i cul ar l y enj oy i t .   I t  was  f or  t hi s  r eason t hat  she honor ed 
hi s  r eques t .  
 Logan t ur ned hi s  head i n i nvi t at i on and she sank her  f angs  i nt o hi s  
neck.   She coul d f eel  t he i ns t ant  he came.   Hi s  bl ood f l owed i nt o her  as  hi s  
des i r e sent  her  over  t he edge as  wel l .   Jean Phi l i ppe l eaned over  her  f r om 
behi nd and bi t  her  neck i n or der  t o shar e what  she was  f eel i ng.   Rapt ur e 
spr ead over  and t hr oughout  her  body wi t h such i nt ens i t y t hat  f or  a moment  she 
wasn’ t  sur e of  her  sur r oundi ngs .  
 “Wow, ” Logan sai d br eat hl ess l y.   “That  was  amazi ng. ” 
 Lavi ni a smi l ed at  hi m whi l e Jean Phi l i ppe hel ped her  t o s t and.  
 Appar ent l y,  t hey made a l ot  of  noi se.   When t hey wer e f i ni shed t hey 
t ur ned t o f i nd Cher r y and Adam wi t h t hei r  f aces  pr essed agai ns t  t he gl ass ,  
t r yi ng t o see t hr ough t o t he ot her  s i de.  
 “Lavi ni a?” Adam cal l ed.   “I s  t hat  you?” 
 She l aughed.    
 “I  t hi nk you shoul d have been on t hi s  s i de. ” 

* * * * 



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           19 

 
   
   

 Thr ee days  l at er  t he s t or m was  s t i l l  t her e,  and so was  t he mons t er .   No 
one knew what  i t s  pur pose was ,  but  Jean Phi l i ppe f i nal l y managed t o get  i n 
t ouch wi t h t he vampi r e counci l .   Thei r  bes t  guess  was  t hat  i t  had ent er ed 
t hr ough a por t al  t o t he demon wor l d.   I t  was  a cr eat ur e of  r emar kabl e power .   
But  wor se yet  was  t he one who coul d cont r ol  such a beas t .   They sai d t hat  onl y 
a ver y power f ul  wi zar d woul d even be capabl e of  openi ng t he por t al ,  l et  al one 
cal l i ng f or t h somet hi ng l i ke t he Levi at han.    
 “Do you know of  any such wi zar d?” he asked.  
 “Synn. ” 
 One wor d.   That  was  t he onl y cl ue t hey had.   No sooner  had t he counci l  
gi ven Jean Phi l i ppe t he name t han i t  somehow f ound i t s  way t o t he s t r eet .   I t  
was  as  i f  wor d of  hi m spr ead by magi c at  j us t  t he ment i on of  hi s  name.   Peopl e 
began t o whi sper  about  t he wi zar d Synn.   Maybe he was  cont r ol l i ng t he beas t ,  
some sai d.   And s t i l l  ot her s  t hought  he coul d f i ght  i t .   As  t hey l i s t ened t o 
al l  of  t hi s  on t he news ,  t he mas t er  f ound hi msel f  over come wi t h mi r t h.  
 “Ha!   Good l uck wi t h t hat .   Humph,  get t i ng hi m t o f i ght  t he mons t er .   
HA! ” 
 “What  do you mean?” Lavi ni a asked.  
 “I f  t hi s  wi zar d s t i l l  exi s t s ,  and t hat ’ s  a bi g i f ,  he’ s  a f i end. ” 
 “How so?” 
 “I  t hought  Synn was  j us t  a f ai r yt al e unt i l  t he counci l  ment i oned hi m.   
Now t her e ar e r umor s  t hat  he l i ves  r i ght  her e i n Wi cked Ci t y.   Ri ght  under  our  
noses . ” 
 “Yes ,  but  how i s  he a f i end?” 
 “Accor di ng t o l egend,  t he guy sacr i f i ced hi s  own wi f e i n or der  t o obt ai n 
i mmor t al i t y. ” 
 “How f ucki ng s i ck i s  t hat ?” Logan chi med i n f r om acr oss  t he r oom.  
 Lavi ni a t hought  about  t hat  f or  a moment  and shi ver ed.   He sounded a l ot  
l i ke someone she used t o know.   Li ke someone she had made t he mi s t ake of  
get t i ng i nvol ved wi t h.   Then agai n j us t  about  ever y vi l l ai n seemed t o have 
somet hi ng i n common wi t h her  f or mer  l over .   He was  a bas t ar d.  
 “Ther e i s  one way t o know f or  sur e i f  a wi zar d i s  her e, ” Jean Phi l i ppe 
sai d.   “I  have t hi s  char m.   I ’ ve had i t  f or  year s  and never  used i t .   
Hones t l y,  I  t hought  wi zar ds  wer e ext i nct .   Anyway,  you t ake t hi s  char m and you 
hol d i t  up i nt o t he s t or m- - ” 
 “And get  s t r uck by l i ght ni ng?!   Have you l os t  your  mi nd?” Lavi ni a 
snapped.  
 Jean Phi l i ppe smi l ed r uef ul l y and hel d up hi s  hand f or  s i l ence.    
 “Let  me f i ni sh.   I f  t hi s  t hi ng act ual l y wor ks ,  t he l i ght ni ng won’ t  f l ow 
t hr ough i t .   I t  wi l l  empower  i t .   Then,  i t ’ s  supposed t o show you t he way.   
That  i s  … i f  t her e i s  a r eal  wi zar d ar ound and i f  i t  r eal l y wor ks . ” 
 “And i f  i t  doesn’ t ?” 
 “You mi ght  have a r eal l y bad ni ght . ” He shr ugged.   “But  i t ’ s  pr obabl y 
al l  bul l shi t  anyway.   What  wor r i es  me i s  how di d ever ybody el se hear  about  
hi m?  Am I  t he mas t er  of  t hi s  ci t y or  not ?  I f  he i s  her e,  how come I  di dn’ t  
know?” 
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 Lavi ni a wal ked t owar d t he bat hr oom,  t hen t ur ned back t o Jean Phi l i ppe.    
 “Maybe he di dn’ t  want  anyone t o know. ” 
 Someone who was  power f ul  enough t o cl oud t he mi nds  of  mas t er  vampi r es ,  
now t hat  was  somet hi ng t o wor r y about .   The r ai n came and went ,  but  al ways  
t her e wer e s t or m cl ouds  and l i ght ni ng and t he Levi at han swi mmi ng t hr ough i t .   
Lavi ni a kept  l ooki ng out  t he wi ndow.   I t  wasn’ t  t hat  she want ed t o see t he 
cr eat ur e.   She was  t r yi ng t o get  numb t o i t s  appear ance … t r yi ng t o wor k up 
her  ner ve f or  what  she pl anned t o do.  
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Chapt er  Thr ee 
 
 I t  di dn’ t  t ake much t o f i nd t he char m Jean Phi l i ppe was  t al ki ng about .   
I t  was  t he onl y odd pi ece of  j ewel r y she hadn’ t  seen hi m wear  bef or e and i t  
was  l ocked i n hi s  saf e.   She was  t he onl y one he had t r us t ed wi t h t he 
combi nat i on,  j us t  i n case somet hi ng happened t o hi m.   Of  cour se Lavi ni a was  
t r us t wor t hy.   She was  onl y af t er  t he char m,  not  ever yt hi ng el se he had hi dden.   
Bes i des ,  she pl anned t o r et ur n t he char m af t er  she was  f i ni shed.   I t  l ooked 
l i ke j us t  an ol d key on a neckl ace.   But  when she wal ked t owar d t he wi ndow 
wi t h i t ,  t he key began t o gl ow.   She had her  answer ,  now she j us t  needed t he 
cour age t o go out s i de.  
 Ever yone el se was  downst ai r s  pl ayi ng car ds .   The nor mal l y busy sex cl ub 
had t empor ar i l y cl osed i t s  door s .   I t  seemed not  many peopl e wer e i n t he mood 
s i nce t he mons t er  appear ed.   Ei t her  t hat  or  t hey wer e j us t  af r ai d t o go 
out s i de.   Accor di ng t o t he news  peopl e wer e r ef us i ng t o go t o wor k i n some 
pl aces ,  even qui t t i ng t hei r  j obs  t o avoi d goi ng out s i de.   The cr eat ur e hadn’ t  
har med anyone yet ,  but  t hat ’ s  not  t o say i t  wasn’ t  capabl e.   No one knew f or  
sur e.    
 She pul l ed on a pai r  of  bl ack pant s  and one of  t he mas t er ’ s  bl ack shi r t s  
bef or e s l i ppi ng on her  boot s  and openi ng t he door .   I n a mat t er  of  seconds  she 
was  out  on t he f i r e escape and cl i mbi ng up t o t he r oof .   Once t her e she caught  
s i ght  of  t he beas t  t hr ough f l ashes  of  l i ght ni ng.   I t  was  so f ar  away now t hat  
i t  al mos t  l ooked smal l .   Lavi ni a br eat hed a s i gh of  r el i ef .   That  meant  she 
had sever al  mi nut es  bef or e i t  ci r cl ed t hi s  way agai n.    
 She t ook t he neckl ace of f  and hel d t he key hi gh i nt o t he ai r .   Af t er  a 
mi nut e of  not hi ng but  get t i ng whi pped by r ai n and wi nd she was  s t ar t i ng t o 
f eel  s t upi d.   But  t hen i t  happened.   Li ght ni ng spl i t  t he sky.   I t  moved t owar d 
her  so f as t  she di dn’ t  even have t i me t o scr eam.   Al l  she di d manage t o do was  
cl ose her  eyes .  
 Tr embl i ng f i er cel y,  she l ooked up t o f i nd her  ar m s t i l l  ext ended and t he 
char m gl owi ng br i ght l y i n her  hand.   The l i ght ni ng was  gone.   Not hi ng was  
s i nged ar ound her  and she was  compl et el y unhar med.    
 “How i s  t hat  poss i bl e?” she mumbl ed.    
 About  t hat  t i me t he mons t er  l et  out  a t er r i bl e scr eech,  audi bl e even at  
such a di s t ance.   I t  mus t  have known what  she was  doi ng because i t  l ooked 
r eal l y pi ssed of f .   I t  r ear ed back i t s  ugl y head and s t ar t ed her  way.  
 “Come on,  damn i t .   Wher e’ s  t he wi zar d?” 
 The key gl owed so br i ght  i t  was  near l y bl i ndi ng.   I n an i ns t ant  a beam 
of  l i ght  shot  f r om t he t i p of  t he key and s t r ai ght  acr oss  t own.   I t  onl y 
l as t ed f or  a second.   Af t er  t hat  t he key l ooked nor mal  agai n and she was  out  
of  t i me.   The mons t er  was  so cl ose t hat  she coul d smel l  i t s  f oul  s t ench and 
f ear  gr i pped her  l i ke a phys i cal  t hi ng.  
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 She t ur ned t o f i nd Jean Phi l i ppe r aci ng ont o t he r oof  behi nd her .    
 “Lavi ni a,  what ’ s  goi ng on?  What  ar e you doi ng up her e?” 
 “Jean,  r un! ” 
 He l ooked up and saw t he mons t er  and a l ook of  r age passed over  hi s  
f eat ur es .  
 “I  wi l l  not . ” 
 Hi s  eyes  began t o gl ow sol i d gr een and he s t epped i n f r ont  of  her .  
 “What  ar e you doi ng?!   We have t o get  i ns i de! ” 
 Lavi ni a t r i ed t o pul l  hi m,  but  i t  was  usel ess .   The mas t er  meant  t o 
s t and hi s  gr ound.  
 “I  don’ t  t hi nk he can come t hi s  cl ose. ” 
 “So you’ r e goi ng t o pl ay chi cken wi t h a mons t er ?! ” 
 The beas t  l et  out  anot her  yel l  and dove s t r ai ght  t owar d t he r oof  wher e 
t hey s t ood.   Lavi ni a f el l  t o her  knees  behi nd Jean Phi l i ppe,  but  he s t ood hi s  
gr ound.   He s t ar ed up i nt o t he f ace of  t he mons t er  and l aughed at  i t s  snappi ng 
j aws .  
 “Somet hi ng i s  keepi ng hi m out , ” he sai d cal ml y.   “Jus t  as  I  suspect ed.   
I  don’ t  know i f  t hi s  wi zar d i s  cont r ol l i ng hi m or  not .   But  some magi c i s  
keepi ng hi m at  bay. ” 
 Lavi ni a was  shaki ng uncont r ol l abl y.   She hat ed sea cr eat ur es .   They wer e 
t he onl y t hi ngs  t o ever  r eal l y scar e her  and t hi s  was  j us t  t oo much t o t ake.    
 “Get  me away f r om t hat  mons t er , ” she sai d,  keepi ng her  eyes  on t he 
gr ound.   “Get  me away now,  Jean or  I ’ m goi ng t o l ose i t . ” 
 He gat her ed her  i n hi s  ar ms  and car r i ed her  back i ns i de.   Much l at er  he 
asked i f  she was  abl e t o use t he char m.  
 “Di d i t  wor k?” 
 “I  di dn’ t  get  a chance t o f i nd out . ”  
 She wasn’ t  sur e why she’ d j us t  l i ed t o hi m.   Oddl y enough,  i t  seemed 
l i ke t he r i ght  t hi ng t o do.   At  l eas t  f or  t he moment .   Lavi ni a want ed t o see 
t hi s  wi zar d f or  her sel f  bef or e she t ur ned hi m over  t o t he mas t er .   Because t he 
mas t er  woul d t ur n hi m over  t o t he counci l  and whet her  he was  gui l t y or  not ,  
t hat  mos t  l i kel y woul d mean hi s  deat h.  
 Once wor d got  out  t hat  t he mons t er  coul dn’ t  act ual l y come i nt o t he ci t y,  
l i f e got  back t o some sembl ance of  nor mal cy.   Wel l ,  as  nor mal  as  t hi ngs  coul d 
be wi t h a gi ant  mons t er  ci r cl i ng t he ci t y and a s t or m t hat  r ef used t o go away.   
The onl y t hi ng Jean Phi l i ppe was  abl e t o f i nd out  f or  sur e about  t he wi zar d 
was  t hat  no one had ever  seen hi s  f ace.   At  l eas t ,  not  i n r ecent  hi s t or y.   No 
one knew what  he l ooked l i ke or  even i f  he was  def i ni t el y s t i l l  al i ve.   St i l l ,  
r umor s  wer e spr eadi ng l i ke wi l df i r e acr oss  t he ci t y.  
 Someone had t o be hel pi ng t hem spr ead,  because i t  sur e as  hel l  wasn’ t  
hi m.   Peopl e wer e sayi ng t hat  Synn was  r espons i bl e f or  t hei r  pr esent  
mi s f or t une.   I t  had become t he gener al  consensus  t hat  he was  evi l  and he was  
i n cont r ol  of  t he mons t er .   News r epor t s  wer e s t ar t i ng t o specul at e t hat  he 
was  hol di ng t he ci t y f or  r ansom.   Onl y he hadn’ t  come f or war d wi t h any 
demands .   The good news  was  t hat  t he mons t er  coul dn’ t  get  i n.   The bad news  
was ,  t hey coul dn’ t  get  out .   I t  was  as  i f  an i nvi s i bl e wal l  bl ocked Wi cked 
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Ci t y f r om t he r es t  of  t he wor l d.   Peopl e coul d s t i l l  get  i n,  much t o t hei r  
di smay.   But  t hey coul dn’ t  l eave.  
 I t  had been a week and a hal f  now and no one was  any cl oser  t o a 
sol ut i on.   They wer e al so not  any cl oser  t o l ear ni ng about  t he wi zar d.   
Ever yone f r om demonol ogi s t s  t o pr i es t s  had t r i ed t o get  r i d of  t he mons t er .   
They’ d even cal l ed i n t he Nat i onal  Guar d.   But  not hi ng wor ked.    
 Lavi ni a had r et ur ned t o her  pent house and t her e she sat ,  wonder i ng what  
t o do next .   She s t i l l  r emember ed wher e t he l i ght  had shown and i t  wasn’ t  
t er r i bl y f ar  f r om wher e she was .   I t  coul dn’ t  hur t  t o go t ake a l ook,  coul d 
i t ? 
 What ever  she wor e was  l i kel y t o get  wet  anyway.   So she di dn’ t  put  much 
t hought  i nt o her  at t i r e.   She put  on a pai r  of  dar k j eans  and a bl ack 
t ur t l eneck bef or e headi ng out .   Rat her  t han br i ngi ng a weapon or  bi nocul ar s ,  
she deci ded t o t ake a scope f r om one of  her  guns .   I t  was  eas i er  t o car r y and 
she was  used t o l ooki ng t hr ough i t .   Bi nocul ar s  f el t  t oo much l i ke spyi ng on 
someone.   Looki ng t hr ough a scope f el t  mor e l i ke … wor k.  
 She was  a l i t t l e bi t  hungr y,  but  t hi s  woul dn’ t  t ake al l  ni ght .   Ther e 
woul d be t i me t o eat  l at er .   She j us t  want ed t o see i f  t her e was  r eal l y a 
wi zar d i n Wi cked Ci t y.   So havi ng no i dea what  he l ooked l i ke,  she pos i t i oned 
her sel f  on a r oof t op and wai t ed f or  hi m t o appear .   She was  di r ect l y acr oss  
f r om wher e t he l i ght  had poi nt ed.   As  bes t  she coul d t el l ,  t he bui l di ng acr oss  
f r om her  was  compl et el y empt y.   No l i ght s  wer e on,  t hough she coul d see 
f ur ni t ur e so someone l i ved t her e.   Ther e was  not hi ng over l y suspi ci ous  about  
t he pl ace.   No voodoo dol l s  l yi ng about  or  odd symbol s  pai nt ed over  t he door .    
 Whi l e she cont i nued t o f ocus  t he scope i n or der  t o peer  t hr ough t he 
wi ndow,  t he Levi at han f l ew over head.   I t  gr owl ed as  i f  i t  r emember ed her  and 
t hough Lavi ni a shook wi t h f ear ,  she r ef used t o l ook up and acknowl edge i t .  
 A shor t  whi l e l at er  i t  s t ar t ed r ai ni ng agai n.   She was  f r eezi ng and 
soaked t hr ough and j us t  about  t o gi ve up when she saw someone i n t he al l ey.   
I t  was  def i ni t el y a man.   He was  t al l  wi t h br oad shoul der s .   He was  al so 
wear i ng a l ong coat  and a hood.   She coul dn’ t  see hi s  f ace,  or  even hi s  hai r  
col or ,  but  he had ni ce hands .   The ni ght  was  col d,  but  he r emoved hi s  gl oves  
when he s t opped i n f r ont  of  t he door .   Thi s  wasn’ t  s t r ange i n i t sel f ,  but  he 
di dn’ t  use a key t o get  i ns i de.   He waved hi s  hand i n f r ont  of  t he knob and 
t he door  opened i t sel f .  
 Lavi ni a want ed t o seek shel t er ,  but  she al so want ed t o obser ve hi m f or  a 
l i t t l e l onger .   Jus t  because she was  a vampi r e di dn’ t  mean she di dn’ t  f eel  t he 
col d.   I t  j us t  meant  she woul dn’ t  di e f r om i t .   She adj us t ed t he scope and 
l ooked t owar d t he wi ndow once mor e.   He r emoved hi s  coat ,  but  hi s  back was  
s t i l l  t ur ned.   Wow.   Those shoul der s  wer en’ t  j us t  paddi ng.   But  she s t i l l  
coul dn’ t  see hi s  f ace.    
 He r an a hand t hr ough hi s  hai r ,  shaki ng i t  out .   I t  l ooked shaggy and 
wavy and al mos t  shoul der  l engt h.   But  because i t  was  wet  she coul dn’ t  t el l  t he 
col or  f or  sur e.   I t  l ooked bl ack.   Then agai n unl ess  i t  was  super  bl ond,  mos t  
peopl e’ s  hai r  di d l ook bl ack when wet .  
 He t ook of f  hi s  shi r t  and Lavi ni a wasn’ t  pr epar ed f or  her  r eact i on.   I f  
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br eat hi ng was  necessar y f or  her  t o l i ve,  t hen she woul d have f ound i t  
di f f i cul t  at  t he moment .   And al t hough i t  wasn’ t  necessar y f or  her  hear t  t o 
beat  ei t her ,  j us t  t he s i ght  of  hi m had put  her s  i nt o over dr i ve.   She coul dn’ t  
r emember  t he l as t  t i me her  hear t  had r un away l i ke t hi s .   Not  s i nce … Wel l ,  
not  s i nce she was  al i ve.  
 The muscl es  of  hi s  back r i ppl ed and f l exed as  he bent  t o r emove hi s  
shoes .   He had l ot s  of  scar s .   I t  l ooked l i ke he’ d been s t abbed a f ew t i mes  
and qui t e poss i bl y cl awed by some sor t  of  mons t er .   But  t hat  di dn’ t  di s t r act  
f r om how beaut i f ul l y put  t oget her  he was .   I f  t hi s  was  Synn,  t hen she was  i n 
t r oubl e.   Someone so power f ul  and r umor ed t o be so evi l  shoul d not  make her  
ache wi t h l ongi ng.   I t  was  t he f i r s t  t i me her  hear t  had beat  i n so l ong.   But  
why?  She wasn’ t  s t ar ved f or  t he s i ght  of  naked f l esh.   She’ d seen pl ent y.   
But  al l  Lavi ni a coul d t hi nk of  now was  how much she want ed hi m t o f i ni sh 
s t r i ppi ng.   Go ahead,  j us t  t ake of f  t hose pant s .  
 I ns t ead he wal ked down t he hal l  and out  of  her  s i ght .   She coul dn’ t  hel p 
t he di sappoi nt ment .   And at  t he same t i me she scol ded her sel f .   Thi s  man mi ght  
not  even be Synn and her e she was  spyi ng on hi m.   Not  onl y t hat ,  but  wai t i ng 
f or  hi m t o get  naked.   Even i f  he t ur ned out  t o be Synn,  t hat  s t i l l  di dn’ t  
make i t  r i ght .   She wasn’ t  sur e how t he door  opened.   That  wasn’ t  def i ni t e 
pr oof ,  j us t  odd.   Si nce she had never  seen a wi zar d,  she hones t l y di dn’ t  know 
what  t o l ook f or .   But  she was  cer t ai n t he answer  woul d not  be f ound wai t i ng 
ar ound t o see hi s  di ck.   Then agai n,  answer s  wer e over r at ed.    
 She wai t ed onl y a moment  l onger  bef or e deci di ng i t  was  t i me t o go.   What  
i f  t hi s  was  Synn?  And what  i f  ever yt hi ng she’ d hear d was  t r ue?  How coul d t he 
f i r s t  man t o make her  hear t  beat  i n cent ur i es  be capabl e of  ki l l i ng hi s  own 
wi f e?  Come t o t hi nk of  i t ,  t he l as t  man t o make her  f eel  t hi s  way had ki l l ed 
her .   Maybe t hi s  l i ne of  t hi nki ng wasn’ t  good.   She needed a di s t r act i on and a 
qui ck bi t e.  
 On her  way home Lavi ni a s t opped by A Whi t er  Shade of  Pal e.   Judas  coul d 
t el l  by t he l ook i n her  eyes  t hat  she hadn’ t  come f or  t he Re- Vi t a Li f e.   She 
appr oached t he count er  s l owl y and he t ook i n t he way she l i cked her  l i ps ,  t he 
sway of  her  hi ps .   She was  s t al ki ng her  pr ey.   Lucky hi m.   Lavi ni a r an a hand 
t hr ough her  l ong dar k hai r  and wat er  dr opl et s  spl ashed ont o t he bar  as  she 
l eaned f or war d.    
 “Judas ,  sweet hear t ,  coul d I  t r oubl e you f or  a bi t e?” 
 Her  voi ce f l oat ed over  hi m l i ke a second pai r  of  hands  and came t o r es t  
r i ght  over  hi s  cr ot ch.  
 “No t r oubl e at  al l . ” 
 He l oved i t  when she f ed f r om hi m.   I t  was  unl i ke anyt hi ng he had ever  
exper i enced.   I t  wasn’ t  j us t  sex.   I t  was  much bet t er .   As  soon as  t hey wer e 
al one i n hi s  of f i ce,  Judas  coul d t el l  i t  wasn’ t  sex she was  af t er  t oni ght .   
She woul d l et  her  voi ce t ouch hi m as  onl y a succubus  coul d.   Lavi ni a sat  on 
t he desk and r eached f or  hi m.   She began t o whi sper  t hi ngs  t o hi m i n a l ong 
f or got t en l anguage.   Even t hough he di dn’ t  under s t and t he wor ds ,  hi s  body di d 
and t hat  was  al l  t hat  mat t er ed.   She coul d f eed f r om hi s  des i r e wi t hout  ever  
t aki ng hi s  bl ood,  but  Judas  l oved t o be bi t t en.    



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           25 

 
   
   

 She wr apped her  ar ms  ar ound hi m and he pul l ed back hi s  hai r  t o al l ow her  
access .   She l i cked and ki ssed acr oss  hi s  ski n.   Al l  t he whi l e she spoke 
sof t l y t o hi m.   Her  voi ce washed over  and t hr ough hi m,  up and down hi s  l egs ,  
cons t ant l y s t r oki ng bet ween hi s  t hi ghs .   Thi s  was  amazi ng,  but  t her e was  
somet hi ng di f f er ent  about  her  t oni ght .   He cl osed hi s  eyes  and l i s t ened 
car ef ul l y.   Ther e was  a t ender ness  i n her  voi ce t hat  he had never  hear d 
bef or e,  a sof t  and desper at e edge t o her  t ouch.   She needed somet hi ng,  but  i t  
wasn’ t  hi s  body.   I t  was  al mos t  as  i f  she hunger ed f or  hi s  soul .    
 Lavi ni a coul d f eel  t he change i n hi m.   She coul d t el l  he had s t opped 
enj oyi ng t he moment  ent i r el y and was  at  l eas t  hal f way payi ng at t ent i on t o her  
voi ce.   Per haps  she had gi ven t oo much away.   Bef or e he coul d ask ques t i ons  
she sank her  t eet h i nt o hi s  neck.   Judas  r an hi s  hand bet ween her  t hi ghs  and 
cupped her  pussy t hr ough her  j eans .   That  was  al l  i t  t ook.   She came har d and 
her  r el ease t r ansf er r ed t o hi m t hr ough her  bi t e.    
 Af t er  f r esheni ng up and dr yi ng of f  a bi t ,  she wal ked back i nt o t he 
of f i ce t o f i nd hi m wai t i ng f or  her .  
 “Somet hi ng i s  di f f er ent  about  you t oni ght , ” he sai d sof t l y.   “I  sensed … 
emot i on.   What  has  changed?” 
 I t  wasn’ t  an accusat i on,  j us t  a s i mpl e ques t i on.   She and Judas  had 
known each ot her  f or  a hundr ed year s .   I t  was  onl y nor mal  t hat  he woul d not i ce 
a change i n her .  
 He moved f or war d and pl aced hi s  hand on her  shoul der .   For  some s t r ange 
r eason i t  made her  want  t o cr y.    
 “I n a hundr ed year s  you have never  t ouched me t he way you di d t oni ght  … 
and you di dn’ t  even use your  hands . ” 
 “I  saw someone t oni ght , ” she sai d sof t l y.   “Someone who made me … f eel  
t hi ngs . ” 
 “Li ke what ?” 
 “I  can’ t  …” 
 “What  di d he l ook l i ke?” 
 “I  don’ t  know.   I  never  even saw hi s  f ace. ” She paused bef or e admi t t i ng,  
“But  he made my hear t  beat  agai n. ” 
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Chapt er  Four  
 
 Judas  di dn’ t  know what  t o say,  so he di dn’ t  say anyt hi ng at  al l .   He 
di dn’ t  know t he whol e s t or y,  but  he knew t hat  Lavi ni a had been hur t  bad 
bef or e.   Bad enough t hat  she hadn’ t  l oved anyone i n al l  t hese year s .   He was  
al r i ght  wi t h her  not  l ovi ng hi m,  but  t hat  di dn’ t  mean he was  al r i ght  wi t h 
seei ng her  get  hur t .    

* * * * 
 I t  was  bar el y dar k t he next  ni ght  bef or e Lavi ni a r et ur ned t o wat ch t he 
man who mi ght  be Synn.   Thi s  t i me he was  al r eady home.   Once she pos i t i oned 
her sel f  on t he r oof  and zoomed i n wi t h her  scope,  she f ound hi m maki ng cof f ee.   
He was  wear i ng a l ong,  dar k pur pl e r obe and hi s  back was  t ur ned agai n.   He 
must  have j us t  got t en out  of  t he shower ,  because hi s  hai r  was  wet  agai n and 
s t i l l  l ooked bl ack.   She had never  seen hi s  f ace and yet  she somehow mour ned 
t he l oss .   I t  was  as  i f  somet hi ng had been t aken away f r om her ,  t hough she’ d 
never  r eal l y had i t .   
 Lavi ni a wat ched as  he added cr eam and sugar  t o t he cup and s t i r r ed i t  
wi t h hi s  f i nger .   He t ur ned onl y s l i ght l y t o l i ck hi s  f i nger  and she got  her  
f i r s t  gl i mpse of  hi s  f ace.   Ful l ,  per f ect  l i ps  t hat  cur l ed s l i ght l y as  i f  he 
wer e t hi nki ng of  somet hi ng t hat  made hi m want  t o smi l e.   He had a s t r ong,  but  
not  over power i ng chi n and a l ong,  aqui l i ne nose.   Hi s  br ows  wer e hi gh wi t h 
j us t  t he r i ght  amount  of  cur ve.   He t ook a s i p of  cof f ee,  l i cked hi s  l i ps  and 
Lavi ni a’ s  hear t  s t ar t ed doi ng car t wheel s .    
 He t ur ned t owar d t he wi ndow,  but  shadows obscur ed t he r i ght  s i de of  hi s  
f ace.   I t  was  as  i f  t he shadows f ol l owed hi m so t hat  she coul dn’ t  see bot h 
s i des .   What  was  he hi di ng?  He l eaned f or war d t o pi ck up a book f r om t he 
cof f ee t abl e and hi s  r obe f el l  open,  r eveal i ng hi s  ches t .   He had a f ew scar s  
her e,  but  not  many.   And none t hat  coul d mar  t he r i dges  and cur ves  of  hi s  
gor geous  body.    
 Lavi ni a wat ched whi l e he dr ank cof f ee and r ead.   She wasn’ t  sur e how 
l ong she sat  t her e or  exact l y why she was  wat chi ng hi m.   She f ound her sel f  
s t udyi ng hi s  hands  as  he s l owl y t ur ned t he pages ,  scanni ng wor ds  her e and 
t her e wi t h a f i nger .   And she wat ched hi m l i ck hi s  l i ps .   I t  was  obvi ous l y a 
ner vous  ges t ur e.   But  what  about  t he book was  maki ng hi m ner vous? 
 She want ed hi m t o t ake of f  t he r obe,  but  mor e t han t hat  she want ed t o 
know hi m.   For  t he f i r s t  t i me i n year s  she r eal l y want ed t o know someone i n 
mor e t han j us t  t he car nal  sense of  t he wor d.   She l ooked ar ound at  t he r oom 
behi nd hi m.   The expl os i on of  col or  made her  r eal i ze how pl ai n her  pent house 
was .   He was  sur r ounded by pur pl e of  al l  shades ,  gr een her e and t her e,  and 
r ed.   Ther e wer e f r esh f l ower s  on t he t abl e and t hei r  s t ar k whi t e col or  made a 
beaut i f ul  cont r as t  t o t he r es t  of  t he r oom.   The whol e pl ace l ooked and f el t  
al i ve,  and so di d he.    
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 Her  pent house was  f i l l ed wi t h whi t e,  bl ack,  and cr eam.   The onl y 
var i at i on was  a bi t  of  gol d her e and t her e.   Ther e was  har dl y any f ur ni t ur e at  
al l .   I t  di dn’ t  l ook l i ke a home r eal l y,  but  i t  was  f unct i onal .   Now t hat  she 
saw t he i ns i de of  hi s  house she r eal i zed how col d her  sur r oundi ngs  wer e.   
Li f el ess  was  t he wor d t hat  came t o mi nd.   She was  j us t  about  t o go home when 
he r ose suddenl y and put  down t he book.  
 He t ur ned t o t he wi ndow and t her e was  pur pose i n hi s  movement s .   He 
wal ked r i ght  up t o t he gl ass  and put  a hand over  t he sash on hi s  r obe.   Wi t h 
one swi f t  mot i on he opened i t  and wi t h a casual  shr ug,  l et  i t  f al l  t o t he 
f l oor .    
 Her  mout h wat er ed and her  hear t  f el t  r eady t o br eak t hr ough her  r i bs .   
The cur ve of  hi s  hi p was  what  dr ew her  at t ent i on f i r s t .   The muscul ar  cur ve 
t her e made her  want  t o t ouch hi m even mor e.   But  t hen her  eyes  f el l  t o hi s  
cock.   Long,  t hi ck and f ul l .   What  an i mpr ess i ve s i ght .   She cl osed her  eyes  
and coul d al mos t  f eel  her  f i nger s  wr appi ng ar ound i t .  
 He s t ood t her e f or  a moment ,  compl et el y unashamed as  he s t ar ed out  i nt o 
t he ni ght .   Coul d he see her ?  Di d he know he was  bei ng wat ched?  I f  he di d,  
he di dn’ t  seem t o mi nd.   Af t er  sever al  mi nut es  he l ef t  t he r obe on t he f l oor  
and gr acef ul l y l ef t  t he r oom.    

* * * * 
 Lavi ni a s t i l l  di dn’ t  have pr oof  t hat  he was  a wi zar d.   She t ol d her sel f  
t hat  was  t he r eason she r et ur ned ni ght  af t er  ni ght .   Af t er  a week she r eal i zed 
t hat  she was  pi ni ng f or  hi m.   She hunger ed so deepl y f or  t he t ouch of  t hi s  
s t r anger  t hat  l i t t l e el se f i l t er ed t hr ough her  t hought s .   She had been at  
peace wi t h her  l i f e,  or  l ack t her e of ,  and what  she was  f or  so l ong t hat  i t  
t ook her  a whi l e t o r ecogni ze t he t ur moi l  she was  i n.   She had f or got t en t hat  
one per son coul d f eel  so many t hi ngs  at  once.   The unexpect ed f l ut t er i ng she 
f el t  now was  new t o her  al l  over  agai n.  
 She hadn’ t  f ound evi dence yet ,  but  she knew somehow t hat  t hi s  t r ul y was  
Synn.   Whet her  he was  a f r i end or  enemy r emai ned t o be seen.   She t r i ed t o 
f i nd ot her  t hi ngs  t o do,  t o f i nd r easons  t o s t ay at  home.   But  t he s t or m 
coul dn’ t  r age enough t o keep her  f r om hi m and t he mons t er  j us t  di dn’ t  scar e 
her  enough t o keep her  i ndoor s  anymor e.   I t  had been a l ong t i me s i nce she 
hadn’ t  been abl e t o possess  t he man she des i r ed and Lavi ni a wasn’ t  used t o t he 
sensat i on.  
 She s t ood on t he r oof t op f or  t he sevent h ni ght  i n a r ow.   And as  she 
wat ched hi m t hr ough t he wi ndow,  she f i nal l y l os t  cont r ol .   He mi ght  be her  
enemy and f or  t hat  r eason she coul d not  r eveal  her sel f  compl et el y.   But  she 
coul d have t hi s  ni ght .   Her e i n t he dar kness  he coul d be her s  and wi t h t he 
l i ght  of  dawn,  no one woul d know what  had passed bet ween t hem i n t he ni ght .    
 Lavi ni a s t r et ched her  ar ms  wi de and r el eased her  power .   She l et  her  
t hought s  car r y on t he wi nd l i ke a sof t  per f ume.   And wi t h her  voi ce she cal l ed 
t o hi m sof t l y.  
 “Come t o me.   Let  me see you … Let  me t ouch you.   I  wi l l  do you no 
har m. ” 
 Her  voi ce car r i ed t o hi m,  even i ns i de t he house.   The bui l di ng was  
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pr ot ect ed f r om har mf ul  magi c,  but  he di dn’ t  need t hat  r eassur ance t o know t hat  
whoever  cal l ed t o hi m meant  no har m.   Wor ds  f l owed over  and t hr ough hi m l i ke a 
pai r  of  vel vet  cover ed hands ,  car ess i ng hi m.   Ther e was  l us t  i n t hi s  magi c,  
but  mor e t han t hat  … t her e was  t ender ness .   I t  was  t he t ender ness  t hat  made 
hi m open t he door .  
 I t  was  not  t he wor ds  she spoke,  nor  her  cons i der abl e power  t hat  hel d 
sway over  t he wi zar d.   I t  was  t he l ongi ng he f el t  when she cal l ed out  t o hi m.   
I t  had been t oo l ong s i nce anyone car ed f or  hi m.   Too l ong s i nce anyone even 
knew of  hi s  exi s t ence.    
 Lavi ni a was  s t andi ng i n t he al l ey by t he t i me he opened t he door .   She 
gasped as  l i ght  spi l l ed f r om t he door way and ont o t he s t r eet .   Rai n pel t ed 
agai ns t  her  ski n l i ke i ce and bounced of f  of  hi s  br oad shoul der s  as  he wal ked 
t owar d her .   Hi s  f ace was  cas t  downwar d,  out  of  t he l i ght  and t he wi nd whi pped 
hi s  hai r  about  maki ng hi m l ook l i ke somet hi ng wi l d.  
 She was  car ef ul  t o keep her sel f  i n shadow as  wel l .   He s t opped r i ght  i n 
f r ont  of  her .   He was  wel l  over  s i x f eet  t al l .   Hi s  pr esence domi nat ed t he 
al l ey and hi s  s i ze made her  f eel  smal l  and hel pl ess .   Hel pl ess  was  not  
somet hi ng she was  used t o bei ng.   Lavi ni a knew i n t hat  i ns t ant  t hat  her  power  
had not  br ought  hi m t o her .   He had chosen t o come.  
 Synn l ooked down at  t he dar k hai r ed beaut y and was  unsur e what  t o t hi nk 
of  her .   He coul dn’ t  get  a good l ook at  her ,  but  he di dn’ t  need good l i ght i ng 
t o know t hat  she was  beaut i f ul .   Long ebony hai r  t ossed about  on t he ni ght  
wi nd and whi pped acr oss  a l usci ous  set  of  cher r y l i ps .   He coul d f eel  hi msel f  
gr owi ng har d j us t  l ooki ng at  her .   And when she smi l ed he under s t ood t he power  
he had f el t .   She was  a vampi r e.   How i nt er es t i ng.    
 “Who ar e you and why have you cal l ed me?”  
 Hi s  voi ce was  deep and war mer  t han t he heat  she f el t  r i s i ng f r om hi s  
body.   Lavi ni a had no answer .   At  l eas t ,  none she coul d put  i nt o wor ds .   So 
she di dn’ t  say anyt hi ng at  al l .   She l eaned i nt o hi m and t hat  f i r s t  cont act  
sent  a t hr i l l  t hr ough her  ent i r e body.   She s t ood on t i pt oe and he bent  down 
t o accommodat e her ,  l et t i ng her  ki ss  hi m f or  t he ver y f i r s t  t i me.   The gent l e 
t ouch of  hi s  l i ps  r ocked her  t o t he cor e.   So many men had ki ssed her  and yet  
she knew i n t hat  i ns t ant  t hat  she had never  r eal l y been ki ssed bef or e.  
 He t as t ed l i ke cof f ee,  sugar  and … t ear s .   Ther e was  a sor r ow deep 
wi t hi n hi m and Lavi ni a coul d f eel  i t  when he t ouched her .   She r an her  hands  
i ns i de hi s  coat  and began t o pul l  hi s  shi r t  out  of  hi s  pant s .   She was  
desper at e f or  t he f eel  of  hi s  bar e ski n.  
 He wr apped hi s  ar ms  ar ound her  wai s t ,  and moaned as  he deepened t he 
ki ss .   He deci ded i t  di dn’ t  mat t er  why t hi s  beaut i f ul  vampi r e want ed hi m.   She 
must  be t he one he’ d f el t  wat chi ng hi m f or  t he pas t  week.   And he was  goi ng t o 
l et  her  have hi m bef or e she changed her  mi nd.   Bef or e she saw hi s  f ace.  
 He t ook of f  hi s  gl oves  and put  t hem i n hi s  coat  pocket .   He needed t o 
f eel  her  ski n.  
 Lavi ni a gasped as  he r an hi s  hands  under neat h her  shi r t .   He was  war m 
and hi s  t ouch was  gent l e.   No mat t er  what  anyone sai d,  t hese wer e not  t he 
hands  of  a madman or  a f i end.   No one coul d t ouch a woman l i ke he was  t ouchi ng 
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her  af t er  havi ng ki l l ed someone he l oved.   I t  j us t  wasn’ t  poss i bl e.   He 
uncl asped her  br a and r an hi s  hands  over  her  br eas t s ,  caus i ng t he ni ppl es  t o 
har den i ns t ant l y.    
 Lavi ni a r an her  hand up and down t he f r ont  of  hi s  pant s  and t hat  was  al l  
i t  t ook.    
 He under s t ood what  she needed and i t  wasn’ t  f or epl ay,  not  now.   For  
what ever  r eason,  she needed hi m.   Her  t ouch made hi m want  t o t ake her  r i ght  
t her e agai ns t  t he wal l .   But  i t  was  what  he f el t  i n her  ki ss  t hat  pushed hi m 
over  t he edge.  
 He s t epped back t o l et  her  unzi p hi s  pant s ,  but  he pul l ed away when she 
r eached f or  hi s  f ace.    
 Lavi ni a want ed t o at  l eas t  t ouch hi s  f ace,  but  she di dn’ t  t r y t o push 
t he i s sue.   What  she needed most  of  al l  was  t he f eel  of  hi s  hot  f l esh i ns i de 
of  her .   And t hat  he seemed mor e t han wi l l i ng t o gi ve.   She cl osed her  eyes  as  
he put  hi s  hands  under neat h t he hem of  her  cal f - l engt h ski r t  and pushed i t  up 
ar ound her  hi ps .   He hooked one f i nger  i n her  bl ack l ace pant i es  and pul l ed 
t hem as i de wi t h a gr owl .    
 Lavi ni a t i pped her  pel vi s  f or war d and moaned as  hi s  mout h cover ed her  
pussy.   Sex had been mor e i nt ense ever  s i nce she was  t ur ned,  but  i t  had never  
f el t  t hi s  way.   She ached al mos t  i ns t ant l y f or  r el ease.   And when he s l i pped 
one l ong f i nger  i ns i de her  she came.  
 He gr abbed her  ass  wi t h one hand,  pr ess i ng her  har der  i nt o hi s  mout h and 
she scr eamed.   He shook hi s  head back and f or t h as  he sucked at  her  cl i t ,  
gr owl i ng and devour i ng her  l i ke an ani mal .   Yes!   Thi s  was  what  she needed.    
 He r ose suddenl y,  l i f t i ng her  agai ns t  t he wal l .   I n one i ns t ant  he 
pi nned her  wi t h bot h hi s  l i ps  and hi s  r ock har d cock.   He was  huge.   Lavi ni a 
hel d ont o hi m,  wr appi ng her  ar ms  ar ound hi s  shoul der s  as  he dr ew back s l owl y.  
 “Di d I  hur t  you?” he whi sper ed,  hi s  voi ce hoar se wi t h des i r e.  
 She shook her  head and he t hr us t  i nt o her  agai n.   She wr apped her  l egs  
ar ound hi m and r an one hand over  t he muscl es  of  hi s  back.   She coul d f eel  hi m 
t ens i ng and knew he was  cl ose t o comi ng.   Hi s  des i r e cour sed t hr ough her ,  
sweet er  t han anyt hi ng she had ever  t as t ed.   And even t hough he whi sper ed,  “You 
can bi t e me i f  you need t o, ” i t  wasn’ t  necessar y.  
 “You’ r e enough, ” she moaned agai ns t  hi s  l i ps .  
 A shudder i ng br eat h escaped hi m and he cl ung t o her  as  he came.   Not hi ng 
she coul d have sai d t o hi m coul d have poss i bl y meant  mor e t han t hose wor ds .   
Not hi ng he had ever  done had ever  been enough.   And her e she was ,  t hi s  
beaut i f ul  s t r anger ,  t el l i ng hi m exact l y what  he needed t o hear .   He pr essed 
hi s  f ace agai ns t  her  shoul der ,  hi s  t ear s  bl endi ng wi t h t he col d r ai n.    
 When he f i nal l y pul l ed back f r om her ,  hi s  hear t  ached.   He l ower ed her  
s l owl y and t ur ned hi s  back whi l e she s t r ai ght ened her  cl ot hes  and he di d t he 
same.   He knew bet t er  t han t o ask f or  her  number .   Thi s  woman obvi ous l y di dn’ t  
want  t o make her sel f  known.   She woul d l i kel y di sappear  i nt o t he ni ght  and 
he’ d never  see her  agai n.   Jus t  t he t hought  made hi m f eel  hear t br oken.   Sur el y 
someone who made hi m f eel  t hi s  way coul d not  l eave hi m so eas i l y.  
 He r emai ned s t andi ng wi t h hi s  back t ur ned,  unsur e of  what  t o do unt i l  he 



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           30 

 
   
   

f el t  her  ar ms  ar ound hi m.   Ther e wer e so many emot i ons  i n t hat  t ouch,  i n t he 
gent l e squeeze she gave hi s  wai s t  bef or e r el eas i ng hi m.  
 “Thank you, ” she whi sper ed.  
 And j us t  l i ke t hat ,  she was  gone.   He t ur ned ar ound and f ound not hi ng 
but  t he r ai n.   Synn t ur ned up t he col l ar  of  hi s  coat ,  f eel i ng col der  t han he 
had bef or e and t ur ned back t owar d hi s  home.   The door  s t i l l  s t ood open and hi s  
l ong dar k shadow spi l l ed acr oss  t he s t r eet ,  al l  t he way t o t he ent r ance of  t he 
al l ey.    
 He t ur ned back j us t  bef or e cl os i ng t he door  and whi sper ed,  “Dr eam of  
me. ” 
 I n t he t wo hundr ed pl us  year s  she had been a vampi r e,  Lavi ni a had never  
dr eamed.   When t he dawn came she was  r eal l y and t r ul y dead t o t he wor l d.   Or  
so she had t hought .   Now her  mi nd was  f i l l ed wi t h t he t ouch of  l i ps  she coul d 
s t i l l  t as t e and hands  t hat  had bur ned her  wi t h t hei r  f i r e.   Synn was  a f or ce 
of  nat ur e,  j us t  l i ke t he s t or m t hat  r aged ar ound t hem.   He had swept  over  her ,  
t ur ni ng her  emot i ons  i nt o chaos ,  j us t  l i ke a s t or m.   Wi t h hi s  f i r s t  t ouch her  
def enses  had been br oken.   She s i mpl y coul d not  s t op what  she f el t .  
 When Lavi ni a awoke t he next  eveni ng her  dr eams came back i n a r ush of  
emot i on.   Fl ashes  of  memor i es  combi ned wi t h f eel i ngs  she wasn’ t  at  al l  
pr epar ed f or .   And her  hear t .   She pl aced a hand over  her  ches t  and mar vel ed 
at  how har d i t  was  beat i ng.   So har d t hat  i t  act ual l y hur t .   Thi s  j us t  wasn’ t  
nor mal  f or  a vampi r e.  
 “Synn, ” she whi sper ed.   “What  am I  goi ng t o do?” 

* * * * 
 He knew t he i ns t ant  she spoke hi s  name.   He di dn’ t  hear  ever y t i me 
someone t al ked about  hi m.   But  t hi s  was  di f f er ent .   She wasn’ t  j us t  t al ki ng 
about  hi m or  ment i oni ng hi s  name.   She was  cal l i ng hi m.   I t  was  t he woman he 
had met  t he ni ght  bef or e,  t he vampi r e.   He was  sur e of  i t .   Ther e was  t hat  
same l ongi ng i n her  cal l .   That  same … br okenness .   Synn knew what  t hat  f el t  
l i ke and so was  wel l  equi pped t o i dent i f y t he emot i on i n her .   Hi s  vampi r e 
l over  knew hi s  name,  but  he s t i l l  had no i dea who she was .   What  he woul d have 
gi ven f or  one good l ook at  her  f ace.   Then agai n,  hadn’ t  he deni ed her  t hat  
same t hi ng? 
 But  hi s  case was  di f f er ent ,  or  so he t hought .   Af t er  al l ,  what  woul d a 
beaut i f ul  woman want  wi t h a scar r ed up wi zar d?  He shoul d t ake hi s  memor i es  
and cher i sh t hem,  because she woul dn’ t  want  hi m once she got  a good l ook.    
 He t r i ed t o i gnor e t he pai n i n hi s  ches t ,  and went  back t o hi s  r esear ch.  

* * * * 
 Lavi ni a had never  f el t  bet t er  and s t i l l  so awf ul  at  t he same t i me.   Las t  
ni ght  was  by f ar  t he bes t  sex she had ever  had.   I t  was  as  i f  she had been 
t ouched,  t r ul y t ouched f or  t he ver y f i r s t  t i me.   I t  wasn’ t  hi s  t echni que or  
hi s  body,  t hough she had no compl ai nt s  about  ei t her .   I t  was  what  she f el t  
when he t ouched her ,  t he way t hat  he t ouched her .   And t he way hi s  t ouch made 
her  f eel .   He put  hi s  hands  on her  as  i f  he wer e not  af r ai d t o do so.   He 
obvi ous l y knew t hat  she was  a vampi r e,  but  he wasn’ t  af r ai d.   He even of f er ed 
her  hi s  bl ood,  but  hi s  body had been mor e t han enough.   That  sur pr i sed her .   
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No one had ever  been “enough. ” But  when he sai d she coul d bi t e hi m,  t he wor ds  
j us t  came spi l l i ng out .   And t hey wer e t he t r ut h.   Not hi ng mor e was  necessar y.    
 Even now,  hour s  l at er  she was  sat i s f i ed.   She nor mal l y woke up hungr y,  
j us t  l i ke anybody el se vampi r e or  not .   But  not  t oni ght .   Maybe i t  was  hi s  
magi c … or  maybe i t  was  somet hi ng mor e.  
 She had want ed t o be wi t h hi m,  i f  onl y f or  t hat  one ni ght .   He had 
under s t ood her  need and gi ven her  what  she asked f or .   But  Lavi ni a knew now 
l i ke she had known t he ni ght  bef or e t hat  once s i mpl y wasn’ t  enough.   He made 
her  f eel  al i ve.   Despi t e bei ng at  peace wi t h what  she was ,  t hat  was  a f eel i ng 
she had mi ssed.    
 Hi s  wor ds  had f l oat ed t o her  i n t he dar kness ,  “Dr eam of  me. ” 
 And she had.   I f  she r eal l y had t o have pr oof  t hat  he was  a wi zar d,  
sur el y t hat  was  i t .   Whi l e she shower ed she asked her sel f ,  “Okay,  so now what ?  
Now you know he’ s  a wi zar d.   What  does  t hat  pr ove i f  you won’ t  even speak t o 
hi m?” 
 As  t he hot  wat er  r an over  her  ski n,  she i magi ned hi s  war m hands  on her  
agai n and cl osed her  eyes .   But  r at her  t han ar ous i ng her ,  i t  made her  want  t o 
cr y.   What  was  goi ng on and why coul dn’ t  she get  a gr i p? 
 Jus t  as  she s t epped out  of  t he shower  her  phone r ang.   I t  was  Jean 
Phi l i ppe.   She hadn’ t  seen or  spoken t o hi m i n a week.   She al so hadn’ t  
r eal i zed t hat  unt i l  he cal l ed.   She pushed t he speaker  but t on and went  back t o 
t owel - dr yi ng her  hai r .  
 “Lavi ni a,  I  need t o speak wi t h you about  somet hi ng.   Coul d you come by 
t he cl ub t oni ght ?” 
 I t  sounded l i ke he had anot her  j ob f or  her  t o do.   I t  woul d gi ve her  an 
excuse t o not  spy on t he wi zar d and maybe t o get  a hol d on her  emot i ons .   The 
onl y man t o ever  make her  f eel  anyt hi ng cl ose t o t hi s  … had ki l l ed her .   And 
t he one who made her  hear t  beat  now was  f or bi dden s i mpl y because t he counci l  
cons i der ed hi m a suspect .   She needed t i me t o t hi nk.  
 “Sur e.   I ’ l l  be t her e wi t hi n t he hour . ” 
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Chapt er  Fi ve 
 
 The dr ess  she sel ect ed was  l ong,  bl ood r ed and al mos t  sheer .   The f abr i c 
was  so t hi n t hat  i t  di d l i t t l e mor e t han cover  t he necess i t i es .   The s t r aps  
wer e t hi n and t he back hung l ow,  r eveal i ng t he sensuous  cur ves  of  her  back.   
Her  hai r  hung i n ebony waves ,  r eachi ng j us t  pas t  t he mi ddl e of  her  back and 
cont r as t i ng wel l  wi t h t he r ed f abr i c and pal e expanse of  ski n.  
 Her  l i ps t i ck mat ched t he dr ess  and her  eyes  wer e smoky and dar k.   Long 
l ashes  br ushed over  her  cheeks  as  she l ooked down t o f i nd her  keys .   Toni ght ,  
she woul d dr i ve f or  a change.   She di dn’ t  f eel  l i ke get t i ng wet .    
 Bus i ness  had pi cked back up at  Si nf ul  Del i ght s  and t he par ki ng l ot  was  
packed.   Car s  wer e l i ned up ar ound t he bl ock,  j us t  t o get  a t as t e of  what  Jean 
Phi l i ppe’ s  cl ub had t o of f er .   Of  cour se,  no humans  wer e al l owed wi t hout  an 
escor t .   I t  was  al mos t  excl us i vel y a pr et er nat ur al  cl ub.   Onl y shi f t er s  or  
vampi r es  wer e al l owed t o wor k t her e.   And t hat ’ s  what  t he cl i ent el e mos t l y 
cons i s t ed of .   Ever y now and t hen a vampi r e woul d br i ng t hei r  human ser vant .   
But  mos t  of  t he t i me,  i t  was  j us t  t he ot her  mons t er s  who came out  t o pl ay.  
 Logan saw her  car  dr i ve up and admi r ed t he s l eek bl ack vehi cl e.   That  i s  
unt i l  he caught  s i ght  of  Lavi ni a.   The car  was  qui ckl y f or got t en as  he hur r i ed 
t o f i nd an umbr el l a and r ushed out  t he door .    
 She had bar el y come t o a s t op bef or e he was  at  her  door .   Hi s  smi l e 
war med her ,  but  not  as  much as  i t  usual l y di d.   She l et  hi m open her  door  and 
t ook hi m by t he ar m.  
 “You l ook wonder f ul , ” he gr owl ed sexi l y.   “Pl ease t el l  me you’ ve come t o 
pl ay t oni ght . ” 
 She smi l ed.   “Sor r y,  Logan.   I ’ m af r ai d t oni ght  i s  bus i ness .   Jean 
Phi l i ppe cal l ed me her e. ” 
 “Ar e you sayi ng t hat  you woul dn’ t  have come ot her wi se?” 
 Come t o t hi nk of  i t ,  t hat  was  what  she was  sayi ng.   She j us t  hadn’ t  
r eal i zed i t  unt i l  he asked.   Lavi ni a onl y smi l ed i n r esponse.   She di dn’ t  want  
t o hur t  Logan’ s  f eel i ngs .   But  t he t r ut h was  she was  compl et el y sat i s f i ed.   
Even t he sex r adi at i ng f r om t he bui l di ng coul dn’ t  t empt  her .   But  t he t hought  
of  goi ng back t o t he wi zar d,  now t hat  was  t empt i ng.  
 He cl osed t he door  behi nd t hem and asked one of  t he ot her  wer ewol ves  t o 
par k her  car .    
 “Can I  get  you somet hi ng t o dr i nk?  We’ ve got  some f r esh donat i ons  
t oni ght .   How about  some O pos i t i ve?” 
 I f  she r ef used i t  woul d l ook even mor e suspi ci ous .   She wasn’ t  sur e what  
was  goi ng on and def i ni t el y wasn’ t  pr epar ed t o t al k about  i t .  
 “That  wi l l  be f i ne.   I  t hi nk I ’ l l  wat ch t he show unt i l  he’ s  r eady f or  
me. ” 
 Si nf ul  Del i ght s  was  hos t  t o many t al ent ed per f or mer s .   The wer ewol f  on 
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s t age at  t he moment  was  doi ng one hel l  of  a j ob s t i r r i ng up t he cr owd.   
Lavi ni a t ook a seat  at  t he back of  t he r oom and wai t ed f or  t he mas t er  and her  
dr i nk.   The s t r i per  t wi r l ed ar t f ul l y ar ound t he pol e,  bumpi ng and gr i ndi ng 
j us t  r i ght .   The way she kept  t i me wi t h her  hi ps  was  not hi ng shy of  t r ue 
t al ent .   And t he way she l i cked her  l i ps  woul d have nor mal l y been enough t o 
get  Lavi ni a’ s  bl ood r unni ng hot .   But  not  t oni ght .   Even t hough she wasn’ t  
per sonal l y i nt o women,  t hat  di dn’ t  mean she di dn’ t  enj oy wat chi ng t hem.   She 
admi r ed t he f emal e f or m as  a wor k of  ar t .   Al t hough t he ar ous i ng di spl ay di d 
l i t t l e mor e t han make her  bat  her  eyel ashes ,  she was  s t i l l  enj oyi ng t he show.  
 “Her e you go, ” Logan sai d,  pl aci ng t he gl ass  of  bl ood i n f r ont  of  her .   
“He shoul d be down shor t l y.   I  bel i eve he sai d he was  i n a t el econf er ence. ” 
 “Who wi t h?” she asked,  absent l y t ouchi ng t he wer ewol f ’ s  t hi gh as  she 
spoke.    
 “The counci l . ” 
 “Fuck. ” 
 “What ?”  
 “Not hi ng. ” 
 He nodded t owar d t he s t age.   “She’ s  pr et t y good,  huh?” 
 “Wonder f ul . ” 
 Logan went  back t o t he bar  and Lavi ni a went  back t o wor r yi ng.   She was  
cur i ous  bef or e about  why she had been summoned t oni ght .   But  now she was  
pos i t i vel y concer ned.   The vampi r e counci l  had al ways  made her  ner vous .   Jean 
Phi l i ppe,  l i ke al l  vampi r es ,  answer ed t o t hem.   And she answer ed t o hi m.   He 
was  an enf or cer  of  t he counci l  and she was  hi s  l oyal  compani on.   That  meant  
t hat  over  t he year s  she had got t en i nt o a l ot  of  deep shi t  hel pi ng hi m t o 
car r y out  t hei r  or der s .   Mot her f ucker s .   What  di d t hey want  now? 
 She had j us t  f i ni shed her  dr i nk when she f el t  hi m ent er  t he r oom.   She 
l ooked t o see Jean Phi l i ppe s t andi ng at  t he f oot  of  t he s t ai r s ,  wear i ng sol i d 
bl ack and a come- on smi l e.   Lavi ni a t ook t hat  as  her  cue and r ose t o meet  hi m.    
 “What  have you done?” he asked.  
 The ques t i on caught  her  of f  guar d and she f r oze.   Jean Phi l i ppe hadn’ t  
been abl e t o ent er  her  mi nd i n year s  wi t hout  her  per mi ss i on.   Not  sense she 
had become so power f ul .   He coul dn’ t  poss i bl y know what  she had been up t o.  
 He smi l ed and t ook her  by t he hand,  spi nni ng her  ar ound.  
 “You l ook magni f i cent . ” He whi sper ed somet hi ng i n Fr ench and she smi l ed.   
“Ma chér i ,  you gl ow. ” 
 “New makeup, ” she sai d absent l y.  
 “And a new dr ess . ” He smi l ed appr eci at i vel y.   “I  l i ke i t . ” 
 He mot i oned t owar d t he s t ai r s  and Lavi ni a f ol l owed hi m up t o hi s  of f i ce.   
Af t er  cl os i ng t he door  behi nd t hem he t ur ned t o l ook at  her  once mor e.  
 “What ever  you have done t hi s  pas t  week,  i t  has  agr eed wi t h you. ” 
 Lavi ni a t ook a seat  i n t he chai r  behi nd hi s  desk and cr ossed her  l egs ,  
caus i ng t he hi gh spl i t  i n t he dr ess  t o f al l  open.  
 “So,  what  can I  do f or  you?” she asked.  
 “Wel l ,  I  j us t  want ed t o l et  you know what  has  been goi ng on.   I n case 
you’ ve f or got t en,  we’ r e i n a bi t  of  a t i ght  spot  her e. ” He ges t ur ed t owar d t he 
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wi ndow wher e l i ght ni ng f l ashed as  i f  on cue and t he Levi at han s t r eamed pas t  i n 
t he backgr ound.  
 “I  haven’ t  f or got t en. ” 
 “Whi l e you wer e of f  doi ng,  what ever  i t  was  you wer e doi ng al l  week,  t hey 
near l y decl ar ed mar t i al  l aw. ” 
 “What  s t opped t hem f r om i t ?” 
 “Peopl e have f ound a way t o l eave t he ci t y. ” 
 “Real l y?” 
 He moved t o pr op agai ns t  t he desk and cr ossed hi s  ar ms .    
 “Near  t he Eas t  End t unnel ,  a passage way suddenl y … opened f or  l ack of  a 
bet t er  wor d.   Some men f ound i t  when t hey wer e t r yi ng t o l eave t he ci t y.   
Appar ent l y t hey had t r i ed ever y known exi t  and t hi s  one happened t o wor k.   No 
one knows why,  but  t hey have s t ar t ed t o evacuat e.   I f  t hey can’ t  make t he 
mons t er  go away,  at  l eas t  t hose who want  t o l eave can do so now. ” 
 “That ’ s  good t hen. ” 
 “For  t he mos t  par t ,  bus i ness  owner s  and most  of  t he pr et er nat ur al  
communi t y ar e s t ayi ng.   Thousands  had l ef t  when I  l as t  hear d a r epor t .   Tr ul y 
I  am sur pr i sed t he ci t y i sn’ t  i n a compl et e s t at e of  chaos  by now. ” 
 “And what  does  t he counci l  have t o do wi t h any of  t hi s?” 
 “They bel i eve t hat  t he wi zar d Synn i s  mos t  l i kel y her e i n Wi cked Ci t y.   
They have been sear chi ng t hr ough hi s t or i cal  r ecor ds .   No ot her  wi zar d coul d be 
capabl e of  t hi s . ” He ges t ur ed t owar d t he wi ndow once mor e.   “He i s  t he mos t  
power f ul  t o have ever  l i ved accor di ng t o t hei r  r ecor ds .   And t r us t  me when I  
say t he counci l  keeps  ext ens i ve r ecor ds .   I f  hi s  l egend i s  t r ue,  t hen he i s  
al so i mmor t al  and t hat  pr esent s  anot her  pr obl em ent i r el y. ” 
 Lavi ni a di dn’ t  l i ke wher e t hi s  conver sat i on was  goi ng.   She s t ood 
abr upt l y and br ushed pas t  Jean Phi l i ppe.  
 “Don’ t  you ever  get  t i r ed of  doi ng what  t he counci l  says?  I t  i s  
poss i bl e t hey don’ t  know ever yt hi ng.   Bes i des ,  none of  t hat  makes  sense.   I f  
he i s  her e,  why woul d he do t hi s?  He hasn’ t  come f or war d.   He hasn’ t  asked 
f or  anyt hi ng.   Why go t o al l  t hi s  t r oubl e i f  you don’ t  want  somet hi ng i n 
r et ur n?” 
 He shr ugged.   “Some men cannot  be r easoned wi t h,  ma chér i .   Per haps  he 
j us t  want s  t o wat ch us  al l  suf f er . ” 
 She t ur ned her  back t o hi m and wr apped her  ar ms  t i ght l y acr oss  her  
ches t ,  hol di ng her sel f  as  i f  f or  comf or t .  
 “What  i f  t hey ar e wr ong,  Jean?  What  i f  t hi s  wi zar d i sn’ t  evi l ?  What  i f  
he i s  a vi ct i m i n t hi s  t oo?” 
 He t ouched her  shoul der  and she j umped.   The mas t er ’ s  t ouch had never  
made her  j ump bef or e and he t ook not i ce of  t hi s .   He put  a hand under neat h her  
chi n and t i l t ed her  f ace upwar d,  f or ci ng her  t o l ook hi m i n t he eye.  
 “I f  you knew somet hi ng,  you woul d t el l  me,  woul dn’ t  you?” he asked 
sof t l y.  
 “I ’ m conf used,  Jean.   I  f eel  l i ke I  don’ t  know anyt hi ng anymor e. ” 
 That  was  t r ue enough,  he coul d see i t  i n her  eyes .   She hadn’ t  l i ed t o 
hi m,  she had pr obabl y j us t  l ef t  out  par t  of  t he t r ut h.  
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 He knew somet hi ng was  wr ong.   He had onl y seen t hat  l ook i n her  eyes  
once bef or e,  and t hat  had been shor t l y af t er  her  deat h.   But  he knew Lavi ni a 
wel l  enough t o know t hat  i f  she di dn’ t  want  t o t el l  hi m t hen t her e was  no 
poi nt  i n aski ng.    
 “St ay t he ni ght  wi t h me, ” he whi sper ed.  
 For  t he f i r s t  t i me s i nce he’ d known her  she answer ed,  “Not  t oni ght . ” 
 She of f er ed hi m a sof t  ki ss  and added,  “I ’ m sor r y,  Jean.   I  j us t  don’ t  
f eel  up t o i t . ” 
 Lavi ni a s t ar t ed t o l eave,  r eached f or  t he door  and t hen seemed t o 
r emember  what  she had want ed t o know.  
 “What  or der s  f r om t he counci l ?” she asked.  
 “None yet .   We’ r e t o wai t  unt i l  t hey deci de what  act i on t o t ake.   
They’ r e sendi ng someone i n t o i nves t i gat e. ” 
 She t ur ned back at  t hat  and her  eyes  wer e suddenl y col d.   Jean Phi l i ppe 
not i ced t he change,  but  sai d not hi ng.  
 “You mean t hey’ r e sendi ng someone i n t o f i nd hi m?” 
 “Yes . ” 
 “And i f  t hey do?” 
 “Then we wi l l  be gi ven f ur t her  i ns t r uct i on. ” 
 She t ur ned t o l eave agai n and he asked,  “Why does  t hi s  mat t er  t o you so 
much?” 
 “I ’ m not  sur e. ” 
 Lavi ni a was  hal f way back t o her  pent house when she t ur ned on t he r adi o.   
Accor di ng t o t he news  t he r es t  of  t he wor l d was  at  a compl et e l oss  as  t o 
expl ai n what  was  goi ng on i n Wi cked Ci t y.   So cal l ed exper t s  di dn’ t  have 
anyt hi ng mor e t o say on t he subj ect .   Si nce t he Levi at han hadn’ t  act ual l y 
har med anyone and t he s t or m hadn’ t  caused f l oodi ng or  pr oper t y damage,  t hey 
seemed i ncl i ned t o j us t  wai t  i t  out .   As  a mat t er  of  f act ,  t hat  was  exact l y 
what  t he DJ  she was  l i s t eni ng t o sugges t ed.  
 “Humph,  wai t  i t  out .   I ’ d set t l e f or  j us t  f i gur i ng i t  out . ”  

* * * * 
 “I f  I ’ m enough,  t hen why hasn’ t  she come back?” Synn wonder ed al oud.    
 He knew what  t he mons t er  was  t hat  ci r cl ed t he ci t y.   He al so knew whi ch 
l evel  of  Hel l  i t  had come f r om.   What  he di dn’ t  know was  what  i t  was  doi ng 
her e.   He shoul d have been doi ng mor e r esear ch.   But  al l  he coul d t hi nk about  
was  how sof t  her  ski n had f el t  beneat h hi s  hands .   How sweet  her  ki ss  had 
t as t ed and how f ucki ng t i ght  she was  ar ound hi s  cock.  
 He had known t hat  he woul d mos t  l i kel y never  see her  agai n.   He had even 
t ol d hi msel f  t hat  he was  al r i ght  wi t h t hat .   But  he had never  been a good 
l i ar .   Wher e was  she t oni ght ?  Al l  week he had f el t  her  pr esence and now t hat  
she was  gone … he f el t  al one agai n.   Even havi ng someone wat ch hi m f r om a 
di s t ance was  mor e company t han he was  used t o.   He mi ssed i t .  

* * * * 
 Thr ee ni ght s  passed bef or e Lavi ni a s t ar t ed t o f eel  hungr y agai n.   Never  
had she been sat i s f i ed f or  so l ong.   But  t oni ght  she was  hungr y and t hi s  was  a 
cr avi ng she coul d not  i gnor e.   Maybe she woul d go down t o Si nf ul  Del i ght s  and 
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j us t  t ake i n t he show.   Af t er  al l ,  she coul d f eed f r om t he sexual  ener gy of  
t he cr owd.   She di dn’ t  need bl ood i f  i t  wasn’ t  what  she want ed.   Ever  s i nce 
t he wi zar d had t ouched her  she coul dn’ t  s t and t he t hought s  of  anyone el se’ s  
hands  on her  body.   So wat chi ng t he show was  r eal l y her  onl y opt i on i f  she 
di dn’ t  f eel  l i ke bi t i ng someone.  

* * * * 
 Somet i me i n t he ear l y hour s  of  t he mor ni ng t he expl anat i on had come t o 
hi m.   “You’ r e enough, ” she sai d.   Of  cour se!   She t ur ned down t he of f er  of  
bl ood because she had f ed f r om hi s  des i r e,  hi s  pent  up sexual  ener gy.   Hi s  
ni ght t i me vi s i t or  was  a succubus .   I t  made per f ect  sense.  
 “Wel l ,  t hat  makes  t hi ngs  eas i er , ” he sai d,  r eachi ng f or  hi s  r obe.    
 Synn knew t hat  what  he was  about  t o do was  danger ous .   He had spent  
cent ur i es  t r yi ng t o pr event  anyone f r om knowi ng hi m.   And now he woul d r i sk i t  
al l  f or  t he chance t o get  t o know t hi s  woman,  t hi s  vampi r e.   I t  wasn’ t  her  
power s  of  seduct i on t hat  made hi m want  her  so.   I t  was  t he sof t ness  i n her  
hands  when she had t ouched hi m and t he hear t r endi ng br okenness  he had f el t  i n 
her  ki ss .   Onl y someone who had exper i enced pai n,  l i ke hi m,  coul d under s t and 
such a f eel i ng.   And t he need t o make i t  go away.   I t  mus t  be t er r i bl e t o have 
t o f eed of f  of  sex whi l e car r yi ng t he memor y of  what  i t  t r ul y f el t  l i ke t o 
make l ove.   She woul dn’ t  be i n such t ur moi l  i f  she di dn’ t  know t he di f f er ence.  
 He had hear d bef or e t hat  t he t ouch of  a succubus  was  deadl y.   That  men 
coul d become addi ct ed t o t hem l i ke a dr ug and l i t er al l y be l oved t o deat h.   
But  he was  no or di nar y man.   He under s t ood how magi c wor ked.   I f  t her e was  one 
t hi ng Synn had had pl ent y of  t i me t o get  t o know,  i t  was  magi c.   Bes i des ,  she 
coul dn’ t  ki l l  an i mmor t al .   At  l eas t ,  not  wi t h sex.   I t  woul d t ake a l ot  mor e 
t han t hat .  

* * * * 
 Lavi ni a coul dn’ t  br i ng her sel f  t o go t o t he wi zar d agai n,  even t hough 
t her e was  not hi ng she want ed mor e.   She had f el t  t he hunger  i n hi s  t ouch.   He 
needed t o be l oved.   That  was  somet hi ng she di dn’ t  know i f  she coul d do.   
Lavi ni a had gi ven up l ove t o avoi d suf f er i ng i t s  i nevi t abl e l oss  … agai n.   She 
woul d be us i ng hi m and t hat  wasn’ t  r i ght .   Af t er  a f ew mor e mi nut es  t hought ,  
Lavi ni a put  on a pai r  of  bl ack t i ght s  and a s l i nky r ed t op.   She put  on her  
coat  and hi gh- heel ed boot s  on her  way out  t he door .   To hel l  wi t h dr i vi ng 
t oni ght ,  she was  i n a hur r y.   Bes i des ,  i t  wasn’ t  r ai ni ng and she enj oyed t he 
col d ni ght  ai r .    
 The ni ght  was  cl ear er  t han i t  had been s i nce t he s t or m came.   Cl ouds  
s t i l l  l i nger ed over head,  al mos t  bl ocki ng out  t he moon.   Li ght ni ng f l ashed f r om 
t i me t o t i me and of  cour se t her e was  s t i l l  t he mons t er .   But  t hat  di dn’ t  s t op 
her  f r om enj oyi ng t he f ami l i ar  t ouch of  ni ght .    
 As  she s t epped out  ont o t he s t r eet  t he ni ght  envel oped her  l i ke a vel vet  
cl oak.   The moon’ s  sof t  l i ght  car essed her  pal e ski n and wi t h a smi l e she 
became one wi t h t he dar kness ,  movi ng ever  cl oser  t o her  des t i nat i on.  
 Toni ght  t her e was  supposed t o be a l i ve sex show and she di dn’ t  want  t o 
mi ss  t he per f or mance.  
 The l ocal  wer ewol f  pack coul d put  on qui t e a show and Lavi ni a r ar el y 
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mi ssed a ni ght  when t hey per f or med.   She ar r i ved j us t  i n t i me.  
 “The show i s  j us t  about  t o s t ar t , ” Logan sai d.   He t ook her  by t he ar m 
and l ed her  t o her  seat .  
 The l i ght s  wer e di m,  but  not  j us t  because t hey had been t ur ned down.   
Ther e wer e r ed scar ves  hangi ng over  ever y l i ght  f i xt ur e i n t he r oom gi vi ng i t  
a sexy sor t  of  gl ow.   That  seemed appr opr i at e t o her  because Lavi ni a was  about  
t o wat ch what  had been af f ect i onat el y named “The Red Li ght  Speci al . ” 
 The spot l i ght  came on and t he cur t ai n went  up.   The show was  about  t o 
s t ar t .  

* * * * 
 Acr oss  t own Synn was  maki ng r eady t o wor k hi s  spel l .   The i ncense was  
l i t .   Candl es  ci r cl ed t he r oom and t he sof t  f r agr ance of  bot h mi ngl ed wi t h t he 
her bs  he was  bur ni ng.    
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Chapt er  Si x 
 
 The musi c began t o pl ay,  t humpi ng sof t l y at  f i r s t ,  l i ke a hear t beat .   
Lavi ni a l i cked her  l i ps  as  a hot  mal e wer ewol f  t ook t he s t age.   He was  dr essed 
i n bl ack l eat her  f r om head t o t oe.   I t  mat ched hi s  hai r .   Hi s  f ace was  pai nt ed 
whi t e.   Hi s  l i ps  wer e dar k and so was  t he makeup ar ound hi s  eyes .   He l ooked 
vi ci ous  and sexy … and wonder f ul .   She was  s t ar vi ng f or  t he f eel  of  hi s  
des i r e.  
 The show wasn’ t  t he same ever y t i me.   Somet i mes  a “sex” show cons i s t ed 
of  onl y sex.   Somet i mes  t he per f or mer s  woul d t ouch t hemsel ves .   And ot her  
t i mes ,  t hey woul d i nvi t e t he audi ence t o t ouch t hem.   When t hei r  eyes  met ,  
Lavi ni a knew whi ch i t  woul d be t oni ght .  
 The wer ewol f  cr ooked hi s  f i nger  i n her  di r ect i on,  beckoni ng her  f or war d.   
When she r eached t he s t age Lavi ni a t ook t he hand he of f er ed and i t  was  war m,  
wel comi ng.   Ther e was  a s i ngl e s t r ai ght - backed chai r  on t he s t age behi nd hi m 
and he ges t ur ed f or  her  t o t ake a seat .  
 He r emoved a pai r  of  handcuf f s  f r om t he back of  hi s  pant s  and sai d,  
“Hands  behi nd your  back, ” l oud enough t hat  t he cr owd coul d hear .  
 As  he l eaned i n cl ose t o cuf f  her  t o t he chai r  he whi sper ed,  “My name i s  
Br andon.   You can bi t e me whenever  you’ r e r eady. ” 
 He pul l ed back f r om her  wi t h a smi l e and as  t he pace of  t he mus i c 
qui ckened,  he began t o unf as t en some of  t he many buckl es  on hi s  shi r t .   Oh 
yeah,  t hi s  was  goi ng t o be f un.  

* * * * 
 Ever yt hi ng was  i n pl ace.   Al l  t hat  was  l ef t  f or  Synn t o do was  gat her  
ener gy.   Some sai d t hat  gat her i ng ener gy f or  sex magi c was  t he har des t  t o of  
al l  magi cal  abi l i t i es .   But  he had j us t  t he t hi ng.   Sex came eas i l y t o Synn,  
per haps  because he had been wi t hout  i t  f or  so l ong.   He cl osed hi s  eyes  and 
f ocused on t he vampi r e.   He r emember ed t he smel l  of  her  ski n mi xed wi t h t he 
r ai n,  t he way she cr i ed out  when she came.   He coul d f eel  t he cur ve of  her  
hi ps  beneat h hi s  hands ,  t as t ed t he sweat  as  i t  t r i ckl ed f r om her  br ow and was  
qui ckl y washed away.  
 That  was  al l  i t  t ook f or  one as  power f ul  as  Synn.   Jus t  l i ke t hat  he was  
i n her  mi nd.   I t  was  t i me f or  t he spel l  t o begi n.   He coul d hear  t he mus i c,  
coul d f eel  her  hands  cuf f ed t o t he chai r .   But  mos t  of  al l ,  he coul d see t he 
man danci ng i n f r ont  of  her .  
 He began t o move t o t he mus i c as  wel l ,  danci ng s l owl y ar ound t he ci r cl e 
of  candl es  as  he scat t er ed r ose pet al s  over  t he f l oor .    
 When Lavi ni a cl osed her  eyes  she coul d see hi m.   She knew i t  mus t  be 
Synn.   He was  wear i ng a dar k pur pl e r obe wi t h a hood t hat  cas t  hi s  f ace i n 
shadow.   And not hi ng el se.   He was  danci ng t o t he same musi c and hi s  r obe was  
compl et el y open.   She opened her  eyes  and saw Br andon r emovi ng hi s  shi r t .   But  
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when she cl osed t hem agai n i t  was  t he wi zar d who s t ood bef or e her .    
 She coul d have count ed t he beads  of  sweat  as  t hey r an down hi s  ski n,  
over  hi s  ches t  and down hi s  abdomen.   Lavi ni a moaned as  he dr ew cl oser  t o her  
and i t  was  t hen t hat  t he wor ds  came.  
 “Li ke a mot h t o a f l ame,  I  cal l  t o t he woman who knows my name. ” 
 Br andon br ushed agai ns t  her  t hi gh and she cr i ed out ,  openi ng her  eyes  
once mor e.   He was  s t ar t i ng t o sweat  now t oo and hi s  makeup was  r unni ng.   I t  
made hi m l ook l i ke a dar k,  got hi c sor t  of  har l equi n.   She l i ked i t  and 
i ns t i nct i vel y Synn knew she l i ked i t  t oo.  
 “Say i t  agai n and I  am your s  t o cl ai m. ” 
 Her  hear t  ki cked i nt o over dr i ve agai n.   She was  br eat hi ng so har d she 
t hought  her  ches t  woul d bur s t .   Br andon l eaned i n cl oser  and spr ead her  l egs ,  
gr i ndi ng agai ns t  her  body.  
 “Come t o me now and f eed t hi s  f l ame. ” 
 She cr i ed out  agai n and t he cr owd t hought  she was  about  t o have an 
or gasm.   Appar ent l y,  so di d Br andon and he smi l ed.   But  i t  was  t he wi zar d’ s  
voi ce t hat  was  dr i vi ng her  wi l d wi t h des i r e.   And he j us t  woul dn’ t  shut  up.  
 “I  cal l  t o you wi t h f eel i ngs  you cannot  deny.  
 Come t o me i n dar kness ,  under neat h t he bl ackened sky.  
 Say my name agai n,  cal l  i t  out ,  Cr y!  
 Cal l  t o me now,  so sayet h I ! ” 
 “Synn! ”   
 I n one move Lavi ni a br oke f r ee,  t ear i ng l oose one of  t he spi ndl es  on t he 
back of  t he chai r .   Br andon seemed s t unned as  he f el l  backwar d ont o t he s t age,  
but  he al so seemed t o be enj oyi ng hi msel f .   Appar ent l y,  he l i ked i t  r ough.  
 The wi zar d’ s  cal l  echoed i n her  ear s  as  Lavi ni a r an out  i nt o t he s t or m.   
Rai n was  f al l i ng har d now,  but  she di dn’ t  car e.   She l ef t  t he cr owd and 
Br andon pr act i cal l y f oami ng at  t he mout h,  but  none of  i t  mat t er ed.   She had t o 
f i nd Synn.   Wi t h her  speed i t  woul dn’ t  t ake her  l ong t o r each hi m.  
 Synn knew she was  comi ng.   He f el t  t he power  r ush over  hi m when she 
cal l ed out  hi s  name.   Thr ough t hei r  connect i on he coul d f eel  t he r ai n as  i t  
pounded agai ns t  her  ski n.   She woul d be her e soon.   Wi t h a wave of  power  he 
t hr ew t he door  open wi de and s t ar ed out  i nt o t he ni ght  … wai t i ng.  
 Lavi ni a was  j us t  down t he s t r eet  when she saw t he door  open.   As  she 
appr oached t he s t eps  l eadi ng i n she not i ced t hat  i t  was  dar k i ns i de.   She had 
a vi ew s t r ai ght  down t he hal l way wher e one door  was  open,  t he i ns i de of  t he 
r oom bat hed i n candl el i ght .   She knew t hi s  was  wher e Synn was ,  but  she 
coul dn’ t  ent er  wi t hout  an i nvi t at i on.   So she s t ood t her e,  wet  and pant i ng.  
 “Come i n. ” Hi s  voi ce echoed t hr oughout  t he house as  i f  he wer e us i ng a 
mi cr ophone.  
 Lavi ni a moved s l owl y down t he hal l  and j umped when t he door  cl osed 
behi nd her .   Obvi ous l y i t  was  hi s  power  t hat  had dr awn her  her e,  but  why? 
 The moment  she came i nt o vi ew Synn f el t  hi s  hear t  s t op bef or e poundi ng 
f ur i ous l y back t o l i f e.   He coul d see her  cl ear l y t hi s  t i me.   She was  wet ,  
dr i ppi ng ont o t he f l oor  and absol ut el y beaut i f ul .   Long s t r ands  of  dar k hai r  
cl ung t o her .   Her  shi r t  was  so dar k i t  al mos t  l ooked bl ack,  but  he was  
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guess i ng i t  was  r ed.   The pant s  she wor e cl ung t o her  as  wel l ,  r eveal i ng 
ever yt hi ng he had been r emember i ng so f ondl y.   Her  eyes  wer e dar k and makeup 
was  r unni ng down her  f ace,  gi vi ng her  much t he same l ook as  t he dancer  had 
when he s t ar t ed t o sweat .   Cher r y r ed l i ps  par t ed s l i ght l y as  her  eyes  t ook 
hi m i n and t hi s  made hi m smi l e.  
 “Why have you cal l ed me back?” she asked br eat hl ess l y.  
 “I  know what  you ar e, ” he sai d,  hi s  deep voi ce cas t i ng a spel l  al l  i t s  
own.   “I  want  t o make you an of f er . ” 
 Lavi ni a t ook i n t he r oom wi t h a gl ance.   Red candl es  wer e l i t  al l  
ar ound,  hundr eds  of  t hem.   The f l oor  was  a dar k beaut i f ul  wood,  cover ed i n 
t housands  of  r ed r ose pet al s ,  but  t he r oom was  ot her wi se bar e.   And t hen t her e 
was  Synn,  s t andi ng i n t he mi ddl e of  i t  al l .   Smoke dr i f t ed up l azi l y f r om t he 
i ncense at  hi s  f eet  and cur l ed ar ound hi m as  i f  i t  knew what  i t  was  t ouchi ng.   
Though she knew hi m t o be naked beneat h t he r obe,  t he l ower  hal f  of  hi s  body 
was  mos t l y i n shadow.   However ,  t he candl el i ght  r eveal ed al l  t he mar vel ous  
cur ves  and val l eys  of  hi s  ches t .   Lavi ni a f ound her sel f  movi ng f or war d 
i nvol unt ar i l y at  t he s i ght .    
 “I  know t hat  you have never  been t r ul y sat i s f i ed and I  know what  i t  i s  
t hat  you hunger  f or . ” 
 Tear s  f el l  down her  f ace as  she moved cl oser  s t i l l .   “One man has  never  
been enough, ” she whi sper ed.   “What  makes  you t hi nk you’ r e any di f f er ent ?” 
 “I  can gi ve you what  you need. ” 
 Her  hear t  l eapt  at  hi s  wor ds .  
 “Wi l l  you gi ve me a chance t o pr ove mysel f ?” 
 “Yes . ” She hes i t at ed bef or e addi ng,  “But  t her e ar e t hi ngs  about  me you 
cannot  know.   For  your  own pr ot ect i on you shoul dn’ t  get  t oo cl ose t o me. ” I t  
ki l l ed her  t o say t hi s  when al l  she want ed t o do was  l ay her  soul  bar e bef or e 
hi m.  
 The wi zar d nodded hi s  accept ance.   “I  have one condi t i on al so. ” 
 “What  i s  t hat ?” 
 “You must  never  see my f ace. ” 
 Lavi ni a nodded and he cl osed t he di s t ance bet ween t hem.   Hi s  t ouch sent  
a shock t hr ough her  body t hat  al mos t  f el t  el ect r i c.   God,  how she had l onged 
f or  hi m t o t ouch her  agai n.   A l i f et i me had passed i n t he t hr ee ni ght s  s i nce 
she had hel d hi m.   And i t  seemed l i ke anot her  l i f et i me went  by as  she wat ched 
hi m,  ant i ci pat i ng hi s  next  move.  
 “Then pl ease,  accept  t he of f er  of  my bl ood … and gi ve me your  f l esh. ”  
 Wi t h t hese wor ds  Synn l i f t ed hi s  r i ght  hand and Lavi ni a not i ced t he odd 
sor t  of  s l eeve t hat  cover ed hi s  mi ddl e f i nger .   I t  l ooked l i ke s i l ver  and 
t her e was  a j oi nt  i n t he mi ddl e t o al l ow f or  f l exi bi l i t y.   He br ought  t he 
shar p t i p up t o hi s  ches t  and made a smal l  cut  j us t  above hi s  hear t .  
 He put  hi s  hand behi nd her  head and gui ded her  t owar d t he wound as  a 
t r i ckl e of  bl ood r an down.   Lavi ni a t r aced t he t r ai l  of  bl ood wi t h her  t ongue 
bef or e paus i ng over  t he cut .   Synn wr apped hi s  ar ms  ar ound her ,  cr adl i ng her  
agai ns t  hi m as  a wave of  magi c br oke over  t hem.    
 Lavi ni a f el t  t hi s  power  and wr apped her  ar ms  ar ound hi s  wai s t .   She 
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di dn’ t  know how l ong t hi s  coul d l as t ,  but  at  l eas t  t hey had one mor e ni ght .   
She l ower ed her sel f  s l owl y t o t he f l oor ,  t r ai l i ng her  hands  down hi s  body as  
she opened hi s  r obe wi de.   She r emember ed t he f i r s t  t i me she had seen hi m 
naked,  when he dr opped hi s  r obe i n f r ont  of  t he wi ndow.   The cur ve of  hi s  hi p 
was  even mor e t empt i ng up cl ose and she pr essed her  l i ps  agai ns t  i t ,  l eavi ng a 
smear  of  l i ps t i ck and bl ood.  
 When she moved f ur t her  down,  Synn coul dn’ t  r es i s t  t he ur ge t o t ouch her  
f ace.   He want ed t o wat ch her ,  t o l ook i n her  eyes  whi l e she t ook hi m i n her  
mout h.   She l i cked t he t i p of  hi s  cock and he moaned,  soundi ng cl oser  t o an 
ani mal  t han a man.   Her  l ush r ed l i ps  s t r et ched ar ound hi m,  f or mi ng a wi de “O” 
t hat  he f ound ext r emel y er ot i c.   He want ed t o wat ch t hose l i ps  when hi s  name 
came spi l l i ng out ,  when she cal l ed t o hi m once mor e at  t he hei ght  of  her  
pass i on.  
 Lavi ni a wr apped her  hands  ar ound t o gr ab hi s  ass  and push hi m f ur t her  
i nt o her  mout h.   She was  al r eady dr i nki ng down hi s  des i r e.   I t  f l owed f r eel y 
f r om hi m,  even bef or e he was  f ul l y ar oused.   I t  was  unl i ke anyt hi ng she had 
ever  exper i enced.   Synn was  unl i ke anyone she had ever  known.   He r eached f or  
her  and she t ook hi s  hand,  l et t i ng hi m hel p her  t o s t and.   She had got t en used 
t o bei ng pet i t e,  but  she had never  f el t  so smal l  as  when she s t ood next  t o 
hi m.   Year s  of  possess i ng super human s t r engt h had caused her  f or get  what  i t  
was  l i ke t o f eel  hel pl ess .   Even t hough she knew he meant  her  no har m,  she 
t r embl ed s l i ght l y beneat h hi s  s t ar e.  
 When he spoke next ,  hi s  voi ce car r i ed t he hear t br eak of  cent ur i es  and 
she f el t  uns t eady beneat h t he wei ght .   “You know my name … but  what  shoul d I  
cal l  you?” 
 Lavi ni a’ s  voi ce br oke wi t h emot i on as  she whi sper ed,  “Your s . ” 
 Synn hel d her  t o hi m as  i f  she mi ght  br eak.   She coul d f eel  hi s  hear t  
beat i ng beneat h her  ear ,  s t eady and s t r ong.   Maybe he was  r i ght .   Per haps  he 
r eal l y was  power f ul  enough t o gi ve her  what  she needed.   She pr essed her  l i ps  
t o t he smal l  cut  above hi s  hear t  once mor e,  smi l i ng when i t  s t ar t ed t o beat  
f as t er .   Lavi ni a r an her  hands  l i ght l y over  hi s  shoul der s ,  mar vel i ng at  t hei r  
i mposs i bl e wi dt h.   I t  l ooked l i ke he was  wear i ng shoul der  pads ,  but  by t he 
f eel  of  hi s  t hi n r obe t hat  cl ear l y was  not  t he case.   As  she cont i nued t o 
car ess  hi m she under s t ood t hat  i t  was  not  j us t  hi s  body or  hi s  s t r engt h t hat  
she want ed.   She want ed hi m … j us t  hi m.  
 These wer e danger ous  t hought s ,  danger ous  f eel i ngs  t hat  woul d l ead onl y 
t o pai n.   I t  had been easy t o not  get  i nvol ved wi t h mor t al  men over  t he year s .   
She had convi nced her sel f  t hat  t hei r  shor t  l i f et i me woul d be t oo pai nf ul  t o 
endur e.   Though she had been wi t h many men,  Lavi ni a had kept  a cl ose r ei gn on 
her  emot i ons .   That  had been easy af t er  what  had happened t o her .   The onl y 
man she’ d ever  l oved had t ur ned on her ,  t r yi ng t o s t eal  her  l i f e f or ce t o 
cont i nue hi s  own exi s t ence.   I t  di dn’ t  get  much mor e shal l ow or  pai nf ul  t han 
t hat .   She t r i ed t o r emember  t hose t hi ngs  now,  t o br i ng up t he pas t  i n or der  
t o s t op her sel f  f r om f eel i ng … ever yt hi ng.   But  as  he hel d her  i n hi s  ar ms  she 
knew t hat  Synn was  not  t hat  man.   He wasn’ t  even t hat  ki nd of  man.   Even f or  
t he pr ot ect i on of  her  own hear t  she coul d not  i magi ne hi m t o be.   The i ns t ant  
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he put  hi s  hands  on her  she had known t hat  t he r umor s  spr eadi ng about  hi m wer e 
l i es .   They had t o be.   She s i mpl y coul d not  r econci l e t he l egendar y f i end 
wi t h t he man who hel d her  so gent l y,  whose hands  r oamed over  her  body wi t h 
such r ever ence and whose ki ss  made her  want  t o t ake a chance agai n.  
 Af t er  sever al  moment s  he began t o r emove her  cl ot hes .   As  he t ossed her  
wet  shi r t  ont o t he f l oor  Lavi ni a r eal i zed she had never  f el t  so s t r ongl y about  
anyone bef or e.   Though she had known l ove,  i t  had never  f el t  l i ke t hi s .   Her  
hear t  t hr obbed agai n at  j us t  t he t hought .   She coul d not  l ove Synn.   Thi s  was  
t oo much,  t oo danger ous .   But  when hi s  bi g war m hands  wr apped ar ound her  wai s t  
she knew i t  was  poi nt l ess  t o deny.   For  t he f i r s t  t i me i n cent ur i es ,  she was  
i n l ove.   And f or  t he f i r s t  t i me ever ,  she knew t hose f eel i ngs  wer e r et ur ned.    
 I t  was  i n t he way he hel d her ,  t he way he want ed her .   And i t  was  i n t he 
way he wor shi ped her  now wi t h hi s  hands .   He hel ped her  t o r emove her  shoes  
bef or e s l i di ng t he t i ght s  s l owl y down her  l egs .   Synn knel t  bef or e her  as  he 
di d t hi s  and when she was  naked,  Lavi ni a j oi ned hi m on t he f l oor .   She pr essed 
her  pal ms  f l at  agai ns t  hi s  ches t  and t r aced a t hi n scar  wi t h her  f i nger t i ps .   
She di dn’ t  under s t and why he hi d hi s  f ace.   Maybe he t hought  she woul dn’ t  want  
hi m i f  she saw what ever  i t  was  he kept  i n shadow,  but  she doubt ed t hat .   Ther e 
was  not hi ng about  Synn t hat  coul d ever  s t op what  she f el t .   No mat t er  what  t he 
counci l  deci ded or  what  t hei r  spy was  abl e t o f i nd,  he woul d be her s  … at  
l eas t  f or  t he ni ght .  
 He pr essed a sof t  ki ss  agai ns t  her  l i ps  and when hi s  hood f el l  back,  
Lavi ni a cl osed her  eyes .    
 “I t ’ s  al r i ght , ” she sai d sof t l y.   “I  won’ t  l ook. ” 
 She t i l t ed back her  head r eveal i ng her  t hr oat  and he t ook t he 
oppor t uni t y t o ki ss  t he smoot h expanse of  ski n.   The wi zar d hel d her  body 
agai ns t  hi m as  he l ower ed hi s  head t o pul l  one ni ppl e i nt o hi s  mout h.  
 “Yes , ” she gasped.  
 Lavi ni a l ooked down at  hi s  dar k head,  l ower ed so i nt i mat el y t o her  
br eas t  and f el t  t he t ens i on begi nni ng t o bui l d.   Thi s  wasn’ t  poss i bl e.   At  
l eas t ,  i t  hadn’ t  happened so eas i l y bef or e.   She t angl ed her  f i nger s  t hr ough 
hi s  hai r  and pr essed hi m mor e t i ght l y t o her  br eas t .  
 “Yes ,  suck i t .   Suck i t  har d,  Synn.   I ’ m goi ng t o come. ” 
 He l ower ed one hand t o her  pussy and she wel comed t he t ouch.   She was  
al r eady dr i ppi ng wet .   Jus t  t he s l i ght es t  t ouch agai ns t  her  cl i t  was  enough t o 
send her  over  t he edge.    
 Synn s l i pped one f i nger  i ns i de and f el t  her  muscl es  spasm ar ound hi m.   
He want ed t o f eel  her  come,  t o know what  he di d t o her .    
 “Fuck me, ” she pant ed,  pul l i ng hi s  head back f r om her  br eas t .    
 She had f or got t en al l  about  not  l ooki ng at  hi s  f ace and was  sur pr i sed t o 
f i nd i t  s t i l l  somehow i n shadow.   She coul d see t he l ef t  s i de,  but  not  t he 
r i ght .   Oh,  but  she coul d see hi s  l i ps  and she wat ched as  hi s  t ongue dar t ed 
out  t o wet  t hem.  
 “Take me now, ” she sai d.    
 He hes i t at ed f or  a moment .    
 “Synn,  pl ease. ” 
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 He l ai d her  back agai ns t  t he f l oor  and spr ead her  l egs  wi de,  ent er i ng 
her  s l owl y,  one i nch at  a t i me.   Lavi ni a moaned and wr i ggl ed agai ns t  hi m,  
t r yi ng t o f or ce hi m deeper .   But  he woul d have none of  t hat .   Synn had gone 
f or  year s  wi t hout  knowi ng t he t ouch of  a woman.   Thr ee ni ght s  ago she had 
sur pr i sed hi m.   Toni ght ,  he meant  t o t ake hi s  t i me.    
 Hour s  passed as  he t oyed wi t h her  body,  br i ngi ng her  t o or gasm 
r epeat edl y wi t hout  ever  ent er i ng her  f ul l y.   Even t hough she came,  Lavi ni a’ s  
r el ease was  not  compl et e.   She needed al l  of  hi m and he knew i t .  
 He wat ched as  t he f l ush of  ar ousal  cr ept  up her  ches t ,  maki ng her  
br eas t s  seem t o gl ow a sof t  pi nk.   Her  t hr oat  was  r ed and her  l i ps  l ooked 
swol l en as  he ni bbl ed at  t hem sof t l y.   He coul d t el l  she was  gr owi ng 
f r us t r at ed,  even t hough she was  enj oyi ng her sel f .   I t  was  t i me t o l et  her  have 
what  she want ed.   Synn qui ckl y r ol l ed t o hi s  back bes i de her .  
 Lavi ni a needed no f ur t her  i nvi t at i on.   She swung one l eg over  hi m and 
r eached bet ween her  t hi ghs  t o gr ab hi s  cock.   I n a mat t er  of  seconds  she had 
hi m r i ght  wher e she want ed hi m.   He was  t oo much t o t ake f ul l y,  but  she damn 
sur e t r i ed.   She r an her  hands  over  hi s  ches t .   He was  s l i ck wi t h sweat  and 
t hat  s l i pper y- s l i di ng sensat i on as  she moved agai ns t  hi m t ur ned her  on even 
mor e.  
 Synn r eached up t o cup her  br eas t s  as  he asked,  “Do you need mor e of  my 
bl ood,  or  am I  enough?” 
 “You’ r e enough, ” she cr i ed.    
 Wi t h t hat ,  r el ease l i ke she had never  f el t  f l ooded her  body.   Lavi ni a 
bucked and gr i nded agai ns t  hi m l i ke somet hi ng wi l d and she knew Synn coul dn’ t  
hol d back anymor e.   He came wi t h a gr owl  as  he gr abbed her  hi ps  and t r i ed t o 
hol d her  s t i l l .   I t  was  a f ut i l e ef f or t .  
 They l ay t her e f or  sever al  moment s  i n s i l ence bef or e Lavi ni a r ose s l owl y 
t o s i t  bes i de hi m.    
 “I ’ m sor r y i f  I  hur t  you,  t he way I  came t o you bef or e.   My l i f e i s  ver y 
danger ous .   I  can’ t  af f or d t o get  i nvol ved wi t h someone … I  can’ t  af f or d t o 
car e. ” 
 “I  under s t and.   No one has  known me i n cent ur i es ,  or  even spoken my name 
f or  t hat  mat t er . ”  
 He t ouched her  back and Lavi ni a f el t  her  hear t  mel t i ng.  
 “But  you know me now. ” 
 She s t ood s l owl y and gat her ed her  cl ot hes .   Synn wat ched as  she wal ked 
t owar d t he door ,  t hen paused t o t ur n back t o hi m.    
 “My name i s  Lavi ni a. ” 
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Chapt er  Seven 
 
 Lavi ni a was  near l y home when she f el t  i t ,  a s t r ange cr eepi ng/ cr awl i ng 
sensat i on.   I t  was  at  once s t r ange and f ami l i ar .   But  she was  t oo caught  up i n 
t he memor y of  what  had j us t  happened wi t h Synn t o gi ve i t  much t hought .   That  
was  her  t hi r d mi s t ake.   Because i f  she had gi ven i t  mor e t hought ,  she mi ght  
have r ecogni zed t he f eel i ng.   I ns t ead she l ooked up at  t he Levi at han s t r eami ng 
pas t  over head and shi ver ed.   Af t er  al l ,  she was  t er r i f i ed of  sea mons t er s .   
Sur el y t hat  was  what  she had f el t .  
 Lavi ni a wai t ed unt i l  she was  i ns i de her  pent house.   Unt i l  t he door s  wer e 
l ocked and al l  t he cur t ai ns  wer e shut  bef or e she al l owed her sel f  t o r eact .   
And t hen i t  happened.   A s l ow smi l e spr ead over  her  f eat ur es .   I t  wasn’ t  t he 
usual  gr i n she wor e wi t h a bi t  of  wi ckedness  behi nd i t .   I t  was  a genui ne,  
bl i s s f ul ,  s t r ai ght  f r om t he hear t  smi l e.   She di dn’ t  r emember  ever  f eel i ng so 
wonder f ul .    
 No one had ever  t ouched her  t he way Synn had t oni ght .   He hadn’ t  j us t  
t ouched her  body,  he had t ouched her  hear t .   Mi nd,  body,  and soul  had been 
i nvol ved i n t he exper i ence of  Synn.    
 “Wow, ” she whi sper ed as  she wal ked i nt o t he bat hr oom.    
 Her  knees  wer e s t i l l  wobbl y and appar ent l y her  br ai n wasn’ t  wor ki ng 
r i ght ,  because she had j us t  not i ced t he handcuf f s .    
 “Hol y shi t . ”  She l aughed.    
 She had shown up on hi s  door s t ep s t i l l  wear i ng handcuf f s .   HA!   Good 
t hi ng she had a spar e key i n her  bat hr oom cabi net .   Not  t hat  she coul dn’ t  
br eak t hem i f  need be.   But  why r ui n a per f ect l y good pai r  of  cuf f s? 
 About  t hat  t i me t he cl ock i n t he hal l  s t r uck f our .   She needed t o hur r y 
and get  t o bed bef or e dawn.   Lavi ni a cont i nued t o anal yze t he exper i ence whi l e 
she shower ed.   Jean Phi l i ppe was  t he one she had t he mos t  exper i ence wi t h and 
he was  a magni f i cent  l over .   That  was  one r eason she had been wi t h hi m so many 
t i mes  over  t he year s .   Even t hough t her e wer e never  f eel i ngs  i nvol ved,  ot her  
t han f r i endshi p and t r us t ,  she had got t en used t o t hat .   Lavi ni a had hones t l y 
f or got t en what  i t  f el t  l i ke t o be t ouched by someone she l oved.   I t  was  an 
exper i ence wor t h r emember i ng.   She had no i dea wher e t hi ngs  wi t h Synn mi ght  
l ead,  or  even i f  t hey woul d l ead anywher e at  al l .   The counci l  was  l ooki ng f or  
hi m and i t  was  her  dut y t o car r y out  any or der s  t hey gave i n r egar ds  t o t he 
wi zar d.   I t  was  a compl i cat ed s i t uat i on and t he s t akes  wer e get t i ng hi gher .   
But  when she r emember ed t he way he made her  f eel ,  she knew i t  was  wor t h t he 
r i sk.  
 Lavi ni a f el t  per f ect l y f i ne when she l ay down j us t  bef or e t he dawn.   
However ,  she f el t  l i ke shi t  when she woke up f our  hour s  l at er .   She was  
expect i ng dar kness .   When she f i r s t  opened her  eyes  she t hought  someone must  
have a spot l i ght  out s i de.   Damn,  she had f or got t en t o cl ose t he met al  shut t er s  
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Logan had i ns t al l ed.   But  why t he hel l  woul d someone have a spot l i ght  poi nt ed 
at  her  wi ndow?  Then she l ooked at  t he cl ock,  9: 30.   She had never  s l ept  t hat  
l at e i n her  af t er l i f e!    
 “Wai t  a mi nut e, ” she mumbl ed.    
 Lavi ni a snat ched up t he beds i de cl ock and scr eamed when she saw t he 
l et t er s  “A. M” r i ght  bes i de t he t i me.  
 “That ’ s  not  poss i bl e! ” 
 She s t umbl ed i nt o t he bat hr oom and pr opped agai ns t  t he s i nk,  s t ar i ng at  
her  r ef l ect i on.   Her  eyes  wer e bl oodshot  and she l ooked pal e.   Then agai n,  she 
al ways  l ooked pal e.   Her  hear t  was  beat i ng agai n.   I t  had been doi ng t hat  a 
l ot  ever  s i nce she came i nt o cont act  wi t h Synn.   Onl y now,  i t  was  because she 
was  scar ed.   Vampi r es  wer e not  supposed t o be up dur i ng t he day.    
 She peeked back ar ound t he cor ner  and l ooked at  t he cur t ai ns .   The 
dayl i ght  behi nd t hem cas t  t he r oom i n a sof t  gl ow.   I t  was  s t i l l  r ai ni ng.   
That  meant  t he sky was  mos t  l i kel y over cas t .   The l i ght  seemed bl i ndi ng even 
t hough she knew i t  wasn’ t .   St i l l ,  i t  was  t he f i r s t  l i ght  she had seen i n over  
t wo hundr ed year s  t hat  hadn’ t  come f r om t he moon or  an ar t i f i ci al  sour ce.   She 
was  af r ai d,  but  t hat  wasn’ t  what  caused her  t o cr y at  t he s i ght .   She had t ol d 
her sel f  t hat  she pr ef er r ed dar kness ,  t hat  she had al ways  been mor e of  a ni ght  
owl  anyway.   But  t he t r ut h was  she had mi ssed t he l i ght .  
 Lavi ni a s t epped back i nt o t he bat hr oom,  sat  on t he cl osed t oi l et  seat  
and t hought  about  what  had been happeni ng t o her  l at el y.   Ther e mus t  be an 
expl anat i on f or  t hi s .    
 “I t  mus t  be somet hi ng t o do wi t h hi s  bl ood, ” she r easoned al oud.  
 She di dn’ t  know what  ef f ect  t he sunl i ght  woul d have on her  once she went  
out s i de,  but  saw no way ar ound i t .   Lavi ni a needed t o get  t o Synn.   Maybe he 
knew what  was  goi ng on.   She had become accus t omed t o her  own seduct i ve t ype 
of  magi c.   I t  was  s i mpl y a par t  of  what  she was .   But  hi s  magi c was  di f f er ent .   
He cont r ol l ed,  he deci ded what  was  goi ng t o happen.   That  was  ent i r el y new t o 
her .   And s i nce he had deci ded t hat  her  t aki ng hi s  bl ood was  par t  of  t he deal ,  
t hen he mus t  have known t he ef f ect  i t  woul d have.  
 The f i r s t  t hi ng she f ound i n her  cl oset  wi t h l ong s l eeves  was  a dar k 
gr een sweat er .   She put  t hi s  on al ong wi t h bl ack pant s  and shoes .   Next ,  she 
f ound a coat  wi t h a hood bi g enough t o cas t  a shadow over  her  f ace.   Gl oves  
wer e t he f i ni shi ng t ouch and she was  r eady t o go.   Damn,  she needed some 
sungl asses .   She di dn’ t  even own a pai r !   Who needed sungl asses  when you never  
saw t he sun?  Maybe t he hood woul d be enough.  
 The ot her  pr obl em wi t h l eavi ng was ,  she had no i dea how t o get  wher e she 
needed t o go.   When she was  al i ve,  Lavi ni a had been f ai r l y heal t hy.   The f ew 
t i mes  she had f al l en i l l  came back t o her  now.   The hal l way spun bef or e her  
eyes  as  she s t umbl ed i nt o t he el evat or .   She wasn’ t  sur e i f  her  power s  wer e 
onl y weakened or  i f  she s t i l l  had t hem at  al l .  
 As  soon as  she s t epped out s i de her  senses  s t ar t ed r eel i ng even mor e.   
The r ai n wasn’ t  heavy,  but  t he cl oud cover  was .   Even t hat  smal l  amount  of  
l i ght  made her  eyes  hur t  and she shut  t hem t i ght  f or  sever al  mi nut es ,  pr oppi ng 
agai ns t  t he wal l  j us t  out s i de t he door .    
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 “Ar e you al r i ght ?” a woman asked as  she appr oached.  
 “Fi ne, ” she l i ed.   “I ’ ve j us t  got  a t er r i bl e headache. ” 
 “Damn mi gr ai nes , ” t he woman r epl i ed.   “Tr y put t i ng on sungl asses ,  t hat  
hel ps  me. ” 
  “Thanks ,  I ’ l l  do t hat . ” Wel l  she woul d i f  she f ucki ng had a pai r .  
 She s t r ai ght ened up,  pul l ed her  hood l ower  and t r i ed t o squi nt  as  much 
as  poss i bl e wi t hout  cl os i ng her  eyes .   Lavi ni a knew she was  i n no condi t i on t o 
dr i ve and r unni ng appear ed t o be out  of  t he ques t i on s i nce she had al mos t  no 
s t r engt h.   So,  f or  t he f i r s t  t i me i n year s  she hai l ed a cab.    
 I f  she l ooked odd t o hi m,  t he dr i ver  gave no i ndi cat i on.  
 “Wher e t o?” 
 “Downt own.   I ’ l l  l et  you know when t o s t op. ”  
 “You got  i t . ” 
 “Hey,  you got  any sungl asses?” 
 He l ooked i n t he r ear vi ew mi r r or  wher e she coul d see hi s  f ace cl ear l y.  
 “I ’ m wear i ng t hem. ” 
 “I ’ l l  gi ve you f i f t y bucks  f or  t hem. ” 
 He l aughed.   “That  mus t  be one hel l  of  a hangover  you got . ” 
 “You have no i dea. ” 
 Lavi ni a r eached i nt o her  pocket  f or  some money,  but  t he cab dr i ver  hel d 
up hi s  hand.  
 “Her e,  you can have t hem.   I ’ ve been t her e mysel f  pl ent y of  t i mes . ” He 
passed her  t he gl asses .   “I t  ai n’ t  wor t h i t ,  sweet hear t .   Li f e i s  much bet t er  
wi t hout  t he haze. ” 
 “I ’ l l  keep t hat  i n mi nd. ” She put  on t he gl asses  and added,  “Thank you. ” 
 “Al t hough, ” he sai d,  l eani ng f or war d t o l ook at  t he sky,  “t hi s  shi t  i s  
enough t o make you dr i nk. ” The mons t er  r oar ed as  he passed over  a r oof t op 
cl ose t o wher e t hey wer e s t opped at  a r ed l i ght .   “I  al mos t  wi sh I  hadn’ t  
s t opped. ” 
 She had t he dr i ver  dr op her  of f  a bl ock bef or e r eachi ng Synn’ s  home.   
Si nce i t  was  uncl ear  what  was  goi ng on,  she di dn’ t  want  t o gi ve away hi s  
pos i t i on i n t he ci t y.   For  al l  she knew t he cab dr i ver  was  a spy f or  t he 
vampi r e counci l .   She f el t  a l i t t l e s t r ange goi ng back t o Synn so soon af t er  
l eavi ng.   What  was  she supposed t o say?  I  know we s t r uck up a bar gai n f or  
sex,  but  I  r eal l y need your  hel p?  Cr ap.   Thi s  mi ght  go badl y.  
 She was  s t i l l  uns t eady on her  f eet .   No wonder  t he cab dr i ver  t hought  
she was  a dr unk.   For  t he f i r s t  t i me she t ook a r eal l y good l ook at  Synn’ s  
home as  i t  came i nt o vi ew.   I t  was  a t wo s t or y br i ck bui l di ng t hat  di dn’ t  l ook 
par t i cul ar l y s t r ange.   I t  al so di dn’ t  l ook l i ke a house.   I t  l ooked a l ot  l i ke 
ever y ot her  br i ck bui l di ng t hat  l i ned t he s t r eet .   I t  coul d have been an 
of f i ce compl ex,  or  i t  coul d have been apar t ment s .   Ther e was  not hi ng at  al l  t o 
sugges t  t hat  a wi zar d was  l i vi ng t her e.   Sur el y t hat  was  par t  of  hi s  pl an.   
The br i cks  wer e a ver y dar k r ed and t he ar chi t ect ur e gave away t hat  t he 
s t r uct ur e was  ver y ol d.    
 When Lavi ni a f i nal l y pr essed t he door bel l ,  she f el t  f ai nt .   What  i f  he 
di dn’ t  answer ?  What  i f  he wasn’ t  even home? 
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 Her  f ear s  subs i ded a moment  l at er  when Synn answer ed t he door .    
 “Hol y shi t . ”  
 He was  so caught  of f  guar d t hat  he al mos t  f or got  t o hi de hi s  f ace.   
Lavi ni a’ s  at t ent i on was  dr awn t o t he r i ght  cor ner  of  hi s  mout h,  but  she wasn’ t  
abl e t o get  a cl ear  pi ct ur e bef or e he had shadows cl ever l y i n pl ace once mor e.    
 “Lavi ni a,  come i n, ” he sai d,  usher i ng her  qui ckl y i ns i de.  
 “Fr om your  r eact i on I  t ake i t  you have no i dea what ’ s  goi ng on?” she 
asked.  
 “Wel l ,  I  wasn’ t  expect i ng you bef or e ni ght f al l  i f  t hat ’ s  what  you mean. ”  
 He pl aced hi s  hand agai ns t  t he smal l  of  her  back and l ed her  i nt o t he 
ki t chen.    
 “Have a seat . ” 
 Whi l e Lavi ni a made her sel f  comf or t abl e at  t he cozy br eakf as t  t abl e,  Synn 
moved t o cl ose t he bl i nds  i n t he bay wi ndow behi nd her .  
 “I s  t hat  bet t er ?” 
 “Yes . ” 
 “I  see you got  r i d of  t he handcuf f s , ” he t eased.  
 Lavi ni a t ook of f  her  gl oves  and l ower ed her  hood,  but  she kept  t he 
sungl asses  on.   Ther e was  s t i l l  a l ot  of  l i ght  i n t he r oom.   Despi t e how 
unner ved she was  about  bei ng awake i n t he mi ddl e of  t he mor ni ng,  she coul dn’ t  
hel p but  smi l e when she t ook a good l ook at  t he wi zar d.   He was  wear i ng a l ong 
bl ack r obe wi t h an unusual  pat t er n.   I t  l ooked as  i f  a deck of  over s i zed 
pl ayi ng car ds  had been scat t er ed about  over  t he mat er i al .   He was  al so wear i ng 
f uzzy r ed s l i pper s .   She coul dn’ t  hel p but  l augh a l i t t l e when she not i ced 
t hem.    
 Hi s  hai r  was  t ous l ed f r om s l eep and now t hat  i t  was  dr y she coul d 
cl ear l y see i t  was  bl ack and s l i ght l y wavy.   When he hear d her  l augh Synn 
br ushed t he hai r  back f r om t he l ef t  s i de of  hi s  f ace and wi nked at  her .  
 “My f eet  wer e col d, ” he sai d.  
 “Can you r ead my mi nd?” 
 “No,  but  I  saw wher e you wer e l ooki ng. ” I t  l ooked l i ke he had been 
maki ng br eakf as t  when she ar r i ved.   He went  back t o maki ng cof f ee and asked,  
“Can I  i nt er es t  you i n a cup of  Re- Vi t a Li f e?” 
 “You keep Re- Vi t a Li f e on hand?” She r ai sed one eyebr ow as  she spoke.  
 Synn l i cked hi s  l i ps  and she shi ver ed.   Damn i t  was  sexy when he di d 
t hat .  
 “No.   I  pi cked some up l at e l as t  ni ght ,  af t er  you l ef t . ” 
 “But  you wer en’ t  expect i ng me?” she sai d sar cas t i cal l y.  
 The wi zar d l aughed and t he deep bar i t one of  hi s  voi ce made her  want  t o 
swoon.  
 “No,  I  wasn’ t  expect i ng you.   But  nobody comes  t hat  many t i mes  wi t hout ,  
um,  comi ng back f or  mor e. ” 
 “You asshol e. ” Her  t one was  pl ayf ul ,  despi t e her  wor ds  and Lavi ni a 
coul dn’ t  seem t o wi pe t he smi l e of f  her  f ace.   He was  r i ght .    
 “Somet i mes , ” he agr eed wi t h a shr ug.   “So,  you want  t hat  dr i nk or  not ?” 
 “Yeah. ” 
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 Whi l e he r ummaged ar ound t he ki t chen,  t he wi zar d began t o t al k and i n 
doi ng so,  he s t ar t ed t o r eveal  a l i t t l e mor e of  hi s  per sonal i t y t han Lavi ni a 
had seen bef or e.   I t  war med her  hear t  t o f eel  l i ke she was  r eal l y get t i ng t o 
know hi m and i t  made her  smi l e t oo.  
 “I ’ l l  be hones t  wi t h you,  Lavi ni a.   I  have no i dea what  i s  goi ng on.   
But  you don’ t  appear  t o be har med i n any way.   I ’ m sur e an expl anat i on wi l l  
pr esent  i t sel f . ” 
 He sat  t he cup of  Re- Vi t a Li f e i n f r ont  of  her  and t ur ned t owar d t he 
r ef r i ger at or .    
 “An expl anat i on wi l l  pr esent  i t sel f ?  That ’ s  t he bes t  you can do?  I  
haven’ t  seen dayl i ght  s i nce …” Her  wor ds  t r ai l ed of f .   “Shi t ,  I  don’ t  even 
r emember  what  was  goi ng on i n t he wor l d t he l as t  t i me I  saw t he sun. ” 
 “Do you r emember  what  was  goi ng on wi t h you?” he asked sof t l y.   “I  
under s t and t hat  t her e ar e t hi ngs  you don’ t  want  me t o know about  your  l i f e 
now.   But  who wer e you bef or e?” 
 Lavi ni a cons i der ed t he ques t i on f or  a mi nut e.  
 “I  was  happy.   My f at her  was  weal t hy and Engl i sh.   My mot her ,  who di ed 
whi l e gi vi ng bi r t h t o me,  was  Gr eek.   My f at her  l oved t o t r avel  and t o pl ay 
mus i c,  any ki nd of  mus i c.   He l ear ned t o pl ay a di f f er ent  i ns t r ument  i n near l y 
ever y count r y we vi s i t ed. ” 
 “And what  about  you?  What  di d you enj oy?” 
 “Ar t .   I  l oved t o pai nt  and scul pt . ” She smi l ed.   “And I  l oved t o wat ch 
t r avel i ng gyps i es  dance.   I  was  t aki ng ar t  l essons  i n Fr ance when I  met  t he 
man who made me t he mons t er  I  am t oday. ” 
 Her  l as t  wor ds  wer e sar cas t i c,  but  Synn coul d hear  t he pai n behi nd t hem.  
 “You don’ t  have t o t el l  me t hat  par t  i f  you don’ t  want  t o. ” 
 She waved of f  hi s  concer n.   “No,  i t ’ s  al r i ght .   I  won’ t  ment i on hi s  
name,  j us t  because i t  makes  me f eel  bet t er  t o l eave i t  out .   I  was  t went y s i x,  
a spi ns t er  by mos t  any s t andar d of  t he t i mes .   I  wasn’ t  l ooki ng t o set t l e 
down.   Maybe my vi ews  had become a l i t t l e j aded f r om my t r avel s . ” She 
shr ugged.   “Anyway,  I  was  j us t  enj oyi ng bei ng a woman and bei ng young.   Then I  
made t he mi s t ake of  f al l i ng i n l ove.   He came t o my r oom one ni ght .   He must  
have hypnot i zed me,  because t he next  t hi ng I  knew I  was  l yi ng i n a puddl e of  
my own bl ood on t he bal cony. ” 
 Synn wasn’ t  sur e what  t o say.   He knew what  i t  f el t  l i ke t o wake up i n a 
puddl e of  hi s  own bl ood … or  someone el se’ s  bl ood f or  t hat  mat t er .   Nei t her  
was  pl easant .   He sat  down acr oss  f r om Lavi ni a and t ook her  hand i n an at t empt  
t o of f er  comf or t .  
 “I ’ m sor r y. ” Af t er  a moment  of  s i l ence he added,  “I  di dn’ t  mean t o 
of f end you wi t h my j oke about  comi ng back f or  mor e. ” 
 She smi l ed and s t r oked t he back of  hi s  hand.   “You di dn’ t .   You’ r e 
r i ght . ” 
 “Wel l ,  i t ’ s  ni ce t o know you di dn’ t  f ake i t , ” he t eased.  
 Synn got  back up t o s t i r  t he eggs  he was  cooki ng and Lavi ni a’ s  smi l e 
wi dened as  she l ooked at  t he f uzzy s l i pper s  agai n.  
 “I  don’ t  bel i eve i n f aki ng i t .   I t ’ s  l i ke l aughi ng at  a bad j oke.   
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You’ r e j us t  goi ng t o have t o keep l i s t eni ng t o t he same punch l i ne … and i t  
wasn’ t  even f unny t he f i r s t  t i me. ” 
 He pr act i cal l y snor t ed wi t h l aught er .   “I t ’ s  f unny t hat  you shoul d use 
t hat  exampl e. ” 
 “Why,  what  wer e you bef or e,  a comedi an?  Or  have you al ways  been a dar k 
and myst er i ous  wi zar d?” 
 He t ur ned t owar d her  and pr opped agai ns t  t he ki t chen count er ,  cr oss i ng 
hi s  ar ms .   Hi s  hai r  managed t o cas t  j us t  enough shadow t hat  she s t i l l  coul dn’ t  
see t he r i ght  hal f  of  hi s  f ace.   But  t he l ef t  was  def i ni t el y swoon wor t hy.    
 “You’ r e not  f ar  of f , ” he admi t t ed.   “And no,  I  wasn’ t  al ways  a wi zar d. ” 
 She r ai sed a br ow.   “Real l y?  What  wer e you t hen?” 
 Synn wonder ed i f  he shoul d j us t  bl ur t  i t  out  or  not .    
 “Wel l ,  I ’ ve changed a l ot  s i nce t hen. ” 
 Lavi ni a l aughed sof t l y.   “Come on,  I ’ ve seen you naked.   The l eas t  you 
can do i s  t el l  me who you used t o be.   I  know you’ ve got  secr et s  now,  j us t  
l i ke I  do.   You don’ t  have t o t al k about  any of  t hat .   I ’ d j us t  l i ke t o know 
what  you used t o do wi t h your sel f . ” 
 “I  was  a cour t  j es t er . ” 
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Chapt er  Ei ght  
 
 She bur s t  out  l aughi ng bef or e r eal i zi ng t hat  he was  t el l i ng t he t r ut h.   
One l ook at  hi s  pl ayf ul  smi r k was  enough t o gi ve her  pause.   I t  was  sor t  of  a 
j es t er ’ s  smi l e,  wasn’ t  i t ? 
 “Ser i ous l y?” 
 “Ser i ous l y.   And a damn good one.   Af t er  t hat  I  was  a t r avel i ng 
per f or mer . ” 
 “Li ke wi t h t he ci r cus?” 
 “I  suppose.   I  was  a magi ci an who t r avel ed wi t h gyps i es .   I  di dn’ t  get  
pi cky about  what  peopl e cal l ed our  car avan. ” She l ooked so sur pr i sed t hat  he 
coul dn’ t  r es i s t  t eas i ng her .   “And j us t  so you know,  I  l i ked t o wat ch t hem 
dance t oo,  especi al l y when t hey t ook t hei r  cl ot hes  of f . ” 
 Lavi ni a l aughed and t hr ew one of  her  gl oves  at  hi m.  
 Wel l ,  t hat  woul d cer t ai nl y expl ai n t he pur pl e and gr een col or  scheme i n 
hi s  ki t chen and l i vi ng r oom.   Despi t e t he col or  choi ces ,  i t  wasn’ t  l oud.   I t  
j us t  l ooked … vi br ant  and al i ve.  
 “Can you j uggl e?” 
 He waved of f  her  comment  wi t h f al se concei t .   “Of  cour se I  can. ” 
 “How t he hel l  di d you go f r om bei ng a j es t er  t o bei ng a wi zar d?  No,  
wai t  you don’ t  have t o t el l  me t hat .   What ’ s  your  speci al t y t hen?” 
 “Fi r e eat i ng,  but  I  was  pr et t y good at  swor d swal l owi ng t oo. ” 
 “No,  no,  I  mean as  a wi zar d.   Don’ t  al l  wi zar ds  have a cer t ai n t ype of  
magi c t hey’ r e bes t  at ?” 
 Synn cons i der ed t hat  f or  a moment .    
 “Chaos .   My speci al t y as  a wi zar d i s  chaos  magi c. ” She gr ew ver y ser i ous  
when he conf essed hi s  s t r ong poi nt .   So,  he deci ded t o change t he subj ect  a 
l i t t l e.   “Don’ t  wor r y,  I ’ l l  t el l  you t he r es t  of  t he s t or y somet i me.   But  not  
t oday. ” 
 “Synn … you’ r e not  evi l ,  ar e you?” 
 “Do you t hi nk I ’ m evi l ?” 
 “No. ”  
 She answer ed wi t hout  hes i t at i on.   Wel l ,  t hat  made hi m f eel  bet t er .   He 
hoped t hat  hi s  r epl y about  hi s  pas t  di dn’ t  sound r ude.   He j us t  wasn’ t  r eady 
t o t el l  her  how he became a wi zar d yet .   I t  was  eas i er  t o t al k about  bei ng a 
j es t er .   So t hat ’ s  what  he di d whi l e he f i ni shed cooki ng br eakf as t .  
 “Don’ t  get  t he wr ong i dea, ” he sai d whi l e j uggl i ng seven or anges .   “I ’ m 
nobody’ s  f ool . ” 
 “Not  even mi ne?” 
 Her  wor ds  made hi m s t umbl e and t he f r ui t  went  f l yi ng.   Lavi ni a seemed 
f ai r l y i mpr essed when he s t i l l  managed t o cat ch t hem al l .  
 “Um,  what ?” 
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 “I ’ m sor r y, ” she sai d.   Lavi ni a r emoved her  gl asses  and squi nt ed at  t he 
r oom.   “I  f i nd mysel f  i n a di f f i cul t  s i t uat i on.   You see f or  t he pas t  t wo 
hundr ed year s  or  so I  haven’ t  f el t  anyt hi ng f or  a man beyond f r i endshi p or  
j us t  pl ai n at t r act i on. ” She wasn’ t  sur e how t o pr oceed or  i f  she shoul d j us t  
shut  up.   “I n al l  t hi s  t i me I  have never  dr eamed,  not  once.   And now I  dr eam 
of  you.   Onl y i n my dr eams … you have a f ace. ” 
 Synn gr ew ver y s t i l l ,  wai t i ng f or  what  she woul d say next .   Fi nal l y he 
pr ompt ed,  “What  does  i t  l ook l i ke?” 
 “I  can’ t  r emember  once I  wake up. ” 
 “I t ’ s  pr obabl y bes t  t hat  way. ” 
 Lavi ni a want ed t o know mor e,  but  she coul d hear  t he pai n i n hi s  voi ce.   
Enough get t i ng t o know each ot her  f or  one day.  
 “Why don’ t  you s t ay her e,  at  l eas t  unt i l  ni ght f al l ?  You’ l l  be saf e,  I  
pr omi se. ” 
 A f ew hour s  l at er  t hey wer e ups t ai r s  i n hi s  bedr oom wi t h al l  t he 
cur t ai ns  dr awn,  wat chi ng t el evi s i on.   Synn was  r es t i ng back agai ns t  t he 
pi l l ows  eat i ng f r ui t  and Lavi ni a was  s t ar t i ng t o doze of f .   I t  f el t  so odd t o 
be awake at  l unch t i me.   I t  f el t  even s t r anger  t o be s l eepy.   She had never  
exact l y been s l eepy s i nce becomi ng a vampi r e.   She j us t  sor t  of  passed out  at  
dawn.  
 “So,  i f  you’ r e or i gi nal l y f r om Engl and,  how come you don’ t  have an 
accent ?” he asked.  
 “Dunno.   I  suppose I  t r avel ed t oo much t o ever  r eal l y pi ck one up.   I ’ ve 
been i n t he s t at es  so l ong t hat  I  sound sor t  of  Amer i can now. ” Lavi ni a al mos t  
f el l  as l eep,  but  t hen she r emember ed somet hi ng.   “How wer e you i ns i de my mi nd 
l as t  ni ght ?” 
 “You wer e weakened by your  need and I  t ook advant age.   I  hope you don’ t  
mi nd. ” 
 “I  don’ t  under s t and r eal l y. ” 
 “I  was  onl y abl e t o ent er  your  mi nd because you wer e so open t o me and 
because you wer e so hor ny. ” The smi l e he of f er ed her  was  wi cked,  but  char mi ng 
j us t  t he same.  
 “Wel l ,  you have a way wi t h wor ds . ” 
 He was  s t i l l  smi l i ng,  but  hi s  smi l e changed somehow.   I t  l ooked ki nd 
i ns t ead of  t eas i ng and al l  t hat  had changed was  t he cur ve at  t he cor ner  of  hi s  
mout h.   I t  was  amazi ng what  he coul d expr ess  wi t h onl y a smi l e.    
 “I  used a spel l ,  a ver y sexual  spel l  t o cal l  you her e.   Don’ t  wor r y,  I  
r eal l y can’ t  r ead your  mi nd. ” 
 About  t hat  t i me a sappy gr eet i ng car d commer ci al  came on and Lavi ni a 
f ound her sel f  get t i ng al l  mi s t y eyed.   She t r i ed not  t o l i s t en,  but  as  she 
moved back ont o t he pi l l ows  she acci dent al l y sat  on t he r emot e,  t ur ni ng up t he 
vol ume.   Thi s  made i gnor i ng t he over l y emot i onal  ad i mposs i bl e.   They al ways  
made her  angr y.   Even i f  men di d do somet hi ng ni ce i t  was  never  i n such a 
t heat r i cal  f ashi on.  
 “Ugh,  I  hat e t hose s t upi d commer ci al s .   Men r eal l y don’ t  buy r omant i c 
t hi ngs  l i ke t hat  unl ess  t hey’ ve done somet hi ng wr ong.   Most  guys  don’ t  even 
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know how t o pi ck out  a car d.   Tr us t  me,  I ’ ve known pl ent y of  men who sucked 
when i t  came t o r omance.   Why don’ t  t hey sel l  car ds  f or  r eal  s t uf f ?  You know,  
wi t h t hi ngs  guys  woul d act ual l y say i n t hem?” 
 Synn l aughed,  hi s  mout h obvi ous l y movi ng f as t er  t han hi s  br ai n.   
“Because I  don’ t  t hi nk t hey’ d make much money of f  of ,  ‘ Thanks  f or  t he 
begr udgi ng bl ow j ob, ’  car ds . ” 
 Lavi ni a l aughed so har d i t  hur t .   The j oke was  di sgus t i ng,  but  i t  di d 
sound l i ke somet hi ng a guy woul d say.   “You r eal l y ar e t er r i bl e. ” 
 “Absol ut el y, ” he agr eed.  
 “You wer e a good j es t er  once,  wer en’ t  you?” 
 “You have a beaut i f ul  smi l e, ” he sai d as  he l eaned f or war d t o ki ss  her .   
“Why don’ t  you t ake a nap?  I ’ m goi ng t o do a l i t t l e r esear ch,  see i f  I  can’ t  
f i gur e out  why you’ r e awake so ear l y. ” 

* * * * 
 When Lavi ni a woke up sever al  hour s  l at er  i t  t ook her  a mi nut e t o r eal i ze 
wher e she was .   She hadn’ t  woken up i n anot her  bed bes i des  her s  or  Jean 
Phi l i ppe’ s  i n a ver y l ong t i me.   She r an her  hand over  t he l eopar d pr i nt  
comf or t er  and smi l ed.   She coul dn’ t  r emember  t he l as t  t i me she had f el t  so 
happy or  l aughed so har d.   Even t hough t her e was  not hi ng f unny about  t he 
s i t uat i on she was  i n,  Synn had a way of  maki ng her  f or get  about  t he r es t  of  
t he wor l d.    
 The bed was  decor at ed wi t h bl ack and r ed vel vet  cover ed pi l l ows .   The 
r oom was  huge and i t  adj oi ned an equal l y l ar ge bat hr oom.   The bat hr oom was  
decor at ed i n s t ar k bl ack and whi t e,  whi ch cont r as t ed wi t h t he shocki ngl y r ed 
s i l k shower  cur t ai n.   I t  was  al mos t  dusk.   That  meant  she had been as l eep f or  
cl ose t o f our  and a hal f  hour s .   Lavi ni a had shed most  of  her  cl ot hes  bef or e 
r es t i ng on t he bed ear l i er .   Al l  she was  wear i ng now as  her  l ong gr een 
sweat er .   She padded car ef ul l y down t he hal l  unt i l  she f ound a l i ght  on.  
 She f ound Synn r ecl i ni ng i n a l ar ge l eat her  chai r  i n f r ont  of  a r oar i ng 
f i r epl ace.   He was  s t udyi ng a book ver y car ef ul l y and she wonder ed i f  he even 
knew she was  t her e.   Lavi ni a pr opped agai ns t  t he door f r ame and smi l ed as  she 
wat ched hi m.   She j us t  coul dn’ t  pi ct ur e hi m as  a j es t er .  
 “I ’ m sor r y, ” he sai d af t er  sever al  mi nut es .   “I t  di dn’ t  occur  t o me 
unt i l  af t er  t he f act  how of f ens i ve my gr eet i ng car d j oke mus t  have been t o a 
woman.   You see,  back i n t he day I  cat er ed t o a mal e audi ence.   A di sgus t i ng,  
per ver t ed,  bawdy mal e audi ence who onl y want ed a j es t er  who t ol d di sgus t i ng,  
per ver t ed,  bawdy j okes .   I ’ m af r ai d I ’ m i l l  equi pped f or  a moder n f emal e 
audi ence. ” 
 Lavi ni a s t epped i nt o t he r oom and he was  pos i t i vel y ent r anced wi t h how 
l ovel y she l ooked i n t he f i r el i ght .    
 “You don’ t  have t o apol ogi ze t o me f or  who you ar e.   I ’ m di sgus t i ng,  
per ver t ed and bawdy. ”  
 He l aughed.   “You coul d never  be di sgus t i ng,  but  t hanks  f or  t r yi ng.   
Per ver t ed,  now t hat  I  can bel i eve. ” 
 He r eached f or  her  and Lavi ni a moved t o s i t  on hi s  l ap.    
 “I ’ m s t i l l  havi ng t r oubl e pi ct ur i ng you as  a j es t er .   You’ r e j us t  so … 
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i mpos i ng. ” 
 “I t ’ s  not  t hat  har d.   Tr y pi ct ur i ng me i n t i ght  pant s  wi t h j i ngl e bel l s  
on my shoes . ” 
 “Mmm,  you’ r e t ur ni ng me on. ” 
 “You r eal l y ar e a per ver t . ” He smacked her  ass  pl ayf ul l y bef or e t ur ni ng 
back t o t he book.   “Look what  I  f ound. ”  
 Lavi ni a put  her  ar m acr oss  t he back of  hi s  shoul der s  and r es t ed her  f ace 
agai ns t  hi s .   She was  on hi s  l ef t  s i de,  so he di dn’ t  mi nd her  t ouchi ng hi s  
f ace.  
 “I  knew I  had r ead somewher e about  vampi r es  who coul d come out  dur i ng 
t he day.   But  I ’ d never  act ual l y hear d of  i t  happeni ng.   I  t hought  i t  was  j us t  
a myt h.   They’ r e cal l ed Daywal ker s .   Some peopl e specul at ed t hat  t hi s  was  what  
you got  when vampi r es  and humans  had chi l dr en t oget her .   But  obvi ous l y t hat  
i sn’ t  what ’ s  goi ng on her e.   I  can onl y guess  t hat  i t  had somet hi ng t o do wi t h 
you t aki ng my bl ood. ” 
 “That ’ s  what  I  t hought ,  but  I  want ed t o hear  what  you had t o say about  
i t .   Not hi ng el se has  changed i n my l i f e.   I  haven’ t  done anyt hi ng di f f er ent ,  
except  f or  dr i nki ng your  bl ood. ” 
 Synn cl osed t he book and sat  i t  on a t abl e bes i de hi m.    
 “Wel l ,  t hat  mus t  be i t .   Maybe i t  has  somet hi ng t o do wi t h my af f i ni t y 
f or  chaos .   I f  t her e’ s  one t hi ng I ’ m good at  i t ’ s  mi xi ng t hi ngs  up.   I t  onl y 
makes  sense t hat  t hat  magi c woul d al so be i n my bl ood. ” 
 “You’ ve cer t ai nl y t ur ned my l i f e ups i de down.   Or  i s  t hat  my af t er l i f e?” 
 He l aughed.   “Ar e you sur e you ar en’ t  a comedi an?”  
 “Hel l  no.   I  can’ t  even r emember  t he l as t  t i me I  t ol d a j oke. ” She r an 
her  hand i ns i de hi s  r obe as  she conf essed,  “I  al so can’ t  r emember  t he l as t  
t i me I  r eal l y l aughed bef or e t oday.   You may have t ur ned t hi ngs  ups i de down,  
but  you’ ve al so r emi nded me what  i t  f el t  l i ke t o be al i ve.   Thank you. ” 
 Synn pl aced hi s  hand over  her s  and pat t ed i t  gent l y.    
 “I  can’ t  r emember  t he l as t  t i me I  t ol d a j oke ei t her ,  bef or e t oday.   
I t ’ s  pr obabl y been a f ew hundr ed year s  s i nce I  even made t he at t empt .   That ’ s  
pr et t y sad,  huh?  I  don’ t  even know any good ones . ” 
 She moved her  ot her  hand and began t o t oy wi t h hi s  hai r .   Ther e was  
somet hi ng so sweet  and i nt i mat e about  t he ges t ur e t hat  i t  al mos t  made hi m cr y.   
Ther e was  such t ender ness  i n her  t ouch.   How l ong had i t  been s i nce a woman 
had t ouched hi m t hi s  way? 
 “So,  knowi ng who I  used t o be … i t ’ s  not  a t ur n of f ?”  
 “No.   I ’ ve al ways  t hought  magi ci ans  wer e sexy. ” 
 “Real l y?” 
 “Oh,  yeah.   I ’ ve al ways  been f asci nat ed wi t h t he way t hey made t hi ngs  
di sappear . ” 
 “Ouch.   Now t hat  was  a bad j oke. ” 
 She l aughed.   “Yeah,  i t  was .   But  I  r eal l y do t hi nk magi ci ans  ar e sexy. ” 
 “I t ’ s  a shame you di dn’ t  br i ng t he handcuf f s .   I ’ m al so qui t e an escape 
ar t i s t . ” 
 Lavi ni a l ooked ser i ous  agai n when she asked,  “I s  t her e anyt hi ng you 



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           54 

 
   
   

can’ t  do?” 
 “I  can’ t  s t op mysel f  f r om l ovi ng you. ”  
 Hi s  sudden conf ess i on must  have t aken her  br eat h away,  because Lavi ni a 
seemed i ncapabl e of  speech.  
 Synn coul dn’ t  bel i eve what  he had j us t  sai d.   But  i t  was  t r ue,  he di d 
l ove her  and t her e wasn’ t  a damn t hi ng he coul d do about  i t .  
 “Synn,  I  …” 
 “I ’ m so af r ai d t hat  when you f i nd out  ever yt hi ng about  me- - ” 
 “Hush, ” she sai d sof t l y,  pl aci ng her  f i nger t i ps  over  hi s  l i ps .   “I ’ ve 
never  even seen your  f ace. ” 
 “I  know,  I ’ m j umpi ng t he gun her e- - ” 
 “Let  me f i ni sh, ” she sai d mor e f i r ml y.   “I ’ ve never  even seen your  f ace 
… but  I  am so i n l ove wi t h you. ” Her  eyes  f i l l ed wi t h t ear s .   “You make my 
hear t  beat . ” 
 I n t hat  moment  Synn l et  go of  t he wor r i es  he had been hol di ng ont o.   I f  
i t  was  wr ong t o l ove her ,  t hen he woul d j us t  have t o be wr ong.   I t  woul dn’ t  be 
t he f i r s t  danger ous  t hi ng he had done.   And i f  i t  was  t he l as t ,  t hat  was  
al r i ght  wi t h hi m.   He woul d have r i sked hi s  l i f e f or  j us t  one br eat h of  her  
hai r ,  one t ouch of  her  hand.    
 “I ’ m sor r y t hat  I  di dn’ t  cons i der  t he consequences  bef or e of f er i ng you 
my bl ood.   I  had no i dea what  i t  woul d do t o you.   I  onl y meant  f or  t he bl ood 
t o gi ve us  a l i nk,  a shar ed connect i on.   I  coul d f eel  t he l ongi ng i n your  
t ouch … I  know t hat  you have been br oken bef or e … j us t  l i ke me.   I  want ed t o 
hel p you.   I  want ed t o t ouch you … t o make what ever  had hur t  you go away.   I  
knew t hat  somehow I  had t he power  t o do t hat .   But  I  never  meant  t o scr ew up 
your  l i f e. ” 
 “You have br ought  t he f i r s t  l i ght  t o my l i f e i n a ver y l ong t i me,  and 
I ’ m not  j us t  t al ki ng about  t he sun.   I  have mi ssed t he l i ght .   And i f  I  had 
never  known you,  I  woul d have gone on mi ss i ng i t . ” 
 “But ,  I - - ” 
 She pl aced her  f i nger t i ps  over  hi s  l i ps  agai n.   “You t al k t oo much,  
Synn.   Ki ss  me. ” 
 God she was  beaut i f ul  and at  l eas t  f or  t he moment ,  she was  hi s .   Per haps  
some cr uel  t wi s t  of  f at e woul dn’ t  s t eal  her  away.   Maybe he woul d be al l owed 
t o have l ove i n hi s  l i f e at  l ong l as t .   One t hi ng was  cer t ai n,  he coul dn’ t  
s t and t o be br oken agai n … not  l i ke bef or e.   I f  somet hi ng happened t o Lavi ni a 
because of  l ovi ng hi m i t  woul d be hi s  undoi ng.   He woul d ei t her  di e or  l ose 
hi s  mi nd ent i r el y.   What  he f el t  when he hel d her  was  so s t r ong.   The l oss  of  
somet hi ng t hi s  pr eci ous  coul d onl y cause madness .   “Pl ease,  God, ” he t hought ,  
“not  agai n. ” 
 Lavi ni a moved t o s t r addl e hi s  wai s t  and l i f t ed t he sweat er  over  her  
head.   She wasn’ t  wear i ng anyt hi ng under neat h and Synn t ook a moment  t o 
appr eci at e t he beaut y of  her  naked body i n t he f i r el i ght .   Her  ski n f el t  l i ke 
s i l k beneat h hi s  hands .   She whi mper ed when he moved t o t ake her  ni ppl e i n hi s  
mout h and he gr owl ed i n r esponse.    
 Lavi ni a coul d f eel  t he f ever  r i s i ng wi t hi n her ,  even as  t he f i r e i n t he 
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hear t h began t o di m.   She r an her  hands  i ns i de Synn’ s  r obe and r evel ed i n t he 
way he f el t .   Hi s  muscl es  wer e har d,  but  hi s  ski n was  l i ke vel vet .   The f ew 
r ough scar s  onl y gave hi m char act er .   He moved t o ki ss  her  mout h and she 
f ought  t he ur ge t o t ouch hi s  f ace.   I t  hur t  t hat  he f el t  t he need t o hi de,  but  
she r espect ed hi s  r easoni ng.   Af t er  al l ,  wasn’ t  she s t i l l  hi di ng t hi ngs?  I f  
he knew she had been an assass i n f or  t he pas t  hundr ed year s ,  what  woul d he 
t hi nk?  But  she t r i ed t o push t hese t hought s  away.   Now,  wi t h hi s  hands  
r oami ng up and down her  back and hi s  t ongue t wi r l i ng ar ound her s ,  was  not  t he 
t i me t o wor r y.    
 Even i f  she never  saw t he r es t  of  hi s  f ace,  j us t  t he t ouch of  hi s  hands  
t ook her  over  t he edge.   I f  she wer e ever  al l owed t o l ook i nt o bot h hi s  eyes  
whi l e he f ucked her ,  i t  mi ght  dr i ve her  mad.   And r i ght  at  t hat  moment ,  
Lavi ni a want ed t o l ose cont r ol .   She needed hi m t o t ake her  t o t hat  poi nt .  
 She scoot ed back on hi s  l ap and unt i ed t he sash on hi s  r obe.   Next ,  she 
moved t o r ub her  body agai ns t  t he f r ont  of  hi s ,  gr i ndi ng her  pussy agai ns t  
hi m.    
 “What  about  f or epl ay?” he asked.  
 Lavi ni a pr essed her  mout h agai ns t  t he l ef t  s i de of  hi s  t hr oat  and l i cked 
acr oss  hi s  pul se.    
 “I  can hear  how f as t  your  bl ood i s  pumpi ng t hr ough your  vei ns  … I  want  
you t o pump me l i ke t hat .   Jus t  as  har d and j us t  as  f as t . ” 
 At  her  wor ds  a s l ow,  wi cked smi l e spr ead over  hi s  f eat ur es .   The cor ner s  
of  hi s  sensuous  mout h t ur ned up as  he r epl i ed,  “Not  so f as t . ” 
 “Don’ t  t oy wi t h me,  Synn.   Gi ve me what  I  cr ave, ” she pant ed.  
 “Take what  you need,  but  t her e wi l l  be a pr i ce. ” 
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Chapt er  Ni ne 
 
 Lavi ni a t ook hi s  shaf t  i n her  hand and smi l ed when she coul dn’ t  wr ap her  
f i nger s  al l  t he way ar ound i t .   Wher e had he been al l  her  af t er l i f e?  She 
pl aced hi m at  her  ent r ance gent l y,  t hen f as t er  t han he coul d bl i nk she s l i d 
down ont o hi m.   He ent er ed her  wi t h such f or ce t hat  i t  t ook her  br eat h away.   
Lavi ni a pr act i cal l y howl ed wi t h del i ght  as  she gr ound her  body agai ns t  hi s ,  
t aki ng as  much of  hi m as  poss i bl e.   He f i l l ed her  up compl et el y,  i n ways  t hat  
went  beyond t he phys i cal .   But  r i ght  now i t  was  hi s  body t hat  had her  f ul l  
at t ent i on.  
  
 Synn del i ght ed i n t he way she moaned when he t ouched her  and t he wi cked 
gr i n she had when he pushed a l i t t l e har der  t han was  necessar y.   Then agai n,  
s i nce she l i ked i t  so much maybe i t  was  necessar y.   I t  was  al l  he coul d do t o 
hol d back as  she wr i t hed on hi s  l ap.   Sweat  began t o appear  as  a f i ne sheen 
over  her  pal e ski n and he l eaned f or war d t o r un hi s  t ongue over  her  
col l ar bone.  
 I t  was  near l y an hour  l at er  when he whi sper ed sof t l y,  “You’ ve al r eady 
come t hr ee t i mes .   I t ’ s  t i me t o pay t he pr i ce. ” 
 “Yes , ” she gasped.   “Tel l  me what  you want . ” 
 “On t he f l oor .   Now. ” 
 She l oved t he f or cef ul ness  i n hi s  voi ce.   Lavi ni a had got t en so used t o 
bei ng i n cont r ol  t hat  she had f or got t en what  i t  f el t  l i ke t o gi ve i t  up.   She 
had never  had a l over  t o t ake char ge t he way Synn was  doi ng r i ght  now and i t  
t hr i l l ed her .   She s l i d backwar ds  of f  of  hi s  l ap and cr ouched l ow i n f r ont  of  
t he f i r e,  awai t i ng hi s  next  command.  
 Synn r ose s l owl y and l et  hi s  r obe f al l  t o t he f l oor .   Even t hough she 
had seen ever yt hi ng bef or e,  t her e was  somet hi ng symbol i c i n t he ges t ur e.   The 
r obe was  of f .   I t  was  sor t  of  l i ke sayi ng t hat  now t he games  had t r ul y begun.   
Al l  j oki ng had l ong s i nce vani shed.   As  Lavi ni a l ooked up at  hi m she coul dn’ t  
i magi ne a mor e ser i ous  s i ght .   Hi s  body was  har dened i n a way t hat  onl y bat t l e 
coul d accompl i sh.   What ever  he may be,  t hi s  man was  much mor e t han a j es t er .   
I n f act ,  pi ct ur i ng hi m as  such was  i mposs i bl e t o her  at  t hat  moment .   Lavi ni a 
wasn’ t  l ooki ng at  t he man he used t o be.   She was  l ooki ng at  t he i mmor t al  
wi zar d he had become.   He l ooked devi l i sh and f r i ght eni ng … And i t  t ur ned her  
on somet hi ng f i er ce.  
 “On your  hands  and knees , ” he sai d.  
 Lavi ni a t ur ned t o do as  he sai d and wi ggl ed her  ass  at  hi m.   She j us t  
coul dn’ t  hel p her sel f .   She had no i dea what  t o expect  and when she f el t  hi m 
kneel  bes i de her  a shi ver  r an down her  spi ne.  
 Synn l eaned over  and ni bbl ed gent l y at  her  shoul der ,  wor ki ng hi s  way 
s l owl y down her  back.   He appl i ed j us t  enough pr essur e t hat  she coul d f eel  hi s  
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t eet h,  but  not  enough t o cause pai n.   She coul d f eel  hi s  cock pr essed agai ns t  
her  ass  as  he moved behi nd her .   Onl y t hi s  t i me when she wi ggl ed agai ns t  hi m 
i t  ear ned her  ass  a good s l ap.  
 The sensat i on was  at  once shocki ng and sexy.   No one had spanked her  
bef or e unl ess  she had t ol d t hem t o.  
 “You’ r e t he ki nd of  woman who’ s  used t o get t i ng what  she want s .   Ar en’ t  
you?” 
 “Yes . ”  
 Synn moved t o cup her  ass  cheeks  i n hi s  hands ,  t aki ng t he t i ght  f l esh 
bet ween hi s  pal ms  and massagi ng i t  gent l y.  
 “I ’ l l  bet  t hat  even when you wer e al i ve men scr ambl ed t o do as  you 
asked. ” 
 “Yes . ” 
 “What  a shame. ”  
 He smacked her  ass  agai n and she squeal ed wi t h del i ght .   Synn r an hi s  
t ongue over  t he back of  her  r i ght  hi p as  he massaged t he pl ace he had j us t  
s l apped.  
 “Al l  t hose men,  bowi ng and scr api ng t o do your  bi ddi ng.   You got  used t o 
i t ,  di dn’ t  you?  Mi ndl ess  t ool s ,  wai t i ng f or  you t o use t hem. ” 
 “Yes . ” 
 “Wel l ,  you deser ve somet hi ng bet t er  and I ’ m gonna gi ve i t  t o you. ” 
 He s l apped her  ass  agai n and she gasped.   “When?” 
 Synn l aughed,  a wi cked bar i t one r umbl e t hat  made her  i ns t ant l y wet t er .  
 “When I ’ m damn wel l  r eady t o. ” He r an hi s  hands  up and down her  back 
agai n bef or e l ooki ng at  t he f adi ng f i r e.   Wi t h a f l i ck of  hi s  hand t he f l ames  
r ose hi gher .   “You see my dear ,  j us t  l i ke t hi s  f i r e you wi l l  bur n f or  me.   And 
you wi l l  do so at  my command. ” 
 He s l apped her  ass  har der  t hi s  t i me and i mmedi at el y began t o massage i t  
t o count er act  t he s t i ngi ng sensat i on he knew t he s l ap mus t  have caused.  
 “Don’ t  wor r y,  Lavi ni a, ” he sai d sof t l y.   “I  wi l l  al ways  be your  f ool .   
But  when we ar e al one,  I  expect  you t o be mi ne. ” 
 He r eached f or war d and t ook her  l ong dar k hai r  i n hi s  hands ,  r unni ng i t  
over  hi s  f i nger s  bef or e wr appi ng i t  t i ght l y ar ound hi s  r i ght  hand.   She 
whi mper ed and he asked,  “Do you l i ke i t ?” 
 “Yes . ” 
 “Am I  hur t i ng you?” 
 “No. ” 
 “Do you want  me t o?” 
 “Yes . ” 
 He want ed not hi ng mor e t han t o t hr us t  al l  t he way i nt o her  i n one move.   
But  he al so knew t hat ’ s  what  Lavi ni a want ed and he i nt ended t o make her  wai t  
f or  i t .   He kept  pushi ng i nt o her  hal f way and t hen pul l i ng back out .   Al l  t he 
whi l e he s l apped her  ass  and pul l ed her  hai r  j us t  t o hear  her  squeal .  
 When he f i nal l y ent er ed her  f ul l y she came al mos t  i ns t ant l y and as  she 
scr eamed and wr i ggl ed agai ns t  hi m,  he f i nal l y l os t  cont r ol .   Synn r el eased her  
hai r  and l eaned over  her ,  pul l i ng her  body back agai ns t  hi m as  he came.  
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 He r es t ed back agai ns t  t he chai r  and s t r et ched hi s  f eet  t owar d t he f i r e 
whi l e Lavi ni a s t r et ched out  l i ke a cat  acr oss  t he r ug.   They r emai ned t hi s  way 
f or  sever al  mi nut es  unt i l  she spoke.  
 “No one’ s  ever  t ouched me t hat  way. ” 
 “I  know, ” he sai d wi t h a s i gh.   “I  coul d t el l . ” 
 “Wi l l  you do i t  agai n somet i me?” 
 Synn l aughed and gave a sor t  of  hal f  bow whi ch l ooked f unny f r om a 
s i t t i ng pos i t i on.    
 “As  my l ady commands . ” 
 Lavi ni a s t r et ched l azi l y and t ook a r eal l y good l ook at  t he l i br ar y f or  
t he f i r s t  t i me.   “Hol y shi t . ” The r oom was  huge and near l y ever y nook and 
cr anny was  f i l l ed wi t h books .   “Exact l y how l ong have you been her e?” she 
asked.  
 “I n Wi cked Ci t y you mean?  For  about  t hi r t y year s  or  so. ” 
 “How di d you manage t hat ?  I  mean,  obvi ous l y no one knew you wer e her e 
unt i l  ver y r ecent l y. ” Cr ap,  had she gi ven t oo much away? 
 He shr ugged.   “I  cas t  a spel l  of  f or get f ul ness  so t hat  t he wor l d woul d 
not  r emember  me.   Anyone who happened t o see me f or got  I  was  t her e bef or e t hey 
coul d t el l  anyone.   I t  di dn’ t  t ake l ong f or  al l  t hose who had known me t o di e.   
Af t er  I  out l i ved anyone who knew my name,  t he r es t  was  easy. ” 
 “And have you al ways  hi dden t hi s?” She s t opped j us t  shor t  of  t ouchi ng 
t he hal f  of  hi s  f ace whi ch r emai ned i n shadow,  t hen l et  her  hand f al l .   “Or  
di d you j us t  make t hem f or get  i t ?” 
 Synn r eached up t o t ouch hi s  f ace,  s t i l l  keepi ng hi s  scar ed vi sage f r om 
her  s i ght .    
 “I ’ ve hi dden i t  ever  s i nce …” He paused.   “Al ways . ” 
 “And now … how come peopl e know your  name agai n?” 
 “Someone who r emember ed me spoke t he name.   Obvi ous l y I  mi scal cul at ed 
t hat  whol e out l i vi ng peopl e who knew my name par t . ” 
 Synn di dn’ t  say anyt hi ng el se on t he subj ect .   He di dn’ t  want  t o r ui n 
t he moment  wi t h bad memor i es .  
 “But  t o make t he whol e wor l d f or get  you … t hat  mus t  t ake some ki nd of  
power . ” 
 He was  gl ad she was  i mpr essed wi t h hi m,  but  he di dn’ t  want  t o di scuss  
t he mat t er  f ur t her .  
 “You know, ” he began sof t l y,  “I  r eal l y wi l l  be your  f ool  i f  you want  me 
t o. ” 
 She smi l ed and cur l ed up so t hat  her  head r es t ed agai ns t  hi s  t hi gh.  
 Synn began t o t oy absent l y wi t h her  hai r  as  he spoke.  
 “I  j us t  want  you t o know t hat  s i nce i t  has  been so l ong s i nce I ’ ve t ol d 
j okes ,  especi al l y t o a woman,  you can f eel  f r ee t o s l ap me i f  I  of f end you.   
Bes i des ,  I  ki nd of  l i ke t hat . ” 
 Lavi ni a l aughed and pi nched hi s  t hi gh pl ayf ul l y.   “You’ r e awf ul .   And no 
I  don’ t  want  someone el se t o gr ovel  at  my f eet .   Not  t hat  I  t hi nk you’ r e 
ser i ous  about  t hat  of f er . ” 
 “Oh,  I  never  sai d gr ovel i ng woul d be i nvol ved.   I  sai d I  woul d be your  



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           59 

 
   
   

f ool ,  not  your  s l ave. ” 
 Ooo,  t her e was  a def i ni t e t hr eat  i n hi s  voi ce and she l i ked i t .  
 “I  s t and cor r ect ed. ” 
 “I f  I  di d what  I  i nt ended you shoul dn’ t  be abl e t o s t and at  al l . ” 
 Lavi ni a r ol l ed t o her  back and Synn moved so t hat  he cr adl ed her  head i n 
hi s  l ap.  
 “I  di d exper i ence my f ai r  shar e of  r oyal  cour t s , ” she sai d.   “You don’ t  
have t o expl ai n your sel f ,  I  mean t hat .   I  know how l ewd t hose pl aces  wer e.   
But  t hat ’ s  hal f  of  what  made t hem so much f un. ” 
 He gr i nned at  her  r eact i on t o hi s  f or mer  l i f e.   “Tr us t  me when I  say i t  
was  wor se i n t he Dar k Ages . ” 
 “Damn you’ r e ol d. ” 
 He l aughed and scoot ed gent l y away f r om her .    
 “Be r i ght  back. ” 
 When t he wi zar d r et ur ned a f ew mi nut es  l at er  he br ought  a bl anket  and 
mot i oned f or  her  t o j oi n hi m i n t he chai r  agai n.   Lavi ni a r es t ed her  head 
agai ns t  hi s  shoul der  whi l e he expl ai ned mor e of  t he r esear ch he had done whi l e 
she was  as l eep.  
 “As  bes t  I  can t el l ,  t he sunl i ght  shoul dn’ t  act ual l y hur t  you.   Your  
power s  ar e al so s t i l l  t her e,  j us t  sever el y weakened dur i ng t he day.   I  r eal i ze 
I  mus t  seem l i ke an i di ot  t o you,  gi vi ng you my bl ood and t hen al l  t hi s  
happens . ” He s i ghed.   “I  r eal l y am good at  bei ng a wi zar d;  I ’ ve j us t  never  had 
t o deal  wi t h vampi r es  bef or e.   I ’ ve deal t  wi t h peopl e,  wi t h ot her  wi zar ds ,  a 
r andom sor cer ess  or  t wo,  I ’ ve even had t o deal  wi t h wer ewol ves .   But  not  one 
s i ngl e vampi r e has  cr ossed my pat h bef or e you,  pr of ess i onal l y speaki ng.   
None. ” 
 “You never  even met  one bef or e?” 
 “Sur e,  I ’ ve met  vampi r es .   But  meet i ng t hem and havi ng anyt hi ng t o do 
wi t h t hem i s  somet hi ng di f f er ent  ent i r el y. ” 
 Ther e was  so much mor e she want ed t o know about  hi m.   But  unt i l  she came 
cl ean about  her  own af f ai r s ,  Lavi ni a di dn’ t  f eel  she had t he r i ght  t o ask.   
However ,  t her e wer e ot her  ques t i ons  she want ed answer ed bes i des  t hose deal i ng 
wi t h Synn’ s  pas t .   And t he one she i nt ended t o ques t i on had bet t er  f ess  up i f  
he knew.    
 When she went  t o get  up Synn s t opped her .  
 “You ar e saf e her e, ” he whi sper ed.   “Pl ease,  s t ay t i l l  t he mor ni ng. ” 
 “I ’ l l  be back.   Ther e’ s  somet hi ng I  need t o t ake car e of  f i r s t . ” 
 Lavi ni a hat ed t o l eave hi m,  but  t her e wer e t hi ngs  she needed t o know.   
Now t hat  ni ght  had f al l en,  get t i ng back acr oss  t own was  no pr obl em.   She moved 
so qui ckl y t hat  no one even saw her .   Her  movement s  wer e onl y vi s i bl e t o t hose 
who wer e r eal l y payi ng at t ent i on and r i ght  now t he mons t er  over head was  f ar  
mor e i nt er es t i ng t han anyt hi ng on t he s t r eet .    
 She s t opped by her  pent house i nt ent  on a qui ck shower  bef or e changi ng 
f or  t he eveni ng.   The ni ght  guar d was  obvi ous l y sur pr i sed t o see her .   He knew 
what  she was  and he wasn’ t  used t o seei ng her  t hi s  ear l y.   He al so knew t o 
keep hi s  mout h shut .   Lavi ni a pai d wel l  f or  t he s t af f ’ s  s i l ence.  
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 She shower ed qui ckl y and changed i nt o a shor t  bl ack dr ess  whi ch di pped 
l ow i n t he back.   The mat er i al  spar kl ed i n t he l i ght  and so di d t he shoes  she 
sel ect ed t o wear  wi t h i t .   Af t er  appl yi ng some makeup and combi ng out  her  l ong 
wavy hai r ,  she was  r eady t o go.   The r ai n had s t opped and t he wi nd never  
messed up her  hai r .   I n her  opi ni on i t  onl y made i t  l ook wi l d and t hat  was  a 
good t hi ng.   Lavi ni a gr abbed a pai r  of  handcuf f s  and s t uf f ed t hem i nt o her  
smal l  eveni ng bag bef or e wal ki ng out  t he door .   She was  t hr i l l ed t o not  have 
t o wor r y wi t h a car  or  hai l i ng a cab.   As  she r aced acr oss  t own t he col d ni ght  
ai r  f el t  l i ke f r eedom and she dr ank i t  i n.  
 She was  sur pr i sed when Br andon met  her  at  t he door  i ns t ead of  Logan.   He 
was  eas i l y r ecogni zabl e,  even wi t hout  t he makeup.   Damn,  he was  sexy.   The 
wer ewol f  r an a hand t hr ough hi s  dar k hai r  as  he pl aced hi s  ot her  hand agai ns t  
t he smal l  of  her  back,  l eadi ng her  i ns i de.    
 “Logan has  t he ni ght  of f , ” he expl ai ned.   “I t ’ s  good t o see you agai n.   
I  had wonder ed i f  you enj oyed t he per f or mance af t er  you l ef t  so suddenl y. ” 
 Lavi ni a smi l ed and r eached i nt o her  pur se.   “I  bel i eve t hese ar e your s , ” 
she sai d,  pr ess i ng t he cuf f s  i nt o hi s  hand.   “Thanks  f or  t he dance. ” 
 She s t ood on t i pt oe t o ki ss  hi s  cheek and Br andon smi l ed f r om ear  t o 
ear .  
 “I s  Jean Phi l i ppe i n?” 
 “Ups t ai r s , ” he sai d.   “He’ s  al l  your s . ” 
 The mas t er  met  her  at  t he door .   Appar ent l y he had sensed her  pr esence 
and was  eager  t o spend some t i me wi t h her .   He was  wear i ng a r ed shi r t  t oni ght  
and i t  made hi s  ski n l ook even mor e pal e compar ed t o hi s  bl ack pant s  and hai r .   
The ef f ect  was  s t r i ki ng and Lavi ni a coul dn’ t  hel p but  admi r e hi m.   I n f act ,  i f  
she ever  s t opped admi r i ng Jean Phi l i ppe,  she mi ght  t r ul y be dead.  
 “Wel l ,  l ook what  t he cat  dr agged i n. ” 
 “What ’ s  t hat  supposed t o mean?” 
 He cl osed t he door  behi nd t hem and mot i oned f or  her  t o t ake a seat .   As  
usual ,  she sat  i n t he chai r  behi nd hi s  desk i ns t ead of  i n t he one i n f r ont  of  
i t .  
 “Oh not hi ng, ” he sai d casual l y.   “I  was  s t ar t i ng t o wonder  i f  you 
pl anned t o per f or m downst ai r s ,  t he way you’ ve been per f ect i ng your  
di sappear i ng act . ” 
 “Jean,  I  want  t o ask you somet hi ng and I ’ d r eal l y l i ke f or  you t o answer  
me.   Obvi ous l y,  I  can’ t  make you.   But  af t er  al l  t he year s  we’ ve known each 
ot her ,  I  woul d hope you woul d t el l  me t he t r ut h. ” 
 Her  voi ce was  sof t  and t her e was  somet hi ng i n her  t one t hat  t ugged at  
hi s  hear t .   He had bar el y l ai d eyes  on her  i n t hr ee weeks  and now she showed 
up wi t h t hi s  wounded not e i n her  voi ce.   What  was  goi ng on? 
 “Fi ne, ” he sai d.   “But  I  have ques t i ons  of  my own f i r s t .   For  i ns t ance,  
wher e have you been l at el y?  And why af t er  over  t wo hundr ed year s  ar e you 
r ef us i ng t he of f er  of  my company?  For  t hat  mat t er ,  why ar e you r ef us i ng Judas  
and Logan as  wel l ?” 
 “I  haven’ t  r ef used t hem. ” 
 “No,  j us t  i gnor ed t hem.   Why?” 
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 Hi s  ques t i ons  di dn’ t  sound angr y,  but  t hey di d sound i ns i s t ent  and j us t  
a l i t t l e bi t  hur t .  
 Lavi ni a l ooked hi m i n t he eye and answer ed t r ut hf ul l y,  “I ’ ve t aken a new 
l over . ” 
 He seemed a l i t t l e sur pr i sed.   “Why di dn’ t  you say anyt hi ng?” 
 “You and I  have never  had t hat  t ype of  r el at i onshi p,  I  di dn’ t  t hi nk i t  
was  necessar y. ” 
 “You’ r e r i ght , ” he sai d.   “We have never  been exact l y r omant i c wi t h one 
anot her .   But ,  Lavi ni a we have been f r i ends . ” Jean Phi l i ppe knel t  i n f r ont  of  
her  as  he sai d,  “I  was  wor r i ed about  you. ” 
 Lavi ni a r eached out  t o t ouch hi s  f ace.   “I ’ m sor r y,  Jean.   I t  never  
occur r ed t o me t hat  you woul d f eel  t hi s  way. ” 
 He r ose suddenl y and t ur ned hi s  back.   “That ’ s  because I  never  gave you 
t he i mpr ess i on t hat  I  had a hear t .   I t ’ s  not  your  f aul t .   But  I  have been 
wor r i ed.   The l eas t  you coul d do i s  l et  me know you’ r e al r i ght .   For  al l  I  
knew you wer e l yi ng on t he s i de of  t he r oad somewher e wi t h a s t ake t hr ough 
your  hear t ,  wai t i ng f or  t he sun t o evapor at e your  r emai ns . ” 
 He r eal l y had been wor r i ed.   I t  made her  f eel  l i ke shi t .   Lavi ni a s t ood 
up and wr apped her  ar ms  ar ound hi s  wai s t .   Hi s  col ogne was  sof t  and f ami l i ar .   
She snuggl ed her  f ace agai ns t  hi s  shi r t  and br eat hed deepl y.   Fami l i ar  was  
good.  
 “I ’ ve al ways  car ed about  you, ” he sai d sof t l y.   “Even t hough we wer en’ t  
i n l ove … I  don’ t  want  t o see you get  hur t . ” 
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Chapt er  Ten 
 
 Lavi ni a j us t  s t ood t her e f or  a moment ,  unsur e of  what  t o say.    
 “I ’ m sor r y, ” she sai d sof t l y.   “You’ r e r i ght .   I  shoul d have t ol d you 
wher e I  was  and what  was  goi ng on … but  I  woul d be r i ski ng t he saf et y of  t he 
man I ’ ve been wi t h i f  I  di d t hat .   I  never  meant  t o bet r ay your  t r us t . ” She 
t ur ned hi m t o f ace her  as  she sai d,  “And I  have al ways  car ed f or  you t oo.   
I ’ ve never  been i n a s i t uat i on l i ke t hi s  bef or e. ” 
 “Shh, ” he sai d.   “You don’ t  have t o apol ogi ze anymor e.   I ’ m j us t  gl ad 
t hat  you’ r e al r i ght . ” Jean Phi l i ppe moved pas t  her  and sat  down behi nd t he 
desk.   “What ’ s  your  ques t i on?” 
 “Why does  t he counci l  f eel  t he need t o get  i nvol ved wi t h what ’ s  goi ng on 
i n Wi cked Ci t y?  A wi zar d has  not hi ng t o do wi t h t hem. ” 
 Ther e i t  was  agai n,  t hat  al mos t  weepy t one.   When had he hear d her  sound 
l i ke t hat  bef or e?  I t  was  l i ke a swi t ch was  f l i pped and suddenl y Jean Phi l i ppe 
under s t ood.    
 “You’ r e i n l ove wi t h hi m.   Fuck! ” 
 “Jean,  I - - ” 
 “Tel l  me I ’ m wr ong, ” he chal l enged.   “Tel l  me you haven’ t  been havi ng 
sex wi t h t he wi zar d Synn,  t hat  he i sn’ t  t he one you’ ve been r unni ng t o ever y 
ni ght . ”  He cr ossed hi s  ar ms  def i ant l y.   “Wel l  go on,  t el l  me.   Cause I ’ d 
f ucki ng l ove t o hear  i t . ” 
 He l et  l ose of  s t r i ng of  cur se wor ds  i n Fr ench and Lavi ni a di dn’ t  know 
how t o r espond.  
 “Do you know what  a shi t  s t or m t hi s  has  cr eat ed?  Do you have any 
f ucki ng cl ue what  i s  goi ng on r i ght  now?” 
 “Why don’ t  you t el l  me,  s i nce you know ever yt hi ng, ” she spat .  
 “The counci l  has  deci ded t hat  t aki ng car e of  t he pr obl em i n Wi cked Ci t y 
woul d i mpr ove t hei r  human r el at i ons  wor l dwi de. ” 
 “You mean t hey woul d l et  peopl e t hi nk t hat  i t  was  you and your  peopl e 
who t ook car e of  t he pr obl em,  maki ng vampi r es  l ook good t o ever ybody. ” 
 “Yes .   Obvi ous l y t he counci l  cannot  make t hemsel ves  known t o t hose 
out s i de t he vampi r e communi t y.   Does  t hat  answer  your  ques t i on?” 
 “Not  ent i r el y.   Why hi m?  Why assume t hat  he’ s  t he pr obl em?” 
 “Because accor di ng t o al l  t hei r  sour ces ,  he i s .   Once t hey have def i ni t e 
pr oof  t hat  he i s  her e … you know what  t hey’ l l  do. ”  
 “Fuck t hem. ” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe s t ood up and t ook her  by t he shoul der s ,  shaki ng her  
gent l y.   “Lavi ni a,  you know what  t hey’ l l  or der  us  t o do.   How can you put  me 
i n t hi s  s i t uat i on?  Al r eady I  am br eaki ng t he l aw. ” 
 “How ar e you br eaki ng t he l aw?  I ’ m t he one t hat ’ s  been s l eepi ng wi t h 
hi m. ” 
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 He l ower ed hi s  eyes  and hi s  voi ce as  he sai d,  “And I  am t he one who wi l l  
not  r epor t  you f or  doi ng so. ” 
 She knew t he r i sk he was  t aki ng i n cover i ng up her  act i ons .   I f  i t  wer e 
known t hat  he had l i ed f or  her ,  he coul d be put  t o deat h.   Lavi ni a t r embl ed as  
he br ushed back her  hai r  and ki ssed her  f or ehead.  
 “Tel l  me what  you know of  hi m.   I t  wi l l  s t ay bet ween us . ” 
 She bel i eved hi m and t ol d hi m ever yt hi ng except  t he par t  about  bei ng 
abl e t o go out  dur i ng t he day.   I f  wor d got  out  t hat  Synn’ s  bl ood had t hat  
ki nd of  power  he woul d be dr ai ned dr y.   Not  by Jean Phi l i ppe of  cour se.   She 
t r us t ed hi m.   But  she f el t  i t  was  bes t  not  t o voi ce such t hi ngs ,  j us t  i n case 
anyone el se mi ght  l ear n of  i t .  
 “He i s  not  a mur der i ng madman,  Jean.   I  know i t .   I  don’ t  car e what  
anyone says ,  t hi s  man i s  not  a f i end.   I  have met  f i ends  bef or e. ” 
 “Yes ,  but  have you s l ept  wi t h t hem?  For gi ve me,  ma chér i ,  but  per haps  
he i s  j us t  a r eal l y good act or . ” 
 Maybe i f  he saw and f el t  t he t hi ngs  t hat  she had,  he woul d under s t and.   
Lavi ni a t ook a s t ep cl oser  t o hi m and began t o unbut t on hi s  shi r t .  
 “I ’ m goi ng t o show you somet hi ng, ” she sai d.   “I  know t hat  you can see 
my memor i es  t hr ough my bl ood. ” 
 “You don’ t  have t o do t hi s , ” he sai d sof t l y.   “I  onl y meant  t hat - - ” 
 “No,  I  want  you t o see.   I  want  you t o know. ” 
 Lavi ni a r an her  hands  up and over  hi s  ches t  and wr apped her  ar ms  ar ound 
hi s  neck.   As  she br ought  hi s  f ace cl oser  t owar d her s ,  Jean Phi l i ppe t ur ned 
and sank hi s  f angs  i nt o her  t hr oat .    
 She opened her  mi nd t o hi m and memor i es  r ushed over  hi m.   He saw t hat  
f i r s t  ni ght  i n t he al l ey and t he l onel i ness  i n t he wi zar d’ s  t ouch made hi m 
want  t o cr y.   I n a f l ash of  sensat i on he f el t  what  Synn’ s  t ouch di d t o Lavi ni a 
and under s t ood why she l oved hi m.   He al so saw t he way he hi d hi s  f ace and as  
he pul l ed back f r om her ,  a t ear  s l i d down hi s  cheek.  
 “Why does  he hi de?” he whi sper ed.  
 “I  don’ t  know. ” 
 She s t ayed wi t h t he mas t er  f or  anot her  hal f  hour .   She hadn’ t  f el t  r i ght  
keepi ng t hi ngs  f r om hi m and i t  f el t  good t o t al k t o hi m.   She was  sur pr i sed 
when he di dn’ t  ask about  her  bei ng abl e t o go out  i n t he day.   Appar ent l y t hat  
memor y had not  t r ansf er r ed somehow so she di dn’ t  br i ng i t  up.   Maybe what  
happened dur i ng t he day di dn’ t  ent er  her  bl ood- memor y as  ot her  t hi ngs  di d? 
 “I  wi l l  t el l  Judas  and Logan, ” he sai d.   When she went  t o pr ot es t  he 
hel d up hi s  hand.   “As  much as  t hey can hear  and wi t hi n r eason,  of  cour se.   
You shoul d know by now t hat  I  am t r us t wor t hy. ” 
 “I ’ m sor r y. ” 
 “You r eal l y don’ t  need bl ood?” he asked.   She under s t ood what  he was  
aski ng.   Was  Synn r eal l y enough t o sat i s f y her ?  “Jus t  hi m?” he pr ompt ed.  
 “Jus t  hi m. ” 
 “When wi l l  you t el l  hi m t he t r ut h about  who you ar e?” 
 “When i t  becomes  necessar y. ” 
 “Come her e.   Let  me hel p you heal  t hat  bi t e.   You woul dn’ t  want  t o 
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ar ouse suspi ci on. ” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe r eached f or  her  and she moved eas i l y i nt o hi s  ar ms .   
Lavi ni a pr essed her  l i ps  agai ns t  hi s  ches t  and sank her  f angs  i n di r ect l y over  
hi s  hear t .   He moaned and wr apped her  t i ght er  i n hi s  ar ms .   Bi t i ng hi m had 
never  f el t  so i nt i mat e bef or e.   She knew i t  was  because he was  l et t i ng her  
shar e some of  hi s  f eel i ngs  t hr ough hi s  bl ood f or  t he ver y f i r s t  t i me.   Jean 
Phi l i ppe r eal l y di d have a hear t  and her  secr et s  wer e saf e wi t h hi m.    
 “Thank you, ” she sai d,  pul l i ng back.   “I  shoul d go now. ” 
 He wal ked her  t o t he door ,  but  put  hi s  ar m out  t o s t op her  when she went  
t o l eave.  
 “I f  he i s  not  t he cause of  al l  t hi s  t ur moi l ,  I  sugges t  you f i nd who i s ,  
bef or e t he counci l  deci des  t o el i mi nat e t he t hr eat . ” 
 “I ’ m t r yi ng,  but  he doesn’ t  know ei t her . ” 
 “Be car ef ul ,  ma chér i ,  I  have sensed an unner vi ng pr esence t hese pas t  
f ew ni ght s . ” 
 “I  know.   I  f el t  i t  t oo. ” 
 He wat ched her  l eave and smi l ed t o hi msel f .   Who woul d have ever  t hought  
t hat  Lavi ni a woul d f al l  i n l ove agai n?  Per haps  t hi s  t i me t hi ngs  woul d wor k 
out  somehow.   I t  onl y t ook her  t wo cent ur i es  t o get  over  her  l as t  br oken 
hear t .   He di dn’ t  want  t o see t hat  happen t o her  agai n.   But  i f  i t  di d,  Jean 
Phi l i ppe woul d be t her e t o pi ck up t he pi eces .  
 

* * * * 
 “What  t he f uck?! ” 
 The counci l ’ s  spy had not  f el t  such a pr esence i n year s .   He was  al mos t  
cer t ai n of  Synn’ s  gener al  l ocat i on … But  what  t he f uck was  she doi ng her e?  
The one he had sent  was  gone,  t hat  much had become cl ear  weeks  ago.   Yet  t her e 
was  some r emai ni ng t r ace of  magi c t hat  he coul dn’ t  f i gur e out .   Thi s  was  
ei t her  goi ng t o get  r eal l y nas t y or  r eal l y i nt er es t i ng.   Ei t her  way,  hi s  wor k 
was  al mos t  done.    

* * * * 
 Lavi ni a wonder ed how and when she woul d t el l  Synn ever yt hi ng he di dn’ t  
know about  her .   She f el t  t hat  i t  needed t o be soon i n or der  t o s t op t he 
counci l  f r om har mi ng hi m.   But  not  t oni ght .   She had l ef t  hi m wi t h conf ess i ons  
of  l ove.   I t  woul d be r ude t o r et ur n wi t h conf ess i ons  of  col d bl ooded mur der .   
Even t hough sai d mur der s  had been conduct ed by or der  of  t he vampi r e counci l ,  
i t  was  t he pr i nci pl e of  t he t hi ng.   So,  she pi cked up a f ew t hi ngs  at  her  
pent house and headed back downt own t o Synn.  
 When he opened t he door  he f ound Lavi ni a dr essed t o ki l l .   She was  
car r yi ng at  l eas t  s i x f eet  of  chai n and about  t hr ee pai r s  of  handcuf f s .    
 “Al r i ght ,  smar t ass ,  l et ’ s  see you get  out  of  t hi s . ” 

* * * * 
 “She has  t aken a new l over , ” Jean Phi l i ppe sai d.  
 Judas  seemed al r i ght  wi t h t hi s  news ,  but  Logan was  obvi ous l y conf used.    
 “And suddenl y she doesn’ t  want  us?  Wer ewol f  bl ood has  been t he onl y 
t hi ng t hat  has  kept  her  f r om at t acki ng peopl e on t he s t r eet s . ” 
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 Judas  l aughed.   “Wel l ,  I  woul dn’ t  go t hat  f ar ,  but  i t  di d hel p her  make 
i t  t hr ough t he ni ght . ” 
 “And sex, ” Logan cont i nued.   “What  about  sex?  She f eeds  f r om i t .   Ar e 
you t el l i ng me t hat  af t er  t en year s  she doesn’ t  need me anymor e?” 
 “Ar e you j eal ous?” Judas  asked.  
 “No, ” he answer ed sof t l y.   “I ’ m af r ai d.   Lavi ni a i s  my f r i end.   I  know 
what  i t  t akes  t o keep her  hunger  sat i s f i ed.   She i s  i ncr edi bl y power f ul  and I  
am af r ai d t o see what  woul d happen i f  t hat  power  went  unchecked. ” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe pr opped agai ns t  t he desk and s t udi ed t he wer ewol f  f or  a 
moment .   He under s t ood exact l y wher e he was  comi ng f r om and sear ched f or  t he 
r i ght  wor ds  t o expl ai n.  
 “I  have been wor r i ed about  her  t oo.   Lavi ni a l ai d down t he gr ound r ul es  
f r om t he begi nni ng.   ‘ I  need you t o be a par t  of  my l i f e,  but  I  cannot  l ove 
you. ’  I  t hi nk we can al l  agr ee t hat  we have l oved her  r egar dl ess ,  i n our  own 
way.   And I  bel i eve t hat  she car es  f or  us  al l .   For  me,  Lavi ni a has  been my 
f ami l y,  she i s  t he onl y r eal  connect i on t hat  I  have and we have t hat  s t i l l . ” 
 “She kept  me f r om ki l l i ng mysel f  af t er  I  was  t ur ned, ” Judas  sai d.   “She 
has  been my bes t  f r i end f or  t he pas t  hundr ed year s .   I  j us t  want  t o see her  
happy. ” 
 Logan r an a hand t hr ough hi s  whi t e bl ond hai r  and f l opped r es t l ess l y 
ont o t he sof a i n t he cor ner  of  t he r oom.   “I  have been her  pr ot ect or ,  her  
dayt i me guar d and her  occas i onal  l over  f or  t he pas t  t en year s .   She i s  
pr eci ous  t o me. ” 
 “She i s  pr eci ous  t o al l  of  us , ” Jean Phi l i ppe sai d.   “But  we ar e al l  
s t i l l  f r i ends ,  we s t i l l  shar e a connect i on t o her  j us t  as  we do t o each ot her .   
Lavi ni a never  l i ed t o us  about  what  she needed i n her  l i f e and she has  not  
bet r ayed us . ” 
 “But  she doesn’ t  want  t o have sex wi t h us  anymor e?” Logan asked.    
 “Don’ t  be of f ended,  Logan.   Do you r emember  what  i t  f el t  l i ke when t he 
beas t  t ook over  you f or  t he f i r s t  t i me?” 
 “Of  cour se.   I t  was  t er r i f yi ng.   I  was  out  of  cont r ol . ” 
 “The power s  t hat  Lavi ni a possesses  r ul e her  i n much t he same way.   I f  
you f ound one per son who coul d t ame t hat ,  j us t  one,  woul dn’ t  you be t hr i l l ed?” 
 “Yes . ” 
 “Me t oo, ” Judas  agr eed.    
 “Fi ne,  but  he can’ t  keep her  t o hi msel f .   Not  ent i r el y.   Af t er  al l  t he 
t i mes  she has  t aken my bl ood,  I  bel ong t o her .   I  am her  ani mal  t o cal l .   We 
ar e bound by bl ood.   I  wi l l  be her  pr ot ect or  f or  al l  et er ni t y whet her  t hi s  new 
guy l i kes  i t  or  not , ” Logan sai d.   “Hel l ,  I ’ l l  pr obabl y out l i ve hi m. ” 
 “I  doubt  t hat , ” Jean Phi l i ppe answer ed.  
 “Who t he f uck i s  he anyway?  Who coul d poss i bl y have t hat  ki nd of  
power ?” 
 “An i mmor t al  wi zar d, ” Judas  answer ed.    

* * * * 
 I t  t ook hi m a l i t t l e whi l e wi t hout  t he use of  magi c,  but  Synn f i nal l y 
managed t o escape her  l i t t l e t r ap.   Once t hi s  was  accompl i shed,  he was  
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s t ar vi ng.  
 “Car e t o hel p me cook?” 
 “I  don’ t  know t he f i r s t  t hi ng about  cooki ng, ” Lavi ni a answer ed.   “I t ’ s  
been so l ong s i nce I  at e anyt hi ng.   I  bar el y r emember  t he names  of  spi ces . ” 
 “Then t hi s  wi l l  be f un. ” 
 Synn put  on hi s  l ong pur pl e r obe and mot i oned f or  her  t o f ol l ow hi m i nt o 
t he ki t chen.    
 Lavi ni a wat ched as  he seasoned some s t eak and s t ar t ed l ooki ng f or  a 
kni f e.   Even t hough she was  enj oyi ng her  t i me wi t h t he wi zar d,  she knew t hat  
i t  mus t  shor t l y come t o an end.   She needed t o get  down t o bus i ness  and at  
l eas t  t el l  hi m about  her  ot her  l over s .   Af t er  al l ,  she owed t hem t hat  much.  
 “Synn,  I  r eal i ze t hat  t hi s  i s  i ncr edi bl y bad t i mi ng … but  t her e ar e some 
t hi ngs  I  need t o t el l  you. ” 
 He cont i nued r ummagi ng ar ound i n t he dr awer .   Appar ent l y t he sever al  
dozen kni ves  i n pl ai n vi ew wer e not  what  he was  l ooki ng f or .  
 “I f  you f eel  you need t o, ” he sai d.    
 Hol y shi t ,  how was  she ever  goi ng t o say what  was  on her  mi nd?   
 “As  you know,  I ’ m a succubus .   I  don’ t  j us t  f eed of f  of  bl ood,  I  f eed 
of f  of  sexual  ener gy.   Somet i mes  one can be t aken i ns t ead of  t he ot her ,  but  
usual l y I  need bot h.   I  have been t hi s  way f or  a l ong t i me and I - - ” 
 “Have ot her  l over s ,  yes  I  know. ” He t ur ned back t o her  and smi l ed at  t he 
s t unned expr ess i on on her  f ace.   “I  under s t and what  a succubus  does .   You 
di dn’ t  s t r i ke me as  t he ki nd who woul d enj oy r andom men ever y ni ght .   I  
nat ur al l y assumed you woul d have mor e t han one r egul ar  bedf el l ow. ” When she 
di dn’ t  r espond he asked,  “Am I  wr ong?” 
 “No. ” She was  shocked by hi s  per cept i veness ,  but  r el i eved at  t he same 
t i me.   “Ther e ar e t hr ee act ual l y. ” 
 “Do you l ove t hem?” Hi s  voi ce was  sof t  and ki nd and i t  made her  f eel  
weak i n t he knees .  
 “Not  l i ke I  l ove you.   They ar e dear  t o me.   We’ ve been t oget her  f or  a 
l ong t i me.   They ar e my f ami l y. ” 
 “Wi l l  you t el l  t hem about  me?” 
 Ther e was  so much i n t hat  one ques t i on.   Di d she want  hi m excl us i vel y?  
Woul d she shar e t hei r  r el at i onshi p wi t h t hose who wer e cl oses t  t o her ?  Al l  
t hi s  and mor e i n j us t  a f ew s i mpl e wor ds .  
 “I  have al r eady t ol d one of  t hem.   He vol unt eer ed t o t el l  t he ot her s .   
But  one i n par t i cul ar  has  been on my mi nd.   Logan.   He i s  a wer ewol f .   He’ s  my 
pr ot ect or ,  my dayt i me guar d,  my …” 
 “Ani mal  t o cal l ?” 
 “Yes . ” 
 “I f  you ar e bound t o hi m by bl ood,  t hen you owe hi m an expl anat i on of  
your  wher eabout s . ” 
 “I  know.   I ’ ve never  met  anyone l i ke you bef or e.   I  wasn’ t  sur e how t o 
handl e al l  of  t hi s .   Hel l ,  I ’ m s t i l l  not  sur e. ” 
 “I  under s t and, ” Synn sai d,  t ur ni ng back t o sear ch f or  t he kni f e.   “You 
di dn’ t  know what  I  woul d mean t o you.   I f  I  was  j us t  a pass i ng f l i ng or  
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somet hi ng per manent ,  l et  al one i f  you want ed me excl us i vel y or  not . ” He cl osed 
t he dr awer  and put  hi s  hands  f l at  agai ns t  t he count er .   “So,  whi ch i s  i t ?” 
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Chapt er  El even 
 
 Lavi ni a wr apped her  ar ms  ar ound hi s  wai s t ,  pr ess i ng her  f ace agai ns t  hi s  
back.  
 “Per manent , ” she whi sper ed.   “And i f  you don’ t  t hr ow me out  t he door ,  
excl us i ve. ” 
 Synn t ur ned i n her  ar ms  caus i ng hi s  r obe t o open wi der .   Lavi ni a r ubbed 
her  f ace acr oss  t he sof t  hai r  on hi s  ches t  and br eat hed i n hi s  scent .  
 “I f  t hey car e f or  you,  t hey wi l l  under s t and. ” 
 He accept ed her  so eas i l y.   Lavi ni a wonder ed i f  she shoul d t el l  hi m t he 
r es t  of  her  s t or y,  but  deci ded not  t o pr ess  her  l uck.   She ki ssed hi s  ches t ,  
gent l y r ubbi ng her  l i ps  over  hi s  ski n.  
 “You’ r e not  angr y t hat  I ’ ve been s l eepi ng wi t h t hr ee ot her  men on a 
r egul ar  bas i s?” 
 “I ’ d pr ef er  t hat  t o r andom s t r anger s . ” He l aughed sof t l y at  t he l ook she 
gave hi m.   “Bes i des ,  i t ’ s  not  l i ke I  t ook a vow of  chas t i t y f or  t he pas t  seven 
hundr ed year s . ” 
 At  t hat  Lavi ni a l aughed t oo.   “Thank you,  Synn.   I t ’ s  a r el i ef  t o know 
you under s t and me. ” 
 “I f  t hey do r eal l y car e,  t hey’ l l  mos t  l i kel y want  t o meet  me. ” 
 “Ar e you al r i ght  wi t h t hat ?” 
 “Sur e.   My i dent i t y i sn’ t  a secr et  anymor e.   Mi ght  as  wel l  do t he r i ght  
t hi ng her e and l et  t hem know t hat  f or  t he f i r s t  t i me i n hundr eds  of  year s  I  
have compl et el y honor abl e i nt ent i ons  t owar d a woman. ” 

* * * * 
 For  t he f i r s t  t i me ever ,  Lavi ni a woke up t he next  mor ni ng i n t he ar ms  of  
t he man she l oved.   He was  l yi ng on hi s  r i ght  s i de wi t h her  f aci ng hi m,  cur l ed 
t i ght l y agai ns t  hi s  ches t .   The f i r s t  t hi ng she was  awar e of  was  t he war mt h of  
hi s  body and t he sof t  mascul i ne scent  of  hi s  col ogne.   Hi s  s l ow,  even 
br eat hi ng l et  her  know he was  s t i l l  as l eep.   Wi t h ever y br eat h hi s  s t omach 
br ushed agai ns t  her s  and t he hai r  on hi s  l ower  abdomen t i ckl ed j us t  a l i t t l e 
bi t .   I t  made her  smi l e.   She scoot ed back i n or der  t o get  a bet t er  l ook at  
hi m.   Hi s  dar k hai r  shi mmer ed i n t he mor ni ng sun.   Sof t  bl ack cur l s  f el l  over  
t he onl y s i de of  hi s  f ace she had been al l owed t o see.   He was  beaut i f ul .   
Ever yt hi ng about  hi m spoke of  power  and ever y cur l  of  hi s  f ul l  l i ps  spoke of  
pl easur e.  
 As  she wat ched hi m s l eepi ng,  Lavi ni a r eal i zed he was  al l  she had ever  
want ed i n a man.   He was  t al l ,  dar k,  and at  l eas t  par t i al l y handsome.   She 
coul dn’ t  be cer t ai n s i nce she hadn’ t  seen al l  of  hi s  f ace.   But  t hat  di dn’ t  
mat t er .   He was  s t r ong enough t o pr ot ect  her ,  but  gent l e enough t o t r eat  her  
wi t h car e.   Not  t o ment i on he was  wel l  endowed and had a sense of  humor .   What  
mor e coul d a gi r l  ask f or ?  He j us t  f l at  di d i t  f or  her .    
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 Now i f  she coul d onl y f i nd a way t o convey t hat  knowl edge t o her  cl oses t  
f r i ends  wi t hout  hur t i ng t hei r  f eel i ngs .   She f el t  l i ke she had bungl ed t hi ngs  
wi t h Jean Phi l i ppe and i nt ended t o gi ve i t  anot her  shot .   The har d t r ut h was  
Lavi ni a was  j us t  not  used t o havi ng t o expl ai n her sel f  and she sucked at  i t .   
She wasn’ t  used t o maki ng apol ogi es  ei t her  and she sucked at  t hat  t oo.   When 
she r eal i zed t hi s  she suddenl y under s t ood how empt y her  l i f e had been bef or e 
she met  Synn.   She had l i ved a har sh,  uncompr omi s i ng exi s t ence,  devoi d of  mos t  
f eel i ng … and especi al l y l ove.  
 Jus t  because she wasn’ t  good at  somet hi ng di dn’ t  mean she coul dn’ t  
l ear n.   Lavi ni a di dn’ t  want  t o be t he t ype of  per son who coul dn’ t  apol ogi ze.   
But  she especi al l y di dn’ t  want  t o be t he t ype of  woman who hur t  t hose cl ose t o 
her .   They had done not hi ng t o deser ve i t  whi ch made her  unexpl ai ned absence 
seem even wor se.    
 Even t hough she had t ol d Jean Phi l i ppe she was  sor r y i f  her  behavi or  had 
hur t  hi m,  she di dn’ t  f eel  l i ke “I ’ m sor r y” qui t e cover ed i t .   Af t er  t wo 
hundr ed year s  of  f r i endshi p he deser ved somet hi ng mor e.   Then agai n … what  
mor e was  t her e t o say?  The f act  t hat  she had caused hi m t o wor r y mat t er ed t o 
her ,  but  she woul dn’ t  have changed a t hi ng.   To have act ed di f f er ent l y woul d 
mean she mi ght  have mi ssed out  on knowi ng Synn.   Lavi ni a t ook anot her  good 
l ook at  t he wi zar d and knew t hat  “I ’ m sor r y” was  goi ng t o have t o be good 
enough.   But  maybe i f  she sai d i t  agai n she woul d f eel  bet t er .  
 Synn was  compl et el y exhaus t ed and bar el y not i ced when she s l i d f r om t he 
bed.   The onl y t hi ng he was  awar e of  was  t hat  t he r i ght  s i de of  hi s  f ace was  
t ouchi ng t he pi l l ow,  so he di dn’ t  have t o wor r y about  cover i ng i t  up.  
 She ki ssed hi m sof t l y and f el t  a f i r e r un t hr ough her  body,  set t l i ng 
r i ght  bet ween her  t hi ghs .   Damn,  he wasn’ t  even awake yet  and he di d t hi s  t o 
her .  
 “I ’ l l  see you l at er , ” she whi sper ed.  
 Synn bl ew a ki ss  i n her  gener al  di r ect i on,  but  never  opened hi s  eyes .   
He needed t o r ecover  af t er  l as t  ni ght .    
 The onl y cl ot hes  she had at  Synn’ s  pl ace was  t he dr ess  and shoes  she had 
wor n t he ni ght  bef or e.   Even t hough he sai d t he sun shoul dn’ t  hur t  her ,  
Lavi ni a di dn’ t  want  t o t ake any chances .   For  a vampi r e t her e wer e f ew t hi ngs  
wor se t han a sunbur n.  
 She opened hi s  cl oset  t o l ook f or  a cl oak.   Al most  ever yt hi ng i n hi s  
cl oset  was  ei t her  pur pl e,  gr een,  bl ack or  r ed.   Ther e wer e ver y f ew i t ems  t hat  
di f f er ed f r om t hi s  pat t er n.   However  not hi ng l ooked “cl owni sh. ” On t he 
cont r ar y hi s  war dr obe had a dar k,  cr eepy sor t  of  appeal  about  i t .   Ther e wer e 
bel t s  wi t h chai ns ,  l eat her  shi r t s  and pant s  wi t h numer ous  buckl es  and even a 
whi p or  t wo.   Ther e wer e al so l ot s  of  cl oaks .   She sel ect ed a bl ack one even 
t hough she l i ked t he r ed bet t er .   She r easoned t hat  bl ack woul d dr aw l ess  
at t ent i on.  
 Thunder  near l y r at t l ed t he f oundat i ons  of  t he bui l di ng.   Li ght ni ng 
cr ackl ed t hr ough t he ai r  and hur t  her  ear s  wi t h t he unusual  sound.   She 
bor r owed Synn’ s  sungl asses  f r om t he ni ght s t and and t ook a peek out  t he bedr oom 
wi ndow.   Goosebumps  r ose on her  ar ms  at  t he s i ght  t hat  awai t ed her .   The 
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Levi at han was  gr owi ng.   I t ’ s  hi deous ,  mi sshapen body l ooked t o have el ongat ed 
f ur t her  and i t s  head and mout h l ooked l ar ger  t oo.  
 She j umped when Synn wr apped hi s  ar m ar ound her  wai s t .  
 “I t ’ s  al r i ght , ” he sai d sof t l y.   “You’ r e saf e her e. ” 
 Lavi ni a t ur ned away f r om t he mons t er  bef or e t he s i ght  of  hi m made her  
s i ck.    
 “I  hope you don’ t  mi nd,  I  bor r owed your  cl oak and gl asses .   I  need t o go 
upt own t o t ake car e of  a f ew t hi ngs . ” 
 “I n t hi s?” he asked,  poi nt i ng t o t he s t or m out s i de.   “I t  l ooks  wor se 
t han ever . ” 
 “I ’ l l  be back t oni ght ,  I  pr omi se. ” 
 Synn l ooked out  agai n bef or e cl os i ng t he cur t ai ns  i n di sgus t .  
 “Ther e i s  one mor e spel l  t hat  may gi ve me some i ns i ght  i nt o what ’ s  goi ng 
on.   I  shoul d t r y i t  t oni ght ,  bef or e t hi ngs  get  any wor se. ” 
 “Shoul d I  s t ay away t oni ght  t hen,  t o gi ve you t i me?” 
 “The spel l  mus t  be per f or med af t er  t he moon has  r i sen.   Af t er  t hat  i t  
wi l l  t ake me a f ew hour s . ”  He ki ssed her  f or ehead t he way Jean Phi l i ppe 
al ways  di d and i t  made her  smi l e despi t e what  was  goi ng on ar ound t hem.   “I  
woul d f eel  bet t er  i f  you r et ur ned af t er  t hat .   I t  won’ t  t ake al l  ni ght . ” 
 “Okay. ” 
 Synn l oaned her  a pai r  of  hi s  gl oves ,  whi ch wer e much t oo bi g,  but  kept  
her  hands  out  of  t he sun.   Even t hough f ew r ays  of  l i ght  made i t  t hr ough t he 
s t or m cl ouds ,  Lavi ni a di dn’ t  want  t o t ake any chances .    
 The r ai n was  har sh and unr el ent i ng.   She di d her  bes t  t o keep t he cl oak 
hel d t i ght l y about  her ,  but  t he wi nd kept  whi ppi ng i t  out  of  her  hands .   
Lavi ni a was  t er r i f i ed t he f i r s t  t i me her  hood s l i pped of f .   But  Synn was  
r i ght ,  t he sunl i ght  di dn’ t  bur n her .   St i l l ,  she snat ched t he hood back up as  
qui ckl y as  poss i bl e t o hel p bl ock t he mons t er  over head f r om her  s i ght .   St upi d 
f ucki ng vampi r e el der s .   I f  t hey had any i dea wher e Synn was  l ocat ed,  t hi s  
f r esh hel l  woul d pr obabl y be enough t o push t hem i nt o act i on.  
 “What  am I  goi ng t o do?” she mumbl ed t o her sel f .   “I  can’ t  hur t  Synn,  I  
j us t  can’ t .   But  i f  I  don’ t  f ol l ow or der s  … I  r i sk Jean’ s  saf et y. ” 
 Lavi ni a wai t ed unt i l  she was  hal f  a bl ock f r om Synn’ s  house bef or e she 
hai l ed a cab.   The dr i ver  dr opped her  of f  i n f r ont  of  her  bui l di ng and she 
hur r i ed i n out  of  t he s t or m.  
 Logan saw t he woman at  t he end of  t he hal l .   She was  wear i ng a l ong 
bl ack cl oak and soaked t hr ough f r om t he s t or m.   And she had gr eat  l egs .   The 
cl oak kept  f l appi ng open.   Despi t e hi s  f oul  mood he smi l ed.   They l ooked a l ot  
l i ke Lavi ni a’ s  l egs .   Fuck!   Those wer e Lavi ni a’ s  l egs!  
 She t hr ew back her  hood and s t ood i n numb s i l ence.   Logan was  wai t i ng i n 
f r ont  of  t he door  t o her  pent house.  
 “Logan … what  ar e you …?” 
 He l ooked f r om her  t o t he l i ght  s t r eami ng i n f r om a wi ndow at  t he end of  
t he hal l .    
 “Lavi ni a?  But  … how?” 
 He hi t  t he f l oor  so f as t  i t  t ook her  a second t o r eal i ze he had f ai nt ed.   
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Si nce she was  t he onl y one who l i ved on t he t op f l oor ,  no nosy nei ghbor s  came 
r ushi ng out  t o see what  had happened.   Lavi ni a s t epped over  t he wer ewol f  and 
opened t he door .  
 “Thi s  woul d have t o happen when my s t r engt h i s  gone. ”   
 She cr ouched down bes i de hi m and br ushed t he sof t  bl ond hai r  back f r om 
hi s  handsome f ace.  
 “Logan,  I ’ m so sor r y, ” she whi sper ed.   “Thi s  i s  my f aul t .   I  shoul d 
never  have l ef t  you i n t he dar k. ” She gl anced back i nt o t he pent house.   “I ’ ve 
got  t o get  you i ns i de. ” 
 Lavi ni a ki cked of f  her  hi gh heel s  bef or e at t empt i ng t o move hi m i nt o t he 
r oom.   She s t udi ed hi m f or  a moment  t r yi ng t o f i gur e out  t he bes t  way t o get  
hi m i ns i de.   Logan was  wear i ng dar k br own pant s .   When she t ouched hi s  t hi gh 
she not i ced t he l eat her  was  s t i l l  wet .   At  l eas t  he hadn’ t  been wai t i ng f or  
her  l ong enough t o dr y.   That  meant  he hadn’ t  been t her e mor e t han an hour  or  
so.   He was  wear i ng a l ong mat chi ng coat ,  and no shi r t  under neat h.   Maybe she 
coul d gr i p hi m bet t er  wi t hout  a shi r t  on.   Thi s  coul d wor k.  
 Logan was  t al l ,  muscul ar  and ext r emel y heavy.   She t r i ed put t i ng her  
hands  under neat h hi s  ar ms ,  but  ended up smacki ng hi s  head agai ns t  t he door  
when she t r i ed t o t ur n hi m.    
 “Oh, ” she sai d,  s t oopi ng t o r ub hi s  head.   “Sor r y. ” 
 Lavi ni a ended up dr aggi ng hi m i nt o t he pent house by t he ankl es  and 
pr oppi ng hi m up on a pi l l ow bes i de t he chai se l ounge.   She coul dn’ t  r es i s t  
admi r i ng hi s  mascul i ne beaut y.   He was  power f ul  and gor geous ,  and he bel onged 
t o her .   Many vampi r es  had a human ser vant  and i f  t hey wer e power f ul  enough,  
some had an ani mal  as  wel l .   She was  uncomf or t abl e wi t h t he t er m,  but  t hat ’ s  
what  Logan was ,  her  ani mal .   She was  r espons i bl e f or  hi m,  t hough t he i dea 
hadn’ t  r eal l y sunk i n yet .   She had wi ped up t he wet  t r ai l  hi s  cl ot hes  had 
made and was  j us t  s l i ppi ng out  of  t he cl oak when Logan woke up.  
 He wat ched as  t he cl oak s l i d t o t he f l oor  and Lavi ni a shook out  her  l ong 
dar k hai r .   The back of  her  dr ess  was  open,  expos i ng t he cr eamy ski n al ong her  
spi ne.   She t ossed her  hai r  f r om s i de t o s i de and he t i l t ed hi s  head t o wat ch 
her  as  i f  he wer e i n a t r ance.   Hi s  eyes  r oamed down her  body and paused at  
her  bar e f eet .   Then he r emember ed t he hi gh heel s  she had been wear i ng when 
she came wal ki ng up t he hal l .   I n dayl i ght !   Al l  t he r easons  he had been 
wai t i ng out s i de came back t o hi m and so di d a t er r i bl e pai n i n hi s  head.  
 “Ouch.   What  di d you do t o me?” 
 She t ur ned ar ound wi t h a s t ar t ,  but  l aughed a l i t t l e when Logan s t ar t ed 
r ubbi ng hi s  head.   I t  wasn’ t  t he f act  t hat  he was  hur t  t hat  amused her ,  i t  was  
t he conf used l ook on hi s  f ace.  
 “You f ai nt ed.   I  t r i ed t o car r y you i n but  I  dr opped you agai ns t  t he 
door . ” She cr ouched down bes i de hi m and moved hi s  hand so she coul d l ook at  
t he br ui se t hat  was  f or mi ng on hi s  f or ehead.   “I ’ m sor r y,  but  I  have al mos t  no 
s t r engt h dur i ng t he day. ” 
 Logan bl ushed.   He coul dn’ t  bel i eve he had f ai nt ed!   Then agai n,  he’ d 
never  seen a vampi r e up dur i ng t he day bef or e.   I t  was  qui t e a shock.  
 “And exact l y what  t he f uck ar e you doi ng up dur i ng t he day i n t he f i r s t  
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pl ace?” 
 She moved t o s i t  on t he l ounge chai r  bes i de wher e he was  pr opped.   
I ns t i nct i vel y,  Logan moved cl oser  t o her .  
 “Woul d i t  have anyt hi ng t o do wi t h t he f act  t hat  you’ r e s l eepi ng wi t h a 
wi zar d?” 
 Lavi ni a’ s  j aw dr opped,  but  she qui ckl y r ecover ed.   “How do you know 
about  t hat ?  Jean Phi l i ppe sai d he woul dn’ t  t el l  about - - ” 
 “Judas  had al r eady f i gur ed i t  out ,  he di dn’ t  have t o t el l  us . ” Logan 
gr unt ed as  he moved t o s i t  bes i de her  and r ubbed hi s  head agai n.   “But  i t  
woul d be ni ce i f  you had t ol d me. ” 
 “I  suck at  t hi s ,  Logan.   I ’ m not  used t o havi ng t o apol ogi ze or  t o 
expl ai n mysel f .   I  don’ t  mean t hat  t o sound super i or ,  i t ’ s  j us t  t he way my 
l i f e has  al ways  been.   Even when I  was  human I  never  had t o answer  t o anyone.   
My f at her  was  al ways  i n a wor l d of  hi s  own.   For  t he mos t  par t  I  j us t  had 
mysel f .   And once I  was  t ur ned,  Jean Phi l i ppe wasn’ t  my f at her  or  my mat e so I  
di dn’ t  r eal l y have t o answer  t o hi m. ” She paused t o l oop her  ar m t hr ough hi s .   
“Thi s  al l  happened so f as t  … I  di dn’ t  have t i me t o t hi nk.   But  I  want  you t o 
know t hat  I  never  meant  t o upset  you or  anyone el se.   ‘ I ’ m sor r y’  doesn’ t  
qui t e cover  i t ,  but  t hat ’ s  al l  I  know t o say. ” 
 The wer ewol f  s i ghed and r an a hand t hr ough hi s  hai r .    
 “I  know t hat  I  haven’ t  exact l y act ed l i ke a guar d.   I  don’ t  l i ve wi t h 
you and I  don’ t  wat ch your  ever y move l i ke some do.   But  I  have never  been f ar  
behi nd.   To di sappear  wi t hout  at  l eas t  l et t i ng me know you wer e saf e …” 
 “Was  i nexcusabl e,  I  know.   You’ ve onl y been mi ne f or  t he pas t  year ,  
Logan.   I ’ m not  used t o t hi s .   But  t hat  shoul dn’ t  sugges t  t hat  I  don’ t  want  
you ar ound. ” 
 “I  have been your s  f or  t he pas t  t en year s .   I t ’ s  onl y i n t he l as t  el even 
mont hs  t hat  I  of f i ci al l y bel onged t o you accor di ng t o t he r ul es  of  t he vampi r e 
el der s . ”  
 Logan put  hi s  hand over  her s ,  cover i ng t hem bot h as  i f  she wer e a chi l d.   
He was  bi g and war m and Lavi ni a t ook comf or t  i n hi s  near ness .   “I  wi l l  wat ch 
over  you f or  al l  et er ni t y and i f  t hi s  wi zar d ever  hur t s  you I  wi l l  see t o i t  
t hat  he i s  ki l l ed.   I mmor t al  or  not ,  you ar e mi ne t o pr ot ect .   I f  he hur t s  
you,  I  wi l l  f i nd a way. ” 
 “He’ s  not  t hat  ki nd of  man. ” 
 Logan shi f t ed s l i ght l y and she l ooked up i nt o hi s  pal e bl ue eyes .  
 “Then t el l  me,  Lavi ni a,  what  ki nd of  man i s  he?” 
 She spent  t he next  hour  expl ai ni ng as  bes t  she coul d what  her  
r el at i onshi p wi t h Synn was  l i ke.   To her  sur pr i se,  Logan seemed t o under s t and.  
 “I f  you want  t o end t he sexual  par t  of  our  r el at i onshi p,  I ’ m al r i ght  
wi t h t hat .   I  won’ t  l i e and say I  won’ t  mi ss  i t  because I  wi l l .   But  mos t l y,  I  
j us t  mi ss  you.   I ’ m not  l i ke Judas  and Jean Phi l i ppe.   I ’ ve been l onel y. ” 
 She knew he was  r ef er r i ng t o t he f act  t hat  t he vampi r es  s l ept  t oget her  
even when she wasn’ t  ar ound.   But  t hat  was  not hi ng new.   Jean Phi l i ppe had 
been bi - sexual  f or  as  l ong as  she’ d known hi m,  Judas  t oo.   Lavi ni a t hought  
t hat  was  sexy,  so i t  had never  been an i ssue.   Especi al l y s i nce t hey l et  her  
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wat ch f r om t i me t o t i me.   Logan had never  par t i ci pat ed,  but  he was  al ways  
i nvi t ed.  
 “I ’ l l  expl ai n ever yt hi ng,  I  pr omi se.   But  l et  me t ake a shower  f i r s t .   
My hai r  i s  s t i cky f r om t he r ai n and- - ” 
 “And you smel l  l i ke sex, ” he i nt er r upt ed.    
 Hi s  smi l e was  sar cas t i c,  but  Lavi ni a knew he was  j us t  t eas i ng her .    
 “Ther e’ s  some bacon i n t he f r i dge,  make your sel f  at  home. ”  
 She al ways  kept  a f ew t hi ngs  on hand,  j us t  i n case Logan s t opped by as  
he of t en di d.   Lavi ni a hadn’ t  r eal i zed how much t hei r  r egul ar  r out i ne had 
s l i pped unt i l  t hat  moment .  
 “Can I  j oi n you i ns t ead?” 
 “Sui t  your sel f . ” 
 Si nce Synn under s t ood t he r el at i onshi p bet ween a vampi r e and t hei r  
ani mal ,  he woul d under s t and t hei r  need t o be cl ose t o one anot her .   She had 
been shower i ng wi t h Logan f or  t en year s  now and i n al l  t hat  t i me i t  was  r ar el y 
ever  sexual .   They j us t  enj oyed t he cl oseness .   Lavi ni a sensed hi s  need f or  
comf or t .   The ci t y was  i n a s t at e of  chaos ,  t hei r  l i ves  had been t ur ned ups i de 
down and now a s t r ange wi zar d was  t aki ng up al l  of  her  t i me.   She under s t ood 
why he had been wai t i ng f or  her .  
 Lavi ni a s l i pped t he s t r aps  down her  ar ms  and l et  t he shor t  bl ack dr ess  
f al l  t o t he f l oor .   She s t ar t ed adj us t i ng t he wat er  t emper at ur e whi l e Logan 
peel ed out  of  hi s  l eat her  pant s  and hung t hem f r om t he back of  t he door  t o 
dr y.   Af t er  hangi ng hi s  coat  on t he ot her  s i de of  t he door  he wal ked over  t o 
check t he wat er .  
 “I  j us t  want  t o be cl ose t o you, ” he sai d sof t l y.   “I  knew t hat  our  
r el at i onshi p was  out  of  necess i t y bef or e and not  because of  l ove.   I ’ m not  
of f ended t hat  you want  hi m excl us i vel y … I ’ m af r ai d t hi s  i s  j us t  t oo good t o 
be t r ue.   For  you,  I  mean.   I f  he ever  s t ops  bei ng abl e t o sat i s f y your  
hunger ,  what  wi l l  you do?” 
 She r es t ed her  pal m f l at  agai ns t  hi s  ches t  and cl osed her  eyes ,  t aki ng 
comf or t  i n t he s t eady r hyt hm of  hi s  hear t .    
 “I  can al ways  count  on you,  r i ght ?” 
 “Al ways . ” 
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Chapt er  Twel ve 
 
 Whi l e t hey shower ed Lavi ni a expl ai ned t o hi m al l  of  t he r easons  t hat  he 
di dn’ t  need t o wor r y.   Logan l i s t ened wi t h a r ai sed eyebr ow and a skept i cal  
gr i n.  
 “You asked bef or e about  how I  was  abl e t o be out  dur i ng t he day.   Wel l ,  
i t ’ s  because I  t ook hi s  bl ood.   Can you i magi ne t he ki nd of  power  t hat  t akes?  
Jus t  a smal l  amount  of  hi s  bl ood has  made me a Daywal ker . ” 
 “I  t hought  t hose wer e j us t  i n f ai r y t al es . ” 
 “So di d he unt i l  I  showed up on hi s  door s t ep yes t er day at  10: 30 i n t he 
mor ni ng. ” 
 “Hol y shi t . ” 
 She l aughed.   “Yeah,  t hat ’ s  what  he sai d. ” 
 They di scussed t he mat t er  a l i t t l e f ur t her  bef or e Logan asked,  “Wel l ,  
i sn’ t  he goi ng t o be mad t hat  you’ r e shower i ng wi t h a wer ewol f ?” 
 “I  don’ t  t hi nk so.   I  t ol d hi m about  you. ” 
 He l ooked sur pr i sed,  and t hen hi s  eyes  began t o spar kl e wi t h obvi ous  
pr i de.  
 “You t ol d hi m t hat  I  was  your  pr ot ect or ?” 
 “Yes  and t hat  I  had made a t er r i bl e mi s t ake i n not  l et t i ng you know what  
was  goi ng on wi t h me.   He under s t ood.   He sai d t hat  i f  you wer e bound t o me by 
bl ood t hen I  owed you an expl anat i on. ” 
 “Hmm.   Maybe I  mi s j udged t hi s  wi zar d. ” 
 “I f  he knows about  vampi r es  and t hei r  pr ot ect or s ,  t hen he mus t  know of  
our  des i r e t o be near  each ot her . ” She put  her  ar ms  ar ound hi s  wai s t ,  r es t i ng 
her  f ace agai ns t  hi s  ches t .   “I ’ ve mi ssed you,  Logan. ” He pat t ed her  back 
gent l y.   “Ar e you r eal l y okay wi t h me onl y havi ng sex wi t h Synn?  Real l y?” 
 “Jus t  as  l ong as  I  can s t i l l  s l eep i n t he same bed wi t h you f r om t i me t o 
t i me and have an occas i onal  bi t e. ” 
 She l aughed sof t l y and he sai d,  “Ser i ous l y,  t hat ’ s  al l  i t  t akes .   I  l ove 
you i n a compl et el y di f f er ent  way.   I t  i s  my dut y and my des i r e t o wat ch over  
you.   I  hunger  f or  your  near ness . ” 
 “I  f eel  l i ke t hat ’ s  not  f ai r  t o you. ” 
 He smi l ed.   “I t ’ s  what  I  want .   Bei ng near  you and seei ng t o your  saf et y 
makes  me happy.   Bes i des ,  your  bi t e i s  even bet t er  t han sex.   I f  you cut  t hat  
out  t hen we ar e goi ng t o have a ser i ous  conver sat i on. ” 
 She hugged hi m agai n,  gr at ef ul  f or  hi s  under s t andi ng and hi s  f r i endshi p.  
 “I f  you ever  want  t o be r el eased f r om your  et er nal  vows  t o me,  I ’ m sur e 
Synn coul d f i nd a way. ” 
 Logan pul l ed her  back and shook her  gent l y.   “Why woul d you even say 
such a t hi ng?” 
 “Jus t  i n case you ever  change your  mi nd.   I  don’ t  want  you t o f eel  t hat  
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you haven’ t  got  a choi ce. ” 
 “You wor r y t oo much.   I ’ m t el l i ng you,  t hi s  i s  what  I  want . ” Hi s  s t omach 
gr owl ed.   “And some bacon.   Bacon i s  al ways  good. ” 
 Logan put  on a r obe and Lavi ni a wr apped up i n a bl anket  bef or e f ol l owi ng 
hi m i nt o t he ki t chen.   He onl y kept  a f ew t hi ngs  at  her  house,  f ood,  a 
t oot hbr ush,  and a cl ean bat hr obe.   She sat  at  t he t abl e whi l e he cooked.  
 “You must  have seen t he changes  i n t he mons t er  t hen?” 
 “Yes ,  f i r s t  t hi ng. ” 
 “Synn saw i t  t oo?” She nodded.   “And what  does  he t hi nk about  i t ?” 
 “He’ s  goi ng t o per f or m a spel l  r i ght  af t er  moonr i se t oni ght ,  see i f  he 
can f i gur e out  what ’ s  goi ng on. ” 
 “Hmm. ” He t ur ned back t owar d t he r ef r i ger at or .   Lavi ni a knew what  he was  
l ooki ng f or .  
 “I  bought  some eggs  a f ew ni ght s  ago, ” she sai d.  
 She enj oyed gr ocer y shoppi ng f or  Logan.   I t  made her  f eel  nor mal  
somet i mes .  
 Whi l e he s t ar t ed maki ng an omel et  she br ought  up t he subj ect  of  goi ng 
out  i n t he dayl i ght  agai n.  
 “You know,  no one knows about  me bei ng abl e t o go out  l i ke t hi s  except  
f or  you and Synn. ” 
 “But  I  t hought  t hat  Jean Phi l i ppe had got t en t he i nf or mat i on f r om your  
bl ood?” 
 “He di d,  but  f or  some r eason what  happened t o me dur i ng t he day di dn’ t  
t r ansf er  t o hi m.   I  don’ t  under s t and i t ,  but  he doesn’ t  know. ” 
 “Ar e you goi ng t o keep i t  t hat  way?” 
 “For  now.   I  t r us t  hi m and Judas .   I  j us t  di dn’ t  want  t o ment i on i t  at  
t he cl ub.   I f  someone wer e t o over hear ,  t her e’ s  no t el l i ng what  woul d be done 
t o Synn. ” 
 Logan nodded hi s  agr eement  as  he t ur ned back t o t he s t ove.   “I  t hi nk 
t hat ’ s  wi se.   Hi s  bl ood woul d br i ng no- t el l i ng- what  on t he bl ack mar ket  i f  
peopl e knew. ” 
 “Exact l y.   I  kept  i t  t o mysel f  f or  hi s  pr ot ect i on,  not  because I  di dn’ t  
t r us t  Jean Phi l i ppe. ” 
 Af t er  he f i ni shed br eakf as t  Logan went  i nt o t he bedr oom and s t r et ched 
out  acr oss  t he mat t r ess .    
 “I ’ m exhaus t ed, ” he sai d wi t h a yawn.    
 “You haven’ t  been r es t i ng?” Lavi ni a asked,  f ol l owi ng hi m i nt o t he r oom.  
 “I ’ ve been t oo busy wor r yi ng about  you.   That ’ s  why I  t ook of f  f r om wor k 
t he ot her  ni ght .   I  was  goi ng t o t r y t o s l eep,  but  I  s t i l l  coul dn’ t . ” 
 “I ’ m t i r ed t oo.   Yes t er day I  t ook a nap f or  t he f i r s t  t i me s i nce I  was  
human.   I  t hi nk I ’ l l  do t he same t oday. ” She moved f ur t her  i nt o t he r oom and 
dr opped t he bl anket  t hat  had been wr apped ar ound her .  
 Logan smi l ed and s l i d f r om t he bed i n or der  t o t ur n t he cover s  down.  
 “Can I  i nt er es t  you i n a r eal l y bi g t eddy bear ?” 

* * * * 
 I t  sounded l i ke an expl os i on had gone of f  out s i de.   Lavi ni a awoke t o t he 
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sound of  Logan snor i ng sof t l y and t he f eel  of  hi s  bi g war m body cur l ed up 
agai ns t  t he back of  her s .  
 “Logan,  di d you hear  t hat ?” 
 He snor t ed,  but  di dn’ t  say anyt hi ng.   A second l at er  t he sound went  of f  
agai n.   The wer ewol f  j umped and sat  s t r ai ght  up,  f l i ngi ng back t he cover s  and 
near l y r ol l i ng Lavi ni a of f  t he bed.  
 “What  was  t hat ?! ” 
 Lavi ni a s l i d f r om t he bed and went  s t r ai ght  f or  t he cl oset .   “I  don’ t  
know,  but  i t  can’ t  be anyt hi ng good. ” 
 “Wher e ar e you goi ng?  I ’ l l  come wi t h you. ” 
 “I ’ m ei t her  goi ng t o t he cl ub or  t o Synn.   I ’ l l  event ual l y go t o bot h,  
I ’ m j us t  t r yi ng t o deci de wher e I  shoul d go f i r s t .   What  t i me i s  i t ?” 
 Logan l ooked at  t he cl ock.   “I t ’ s  6: 00.   The sun set  t hi r t y mi nut es  
ago. ” 
 Even t hough she had no i dea what  was  goi ng on,  Lavi ni a f el t  a sense of  
ur gency t o get  out  of  her  pent house and do somet hi ng about  i t .   She put  on a 
pai r  of  bl ack j eans  and a f or m f i t t i ng bl ack t op.   She was  zi ppi ng up her  knee 
hi gh boot s  when she not i ced Logan s t andi ng i n t he bedr oom door ,  al r eady 
dr essed and wai t i ng f or  her .    
 “I  t hi nk t her e’ s  somet hi ng you shoul d see, ” he sai d sol emnl y.    
 The way he spoke t hose wor ds  gave her  a t er r i bl e chi l l .    
 “What ’ s  wr ong?  Do you know what ’ s  happeni ng,  i s  i t  t hat  bad?” 
 But  Logan woul dn’ t  answer  any of  her  ques t i ons ,  he j us t  t ook her  by t he 
ar m and l ed her  i nt o t he l i vi ng r oom.    
 “I  was  l ooki ng t o see i f  t her e was  anyt hi ng about  t he noi se on 
t el evi s i on.   Thi s  i s  what  I  f ound,  i t ’ s  l i ve. ” 
 Ther e was  a man on t op of  a bui l di ng wi t h t he Levi at han ci r cl i ng 
over head.   The man was  wear i ng a l ong r ed cl oak and l ooked t o be wear i ng a 
s i l ver  mask.   Ther e wer e s l i t s  i n t he mask f or  hi s  eyes  and mout h,  but  hi s  
f ace was  compl et el y hi dden.   Behi nd hi m was  a cr owd of  peopl e and t hey l ooked 
t er r i f i ed.  
 “Hos t ages , ” Logan sai d.    
 The f oot age was  bei ng f i l med by a camer a cr ew i n a chopper .   They di dn’ t  
have sound,  but  i t  r eal l y wasn’ t  necessar y.   The news  anchor ’ s  voi ce 
announced,  “We’ ve j us t  r ecei ved a message about  what ’ s  goi ng on.   I ’ l l  r ead i t  
now.   ‘ I  am Synn.   Come sundown t omor r ow t hi s  ci t y i s  mi ne.   Al l  t hose who 
wi sh t o be spar ed have unt i l  t hen t o get  out  of  Wi cked Ci t y.   Those who r emai n 
wi l l  become my s l aves  or  t hey wi l l  di e. ’ ” 
 “No! ” 
 Lavi ni a f el l  t o her  knees  i n f r ont  of  t he scr een.    
 “Thi s  can’ t  be!   Logan,  t hat ’ s  not  Synn.   He woul dn’ t  do t hi s .   He 
woul dn’ t ! ” 
 Logan hel ped her  t o s t and and t hey wat ched i n hor r or  as  t he scene 
unf ol ded bef or e t hem.   Ther e was  a f l ash of  l i ght  di r ect l y over  t he bui l di ng 
wher e t he man i n r ed s t ood.   I t  l ooked as  i f  a por t hol e had been opened and 
t hr ough t hi s  openi ng t he mons t er  s t uck hi s  ugl y head.   The man i n t he r ed 
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cl oak s t epped out  of  t he way and wat ched as  t he Levi at han began t o eat  t he 
peopl e on t he r oof .   They r an i n t er r or ,  t r yi ng t o escape.   But  i t  was  
usel ess .   One by one t hey f el l  pr ey t o t he mons t er .  
 “Oh,  my God, ” Lavi ni a moaned.   “Ther e has  t o be somet hi ng we can do.   
Thi s  i s  t oo much. ” 
 She r an i nt o t he bat hr oom and t hr ew up.   Of  cour se not hi ng came up but  
bl ood.   Unt i l  t hat  moment  she hadn’ t  even known t hat  a vampi r e coul d t hr ow up.  
 “I  can’ t  s t and t hi s , ” she pant ed.  
 Logan handed her  a damp washcl ot h and hel ped her  t o s t and agai n.  
 “Thi s  i sn’ t  r i ght .   Who woul d do such a t hi ng?” 
 “I ’ m mor e i nt er es t ed i n who coul d do such a t hi ng.   I  mean,  who has  t hat  
ki nd of  power ?  I f  i t  i sn’ t  Synn t hen why does  t hi s  guy want  hi m t o t ake t he 
bl ame so much?” 
 They wal ked back i nt o t he r oom i n t i me t o hear  anot her  t hunder ous  
expl os i on.   I t  l ooked l i ke t he por t hol e had been cl osed.   The bl as t  of  power  
had knocked back t he man’ s  hood.   Even t hough hi s  f ace r emai ned hi dden,  
Lavi ni a saw hi s  hai r .   I t  was  l i ght  br own.  
 “Synn has  bl ack hai r , ” she sai d,  gr abbi ng Logan by t he ar m.   “See,  I  
t ol d you i t  wasn’ t  hi m. ” 
 “Wel l ,  t hat  may be enough t o convi nce you,  but  t her e’ s  no t el l i ng what  
t he counci l  wi l l  do now.   I f  t hey have f ound hi m,  t hen I ’ d say he’ s  f ucked 
whet her  he’ s  gui l t y or  not . ” 
 “No. ” 
 “We shoul d go t o Jean Phi l i ppe,  see what  he has  t o say. ” 
 When t hey got  downst ai r s  t he pl ace l ooked deser t ed.   Even t he ni ght  
guar d who was  nor mal l y ver y r el i abl e had l ef t  hi s  pos t .   One l ook out  t he 
f r ont  wi ndows t ol d t hem why.   Peopl e wer e r unni ng down t he s t r eet ,  scr eami ng 
and f l eei ng t hei r  vehi cl es  i n t er r or .   Car  al ar ms  wer e bl ar i ng and some peopl e 
wer e f i ght i ng each ot her  over  cabs  or  t o get  i nt o t hei r  own vehi cl es .  
 “Thi s  i s  cr azy, ” Logan sai d.   “What  ar e we goi ng t o do?” 
 “Jean Phi l i ppe wi l l  mos t  l i kel y be i n hi s  of f i ce at  Si nf ul  Del i ght s .   I  
can r un t her e,  but  I ’ m not  l eavi ng you i n t hat  mess  out s i de.   The par ki ng l ot  
appear s  t o be bl ocked,  so we can’ t  get  t o my car  and obvi ous l y t aki ng a cab i s  
out  of  t he ques t i on. ” 
 Logan t ook anot her  good l ook out  t he wi ndows and s i ghed.    
 “I  don’ t  l i ke t o do t hi s  i n publ i c,  but  I  don’ t  see how I  coul d poss i bl y 
upset  t hese peopl e any wor se t han t hey al r eady ar e.   Wi l l  you t ake my 
cl ot hes?” 
 “What  ar e you goi ng t o do?” 
 Logan s l i pped out  of  hi s  coat ,  f ol ded i t  and handed i t  t o Lavi ni a.  
 “The onl y t hi ng I  can do t o get  acr oss  t own i n a hur r y. ” 
 He unzi pped hi s  pant s  and began t o s l i de t hem down.   Two women who wer e 
r unni ng i n oppos i t e di r ect i ons  out s i de cr ashed i nt o each ot her  as  t hey t r i ed 
t o get  a l ook.   Logan saw t hem out  of  t he cor ner  of  hi s  eye and gr i nned as  he 
handed t he pant s  t o Lavi ni a.  
 “Wel l , ” he sai d,  “t hey’ r e goi ng t o get  t hei r  eyes  f ul l ,  but  not  t he way 
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t hey t hought . ” 
 I t  had been a whi l e s i nce she’ d seen Logan t ur n and t hough i t  wasn’ t  
exact l y a pl easant  s i ght ,  Lavi ni a coul dn’ t  l ook away.   Hi s  hands  began t o 
l engt hen f i r s t .   She coul d hear  t he bones  br eaki ng and r ef or mi ng as  hi s  ski n 
became cover ed wi t h gol den bl ond f ur .   As  usual ,  she f ound t he pr ocess  mor e 
f asci nat i ng t han t er r i bl e.   Logan had been a wer ewol f  f or  t he pas t  t wel ve 
year s  t hough he was  cons i der ed an al pha af t er  onl y t wo.   He t ur ned mor e eas i l y 
t han anyone she had ever  seen.   Hi s  hai r  became l onger ,  spi l l i ng over  hi s  
shoul der s  i n a wi l d,  gol den t angl e.   He gr owl ed and hi s  t eet h l engt hened i nt o 
f angs .   I n t hat  spl i t  second when he was  caught  bet ween man and beas t ,  he was  
one of  t he sexi es t  t hi ngs  she had ever  seen.   The obvi ous  pai n i n hi s  
expr ess i on made her  r each out  t o hi m.   I t  wasn’ t  hi s  phys i cal  pai n she f ound 
upset t i ng,  i t  was  t he emot i onal  pai n behi nd hi s  eyes .  
 Logan l ooked down at  her  hand bef or e t hr owi ng back hi s  head wi t h a howl .   
As  he di d t hi s  hi s  ches t  expanded and a car pet  of  bl ond f ur  spr ead over  and 
down hi s  abdomen.   The bones  of  hi s  l ower  l egs  l engt hened and hi s  f eet  became 
gi gant i c paws .   Hi s  f ace began t o l engt hen as  wel l  and i n a f ew shor t  moment s  
hi s  t r ansf or mat i on was  compl et e.  
 Bot h t he women who wer e wat chi ng out s i de f ai nt ed.    
 Logan s t epped i n f r ont  of  her  and Lavi ni a r an her  hand over  t he f ur  on 
hi s  ches t .   She coul d f eel  hi s  hear t  beat i ng har d under neat h her  pal m.   Logan 
was  bi g t o begi n wi t h,  s i x f oot  f our  t o be exact .   But  as  a wer ewol f  he was  
over  seven f eet  t al l .    
 Hi s  hands  wer e enor mous  and s t i l l  human i n shape,  t hough cover ed wi t h 
f ur  and ador ned wi t h l ong bl ack cl aws .   Logan’ s  hands  wer e not  t he onl y par t s  
of  hi s  body t hat  r et ai ned a human shape.   I n f act ,  t he onl y par t s  t hat  wer e 
cl ear l y wol f  wer e hi s  head and hi s  f eet .   Wer ewol ves’  l egs  t r ansf or m i n a way 
t hat  makes  i t  l ook l i ke a wol f  i s  s t andi ng on i t s  hi nd l egs .   Fr om t he knees  
up hi s  power f ul l y muscl ed body s t i l l  appear ed human.    
 Lavi ni a knew t he pai n i t  caused hi m t o be seen l i ke t hi s .   Logan had 
never  been ashamed of  bei ng a wer ewol f ,  but  he was  ver y sens i t i ve t o peopl e’ s  
r eact i ons .   He hat ed bei ng cal l ed a mons t er .   Not  j oki ngl y l i ke mos t  ot her  
wer ewol ves  and vampi r es  di d t o each ot her ,  t hat  di dn’ t  f aze hi m.   I t  was  when 
peopl e r an i n t he oppos i t e di r ect i on scr eami ng t he wor d t hat  i t  hur t  hi s  
f eel i ngs .    
 Logan put  one cl awed hand over  her s  and sai d as  sof t l y as  he coul d,  “We 
shoul d get  goi ng. ” 
 Hi s  voi ce had been deepened by t he change and i t  r umbl ed al mos t  l i ke 
t hunder ,  caus i ng hi s  ches t  t o vi br at e beneat h her  hand.   Lavi ni a bundl ed hi s  
cl ot hes  under neat h her  ar m and Logan s t ooped down t o f ol l ow her  t hr ough t he 
door  out s i de.  
 The peopl e cl oses t  t o t hem scr eamed and r an.   One woman poi nt ed at  hi m 
and Lavi ni a hi ssed at  her .   “Get  away, ” she sai d,  bef or e t he woman coul d cal l  
hi m names .  
 “Mons t er , ” t he woman sai d as  Lavi ni a ext ended her  f angs .  
 “That ’ s  r i ght  I  am.   But  he’ s  j us t  a wer ewol f .   Now get  t he f uck out  of  
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my way. ” 
 The woman s t umbl ed pas t  t hem,  her  eyes  wi de wi t h t er r or .  
 “An enor mous  sea mons t er  i n t he sky and t hi s  bi t ch i s  upset  by me?” 
Logan snor t ed and shook hi s  head.   “Okay,  what ’ s  our  bes t  r out e gi ven t he 
ci r cumst ances?” 
 “Wel l ,  nor mal l y I  woul d say t he r oof t ops ,  but  not  wi t h t hat  t hi ng up 
t her e.   How about  52nd s t r eet  and t hen head West ?” 
 “Sounds  good t o me.   You l ead. ” 
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Chapt er  Thi r t een 
 
 Lavi ni a nor mal l y r an so f as t  t hat  t o anyone who l ooked,  she was  a bl ur .   
Few vampi r es  had t hi s  abi l i t y and i t  had al ways  ser ved her  wel l .   However ,  
wer ewol ves  ar e al so ext r emel y f as t  so she di dn’ t  have t o s l ow down 
s i gni f i cant l y i n or der  f or  Logan t o keep up.   Even t hough t hey wer e cl ear l y 
vi s i bl e mos t  peopl e wer e t oo caught  up i n what  was  goi ng on ar ound t hem t o pay 
much at t ent i on.   They got  a f ew s t ar t l ed scr eams and gasps ,  but  t hat  was  about  
i t .    
 They wer e hal f way t o Si nf ul  Del i ght s  when she saw somet hi ng so t er r i bl e 
she coul d go no f ur t her .   Lavi ni a s t opped suddenl y and Logan near l y r an her  
down.   Ther e had been a t r af f i c acci dent .   At  a gl ance i t  was  uncl ear  how many 
peopl e wer e hur t .   What  had caught  her  at t ent i on was  t he car  t hat  appear ed t o 
be t he l eas t  damaged.   An unconsci ous  woman was  i n t he dr i ver ’ s  seat  wi t h 
t hr ee chi l dr en i n t he back.   Ther e wer e t wo men t r yi ng t o pul l  t hem f r om t he 
car ,  appar ent l y so t hey coul d s t eal  i t .   Fr om t he l ooks  of  t hem,  t hey wer e 
al so a par t  of  t he acci dent .   They had a f ew mi nor  cut s  and br ui ses ,  but  t hei r  
car  was  t ot al ed.  
 “Get  out ! ” one of  t he men yel l ed,  snat chi ng a young boy t hr ough t he 
wi ndow he had j us t  br oken.  
 “Let  hi m go! ” 
 Lavi ni a s t epped f or war d and hi ssed,  gi vi ng t he men a good l ook at  her  
f angs .  
 “And i f  I  don’ t ?” 
 Logan gr owl ed and even t hough he was  on her  s i de i t  gave Lavi ni a chi l l s .    
 “Let  t he boy go or  I ’ l l  eat  you bot h, ” he r umbl ed.   “Now put  t he chi l d 
down and s t ep away f r om t he car . ” 
 The ot her  man s t ar t ed t o back away,  but  t he one hol di ng t he boy s t ood 
hi s  gr ound.   Appar ent l y t hi s  wasn’ t  t he f i r s t  t i me he had seen a wer ewol f .    
 “You won’ t  eat  us , ” he spat .   “I t  woul d r ui n your  i mage.   Wer ewol ves  
have wor ked t oo har d t o become a par t  of  soci et y and vamps  t oo.   We need t hi s  
car  t o get  out  of  t he ci t y and we’ r e goi ng t o t ake i t . ” 
 “The hel l  you ar e. ” 
 The man never  knew what  hi t  hi m.   Lavi ni a punched hi m so har d t hat  as  he 
s t umbl ed back he spat  out  sever al  t eet h.   The chi l d he was  hol di ng scr eamed 
and f ought ,  but  t he man s t i l l  di dn’ t  dr op hi m.  
 The younges t  chi l d,  a gi r l  of  about  s i x,  s t ar t ed cr yi ng l oudl y f r om 
i ns i de t he car .   Then,  what  l ooked t o be t he ol des t  chi l d s t epped out .   
Lavi ni a guessed hi m t o be about  t hi r t een.  
 “You can have t he car ,  j us t  l eave my br ot her  al one. ”  
 He t ossed t he keys  at  t he man’ s  f eet .   I ns t ant l y he dr opped t he ot her  
boy,  but  when he r eached f or  t he keys  Lavi ni a caught  hi m i n t he f ace wi t h a 
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knee.   She cont i nued t o t hr ot t l e t he man,  s l appi ng hi m back and f or t h wi t h her  
open hand.   When she backhanded hi m f or  t he l as t  t i me,  he was  knocked back and 
f el l  i nt o Logan’ s  ar ms .    
 The wer ewol f  smi l ed down at  hi m and t he man pi ssed hi s  pant s .  
 “Look ar ound you human.   The ci t y has  gone t o Hel l .   No one wi l l  not i ce 
i f  I  have a l i t t l e bi t e. ” 
 The man wr enched hi msel f  f r ee and r an wi t h hi s  compani on,  shr i eki ng al l  
t he way down t he al l ey t o t hei r  r i ght .  
  
 “Wer e you r - r eal l y goi ng t o eat  hi m?” t he ol des t  boy asked.   He was  
vi s i bl y shaki ng and i t  made Logan ashamed of  how he had behaved.   These ki ds  
had been t hr ough enough wi t hout  seei ng somet hi ng l i ke hi m.  
 “No, ” Logan answer ed,  hi s  voi ce sof t eni ng as  he addr essed t he chi l d.   
“How badl y i s  your  mot her  hur t ?” 
 “I  don’ t  know.   She’ s  br eat hi ng. ” 
 “We won’ t  hur t  you, ” Lavi ni a sai d.  
 “I  f i gur ed t hat  out  when you di dn’ t  t r y t o ki l l  us . ” The boy who had 
been snat ched t hr ough t he wi ndow t r i ed t o smi l e at  her  as  she hel ped hi m t o 
s t and.   “Thank you. ” 
 “What  ar e your  names?” Lavi ni a asked.    
 Logan moved ar ound t o exami ne t he woman behi nd t he wheel .  
 “John,  Kevi n and t hat ’ s  our  s i s t er  Amy. ” 
 “She may need a coupl e of  s t i t ches  and she pr obabl y has  a concuss i on, ” 
Logan cal l ed over  t he t op of  t he car .   “We shoul d get  her  t o a hospi t al .   They 
can t r eat  her  as  an out pat i ent  and t hey can s t i l l  get  out  of  t he ci t y bef or e 
t omor r ow ni ght . ” 
 Despi t e what  t he t wo t hugs  had t hought ,  t he car  was  not  dr i vabl e.   So,  
Lavi ni a car r i ed Amy and Kevi n whi l e Logan car r i ed t hei r  mot her  i n hi s  ar ms  and 
John on hi s  back.   They coul dn’ t  move as  qui ckl y as  bef or e,  but  t hey made good 
t i me.   The near es t  hospi t al  was  f i ve bl ocks  away and i t  l ooked l i ke a ghos t  
t own compar ed t o nor mal .   Ther e wer e a f ew nur ses  and doct or s  who had s t ayed 
behi nd i n or der  t o car e f or  t hose t oo s i ck or  t oo i nj ur ed t o l eave t he ci t y.  
 Dr .  Reese was  out s i de t aki ng a smoke br eak when t hey came r unni ng up.  
 “Hol y mot her  of  f uck.   What  t he hel l  i s  goi ng on her e?” 
 He l ooked f r om Logan t o Lavi ni a’ s  f angs  and pul l ed a gun on t hem.   I t  
di dn’ t  sur pr i se her  t hat  based on t he s t at e of  t hi ngs ,  t hose who r emai ned 
behi nd woul d be ar med.   I t  di d sur pr i se her  when he ai med t he gun at  her ,  
despi t e t he f act  t hat  she was  car r yi ng t wo chi l dr en.  
 “Wai t , ” she sai d.   “We’ r e not  t r yi ng t o hur t  anybody.   They wer e i n an 
acci dent . ” 
 “Yeah, ” Amy yel l ed.   “They saved us  and our  mom.   Some men wer e t r yi ng 
t o ki l l  us . ” 
 The doct or  t r embl ed a l i t t l e at  her  wor ds  and l ower ed t he gun.  
 “I ’ m sor r y, ” he sai d.   “I ’ ve never  act ual l y seen a wer ewol f  bef or e and … 
you j us t  can’ t  i magi ne t he ki nd of  s t uf f  I ’ ve seen s i nce sundown.   I  don’ t  
even know i f  t hi s  i s  l oaded.   I  s t ol e i t  of f  of  an EMT t hat  was  i n her e 
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ear l i er . ” 
 “Can you hel p her ?” Logan asked.   “She’ s  unconsci ous ,  but  her  wounds  
don’ t  l ook ser i ous . ” 
 “Y- yes , ” t he doct or  s t ammer ed,  t aki ng a s t ep cl oser  t o l ook at  t he 
i nj ur ed woman.  
 He cl ear ed hi s  t hr oat  bef or e he spoke agai n.   “I  can t r eat  her  i n j us t  a 
f ew mi nut es .   My s i s t er  i s  packi ng up r i ght  now.   I ’ l l  see t o i t  t hat  t hey al l  
get  out  wi t h her ,  even i f  she’ s  s t i l l  unconsci ous . ” 
 “Thank you. ” 
 Once t hey had t he woman on a s t r et cher  and t he chi l dr en wer e i n t he car e 
of  t he doct or ’ s  r ecent l y ar r i ved s i s t er ,  Logan and Lavi ni a t ur ned t o l eave.  
 “Wai t , ” Amy cal l ed.  
 When she s t opped i n f r ont  of  Logan he knel t  down t o see what  she want ed.   
She s t ar ed at  hi m f or  a moment  as  i f  uncer t ai n of  what  t o do.   Then out  of  
nowher e she t hr ew her  ar ms  ar ound hi m and sai d,  “Thank you. ” 
 Logan sor t  of  whi mper ed and Lavi ni a knew i t  was  because he was  cr yi ng.   
She f el t  t ear s  s t i ngi ng t he backs  of  her  eyes  t oo when Amy r el eased hi m and 
smi l ed up at  her .    
 I t  was  onl y af t er  t hey had l ef t  and wer e compl et el y out  of  s i ght  when 
Logan br oke down.   Despi t e t he need f or  t hem t o hur r y,  Lavi ni a gave hi m a 
mi nut e t o col l ect  hi msel f  and pr et ended not  t o not i ce how har d he was  cr yi ng.  
 Bef or e l ong t hey passed t he i nt er sect i on wher e t hey had s t opped t o hel p 
t he chi l dr en and wer e sur pr i sed t o f i nd Logan’ s  cl ot hes ,  r i ght  wher e she had 
dr opped t hem.   Lavi ni a was  t ucki ng hi s  cl ot hes  back under neat h her  ar m when 
she hear d Logan gr owl .  
 “What  i s  i t ?” 
 “An unf ami l i ar  vampi r e. ”  
 He t ur ned i n t he di r ect i on of  t he scent  he had pi cked up and Lavi ni a 
f ol l owed hi s  gaze.   The vampi r e who was  movi ng l i ke a shadow down t he ot her  
s i de of  t he s t r eet  was  someone she had hoped t o never  see agai n.   Hi s  shor t  
bl ack hai r  was  s l i cked back and he was  dr essed t o mat ch her  bl ack at t i r e.   
But ,  t hat  seemed appr opr i at e f or  an assass i n.   As  soon as  she saw hi m she knew 
t hey wer e scr ewed.  
 “Shi t . ” 
 “You know hi m?” 
 “Hi s  name i s  Lao.   He wor ks  f or  t he ol des t  vampi r e i n Chi na.   Hi s  mas t er  
i s  on t he counci l .   That  mi ght  expl ai n hi s  pr esence.   But  he never  wor ks  
al one.   I f  he’ s  her e,  t hen t hey’ ve sent  i n a deat h squad. ” 
 “But  t hey coul dn’ t  have got t en her e so f as t .   They must  have al r eady 
been on t hei r  way,  wai t i ng f or  or der s  or  somet hi ng. ” 
 “Maybe.   The counci l  has  ways  of  hel pi ng peopl e t r avel  f as t .   I ’ ve hear d 
r umor s  t hat  t he head of  t he counci l  can t r avel  t hr ough mi r r or s .   The poi nt  i s  
t hey’ r e her e and Synn i s  i n t r oubl e. ” 
 Once t hey ar r i ved at  t he cl ub,  Logan t r ansf or med i n t he al l ey and got  
dr essed as  qui ckl y as  poss i bl e.  
 The door  had bar el y opened bef or e Jean Phi l i ppe hugged t hem bot h.  
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 “You’ r e al i ve. ” He whi sper ed somet hi ng el se i n Fr ench and ki ssed t hem 
bot h on t he mout h.  
 “Do you have any i dea what ’ s  been goi ng on?” 
 “About  t he t hr eat  on t he ci t y?  We saw i t  on t he news , ” Logan answer ed.  
 Jean Phi l i ppe l ooked Lavi ni a i n t he eye as  he sai d,  “I  saw enough of  
Synn t hr ough your  memor i es  t o cas t  doubt  on whet her  or  not  t hat  man was  
act ual l y hi m.   When di d you see hi m l as t ?” 
 She hes i t at ed.   “Thi s  mor ni ng. ” 
 “Thi s  … What ?” 
 “I ’ l l  expl ai n l at er ,  but  not  her e.   Too many ear s . ” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe was  obvi ous l y shaken,  but  he col l ect ed hi msel f  qui ckl y.   
“Ver y wel l .   What  di d you do or  what  di d he say bef or e you l ef t ?” 
 “He was  pl anni ng t o per f or m a spel l  j us t  af t er  moonr i se t o see i f  he 
coul d f i gur e out  what  was  goi ng on.   He sai d i t  woul d onl y t ake a coupl e of  
hour s ,  t hen he want ed me t o come back.   Jean,  t hat  wasn’ t  hi m on t el evi s i on.   
I  know i t  wasn’ t . ” 
 He nodded gr i ml y.   “I  bel i eve you.   But  … t he counci l  has  al r eady- - ” 
 “I  saw Lao i n t he s t r eet .   Tel l  me Jean,  what  have t hey done?” 
 “Fi r s t  of  al l ,  t hey have i ssued a s t at ement  t hat  I  am t o make t o t he 
pr ess  i n a f ew mi nut es .   Camer a cr ews  ar e set t i ng up i n t he back l obby as  we 
speak.   The el der s  ar e t aki ng cont r ol  of  t he ci t y f or  t he pr ot ect i on of  
ever yone,  and of  cour se f or  t hei r  per sonal  gai n.   They’ ve al so gi ven or der s  
t hat  t he wi zar d Synn i s  t o be det ai ned at  al l  cos t .   Thei r  spy was  abl e t o 
l ear n hi s  gener al  l ocat i on,  but  not  hi s  pr eci se wher eabout s . ” 
 Lavi ni a’ s  hear t  s t opped and her  mout h went  suddenl y dr y.  
 “What  ki nd of  or der s  exact l y?” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe coul dn’ t  meet  her  eyes  as  he answer ed,  “Dead or  al i ve. ” 
 Lavi ni a t ur ned and r an f or  t he door .  
 “Wai t ! ” 
 She spun back and near l y hi t  Logan who obvi ous l y i nt ended t o go wi t h 
her .    
 Ever yt hi ng t hat  Jean Phi l i ppe f el t  f or  her  was  i n hi s  eyes .   He di dn’ t  
want  her  t o get  hur t  or  ki l l ed by get t i ng i n t he way of  t he counci l .  
 “I  can s t i l l  f ol l ow or der s  and save Synn.   The counci l  sai d dead or  
al i ve.   I ’ m goi ng t o make cer t ai n i t ’ s  al i ve. ” 
 She r aced out  bef or e he coul d say mor e and Jean Phi l i ppe t r i ed har d t o 
pul l  hi msel f  t oget her .   He had t o go downst ai r s  and f ace t he camer as .   I t  was  
vi t al  t hat  he appear ed i n cont r ol .  
 Moment s  l at er  as  Lavi ni a and Logan f ound t hemsel ves  back on t he s t r eet s ,  
Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  handsome f ace appear ed on ever y scr een poss i bl e.   Hi s  voi ce 
echoed f r om ever y r adi o wi t hi n r ange and t hey s l owed down onl y s l i ght l y t o 
hear  hi s  message.  
 “As  mas t er  vampi r e of  Wi cked Ci t y,  I  gi ve you my wor d t hat  t hi s  t hr eat  
wi l l  be deal t  wi t h by t he pr et er nat ur al  communi t y.   We ar e aski ng t hat  al l  
humans  pl ease evacuat e t he ci t y.   Those who r emai n wi l l  be pr ot ect ed i f  
poss i bl e.   We do not  wi sh f or  human l i f e t o be l os t ,  but  endi ng t hi s  t hr eat  i s  
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our  pr i or i t y.   As  you know,  t r adi t i onal  weapons  have been i nef f ect i ve agai ns t  
t hi s  cr eat ur e.   I t  i s  f or  t hi s  pur pose t hat  t he mi l i t ar y has  agr eed t o gi ve us  
a chance t o handl e t hi ngs  as  we see f i t .   The bor der s  of  Wi cked Ci t y wi l l  be 
cl osed at  sundown t omor r ow.   Ar med guar ds  wi l l  be s t at i oned t her e.   I f  you ar e 
a human wat chi ng t hi s ,  you shoul d be r unni ng. ” 
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Chapt er  Four t een 
 
 Acr oss  t own,  Synn pai d no at t ent i on t o t he news .   He was  al r eady i n t he 
mi ddl e of  hi s  spel l  and soon t he t r ut h woul d be r eveal ed t o hi m.   He was  down 
i n t he basement ,  whi ch l ooked mor e l i ke a mi ni - museum of  some sor t .   Books  and 
odd l i t t l e obj ect s  l i ned t he shel ves  whi ch t ook up al l  of  t he wal l  space.   
Enor mous  ar ea r ugs  cover ed t he f l oor  of  t he sur pr i s i ngl y comf or t abl e r oom.   I t  
l ooked not hi ng l i ke a basement .  
 Whi t e candl es  r i nged t he r oom and i n t he mi ddl e of  t hat  was  a t abl e 
wher e Synn was  wor ki ng.   On t he t abl e sat  a smal l  bur ner  and on t hi s  bur ner ,  a 
smal l  caul dr on bubbl ed.   He was  about  t o do somet hi ng as  unpr ecedent ed as  t he 
vampi r es  t aki ng cont r ol  of  t he ci t y.   He was  goi ng t o summon hi s  gr andf at her ’ s  
spi r i t  f or  hel p.   Even t hough he had t he abi l i t y,  he had never  bef or e cal l ed 
on t he ances t or  whose gr eat  power  he had i nher i t ed,  whose l i neage had become 
bot h hi s  bl ess i ng and hi s  cur se.    
 He al ways  i magi ned i t  woul d be t oo pai nf ul  t o see t he ol d man.   Even 
t hough what  happened wasn’ t  hi s  f aul t ,  i t  woul d be a r emi nder  Synn di dn’ t  
wel come.   But  now was  not  t he t i me f or  second t hought s .   Much mor e was  at  
s t ake her e t han hi s  per sonal  f eel i ngs  and pas t  r egr et s .    
 He col l ect ed a handf ul  of  dr i ed her bs  f r om t he t abl e and spr i nkl ed t hem 
l i ber al l y over  t he boi l i ng mi xt ur e.   Heavy vapor s  began t o r i se f r om t he 
caul dr on and he hel d hi s  hand i n t he mi ds t  of  t hem.   Wi t hout  hes i t at i on he 
l i f t ed a r i t ual  kni f e and made a smal l  cut  i n t he pal m of  hi s  r i ght  hand.  
 As  t he bl ood dr i pped i nt o t he caul dr on he sai d,  “Bl ood of  my bl ood,  
r et ur n t o me and of f er  me your  counsel . ” 
 The vapor s  r ose hi gher ,  near l y s i x f eet  i nt o t he ai r  bef or e dr i f t i ng 
back over  t he t abl e and f or mi ng what  was  cl ear l y t he shape of  a man s t andi ng 
bef or e hi m.   Though ghos t l y and t hi n,  i t  was  cl ear l y hi s  gr andf at her .   Fr om 
hi s  l ong f l owi ng r obes  t o hi s  equal l y l ong whi t e hai r ,  he was  t he man Synn 
r emember ed.  
 The i ns t ant  hi s  eyes  f ocused on Synn’ s  f ace a deep sadness  passed over  
hi s  ghos t l y f eat ur es .  
 “I s  t hi s  what  he di d t o you?” 
 Hi s  gr andf at her ’ s  voi ce was  bar el y mor e t han a whi sper .   But  he di dn’ t  
need t o speak up f or  Synn t o know who he was  t al ki ng about .  
 “Yes , ” he answer ed sof t l y.  
 “So,  when he coul dn’ t  f i nd me …” 
 “I t  was  not  your  f aul t . ” 
 “And yet  you have wai t ed seven hundr ed year s  t o cont act  my spi r i t .   I  am 
sor r y,  chi l d. ” 
 As  Synn l ooked hi m i n t he eye hi s  f eel i ngs  f or  t he ol d man wer e s t i l l  
evi dent  as  was  hi s  r espect .   Thi s  seemed t o er ase some of  t he sadness  i n hi s  
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ances t or ’ s  expr ess i on.  
 “Ther e ar e mor e i mpor t ant  t hi ngs  at  s t ake r i ght  now,  Gr andf at her .   Thi s  
has  not hi ng t o do wi t h hi m. ” 
 The ghos t  poi nt ed a f i nger  i n t he ai r  as  i f  r ai s i ng hi s  hand i n a 
cl ass r oom.  
 “Ah,  but  i t  does ,  my boy!   He i s  t he one you ar e l ooki ng f or . ” 
 Synn shook hi s  head.   Hi s  gr andf at her  mus t  be conf used.  
 “No,  I ’ m l ooki ng f or  a way t o get  r i d of  a mons t er ,  a Levi at han. ” 
 The ghos t  shook hi s  head and made a ges t ur e wi t h hi s  hands  as  i f  wi pi ng 
somet hi ng cl ean.  
 “No,  you ar e l ooki ng f or  t he one who cont r ol s  hi m.   And f or  cl ar i t y.   
Al l ow me t o show you what  i s  goi ng on i n t hi s  ci t y.   Af t er  al l ,  t hat  i s  why 
you summoned me,  i s  i t  not ?” 
 He waved hi s  wr ai t hl i ke hand over  t he caul dr on and t he sur f ace appear ed 
al mos t  mi r r or - l i ke.   At  f i r s t  Synn onl y saw hi msel f ,  but  t hen mor e t hi ngs  
became vi s i bl e on i t s  sur f ace.   He saw Jean Phi l i ppe gi vi ng hi s  speech.   He 
saw t he counci l ’ s  assass i ns  scour i ng t he ci t y f or  hi m and he saw Lavi ni a i n 
t he mi ds t  of  t hem.  
 “No, ” he gasped.   “That  can’ t  be why she’ s  t her e. ” 
 Synn knew t her e wer e t hi ngs  about  Lavi ni a he di dn’ t  know,  j us t  l i ke 
t her e wer e t hi ngs  she di dn’ t  know about  hi m.   But  an assass i n?  And comi ng f or  
hi m?  No,  i t  wasn’ t  poss i bl e.   Ther e had t o be some ot her  expl anat i on.   Maybe 
she was  j us t  r et ur ni ng t o hi m as  he’ d asked.  
 “Ther e i s  mor e, ” hi s  gr andf at her  answer ed.  
 Synn l ooked back i nt o t he caul dr on and caught  a gl i mpse of  t he man he 
coul d never  f or get ,  no mat t er  how much he want ed t o.   He al so saw what  had 
been done t o t he peopl e on t he r oof t op ear l i er  i n t he day and near l y t hr ew up.  
 He gr owl ed as  he l ooked at  t he l ong hat ed i mage.    
 “That ’ s  not  poss i bl e.   He di dn’ t  have t he spel l .   He shoul d be l ong dead 
by now. ” 
 “Al l  wi l l  be r eveal ed i n t i me, ” t he ghos t  r epl i ed.   “I  have shown you as  
much as  I  can.   But  I  assur e you,  i t  i s  hi m. ”  
 Synn went  t o say somet hi ng el se,  but  t he ghos t  hel d up a hand t o s t op 
hi m.    
 “Ti me i s  shor t .   Let  me t el l  you how t o bani sh t hi s  mons t er . ” 

* * * * 
 Lavi ni a’ s  senses  wer e al i ve as  t hey had not  been f or  qui t e some t i me.   
She f el t  ever yt hi ng ar ound her ,  becomi ng one wi t h t he ni ght  i n or der  t o bet t er  
f i nd her  pr ey.   Logan f ol l owed,  but  at  a di s t ance so as  not  t o gi ve her  away.   
They ci r cl ed t he ar ea wher e Synn’ s  home was  l ocat ed unt i l  she f i nal l y f ound 
Lao.   He was  s t andi ng on t he same r oof t op wher e she had f i r s t  wat ched Synn and 
he was  adj us t i ng hi s  r i f l e,  ai mi ng di r ect l y f or  t he wi ndow.   Si nce he hadn’ t  
been i nvi t ed i n,  up cl ose and per sonal  was  out  of  t he ques t i on.   But  dead was  
dead and he obvi ous l y i nt ended t o t ake Synn out  as  soon as  he s t epped i n f r ont  
of  t he wi ndow.  
 Lao was  good at  what  he di d.   Ther e was  no chance he hadn’ t  hear d her  
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appr oach or  f el t  her  pr esence.   The wi nd was  cl ose t o hur r i cane f or ce and i t  
whi pped her  hai r  about  as  Lao t ur ned t o f ace her .   He r an a hand t hr ough hi s  
dar k hai r  and smi l ed.   I t  was  an evi l  gr i n t hat  gave Lavi ni a chi l l s .  
 “You have come t o f i ght  me, ” he sai d.   “That  much I  can t el l .   I  can see 
i t  i n your  eyes .   What  I  don’ t  under s t and i s  why.   We ar e bot h agent s  of  t he 
counci l ,  enf or cer s  of  t hei r  wi l l ,  and t hi s  i s  t hei r  or der . ” 
 Lavi ni a sneer ed and hi s  smi l e br oadened.   “Don’ t  gi ve me t hat  l oad of  
cr ap as  i f  you have honor ,  as  i f  you f ol l ow some ki nd of  code.   Your  mas t er  
sent  you her e because you’ r e t he bes t ,  I ’ l l  gi ve you t hat .   He knows t hat  i f  
you el i mi nat e t he t hr eat  i t  gi ves  hi m mor e l ever age t o t r y and over t hr ow t he 
counci l .   I t ’ s  what  he’ s  want ed f or  year s .   You don’ t  car e about  t hi s  ci t y or -
- ” 
 “Or  t hi s  wi zar d?” he ques t i oned,  r ai s i ng an eyebr ow.   “You ar e t oo 
t r anspar ent .   Your  hear t  i s  on your  s l eeve,  as  t he expr ess i on goes .   Or  i n 
t hi s  case,  i t  i s  i n your  eyes . ” Lao t ook a s t ep f or war d and t he gr avel  on t he 
r oof t op cr unched under neat h hi s  f eet .   “How i s  t hat  poss i bl e?” He l aughed and 
t her e was  a t hr eat  even i n t hat  sound.   “Your  det achment  i s  l egendar y,  sur el y 
you must  know t hi s .   Lavi ni a t he Hear t l ess  t hey cal l  you i n Chi na,  t r us t ed by 
onl y a f ew but  f ear ed by al l . ” She was  sur pr i sed at  t hi s  and t hat  seemed t o 
pl ease hi m.   “Yes ,  t hey s t i l l  r emember  your  vi s i t  t o my count r y.   Or  shoul d I  
say Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  vi s i t ?  I  have even begun t o suspect  t hat  you ar e The 
Reaper .   Af t er  al l ,  hi s  handi wor k i s  mos t l y f ound her e,  i n Wi cked Ci t y. ” 
 “Enough t al k, ” she sai d har shl y.   “You can t hi nk what ever  you want  about  
me,  but  you wi l l  not  har m Synn. ” 
 Lao f ound t hi s  so amusi ng t hat  he near l y doubl ed over  i n mock l aught er .    
 “You don’ t  even have a weapon, ” he t aunt ed.   “Unl ess  you managed t o 
s t uf f  somet hi ng el se down t hose t i ght  pant s  I ’ d say you’ r e out  of  l uck. ” 
 Lavi ni a wal ked over  t o a vent i l at i on pi pe s t i cki ng t hr ough t he r oof  and 
wr enched i t  l oose wi t h l i t t l e ef f or t ,  t ur ni ng back t o Lao wi t h a menaci ng 
gl ar e.  
 He pul l ed out  what  l ooked l i ke a s t i ck f r om hi s  pocket .   Wi t h a f l i ck of  
hi s  wr i s t  t he s t i ck ext ended t o about  t wo f eet  i n l engt h.  
 “You have seal ed your  f at e, ” he sai d sof t l y.  
 The howl i ng wi nd near l y dr owned out  Lao’ s  bat t l e cr y as  he l aunched 
hi msel f  at  Lavi ni a.   She hel d t he pi pe up and def l ect ed hi s  f i r s t  bl ow,  but  
hi s  second caught  her  i n t he back of  t he hamst r i ng,  dr oppi ng her  t o one knee.   
She was  r emi nded pai nf ul l y t hat  Lao al so possessed super human speed.  
 “Mot her f ucker , ” she yel l ed.  
 Lavi ni a s t i l l  hel d t he pi pe i n bot h hands .   She moved her  l ef t  shoul der  
f or war d as  i f  t o f ol l ow t hr ough wi t h a punch,  but  i ns t ead of  ext endi ng her  
ar m,  she ext ended t he pi pe and hi t  Lao i n t he r i ght  kneecap.  
 He scr eamed and s t umbl ed backwar d.    
 “Bi t ch, ” he hi ssed as  he made anot her  at t ack.  
 He swung sever al  t i mes  and mi ssed as  she j us t  bar el y dodged hi s  bl ows .   
Fi nal l y,  he managed t o cat ch her  by t he hai r  and snat ched Lavi ni a t owar d hi m.   
As  he di d t hi s  she l et  hi s  moment um add f or ce t o her  s t r i ke and br ought  t he 
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pi pe up r i ght  bet ween hi s  l egs .   When Lao f el l  f or war d she caught  hi m i n t he 
f ace wi t h her  knee,  sendi ng hi m spr awl i ng on t he gr avel  r oof t op.  
 The Levi at han s t r eamed pas t  over head wi t h a r oar  and she j umped.   She 
had been so caught  up i n t he f i ght  t hat  she’ d f or got t en about  t he mons t er .   
Her  t empor ar y di s t r act i on was  al l  Lao needed.   He ki cked Lavi ni a’ s  l egs  f r om 
beneat h her  and was  on her  i n an i ns t ant ,  s t r addl i ng her  wai s t  and hol di ng t he 
pi pe acr oss  her  t hr oat .  
 “You’ r e goi ng t o di e her e t oni ght , ” he sai d t hr ough gr i t t ed t eet h.   “And 
bef or e I  ki l l  your  wi zar d I ’ m goi ng t o show hi m your  body. ” 
 Lavi ni a ki cked her  l eg hi gh and hi t  hi m i n t he back of  t he head,  but  t he 
bl ow l acked t he necessar y f or ce t o knock hi m of f  of  her .   She t r i ed t o wr i ggl e 
enough t o move Lao f ur t her  up her  r i bs  as  he at t empt ed t o s t r angl e her .   She 
di dn’ t  act ual l y want  t o get  out  f r om under  hi m,  but  she needed mor e l ever age 
f or  what  she pl anned t o do.  
 I n or der  t o appl y mor e f or ce,  Lao moved s l i ght l y and Lavi ni a sei zed t he 
oppor t uni t y.   She l i f t ed bot h her  l egs  j us t  enough t o l ock hi s  head bet ween 
her  f eet ,  pul l i ng hi m backwar d unt i l  she was  s t r angl i ng hi m wi t h her  ankl es .   
But  s i nce oxygen i sn’ t  necessar y f or  a vampi r e,  she coul dn’ t  choke hi m out .   
So,  she br oke hi s  neck i ns t ead.  
 Lavi ni a qui ckl y got  t o her  f eet ,  s t i l l  l i mpi ng s l i ght l y f r om t he bl ow t o 
her  hamst r i ng.   Br eaki ng hi s  neck wasn’ t  enough t o ki l l  hi m and i f  she di dn’ t  
act  qui ckl y,  he woul d r ecover .   She put  one boot  on hi s  ches t  i n or der  t o hol d 
hi m s t i l l ,  but  Lao had al r eady snapped hi s  head back i nt o pl ace.  
 “You know,  I  di dn’ t  come al one, ” he sai d.  
 A bone chi l l i ng howl  echoed up f r om t he al l ey and she knew t hat  Logan 
was  on hi s  way up.    
 “Nei t her  di d I , ” she sai d,  bef or e dr i vi ng t he pol e t hr ough hi s  ches t .  
 Moment s  l at er  Logan l eapt  up f r om t he f i r e escape.   He was  once agai n 
t r ansf or med and f r om t he bl ood on hi s  mout h and hands  she guessed he had t aken 
out  at  l eas t  par t  of  t he vamps  Lao had br ought  wi t h hi m.  
 “Anyt hi ng I  can do t o hel p?” he asked.  
 She gl anced back down at  Lao and sai d,  “Yeah,  t ear  hi s  head of f . ” 
 Wi t h Lao’ s  head and hear t  r emoved,  t hey coul d f ocus  once mor e on t he 
r eason t hey had come,  pr ot ect i ng Synn.  
 “You go t o t he wi zar d, ” Logan sai d.   “I ’ l l  t ake anot her  l ook ar ound.   
Make sur e he’ s  saf e.   Don’ t  l et  hi m l eave t he house. ” 
 Lavi ni a pl aced her  hand over  hi s  ches t  and gent l y r ubbed hi s  f ur .  
 “Thank you,  Logan. ” 
 Lavi ni a l et  her  hand f al l  t o her  s i de and t ur ned t owar d Synn’ s  home as  
i t  began t o r ai n.   She cr ouched on t he edge of  t he r oof t op,  s t ar i ng down i nt o 
hi s  wi ndow,  wonder i ng what  she was  goi ng t o say.   I f  hi s  spel l  had i ndeed 
r eveal ed what  was  goi ng on i n t he ci t y,  had i t  r eveal ed what  was  goi ng on wi t h 
her  al so?  She per ched on t he l edge f or  anot her  moment  bef or e dr oppi ng down 
i nt o t he s t r eet  and cr oss i ng t o hi s  f r ont  door .    
 She was  j us t  about  t o knock when t he door  swung open.   Synn s t ood bef or e 
her ,  wear i ng a l ong bl ood r ed r obe.   The hood was  pul l ed back,  but  mos t  of  hi s  
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f ace r emai ned i n shadow.   The way he l ooked at  her  … t he way hi s  pr esence 
f el t .   I t  was  a subt l e change,  but  she knew somet hi ng was  di f f er ent .  
 “Synn,  I  was  j us t  …” 
 He l ooked down at  her ,  s t andi ng t her e i n t he r ai n and knew he had t o at  
l eas t  gi ve her  a chance t o expl ai n.  
 “Wai t i ng ar ound t o ki l l  me,  I  know.   Won’ t  you come i n?” 
 Her  boot s  squi shed as  she moved acr oss  t he f l oor  and t ook t he chai r  Synn 
ges t ur ed t owar d i n t he l i vi ng r oom.  
 “Have a seat . ” Bef or e she coul d say mor e he cont i nued.   “For  t he f i r s t  
t i me i n cent ur i es  I  have f ound someone t o l ove.   Pl ease t el l  me t hat  was  not  a 
mi s t ake.   I  saw you t oni ght  … out  t her e wi t h t hose assass i ns .   And yes  I  know 
t hey wer e sent  f or  me. ” Ther e was  l ong pause bef or e he sai d sof t l y,  “And so 
wer e you. ” 
 I t  br oke her  hear t  t o hear  t he pai n i n hi s  wor ds ,  but  t her e was  l i t t l e 
she coul d do now bes i des  expl ai n.   Or  at  l eas t  make t he at t empt .  
 “I ’ l l  t el l  you ever yt hi ng, ” she whi sper ed.   “Jus t  gi ve me t he chance. ” 
 Synn t ook a seat  acr oss  f r om her  on t he sof a and opened hi s  ar ms  wi de.    
 “Go on. ” 
 “I  assume you know of  t he vampi r e counci l ?  Of  t hei r  exi s t ence,  I  mean. ” 
 “Yes .   I  have f or  qui t e some t i me. ” 
 How t he hel l  was  she goi ng t o sum t hi s  up?!  
 “Wel l ,  Jean Phi l i ppe,  t he mas t er  of  t hi s  ci t y,  wor ks  f or  t hem.   He i s  an 
enf or cer  f or  t he vampi r e counci l .   I  wor k f or  hi m. ” She pl aced a hand over  her  
hear t ,  at t empt i ng t o s t op i t s  f r ant i c beat i ng as  she car ef ul l y chose her  next  
wor ds .   “I  am known as  The Reaper .   I  have been an assass i n f or  t he pas t  
hundr ed year s .   I  haven’ t  done hal f  t he t hi ngs  t hey say.   But  t he ot her  hal f  … 
I  cer t ai nl y have. ”  
 I t  t ook al l  she coul d do t o l ook at  hi m as  she cont i nued.   “I  have 
ki l l ed wi t hout  r emor se and I  have done so mul t i pl e t i mes .   Some t hi nk of  me as  
a her o and t o ot her s  I ’ m t he boogeyman.   The or der s  t hat  wer e gi ven i n r egar ds  
t o you wer e t hat  you shoul d be det ai ned ‘ dead or  al i ve. ’  I  came her e t o make 
cer t ai n i t  was  al i ve.   I  never  meant  t o hur t  you,  Synn.   But  t hi s  i s  what  I  
am.   I t ’ s  what  I  have been f or  a l ong t i me.   I f  you can’ t  accept  t hat ,  I  
under s t and.   But  pl ease bel i eve I  di d not  come her e t o har m you. ” 
 He t ook a deep br eat h and r an a hand t hr ough hi s  dar k hai r .  
 “Tel l  me,  how you came t o know Jean Phi l i ppe. ”  
 Wel l ,  at  l eas t  he appear ed t o be wi l l i ng t o hear  her  out .   That  was  a 
good s i gn,  wasn’ t  i t ? 
 “The ni ght  I  was  at t acked,  he r escued me.   When I  t ol d you I  di dn’ t  
r emember  anyt hi ng bef or e waki ng up i n a pool  of  bl ood … t hat  wasn’ t  ent i r el y 
t r ue.   The man I  was  dat i ng was  named Ri char d. ” 
 Synn wi nced at  t he obvi ous  pai n i t  caused her  t o even use t he name.   He 
f el t  l i ke an asshol e,  l i ke t hi s  was  al l  hi s  f aul t .   But  he di dn’ t  s t op her .   
He needed t o hear  t hi s  as  much as  he f el t  l i ke she needed t o say i t .  



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           90 

 
   
   

 
  
  
  

Chapt er  Fi f t een 
 
 “I  was  expect i ng hi m t hat  ni ght  and he ar r i ved on t i me. ”  
 A t ear  s l i d down her  cheek and Synn f ought  t he ur ge t o r each out  t o her .    
 “I  was  so i n l ove wi t h hi m t hat  I  f ai l ed t o see what  he r eal l y was .   
When I  t hi nk back I  can see t he s i gns ,  subt l e t hi ngs  I  shoul d have pi cked up 
on.   But  as  t hey say,  l ove i s  bl i nd.   And some t i mes  i t ’ s  j us t  pl ai n s t upi d.   
I  wal ked out  ont o t he bal cony wi t h hi m t o l ook at  t he moon. ”  
 Lavi ni a cl osed her  eyes ,  r el i vi ng i n vi vi d det ai l  t he ni ght  she had 
di ed.  
 “The moon was  t he l as t  t hi ng I  saw whi l e I  was  al i ve.   Not  bef or e t he 
br eat h l ef t  my body … but  when I  was  t r ul y al i ve. ”  
 Mor e t ear s  s l i d f r om beneat h her  l ashes ,  but  her  eyes  r emai ned cl osed.   
I f  she had opened t hem,  she woul d have seen t hat  Synn was  cr yi ng t oo.  
 “I t  was  so beaut i f ul ,  and f ul l  t hat  ni ght .   I ’ ve al ways  f el t  l i ke t he 
moon under s t ood me.   I  know how cr azy t hat  sounds .   I ’ m wel l  awar e t hat  t her e 
i sn’ t  r eal l y a man i n t he moon.   But  i t  used t o hel p me t o pr et end t her e was .   
He had seen what  happened t o me t hat  ni ght  … and he al one under s t ood my pai n.   
Whi l e I  wat ched t he moon,  compl et el y ent r anced by t he sound of  Ri char d’ s  sof t  
voi ce,  I  f el t  hi s  l i ps  agai ns t  my t hr oat .   I ’ m not  sur e what  happened,  but  i n 
t hat  i ns t ant  I  knew somet hi ng was  wr ong. ” 
 She kept  her  eyes  shut  t i ght  as  she cont i nued t o r el i ve t hat  ni ght  l i ke 
a movi e i ns i de her  head.  
 “I  f ought  hi m.   I  j er ked away and r an back i nt o t he r oom.   Appar ent l y he 
wasn’ t  expect i ng r es i s t ance,  because I  got  away eas i l y enough.   I  gr abbed my 
cr uci f i x f r om t he beds i de t abl e and when he l unged f or  me I  pr essed i t  agai ns t  
hi s  f or ehead. ” She sobbed and put  a hand over  her  mout h.    
 Synn was  now on t he edge of  hi s  seat ,  but  he coul dn’ t  go t o her  yet .   He 
needed t o know t he t r ut h.  
 “I ’ l l  never  f or get  t he sound … t he smel l  of  bur ni ng f l esh.   He hi t  me so 
har d t hat  I  passed out .   When I  came t o he was  gone and I  was  cover ed i n 
bl ood. ” She sni f f ed a f ew t i mes  bef or e cont i nui ng.   “Took me a mi nut e t o 
r eal i ze i t  was  my bl ood.   I  t r i ed t o scr eam,  but  I  had no s t r engt h l ef t .   He 
had t or n my neck so savagel y … I ’ m not  even sur e i f  I  coul d have scr eamed i f  I  
had t he s t r engt h.   And t hen I  saw hi m.   Jean Phi l i ppe l eapt  over  t he r ai l i ng.   
The f i r s t  t hi ng I  saw was  hi s  f angs  and I  t hought  f or  sur e I  was  dead.   But  
t hen I  not i ced hi s  eyes .   Hi s  concer n was  obvi ous  when he l ooked at  me.   He 
knel t  bes i de me and qui ckl y assessed my wounds .   Then,  he t ook my hand and 
sai d,  ‘ You ar e dyi ng.   I  can save you,  but  t her e i s  not  much t i me.   You wi l l  
l i ve a cur sed exi s t ence … but  you wi l l  l i ve. ’  I  nodded my head,  because I  
coul dn’ t  speak.   Jean Phi l i ppe made a smal l  cut  on hi s  ar m and l et  a dr op of  
hi s  bl ood f al l  i nt o my mout h.   I n a mat t er  of  seconds  I  coul d f eel  mysel f  
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heal i ng.   I t  hur t ,  but  i t  was  an i mpr ovement  f r om t he numbness  I  was  s t ar t i ng 
t o f eel  bef or e. ” 
 Lavi ni a opened her  eyes  and f ound Synn kneel i ng at  her  f eet .    
 “As  I  dr ank hi s  bl ood I  f el t  hat r ed so s t r ong.   I t  bur ned i n my ches t  
l i ke t hat  cr uci f i x had bur ned Rober t ’ s  ski n.   No one woul d hur t  me agai n.   I  
f el t  so s t r ong,  so power f ul  … and yet  a par t  of  me was  obvi ous l y mi ss i ng.   A 
par t  I  di dn’ t  know I  s t i l l  had unt i l  I  met  you. ” 
 She s t ar t ed cr yi ng har der  and as  she l eaned f or war d,  Synn t ook her  i nt o 
hi s  ar ms .    
 “I ’ m sor r y,  Lavi ni a.   When I  saw you wi t h t hose assass i ns  … I  had t o 
know t he t r ut h.   I ’ m sor r y f or  doubt i ng you. ” He r ose t o hi s  f eet  and moved 
acr oss  t he r oom,  t ur ni ng hi s  back.   “You have shar ed your  pas t .   You’ ve l ai d 
your  scar s  bar e and I  accept  t hem. ” He paused bef or e whi sper i ng sof t l y,  “I  
accept  you. ”  
 Lavi ni a s t ar t ed t o say somet hi ng,  but  he hel d up hi s  hand as  i f  he knew 
she was  about  t o speak.   Hi s  back was  s t i l l  t ur ned.    
 “I f  we ar e goi ng t o make i t  t hr ough t hi s ,  t hen you shoul d know t he t r ut h 
about  me.   Not  what  peopl e have made up i n f ai r y t al es  and cer t ai nl y not  what  
t hey’ ve sai d on t el evi s i on. ”  
 He s i ghed,  r es i gni ng hi msel f  t o t he f act  t hat  she woul d ei t her  accept  
hi m or  l eave once he was  f i ni shed.   Ther e was  not hi ng he coul d do now t o 
change t hat .  
 “As  I  t ol d you bef or e,  I  wasn’ t  al ways  a wi zar d.   I  was  a j es t er  and a 
t r avel i ng per f or mer  … and Synn i s  not  t he onl y name I  have.   My gr andf at her  
was  a sor cer er .   He dedi cat ed hi s  l i f e t o t he sear ch f or  i mmor t al i t y.   Onl y 
when he f ound i t ,  t he cos t  was  t oo gr eat .   When a wi zar d di es ,  i f  he has  bl ood 
hei r s ,  he can choose t o l eave t hem hi s  power .   I t  i s  passed down t hr ough t he 
bl ood and t hi s  i s  what  happened t o me.   I  gai ned hi s  power  al ong wi t h hi s  
l i f e’ s  wor k. ” 
 Lavi ni a r ose and moved cl oser  t o hi m.   She want ed t o t ouch hi m,  but  knew 
t hi s  was  not  t he t i me t o of f er  comf or t .   She al so knew somehow t hat  Synn had 
never  t ol d t hi s  t o anyone bef or e.  
 “Af t er  hi s  deat h and my i nher i t ance of  hi s  wor k,  anot her  wi zar d came 
l ooki ng f or  hi m.   Hi s  name was  Zor n.   When I  t ol d hi m t hat  my gr andf at her  had 
di ed,  he t ook me i ns t ead.   I  wasn’ t  s t r ong enough t o r ef use.   He had me bound 
by so many spel l s  . . .   He want ed me t o cas t  t he spel l  my gr andf at her  had 
f ound,  t he spel l  f or  i mmor t al i t y.   I  r ef used.   He sai d i f  I  di dn’ t  cooper at e … 
t hat  he woul d ki l l  my wi f e. ” 
 Lavi ni a’ s  hear t  ached t o hear  what  had happened t o hi m so l ong ago.   No 
wonder  he had shut  hi msel f  away f r om t he wor l d.    
 “So I  cas t  t he ci r cl e and spoke t he wor ds .   Al l  t hat  was  l ef t  was  t o 
sacr i f i ce an i nnocent  l i f e.   He was  goi ng t o ki l l  me.   I  was  t o become t he 
sacr i f i ce. ” Synn’ s  voi ce shook as  he cont i nued and hi s  body began t o t r embl e 
s l i ght l y as  wel l .   “He t ook t he r i t ual  kni f e and hel d i t  hi gh.   God,  I  can 
s t i l l  see i t .   I t  was  l i ke t i me s t ood s t i l l .   The bl ade gl i nt i ng i n t he 
f i r el i ght  and t hose eyes .   Those f ucki ng evi l  eyes . ” 
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 The wi zar d was  now shaki ng al mos t  uncont r ol l abl y.  
 “At  t he l as t  second,  my wi f e t hr ew her sel f  i n f r ont  of  hi s  bl ade. ” 
 Lavi ni a gasped and Synn began t o weep openl y,  hi s  sobs  echoi ng bet ween 
wor ds .  
 “For  t he spel l  t o be compl et e,  t he i nnocent  bl ood must  be smear ed above 
t he hear t  of  t he one of f er i ng t he sacr i f i ce.   As  she f el l ,  she r an her  hand 
over  my ches t .   The wi zar d was  f ur i ous ,  but  I  was  s t r ong enough t hen t o br eak 
f r ee. ” 
 Synn t ur ned t owar d her ,  but  kept  hi s  head down.  
 “I  escaped,  but  not  bef or e he di d t hi s . ” 
 He l i f t ed hi s  head,  pushi ng back hi s  hai r  and r eveal i ng hi s  scar ed f ace.  
 Lavi ni a cr i ed as  i f  someone she l oved had been ki l l ed.  
 “Oh,  Synn, ” she whi sper ed,  “I ’ m so sor r y. ” 
 He wasn’ t  sur e what  t o expect .   But  t he compass i on i n her  eyes  cer t ai nl y 
wasn’ t  a wor s t  case scenar i o.  
 She cl osed t he di s t ance bet ween t hem and wi t h t r embl i ng f i nger s ,  r eached 
out  t o t ouch hi s  scar s .   He had a t hi n scar  di r ect l y above hi s  r i ght  eye.   I t  
l ooked l i ke a s t r ai ght  l i ne,  ext endi ng about  t wo i nches  above and t wo i nches  
bel ow hi s  eye.   But  t he wor s t  of  t he damage was  done t o t he s i de of  hi s  f ace.   
Upon cl oser  i nspect i on she coul d see t hat  t he r i ght  cor ner  of  hi s  f ul l  l i ps  
was  s l i ght l y t ur ned upwar d.   Not  because he al ways  smi l ed,  but  because i t  was  
t he begi nni ng of  a hei nous  scar .   The bl ade t hat  made t he cut  mus t  have been 
shar p,  because t he scar  was  a cl ean,  per f ect  l i ne.   I t  al mos t  l ooked pai nt ed 
on,  but  t he s l i ght  r i se t o t he ski n shat t er ed t he i l l us i on.   One hal f  of  hi s  
f ace was  f or ever  car ved i n a smi l e.  
 Hi s  dar k eyes  l ooked deepl y i nt o her  own bef or e l ooki ng down at  t he 
f l oor .   He was  expect i ng r ej ect i on.   I ns t ead he f el t  her  f i nger t i ps ,  sof t l y 
t r aci ng hi s  scar s  and wi pi ng away hi s  t ear s .   She s t ood on t i pt oe and pul l ed 
hi m cl ose.   When he f el t  her  l i ps  agai ns t  hi s  r ui ned ski n i t  f el t  l i ke someone 
was  squeezi ng hi s  ches t ,  l i ke he coul dn’ t  br eat he.   And at  t he same t i me … hi s  
hear t  was  f i nal l y f r ee.  
 “I  l ove you, ” she whi sper ed.   “Thi s  doesn’ t  change how I  f eel .   Not hi ng 
coul d change t hat . ” 
 Synn hel d her  t i ght ,  t i ght er  t han he’ d ever  hel d anyone bef or e.   No one 
had ever  accept ed hi m.   Al ways  he’ d had t o hi de hi s  t r ue f ace,  onl y l et t i ng 
peopl e see what  t hey coul d handl e.   They coul d never  handl e t he t r ut h.   And 
t he t r ut h was ,  he wasn’ t  per f ect .   But ,  one hal f  of  hi m was  and t hat  was  t he 
hal f  he had al ways  shown t he wor l d.   He want ed t o say “Thank you, ” but  wor ds  
j us t  f el l  shor t  f or  what  he f el t .   So he hel d her  f or  sever al  mi nut es  and j us t  
cr i ed.  
 “Why woul d anyone do t hi s?” she asked sof t l y.  
 “He t r i ed t o car ve me i nt o t he cl own he sai d I  was ,  undeser vi ng of  such 
power . ” 
 Lavi ni a pul l ed back and wi ped her  eyes .   “How hor r i bl e.   What  ever  
happened t o hi m?  Pl ease t el l  me you got  r evenge. ” 
 “Unf or t unat el y,  no.   As  f or  what  happened t o hi m,  we’ l l  get  t o t hat  i n a 
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mi nut e.   What  happened t o Ri char d?  Di d you ever  get  r evenge?” 
 Lavi ni a shook her  head.  
 “I  never  saw hi m agai n.   Jean Phi l i ppe even hel ped me l ook a f ew t i mes ,  
but  we coul d never  f i nd hi m. ”  
 Synn wi ped hi s  eyes  and t ur ned t owar d t he ki t chen.  
 “I  need a dr i nk. ” 
 “Wai t .   What  di d you mean we’ l l  get  t o t hat  i n a mi nut e?  He di dn’ t  have 
t he spel l  f or  i mmor t al i t y.   So,  he’ s  dead r i ght ?” 
 “Li ke I  sai d,  I  need a dr i nk. ”  
 Lavi ni a f ol l owed hi m i nt o t he ki t chen,  but  di dn’ t  pr ess  t he i s sue.   She 
coul d t el l  Synn needed a f ew mi nut es  bef or e he f i ni shed what ever  i t  was  he 
needed t o say.   She sat  at  t he ki t chen t abl e and r emoved her  wet  boot s  whi l e 
he r ummaged t hr ough t he cabi net s .   Whi l e he di d t equi l a shot s  she s t udi ed hi m.   
The scar s  wer e bad,  but  t hey di dn’ t  r ui n hi m,  not  t o her .   He was  s t i l l  
devas t at i ngl y handsome … he j us t  happened t o have a f ew scar s  on t he r i ght  
s i de of  hi s  f ace.   Hi s  sensuous  mout h had not  been r ui ned.   Hi s  dar k eyes  
s t i l l  hel d t he power  t o capt i vat e.   And hi s  shoul der  l engt h hai r  per i odi cal l y 
cover ed t he damage anyway.   I t  gave hi m a Phant om of  t he Oper a sor t  of  appeal ,  
onl y much l ess  damaged.  
 “So i n al l  t hese year s ,  you never  showed anyone el se your  f ace?” 
 He shr ugged.   “Wel l ,  t her e was  t hi s  one woman.   We dat ed f or  a l i t t l e 
whi l e and I  t hought  she coul d handl e i t . ” 
 Lavi ni a was  sur pr i sed at  t he t wi nge of  j eal ous l y she f el t .   She t r i ed 
har d t o keep i t  f r om her  voi ce.  
 “How di d she t ake i t ?” 
 He l aughed.   “She r an scr eami ng.   I  never  saw her  agai n. ” 
 “I nsens i t i ve bi t ch. ” 
 “Yeah,  t hat ’ s  pr et t y much what  I  t hought . ” 
 “Di d you car e f or  her ?” 
 Synn smi l ed.   He knew what  she was  get t i ng at .  
 “I  wasn’ t  i n l ove wi t h her  i f  t hat ’ s  what  you mean.   We hadn’ t  been 
seei ng each ot her  l ong,  but  i t  s t i l l  hur t  my f eel i ngs . ” 
 “So no one el se has  ever  seen t hen?  That ’ s  sad. ” 
 “Wel l ,  my gr andf at her  saw i t . ” 
 Lavi ni a’ s  br ow kni t  as  she gave hi m a conf used l ook.    
 “But  I  t hought  you sai d your  gr andf at her  di ed bef or e i t  happened. ” 
 “He di d.   But  I  was  j us t  down i n t he basement  t al ki ng t o hi s  ghos t .   He 
t ook i t  r at her  wel l ,  I  t hi nk.   I t  mus t  have been har d f or  hi s  spi r i t ,  knowi ng 
what  had happened al l  t hese year s  …” 
 Synn pour ed hi msel f  anot her  shot  of  t equi l a.    
 Lavi ni a was  s t i l l  conf used,  but  she di dn’ t  want  t o t al k t oo much about  a 
pai nf ul  subj ect .   St i l l ,  t her e was  one mor e t hi ng t hat  she want ed t o know.  
 “Can I  ask you somet hi ng about  t he i mmor t al i t y spel l ?” 
 He downed t he shot  and pour ed anot her .    
 “Shoot . ” 
 She wat ched hi m f or  a second or  t wo,  hopi ng t hat  her  ques t i on woul d not  
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upset  hi m f ur t her .  
 “How come t he spel l  gave you i mmor t al i t y,  when you wer en’ t  t he one who 
made t he sacr i f i ce?  I ’ m sor r y t o ask somet hi ng so … Wel l ,  I ’ m j us t  sor r y t o 
br i ng i t  up agai n.   But  wasn’ t  t hi s  ot her  wi zar d t he one who act ual l y ki l l ed 
her ?” 
 “Yes , ” he sai d sof t l y.   “He t ook her  l i f e … but  I  di d make t he 
sacr i f i ce.   I  t hi nk t he magi c knew t hat  and gave t he power  t o me i ns t ead.   
I ’ ve wonder ed about  t hat  a l ot  of  t i mes ,  spent  a l ot  of  s l eepl ess  ni ght s  
t r yi ng t o f i gur e i t  out .   That ’ s  t he bes t  I  coul d come up wi t h. ” 
 “I ’ m sor r y t o hear  about  your  wi f e, ” Lavi ni a sai d.   “Was  she …”   
 “She was  not hi ng l i ke you, ” he sai d,  smi l i ng at  her  sur pr i sed l ook.   
“Not hi ng can ever  t ake her  pl ace i n my hear t .   But  I  am not  i n l ove wi t h a 
ghos t .   I  don’ t  mean t hat  t o sound har sh.   She di ed near l y seven hundr ed year s  
ago.   I  wi l l  al ways  l ove her ,  but  Fat e has  gi ven me anot her  chance.   I  r eal l y 
woul d be a f ool  i f  I  deni ed what  I  f el t  f or  you. ” 
 Synn cr ossed t he r oom and s t opped bes i de wher e Lavi ni a sat ,  s t ar i ng down 
at  her .   He r eached t o t ouch her  f ace and she l eaned i nt o hi s  t ouch,  pr ess i ng 
a l i ght  ki ss  agai ns t  hi s  pal m.  
 “I  l ove you f or  who you ar e,  not  f or  who you r emi nd me of . ” 
 She smi l ed up at  hi m.   “Do I  r emi nd you of  anyone?” 
 “Some t i mes  I  t hi nk t hat  you do.   But  when I  t r y t o r emember  anyone el se 
… t her e i s  onl y your  f ace.   Onl y your  smi l e when I  cl ose my eyes . ” 
 Lavi ni a opened hi s  r obe and wr apped her  ar ms  ar ound hi s  wai s t .   He was  
naked beneat h t he heavy f abr i c and he shi ver ed s l i ght l y as  hi s  body was  
exposed.   She pr essed her  f ace agai ns t  t he cur ve of  hi s  hi p,  but  her  t ouch was  
not  sexual .   She j us t  needed t o t ouch hi m.  
 Lavi ni a s t ar t ed t el l i ng hi m about  what  had happened j us t  bef or e he 
opened t he door .   She made i t  as  br i ef  as  poss i bl e,  not  want i ng t o r et el l  al l  
t hat  had been done t o Lao.   I t  wasn’ t  t hat  Synn was  squeami sh.   She j us t  
di dn’ t  want  t o t al k about  decapi t at i on whi l e hol di ng ont o t he man she l oved.  
 “Woul d hi s  bul l et  r eal l y have ki l l ed you?  When I  hear d t he wor ds  dead 
or  al i ve,  I  di dn’ t  even s t op t o r emember  you wer e i mmor t al .   Pr et t y s t upi d of  
me,  huh?” 
 “No, ” he sai d sof t l y,  s t r oki ng her  hai r .   “Your  concer n i s  t ouchi ng.   
Now i f  t hi s  guy shot  me i n t he head.   Hmm.   Maybe. ” 
 She pul l ed back t o l ook up at  hi m.  
 “Real l y?” 
 “I t  depends .   I f  i t  was  j us t  a shot  t o t he head,  I  mi ght  sur vi ve.   He’ d 
have t o bl ow my head cl ean of f  t o ki l l  me.   I  can’ t  r egener at e as  qui ckl y as  a 
vampi r e or  a wer ewol f ,  but  I  wi l l  event ual l y heal .   I f  t hey wer e t o at t ack me 
aggr ess i vel y enough,  wher e I  had no t i me at  al l  t o r ecover ,  yes  I  coul d be 
ki l l ed.   But  t hey’ d have t o t r y r eal l y har d. ” 
 “Wow. ” 
 He wal ked back over  t o t he t equi l a,  but  t hi s  t i me he cl osed t he bot t l e.  
 “The spel l  you per f or med t oni ght ,  was  i t  t o t al k t o your  gr andf at her ?” 
 “Yes .   I  t hought  he coul d hel p f i gur e out  what  t o do. ” 
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 “So,  what  di d he have t o say?” 
 For  some r eason she f el t  t he ur ge t o check t he cur t ai ns  as  she asked.   
The bay wi ndow was  compl et el y bl ocked,  al l  cur t ai ns  cl osed.   The assass i ns  
wer e al l  vampi r es .   They coul dn’ t  come i n uni nvi t ed,  so t aki ng a shot  f r om a 
di s t ance was  t hei r  onl y opt i on.   And t he cur t ai ns  wer e cl osed.   So,  why was  
she so ner vous? 
 “Wel l ,  he t ol d me how t o bani sh t he Levi at han. ” 
 “Real l y?  That ’ s  f ant as t i c! ” 
 “Yes ,  but  i t  can’ t  be done unt i l  mor ni ng.   He di dn’ t  say why,  but  t he 
spel l  mus t  be per f or med i n t he l i ght  of  day. ” 
 “Di d he say anyt hi ng el se?” 
 “He sai d t hat  Zor n i s  t he one r espons i bl e. ” 
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Chapt er  Si xt een 
 
 “Zor n?  The one who …?” She ges t ur ed t owar d hi s  f ace.   “You’ r e j oki ng,  
r i ght ?” 
 Synn l aughed,  but  not  l i ke he f ound any r eal  humor  i n t he s i t uat i on.  
 “Dar l i ng,  even my sense of  humor  i sn’ t  t hat  dar k. ” 
 Lavi ni a sat  back down because she suddenl y f el t  t oo weak t o s t and.  
 “But ,  how?” 
 “He sai d t hat  al l  woul d be r eveal ed i n t i me. ” 
 “So,  what  do we do now?” 
 “I  was  hopi ng you had an i dea. ” 
 Bef or e ei t her  of  t hem coul d cont i nue t he conver sat i on,  someone knocked 
at  t he door .   They exchanged a ques t i oni ng l ook bef or e Synn t ur ned t o answer .  
 “No,  wai t .   I t  mi ght  be- - ” 
 But  he had al r eady opened t he door .  
 “Logan, ” Lavi ni a sai d.  
 He was  back i n human f or m and dr essed once mor e.   He was  wear i ng t he 
same dar k br own l eat her  pant s  and mat chi ng coat  whi ch near l y r eached hi s  
ankl es .   Except  f or  a f ew smear s  of  bl ood he had mi ssed under neat h hi s  chi n,  
t her e was  no evi dence of  what  he t r ul y was .   But  as  he f aced t he wi zar d 
Lavi ni a r eal i zed how t al l  Synn was .   She had of  cour se not i ced t hi s  bef or e.   
But  as  he s t ood di r ect l y i n f r ont  of  t he s i x f oot  f our  wer ewol f  and l ooked 
down at  hi m s l i ght l y,  i t  made qui t e an i mpr ess i on.  
 Lavi ni a s t epped f or war d and cl ear ed her  t hr oat ,  caus i ng bot h men t o l ook 
at  her .    
 “Synn,  t hi s  i s  Logan,  my guar d and one of  my cl oses t  compani ons . ” 
 “Yes , ” t he wi zar d sai d,  ext endi ng hi s  hand.   “Lavi ni a has  t ol d me about  
you. ” 
 They shook hands  and he ges t ur ed f or  Logan t o ent er  t he r oom.  
 “Pl ease,  come i n. ” 
 Logan must  have seen t he scar s ,  because Synn made no ef f or t  t o hi de 
t hem.   I f  t hey bot her ed Logan at  al l ,  he gave no i ndi cat i on.   I ns t ead he 
t ur ned t owar d Lavi ni a and sai d,  “I ’ ve t aken out  t he r es t  of  Lao’ s  deat h 
squad. ” He shr ugged.   “Ar e you sur e t hat  was  a deat h squad?  I ’ ve hear d so 
much about  t hem.   They di dn’ t  seem t hat  bad r eal l y. ” 
 “You ar e so f ul l  of  cr ap, ” she sai d,  unabl e t o hi de her  smi l e.  
 “Ser i ous l y,  t hey wer en’ t  t hat  t ough. ” 
 “Wel l ,  t hey wer en’ t  expect i ng t o have t o deal  wi t h an al pha wer ewol f , ” 
Synn poi nt ed out .   “And t hank you f or  savi ng my ass .   Your  hel p i s  much 
appr eci at ed. ” 
 Logan l aughed and t he sound hel ped Lavi ni a t o r el ax.   She hadn’ t  
expect ed t hei r  f i r s t  meet i ng t o go so wel l .  
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 “I  t hi nk I ’ m goi ng t o l i ke you, ” Logan sai d.  
 “Gl ad t o hear  i t .   But  we need t o f i gur e out  what  we’ r e goi ng t o t el l  
t he counci l  about  t hei r  deat h squad.   Or  r at her ,  what  Jean Phi l i ppe i s  goi ng 
t o t el l  t hem when t hey al l  t ur n up deader  t han usual . ” 
 The t hr ee of  t hem sat  down at  t he ki t chen t abl e and af t er  about  an hour  
of  del i ber at i on,  t hey had a pl an.   They al so f i l l ed i n t he bl anks  on t he 
wi zar d’ s  pas t  so t hat  Logan was  up t o speed.   The deat h squad was  goi ng t o be 
bl amed on Zor n.   Jean Phi l i ppe coul d t el l  t he counci l  t hat  anot her  
uni dent i f i ed wi zar d had i nt er f er ed.   The counci l  woul d f i gur e out  i t  was  Zor n 
once t he r es t  of  t hei r  pl an pl ayed out .   Synn woul d make a s t at ement  t o t he 
pr ess ,  r eveal i ng hi s  t r ue i dent i t y as  wel l  as  t el l i ng t hem t hat  Zor n was  t he 
name of  t he i mpos t er .   He woul d out  t hem bot h i n one move,  f or ci ng Zor n t o 
gi ve up t he act  and s t at e hi s  t r ue pur pose.   But  t hi s  woul d al l  be done af t er  
t he Levi at han had been deal t  wi t h.  
 “I ’ l l  cal l  Jean Phi l i ppe and get  hi s  pr ess  cont act s , ” Lavi ni a sai d.   
“Most  news  s t at i ons  s t i l l  have someone t o r epr esent  t hem s t ayi ng behi nd. ” 
 “I  have never  under s t ood t hat , ” Logan sai d,  shaki ng hi s  head.    
 “Me nei t her , ” Synn agr eed.   “But  we’ r e goi ng t o t ake advant age of  t hem 
bei ng her e.   I f  we coul d j us t  f i gur e out  a way t o get  t o Zor n.   He managed t o 
hi de f r om us  f or  God knows how l ong bef or e t hi s .   He may be abl e t o escape t he 
ci t y. ” 
 “Mi chael , ” Lavi ni a whi sper ed.   “Hol y shi t .   We shoul d go see Mi chael . ” 
 Lavi ni a coul dn’ t  bel i eve she hadn’ t  t hought  of  t hi s  bef or e.    
 “You mean bl oodsucker ,  Mi chael ?” Logan asked.  
 “What ?” Synn l ooked f r om one t o t he ot her ,  as  i f  hopi ng f or  an 
expl anat i on.  
 “Ther e’ s  a vampi r e named Mi chael  who owns  a cl ub a l i t t l e f ur t her  
downt own.   I t ’ s  cal l ed Sangui suga,  i t  means  ‘ bl oodsucker ’  i n Lat i n. ” 
 “Wel l ,  t hat ’ s  ver y i nt er es t i ng,  but  what  does  i t  have t o do wi t h f i ndi ng 
Zor n?” 
 “Mi chael  i s  t he son of  The Chr oni cl er ,  who keeps  r ecor ds  f or  t he vampi r e 
counci l  as  wel l  as  some pr i vat e f ami l y r ecor ds  f or  ot her  vampi r e el der s .   But  
he doesn’ t  j us t  keep up on vampi r e s t uf f .   The Chr oni cl er  i s  nosy and so i s  
hi s  son.   I f  anyone knows t he i ns i de s t or y on what ’ s  goi ng on,  i t ’ s  Mi chael . ” 
 “Even i f  he knows anyt hi ng,  what  makes  you t hi nk he’ l l  hel p us?” 
 Lavi ni a shr ugged.   “He won’ t .   At  l eas t  not  wi l l i ngl y anyways .   He’ s  an 
asshol e and a bone dus t  addi ct .   But  i f  I  can cat ch hi m i n a good mood,  he 
mi ght  gi ve away enough f or  us  t o f i gur e out  i f  he r eal l y knows anyt hi ng or  
not . ”  
 Bone dus t  was  a dr ug made f r om t he cr ushed bones  of  t he dead,  al ong wi t h 
a f ew ot her  choi ce chemi cal s .   I t  was  al so one of  t he f ew dr ugs  t hat  vampi r es  
coul d consume.   I t  was  snor t ed i n powder  f or m,  l i ke cocai ne.   And f r om what  
Lavi ni a had hear d,  i t  had much t he same ef f ect .  
 Synn l ooked doubt f ul .  
 “Hey,  i t ’ s  a pl ace t o s t ar t , ” Lavi ni a sai d.   “Once t he Levi at han i s  gone 
Zor n may cause mor e damage i f  we can’ t  f i nd hi m. ” 
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 The wi zar d s i gned r es i gnedl y.   “Okay.   Wher e i s  t hi s  cl ub agai n?” 
 Af t er  goi ng over  t he pl an once mor e Lavi ni a r eal i zed t hey woul dn’ t  have 
much t i me t o do ever yt hi ng t hey needed t o do.   The cl ub was  ver y dar k and 
got hi c.   I t  was  a cr oss  bet ween a t omb and a r ave bei ng hel d at  a t wi s t ed sor t  
of  car ni val .   They needed t o dr ess  f or  t he occas i on.  
 “Our  bes t  bet  i s  t o get  i nt o t he dr ess i ng r oom down at  Si nf ul  Del i ght s , ” 
she sai d.   “But  how t he hel l  ar e we goi ng t o get  t her e and t hen get  al l  t he 
way back downt own?  Wi t h ever yt hi ng goi ng on …” Lavi ni a t hr ew up her  hands .   
“I  coul d make i t ,  but  you t wo coul dn’ t .   Not  bef or e t he pl ace cl oses  f or  
dawn. ”9 
 “I t ’ s  s t i l l  a l ong t i me bef or e dawn, ” Logan sai d.  
 “Yes ,  but  not  when you f i gur e i n t he t i me t o get  r eady,  t i me t o get  
t her e,  t i me t o ques t i on Mi chael  and- - ” 
 “Wai t , ” Synn i nt er r upt ed.   “I  have somet hi ng t hat  can hel p. ” 
 He wal ked over  t o t he ki t chen cabi net  and t ook out  a smal l  bl ue bot t l e.   
The l ook on hi s  f ace sai d t hat  cl ear l y t hi s  was  t he answer  t o t hei r  pr obl em.   
However ,  t he l ook t hey gave hi m i n r et ur n sai d t hey cl ear l y di dn’ t  under s t and.  
 “I t ’ s  a t el epor t  pot i on, ” Synn expl ai ned.   “I  can dr i nk t hi s  and f or  t he 
next  s i x hour s  I  can t el epor t . ” 
 “What  about  us?” Logan asked.  
 “I f  you hol d ont o me you can come t o. ” 
 Logan l aughed and Lavi ni a gave hi m an odd l ook.   “Sor r y.   For  a mi nut e 
t her e I  t hought  he was  The Ghos t  of  Chr i s t mas  Pr esent . ” She s t i l l  gave hi m 
t hat  l ook.   “You know,  ‘ hol d ont o my r obe’  and al l  t hat  shi t ?”  He t hr ew up 
hi s  hands .   “For get  i t . ” 
 Synn dr ank t he pot i on bef or e r emember i ng he was  naked beneat h t he r obe 
he wor e.  
 “Ar e you sur e t hi s  dr ess i ng r oom i s  goi ng t o have somet hi ng t o f i t  me?  
I  don’ t  want  t o go t o a cl ub naked. ” 
 “You’ d cause qui t e t he sensat i on, ” Logan j oked.   “But  yes ,  you shoul d be 
abl e t o wear  some of  my s t uf f .   Ther e’ s  not  t hat  much di f f er ence i n our  s i ze. ” 
 Act ual l y t her e was  ver y l i t t l e di f f er ence except  f or  about  t wo i nches  i n 
hei ght .   Ot her  t han t hat ,  Logan was  a bi t  wi der  i n t he wai s t .   Synn cons i der ed 
t he wer ewol f  car ef ul l y and nodded hi s  agr eement .   Not  a s i gni f i cant  
di f f er ence.  
 “Al r i ght  t hen,  i t ’ s  t i me t o get  t hi s  show s t ar t ed.   Lavi ni a,  gi ve me 
your  hand.   We don’ t  have any t i me t o was t e. ” 
 “How wi l l  we get  t her e exact l y?” Logan asked.   “You know,  s i nce you’ ve 
never  been. ” 
 “As  l ong as  one of  us  knows wher e we’ r e goi ng,  we shoul d get  t her e j us t  
f i ne. ” 
 “Shoul d?” 
 Bef or e Logan coul d ask anot her  ques t i on Synn gr abbed hi s  wr i s t .   They 
ar r i ved i n t he dr ess i ng r oom wi t h a l oud cr ash.   Logan s t umbl ed i nt o one of  
t he chai r s  and f el l  on t he f l oor .   Lavi ni a t r i pped and hi t  t he wal l  and Synn 
j us t  f el l  f l at  of  hi s  back l aughi ng.  
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 “Sor r y, ” he sai d.   “I  haven’ t  done t hat  i n a l ong t i me.   I s  ever yone 
okay?” 
 “Fi ne, ” Logan gr unt ed.  
 “Yeah,  I ’ m okay. ” 
 The backs t age ar ea of  Si nf ul  Del i ght s  was  huge and so wer e t he dr ess i ng 
r ooms.   They had ar r i ved i n t he mai n r oom t hat  hel d mos t  of  t he cos t umes  wor n 
by t he var i ous  per f or mer s .   The r egul ar  s t af f ,  l i ke Logan and t he ot her  
bar t ender s  al so had cos t umes  her e.   Somet i mes  t hey wor e t hem,  somet i mes  t hey 
di dn’ t .   You never  knew what  you wer e goi ng t o get  when you vi s i t ed Si nf ul  
Del i ght s .  
 Lavi ni a f l i pped t hr ough t he r ack of  cl ot hes  qui ckl y and pul l ed out  a 
bl ack sequi ned cor set .  
 “Jean Phi l i ppe i sn’ t  her e, ” she sai d.  
 “Can you sense t hat ?” Synn asked.  
 “Wel l ,  I  coul d i f  I  t uned i n t o hi m.   But  I  j us t  know.   I f  he was  her e,  
he’ d have al r eady come t o f i nd out  what  al l  t he noi se was  about . ” 
 Logan wal ked over  t o one of  t he vani t y t abl es  and s t ar t ed pul l i ng out  
di f f er ent  ki nds  of  makeup.  
 “He’ s  pr obabl y at  hi s  ot her  dayt i me r es t i ng pl ace bat t eni ng down t he 
hat ches . ” 
 “Pr obabl y.   I ’ l l  have t o get  up wi t h hi m l at er  and l et  hi m know what ’ s  
goi ng on. ” 
 Logan t ur ned back t o Synn.   “Ar e you goi ng t o um … Woul d you l i ke t o 
cover  your  scar s  or  show t hem?” 
 Synn di dn’ t  t ake of f ense at  t he ques t i on,  but  cons i der ed i t  car ef ul l y.    
 “I  haven’ t  deci ded yet .   Let ’ s  see what  I ’ m wear i ng f i r s t . ” 
 They deci ded on mat chi ng out f i t s  and wer e dr essed i n r ecor d t i me.   
Lavi ni a ended up wi t h t he sequi ned cor set ,  a cal f  l engt h s i l k ski r t  wi t h a 
spi l t  up t he f r ont  whi ch r eached t o mi d- t hi gh,  f i shnet  s t ocki ngs  and knee- hi gh 
s t i l et t o boot s .   The ensembl e was  compl et e wi t h a pai r  of  l ace gl oves  whi ch 
r eached pas t  her  el bow and had a sor t  of  spi der  web pat t er n mi xed wi t h r oses .   
Her  hai r  was  pi l ed l oosel y at op her  head wi t h a f ew ar t i f i ci al  bl ack r oses  
pi nned on one s i de.    
 Logan was  wear i ng onl y bl ack l eat her  pant s ,  and a l eash,  whi ch cl i pped 
ont o t he chai n bel t  at  Lavi ni a’ s  wai s t .  
 Synn was  wear i ng an out f i t  al mos t  i dent i cal  t o t he one Br andon had wor n 
t he ni ght  he danced f or  Lavi ni a ons t age.   The pant s  wer e l eat her ,  wi t h buckl es  
up t he cal ves  and ar ound t he t hi ghs .   The mat chi ng shi r t  was  t i ght  and l ong 
s l eeved.   Ther e wer e sever al  buckl es  acr oss  t he r i bs  and some whi ch ext ended 
down t he ar ms .   He bor r owed a pai r  of  Logan’ s  boot s  t o compl et e t he out f i t .  
 Bef or e Logan had become a wer ewol f  he was  a ver y success f ul  makeup 
ar t i s t .   I t  was  har d t o f i nd wor k when peopl e wer e af r ai d you mi ght  
cont ami nat e t hem.   So,  wor ki ng at  t he cl ub was  a t r eat  f or  hi m because he 
s t i l l  got  t o hel p out  wi t h t he makeup somet i mes .  
 “Al l  done, ” he sai d.  
 Lavi ni a i nspect ed her sel f  i n t he mi r r or .   Her  ski n was  nat ur al l y pal e 
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and Logan had t aken advant age of  t hat ,  addi ng bol d col or s  t o her  eye shadow.   
Pur pl e and gr een combi ned bot h above and bel ow her  eyes  and mi xed wel l  wi t h 
t he f ake l ashes  he’ d appl i ed.   They wer e t wo- i nch- l ong,  t hi n r aven’ s  f eat her s  
and t hey br ushed her  f ace sof t l y when she bl i nked.   He handed her  a bot t l e of  
body gl i t t er ,  br i ngi ng her  at t ent i on back t o t he f act  t hat  t hey s t i l l  had t o 
do Synn’ s  f ace.  
 “Spr ay t hi s  over  your  br eas t s , ” Logan sai d,  poi nt i ng at  t he bot t l e.   He 
t ur ned t o t he wi zar d t hen.   “So,  what  ar e we goi ng t o do wi t h you?” 
 Synn r emember ed f l ashes  of  t he dancer  he had seen t hr ough Lavi ni a’ s  
eyes ,  t he ni ght  he had cal l ed her  back t o hi m.   He al so r emember ed how much 
t he dancer ’ s  appear ance had t ur ned her  on.  
 “Can you make me l ook l i ke a Har l equi n?” 
 A f ew mi nut es  l at er ,  hi s  makeup was  compl et e.   Hi s  f ace was  pai nt ed 
whi t e,  wi t h dar k shadow ar ound hi s  eyes .   Logan had t r aced t he scar  above hi s  
r i ght  eye so t hat  t her e was  a t hi n bl ack l i ne bot h above and bel ow.   Wi t h a 
l i t t l e mor e make up,  bot h s i des  mat ched.   Hi s  l i ps  wer e al so pai nt ed bl ack.   
Logan had t r aced t he scar  her e as  wel l ,  cur vi ng up s l i ght l y t o f ol l ow t he l i ne 
of  t he per manent  smi l e and t hen pai nt i ng t he ot her  s i de.   He al so added a 
s i ngl e t ear  dr op under neat h Synn’ s  r i ght  eye.   The ef f ect  was  s t r i ki ng.  
 Logan t ur ned hi m i n t he chai r  so t hat  he f aced Lavi ni a and her  br eat h 
caught .   He was  dar k and f r i ght eni ng … and yet  he was  t he sexi es t  t hi ng she’ d 
ever  seen.   The cor ner  of  hi s  l i ps  cur l ed s l i ght l y i n a r ogui sh gr i n and her  
hear t  f l ut t er ed.   Hi s  dar k wavy hai r  l ooked di shevel ed,  but  t hat  onl y added t o 
hi s  wi l d appear ance.   He l ooked l i ke he coul d t ear  her  apar t  … and he’ d enj oy 
i t .   She had never  want ed hi m mor e.  
 “You l ook amazi ng, ” she sai d br eat hl ess l y.    
 “So do you, ” he answer ed.    
 Synn’ s  eyes  moved over  her  wi t h a hungr y appr ai sal .   She was  
devas t at i ng,  but  now was  not  t he t i me.  
 “I t  does  sui t  you, ” Logan sai d,  ges t ur i ng t owar d Synn.   “I  t hi nk i t ’ s  
some of  my bes t  wor k. ” 
 “Ar en’ t  you goi ng t o pai nt  your  f ace?” Synn asked.  
 “No t i me.   I ’ l l  wear  a mask. ” 
 Logan sel ect ed an oper a mask cover ed wi t h l ong pur pl e f eat her s .   Af t er  
adj us t i ng t he mask he t ur ned t owar d Synn and handed hi m a l eash.  
 “I  know you don’ t  expect  me t o wear  t hat . ” 
 Logan l aughed.   “I f  you want  t o expl ai n who you ar e t hat ’ s  f i ne wi t h me.   
But  we won’ t  get  f ar  wi t h Mi chael  t hat  way. ” 
 “He’ s  r i ght , ” Lavi ni a sai d.   “Mi chael  wi l l  be abl e t o sense somet hi ng 
di f f er ent  about  you.   I  can j us t  say t hat  you ar e my human ser vant  and he 
won’ t  ques t i on t he mat t er  any f ur t her .   I f  we ar e l i nked by bl ood,  t hen t hat  
woul d expl ai n your  magi c t o hi m. ” 
 Synn t ook a s t ep f or war d and r eached f or  her .   He bent  down as  i f  t o 
ki ss  her ,  but  s t opped j us t  shor t  of  t ouchi ng her  l i ps ,  whi ch wer e pai nt ed 
cr i mson and out l i ned wi t h bl ack.  
 “But  we ar e l i nked by bl ood, ” he whi sper ed.  
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 Hi s  voi ce made her  shi ver  wi t h ant i ci pat i on of  bei ng al one wi t h hi m 
agai n.   She want ed t o f or get  al l  about  savi ng t he ci t y and j us t  t hr ow hi m t o 
t he f l oor .   But  she coul dn’ t  do t hat ,  and she knew i t .  
 “Then we won’ t  be l yi ng t o hi m. ”  
 She s i ghed r egr et f ul l y as  she l ooked hi m up and down once mor e.   Maybe 
t hey woul d get  a chance t o dr ess  up l i ke t hi s  agai n,  when t hey had mor e t i me.    
 “We shoul d get  goi ng, ” Logan sai d f r om behi nd t hem.   “We’ r e was t i ng 
i nt er r ogat i on t i me. ” 
 Synn l aughed.   “I  t hought  we wer e j us t  goi ng t o see i f  he knew 
anyt hi ng. ” 
 “Guess  what  happens  i f  he does?” Logan asked.  
 Lavi ni a answer ed,  “We beat  t he shi t  out  of  hi m t i l l  he t el l s  us  t he 
r es t .   Now,  l et ’ s  get  goi ng. ” 
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Chapt er  Sevent een 
 
 They deci ded i t  woul d be bes t  not  t o t el epor t  i nt o t he mi ddl e of  t he 
cl ub.   So,  t hey t el epor t ed t hemsel ves  about  a bl ock away.   Thi s  al l owed t hem 
t o make an ent r ance wi t hout  r ai s i ng suspi ci on.    
 Wi cked Ci t y was  al mos t  compl et el y deser t ed by t hi s  t i me,  except  f or  
vampi r es  and ot her  cr eat ur es  of  t he ni ght .   Jean’ s  message was  s t i l l  bei ng 
br oadcas t  once ever y hour .   Ther e wer e sever al  l ow- f l yi ng bl i mps  whi ch passed 
bet ween t he t ops  of  t he bui l di ngs  and hi s  f ace was  on ever y one of  t hei r  l ar ge 
scr eens .  
 I t  hadn’ t  r ai ned f or  a f ew hour s  and t he wi nd had di ed down t o a l ow 
r oar .   Thei r  wal k was  al mos t  pl easant .   Ther e was  a s l i ght  chi l l  i n t he ai r .   
The scent  of  hundr eds  of  di f f er ent  t ypes  of  col ogne mi xed wi t h wer ewol f  
pher omones  on t he ni ght  ai r .  
 “We’ r e al mos t  t her e, ” Lavi ni a sai d.    
 “I  can hear  t he cl ub, ” Synn agr eed.  
 “I  can smel l  i t . ” 
 They s t opped so t hat  bot h men coul d make sur e t hei r  l eashes  wer e 
pr oper l y at t ached t o Lavi ni a’ s  bel t .   She l ooked up at  Synn and squi nt ed a 
l i t t l e.   Two i nch l ashes  t ook some get t i ng used t o.   She bl i nked a f ew t i mes  
and smi l ed when she not i ced t he way he was  wat chi ng her .  
 “You’ l l  need t o wal k a l i t t l e behi nd me, ” she expl ai ned.   “Jus t  f or  
pr ot ocol  sake.   Mi chael  i s  s t upi d about  t hat  sor t  of  t hi ng. ” 
 “He never  got  over  t hi nki ng t hat  vampi r es  ar e super i or , ” Logan scof f ed.  
 “Look,  we bot h know he’ s  an asshol e.   We ar en’ t  her e t o soci al i ze,  but  
i t  does  need t o l ook t hat  way. ” 
 They r ounded anot her  cor ner  and Sangui suga came i nt o vi ew.  
 “I  r emember  when t hi s  used t o be an oper a house, ” Synn sai d.  
 Even t hough she di dn’ t  par t i cul ar l y l i ke Mi chael ,  Lavi ni a l oved t he l ook 
of  hi s  cl ub.   I t s  dar k,  got hi c s t yl e per f ect l y r ef l ect ed t he cul mi nat i on of  
ever yt hi ng t hat  was  Wi cked Ci t y.   The musi c pumped a bol d and sexual  r hyt hm 
out  i nt o t he s t r eet .   Lavi ni a smi l ed as  t hey appr oached.   Thanks  t o Synn t he 
cr avi ng t o f eed f r om t he cr owd wasn’ t  s t r ong.   But  t hat  di dn’ t  mean she 
coul dn’ t  enj oy a l i t t l e l i ght  snack whi l e t hey wer e her e.  
 Bl oodsucker s  of  var i ous  di f f er ent  shapes  and s i zes  s t ood out  f r ont .   
Some wer e accompani ed by t hei r  human ser vant s .   Ot her s  had br ought  t hei r  
ani mal .   Few wer e power f ul  enough t o have bot h,  whi ch put  Lavi ni a i ns t ant l y at  
t he t op of  t he f ood chai n.  
 Tal l  Roman s t yl e col umns  s t r et ched upwar d on ei t her  s i de of  t he 
ent r ance.   She wal ked r i ght  pas t  t hem and al l  t he peopl e wai t i ng i n l i ne.   
Lavi ni a’ s  hands  t i ght ened s l i ght l y on t he chai ns  whi ch connect ed t o her  
compani ons .   She may not  have l ooked i t  t o anyone el se based on t he smi l e she 
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wor e and t he gr acef ul  sway of  her  hi ps ,  but  she was  ner vous .   What  t hey wer e 
about  t o do was  ver y danger ous .   But  she di dn’ t  see anot her  opt i on.    
 The vamp at  t he door  was  al mos t  as  t al l  as  Synn.   Hi s  l ean f r ame was  
spor t i ng a pur pl e l eot ar d and t hi gh- hi gh bl ack boot s .   He was  al so wear i ng a 
bl ack j es t er  hat  wi t h r ed j i ngl e bel l s .   Synn l aughed j us t  a l i t t l e i n spi t e 
of  hi msel f .   He j us t  coul dn’ t  hel p i t .  
 “I  hope I  never  l ooked l i ke t hat , ” he whi sper ed t o Lavi ni a.  
 For t unat el y,  t he vamp at  t he door  di dn’ t  seem t o over hear .   He t ur ned 
and l ooked down at  her  wi t h a smi l e.  
 “And you ar e?” 
 “Lavi ni a, ” she pur r ed,  l et t i ng t he magi c of  her  voi ce f l ow over  hi m.   
When he r ol l ed hi s  eyes  appr eci at i vel y she knew t hat  us i ng her  magi c was  t he 
cor r ect  deci s i on.   “I  br i ng gr eet i ngs  f r om Jean Phi l i ppe. ” 
 “Ah, ” he sai d.   “And who ar e your  gues t s?” 
 “My ani mal  and my human ser vant , ” she sai d,  ges t ur i ng t owar d each as  she 
spoke.  
 Appar ent l y he di dn’ t  t hi nk t hei r  names  wer e i mpor t ant .   Thi s  was  good,  
because she di dn’ t  i nt end t o gi ve t hem.  
 “Ent er , ” he sai d,  cl appi ng hi s  hands  l oudl y.   As  he di d t hi s  t he r ed 
cur t ai ns  di r ect l y behi nd hi m par t ed.   The or nat e door  t hey r eveal ed was  
qui ckl y opened and t he mus i c pour ed out  even l ouder .   The sweet  smel l  of  l us t  
f i l l ed t he ai r  and Lavi ni a br eat hed deepl y.  
 “I ’ l l  l et  Mi chael  know you’ r e her e.   I ’ m sur e he wi l l  want  t o r ecei ve 
you i n hi s  pr i vat e chamber s . ” 
 “Thank you, ” Lavi ni a r epl i ed,  bowi ng s l i ght l y.  
 The vamp smi l ed and made a gr and f l our i sh as  i f  beckoni ng her  f or war d.   
They had t o s t ay cl ose t oget her  as  t hey moved i nt o t he cl ub so as  not  t o be 
separ at ed.   The musi c pumped t hr ough t hei r  ches t s  l i ke a second hear t beat .   
The song was  dar k,  wi cked and i nt ensel y ar ous i ng.   Synn put  hi s  hands  on her  
wai s t .   The move was  a possess i ve come on t hat  was  not  l os t  on her  as  she t ook 
a l ook ar ound.  
 The ol d oper a house was  s t i l l  vi s i bl e i n much of  t he ar chi t ect ur e.   Hi gh 
cei l i ngs  ar ched gr acef ul l y,  wi t h l ant er ns  hangi ng at  i nt er val s  t hr oughout .   
Ther e wer e al so danci ng vampi r e gi r l s  hangi ng i n cages  f r om t he cei l i ng.   Some 
of  t he dancer s  bl ew f l ames  down t owar d t he audi ence,  whi ch s t opped j us t  shor t  
of  act ual l y t ouchi ng anyone.   Ther e wer e a f ew smal l  s t ages  i n di f f er ent  
cor ner s  of  t he r oom,  wher e ot her  per f or mer s  coul d be seen.   One was  j uggl i ng 
kni ves  whi l e anot her  was  swal l owi ng swor ds .   A f ew f emal e vamps  who must  have 
been cont or t i oni s t s  wer e doi ng a ver y pr ovocat i ve dance acr oss  f r om t he swor d 
swal l ower .   I t  was  l i ke a got hi c oper a mi xed wi t h a car ni val .  
 “I  l i ke i t , ” Synn sai d,  yel l i ng over  t he mus i c.  
 “I  knew you woul d. ” 
 Logan uncl i pped hi msel f  f r om her  bel t .  
 “I ’ m gonna have a l ook ar ound.   See i f  I  can f i gur e out  wher e Mi chael  
i s .   I f  anyone asks ,  I  went  t o t he bat hr oom. ” 
 “Sounds  good t o me. ” 
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 As  Logan wound hi s  way t hr ough t he cr owd i n t he oppos i t e di r ect i on,  
Lavi ni a t ur ned back t o t he wi zar d.  
 “We shoul d act  nat ur al .   I f  t hat  guy at  t he door  i s  r eal l y goi ng t o t el l  
Mi chael  we’ r e her e,  i t  woul d l ook suspi ci ous  i f  we’ r e al l  i n di f f er ent  pl aces .   
Especi al l y s i nce I  i nt r oduced you as  mi ne. ” 
 “Mmmm, ” he sai d,  pul l i ng her  cl oser .   “I  l i ke t he sound of  t hat . ” He 
hel d Lavi ni a t i ght ,  cr ushi ng her  smal l  f r ame agai ns t  t he t al l ,  s i newy l engt h 
of  hi s .   He l et  hi s  hands  r oam up and down her  back and f el t  hi msel f  gr owi ng 
har der  f r om j us t  t he smel l  of  her  per f ume.   “I  know we’ r e her e on bus i ness ,  
but  I  can’ t  deny mysel f  ever y pl easur e. ” 
 Hi s  voi ce,  whi ch possessed a magi c al l  i t s  own seemed t o wr ap ar ound 
her .   She cl osed her  eyes  and wel comed t he t ouch.    
 “And what  pl easur e i s  i t  you seek?” she asked s i l ki l y.  
 “A dance. ” 
 Two s i mpl e wor ds ,  and yet  t hey conveyed such pass i on.   A new song began 
t o pl ay.   Sl owl y,  def t l y t he mus i c wr apped ar ound her  senses  l i ke a del i cat e 
vi ne.   Synn kept  one hand on her  wai s t ,  l et t i ng i t  s l i de as  he moved ar ound 
her  i n a s l ow ci r cl e,  uncl i ppi ng hi s  chai n.   A dar k f i r e r ef l ect ed i n hi s  eyes  
as  he wat ched her ,  hungr i l y ant i ci pat i ng t he moment  he coul d cl ai m her  agai n.   
They moved t oget her ,  so cl ose t hat  t hey cas t  one shadow on t he f l oor  as  t hey 
began t o dance.    The dance f l oor  was  packed.   Ot her s  br ushed agai ns t  t hem,  
but  t hey nei t her  not i ced nor  car ed.   They had eyes  onl y f or  each ot her .    
 The way t hey l ooked di dn’ t  make t hem s t and out  f r om t he cr owd.   But  t he 
ener gy t hey wer e gener at i ng cer t ai nl y di d.   Mi chael  coul d f eel  i t  even f r om 
t he back of  t he ups t ai r s  bal cony wher e he sat .   He moved t o l ook out  over  t he 
cr owd,  t r yi ng t o f i gur e out  wher e t he i nt ense sexual  ener gy was  comi ng f r om.   
Hi s  l ong bl ond hai r  spi l l ed f or war d and t he vampi r e at  hi s  r i ght  l eaned over  
al so,  her  hands  r oami ng over  hi m.   He pushed her  back,  uni nt er es t ed.   Hi s  
emer al d eyes  spar kl ed as  t hey set t l ed on Lavi ni a.   Yes ,  t he ener gy must  be 
comi ng f r om her .  
 Mi chael  s t r et ched hi s  ar ms  wi de and f l oat ed i nt o t he ai r .   He dr i f t ed 
j us t  above t he cr owd unt i l  f i nal l y s t oppi ng a f ew f eet  f r om Lavi ni a and Synn.    
 Lavi ni a had been awar e of  hi m s i nce he l ef t  t he bal cony,  however  she di d 
not  l ook at  hi m.  
 She l eaned i n cl ose,  pul l i ng Synn down t owar d her .   Hi s  l i ps  wer e onl y a 
br eat h away when she whi sper ed,  “Don’ t  acknowl edge hi m.   Mi chael  l i kes  t o 
wat ch. ” 
 “And ar e we goi ng t o gi ve hi m a show?” 
 Lavi ni a onl y smi l ed i n r esponse.   She r an her  hands  over  t he buckl es  
t hat  r an acr oss  hi s  r i bcage bef or e r es t i ng her  pal ms  agai ns t  Synn’ s  ches t .   
The s t eady r hyt hm of  hi s  hear t  hel ped her  t o f ocus .   She cl osed her  eyes  and 
t uned i nt o t he peopl e ar ound her .   The t ens i on i n t he ai r  was  pal pabl e.   Many 
wer e exci t ed about  havi ng t he humans  gone.   Ot her s  wer e t hr i l l ed wi t h t he 
pr ospect  of  t aki ng some act i on of  t hei r  own agai ns t  t he evi l  spr eadi ng over  
t he ci t y.   And some had j us t  come out  t o get  t hei r  f r eak on.   What ever  t hei r  
r easoni ng t he exci t ement  i n t he cr owd was  mos t l y mani f es t i ng i t sel f  as  sexual  
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des i r e.    
 “Br ace your sel f , ” Lavi ni a whi sper ed.    
 She began t o pul l  f r om t hat  des i r e.   Peopl e moved cl oser  t o t hem 
i nvol unt ar i l y,  as  i f  t hey wer e phys i cal l y bei ng dr awn t o her .   The cr owd 
t i ght ened ar ound t hem as  Lavi ni a t hr ew back her  head and moaned.   Those 
cl oses t  by t r embl ed at  j us t  t he sound of  her  voi ce.   Al l  of  t hei r  f ant as i es  
f l owed t hr ough her  mi nd i n a j umbl e.   Thei r  dar kes t  t hought s ,  t hei r  deepes t  
mos t  f or bi dden des i r es  became a par t  of  what  she f el t .   The r aw power  of  such 
a sensat i on al mos t  out wei ghed how ar ous i ng i t  was .  
 I n an i ns t ant  she t hr ew t hi s  power  back at  t he cr owd.   A wave of  l us t  
hi t  t hem so har d t hat  many f el l  t o t he f l oor .    
 Synn t hought  he coul d see t he shock wave i n t he ai r ,  r i ppl i ng t hr ough 
t he audi ence as  even he s t umbl ed back.   He had sensed Lavi ni a’ s  power ,  but  he 
t r ul y had no i dea she was  capabl e of  somet hi ng l i ke t hat .   I t  was  bot h amazi ng 
and f r i ght eni ng at  t he same t i me.   Bef or e he coul d t hi nk mor e on what  j us t  
happened,  he not i ced Mi chael  movi ng cl oser .  
 “Lavi ni a. ” Her  name was  mor e of  a s i gh whi ch escaped hi s  l i ps  as  
Mi chael ’ s  f eet  t ouched t he f l oor  bes i de her .   He was  ar ound s i x f eet  t al l  and 
woul d have been ser i ous l y sexy i f  he wasn’ t  such an asshol e.   “I t ’ s  been a 
l ong t i me. ” 
 “Yes , ” she agr eed,  t ur ni ng t owar d hi m.  
 Hi s  eyes  r aked t he wi zar d f r om head t o t oe wi t h a l us t y appr ai sal .    
 “And who i s  your  f r i end?” 
 “Thi s  i s  my human ser vant . ” 
 “Real l y?” Mi chael  l ooked hi m over  agai n.   “Because he doesn’ t  f eel  human 
at  al l . ” 
 “Maybe i t ’ s  because I ’ m s t andi ng so cl ose by, ” Logan sai d.   He s t epped 
f r om behi nd Synn and moved t o Lavi ni a’ s  ot her  s i de,  bl ocki ng her  somewhat  f r om 
Mi chael .  
 “Ah.   I  see you br ought  your  f avor i t e ani mal  as  wel l . ” 
 “My onl y ani mal , ” she cor r ect ed somewhat  bl unt l y.  
 “You ar e al ways  wel come her e.   But  I  suspect  t hi s  i sn’ t  j us t  a soci al  
cal l .   Shal l  we go t o my pr i vat e chamber s?” 
 Mi chael  t ur ned and a pat h cl ear ed t hr ough t he cr owd as  i f  by command.   
He di dn’ t  wai t  f or  her  r epl y,  but  s i mpl y began wal ki ng away.   Lavi ni a l ooked 
t o her  t wo compani ons  bef or e t aki ng hol d of  t hei r  chai ns  and f ol l owi ng t he 
ot her  vampi r e.   She t r i ed t o hol d her  head hi gh and t o wal k wi t h 
det er mi nat i on.   But  t hi s  was  get t i ng mor e danger ous  by t he mi nut e.    
 Mi chael  l ed t hem pas t  t he mai n s t age,  wher e a magi c show was  about  t o 
s t ar t ,  and down a l ong cor r i dor .   By t he t i me t hey s t opped i n f r ont  of  a door ,  
t he mus i c was  onl y a sof t  memor y,  buzzi ng di s t ant l y i n t he backgr ound.  
 He unl ocked t he door  and bi d t hem ent er .   The r oom was  l ush.   Ever yt hi ng 
was  decor at ed i n bl ood r ed dr aper i es  and gol den enamel  of  some sor t .   I t  was  
dar k and gar i sh,  and per f ect l y sui t ed t o t he man who s t ood bef or e t hem.  
 “I ’ m sur pr i sed Jacque di dn’ t  l et  me know you wer e her e. ” 
 Lavi ni a assumed t hat  Jacque was  t he vamp wear i ng pur pl e who had l et  t hem 
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i n.  
 “He di dn’ t  have t i me.   We’ d onl y j us t  ar r i ved. ” 
 “Hmm. ” 
 Mi chael  opened a bot t l e of  bl ood and pour ed hi msel f  a gl ass .   He 
i ncl i ned t he gl ass  t owar d Lavi ni a as  way of  i nvi t at i on and she shook her  head.   
He di dn’ t  of f er  anyt hi ng t o Synn or  Logan.   The wi zar d appar ent l y t ook hi s  cue 
f r om Logan and s i mpl y s t ood bes i de Lavi ni a,  wher ever  she moved i n t he r oom.  
 “Sui t  your sel f . ” Mi chael  r es t ed back agai ns t  a l ar ge r ed chai r  whi ch 
s l i ght l y r esembl ed a t hr one bef or e t ur ni ng hi s  at t ent i on back t o t he mat t er  at  
hand.   “Now,  what  br i ngs  you her e?” 
 Lavi ni a smi l ed,  deci di ng t hat  per haps  i t  woul d be bes t  t o be ni ce.   
Af t er  al l ,  somet i mes  ni ce act ual l y wor ked.   She t ook a seat  on t he chai r  
acr oss  f r om hi m and l eaned f or war d s l i ght l y as  she spoke.  
 “Thi s  i sn’ t  easy t o say,  Mi chael .   I  have some … i ns i de i nf or mat i on 
about  what  i s  goi ng on i n Wi cked Ci t y.   I t  l ooks  as  i f  t her e ar e t wo wi zar ds  
at  wor k her e,  not  j us t  one. ” 
 “Real l y?” He r ai sed an eyebr ow,  but  di dn’ t  seem par t i cul ar l y i nt er es t ed.  
 “As  I ’ m sur e you al r eady know,  one of  t he wi zar ds  i s  named Synn.   Hi s  
l ocat i on has  been f ound and a deat h squad was  di spat ched t oni ght  t o t ake car e 
of  hi m. ” 
 “And?” 
 “And … t hey wer e f ound dead. ” 
 Mi chael  swal l owed har d and put  down hi s  gl ass .  
 “You t hi nk t he wi zar d Synn di d t hi s?” 
 “No.   But  I  t hi nk anot her  wi zar d di d.   I  al so t hi nk i t  was  t he ot her  
wi zar d who f ed t hose peopl e t o t he Levi at han.   What  I  don’ t  know i s  wher e t o 
f i nd hi m. ” 
 Mi chael  l aughed ner vous l y.   “I ’ d l i ke t o hel p.   But  I  f ai l  t o see t he 
connect i on.   What  has  any of  t hi s  got  t o do wi t h me?” 
 “Cut  t he bul l shi t ,  Mi chael . ” Okay,  so much f or  bei ng ni ce.   “Do you or  
do you not  know t he wi zar d Zor n?” 
 The way hi s  eyes  wi dened at  t he ment i on of  t he name was  answer  enough.   
I n one swi f t  move Lavi ni a pul l ed a kni f e f r om her  boot  and s t r addl ed Mi chael ’ s  
wai s t .   She pul l ed hi s  head back wi t h one hand and pl aced t he shar p bl ade 
agai ns t  hi s  t hr oat  wi t h t he ot her .  
 “Wher e i s  he?” When he di dn’ t  r espond she pul l ed hi s  hai r  har der .   “Tel l  
me wher e t o f i nd Zor n or  I  wi l l  saw your  f ucki ng head of f . ”  
 “Or  maybe we shoul d j us t  send a not e t o daddy about  how you r ob gr aves  
t o f eed your  habi t ?” Logan sugges t ed f r om behi nd Mi chael ’ s  chai r .  
 “No, ” he sai d.   Obvi ous l y he was  mor e af r ai d of  hi s  f at her  t han deat h.   
“Jus t  l et  me go. ” 
 “I ’ l l  l oosen my gr i p, ” Lavi ni a sai d.   “But  I ’ m not  l et t i ng you go. ” 
 She eased back wi t h t he bl ade and Mi chael  r ubbed hi s  t hr oat .   However ,  
she was  s t i l l  s t r addl i ng hi s  wai s t  and i t  woul d be easy t o ki l l  hi m i f  she 
chose t o.  
 “How di d you know I  knew hi m?” 



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           107 

 
   
   

 “I  di dn’ t .   But  The Chr oni cl er  knows j us t  about  ever yt hi ng and so does  
hi s  son.   I  f el t  i t  was  saf e t o assume t hat  i f  such a per son wer e her e,  you’ d 
know mor e t han j us t  hi s  name. ” 
 “What  do you want  t o know exact l y?” 
 “Ever yt hi ng you know. ” 
 “I  was  onl y awar e of  hi s  pr esence i n t he ci t y f or  t he pas t  s i x mont hs  or  
so.   I  know t hat  he has  spi es  her e,  but  I  don’ t  know who or  how many.   I  al so 
know t hat  he’ s  af t er  Synn,  because t he one t i me I  met  hi m he t ol d me so. ” 
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Chapt er  Ei ght een 
 
 Mi chael ’ s  conf ess i on was  chi l l i ng.  
 “He act ual l y ment i oned Synn by name?” 
 “Wel l  … not  exact l y.   He wr ot e i t  down.   He came t o me,  I ’ m assumi ng 
because I  had cont act s ,  and asked me t o hel p hi m. ” 
 “What  ki nd of  hel p?” Logan pr essed.  
 “He want ed me t o hel p hi m spr ead some r umor s  about  t hi s  Synn f el l ow.   
But  he sai d t hat  I  shoul d wai t  f or  hi s  s i gnal .   Somet hi ng about  t he name not  
bei ng spoken unt i l  he was  r eady t o br eak t he spel l . ” 
 “Mot her f ucker , ” Synn gr owl ed.   “Wel l ,  at  l eas t  we know who s t ar t ed t he 
r umor s  and br oke t he spel l . ” 
 “What  spel l ?” Mi chael  asked.  
 “Shut  up. ” Lavi ni a put  t he kni f e back at  hi s  t hr oat .   “You f or get  
ever yt hi ng you hear  us  say,  got  i t ?  And i f  The Chr oni cl er  hear s  about  t hi s  
i t ’ s  your  ass . ” 
 “Easy, ” Mi chael  sai d,  put t i ng up hi s  hands  i n sur r ender .   “I  don’ t  gi ve 
a shi t  about  pol i t i cs .   I ’ m i n t hi s  f or  me.   Ri ght  now i t  i s  i n my bes t  
i nt er es t  t o be on your  s i de,  whi chever  s i de t hat  i s?” 
 “None of  your  bus i ness .   I s  t hat  t he onl y cont act  you’ ve had wi t h Zor n?” 
 “Yes . ” 
 “How di d he pay f or  your  hel p?” 
 “Cash and dr ugs ,  how el se?” 
 Lavi ni a shook her  head.   “Wher e can we f i nd hi m?” 
 As  soon as  Mi chael  gave t hem t he addr ess  Lavi ni a r ose t o l eave.   She 
s l i pped t he kni f e back i nt o her  boot  wi t hout  anot her  wor d and t ur ned f or  t he 
door .  
 “Wai t .   You do know t hat  he cont r ol s  t he Levi at han?  I f  you ki l l  hi m,  
t hat  mons t er  wi l l  be f r ee. ” 
 “I  t hought  you di dn’ t  car e about  anyt hi ng but  your sel f . ” 
 “I  mi ght  be one of  t he ones  eat en i f  he get s  l oose. ” 
 Lavi ni a l aughed.   “We’ ve got  somet hi ng t hat  shoul d t ake car e of  t he 
mons t er . ” 
 “Does  Jean Phi l i ppe know about  t hi s?” 
 He was  t r yi ng t o i mpl y t hat  she was  doi ng somet hi ng behi nd t he counci l ’ s  
back and i t  pi ssed her  of f .   The counci l  di dn’ t  need t o know ever yt hi ng.   But  
t hat  di dn’ t  mean she was  bei ng di shones t .  
 “Of  cour se.   And so wi l l  t he counci l ,  j us t  as  soon as  I  r epor t  back t o 
Jean Phi l i ppe. ” 
 “Ni ce doi ng bus i ness  wi t h you. ” 
 She f l i pped hi m t he bi r d over  her  shoul der  as  she exi t ed t he r oom.  
 Once t hey wer e back ont o t he s t r eet ,  Lavi ni a br eat hed a s i gh of  r el i ef .    
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 “That  went  much bet t er  t han I  expect ed, ” she sai d.  
 “Do you t hi nk he t ol d us  ever yt hi ng?” Synn asked.  
 “Not  a chance.   But  we know enough. ” 
 “I  t hought  we wer e goi ng t o get  t o beat  t he shi t  out  of  hi m, ” Logan 
sai d,  cl ear l y di sappoi nt ed.  
 Lavi ni a l aughed.   “Maybe anot her  t i me. ” 
 They t el epor t ed back t o Si nf ul  Del i ght s  and r et ur ned t hei r  cos t umes .   
Synn was  back t o wear i ng onl y t he l ong r ed r obe,  but  at  l eas t  i t  cover ed 
ever yt hi ng.  
 “So what  now?” Logan asked.  
 Synn moved t o t he s i nk i n t he back of  t he r oom and began t o wash of f  hi s  
f ace pai nt .  
 “We wai t  t i l l  mor ni ng.   I t ’ s  t he onl y t hi ng we can do.   I  can’ t  ki l l  
Zor n unt i l  t he Levi at han has  been deal t  wi t h,  and t hat  can onl y be done by t he 
l i ght  of  day. ” He squeezed out  t he cl ot h he’ d been us i ng and bl ack and whi t e 
pai nt  swi r l ed down t he dr ai n.   “Mi chael  was  r i ght .   I f  he i s  ki l l ed,  t he beas t  
wi l l  be f r ee. ” 
 “Shi t . ” Logan’ s  pos t ur e was  i n compl et e agr eement  wi t h hi s  r eact i on as  
he cr ossed hi s  ar ms  and began t o pace t he r oom.  
 “We’ l l  get  hi m, ” Lavi ni a sai d.   “But  r i ght  now,  we need t hose pr ess  
cont act s  f r om Jean Phi l i ppe. ” 
 “Wel l ,  t hat ’ s  somet hi ng we can do, ” Synn agr eed.   “I  want  t hi s  guy dead 
mor e t han anybody and havi ng t o wai t  t i l l  mor ni ng i s  near l y mor e t han I  can 
t ake. ” 
 “But  you can ki l l  hi m as  soon as  you’ r e done wi t h t he mons t er ,  r i ght ?” 
Logan asked.  
 “Not  exact l y.   I ’ m supposed t o wai t  unt i l  ni ght f al l  t o go af t er  hi m. ” 
 “Bul l shi t .   Says  who?” 
 “Says  my dead gr andf at her . ” 
 That  was  t he s t r anges t  t hi ng Logan had ever  hear d,  but  he knew bet t er  
t han t o ques t i on a wi zar d t oo much.   Bes i des  f r om what  he had hear d about  
t hem,  t hei r  r easoni ng r ar el y made sense t o anyone el se.   He j us t  kept  paci ng 
and t r i ed t o wor k i t  al l  out  i n hi s  head.  
 Lavi ni a had j us t  f i ni shed r emovi ng her  f ake l ashes .   She was  l i s t eni ng 
t o t hei r  conver sat i on and t r yi ng t o f i gur e out  what  t o do next .    
 “I  shoul d t al k t o Jean Phi l i ppe, ” she sai d f i nal l y.   “He needs  t o know 
what ’ s  goi ng on bef or e someone f r om t he counci l  mi ght  cont act  hi m. ” She r ose 
f r om t he vani t y t abl e wher e she’ d been s i t t i ng and cr ossed t owar d t he door .   
“You can come t oo, ” she sai d t o bot h men.   “I ’ l l  need hi s  comput er  t hough.   I t  
shoul d be ups t ai r s . ” 
 When Jean Phi l i ppe wasn’ t  i n hi s  of f i ce at  Si nf ul  Del i ght s ,  he kept  t he 
pl ace l ocked.   He cons i der ed keys  unr el i abl e and onl y used t hem when 
necessar y.   Thi s  door  was  coded t o hi s  f i nger pr i nt s  as  wel l  as  Lavi ni a’ s .   The 
smal l  pad by t he door  scanned her  hand and t he l ock cl i cked open.  
 “I  t hought  you coul d communi cat e t el epat hi cal l y, ” Synn sai d,  comi ng up 
t he s t ai r s  behi nd her .  
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 “We can.   But  I  t hought  he mi ght  have somet hi ng t o say t o Logan and t hi s  
woul d make t hi ngs  eas i er . ” 
 Bef or e she ent er ed t he r oom he s t opped her .   Hi s  hand r es t ed gent l y on 
her  shoul der ,  yet  t her e was  an ur gency t o hi s  t ouch.  
 “I  kept  a l ow pr of i l e at  t he cl ub,  because we wer e t r yi ng t o keep my 
i dent i t y f r om Mi chael .   Do you want  Jean Phi l i ppe t o see me now?” He hes i t at ed 
bef or e addi ng,  “Li ke t hi s?” 
 She knew he meant  hi s  scar s  and not  t he f act  t hat  he was  wear i ng onl y a 
r obe.   Her  expr ess i on sof t ened as  she l ooked up at  hi m and l i ght l y t ouched t he 
r i ght  s i de of  hi s  f ace.  
 “I  see not hi ng wr ong wi t h your  appear ance.   But  i f  you don’ t  f eel  
comf or t abl e,  he doesn’ t  have t o see you now.   I t ’ s  up t o you. ” 
 Wi t h t hat  she ent er ed t he r oom and wal ked over  t o Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  desk.   
She opened t he s l i m comput er  on t he deskt op and di al ed hi s  ot her  number .   
Af t er  doi ng t hi s  she opened t he comput er  unt i l  i t  l ay f l at  on t he desk,  l i ke 
an open book.   I n a mat t er  of  seconds  Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  i mage appear ed,  a 
per f ect  hol ogr am f l oat i ng j us t  above t he open scr een.  
 “I ’ ve been wai t i ng f or  news . ” He sounded ner vous  as  he l ooked her  up and 
down.   “You l ook unhar med.   I s  ever yone el se al r i ght ?” 
 “Logan and I  ar e f i ne and Synn i s  wi t h us . ” 
 The hol ogr am r ot at ed ar ound unt i l  he was  f aci ng t he wi zar d,  who had been 
s t andi ng agai ns t  t he back wal l .   Synn’ s  l ong r ed r obe was  cl osed so t hat  he 
di dn’ t  appear  naked and t he hood was  pul l ed up.   When t he vampi r e l ooked at  
hi m he t ook a f ew s t eps  f or war d and pushed back t he hood.  
 “A pl easur e t o meet  you, ” he sai d.    
 Synn di dn’ t  bot her  t r yi ng t o cover  hi s  scar s .   He r eal i zed af t er  showi ng 
hi msel f  t o Lavi ni a how t i r ed he was  of  al ways  hi di ng.   Jean Phi l i ppe woul d 
ei t her  accept  hi m or  t ur n away.   Ther e was  not hi ng el se t o i t .  
 As  he moved t he hood back,  t he r obe opened mor e t o r eveal  hi s  wel l  
scul pt ed ches t .   Jean Phi l i ppe saw t he scar s .   But  t hey wer e onl y a par t  of  
t he pi ct ur e.   And t he pi ct ur e wasn’ t  unpl easant  at  al l .   He coul d see 
i ns t ant l y why Lavi ni a was  so at t r act ed t o hi m.   Fr om t he way he car r i ed 
hi msel f  t o hi s  r avi shi ng good l ooks  … he woul d have made a wonder f ul  vampi r e.  
 “The pl easur e i s  mi ne, ” Jean r epl i ed evenl y.   “So,  what  happened 
t oni ght ?” 
 “We t ook out  t he ent i r e deat h squad, ” Logan answer ed f r om t he door way.  
 “You di d what ?” 
 “But ,  we have a pl an, ” Lavi ni a sai d qui ckl y.  
 “Ther e ar e some ot her  t hi ngs  you shoul d hear  f i r s t . ” 
 Synn gave Jean Phi l i ppe a br i ef  sum up of  hi s  pas t ,  because wi t hout  t hat  
t he whol e r eason f or  Zor n bei ng i n Wi cked Ci t y made no sense.   He al so t ol d 
hi m about  t he spel l  t o summon hi s  ances t or ’ s  spi r i t  and what  t he ol d man had 
t o say.  
 “I ’ m t er r i bl y sor r y, ” Jean sai d sof t l y.   “So,  you t hi nk t hi s  wi zar d i s  
her e f or  some sor t  of  r evenge?” 
 “I t ’ s  al l  I  can come up wi t h. ” 
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 “And your  gr andf at her ,  he di dn’ t  know why exact l y ei t her ?” 
 “Unf or t unat el y,  no.   But  I  do know how t o get  r i d of  t he Levi t han and I  
wi l l  do so as  soon as  t he sun r i ses . ” 
 “That  wi l l  do wonder s  t owar d cl ear i ng your  name, ” Jean agr eed.   “By t he 
way,  I  bel i eve you.   But  i t ’ s  ever yone el se we need t o convi nce. ” 
 “Thanks . ” 
 Jean l i s t ened qui et l y as  t hey t ol d hi m t he r es t  of  t hei r  pl an.    
 “So we’ r e goi ng t o t el l  t he counci l  t hat  Zor n i nt er f er ed because of  hi s  
need f or  r evenge.   That  he want ed t o t ake out  Synn per sonal l y.   Hmm.   That  
mi ght  wor k.   Pl us ,  we f ol l owed t hei r  or der s .   Synn i s  i n your  cus t ody,  al i ve.   
And t omor r ow he wi l l  pr ove hi msel f  by el i mi nat i ng t he mons t er . ” 
 “Somet hi ng l i ke t hat , ” Synn agr eed.  
 “The cont act s  you asked f or  ar e on t he comput er , ” Jean sai d t o Lavi ni a.   
He t ol d her  t he name of  t he f i l e.   “They ar en’ t  passwor d pr ot ect ed. ” 
 “Wher e ar e you,  Jean?” she asked sof t l y.   “Ar e you saf e?” 
 “Yes , ” he answer ed,  smi l i ng at  her  concer n.   “And Judas  i s  wi t h me.   We 
ar e i n my t omb. ” 
 He r ef er r ed t o hi s  under gr ound r es t i ng pl ace as  hi s  t omb.   I t  was  
l ocat ed onl y a f ew bl ocks  f r om Si nf ul  Del i ght s  and i t  was  t hr ee hundr ed f eet  
bel ow gr ound.   I t  was  al so ver y wel l  f ur ni shed.  
 “I  f i gur ed he was , ” she sai d.   “That ’ s  why I  di dn’ t  ask bef or e.   I  knew 
t hat  i f  you wer e saf e t hen he was  saf e. ” 
 “Can you r et ur n t o your  home t oni ght ?” Jean asked Synn.   “Do you t hi nk 
i t ’ s  saf e?” 
 “I  have l i t t l e choi ce.   The suppl i es  I  need f or  t omor r ow ar e t her e.   
Bes i des ,  I ’ ve got  enough pr ot ect i on spel l s  on t hat  pl ace t o keep out  mos t  
anyt hi ng. ” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe r ai sed an eyebr ow.   “Most  anyt hi ng?” 
 The wi zar d shr ugged.   “I ’ l l  have t o t ake my chances . ” 
 Logan s t ayed behi nd t o s t ar t  cont act i ng t he pr ess  whi l e Synn and Lavi ni a 
t el epor t ed t hemsel ves  t o her  pent house.   The hot el  was  deser t ed,  j us t  as  i t  
had been when she and Logan l ef t  sever al  hour s  bef or e.   The onl y di f f er ence 
now was  t he eer i e s i l ence whi ch had r epl aced shout s  of  pani c f r om bef or e.   I t  
seemed t hat  al l  of  her  human nei ghbor s  had l ong s i nce depar t ed.  
 Synn t ook a l ook ar ound t o make sur e t he pl ace was  secur e whi l e Lavi ni a 
got  some of  her  t hi ngs  t oget her .   At  l eas t  f or  t he next  f ew ni ght s ,  she was  
s t ayi ng wi t h hi m.   Not  j us t  because he’ d asked her  t o,  but  because t hat  was  
wher e she want ed t o be.  
 As  Synn ent er ed t he bedr oom he caught  s i ght  of  Lavi ni a,  bendi ng over  t o 
t ake somet hi ng f r om her  ches t  of  dr awer s .   He had want ed her  f r om t he f i r s t  
moment  he hear d her  voi ce cal l i ng t o hi m i n t he dar kness .   He want ed her  now … 
onl y t hi s  t i me was  di f f er ent .   I f  t hi ngs  went  badl y t omor r ow,  t hi s  mi ght  be 
t he l as t  t i me.    
 Lavi ni a t ur ned as  she sensed hi m behi nd her  and seemed t o under s t and 
what  he was  t hi nki ng,  j us t  by t he l ook i n hi s  eyes .   Ther e was  no need f or  
wor ds .   Thi s  mi ght  be t hei r  l as t  ni ght  t oget her .   She cl osed t he dr awer  behi nd 
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her  wi t h her  f oot  and t ossed t he cl ot hes  she had been hol di ng ont o t he bed.    
 The shut t er s  hadn’ t  been cl osed f or  t he comi ng day and sof t  beams of  
moonl i ght  peeked t hr ough t he par t i al l y open cur t ai ns .   Synn t ook anot her  s t ep 
t owar d her  and her  hear t  hammer ed agai ns t  her  r i bs .   Logan was  a consummat e 
l over  as  was  Judas .   Jean’ s  exper t i se was  mesmer i zi ng.   And of  cour se,  t her e 
had been ot her s .   Men who had hel ped her  f or get  t he pas t ,  f or get  her  
l onel i ness  … f or  a whi l e.   But  no one had ever  made her  f eel  t he way Synn di d.   
He coul d t ouch her  hear t  wi t hout  ever  sayi ng a wor d.   And even i n dar kness ,  he 
had become her  l i ght .  
 He was  s t andi ng over  her  now and as  he l ooked down at  her ,  she t hought  
her  hear t  mi ght  br eak.   Hi s  f ace was  gent l y out l i ned by t he moonl i ght .   Each 
l i ne became s i l ver ,  each hol l ow a dar k pl ane,  bl endi ng wi t h t he shadows.  
 He opened hi s  r obe wi de and wi t h a casual  shr ug,  l et  i t  f al l  t o t he 
f l oor .   He s t ood bef or e her ,  l ooki ng l i ke a god of  moonl i ght  and shadows.   
Ever y muscl e,  a r i ppl e of  gol d,  ever y l i ne s i l ver ,  ever y cur ve an i nky bl ack.    
 I f  t hey never  saw each ot her  agai n,  t hi s  i s  how she woul d al ways  
r emember  hi m.  
 Lavi ni a unzi pped her  boot s  and pushed t hem as i de.   Synn wat ched as  she 
pul l ed t he dar k shi r t  over  her  head,  commi t t i ng ever y l i ne and cur ve of  her  
del i cat e body t o memor y.   He woul d ei t her  t as t e vi ct or y t omor r ow or  know 
def eat  wi t h her  memor y hel d cl ose t o hi s  hear t .   She unzi pped her  j eans  and 
moved t hem down s l owl y.   The l usci ous  cur ve of  her  hi ps  made hi s  hear t  pound 
f as t er .   Al l  of  her  was  beaut i f ul ,  but  he especi al l y l i ked t he sof t  cur ve of  
muscl e j us t  under neat h and di r ect l y bet ween her  br eas t s .   I t  began at  t he t op 
of  her  abs ,  t he onl y vi s i bl e muscl e unl ess  she f l exed,  al ong t he f l at  pl ane of  
her  s t omach.   Her  t hr oat  had al r eady begun t o f l ush wi t h ar ousal .   The sof t  
pi nk col or  was  spr eadi ng r api dl y up t o her  f ace.  
 Synn cl osed t he r emai ni ng di s t ance bet ween t hem and uncl asped her  br a 
wi t h pr act i ced ease.   Lavi ni a moaned as  t he f abr i c f el l  away and pr essed 
her sel f  agai ns t  t he f r ont  of  hi s  body.   Each sof t  cur ve of  her s  mel di ng wi t h 
t he har d f i r m l i nes  of  hi s .  
 She r eached bet ween t hem and t ook hi s  shaf t  i n her  hand,  s t r oki ng hi m 
gent l y.   He l i f t ed her  up,  s i t t i ng her  down on t op of  t he dr esser  as  he 
l ower ed hi s  head bet ween her  t hi ghs .   Wi t h one swi f t  mot i on he r i pped t he 
cr ot ch f r om her  l ace pant i es  and pl aced hi s  l i ps  agai ns t  her  cl i t .   Lavi ni a 
cr i ed out  wi t h bot h shock and del i ght  as  she pr essed her sel f  agai ns t  hi s  f ace.   
He pl aced one hand over  her  br eas t  and Lavi ni a r ai sed t hat  hand t o her  mout h.   
She pul l ed hi s  i ndex f i nger  bet ween her  l i ps ,  sucki ng i t  har d.  
 Synn moaned and t he sound vi br at ed agai ns t  her  ski n,  sendi ng a r i ppl e of  
pl easur e t hr ough her  body.   He r ose suddenl y,  t aki ng her  f ace bet ween hi s  
hands ,  her  l i ps  onl y i nches  f r om hi s  as  he ent er ed her  s l owl y.   Lavi ni a f el t  
her  pussy s t r et chi ng as  he s l i pped i ns i de her .   She ached wi t h need and as  he 
ent er ed her  f ul l y she coul d al r eady f eel  t he begi nni ngs  of  or gasm.    
 “I  need you, ” she whi sper ed agai ns t  hi s  l i ps .   Synn moved f as t er  and she 
wr apped her sel f  ar ound hi m.   St i l l  t hey r emai ned f ace t o f ace,  l i ps  agai ns t  
l i ps  as  she whi sper ed,  “I  have al ways  needed you. ” 
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 He pul l ed back s l i ght l y,  hi s  body gl i s t eni ng wi t h sweat  as  t he moonl i ght  
cont i nued t o pl ay of f  hi s  ski n.   Lavi ni a t ur ned her  head and t ook hi s  f i nger  
i n her  mout h agai n.   The s i ght  was  hi ghl y er ot i c and near l y mor e t han he coul d 
t ake.   He wat ched as  her  f ul l  l i ps  f or med a per f ect  “O” as  hi s  f i nger  s l i pped 
i n and out  of  her  mout h,  mi mi cki ng what  he was  doi ng t o her  body.    
 The symbol i sm was  obvi ous  t o Lavi ni a as  wel l  and she sucked hi s  f i nger  
har der ,  moani ng as  she pul l ed hi s  ski n bet ween her  t eet h.   He moved hi s  f i nger  
away f r om her  s l owl y,  t r aci ng t he l i ne of  her  l i ps  wi t h i t s  t i p,  t r ai l i ng down 
her  t hr oat .   Lavi ni a put  her  hands  agai ns t  t he back of  hi s  neck,  pul l i ng hi m 
down t o her  once mor e.   Face t o f ace once agai n she br eat hed hi s  name agai ns t  
hi s  l i ps .  
 “I ’ m comi ng, ” she whi sper ed.    



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           114 

 
   
   

 
  
  
  

Chapt er  Ni net een 
 
 Moment s  l at er  t hey s t i l l  cl ung t o each ot her ,  nei t her  wi l l i ng t o l et  go 
f or  f ear  of  what  t omor r ow mi ght  br i ng.  
 “I ’ ve never  made l ove l i ke t hat  bef or e, ” he sai d sof t l y.  
 “Me nei t her . ” 
 “I  t hi nk t hat ’ s  because I ’ ve never  l oved anyone t hi s  way bef or e. ” 
 “Ever yt hi ng’ s  goi ng t o be al r i ght , ” Lavi ni a whi sper ed.    
 She had t o bel i eve t hat  and so di d Synn.  

* * * * 
 Jean Phi l i ppe s t r ai ght ened hi s  shi r t  once mor e bef or e pr ess i ng t he 
but t on t o cal l  t he counci l .   He had been speaki ng wi t h r epr esent at i ves  t hus  
f ar  and not  t he act ual  member s  of  t he counci l ,  t hough he was  sur e t hey wer e 
l i s t eni ng.   Onl y Al ucar d,  t he head of  t he counci l ,  knew t he l ocat i on of  t he 
ot her  member s .   I f  t hey wer e t o t une i n vi a- sat el l i t e l i ke he had done,  t hey 
coul d eas i l y be t r aced.   I t  was  f or  t hi s  pur pose t hat  he spoke wi t h a 
r epr esent at i ve.   He was  sur pr i sed when a hol ogr am of  The Chr oni cl er  appear ed 
bef or e hi m.   Though he was  not  a member  of  t he counci l ,  he wor ked f or  t hem and 
was  cons i der ed an el der .  
 Hi s  hai r  was  so bl ond i t  was  near l y whi t e and hi s  bl ue eyes  seemed t o 
al ways  gl ow.   He f i xed Jean Phi l i ppe wi t h a somber  gaze and asked,  “Has  t he 
wi zar d been deal t  wi t h?” 
 “He i s  i n our  cus t ody. ” 
 “Al i ve?  That  i s  unexpect ed. ” 
 “Not  r eal l y when you cons i der  t he f act  t hat  he i s  as  i mmor t al  as  you and 
I . ” 
 The Chr oni cl er ’ s  smi l e was  not  ent i r el y devoi d of  humor .   “Di d he gi ve 
you any t r oubl e?” 
 “Lao and t he ent i r e deat h squad wer e wi ped out ,  but  not  by Synn’ s  hand. ” 
 The ot her  vampi r e snor t ed.   “And he t ol d you t hi s?  You can’ t  bel i eve 
hi m. ” 
 “My peopl e saw i t  t hemsel ves ,  but  t hey wer e t oo l at e t o s t op what  was  
happeni ng. ” 
 The Chr oni cl er ’ s  hol ogr am l eaned f or war d,  hi s  bl ue eyes  gl owi ng br i ght er  
as  he asked,  “And what  exact l y di d happen?” 
 “Anot her  wi zar d i nt er f er ed.   Synn r ecogni zed hi m,  t hough i t  i s  t he f i r s t  
I  have hear d of  hi m.   Hi s  name i s  Zor n.   He el i mi nat ed t he deat h squad.   I  
can’ t  be sur e as  t o hi s  r easoni ng,  but  af t er  t al ki ng wi t h Synn,  I  bel i eve he 
may have i nt er f er ed f or  per sonal  r easons . ” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe went  on t o r epeat  t he s t or y of  Synn’ s  pas t ,  exact l y as  i t  
had been t ol d t o hi m.   At  f i r s t  The Chr oni cl er ’ s  expr ess i on was  unr eadabl e.   
But  t hen he l et  out  a s i gh t hat  sounded heavy wi t h emot i on.    
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 “I  need t o t el l  you somet hi ng,  Jean, ” he sai d sof t l y.   “Somet hi ng I  was  
onl y aut hor i zed t o r eveal  i f  … i f  somet hi ng l i ke t hi s  ever  happened. ”  
 Jean Phi l i ppe wai t ed f or  what  f el t  l i ke a l ong t i me bef or e he f i nal l y 
cont i nued.    
 “Zor n i s  t he name of  t he spy who was  sent  i nt o t he ci t y. ” 
 Jean was  shocked.   “The one t he counci l  sent  i n?” 
 “The same.   He r eadi l y admi t t ed t hat  he was  descended f r om wi zar ds ,  but  
what ever  power s  he has  he was  abl e t o di sgui se t hem enough t hat  no one 
r ecogni zed hi s  pot ent i al .   I  don’ t  need t o t el l  you how ser i ous  t hi s  i s .   I f  
he can hi de hi s  power s  even f r om t he el der s  …” 
 Hi s  wor ds  t r ai l ed of f  and f or  sever al  mi nut es  t hey sat  i n s i l ence.  
 “Synn bel i eves  t hi s  was  done f or  r evenge, ” Jean sai d sof t l y.    
 “That  i s  cer t ai nl y poss i bl e, ” The Chr oni cl er  agr eed.   “Does  Synn t r ul y 
t hi nk he can el i mi nat e t he Levi at han?” 
 “He does . ” 
  “Now t hat  we know he has  l i ed t o us ,  Zor n needs  t o be deal t  wi t h as  
wel l .   I f  Synn can accompl i sh t hi s ,  hi s  s l at e wi l l  be cl ear ed as  f ar  as  t he 
counci l  i s  concer ned. ” 
 “Wi l l  Al ucar d agr ee t o t hi s?” 
 “Yes , ” a deep voi ce answer ed f r om somewher e behi nd The Chr oni cl er .    
 Jean Phi l i ppe knew wi t hout  bei ng t ol d t hat  i t  was  Al ucar d who spoke.   
Though he di dn’ t  s t ep f or war d enough t o be seen,  hi s  pr esence coul d be f el t  
even t hr ough t he sat el l i t e connect i on.  
 “See t hat  i t  i s  done, ” Al ucar d sai d.   “I  wi l l  i nf or m Lao’ s  mas t er  of  hi s  
f at e. ” 
 Wi t h t hat  t he t r ansmi ss i on ended and t he hol ogr am f aded bef or e hi s  eyes .  
 Jean Phi l i ppe sat  i n s t unned s i l ence f or  a f ew mi nut es .   He needed t o 
t el l  Lavi ni a what  he had j us t  di scover ed.   But  t her e wasn’ t  t i me,  even wi t h 
t hei r  t el epat hi c connect i on.   He coul d f eel  dawn’ s  appr oach.   Even t hough i t  
was  ur gent ,  hi s  news  woul d have t o wai t .  

* * * * 
 Lavi ni a wat ched f r om t he f oot  of  t he bed as  Synn f i ni shed hi s  
pr epar at i ons .   She had l ef t  hi m al one t o conduct  what ever  r i t ual s  wer e 
necessar y.   Though he had t ol d her  t o r es t ,  she coul dn’ t .   He had j us t  ent er ed 
t he r oom a f ew moment s  bef or e and smi l ed sadl y when he f ound her  wai t i ng.    
 “Logan i s  as l eep on t he couch downst ai r s , ” he t ol d her .   “He sai d he 
f i ni shed maki ng al l  t he cal l s  l as t  ni ght .   Ever yt hi ng i s  r eady f or  t he pr ess  
conf er ence t hi s  af t er noon.   Al l  we’ r e wai t i ng on i s  … me. ”  
 Synn was  dr essed i n bl ack f r om head t o t oe.   Hi s  l ong coat  l ooked mor e 
l i ke a cape and i t s  bl ood r ed l i ner  gave hi m a vampi sh sor t  of  appeal .   When 
he pl aced a qui ver  of  ar r ows  on hi s  back Lavi ni a coul d no l onger  keep her  
ques t i ons  t o her sel f .  
 “You never  t ol d me exact l y what  you’ r e goi ng t o do. ” 
  
 Her  voi ce t r embl ed and i t  br oke hi s  hear t  t o know t hat  he was  t he cause 
of  her  di s t r ess .  
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 “Ar e you goi ng t o shoot  i t  wi t h an ar r ow?” 
 “Yes . ” 
 Lavi ni a sat  back wi t h a s i gh and pushed back t he t hi ck l eopar d pr i nt  
comf or t er .  
 “You’ ve got  t o be ki ddi ng me?” 
 When he t ur ned t o f ace her  Lavi ni a f el t  her  hear t ,  whi ch t hanks  t o Synn 
had a cons t ant  beat  t hese days ,  f l ut t er  pai nf ul l y.   Hi s  hai r  f el l  f or war d as  
he t ur ned,  cover i ng hi s  scar s .   But  even i f  t hey had been vi s i bl e t hey woul d 
not  have di s t r act ed f r om hi s  dar k beaut y.   I n f act ,  t hey sor t  of  added t o i t .    
 “The cr eat ur e’ s  hi de can onl y be penet r at ed by an ar r ow di pped i n 
magi cal  bl ood. ” 
 “You mean your  bl ood?” 
 “Yes .   I n or der  f or  t he Levi at han t o be bani shed f r om t hi s  r eal m,  he 
mus t  be or der ed t o do so.   That  means  I  have t o t ake cont r ol  of  hi m.   To do 
t hat ,  t he magi c i n my bl ood has  t o be mor e power f ul  t han t he one who now 
cont r ol s  hi m. ” 
 “And ar e you mor e power f ul  t han Zor n?” 
 “We’ r e about  t o f i nd out . ” 
  Synn made a move t owar d t he door  and Lavi ni a l eapt  f r om t he bed.    
 “Become my ser vant , ” she sai d,  her  wor ds  t umbl i ng out  i n a r ush.   “We 
ar e al r eady bound by your  bl ood.   Take mi ne and you wi l l  become even s t r onger .   
My power  wi l l  be your  power ,  i t  wi l l  s t r engt hen you sever al  t i mes  over .   
Thr ough t he connect i on t o me,  Logan wi l l  add t o your  s t r engt h as  wel l . ” He 
hes i t at ed a moment  and she t ur ned hi m t o f ace her .   Her  t ouch was  gent l e 
agai ns t  hi s  f ace and t her e wer e f r esh t ear s  i n her  eyes  when he l ooked down at  
her .   “Pl ease,  Synn.   I  wi l l  never  make you act  l i ke my ser vant .   You wi l l  
never  be my s l ave. ” 
 “But  I  wi l l  al ways  be your  f ool , ” he sai d sof t l y.   “We have t o act  
qui ckl y,  t he sun i s  r i s i ng. ” 
 Synn put  down hi s  ar r ows  and f ol l owed Lavi ni a t o t he bed.   They wer e 
bot h f ul l y dr essed,  s i nce she had at t empt ed t o s l eep i n her  cl ot hes .   She 
r emoved her  shi r t  and wi t h t he t i p of  her  f i nger nai l ,  made a smal l  cut  above 
her  hear t .    
 “Dr i nk, ” she whi sper ed.  
 The wi zar d gasped as  her  power  f l owed over  hi m.   He bent  down,  gent l y 
pl aci ng hi s  l i ps  agai ns t  t he cut .   He expect ed t he war m,  copper y t as t e of  
bl ood,  but  Lavi ni a t as t ed not hi ng l i ke t hat .   Her  bl ood was  l i ke a f i ne wi ne.   
Synn sucked har der  at  t he cut  and f el t  a sur ge of  power  as  her  bl ood f l owed 
i nt o hi m.    
 “Bl ood of  my bl ood. ”   
 Lavi ni a pul l ed hi s  f ace away f r om t he wound and wi t h her  bl ood s t i l l  on 
hi s  l i ps  she ki ssed hi m.    
 “Fl esh of  my f l esh, ” she whi sper ed agai ns t  hi s  l i ps .    
 A moment  l at er  she r ose t o her  knees  and sank her  f angs  i nt o hi s  neck.   
Synn cr i ed out  as  he wr apped hi s  ar ms  ar ound her ,  but  not  wi t h pai n.   He had 
never  been mor e ar oused i n hi s  l i f e.   Never  had such pass i on and power  f l owed 



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           117 

 
   
   

t hr ough hi s  vei ns .   He want ed t o spr ead her  l egs  wi de and t ake her  r i ght  
t her e.   But  t her e wasn’ t  t i me.   He had t o go.  
 Lavi ni a sensed hi s  ur gency and when she wi t hdr ew f r om hi m a wave of  
power  r ushed over  t hem,  knocki ng t hem bot h i n oppos i t e di r ect i ons .   Lavi ni a 
f el l  agai ns t  t he pi l l ows  and Synn f el l  of f  t he f oot  of  t he bed.  
 “Ar e you al r i ght ?” she asked br eat hl ess l y.  
 “Fi ne. ” Synn got  t o hi s  f eet  a bi t  shaki l y,  but  he f el t  amazi ng.   “That  
was  i ncr edi bl e.   I  f eel  so … al i ve.   I  wi sh we had mor e t i me t o di scuss  t hi s ,  
but - - ” 
 “I ’ m goi ng wi t h you, ” she sai d,  pushi ng of f  of  t he bed.  
 Lavi ni a snat ched on her  shi r t  and was  al r eady zi ppi ng her  boot s  bef or e 
he coul d t hi nk of  a r eason t o pr ot es t .  
 “But  i f  anyone shoul d see you! ”  
 She went  s t r ai ght  t o hi s  cl oset ,  undet er r ed.    
 “I t ’ s  dayl i ght , ” he obj ect ed,  but  hi s  wor ds  l acked convi ct i on.   “I  don’ t  
want  peopl e t o s t ar t  aski ng ques t i ons  about  why you’ r e out  dur i ng t he day.   
You don’ t  want  t hat  ki nd of  at t ent i on. ” 
 “I ’ l l  wear  a cl oak and I ’ l l  keep out  of  s i ght , ” she sai d.  
 She put  on one of  hi s  l ong bl ack cl oaks  and cl osed i t  t i ght l y i n f r ont  
bef or e pul l i ng down t he hood.   Her  f ace was  cover ed f ai r l y wel l .   Onl y her  
chi n was  vi s i bl e.    
 “You’ l l  have t o make an ef f or t  t o keep i t  pul l ed down dur i ng t he s t or m, ” 
he sai d.    
 “I  can’ t  l et  you go al one, ” she sai d sof t l y.   “I  j us t  can’ t . ” 
 When t hey got  downst ai r s  Logan,  who was  supposed t o be s l eepi ng,  was  
wai t i ng bes i de t he door .   He was  wear i ng bl ack l eat her  pant s  and a mat chi ng t -
shi r t .  
 “Ar e you r eady?” he asked.  
 About  f or t y mi nut es  l at er  t hey wer e on t he same r oof t op wher e t he 
Levi at han had eat en sever al  hel pl ess  peopl e.   Synn had chosen t hi s  spot  
speci f i cal l y.   Not  because of  what  had happened t o t he peopl e,  but  because a 
por t al  had al r eady been opened t her e once.   I t  shoul d be eas i er  t o open i t  a 
second t i me.  
 Logan and Lavi ni a s t ood sever al  f eet  behi nd t he wi zar d.   They wer e 
bl ocked f r om most  of  t he s t or m by a smal l  s t or age bui l di ng on t he r oof .   They 
wer e al so bl ocked f r om t he news  chopper  di r ect l y of f  t he ot her  s i de of  t he 
bui l di ng.  
 Synn s t ood t al l  i n t he mi ddl e of  t he r oof ,  hi s  l ong dar k shadow spr ead 
behi nd hi m l i ke a cl oak.   The sun was  al mos t  f ul l y r i sen and t he mons t er  had 
j us t  t ur ned i n t hei r  di r ect i on.   Gal e f or ce wi nds  assaul t ed hi m,  but  t he 
wi zar d s t ood hi s  gr ound.   Sounds  of  t he chopper  echoed i n hi s  ear s  as  t he r ai n 
pel t ed hi s  body l i ke i ce cover ed needl es .   Thi s  al one cr eat ed qui t e a pi ct ur e,  
but  t he show had yet  t o s t ar t .  
 He s t r et ched hi s  r i ght  hand t owar d t he sky and spoke wor ds  t hat  nei t her  
Lavi ni a nor  Logan under s t ood.   Bl ue f i r e i gni t ed t he sky di r ect l y over  t hem 
and as  t he f l ames  peel ed back t o f or m a per f ect  ci r cl e,  Lavi ni a knew t hat  t he 
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por t al  was  now opened.  
 Logan pul l ed Lavi ni a t i ght  agai ns t  hi s  ches t  as  t he s t or m became 
suddenl y mor e vi ol ent .   Synn’ s  coat  bi l l owed about  hi s  body,  f l ar i ng out  as  i f  
i t  had a l i f e of  i t s  own.   The mons t er  was  near l y upon t hem.   I t s  r oar  echoed 
above t he t hunder  and i t s  f oul  s t ench car r i ed on t he wi nd.   Synn t ook t he bow 
f r om hi s  shoul der  and r emoved a s i ngl e ar r ow f r om t he qui ver  on hi s  back.   He 
hel d t he t i p of  t he ar r ow t i ght l y i n hi s  r i ght  hand,  squeezi ng j us t  enough 
t hat  t he met al  pi er ced hi s  f l esh.   Bl ood r an down hi s  hand and dr i pped ont o 
t he r oof t op bef or e he f i nal l y r el eased t he ar r owhead and t ook ai m at  t he 
cr eat ur e.  
 The Levi at han swooped down t owar d t he dar k f i gur e on t he r oof .   Hi s  
mout h was  open wi de and hi s  t ongue l ashed out .   He got  a l i t t l e bi t  cl oser  
bef or e Synn r el eased t he ar r ow.   I t  went  s t r ai ght  down t he mons t er ’ s  t hr oat .   
The cr eat ur e’ s  eyes  went  wi de.   I t  coughed vi ol ent l y and t hr ashed i t s  head 
f r om s i de t o s i de.   And t hen … i t  s t ar t ed t o f al l .  
 “Shi t . ” 
 Synn t ur ned t owar d Lavi ni a and Logan at  a f ul l  r un.   Lavi ni a scr eamed as  
he t ook her  i n hi s  ar ms  and l eapt  f r om t he r oof .   Logan f ol l owed and i n a 
mat t er  of  seconds  t hey l anded on a r oof t op not  f ar  bel ow.   Synn r ol l ed qui ckl y 
t o hi s  f eet  and t ur ned back t owar d t he mons t er .   Jus t  as  he l ooked back t he 
beas t  cr ashed i nt o t he bui l di ng wher e t hey had been s t andi ng.   I t s  mass i ve 
body knocked out  t hr ee bui l di ngs  as  i t  f el l  and t hey wat ched wi t h a mi xt ur e of  
awe and hor r or .  
 “I  t hought  you sai d you wer e goi ng t o bani sh i t , ” Lavi ni a sai d 
br eat hl ess l y.  
 “Obvi ous l y I  under es t i mat ed t he power  i n my bl ood. ” 
 By t he t i me t hey got  back t o Synn’ s  house,  f oot age of  what  had j us t  
happened was  al l  over  t he news .    
 “Wow, ” Lavi ni a sai d as  she wat ched t he scene f r om a di f f er ent  angl e.    
 “Real l y i mpr ess i ve, ” Logan agr eed.   “And you can’ t  see us ,  so t hat ’ s  a 
pl us . ” 
 “You get  j us t  a f l ash of  t he t wo of  you when I  go r unni ng t owar d t he 
s i de of  t he bui l di ng, ” Synn added.   “But  no one coul d t el l  who you ar e. ” 
 Synn’ s  l ef t  s i de had been f aci ng t he camer a t he whol e t i me.   Even when 
t hey zoomed i n,  t hey coul dn’ t  see hi s  scar s  f r om t hat  angl e.   He had sor t  of  
hoped t hey woul d get  a gl i mpse so t hat  when he r eveal ed hi msel f  at  t he pr ess  
conf er ence i t  woul dn’ t  be so dr amat i c.  
 Cl ouds  s t i l l  l i nger ed,  but  t he s t or m had di ed down cons i der abl y.   
Af t er shocks ,  al mos t  l i ke t hose f ol l owi ng an ear t hquake shook t he ci t y ever y 
f ew hour s  s i nce t he mons t er ’ s  deat h.   Now al l  t hey had t o do was  wai t  unt i l  
sundown and f i nd Zor n.   But  bef or e t hat ,  t hey had t o get  r eady f or  t he pr ess  
conf er ence.    
 Whi l e Synn cl eaned up he cont i nued t o l i s t en t o t he news .   Si nce t he 
ci t y had been al mos t  compl et el y evacuat ed,  no one was  ki l l ed when t he mons t er  
f el l .   He br eat hed a s i gh of  r el i ef .   Logan s t uck hi s  head i nt o t he bedr oom 
j us t  t hen.  
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 “I  don’ t  t hi nk you shoul d change cl ot hes , ” he sai d.   “You l ook l i ke a 
mons t er  hunt er ,  l i ke a s l ayer  of  evi l  wi zar ds . ”  
 Hi s  gr i n was  cont agi ous  and Synn coul dn’ t  hel p but  smi l e i n r et ur n.  
 “I s  t hat  so?” 
 “Yeah.   Al l  dr essed i n bl ack and t hat  l ong coat .   I  l i ke i t . ” 
 “Me t oo, ” Lavi ni a sai d,  movi ng i n f r ont  of  Logan.   “I t  sui t s  you. ” 
 “And what  about  you t wo?  You do pl an t o go wi t h me?”  
 They bot h nodded.  
 “I ’ m wear i ng what  I ’ ve got  on, ” Logan sai d.  
 Lavi ni a shr ugged.   “I  t hought  I ’ d put  on a sui t . ” 
 She changed i nt o a s i mpl e but  el egant  bl ack sui t  and gave her  makeup 
anot her  go over .   By t he t i me t hi s  was  done,  t he des i gnat ed hour  f or  t he pr ess  
conf er ence had ar r i ved.   Lavi ni a wal ked i nt o t he l i vi ng r oom wher e t he t wo men 
wai t ed.  
 “Jean Phi l i ppe i s  supposed t o meet  us  t her e, ” she sai d.  
 Synn r ose,  pl aci ng hi s  hands  gent l y on her  shoul der s  as  he spoke.   “He 
i s  your  mas t er ,  Lavi ni a.   He wi l l  know t hat  somet hi ng has  changed. ” 
 He was  r ef er r i ng t o t he f act  t hat  he was  now her  human ser vant .   They 
wer e l i nked by bl ood,  bot h hi s  and her s .   And he coul d f eel  t he power  al mos t  
l i ke an el ect r i c cur r ent  f l owi ng t hr ough hi s  vei ns .   Woul d i t  al ways  f eel  t hi s  
way? 
 “Jean knows I  l ove you, ” she sai d sof t l y.   “He wi l l  under s t and t he 
choi ce we made. ” 
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Chapt er  Twent y 
 
 Logan coul d f eel  t he di f f er ence as  wel l ,  because t hr ough hi s  connect i on 
t o Lavi ni a he was  al so t i ed t o Synn now.   He and t he wi zar d had been 
di scuss i ng t hei r  newf ound connect i on bef or e Lavi ni a ent er ed t he r oom.   They 
al l  shar ed s t r engt h and power  so t r ut hf ul l y,  Logan di dn’ t  mi nd.   The onl y 
t hi ng t hat  concer ned hi m was  t hei r  vul ner abi l i t y.   I f  one of  t hem was  hur t  
now,  t hey al l  coul d pot ent i al l y be i nj ur ed.   Not  so much wi t h l i t t l e i nj ur i es .   
But  i f  one of  t hem wer e t o be ki l l ed … t hat  coul d pose a pr obl em.  
 Si nce Synn di dn’ t  want  t o t ake a chance on anyone seei ng hi m bef or e he 
meant  t o appear ,  he t ook anot her  pot i on.   Jean Phi l i ppe was  s t ar t l ed when t hey 
appear ed behi nd hi m i n t he back l obby of  Si nf ul  Del i ght s .  
 “Oh, ” he sai d,  s t r ai ght eni ng hi s  r ed s i l k shi r t ,  “I  di dn’ t  r eal i ze you 
coul d t el epor t . ” 
 “A t empor ar y pot i on, ” Synn sai d,  wavi ng of f  t he comment .  
 The mas t er  vampi r e smi l ed wr yl y.   “Wel l ,  you’ r e al l  over  t he news .   I n 
case you mi ssed i t ,  a r epl ay of  you s l ayi ng t he mons t er  i s  pl ayi ng on al l  t he 
f l oat i ng scr eens  acr oss  Wi cked Ci t y. ” 
 Synn cl ear ed hi s  t hr oat  ner vous l y.   “I  act ual l y di d mi ss  t hat . ” 
 The vampi r e l aughed.   “I t  was  qui t e i mpr ess i ve. ” 
 “Good t hi ng I  di dn’ t  ki l l  hi m,  huh?” Lavi ni a sai d sar cas t i cal l y.  
 Jean r emember ed what  The Chr oni cl er  had t ol d hi m and hi s  expr ess i on gr ew 
ser i ous .  
 “I  was  onl y j oki ng, ” Lavi ni a sai d.  
 “I t ’ s  not  t hat .   I  spoke wi t h The Chr oni cl er  l as t  ni ght .   Ther e ar e some 
t hi ngs  I  need t o t el l  you. ” He gl anced at  t he cl ock on t he wal l  behi nd t hem.   
“We shoul d have enough t i me i f  I  hur r y. ” 
 Lavi ni a and Synn exchanged a l ook.   They wer e bot h af r ai d t hat  Mi chael  
had t ol d hi s  f at her  about  t hei r  “conver sat i on. ” But  t hat  was  not  t he case.    
 Jean r epeat ed what  he had l ear ned as  qui ckl y as  poss i bl e and ever yone 
gasped when he r eveal ed t hat  Zor n was  t he counci l ’ s  spy.  
 “And t hey had no i dea what  he was?” Synn asked.  
 “That  i s  what  concer ned The Chr oni cl er  mos t .   They knew he was  of  wi zar d 
descent ,  but  he was  abl e t o hi de hi s  t r ue power s  f r om t hem.   Most  l i kel y,  t hi s  
was  not  t he f i r s t  t i me he has  spi ed on t hei r  behal f .   But  I  wasn’ t  t ol d t hat .   
I  f i gur e he’ s  been wor ki ng f or  t hem f or  a l ong t i me. ” 
 Synn nodded.   “That ’ s  pr obabl y a saf e assumpt i on.   And t hey want  me t o 
t ake hi m out ?” 
 “That ’ s  r i ght .   Of  cour se,  you woul dn’ t  be al one.   Al l  of  us  wi l l  hel p 
i n any way we can. ” 
 Lavi ni a and Logan chi med i n t hei r  agr eement .  
 “I t ’ s  j us t  as  wel l , ” Synn sai d.   “I  was  pl anni ng t o ki l l  hi m anyway. ” 
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 They coul d hear  t he camer a cr ews  get t i ng r eady on t he ot her  s i de of  t he 
door ,  i n t he mai n par t  of  t he back l obby.    
 “Someone shoul d go out  t her e, ” Logan sai d.    
 “We can go ahead, ” Lavi ni a answer ed,  t aki ng t he wer ewol f  by t he ar m.   
“Take your  t i me,  Synn. ” 
 The wi zar d wal ked t owar d t he f ul l - l engt h mi r r or  at  t he back of  t he r oom 
and t ur ned so t hat  t he r i ght  s i de of  hi s  f ace caught  t he l i ght .   He s i ghed 
heavi l y and Jean Phi l i ppe t ook a s t ep t owar d hi m.   Hi s  t ouch was  gent l e 
agai ns t  Synn’ s  back and t he wi zar d di d not  obj ect .  
 “So,  you wi l l  not  hi de your  f ace f r om t hem. ” I t  wasn’ t  a ques t i on,  but  a 
s t at ement  of  f act .   The wi zar d s i ghed agai n and Jean Phi l i ppe pat t ed hi s  back.   
“Ther e i s  somet hi ng so t r agi cal l y sexy about  scar r ed beaut y, ” he sai d sof t l y.    
 At  t hese wor ds  Synn t ur ned t o f ace hi m.   Jean Phi l i ppe r an hi s  
f i nger t i ps  ver y l i ght l y over  t he scar s .   The smi l e he of f er ed t he wi zar d was  
bi t t er sweet .   “They do not  r ui n you mon ami ,  t hey make you who you ar e. ” 
 Al t hough t he vampi r e was  i ncr edi bl y sexy,  hi s  wor ds  nor  hi s  t ouch 
conveyed anyt hi ng mor e t han f r i endshi p.   The ki ndness  he di spl ayed near l y 
br ought  Synn t o t ear s .  
 “Thank you, ” he sai d,  pat t i ng t he vampi r e’ s  hand whi ch r es t ed on hi s  
shoul der .    
 “Per cept i ons  of  beaut y,  t hey have changed much s i nce The Dar k Ages .   I  
t hi nk you wi l l  f i nd t he wor l d much mor e accept i ng t han i t  used t o be. ” 
 Synn di dn’ t  of f er  a r esponse,  but  he hoped Jean was  r i ght .   When he 
t ur ned t owar d t he door  t he vampi r e put  out  a hand t o s t op hi m.    
 “I ’ l l  go f i r s t , ” he sai d.   “Let  me i nt r oduce you. ” Hi s  wor ds  wer e sof t ,  
yet  i ns i s t ent .    
 Si nce he di dn’ t  r el i sh t he t hought  of  speaki ng t o t he r epor t er s  i n t he 
f i r s t  pl ace,  Synn nodded hi s  agr eement .   He f ol l owed t he vampi r e out  of  t he 
r oom and ont o t he smal l  pl at f or m whi ch over l ooked sever al  r ows  of  chai r s .   
Cons i der i ng t hat  t he ci t y had been al mos t  compl et el y evacuat ed,  he was  
sur pr i sed at  how many r epor t er s  showed up.   However  as  he f ocused mor e cl osel y 
on t he r oom,  he coul d sense t hat  not  al l  of  t hem wer e human.   That  mi ght  
expl ai n t he hi gh t ur nout .   Synn f el t  hi s  s t omach f l ut t er  ner vous l y as  t he 
vampi r e s t epped up t o t he podi um and adj us t ed t he mi cr ophone.  
 “I f  I  coul d have your  at t ent i on pl ease, ” Jean Phi l i ppe sai d.   The s l i ght  
hum of  conver sat i on di ed down qui ckl y and he smi l ed as  a f ew camer as  f l ashed.   
“As  pr omi sed t he t hr eat  of  t he Levi at han has  been br ought  t o an end.   However ,  
t hi s  was  not  done by t he pr et er nat ur al  communi t y.   As  you coul d no doubt  t el l  
by t he f oot age whi ch has  been shown,  t he t hr eat  was  el i mi nat ed by t hi s  man. ” 
He ges t ur ed t o hi s  r i ght  wher e Synn s t ood.   “The r eal  wi zar d Synn. ” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe s t epped back f r om t he podi um and as  t he wi zar d t ook hi s  
pl ace Jean was  sur pr i sed t o not i ce t he shadows whi ch hi d Synn’ s  f ace.   The 
r oom came al i ve wi t h noi se.   Ques t i ons  wer e f l yi ng l ef t  and r i ght  and camer as  
f l ashed wi t h wi l d abandon.  
 “Ar e you r eal l y Synn?” 
 “Di d you or gani ze t hi s  at t ack on t he ci t y j us t  t o make your sel f  l ook 
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l i ke a her o?” 
 “Ar e you i nsane?” 
 “Ar e you i n l eague wi t h t he vampi r es?” 
 “Ar e you s i ngl e?” 
 On and on t hey went ,  t hough t he ques t i on about  hi m bei ng s i ngl e bot h 
s t ar t l ed and amused hi m.  
 “Qui et ,  pl ease, ” Synn sai d.   Hi s  commandi ng voi ce gave no r oom f or  
r ef usal .   “I ’ d l i ke t o addr ess  what  Jean Phi l i ppe has  sai d f i r s t .   I t ’ s  t r ue,  
I  am Synn and t he man who f i r s t  appear ed cl ai mi ng t o be me i s  obvi ous l y not .   
He i s  al so a wi zar d and hi s  name i s  Zor n.   I  met  hi m cent ur i es  ago and have no 
i dea why he chose t o at t ack Wi cked Ci t y.   Tr ut hf ul l y,  I  t hought  he was  dead. ” 
 “Why di d you wai t  t i l l  now t o come f or war d?” a man on t he f r ont  r ow 
asked.  
 “I t  al l  comes  down t o savi ng f ace or  savi ng ass , ” Synn answer ed bl unt l y.   
“I t ’ s  a l i t t l e t oo l at e f or  my f ace,  but  I  t hought  I  mi ght  s t i l l  save my ass . ” 
A f ew r epor t er s  l aughed,  but  t hey seemed conf used by hi s  s t at ement  about  hi s  
f ace.   He had yet  t o r eveal  hi s  scar s .   “I  wasn’ t  pl anni ng t o become publ i cl y 
i nvol ved unt i l  Zor n s t ar t ed hur t i ng i nnocent  peopl e.   What ’ s  wor se,  he cl ai med 
t o be me. ” He gl anced back at  Logan.   “Do you have t hose vi sual s  I  asked f or ?” 
 “Yes . ” 
 “I ’ d l i ke t o show you somet hi ng, ” he sai d t o t he cr owd.   Logan hel d up 
an enl ar ged i mage of  Zor n s t andi ng on t he r oof t op,  j us t  bef or e he l et  t he 
Levi at han eat  sever al  hos t ages .   “The man i n t hi s  pi ct ur e i s  s t andi ng s t r ai ght  
up and he onl y r eaches  t o her e, ” he sai d,  poi nt i ng t o a spot  on t he phot o.   
“Now,  I  measur ed t hi s  s t r uct ur e bef or e t he bui l di ng was  cr ushed under  t he 
wei ght  of  t he f al l i ng mons t er .   Thi s  l i t t l e shed i s  ni ne f eet  t al l .   That  
woul d make hi m about  s i x f oot  t wo. ” Logan hel d up a second i mage of  Synn 
s t andi ng i n t he same pl ace,  j us t  bef or e he ki l l ed t he Levi at han.   “As  you can 
cl ear l y see,  I  am s i gni f i cant l y t al l er .   Si x f oot  s i x t o be pr eci se.   And we 
have di f f er ent  col or  hai r . ” 
 “Coul dn’ t  you have col or ed your  hai r ?” a woman asked.  
 “I  coul d have.   And you ar e wel come t o have my hai r  t es t ed i f  you l i ke.   
Tes t s  wi l l  show t hat  t hi s  i s  my nat ur al  col or  and I  haven’ t  used any chemi cal s  
i n t he l as t  f ew days ,  ot her  t han shampoo. ” 
 “Coul dn’ t  you have j us t  used a pot i on or  spel l ?” anot her  f emal e r epor t er  
spoke up.   “You ar e a wi zar d af t er  al l . ” 
 “I  coul d have.   But  I  don’ t  know of  a spel l  t hat  woul d make me gr ow f our  
i nches ,  even i f  I  coul d manage t he hai r  col or . ” A hum of  conver sat i on br oke 
out  agai n and Synn s i l enced i t  wi t h a wave of  hi s  hand.   “The r eason I  t el l  
you t hi s  i s  because he i s  s t i l l  out  t her e and I  want  you t o be awar e of  t he 
obvi ous  di f f er ences  i n our  appear ance.   Oh,  and t her e i s  one mor e t hi ng. ” 
 The shadows suddenl y vani shed f r om t he r i ght  s i de of  hi s  f ace.   As  t hi s  
happened t he wi zar d r an a hand t hr ough hi s  dar k hai r ,  r eveal i ng hi s  f ace i n 
dr amat i c f ashi on.   The cr owd gr ew s i l ent  af t er  a f ew i ni t i al  gasps  of  shock.  
 “I  wi l l  never  hi de my f ace f r om you, ” Synn sai d.   “You wi l l  know me by 
t hese scar s .   Despi t e how t hey l ook,  I  wi l l  never  wear  a mask l i ke t he cowar d 
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i n t hat  pi ct ur e and I  wi l l  never  har m i nnocent  peopl e.   But  I ’ l l  t el l  you what  
I  wi l l  do. ” He r el eased hi s  hai r ,  l et t i ng i t  f al l  f or war d once mor e t o 
par t i al l y hi de hi s  f ace.   “I  wi l l  see t o i t  t hat  t hi s  man i s  f ound and 
puni shed f or  what  he has  done.   Wi t h t he cont i nued hel p of  t he pr et er nat ur al  
communi t y and t he i ndul gence of  t he gover nment ,  I  wi l l  do my bes t  t o br i ng 
t hi s  conf l i ct  t o a swi f t  concl us i on. ” 
 The cr owd was  unchar act er i s t i cal l y s i l ent .   But  Synn coul d eas i l y r ead 
t hei r  mi nds .   And t he t hought  t hey shar ed most  was  coul d he be t r us t ed.  
 “I  know what  you’ r e t hi nki ng, ” he sai d sof t l y,  “and I  can be t r us t ed. ” 
  “Real l y?” a pet i t e bl ond asked.   “How can you be sur e t hat ’ s  what  we 
wer e goi ng t o ask?” 
 Synn’ s  smi l e was  wi cked as  he t uned i n f ur t her  t o her  t hought s .  
 “Do you r eal l y want  t o know?” 
 “I  asked di dn’ t  I ?” she answer ed bol dl y.  
 Hi s  evi l  gr i n onl y added t o hi s  char m as  he r epl i ed,  “Bes i des  wonder i ng 
i f  I ’ m t r us t wor t hy,  you’ r e wonder i ng i f  Logan her e i s  wear i ng any under wear .   
Oh,  and you’ r e gl ad t he podi um i s  gl ass  because you seem t o be enj oyi ng a good 
vi ew of  my cr ot ch.   And t o answer  your  next  ques t i on,  yes  I  am an asshol e and 
no,  I  di dn’ t  s t uf f . ” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe f ought  t he ur ge t o not  l augh har der  t han he al r eady was  as  
he s t epped f or war d t o say,  “I  bel i eve t hi s  pr ess  conf er ence i s  over . ” 
 Once t hey wer e saf el y behi nd cl osed door s  agai n,  Lavi ni a t ur ned t o Synn 
wi t h a smi l e.   “Onl y you coul d di scuss  such a ser i ous  s i t uat i on and s t i l l  
manage t o l eave peopl e l aughi ng. ” 
 He shr ugged.   “Wel l ,  t hat  used t o be my j ob. ” 
 “I  t hought  you sai d you coul dn’ t  r ead mi nds . ”  
 “I  sai d I  coul dn’ t  r ead your  mi nd.   Humans  ar e easy t o r ead and most  
wer ewol ves  can be r ead wi t h onl y s l i ght l y mor e ef f or t .   No of f ense,  Logan. ” 
 “And vampi r es?” Jean Phi l i ppe asked,  but t i ng i nt o t he conver sat i on.  
 “Vampi r es  ar e a bi t  mor e compl i cat ed.   I  have t o be i nvi t ed i nt o t hei r  
mi nd f i r s t . ” 
 Jean Phi l i ppe l aughed.   “Wel l ,  i sn’ t  t hat  i r oni c?” 
 “I ’ d r eal l y l i ke t o di scuss  t hi s  and your  pl ans  f or  ki l l i ng Zor n,  but  I  
am s t ar vi ng, ” Logan sai d.   “I sn’ t  anyone el se hungr y?” 
 The t wo vampi r es  gave hi m a sar cas t i c l ook.  
 “Never  mi nd. ” 
 Ther e was  a f ul l  ki t chen f or  t he s t af f  t o use l ocat ed on one of  t he 
under gr ound l evel s  of  Si nf ul  Del i ght s .   I t  was  her e t hat  t hey cont i nued t hei r  
conver sat i on whi l e Logan cooked a s t eak.   Synn sai d t hat  t he consumpt i on of  
meat  woul d i nt er f er e wi t h hi s  abi l i t y t o per f or m any t ype of  def ens i ve magi c.   
So,  he was  havi ng a sal ad.  
 Jean Phi l i ppe sai d he had “al r eady di ned. ” And t hanks  t o Synn,  Lavi ni a 
was  s t i l l  sat i s f i ed f r om t hei r  encount er  t he ni ght  bef or e.    
 Jean Phi l i ppe s l i d back f r om t he smal l  t abl e and s t udi ed t he wi zar d f or  
a moment .  
 “You speak of  humans  as  i f  you ar en’ t  one. ” 
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 “Wi zar ds  have never  been ent i r el y human,  as  I ’ m sur e you know.   Even 
t hough I  t hi nk of  mysel f  as  human,  I ’ m r eal l y not . ” 
 “Yet  you ar e human enough t o become her  ser vant . ” 
 Synn put  down hi s  f or k.   “I  was  wonder i ng when you woul d not i ce. ” 
 “I  not i ced i mmedi at el y,  but  t he t i mi ng was  i nappr opr i at e t o br i ng up t he 
subj ect .   Act ual l y,  I  knew bef or e you ar r i ved t oni ght . ” 
 “Thr ough your  connect i on t o Lavi ni a?” 
 “Fr om t he news .   You sai d you wer e goi ng t o bani sh t he mons t er ,  not  ki l l  
i t .   I  assumed t hat  s i nce you put  your  bl ood on t he ar r ow f i r s t ,  t hat  mus t  
have been t he key t o t he spel l . ” 
 “That ’ s  r i ght . ” 
 “Wel l ,  t hat  was  one hel l  of  an i mpact  f or  j us t  a f ew dr ops  of  bl ood.   
That  woul d t ake i ncr edi bl e power . ” 
 Synn smi l ed.   “You’ r e ver y cl ever . ” 
 “No,  I  j us t  pay at t ent i on.   I ’ m guess i ng t hat  your  bl ood i s  al so t he key 
t o Lavi ni a’ s  newf ound abi l i t i es . ”  He was  r ef er r i ng t o t he f act  t hat  she coul d 
now go out  i n dayl i ght .  
 “You ar e cor r ect . ” 
 “I ’ m sur e you know t hi s ,  but  be car ef ul  t hat  no one el se l ear ns  about  
t he power  i n your  bl ood.   I ’ m af r ai d i t  woul d bode ver y i l l  f or  you. ” 

* * * * 
 Zor n awakened wi t h a s t ar t .   He t ur ned on t he t el evi s i on wi t h a sense of  
f or ebodi ng.   Hi s  i ns t i nct s  wer e r i ght .   Even wi t hout  wat chi ng t he news  he 
coul d sense t hat  hi s  mons t er  had been s l ai n.   He’ d f el t  i t .   He coul d al so 
sense anot her  power  dr awi ng ever  cl oser  t o hi s  l ocat i on.   I t  mus t  be Synn.   
What  he di dn’ t  under s t and was  why he had such a keen sense of  her .   He had 
known who Lavi ni a was  and t hat  she was  i n Wi cked Ci t y,  j us t  as  he had known 
about  Jean Phi l i ppe.   What  he coul dn’ t  f i gur e was  how he knew she was  comi ng 
now t oo and what  t he hel l  di d she have t o do wi t h Synn? 

* * * * 
 The bui l di ng di dn’ t  l ook l i ke much.   Synn doubl e checked t he addr ess  
Mi chael  had gi ven t hem.   Yep,  t hi s  was  t he pl ace.   He and Lavi ni a s t ood 
out s i de what  l ooked l i ke an abandoned hot el .   I t  had l ong s i nce been 
condemned.   Logan and Jean Phi l i ppe wer e wai t i ng l ess  t han a bl ock away.   They 
woul d at t ack i f  necessar y on Synn’ s  s i gnal .   Judas  was  back at  Si nf ul  Del i ght s  
wi t h hal f  of  t he l ocal  wer ewol f  pack.   They wer e on s t andby j us t  i n case.   
However  i t  went  down,  Zor n was  goi ng t o di e,  of  t hat  t hey wer e cer t ai n.   The 
most  f r i ght eni ng t hi ng about  hi s  hi di ng pl ace was ,  i t  was  onl y a f ew bl ocks  
f r om Jean’ s  cl ub.    
 As  t hey ent er ed t he bui l di ng a dar k f i gur e appear ed at  t he t op of  what  
used t o be a ver y gr and l ooki ng s t ai r case.   Even t hough Synn coul dn’ t  make out  
hi s  f ace,  he r ecogni zed hi s  voi ce.  
 “Be gone! ” Zor n yel l ed.   He t hr us t  hi s  r i ght  hand t owar d Lavi ni a and 
sent  her  f l yi ng t hr ough t he open f r ont  door .    
 Li ght ni ng shot  f r om Synn’ s  f i nger t i ps  i n r esponse.   Hi s  r eact i on was  
i ns t ant  and al mos t  i nvol unt ar y.   Zor n shr i eked and f el l  t o hi s  knees .    
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 “So,  i t  was  you who ki l l ed my mons t er . ” 
 “I  t hought  i t  onl y f ai r  t hat  I  ki l l ed somet hi ng of  your s .   Though I  
doubt  you had any f eel i ngs  f or  t hat  cr eat ur e. ” 
 Zor n l aughed,  a hi gh pi t ched,  bone chi l l i ng sound.    
 “Haven’ t  you l ear ned by now t hat  I  can t ake what ever  I  want  f r om you,  i f  
i t  sui t s  my pur pose?  You wer en’ t  s t r ong enough t o s t op me bef or e and you’ r e 
no di f f er ent  now. ” 
 Lavi ni a was  j us t  about  t o r e- ent er  t he bui l di ng and Synn f ear ed t he 
wor s t .   About  t he t i me t hat  he unl eashed an enor mous  bol t  of  l i ght ni ng,  
anot her  t r emor  shook t he gr ound.   Af t er shocks  had pl agued t he ci t y s i nce t he 
Levi at han f el l ,  but  none t hi s  bad.   Jus t  as  t he l i ght ni ng hi t  Zor n,  t he 
cei l i ng came cr ashi ng down on hi s  head and t he f l oor  gave way beneat h hi m.   
Synn r aced f or war d t o t he spot  wher e t he ot her  wi zar d had s t ood.   I t  l ooked 
l i ke he had f al l en i nt o a pi t  cover ed i n r ubbl e.   Bef or e Synn coul d l ook 
cl oser ,  spar ks  f r om hi s  l i ght ni ng bol t  caused t he r ot t en t i mber s  f r om t he 
cei l i ng t o i gni t e.   He r an f r om t he bui l di ng,  dr i ven back by a wal l  of  f l ame.  
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Chapt er  Twent y One 
 
 I t  had t aken hour s  t o put  out  t he f i r e,  even wi t h t he hel p of  t he 
vol unt eer  f i r emen who had r emai ned i n t he ci t y.   Twent y mi nut es  l at er  Logan 
and Jean Phi l i ppe wer e s t i l l  hel pi ng t o sear ch t he wr eckage t hat  used t o be a 
s t ai r case.  
 “I  don’ t  t hi nk we’ r e goi ng t o f i nd anyt hi ng, ” one of  t he f i r emen sai d t o 
Synn.  
 The wi zar d’ s  f ace was  cover ed i n soot  and ash.   He wi ped t he back of  hi s  
hand acr oss  hi s  br ow,  maki ng anot her  bl ack s t r eak.    
 “We have t o, ” he sai d,  br eat hl ess  f r om sor t i ng t he mess  as  wel l .   “I f  I  
don’ t  have pr oof  t hat  he’ s  dead … we can’ t  be sur e t hat  t he ci t y i s  saf e. ” 
 “He’ s  r i ght , ” Jean Phi l i ppe sai d.   “I t  woul d be bes t  i f  we coul d r ecover  
a body. ” 
 Once t he f i r eman wal ked away Synn t ur ned t o t he vampi r e.   “I  don’ t  l i ke 
t hi s .   I t  was  t oo easy.   I  di dn’ t  even get  a good l ook at  hi s  f ace. ” 
 “Ar e you sayi ng t her e i s  some doubt  as  t o whom you bur i ed i n t hi s  r ubbl e 
and t hen set  on f i r e?” 
 “No.   I  woul d know hi s  voi ce anywher e.   I t ’ s  j us t  t hat  I  …” 
 “Want ed t o l ook i n t he f ace of  your  nemes i s  one l as t  t i me, ” Jean sai d.   
“I  under s t and. ” 
 “I  t hi nk t hi s  mi ght  have been a t r ap, ” Synn sai d.  
 “That  i s  poss i bl e, ” t he vampi r e agr eed.  

* * * * 
 Thr ee days  l at er ,  t he af t er shocks  had s t opped wi t h mi ni mal  damage.   
However ,  t he s t or m r emai ned.   That  al one l et  Synn know t hat  Zor n must  have 
sur vi ved.   But ,  no one el se want ed t o bel i eve t hat .   Ever yone seemed t o be 
cel ebr at i ng Zor n’ s  demi se and t he deat h of  t he Levi at han,  even t he vampi r e 
counci l ,  whi ch had ext ended t hei r  war m congr at ul at i ons  t o Synn on a j ob wel l  
done.    
 I t  was  onl y at  hi s  i ns i s t ence t hat  t he bor der s  t o Wi cked Ci t y had 
r emai ned cl osed unt i l  t he deat h of  t he wi zar d Zor n coul d be conf i r med.   He 
di dn’ t  want  t o r i sk peopl e’ s  l i ves  needl ess l y.   I t  seemed t hat  Synn had become 
somet hi ng of  an over ni ght  sensat i on.   Wor d of  hi s  br aver y,  power ,  and mass i ve 
sex appeal  had spr ead t o ever y t el evi s i on,  r adi o s t at i on,  and many goss i p 
magazi nes .   The expr ess i on “sexy as  s i n” was  an ol d one.   But  when peopl e 
wr ot e i t  down now,  t hey wer e spel l i ng i t  wi t h a “y. ”  
 Al t hough he want ed t o be abl e t o say i t  was  saf e t o open t he ci t y back 
up,  he di d not  want  t o have t o do any i nt er vi ews .   He was  r el uct ant  t o accept  
t hat  peopl e f ound hi m t hat  at t r act i ve.   Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  wor ds  kept  echoi ng i n 
hi s  head,  “Per cept i ons  of  beaut y,  t hey have changed much s i nce The Dar k Ages . ” 
Appar ent l y,  t hat  was  so.   I f  hi s  scar s  wer e ment i oned,  i t  was  t o di scuss  t he 



WICKED CITY                                        TRACEY H. KITTS                                                           127 

 
   
   

myst er y behi nd t hem.   No one cal l ed hi m gr ot esque or  di s f i gur ed.   Li ke Lavi ni a 
and Jean Phi l i ppe,  t hey saw i t  as  s i mpl y a par t  of  who he was .   Even t hough he 
was  r el uct ant  t o be i n t he spot l i ght ,  he f ound t he sensat i on as  l i ber at i ng as  
i t  was  unner vi ng.    

* * * * 
 I t  was  on t he ei ght h day s i nce hi s  al l eged deat h t hat  Zor n r et ur ned.   
Hi s  pr esence was  mar ked by a r et ur n i n t he f er oci t y of  t he s t or m.   Thi s  di d 
not  go unnot i ced by Synn.   When he poi nt ed out  t he s t or m and hi s  suspi ci ons  t o 
Lavi ni a,  he coul d t hi nk of  onl y one sol ut i on.  
 “How f l exi bl e ar e you?” 
 “What ?” Lavi ni a was  obvi ous l y caught  of f  guar d by t he ques t i on.    
 “Mi chael  woul d never  l et  us  i nt o hi s  cl ub agai n.   I ’ m sur e he’ s  f i gur ed 
out  who I  am by now.   But  ever yone el se may not  r ecogni ze me wi t h t he f ace 
pai nt . ” 
 “Huh?” Lavi ni a’ s  expr ess i on sai d cl ear l y t hat  she wasn’ t  f ol l owi ng hi s  
t r ai n of  t hought .    
 Synn r an a hand t hr ough hi s  hai r  i n i r r i t at i on,  t hough hi s  anger  was  not  
di r ect ed t owar d her .   “I ’ l l  bet  t hat  l i t t l e shi t  knows somet hi ng about  t hi s  
damned s t or m.   I  ser i ous l y doubt  Zor n wi l l  be i n t he same pl ace t wi ce. ” 
 She had known al l  al ong t hat  he di dn’ t  bel i eve Zor n was  dead.   But  she 
s t i l l  f ai l ed t o see what  t hat  had t o do wi t h her  f l exi bi l i t y.  
 “What  makes  you t hi nk t hat  Mi chael  wi l l  know wher e he i s  t hi s  t i me?” 
 “Because l as t  t i me Zor n came t o Mi chael  f or  hel p and he l ed us  i nt o a 
t r ap.   He may be pl anni ng somet hi ng s i mi l ar  t hi s  t i me. ” 
 Lavi ni a cr ossed her  ar ms  as  she wal ked t owar d hi m.   “So,  you want  t o 
sneak back i n and t r y and f i gur e out  hi s  pl ans?” She l aughed.   “I  under s t and 
t hat  we need t o do somet hi ng,  but  I  don’ t  t hi nk i t  wi l l  wor k. ” 
 Hi s  smi l e was  sar cas t i c.   “What  di d you have i n mi nd t hen?  Go i n guns  
bl azi ng,  bal l s  t o t he wal l  and f or ce hi m t o t al k. ” 
 She shr ugged.   “Somet hi ng l i ke t hat . ”  
 Synn t ur ned t owar d t he wi ndow,  gazi ng out  at  t he ni ght  and t he s t or m 
cl ouds  t hat  woul dn’ t  go away.   When he di dn’ t  r espond t o her  comment  she 
asked,  “What ’ s  your  pl an and what  has  i t  got  t o do wi t h me bei ng f l exi bl e?” 
 “We’ r e goi ng t o put  on a magi c show. ” 

* * * * 
 The ci t y had r et ur ned t o a s t at e of  semi - nor mal cy.   Some shops  wer e open 
agai n,  but  wer e mos t l y r un by t hei r  wer ewol f  or  vampi r e empl oyees .   The f ew 
humans  who r emai ned wer e s t ar t i ng t o come out  agai n.   Synn’ s  pr esence i n t he 
ci t y made t hem f eel  saf e.   Some peopl e had even of f er ed publ i c apol ogi es  on 
t he r adi o f or  ever  suspect i ng hi m of  f oul  pl ay.   Ever yone was  r eal l y pul l i ng 
t oget her  t o cl ean t he pl ace up.   Ther e wer e no l onger  any s i gns  of  t r af f i c 
acci dent s  or  br oken shop wi ndows f r om a f ew weeks  bef or e.   I t  woul d have t aken 
cr ews  of  humans  t wi ce as  l ong.   But  wi t h vampi r e speed and wer ewol f  s t r engt h,  
Wi cked Ci t y l ooked pr et t y damn good.  
 One r eason Synn was  gl ad t o see t he ci t y i n an al mos t  nor mal  s t at e was  
t hat  cab dr i ver s  wer e wor ki ng agai n.   He was  al l  out  of  t el epor t  pot i ons  and 
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di dn’ t  have t he t i me t o make mor e.  
 “I  coul d j us t  r un and get  my car , ” Lavi ni a sai d f or  t he t hi r d t i me.    
 “Even wi t h your  speed,  t hat ’ s  al l  t he way acr oss  t own.   Bes i des ,  t he 
r ai n woul d wash of f  your  makeup.   Let ’ s  j us t  t ake a cab, ” Synn sai d.  
 They wer e back i n t he dr ess i ng r oom at  Si nf ul  Del i ght s  and r eady t o go 
t o Mi chael ’ s  cl ub.   Onl y … Lavi ni a di dn’ t  want  t o l eave.  
 “You can’ t  ser i ous l y expect  me t o go out  t her e l i ke t hi s . ” 
 Synn t ook a s t ep back and smi l ed.   “I  don’ t  t hi nk you l ook bad at  al l . ” 
 She was  wear i ng a ski n- t i ght  l eot ar d.   Hal f  was  bl ack and t he ot her  hal f  
whi t e.   The col or s  di vi ded r i ght  down t he mi ddl e of  her  body.   Ther e wer e a 
f ew whi t e di amond pat t er ns  on t he t hi gh whi ch was  bl ack and a f ew bl ack 
di amonds  on t he br eas t  whi ch was  whi t e.   Thi s  wasn’ t  so bad.   However ,  her  
shoes  had j i ngl e bel l s  on t hem and so di d t he mat chi ng j es t er  hat  she wor e.   
Her  l ong hai r  had been wor ked i nt o a bun and t ucked under neat h t he hat .   Her  
f ace was  pai nt ed whi t e,  t he shocki ng cr i mson of  her  l i ps  t he onl y col or  she 
wor e.   She was  al so wear i ng a t hi n bl ack mask t hat  went  j us t  acr oss  her  eyes .  
 Synn was  dr essed exact l y as  he had been on t hei r  f i r s t  t r i p t o 
Sangui suga.   And t hough he l ooked dar k,  s i ni s t er  and s t i l l  somewhat  sexy,  
Lavi ni a f el t  l i ke a f ool .   But  he was  r i ght ,  t hey needed t o do t hi s .   Wi t hout  
a t hor ough di sgui se she woul d mos t  cer t ai nl y be r ecogni zed.   Al l  of  t he 
evi dence Synn had poi nt ed out  t o her  made her  al so bel i eve t hat  Zor n was  not  
onl y al i ve,  but  poss i bl y s t i l l  i n Wi cked Ci t y.  
 She s i ghed r es i gnedl y.   “Does  i t  make me l ook f at ?” 
 Synn’ s  l augh was  a t hr oat y,  mascul i ne sound t hat  sent  a l i ne of  war mt h 
down her  spi ne.    
 “Don’ t  be r i di cul ous . ” 
 Thi s  t i me Lavi ni a smi l ed t oo.   “Oh,  dar l i ng I  coul dn’ t  poss i bl y be any 
mor e r i di cul ous  i f  I  t r i ed.   You know,  I  doubt  Jean Phi l i ppe woul d appr ove of  
t hi s  pl an. ”  
 “I s  he near by,  can you sense hi m?” 
 The cl ub had opened f or  bus i ness  agai n t oo.   Even t hough i t  wasn’ t  
compl et el y packed,  t hey woul d have t o s l i p pas t  anyone who mi ght  wonder  wher e 
t hey wer e goi ng.  
 “He’ s  ups t ai r s .   Logan i s  on t he ot her  end of  t he bui l di ng and Judas  i s  
acr oss  t own at  hi s  shop. ” 
 Lavi ni a s i ghed.   “Logan i s  goi ng t o be mad t hat  we l ef t  hi m behi nd.   He 
i s  my pr ot ect or  af t er  al l . ” 
 “So am I , ” Synn r epl i ed sof t l y.   “I ’ l l  t ake t he bl ame i f  he’ s  angr y.   
I ’ m not  doi ng t hi s  t o spi t e hi m,  but  I  r eal l y t hi nk t hat  Logan wi l l  be 
r ecogni zed.   Bes i des ,  he smel l s  l i ke wer ewol f .   Di dn’ t  you not i ce l as t  t i me 
t hat  al l  of  t he per f or mer s  wer e vampi r es?” 
 Act ual l y,  she hadn’ t .   Wasn’ t  she t he f ear ed assass i n known as  The 
Reaper ?  And di dn’ t  he used t o be a cour t  j es t er ?  And he had not i ced t hi s  
i ns t ead of  her ?   
 “No.   I  di dn’ t . ” 
 “Wel l ,  I  di d.   I  t hi nk t hat  i f  we ar oused t hei r  suspi ci on we’ d never  get  
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a chance t o l ook ar ound,  l et  al one f i nd Mi chael  agai n. ” 
 “You’ r e r i ght .   I  j us t  don’ t  want  t o hur t  hi s  f eel i ngs . ” 
 Synn pl aced hi s  hand on her  shoul der .   Hi s  t ouch was  gent l e,  but  hi s  
t one was  f i r m.  
 “Logan i sn’ t  a chi l d.   He’ l l  under s t and. ” 
 They s l i pped pas t  t he bar  wi t h onl y a f ew odd l ooks .   Lavi ni a t r i ed t o 
wal k sof t l y and not  dr aw at t ent i on.   But  t he bel l s  on her  shoes  j i ngl ed and 
ever y cur ve of  her  l i t he body was  r eveal ed by t he t i ght  sui t .   Oh yeah,  peopl e 
l ooked.    
 As  t hey s t epped out s i de Synn opened t he l ar ge r ed umbr el l a he’ d t aken 
f r om t he coat  cl oset  i n t he dr ess i ng r oom.   He hoped no one woul d mi ss  i t  
bef or e t hey coul d get  back.   The r ai n had s l acked s i nce t hey’ d f i r s t  ent er ed 
Si nf ul  Del i ght s .   Wi t h any l uck t hei r  makeup woul dn’ t  get  washed of f  bef or e 
t hey coul d get  downt own.    
 Lavi ni a di dn’ t  even f i ni sh r ai s i ng her  ar m t o hai l  t he cab.   The dr i ver  
was  s t ar i ng so har d t hat  he had al mos t  come t o a s t op anyway.   Synn opened t he 
door  and usher ed her  i ns i de bef or e cl os i ng t he umbr el l a wi t h a f l our i sh and 
get t i ng i n bes i de her .    
 “Um,  wher e t o?” t he dr i ver  asked,  s t ar i ng at  one and t hen t he ot her .    
 The s i t uat i on wasn’ t  wi t hout  humor  and Lavi ni a f ought  back t he mad ur ge 
t o gi ggl e suddenl y.   They must  l ook l i ke a coupl e of  escaped ci r cus  
per f or mer s .   Thi s  was  absur d.  
 “Sangui suga, ” she answer ed.   “I t ’ s  downt own,  do you know t he pl ace?  I  
can’ t  r emember  t he exact  s t r eet . ” 
 “Yeah, ” t he man answer ed hes i t ant l y.   “I  know t he pl ace. ” He l ooked at  
t hem agai n and shr ugged.   “Wel l ,  t hat  expl ai ns  i t .   You f ol ks  per f or mi ng 
t oni ght ?” 
 “Yes , ” Synn answer ed.    
 “Wel l  t hen,  you’ l l  be want i ng t he ser vant ’ s  ent r ance ar ound back.   Am I  
r i ght ?  Goi ng t hr ough t he f r ont  t akes  f or ever . ” 
 They exchanged a l ook.   Nei t her  of  t hem knew t her e was  a ser vant ’ s  
ent r ance.  
 “That ’ s  r i ght , ” Synn sai d.   “Thanks . ” 
 Jus t  as  t he t op of  t he ol d oper a house came i nt o vi ew,  t he dr i ver  t ur ned 
down a s i de s t r eet .   Af t er  a f ew shor t  t ur ns ,  t hey came t o a s t op di r ect l y 
behi nd t he cl ub.   Ther e was  a vamp who met  peopl e at  t he door  her e t oo,  but  he 
l ooked mor e l i ke a bouncer  t han t he wel comi ng commi t t ee.   Synn pai d t he dr i ver  
as  Lavi ni a s l i d out  t he ot her  s i de and smi l ed at  t he t r ee t r unk guar di ng t he 
door .    
 The r ai n had compl et el y s t opped f or  t he moment .   However ,  t he col d wi nd 
t or e t hr ough her  l eot ar d l i ke i ce cover ed f i nger s .   Lavi ni a shi ver ed as  Synn 
wal ked ar ound t he car  t owar d her .   He t ucked t he r ed umbr el l a under neat h hi s  
ar m wi t h a bi t  mor e f l ar e t han was  necessar y and she r eal i zed t hat  he was  
al r eady i n char act er .  
 Thunder  r umbl ed as  t hey appr oached t he vampi r e guar d.   Synn’ s  smi l e was  
bot h char mi ng and s l i ght l y unner vi ng i n i t s  cool ness .   Power  r adi at ed f r om hi m 
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and i t  di dn’ t  t ake a gi f t ed psychi c t o f eel  i t .   Ever  s i nce he had t aken 
Lavi ni a’ s  bl ood and become her  human ser vant ,  he was  unabl e t o hi de hi s  power .   
He had sai d i t  woul d t ake some get t i ng used t o,  but  now woul d have been a good 
t i me t o be abl e t o cover  i t  up.  
 “Who ar e you?” The guar d’ s  voi ce was  l i ke met al  bei ng dr agged over  
r ocks .   When he asked t he ques t i on hi s  eyes  f l ashed r ed.   Obvi ous l y he sensed 
Synn’ s  power  and was  not  eas i l y i nt i mi dat ed.  
 “We’ r e par t  of  t oni ght ’ s  ent er t ai nment .   Why,  di dn’ t  anybody t el l  you?” 
Synn’ s  voi ce was  smoot h as  s i l k and as  wi cked as  hi s  name sounded.  
 The guar d l ooked t hem bot h up and down,  paus i ng on t he j i ngl e bel l s  on 
Lavi ni a’ s  shoes .    
 “What ’ s  your  name?” 
 “Gwynpl ai ne. ”  
 The way he spoke t he name made Lavi ni a wonder  i f  he’ d used i t  bef or e.   
She sensed somet hi ng t hr ough t hei r  connect i on,  but  bef or e she coul d under s t and 
what ,  t he f eel i ng was  gone.  
 “I ’ m a magi ci an. ” 
 “Who’ s  she?” He nodded t owar d Lavi ni a and she smi l ed wi der  t o cover  her  
ner vousness .  
 Synn ges t ur ed t owar d her  as  he sai d,  “Thi s  i s  my l ovel y ass i s t ant . ” 
 To t hei r  sur pr i se t he guar d t hr ew back hi s  head and l aughed.   The sound 
boomed l i ke t he t hunder  above,  but  was  not  qui t e as  pl easant .    
 “Wel l , ” he sai d,  “ever y man needs  one of  t hose. ” 
 He s t epped back and opened t he door .  
 “Fi nd Jack behi nd t he s t age.   He’ l l  l et  you know when you go on.   Unt i l  
t hen,  t he l ounge i s  down t he hal l  on your  l ef t . ” 
 As  t he door  cl osed behi nd t hem Synn l ooked down at  her .   Hi s  eyes  
wi dened s l i ght l y and she smi l ed.   The l ook he gave cl ear l y sai d t hat  get t i ng 
i n had been eas i er  t han he expect ed.   Lavi ni a agr eed.  
 “Shoul d we go t o f i nd t hi s  Jack per son f i r s t ?” She spoke sof t l y,  maki ng 
an ef f or t  t o keep her  voi ce down.    
 “I  suppose so, ” he answer ed,  t aki ng a l ook ar ound.    
 They wer e s t andi ng at  t he back of  a hal l way whi ch s t r et ched i n t hr ee 
di r ect i ons .   To t hei r  r i ght  appear ed t o be many dr ess i ng r ooms and r es t  r ooms,  
j udgi ng f r om t he amount  of  t r af f i c and hal f  dr essed per f or mer s  movi ng about .   
To t hei r  l ef t  voi ces  and l aught er  coul d be hear d,  no doubt  comi ng f r om t he 
l ounge.   That  meant  t he s t age mus t  be s t r ai ght  ahead.    
 Lavi ni a s l i pped her  hand i n hi s  as  Synn s t ar t ed down t he hal l way.   Her  
bel l s  j i ngl ed and she coul dn’ t  hel p but  l augh j us t  a l i t t l e.   Why t he hel l  she 
want ed t o l augh under  t he ci r cumst ances  was  a mys t er y even t o her .   Ther e was  
j us t  somet hi ng so l aughabl e about  t he s i t uat i on.   Never  i n a mi l l i on year s  
woul d she have i magi ned her sel f  dr essed l i ke t hi s  and get t i ng r eady t o be an 
ass i s t ant  i n a magi c show.   Af t er  spendi ng t he l as t  hundr ed year s  as  a col d,  
unf eel i ng assass i n … Yes ,  l aughabl e was  a good way t o descr i be i t .    
 “I f  we check i n wi t h hi m,  t hat ’ l l  gi ve us  a r eason t o be back her e.   
Wi t h any l uck,  we’ l l  have what  we need bef or e we have t o go ons t age.   But  j us t  
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i n case,  you never  di d answer  my ques t i on.   How f l exi bl e ar e you?” 
 He s t opped and t ur ned back t owar d her .   The i ns t ant  t hei r  eyes  met  he 
s t ar t ed l aughi ng.    
 “I  don’ t  mean i t  l i ke t hat ,  per ver t .   Wr ong sor t  of  di sappear i ng act ,  
t hough I  di d have one i n mi nd.   I  was  t hi nki ng t hat  i t  woul d l ook ni ce i f  you 
coul d do some f l i ps  or  some sor t  of  acr obat i cs . ” 
 Lavi ni a smi l ed.   “I  t hi nk I  can manage t hat . ” 
 He wi nked.   “Al r i ght  t hen,  l et ’ s  f i nd Jack. ” 
 Jack was  about  s i x f eet  t al l ,  s l ender ,  dr essed compl et el y i n gr een,  and 
had t he mos t  shocki ngl y r ed hai r  ei t her  of  t hem had ever  seen.  
 “What  do you guys  do?” he asked as  t hey appr oached.   “Wai t ,  l et  me 
guess .   You’ r e cont or t i oni s t s . ” 
 The wi zar d’ s  gr i n gave away hi s  l echer ous  t hought s .   “Um,  no.   I ’ m a 
magi ci an and t hi s  i s  my ass i s t ant . ” 
 To her  sur pr i se,  Lavi ni a s t r uck a pose on cue and Jack smi l ed 
appr ovi ngl y.  
 “Fi ne. ” He l ooked at  hi s  wat ch.   “You go on i n t hi r t y mi nut es .   Pr ops  
ar e behi nd t hi s  ar ea her e,  i f  you di dn’ t  br i ng your  own.   I f  you don’ t  need 
t hem,  mor e power  t o you. ” 
 As  t hey wal ked away Lavi ni a whi sper ed,  “Now what ?” 
 “Do you t hi nk you can f i nd your  way back t o Mi chael ’ s  chamber s  f r om 
her e?  I  want  t o have a l ook ar ound. ” 
 “And i f  he’ s  t her e?” 
 “We’ l l  deal  wi t h t hat  when we have t o. ” 
 She s i ghed.   “Al r i ght ,  f ol l ow me. ”  
 Af t er  onl y t wo wr ong t ur ns ,  Lavi ni a r eached a f ami l i ar  hal l way.   Her  
j i ngl i ng wasn’ t  much l ouder  t han t he mus i c i n t he f ar  back of  t he bui l di ng,  
but  she doubt ed she’ d be abl e t o sneak up on anyone.   She put  her  hand on t he 
door  t o Mi chael ’ s  pr i vat e chamber s  and t ur ned t he knob s l i ght l y.  
 “I t ’ s  l ocked, ” she whi sper ed.  
 Synn moved hi s  hand i n f r ont  of  t he door ,  maki ng t he same odd sor t  of  
wave she’ d seen hi m do t hat  f i r s t  ni ght  out s i de hi s  house.   The l ock cl i cked 
and t he door  moved back j us t  a bi t .   The l i ght s  wer e out  and nei t her  of  t hem 
coul d sense anyone i ns i de.    
 “Let ’ s  make t hi s  f as t , ” t he wi zar d sai d.    
 They moved qui ckl y i ns i de and l ocked t he door  behi nd t hem.    
 “What  ar e we l ooki ng f or ?” 
 “Anyt hi ng t hat  mi ght  have anyt hi ng t o do wi t h Zor n. ” 
 “Wel l ,  babe I  doubt  he’ s  goi ng t o j us t  have i t  l yi ng ar ound, ” she 
dr awl ed.  
 “You sai d hi s  f at her  was  The Chr oni cl er .   Wel l ,  I ’ ve known r ecor d 
keeper s  bef or e.   They have t he ur ge t o wr i t e t hi ngs  down.   That  i s ,  i f  t hey 
enj oy t hei r  j ob.   Af t er  sever al  hundr ed year s  I  t hi nk i t ’ s  saf e t o say t hat  
The Chr oni cl er  enj oys  hi s .   I f  Mi chael  i s  anyt hi ng l i ke hi s  f at her  t her e wi l l  
be somet hi ng her e.   A l edger ,  anyt hi ng.   But  he wi l l  f eel  t he need t o keep 
r ecor d of  any deal s  made. ” 
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 “Fr om what  he descr i bed bef or e,  Zor n had pr oposed a bus i ness  deal .   I  
guess  t hat  makes  sense. ” 
 Lavi ni a moved t owar d a desk at  t he back of  t he r oom.   She s l i d t he t op 
dr awer  open and cr i nged at  what  she saw i ns i de,  f al l i ng t o t he f l oor  al mos t  
i ns t ant l y.  
 “What ’ s  wr ong?” Synn came r ushi ng over .   When he l ooked i nt o t he dr awer  
he t hought  he under s t ood t he pr obl em.   “Ah,  a cr oss .   I ’ l l  cl ose t hi s  f or  
you. ” 
 “No,  not  j us t  any cr oss , ” she sai d br eat hl ess l y.    
 He t ook anot her  l ook.   Though i t  wasn’ t  ver y l ar ge,  di amonds  and r ubi es  
wer e encr us t ed ar ound t he cr oss  whi ch was  mos t  l i kel y sol i d gol d wi t h a l ar ge 
r uby shaped l i ke a hear t  i n t he cent er .    
 “Okay,  a ver y val uabl e cr oss . ” 
 “My f at her  gave me t hat  cr oss . ” 
 “What ?” 
 Lavi ni a t r i ed har d not  t o cr y.   She f ought  back t he t ear s  and r ose t o 
her  f eet ,  her  hand cover i ng her  eyes  f r om t he hol y obj ect .    
 “I ’ d know i t  anywher e.   He had i t  speci al l y made f or  me.   Look at  t he 
back.   Ther e shoul d be an i nscr i pt i on.   ‘ To L. ’ ” 
 Synn t ur ned t he cr oss  over .   Sur e enough,  i t  was  t her e.  
 “What  does  t hi s  mean?” he asked.  
 “That ’ s  t he same cr oss  I  used t o bur n Ri char d t he ni ght  I  was  at t acked.   
I  have no f ucki ng i dea what  i t ’ s  doi ng her e. ” 
 Lavi ni a peeked under neat h her  hand.   She want ed so much t o see her  
f at her ’ s  pr esent  once mor e,  a smal l  r emi nder  of  her  human year s .   She coul d 
l ook at  hol y obj ect s ,  but  onl y f or  a shor t  t i me and she had t o squi nt  as  i f  
l ooki ng at  t he sun.  
 “How coul d a vampi r e have t hi s?” he asked.    
 “We can t ouch hol y obj ect s  wi t h gl oves , ” she sai d.   “And l ook at  t hem i f  
we wear  sungl asses . ” 
 “Hmm.   I  never  knew t hat . ” 
 About  t hat  t i me t he door  s t ar t ed t o open.    
 “Looks  l i ke we’ r e back t o your  pl an, ” Synn sai d.   “Bal l s  t o t he wal l . ” 
 Mi chael  s t epped i ns i de and cl osed t he door  bef or e he saw t hem.   He was  
dr essed l i ke a swashbuckl i ng musket eer  and hi s  scar l et  coat  f anned out  as  he 
t ur ned qui ckl y i n t hei r  di r ect i on.  
 “Lavi ni a what  ar e you doi ng … i n t hat  out f i t ?” 
 Synn suppr essed t he ur ge t o l augh.   Mi chael  was  mor e of f ended at  her  
f ashi on f aux pas  t han her  br eaki ng i nt o hi s  of f i ce.    
 “And you, ” Mi chael  sai d,  qui ckl y t ur ni ng hi s  at t ent i on t o t he wi zar d,  “I  
know who you ar e. ” 
 Synn smi l ed.   “Good,  t hen we can ski p t he i nt r oduct i ons . ” 
 The wi zar d r eached hi s  hand t owar d t he door  and t he l ock cl i cked,  t he 
knob gl owi ng bl ue.   Mi chael  t r i ed t o l eave,  but  i t  was  no use.   He had been 
seal ed i ns i de t he r oom.    
 “What  do you want ?”  
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 “We want  what  we asked f or  t he f i r s t  t i me, ” Synn r epl i ed evenl y.   “Tel l  
us  what  you know about  Zor n. ” He was  s t i l l  hol di ng t he cr oss  i n hi s  l ef t  hand 
and he l i f t ed i t  enough t hat  t he vampi r e coul d see what  he car r i ed.   Mi chael  
put  a hand acr oss  hi s  eyes .   “And t el l  us  why you have t hi s  cr oss . ” 
 “Zor n gave i t  t o me. ” Mi chael  cr i nged as  t he wi zar d dr ew cl oser  wi t h t he 
hol y obj ect .   “Even i f  I  don’ t  l i ke cr osses ,  t hat  t hi ng’ s  wor t h a f or t une. ” 
 “So,  i t  was  payment ?”  
 Synn s t opped hal f way,  gi vi ng Mi chael  t i me t o answer .  
 “Yes . ” 
 “Payment  f or  what ?” Lavi ni a shot  f r om acr oss  t he r oom.  
 When he di dn’ t  answer  Lavi ni a was  i ns t ant l y on hi m.   She punched Mi chael  
i n t he f ace,  s l ammi ng hi s  body i nt o t he f l oor  wi t h t he f or ce of  her s .   He l et  
her .   He had l ooked di r ect l y at  t he cr oss  and was  al mos t  par al yzed by i t s  
power .   Lavi ni a coul d f eel  i t  behi nd her ,  but  as  l ong as  she di dn’ t  l ook 
di r ect l y and i t  di dn’ t  t ouch her  f l esh,  she’ d be al r i ght .    
 Synn t ucked t he cr oss  i nt o hi s  pocket  and t hough Mi chael  br eat hed a s i gh 
of  r el i ef ,  he was  s t i l l  pi nned t o t he gr ound by Lavi ni a.  
 He put  hi s  hand on her  t hi ghs  as  i f  t o t hr ow her  of f .  
 “I  woul dn’ t , ” she sai d.   “You may be s t r onger  t han me,  but  i f  you t r y t o 
l i f t  me I ’ l l  br eak ever y one of  your  r i bs  and r i p out  your  t hr oat  bef or e you 
can get  up. ” She squeezed her  t hi ghs  t i ght er  agai ns t  hi s  r i b t o emphas i ze her  
poi nt .   Her  r i ght  hand was  al r eady pos i t i oned j us t  above hi s  j ugul ar .   “I t  
woul d be such a shame t hough,  t o was t e al l  t hat  per f ect l y good bl ood. ” 
 Mi chael  s t ar ed at  her  f or  a mi nut e.   But  hi s  bl ue eyes  di d not  hol d 
anger .   He l ooked t i r ed.    
 “I ’ m s i ck of  bei ng i n t he mi ddl e of  t hi s  bul l shi t , ” he sai d.   “Yes ,  Zor n 
gave me t he cr oss  as  payment .   I  don’ t  know wher e he got  i t . ” 
 “I t  was  gi ven t o me by my f at her , ” Lavi ni a sai d sof t l y,  not  sur e why she 
was  t el l i ng hi m.   “I  l os t  i t  a l ong t i me ago. ” 
 Hi s  eyes  wi dened i n sur pr i se.  
 “I  can under s t and your  i nt er es t ,  but  I  have no i dea wher e i t  came f r om. ” 
 She shook her  head as  i f  cl ear i ng i t .   “Never  mi nd t hat .   What  was  he 
payi ng you f or ?” 
 He shi f t ed s l i ght l y beneat h her ,  l i ke t he ques t i on made hi m 
uncomf or t abl e.   Bl ood t r i ckl ed f r om t he cor ner  of  hi s  mout h wher e she’ d hi t  
hi m.   Lavi ni a l i cked her  l i ps  as  she wat ched.  
 “For  keepi ng my mout h shut  and f or  l eadi ng you i nt o hi s  t r ap. ” 
 “So,  i t  was  a t r ap, ” Synn sai d,  but  he spoke t o hi msel f .  
 “Wher e i s  he now?” Lavi ni a pr ompt ed.  
 “I  don’ t  know. ” She t i ght ened her  t hi ghs  on hi s  r i bs .   “Hones t l y.   He 
di dn’ t  gi ve me a l ocat i on t hi s  t i me,  even f or  a t r ap. ” 
 “When di d you see hi m?” Ther e was  a s l i ght  gr owl  t o hi s  voi ce and i f  
Lavi ni a hadn’ t  known bet t er ,  she woul d have t hought  Synn was  channel i ng 
Logan’ s  beas t .    
 “Toni ght . ” He wi nced as  Lavi ni a t i ght ened her  gr i p agai n,  i nvol unt ar i l y 
t hi s  t i me.   “Not  an hour  ago. ” 
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 “What  di d he say?” she asked.   “I  know he di dn’ t  gi ve you a l ocat i on,  
but  he mus t  have sai d somet hi ng. ” 
 Mi chael  swal l owed har d.    
 “I  bet r ay my f at her ’ s  conf i dence i f  I  t el l  you, ” he sai d.    
 “Your  f at her ?  What  has  he got  t o do wi t h t hi s?” 
 “Not  hi m, ” he sai d,  shaki ng hi s  head.   “He woul d never  deal  wi t h someone 
l i ke Zor n.   I t ’ s  about  one of  t he pr opheci es  he keeps . ” He paused f or  al mos t  a 
f ul l  mi nut e bef or e cont i nui ng.   “Zor n sai d t hat  Pes t i l ence was  on i t s  way. ” 
 “What  t he hel l  does  t hat  mean?” Synn asked.    
 “Tel l  us , ” Lavi ni a ur ged.   “You’ r e not  bet r ayi ng your  f at her ’ s  
conf i dence i f  you hel p us  t o car r y out  t he or der s  t hat  he hel ped t o gi ve.   He 
want s  Synn t o ki l l  Zor n. ” 
 “But  Zor n was  t hei r  spy, ” Mi chael  gasped.   “Why was  I  not  t ol d of  t hi s?” 
 “You’ l l  have t o t ake t hat  up wi t h hi m,  but  t he or der s  came s t r ai ght  f r om 
Al ucar d. ” 
 Mi chael  seemed l os t  i n t hought  as  i f  t r yi ng t o r ecal l  t he pr ophecy i n 
i t s  ent i r et y.    
 “I  r ead i t  l ong ago, ” he sai d sof t l y.   “I  don’ t  know i f  my f at her  has  
cons i der ed i t s  poss i bl e l i nk her e,  but  I  cer t ai nl y have. ” 
 “Tel l  us , ” she r epeat ed.  
 “When t he gr eat  beas t  ci r cl es  t he ci t y and man has  l os t  cont r ol ,  t he 
dead shal l  r i se and Pes t i l ence shal l  bef al l  t hem.   Dar kness  and Li ght  shal l  
become one f or  nei t her  can exi s t  wi t hout  t he ot her . ” 
  Af t er  he spoke an unear t hl y chi l l  hung i n t he ai r .   None of  t hem knew 
exact l y what  t o say,  but  t hey al l  agr eed t hat  t he pr ophecy was  about  Wi cked 
Ci t y.  
 “I  don’ t  know anyt hi ng el se, ” Mi chael  whi sper ed.   “I  swear . ” 
 Lavi ni a r ol l ed t o one s i de and ext ended a hand t owar d hi m as  she r ose.   
Sur pr i s i ngl y,  he accept ed her  of f er  and l et  her  hel p hi m t o hi s  f eet .    
 “I  t hi nk you shoul d r emi nd your  f at her  of  t hat  pr ophecy,  i f  he hasn’ t  
al r eady t hought  of  i t , ” Lavi ni a sai d sof t l y.  
 Synn opened t he door  and wi t hout  pr ot es t  f r om Mi chael  t hey s t ar t ed back 
down t he hal l way.   Nei t her  of  t hem spoke,  unsur e what  t o make of  hi s  wor ds .   
Out  of  nowher e Jack came r unni ng t owar d t hem.    
 “Wher e have you t wo been?” he sai d,  t aki ng each by t he wr i s t .   “You’ r e 
on! ” 
 They near l y s t umbl ed t r yi ng t o keep up wi t h hi m as  Jack pul l ed t hem 
behi nd t he s t age.    
 “Ten seconds  bef or e cur t ai n, ” he sai d and t ur ned t he ot her  way.  
 “Shi t .   What  ar e we goi ng t o do?” Lavi ni a sai d,  l ooki ng up at  Synn.  
 “A di sappear i ng act .   Fol l ow my l ead. ” 
 The cur t ai n went  up and t he i nt er i or  of  t he cl ub came i nt o vi ew.   The 
musi c di dn’ t  s t op,  but  i t  l ower ed cons i der abl y so t hat  t hose who want ed t o 
hear  t he show coul d.   Synn r an ont o t he s t age wi t h a ser i es  of  f l i ps  and 
t umbl es  t hat  i mpr essed t he hel l  out  of  Lavi ni a and t he audi ence.   Af t er  one 
l as t  hi gh f l i p,  he l anded l i ke a cat  on hi s  f eet  and t ook a deep bow.    
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 “Ladi es  and gent l emen,  my l ovel y ass i s t ant . ”  
 He ges t ur ed t owar d her  wi t h a f l our i sh and Lavi ni a di d t he onl y t hi ng 
she coul d t hi nk of .   She t ur ned ar ound qui ckl y,  her  bel l s  al l  j i ngl i ng.   Next ,  
she execut ed t hr ee per f ect  backhand spr i ngs  bef or e comi ng t o a s t op bes i de 
Synn.   She t ook a bow l i ke he had done,  smi l i ng,  pl eased wi t h her sel f  f or  not  
f al l i ng.   She hadn’ t  done t hat  i n at  l eas t  a hundr ed year s .  
 Synn’ s  smi l e sai d j us t  how i mpr essed he was  wi t h her  abi l i t i es .  
 “Toni ght ,  we ar e goi ng t o per f or m a t r i ck so spect acul ar ,  t hat  i t  wi l l  
be our  ent i r e show. ” He r emoved somet hi ng f r om t he pocket  on hi s  l eat her  
pant s ,  but  Lavi ni a coul dn’ t  see what .   “We ar e goi ng t o t r ul y di sappear . ” He 
t ur ned t o Lavi ni a and gave her  a chas t e ki ss .   “My dear ,  i t  has  been ni ce 
knowi ng you. ” 
 Wi t h t hat  he t hr ew what ever  i t  was  i n hi s  hand agai ns t  t he f l oor  of  t he 
s t age.   Smoke r ose bef or e t hei r  eyes  and gasps  coul d be hear d f r om t he 
audi ence al ong wi t h shout s  of ,  “They’ r e gone! ” 
 “Have we r eal l y di sappear ed?” Lavi ni a asked.  
 “No. ” He t ook her  by t he hand and r an behi nd t he s t age,  headi ng f or  t he 
exi t .   “I t ’ s  onl y an i l l us i on.   Hur r y bef or e i t  wear s  of f . ” 
 They s l i pped out  t he back door  and r i ght  pas t  t he over s i zed bouncer .   
They wer e r unni ng f ul l  out  down t he s i de of  t he s t r eet .  
 “Wasn’ t  i t  j us t  smoke?  Sur el y t hey coul d see us  t hr ough i t ?” Lavi ni a 
asked.  
 “No. ” Synn came t o a s t op f i nal l y,  hi di ng behi nd a bui l di ng.   “The smoke 
was  magi c,  not  t he act ual  t r i ck.   They can’ t  see or  hear  us  unt i l  t he smoke 
cl ear s .   That ’ s  why we had t o hur r y. ” He f i ni shed cat chi ng hi s  br eat h whi l e 
Lavi ni a t hought  over  what  he’ d j us t  sai d.    
 “I ’ ve been meani ng t o ask,  how do you l ock and unl ock door s  so eas i l y?  
I s  i t  a spel l ?” 
 “I ’ m par t i al l y t el eki net i c. ” 
 “Par t i al l y?” 
 “I  can move obj ect s  wi t h my mi nd,  but  onl y i f  t hey ar e met al .   I t  
r equi r es  a l ot  of  ener gy and f ocus ,  so I  don’ t  do i t  of t en.   But  i t  comes  i n 
handy when I  f or get  my keys . ” 
 He put  hi s  hand agai ns t  t he smal l  of  her  back and t hey s t ar t ed wal ki ng 
down t he s i dewal k,  wel l  out  of  s i ght  f r om t he cl ub t hey had j us t  l ef t .  
 “What  about  el ect r oni c l ocks ,  l i ke t he one on Jean’ s  of f i ce?” 
 “I ’ m shi t  out  of  l uck t her e.   I  can onl y mani pul at e t he ol d f ashi oned 
ki nd.   By t he way,  ni ce f l i ps .   I  had no i dea you coul d do t hat . ” 
 “You t oo, ” she sai d,  smi l i ng.   Then her  t hought s  r et ur ned t o t he 
pr ophecy and t he smi l e vani shed.   “We shoul d go t al k t o Jean Phi l i ppe. ” 
 They hai l ed anot her  cab,  but  t hi s  t i me Lavi ni a i gnor ed t he s t r ange l ooks  
t he dr i ver  gave t hem.   Her  t hought s  wer e i n a dar k pl ace.   Pes t i l ence coul dn’ t  
be anyt hi ng good and Zor n had sai d i t  was  comi ng.   And what  was  he doi ng wi t h 
her  ol d cr oss? 
 Synn saw t he wor r i ed l i nes  f or mi ng on her  f or ehead and t r i ed t o l i ght en 
t he mood.  
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 “So,  how di d you l ear n t o t umbl e l i ke t hat ?” 
 She smi l ed,  obvi ous l y gr at ef ul  f or  t he di s t r act i on.    
 “You r emember  me sayi ng how I  l oved t o wat ch gyps i es  per f or m?  Wel l ,  I  
want ed t o l ear n some of  t hei r  t r i cks .   I  saw a beaut i f ul  gypsy once who coul d 
do amazi ng acr obat i cs . ” She l aughed.   “Took me f i f t y f or ever s  t o l ear n t hat . ” 
 “You di d i t  wel l . ” 
 They ar r i ved at  Si nf ul  Del i ght s  and s t ood j us t  out s i de t he door .   
Lavi ni a was  about  t o knock,  but  t hen l ower ed her  hand.  
 “Do you know what  Pes t i l ence i s?” she asked.  
 “I ’ ve got  a t heor y. ” 
 He expl ai ned what  had happened once t hey got  ups t ai r s .   Jean Phi l i ppe 
and Logan l i s t ened s i l ent l y.   At  l as t ,  he answer ed Lavi ni a’ s  ques t i on and gave 
t hem al l  hi s  t heor y.    
 “I f  he i s  r ef er r i ng t o pes t i l ence as  manki nd under s t ands  i t  t hat  woul d 
be l i ke a pl ague or  somet hi ng.   But  i f  he i s  r ef er r i ng t o Pes t i l ence wi t h a 
capi t al  P,  t hen i t  coul d be much wor se. ” 
 “Wor se t han a pl ague?” Jean Phi l i ppe asked.  
 Synn paced t he r oom as  he spoke.   “Pes t i l ence i s  supposed t o be t he l as t  
sur vi vi ng ances t or  of  t he Hor r or s  of  t he Anci ent  Wor l d. ” 
 “What  sor t  of  hor r or s?” Logan asked.  
 “Anci ent  beas t s ,  demons  manki nd has  not  seen t he l i ke of  f or  mi l l enni a. ” 
 “Fuck me. ” 
 No one el se spoke up,  but  t hey al l  agr eed wi t h Logan.   Li ght ni ng spl i t  
t he sky l i ke t he cr ack of  a gr eat  whi p and t hey al l  moved t o l ook out  t he 
wi ndow.    
 “The f l ash came f r om t her e, ” Synn sai d,  poi nt i ng t o a spot  on t he eas t  
s i de of  t he ci t y.  
 “I  know t hat  pl ace.   That ’ s  over  ar ound t he Cat hedr al . ” 
 “Oh,  no. ” Ther e was  cons i der abl e gr i ef  i n t he wi zar d’ s  voi ce,  but  hi s  
under s t andi ng came t oo l at e.   “He’ s  af t er  t he gr aveyar ds . ” 
 “My God,  what  f or ?” Logan asked.  
 “He’ s  r ai s i ng an ar my of  t he dead. ” 
 They al l  wat ched i n mut e hor r or  as  a shape began t o f or m i n t he 
di s t ance.   A gr eat  hul ki ng beas t  made of  dar k l i ght  and spi r i t s .   I t  l umber ed 
t hr ough t he s t r eet s  s l owl y,  l ar ge enough t o be seen even f r om such a di s t ance.  
 “Pes t i l ence, ” Synn whi sper ed.   “I t  wi l l  wal k over  ever y gr aveyar d i n t he 
ci t y,  i nf ect i ng t he dead wi t h i t s  madness . ”  
 “We’ ve got  t o do somet hi ng! ” Jean Phi l i ppe yel l ed.   “We can’ t  j us t  s t and 
her e!   How can i t  be ki l l ed?” 
 Synn l ooked def eat ed,  but  onl y f or  a second.   “I t  can’ t  be.   But  t he one 
who summoned i t  can.   I f  Zor n di es ,  t he mons t er  wi l l  be bani shed t o i t s  own 
r eal m. ” 
 Lavi ni a was  conf used.   “But  you sai d t hat  i f  Zor n was  ki l l ed,  t he 
Levi at han woul d have been f r ee. ” 
 “Di f f er ent  beas t  summoned f r om a di f f er ent  r eal m.   The Levi at han was  
act ual l y a l i vi ng t hi ng. ” 
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 “And t hi s  i sn’ t ?” Logan asked.  
 “And t hi s  i sn’ t . ” 
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Chapt er  Twent y Two 
 
 “At  l eas t  l et  me change shoes  and get  some weapons , ” Lavi ni a sai d.   “I  
can’ t  f i ght  an ar my of  t he dead i n t hese. ” She i ndi cat ed her  j i ngl e bel l  shoes  
and Jean Phi l i ppe smi l ed wr yl y.    
 “You know wher e I  keep my weapons  s t or ed,  and t her e’ s  a pai r  of  your  
boot s  i n my cl oset .   Hur r y. ” 
 Synn woul d hel p t hem,  but  hi s  mai n concer n was  f i ndi ng Zor n.   Jean 
Phi l i ppe had r emember ed t he way Lavi ni a l ocat ed Synn t he f i r s t  t i me and 
of f er ed hi m t he char m.    
 “I  t hought  i t  was  usel ess  now t hat  she used i t  t o f i nd you.   But  I  
f or got ,  one use f or  each wi zar d.   We coul d onl y f i nd you once.   Now we can use 
i t  t o l ocat e Zor n,  but  i t  wi l l  onl y wor k t hi s  t i me. ” 
 Synn t ook t he or di nar y l ooki ng key f r om Jean’ s  hand and s l i pped t he 
chai n i t  hung f r om ar ound hi s  neck.   “Once i s  al l  I ’ l l  need. ” 
 Lavi ni a r emoved t he j es t er  hat  and shoes  qui ckl y.   Even t hough she s t i l l  
wor e t he l eot ar d,  she now had on knee hi gh combat  boot s  and was  busy s t r appi ng 
on weapons  when Judas  ent er ed t he r oom.  
 “Jean j us t  t ol d me what  happened. ” 
 That  was  al l  he sai d.   Hi s  l ong r ed hai r  f l ar ed about  hi m l i ke a cape as  
he knel t  down and s t ar t ed pul l i ng guns  f r om t he bot t om dr awer  of  one of  t he 
cabi net s .   Jean Phi l i ppe’ s  weapons  s t ash was  i mpr ess i ve by anyone’ s  s t andar ds .   
I t  was  an ent i r e wal k- i n cl oset ,  f i l l ed t o capaci t y wi t h ever y weapon you 
coul d i magi ne and l ot s  of  ammuni t i on.    
 Lavi ni a s t r apped on t he cus t om made ves t  whi ch hel d t wel ve kni ves ,  al l  
s i l ver  and shar pened t o per f ect i on.   The ves t  cur ved ar ound under neat h her  
br eas t s  and t he bl ades  r an al l  t he way t o her  s i des  ar ound t he f r ont .   She 
zi pped i t  qui ckl y bef or e s t r appi ng a samur ai  s t yl e swor d t o her  back.   Af t er  
s t r appi ng a smal l  pl asma gun t o each t hi gh,  she was  good t o go.    
 Judas  pr ef er r ed t o go ol d school  when i t  came t o guns .   He went  s t r ai ght  
f or  t he ant i que dr awer .   He was  t aki ng an AK- 47 and a f l ame t hr ower ,  whi ch 
Logan was  hel pi ng hi m s t r ap t o hi s  back.    
 Logan was  pl anni ng t o t r ansf or m bef or e t hey went  out s i de.  
 “What  about  you?” Lavi ni a asked,  t ur ni ng t o wher e Jean Phi l i ppe s t ood i n 
t he door way.    
 The vampi r e r emoved hi s  s i l k shi r t  and t ossed i t  as i de.   The s l eek 
muscl es  of  hi s  upper  body r i ppl ed wi t h t he movement  and Lavi ni a’ s  br eat h 
caught .   She di dn’ t  r egr et  her  deci s i on t o be wi t h Synn excl us i vel y.   However ,  
she coul d not  hel p admi r i ng t he mas t er ’ s  beaut i f ul  body when i t  was  r i ght  i n 
f r ont  of  her  eyes .    
 He ki cked of f  hi s  shoes  as  he answer ed,  “I ’ ve got  ever yt hi ng I  need. ” 
 She nodded.   He i nt ended t o t ake hi s  t r ue f or m t hen.   I t  had been a l ong 
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t i me s i nce she’ d wi t nessed hi s  t r ansf or mat i on.  
* * * * 

 Fr om hi s  vi ew on t he r oof ,  Synn coul d see Pes t i l ence cl ear l y.   He coul d 
al so see t he hundr eds  of  zombi es ,  shambl i ng al ong i n f r ont  of  i t ,  not  f ar  f r om 
t hei r  l ocat i on now at  al l .   The s t or m was  get t i ng wor se.   The cl ouds  had t aken 
on a s i ni s t er  sor t  of  bl ue/ bl ack dar kness  and t he moon was  t he col or  of  f r esh 
bl ood.  
 He hel d t he key hi gh i nt o t he ai r .  
 “Show me wher e Zor n i s  hi di ng. ” 
 A bol t  of  l i ght ni ng hi t  t he key wi t h such f or ce t hat  he t r embl ed.   But  
l i ke Lavi ni a,  he was  not  har med i n any way.   A beam of  l i ght  shot  s t r ai ght  
t hr ough t he ai r ,  poi nt i ng t he way.  

* * * * 
 “We’ r e goi ng t o have t o go r i ght  t hr ough t hem, ” Synn sai d as  he j oi ned 
t he ot her s  downst ai r s .   “I n a f ew mi nut es  Pes t i l ence and al l  t hose zombi es  
wi l l  be bl ocki ng t he mai n exi t  l eadi ng downt own.   We’ l l  have t o f i ght  our  way 
t hr ough t o get  t o Zor n. ” He pul l ed what  l ooked l i ke t he hi l t  of  a br oad swor d 
out  of  t he back of  hi s  pant s .   “Bes i des ,  i f  we don’ t  ki l l  t hem,  t he zombi es  
wi l l  i nf ect  ever y l i vi ng t hi ng l ef t  i n t he ci t y. ” 
 “I ’ m r eady when you ar e, ” Logan sai d.   Hi s  voi ce was  now t he deep r umbl e 
of  t he wol f .   He had t r ansf or med whi l e t hey wai t ed f or  Synn and hi s  amber  eyes  
gl owed i n t he semi - dar kness  of  t he r oom.  
 “You’ r e goi ng t o f i ght  t hem wi t h a hi l t ?” Lavi ni a asked.  
 “Thi s  i s  a spi r i t  swor d, ” he expl ai ned.   “I  f ound i t  i n Mi chael ’ s  
of f i ce. ” 
 “I  haven’ t  seen one of  t hose i n cent ur i es , ” Jean Phi l i ppe sai d.    
 The spi r i t  of  a f al l en enemy was  sai d t o occupy such a swor d.   However ,  
f or  t he magi c t o wor k,  t hei r  spi r i t  had t o be wi l l i ngl y gi ven.  
 “Whoever  l i ves  wi t hi n t hi s  weapon,  we’ l l  f i ght  t oget her  t oni ght , ” t he 
wi zar d sai d.    
 They al l  s t epped out  i nt o t he s t r eet .   Rai n began t o f al l  sof t l y and as  
Lavi ni a t ur ned t owar d Jean Phi l i ppe he began t o t r ansf or m.   I n an i ns t ant  hi s  
ski n became so pal e t hat  he seemed t o gl ow f r om wi t hi n.   Hi s  eyes  became t hat  
magi cal  sol i d gr een,  whi ch seemed t o swi r l  wi t h unt ol d dept hs .   He opened hi s  
mout h and hi s  f angs  ext ended t o t wi ce t hei r  nor mal  l engt h.   Cl aws  gr ew f r om 
hi s  f i nger t i ps  as  wel l  as  f r om hi s  f eet .   He l eaned f or war d,  t hen back.   As  he 
s t r et ched hi s  ar ms  wi de,  magni f i cent  bat  wi ngs  ext ended f r om hi s  back.   Hi s  
t r ansf or mat i on was  compl et e.  
 He gl owed,  l i ke a per f ect  mar bl e s t at ue.   Hi s  bl ack hai r  s t ood out  i n 
shar p cont r as t  and so di d hi s  pant s .   The r ai n pour ed over  hi s  shoul der s  and 
down t he cur ves  of  hi s  r i gged abs .   Par t s  of  hi m l ooked l i ke somet hi ng out  of  
a wet  dr eam and t he ot her  par t s ,  somet hi ng out  of  a ni ght mar e.    
 Dar k hai r  cl ung t o hi s  f ace and neck.   He s t r et ched hi s  ar ms  and wi ngs  
wi de as  he asked Lavi ni a,  “I s  i t  al l  t hat  you r emember ed?” 
 “Even bet t er . ” She smi l ed appr eci at i vel y.  
 “Her e t hey come, ” Logan gr owl ed.  
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 The zombi es  wer e comi ng up t he s t r eet ,  a gr oani ng,  shambl i ng ni ght mar e.   
They moved l i ke some t ype of  hel l i sh par ade,  comi ng cl oser  and cl oser  t o wher e 
ever yone s t ood,  wai t i ng.   And i n t he di s t ance behi nd t hem,  Pes t i l ence.   The 
mons t er  never  seemed t o f ul l y t ake shape.   I t s  shadowy head r esembl ed t hat  of  
a goat .   And t hough i t  cl ear l y had f our  l egs ,  t hey somet i mes  had hooves  and 
ot her  t i mes  l ooked l i ke hands .   Faces  coul d be seen pass i ng over  t he sur f ace 
of  i t s  s t r angel y l i qui d- l i ke ski n,  f l ashes  of  peopl e scr eami ng,  swi mmi ng 
t hr ough t he dar kness  t hat  was  Pes t i l ence.  
 Shout s  and howl s  coul d be hear d i n t he di s t ance as  ot her  vampi r es  and 
wer ewol ves  j oi ned t he f i ght .    
 “Fuck t hi s , ” Logan r umbl ed.   “I ’ m not  wai t i ng ar ound. ” 
 He char ged t he zombi e hor de wi t h a bl ood cur dl i ng howl ,  l eapi ng i nt o t he 
mi ds t  of  t hei r  number s  as  he began t o r i p t hem l i mb f r om l i mb.  
 A l ong swor d whi ch l ooked t o be made compl et el y f r om l i ght  ext ended f r om 
t he hi l t  t hat  Synn car r i ed.   Wi t h a f i er ce bat t l e cr y he f ol l owed t he 
wer ewol f .    
 Lavi ni a l ooked up i nt o t he r ai n.   St r eaks  r an t hr ough her  whi t e f ace 
pai nt  and t he wi nd whi pped her  hai r  l i ke a l ong dar k cl oud about  her  
shoul der s .   She l ooked ever y bi t  l i ke her  gr i m moni ker .   The s t r angeness  of  
t he l eot ar d and mask,  whi ch cover ed onl y her  eyes ,  added somehow t o t he i mage.   
The Reaper  s t ood wai t i ng.   Let  t he ot her s  char ge,  she woul d save her  ener gy 
f or  t he ki l l .  
 As  t he f i r s t  wave of  zombi es  r eached t hem,  she dr ew her  swor d.   Li ke t he 
samur ai  who had once wi el ded t he bl ade,  she bel i eved i n onl y dr awi ng t he 
weapon t o ki l l .   Each s t r i ke was  a ki l l i ng s t r i ke.   No was t ed mot i on.   She 
s l i ced t hr ough t he enemy l i ke but t er .   Judas  f ol l owed cl osel y,  bur ni ng t hei r  
r emai ns  t o ash so t hey coul d not  r i se agai n.  
 Jean Phi l i ppe swooped down on t he hor de,  l i f t i ng t hem i nt o t he ai r  wi t h 
hi s  cl aws  and r i ppi ng t hem apar t .   He l ef t  t hei r  r emai ns  t o f al l  t o t he gr ound 
wher e Judas  coul d bur n t hem.  
 Those who f el l  by t he spi r i t  swor d Synn car r i ed di d not  get  back up.   
They wer e t ur ned i ns t ant l y t o ash,  even i f  he onl y ni cked t hem i n t he f i r s t  
pl ace.  
 An hour  l at er  t hey had f ought  hal f way down t he s t r eet  bef or e t hey 
r eal i zed t hat  Pes t i l ence had di sappear ed.    
 “How does  a mons t er  t hat  s i ze vani sh?” Judas  asked as  he bur ned a zombi e 
who was  s t i l l  movi ng.  
 “I t  doesn’ t  make sense, ” Lavi ni a answer ed.    
 Synn and t he ot her s  wer e f ur t her  down t he s t r eet ,  pi cki ng of f  
s t r aggl er s .  
 She hear d a scr appi ng noi se i n t he al l ey t o her  r i ght  and t ur ned t owar d 
a mos t  f r i ght eni ng and hear t br eaki ng scene.   The doct or ,  who had hel ped t o 
save t he s t r anded mot her  and her  t hr ee chi l dr en,  was  comi ng t owar d her .   Onl y 
… he wasn’ t  human anymor e.  
 Lavi ni a f el t  her  t ear s  bl endi ng wi t h t he col d r ai n as  she dr ew cl oser  t o 
t he zombi e.   Hi s  pal e eyes  seemed t o pl ead wi t h her  t o end hi s  suf f er i ng.   He 
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di d not  t r y t o at t ack.  
 “I ’ m sor r y, ” she whi sper ed.   “May you f i nd peace i n deat h. ” 
 She spl i t  hi s  head down t he mi ddl e,  f or  des t r oyi ng t he br ai n was  t he 
onl y way t o ki l l  a zombi e.   The doct or  f el l  t o t he pavement  and Lavi ni a 
pr opped agai ns t  t he wal l ,  cr yi ng.   She had ki l l ed count l ess  enemi es  bef or e,  
but  she’ d never  had t o put  down an al l y.   Though she hadn’ t  known hi m wel l ,  
t he poor  doct or  had not  deser ved hi s  f at e.   She wi ped t he gor e f r om her  bl ade 
agai ns t  hi s  shi r t  and had j us t  pl aced t he weapon back i n i t s  sheat h when 
someone t apped on her  shoul der .    
 Li ght  f l ashed bef or e her  eyes .   She was  unconsci ous  f r om t he i mpact  of  
t he spel l  bef or e she had t i me t o r eact .  

* * * * 
 “Wher e i s  Lavi ni a?” Logan gr owl ed.  
 He and Synn had bot h sensed somet hi ng.   The wi zar d’ s  swor d ceased t o 
gl ow and he r et ur ned t he hi l t  t o t he wai s t  of  hi s  pant s .  
 “Zor n has  her . ” 
 Synn was  cer t ai n of  t hat ,  j us t  as  he was  cer t ai n t hat  Pes t i l ence was  on 
i t s  way t o t he next  gr aveyar d.   I f  t hey coul d des t r oy Zor n bef or e Pes t i l ence 
r eached i t s  des t i nat i on,  not  onl y woul d t he mons t er  be s t opped,  but  no mor e 
zombi es  woul d r i se.    
 Wi t hout  f ur t her  t hought  he and Logan headed downt own,  seeki ng out  t he 
pl ace wher e t he l i ght  had poi nt ed.   They had t o f i nd Zor n,  soon.  

* * * * 
 The i ns t ant  hi s  handsome f ace came i nt o vi ew Lavi ni a under s t ood t he 
pr esence she had f el t  weeks  ear l i er .   Her  s t omach t i ed i n knot s  and she 
suddenl y f el t  i l l .  
 “I t ’ s  you, ” she hi ssed,  r age evi dent  i n her  voi ce.  
 Zor n made a cl i cki ng noi se wi t h hi s  t ongue,  scol di ng her .   “Come now,  I  
t hought  you’ d be gl ad t o see me af t er  al l  t hese year s . ” 
 “Mot her f ucker !   You ki l l ed me! ” 
 He r an a hand t hr ough hi s  t hi ck br own hai r ,  r eveal i ng t he cr oss - shaped 
scar  i n t he mi ddl e of  hi s  f or ehead.  
 “And you scar r ed me f or  l i f e.   Bi t ch.   We’ r e even,  so shut  up. ” 
 “Even, ” she snar l ed.   “Ther e i s  no even. ” 
 Lavi ni a t r i ed t o move,  but  f ound t hat  she was  chai ned t o t he wal l .   
Nor mal l y she coul d j us t  br eak t he chai ns ,  but  t hese wer e di f f er ent .   She 
s t r uggl ed agai ns t  t hem f or  a moment  bef or e f i nal l y deci di ng t hey wer e 
enchant ed.   No mat t er  how s t r ong she was ,  she coul dn’ t  br eak t hese chai ns .    
 “You t ol d me your  name was  Ri char d. ”  
 “I t  was , ” he answer ed,  “a l ong t i me ago. ” He s i ghed and t ook a s t ep 
cl oser  t owar d her ,  paus i ng as  i f  t o bask i n her  beaut y.   “I  shoul d have known 
I  woul dn’ t  be abl e t o s t ay away f r om you.   The moment  Rober t  s t ar t ed t al ki ng 
about  you I  f el t  my hear t  f l ut t er  l i ke i t  hadn’ t  done i n over  t wo hundr ed 
year s . ” 
 He r eached f or  her  and Lavi ni a t ur ned her  f ace away.    
 “Rober t  was  wor ki ng f or  you?” 
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 “Yes .   You must  have dr unk hi s  bl ood,  because I  can f eel  a smal l  par t  of  
my magi c i n you.   I t ’ s  how I  knew wher e t o f i nd you t oni ght  … and how I  know 
t hat  you’ ve been hangi ng ar ound Synn. ” Hi s  l i p cur l ed i n di sgus t  when he 
ment i oned t he ot her  wi zar d’ s  name.   “He i s  t he r eason I  came.   Af t er  al l  t hese 
year s  I  f i nal l y f ound hi m and I  had t o have r evenge. ” 
 “You have r evenge?!   Af t er  what  you di d t o hi m?  You must  be mad. ” 
 He t ook a s t ep back and smi l ed at  her ,  f l ashi ng hi s  f angs .    
 “Oh,  so he t ol d you about  t hat ?  Not  my f i nes t  hour ,  I ’ l l  admi t .   When I  
coul dn’ t  obt ai n t he spel l  f or  i mmor t al i t y,  I  sought  et er nal  l i f e i n anot her  
f ashi on. ” He t apped one of  hi s  f angs  wi t h hi s  i ndex f i nger .   “I t  wor ks  j us t  as  
wel l .   Except  of  cour se f or  a f ew mi nor  set backs .   But  I  was  never  much f or  
sunbat hi ng i n t he f i r s t  pl ace. ” 
 Lavi ni a shook her  head.   “I  don’ t  want  t o hear  anymor e.   Not hi ng you 
have t o say mat t er s .   Synn wi l l  come f or  me and when he does  he wi l l  ki l l  you.   
End of  s t or y. ” 
 He l aughed,  a hi gh pi t ched evi l  sound.  
 “You t hi nk i t ’ s  t hat  s i mpl e,  do you?” 
 “Yeah,  I  do. ” 
 Zor n r eached out  agai n and r an hi s  hand acr oss  t he sof t  f l esh of  her  
t hr oat .   The pai nt  had al l  washed away now and he had r emoved her  mask whi l e 
she was  unconsci ous .   Onl y a bi t  of  dar k makeup ar ound her  eyes  r emai ned.   She 
was  s t i l l  t he mos t  beaut i f ul  woman he had ever  seen.    
 “I  wasn’ t  t r yi ng t o ki l l  you t hat  ni ght , ” he sai d sof t l y.  
 Despi t e her  bes t  ef f or t s ,  Lavi ni a f el t  t ear s  wel l i ng i n her  eyes  at  hi s  
wor ds .   She coul d s t i l l  r emember  when hi s  t ouch had war med her  on col d ni ght s ,  
and t he f i r e i n hi s  ki ss .  
 “I  never  expect ed t o f al l  i n l ove.   I  want ed you t o be mi ne … f or ever . ” 
 She j er ked away as  f ar  as  t he chai ns  woul d al l ow her .    
 “Bul l shi t .   I f  t hat ’ s  what  you want ed t hen why di d you r i p my t hr oat  
out ,  why di d you r un away?” 
 “I  hur t  you because you at t acked me. ” He pul l ed hi s  hai r  back agai n,  
r emi ndi ng her  of  t he scar .   “As  f or  r unni ng away,  you can t hank Jean Phi l i ppe 
f or  t hat . ” 
 Then she under s t ood.   “You sensed hi m near by,  knew t hat  he was  mor e 
power f ul  and r an. ” When he di dn’ t  r espond she knew she was  r i ght .   “Cowar d.   I  
wi l l  t hank hi m when I  see hi m agai n. ” 
 Zor n s l apped her  and Lavi ni a snapped at  hi m,  her  f angs  j us t  bar el y 
mi ss i ng hi s  f l esh.    
 “Wel l ,  I  hat e t o s t ar t  t he par t y wi t hout  Synn.   But  I  suppose t her e’ s  no 
hel p f or  i t ,  s i nce you don’ t  want  t o r emi ni sce. ” 
 He wal ked of f ,  out  of  her  s i ght  and Lavi ni a t ook a l ook ar ound.   The 
bui l di ng t hey wer e i n mus t  be a war ehouse.   The wal l s  l ooked t o be concr et e 
and t he cei l i ngs  wer e some t ype of  met al .   Ther e wer e a f ew t abl es  and chai r s  
scat t er ed about ,  but  t he pl ace was  mos t l y bar e.    
 Zor n r et ur ned wi t hi n a mat t er  of  mi nut es ,  hi s  l ong r ed r obe dr aggi ng t he 
f l oor  behi nd hi m.   Wi t h hi s  scar  cover ed,  and despi t e her  hat r ed,  Lavi ni a 
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s t i l l  t hought  he was  handsome.   What  a was t e.  
 He was  car r yi ng what  l ooked l i ke a bi g f l ashl i ght  and he poi nt ed i t  
di r ect l y at  her .  
 “Now,  t hi s  wi l l  onl y hur t  a l i t t l e, ” he t eased.  
 When he f l i pped on t he l i ght  Lavi ni a f l i nched.   But  af t er  a second she 
r eal i zed t hat  she wasn’ t  i n any pai n.    
 “What  ar e you pl ayi ng at ,  you i di ot ?” 
 He f r owned at  her  wor ds .    
 “Thi s  i s  ul t r avi ol et  l i ght .   Ther e i s  no way i n hel l  t hat  you can s t and 
t her e and not  cat ch on f i r e. ” 
 Lavi ni a smi l ed.   No way was  she t el l i ng hi m her  secr et .  
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Chapt er  Twent y Thr ee 
 
 For  t he next  t hi r t y mi nut es  he swi t ched t he l i ght  of f  and on,  
ques t i oni ng her  r epeat edl y,  but  t o no avai l .   Lavi ni a woul d not  t el l  hi m how 
she coul d wi t hs t and UV l i ght .  
 “I  have no i dea, ” she answer ed f or  what  f el t  l i ke t he hundr edt h t i me.  
 He s l apped her  agai n,  but  she di dn’ t  car e.   What ever  damage he coul d 
i nf l i ct ,  she woul d r ecover .   And Synn was  dr awi ng near ,  she coul d f eel  hi m.  
 “I t ’ s  Synn,  i sn’ t  i t ?  Di d you t ake hi s  bl ood?” 
 Lavi ni a school ed her  f eat ur es  so as  not  t o gi ve away t he answer .   She 
woul d gi ve hi m not hi ng t o go on.  
 “That ’ s  i t .   You must  have t aken hi s  bl ood. ” He l aughed and agai n t he 
sound made her  shi ver .   “I ’ l l  dr ai n hi m dr y, ” he hi ssed.   “I  wi l l  wal k i n t he 
sun and you,  my dear ,  wi l l  wal k wi t h me. ” 
 “Fuck you. ” 
 He hi t  her  agai n.   “We’ l l  get  t o t hat  l at er . ” 
 “Ki l l  me now t hen,  because I ’ d r at her  di e t han ever  t ouch you agai n. ” 
 “That  can be ar r anged. ” 
 “Somehow I  don’ t  t hi nk so. ” Synn’ s  voi ce came f r om behi nd t hem and t hey 
bot h l ooked i n hi s  di r ect i on.   Hi s  f ace pai nt  had al l  washed of f  except  f or  
t he bl ack ar ound hi s  eyes .   I t  l ooked l i ke he was  wear i ng heavy mascar a and i t  
had s t ar t ed t o r un.   The i mage was  sur pr i s i ngl y sexy and Lavi ni a coul dn’ t  hel p 
but  smi l e when she saw hi m.    
 Her  l ook di d not  go unnot i ced by Zor n.  
 “You can’ t  be ser i ous  about  t hi s  … t hi s  j es t er ?” he mumbl ed.  
 Whi l e he was  di s t r act ed Synn s t r uck.   He unl eashed a bl as t  of  power  t hat  
knocked t he ot her  wi zar d i nt o t he wal l  bes i de Lavi ni a.   He had been hel d down 
by Zor n’ s  power f ul  bi ndi ng magi c once bef or e and he woul d not  suf f er  t he same 
f at e t wi ce.    
 Zor n t r i ed t o f i ght  back,  but  hi s  head had hi t  t he wal l  har d,  cr acki ng 
t he concr et e.   Even f or  a vampi r e wi zar d,  t he i nj ur y was  cr i t i cal .   Wave af t er  
wave of  power  hi t  hi m,  knocki ng hi m back i nt o t he wal l .   Synn appr oached wi t h 
f i r e i n hi s  eyes ,  mi ght  and menace i n ever y move of  hi s  power f ul  t hi ghs ,  and 
vengeance i n t he l i ght ni ng whi ch now f l ew f r om hi s  f i nger t i ps .  
 Zor n f el l  t o t he f l oor ,  gr oani ng i n pai n.   Synn l ooked down at  hi m and 
f el t  no mer cy.  
 “I  t r i ed t o be t he bet t er  man, ” Synn sai d sof t l y,  “t o be above r evenge.   
My wi f e and my gr andf at her  bel i eved i n peace.   I  t r i ed t o honor  t hei r  memor i es  
by not  t r acki ng you down.   But  I  see now t hat  I  was  wr ong.   I  shoul d have 
ki l l ed you cent ur i es  ago. ” 
 “Come on t hen, ” Zor n gr owl ed.   “Take your  r evenge,  come on! ” 
 Synn cl osed hi s  eyes  t i ght  f or  a moment ,  f i ght i ng t he ur ge t o t or t ur e 
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and mai m t he ot her  wi zar d unt i l  he coul d t ake no mor e.    
 “Ther e i s  no r evenge f or  what  you di d t o me, ” he answer ed sagel y.   “But  
you can di e,  and t hat ’ l l  be good enough. ” 
 Wi t hout  anot her  wor d al mos t  ever y nai l  and bol t  i n t he bui l di ng came 
f l yi ng t hr ough t he ai r ,  i mpal i ng Zor n i n mor e ways  t han he coul d have 
i magi ned.   One l ong met al  r od t hat  Synn had pul l ed f r om t he cei l i ng pi er ced 
Zor n’ s  hear t  and a l ar ge bol t  went  r i ght  t hr ough hi s  head.   Synn t ook a s t ep 
back,  l i ght ni ng f l owi ng f r om hi s  hands  once mor e.   He sent  enough el ect r i ci t y 
t hr ough t he met al  t o f r y what  was  l ef t  of  Zor n t o a cr i sp.   The man who had 
per manent l y al t er ed bot h t hei r  l i ves  was  f i nal l y dead.  
 Lavi ni a’ s  chai ns  f el l  t o t he f l oor  as  t he l as t  of  Zor n’ s  power  was  
br oken.   She r an t o Synn,  her  ar ms  enci r cl i ng hi s  neck.  
 “I t ’ s  over , ” she whi sper ed.    
 As  soon as  t hey exi t ed t he bui l di ng i t  began t o col l apse.   Synn had onl y 
l ef t  enough bol t s  i n pl ace t o hol d i t  t empor ar i l y.   They t ur ned t hei r  f aces  t o 
t he sky,  t owar d a sof t  cl eans i ng r ai n whi ch f el l  heavi l y over  t he ci t y.   The 
mal evol ent  s t or m cl ouds  wer e gone,  t he zombi es  had s t opped and Pes t i l ence had 
di sappear ed.    
 “Mar r y me, ” Synn whi sper ed.  
 Lavi ni a t ur ned t o hi m,  shock evi dent  i n her  expr ess i on.  
 Synn got  down on one knee i n t he mud and t ook her  by t he hand.  
 “I ’ m not  a pr i nce and t he handsome par t  got  scr ewed up a l ong t i me ago … 
but  I  swear  t o you t hat  as  l ong as  I  l i ve you wi l l  be l oved.   No one wi l l  ever  
hur t  you agai n,  not  i f  I  can s t op i t . ” 
 Lavi ni a s t ar t ed cr yi ng and f el l  t o her  knees  i n f r ont  of  hi m.   Synn 
wr apped her  i n hi s  ar ms  as  she cr i ed,  “How coul d I  r ef use?  You’ r e my her o. ” 
 Synn’ s  hear t  l eapt  at  her  answer .  
 “You’ r e not  di sappoi nt ed by t he l ack of  shi nni ng ar mor ?” he t eased.  
 Lavi ni a pul l ed hi m down t o ki ss  her  as  she answer ed,  “I  pr ef er  j i ngl e 
bel l s . ” 
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Epi l ogue 
 
 One mont h l at er  t he ci t y had been r es t or ed.   Al l  of  t he zombi es  had been 
l ai d t o r es t ,  t he deat h of  Zor n was  conf i r med and t he bor der s  of  Wi cked Ci t y 
wer e r eopened.   Jus t  as  t he counci l  had hoped,  publ i c r el at i ons  had i mpr oved 
much f or  t he vampi r e communi t y t hanks  t o t hei r  hel p.  
 The weddi ng of  Synn t o t he l ovel y vampi r e Lavi ni a was  a hi ghl y 
ant i ci pat ed event  by al l .   However ,  t hey had a pr i vat e cer emony under neat h t he 
f ul l  moon wi t h onl y a f ew cl ose f r i ends  i n at t endance.   Jean Phi l i ppe gave her  
away.    
 They s t opped by Synn’ s  home t o t ake a qui ck shower  and change cl ot hes  
bef or e s t ar t i ng t hei r  honeymoon.   Now t hat  she coul d go i n t he sun,  Lavi ni a 
deci ded she want ed t o vi s i t  Hawai i .  
 She had j us t  r i nsed her  hai r  when she f el t  Synn s t ep i nt o t he shower  
behi nd her .   Hi s  bi g war m hands  r an up and down her  ar ms  bef or e set t l i ng on 
her  shoul der s  and t ur ni ng her  t o f ace hi m.   Al t hough he was  s t i l l  i nsecur e 
about  hi s  scar s ,  she t hought  he was  t he mos t  gor geous  man she’ d ever  seen.   He 
l ooked l i ke he’ d s t epped of f  t he cover  of  a r omance novel .   Lavi ni a smi l ed as  
she admi r ed hi s  phys i que.   War m wat er  and suds  cascaded over  t he cur ves  and 
val l eys  of  hi s  l ong,  l ean f r ame and she f ol l owed many of  t hose t r ai l s  wi t h her  
eyes .   She l et  her  gaze car ess  hi m as  onl y someone wi t h her  power s  coul d and 
he s i ghed sof t l y.  
 She r emember ed t he f i r s t  ni ght  she had cal l ed hi m t o her  i n t he r ai n,  
t he way hi s  body had f el t  agai ns t  her s  and t he l onel i ness  she had sensed i n 
hi m.   The l onel i ness  was  gone now.   When t hey had met  t hey wer e bot h br oken,  
but  t oget her  t hey had been made whol e once mor e.  
 She cl osed her  eyes ,  s t i l l  r emember i ng t hat  f i r s t  ni ght ,  onl y t hi s  t i me 
hi s  f ace was  not  hi dden i n shadow and he was  compl et el y naked.   She i magi ned 
wat er  r unni ng down hi s  hai r  and beadi ng i n hi s  l ong eye l ashes .   I n her  mi nd 
she t r aced a dr op of  r ai n as  i t  s l i d down hi s  f or ehead,  down hi s  f ace,  hi s  
col l ar bone,  ar ound one ni ppl e,  and down t he r i dged cur ves  of  hi s  abs ,  onl y t o 
di sappear  agai ns t  t he per f ect  l i ne of  hi s  hi p bone.    
 He ki ssed her  sof t l y and she opened her  eyes  t o f i nd t hat  her  f ant asy 
was  r eal .   War m wat er  washed bet ween t hei r  bodi es  as  he l i f t ed her  agai ns t  t he 
t i l e.   Lavi ni a wr apped her  l egs  ar ound hi m,  eager l y accept i ng hi m as  he 
ent er ed her  s l owl y.   She had never  been mar r i ed bef or e.   A t hr i l l  r an t hr ough 
her  as  she r eal i zed t hat  t hi s  was  t he f i r s t  t i me t hey had been t oget her  as  
husband and wi f e.    
 He deepened t he ki ss  as  she wr apped her sel f  t i ght er  ar ound hi m,  pul l i ng 
hi m deeper  i ns i de of  her .   He s t ar t ed t o move i n s l ow ci r cl es ,  each r ot at i on 
t ouchi ng her  cl i t .   Lavi ni a coul d f eel  t he begi nni ngs  of  or gasm i n her  l ower  
back.   A wonder f ul  t ens i on began t o spr ead t hr oughout  her  t hi ghs  and down her  
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l egs .    
 “I ’ m comi ng, ” she whi sper ed.    
 She coul d have swor n her  t oes  cur l ed as  she cl i maxed,  cr yi ng out  hi s  
name wi t h a mi xt ur e of  pl easur e and l ongi ng.    
 She cl ung t o hi m as  he f ound hi s  own r el ease.   At  l as t  she had f ound 
l ove.   Her  hear t  near l y over f l owed wi t h emot i on.    
 Ri char d/ Zor n was  descended f r om r oyal t y,  a pr i nce i n hi s  own r i ght .   
When she was  a chi l d Lavi ni a had dr eamed of  a handsome pr i nce.   But  as  she 
l i s t ened t o Synn’ s  hear t beat  beneat h her  ear  she r eal i zed t hat  she’ d much 
r at her  have a man who was  a f ool  about  her .    
 “I  l ove you, ” he whi sper ed i nt o her  hai r .  
 “I  l ove you t oo. ” 
 He was  ever yt hi ng she had ever  want ed and j us t  l i ke t he f i r s t  t i me,  he 
made her  hear t  beat .   
  
  

THE END 


