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Chapter ne

“I didn’t realize I’d been dating a vanpire until the night | died.”

Lavinia watched as the girls’ eyes wdened appreciatively at her story.
People were always wanting to know how she got turned. Vanpires were all the
rage it seened. She told a different story every tine she was asked, only
this one was true. She wasn’t schizophrenic or anything and it wasn’t like
she had trouble renmenbering how she’d been turned ...or how she had been
betrayed. She just didn’t think it was anyone’s business. So she usually
nmade sonething up.

The two girls sitting across fromher couldn’t have been nore than
eighteen. They were dressed in black and one was wearing fake fangs. Lavinia
fought the urge to roll her eyes. In over tw hundred years she had gotten
use to the “nornal” reaction. Pitchforks, torches, stakes and crosses, that
kind of thing. But this newvanpire fetish had her stunped. Ever since they
had decided to go public her afterlife had changed. Lavinia had always been
able to mngle with nortals wth relative ease. But now wth all their
identifying traits nade known, she often stood out in a crowd. Even when she
didn’t let her fangs show Sormetines it was because she was the only one in a
restaurant who didn’t eat. Cher tines it was the near perfection of her
alabaster skin that gave her away. Watever it was, it seened that everywhere
she went, soneone wanted to hear her story. Well, tonight she was going to
tell it. A least, enough to scare themaway.

“So you were bitten by your boyfriend?” the one with the fangs asked.

“Yes. He drained nost of ny blood and left ne for dead.” She reported
the tale flatly, as if she were speaking about soneone else. She hoped this
nade it even nore frightening to the young wonen who were so interested to
learn nore about her. However it was all Lavinia could do to hide the pain
she was feeling at just the nention of her true origins.

“Un ...how ol d are you?”

Lavinia put down the papers she had been trying to read and sighed.

“Ad enough to knowthis is not a gane. And these aren’t fashion statenents.”
She pointed at her own fangs. “G hone and find another hobby.”

“But we just--~

“G hone,” she repeated, but her tone was softer this tine.
“Interviewing vanpires is not a safe pastine.”

“Wly, are you going to bite us?”

Lavinia raised a brow “No. | have no interest in young girls. But I
can’t say the sane for everyone else here.”

Lavinia gestured toward the rest of the room She watched as the two
girls took the place in with a glance, and quickly departed. In a nmatter of
seconds she was left with only the faint snell of their perfune and a smle
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curled her sensuous lips. Mybe she had saved their lives, nmaybe not. Either
way, they had no business in this place. Lavinia took another |ook at her

fam liar surroundings. Dark chocolate colored drapes were pulled back,
revealing the street outside. Soft rays of noonlight show onto a few tables
and reflected off the black and white checkered floor. \anpires sat in booths
around the room Sone were there with conpanions, deeply engrossed in
conversation. Qhers, like Lavinia, were alone. Uhlike her, nost did not
prefer it that way.

“Sorry about that. | didn’t see themcone in.”

Lavinia smled at the famliar masculine voice. The vanpire standing
over her was naned Judas and he ran A Witer Shade of Pale. It was sort of
like a coffee shop, except for vanpires. They sold a substance known as Re-
vita Life. It had only hit the nmarket in the past couple of years. It was a
bl ood substitute for vanps who were trying to be nore politically correct and
not drink blood in public. Lavinia wasn’t nmuch for PC but she actually
enjoyed the flavor. Besides, drinking froma coffee cup nade her feel alnost
normal sonetines. She enjoyed what she was. However there were tines, like
when she saw fear in the eyes of those young girls, that she wanted to be
normal for just a little while.

“That’s alright,” she said, smling up at Judas. “You can’t always keep
out the fang bait.”

“The usual ?”

“That’ Il be fine.”

She only paused a nonent to watch himwalk away, taking in the tight
curve of his ass and the way his long red hair swshed when he noved. Mybe
she would see himover at Sinful Delights later. She could use a good ronp in
the sack. She smiled when Judas paused beside the counter and turned back,
his long silken hair spilling over one shoul der and down his back. H gave
her a wink that seened to say he could feel her eyes on him and he didn’t
mnd at all.

Lavinia returned his wink and went back to reading the papers in front
of her. They were witten in an ancient language the two girls couldn’t
possibly have understood, so she hadn’t bothered hiding them In fact, she’d
heard nmost vanpires couldn’t read it either. It was a language spoken only by
the ancients and one she had learned a long tine ago. Fromwhat she
understood, nost vanpires knew nothing of its existence, nor did they care to.
It was for this reason that Lavinia could read the death sentence in public.

Her orders were to be carried out tonight. She’d learned not to ask
questions. Being an assassin wasn’t the best job she’d ever had, but the
noney was good and business was never slow She was known as The Reaper.
nly one person knew her true identity. Mst who had heard the nane didn’t
even know if The Reaper was a nman or a woman. But the master of the city knew
and it was for himthat she worked. H had saved her when she was left for
dead all those years ago, and Lavinia felt she owed himher allegiance.

Tine was growi ng short. She needed to feed, but business first. She
finished her cup of Re-Mta Life and stepped out into the night. The streets
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were busy. Traffic noved in an endless flow of netal and people cluttered
about on the sidewalks. Everyone |ooked intent on getting somewhere. People
noved around her. Nb one seened to notice that she stood still. They just
noved around, like water flowing past rocks in a river.

Lavinia looked up at the noon, closed her eyes and breathed in the
night. The darkness was her strength and her freedom It enveloped her like
a famliar enbrace. The noonlight caressed her pale skin alnost like a
lover’s touch and she sniled, just as oblivious to the people around her as
they seened to be to her. But there was no tine to waste. She needed to get
nmovi ng t oo.

Lavinia headed across town to her apartnent. Being a servant of the
nmaster did have its advantages, and her penthouse was one of them Wat
furnishings she had were expensive, but she had never been nuch for
decorating. Lavinia pulled the death sentence fromher inner coat pocket and
picked up a lighter on her way to the closet. She lit the papers on fire and
tossed theminto a netal trash can before changing clothes.

Bl ood didn’t show up on black and it was for this reason she preferred
the color. Lavinia had accepted what she was years ago. She wasn’t squeanish
when it cane to blood and she wasn’t shy when it cane to her sexuality. After
all, both were necessary to sustain a succubus. She wore a solid black
bodysuit and knee high boots. Her long dark hair blended with the outfit
which stood out in sharp contrast against her pale skin and blood-red Iips.
Her dark eyes sparkled in the mrror as she sniled her approval of her
appearance before turning out the light.

Tine to go to work.

Robert had been a pain in the naster’s ass for quite sone tine. He
stuck his nose into too many places where it didn’t belong. Hbonestly, she was
surprised she hadn’t gotten the order for his execution before tonight.
Lavinia preferred to take out her targets froma distance. It nade for an
easier escape. But this specifically called for “up close and personal.”
Mybe that was because the order had cone directly fromthe vanpire council.
(nhce the master spoke to themof Robert’s nosy ways, they decided he had to
go. And not in a pleasant way.

She was to cut out his heart and bring it back in a box “Snow Wite”
style. nly she had forgotten to bring a box. She was halfway across town
and closing fast on Robert’s location when she realized her mstake. Lavinia
could nove at superhunan speed and preferred to go on foot to find her
targets. That way she didn’t have to worry about her car getting blocked in
when she needed to nmake a fast get-a-way. She cane to a screeching halt in an
al leyway and started rummaging around for a decent box. A Chinese takeout
carton was the best she could do.

“Qoss.”

She dunped the carton’s half-eaten contents onto the pavenent, careful
to get nothing on her hands or clothes. It snelled like ass, but it would
have to do. In a natter of mnutes she stepped back onto the sidewalk. There
were only a few people out at this hour and in a bad part of the city.
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Lavinia definitely stood out. Two nen fromacross the street |ooked her way
and she captured themw th her eyes.

“Do not see ne,” she whispered.

The nen went back to talking to each other as if she didn’t exist and
Lavinia took off once more toward her target.

She stopped several feet short of the building where he was supposed to
be. The naster had arranged for Robert to neet one of his representatives
here. He had nmade up sone bullshit business deal as a premse for the neeting
and it looked like Robert had taken the bait. She nmoved slowy past his car
and sat the takeout carton on the hood before stepping out of the shadows.

Robert had his back turned and she was quite certain that he was unaware
of her presence. H had long brown hair and was only slightly taller than
she. Hs dark eyes glimered in the faint light as he turned to greet her.

“Lavinia,” Robert said, noving toward her. *“I didn’t expect to see
you.”

“WIl, | ama representative of the master. Hve you obeyed his comand
and cone alone?”

H spread his arns wide in a harnless gesture.

“Wly, can’t we do business if | brought a friend?” he teased.

“I’mafraid not.”

“I’'malone,” he answered, but she already knew that.

Lavinia was on himin a heartbeat and though he struggled, Robert was no
nmatch for a vanpire over a hundred and fifty years older than hinself. She
wapped her legs around his waist with such force that his ribs cracked. Wien
he cried out in pain, she broke his neck, taking himto the ground.

Her hand was a blur as she renoved the dagger fromher boot and sliced
off his head before setting to work at removing his heart. She packed the
heart as neatly as possible into the carton before licking her fingers. Just
as she did so a chill ran through her and the sky runbled overhead.

“Astormnust be coming,” she thought.

Lavinia was starving, but feeding fromhis body was out of the question
If sonmeone were to find himbefore dawn, it would give away the fact that The
Reaper was a vanpire. As it stood now no one knew if The Reaper was hunan
vanpire, or sone sort of shape shifter. She was always careful not to leave
any identifying marks behind in order to add to the nystique.

The taste of blood, though snall, was enough to kick her libido into
overdrive. Sex and blood go hand and hand for one like her and Lavinia knew
when to give in to her cravings. Sex was a prinal urge, a drive. Aneed as
basic to human survival as food and shelter. That desire did not dimnish
with death, for the undead still hearken to its call

She picked up a ratty old suitcase in another alley and put the carton
inside it. She knewwhere to find the master and that’s where she was headed.
H would be at his club. The fact that he owned the largest preternatural sex
club in Wcked Gty was just a bonus.

Sinful Celights wasn’t hard to find. It was located in the heart of the
city and sex radiated fromthe building in waves. Halfway there it started to
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rain, but that wasn’t the only reason Lavinia was wet by the tine she knocked
on the door. Aslot high on the door opened and a pair of pale blue eyes

| ooked down at her. Lavinia sawthe desire reflected in those eyes as they
took in her appearance and a hungry grow could be heard on the other side of
the door.

“Let ne in.”

She was well known here and didn’t need a password to enter. The tall
bl ond werewol f swng the door wide and nmotioned for her to step through. The
building snelled like an old theatre, perhaps because it used to be one, but
underneath that was the snell of cologne and sex. Lavinia breathed deeply as
she stepped through the door and smled.

“It would be ny pleasure,” he said, and his neaning was clear. |If she
wanted werewol f, he was on the nenu tonight.

Logan always |ooked good enough to eat, but never nore than he did
tonight. H was six foot four and every inch of himwas just as gorgeous as
the last. Lavinia knewthis frompersonal experience and she sniled with the
nenory as she reached up to place her hand on his bare chest. H was wearing
black leather pants that fit well over the parts she recalled so fondly. Hs
dark blue shirt hung conpletely open. She pressed a kiss against his skin and
breathed deeply of his scent. He snelled of leather, whiskey and fresh night
air. It was actually quite alluring. Lavinia kissed his snooth skin once
more before pulling back.

“Mybe later,” she purred. “Is he in?”

She didn’t need to clarify her request. Logan knew she had cone to see
the naster.

“Upstairs.”

Lavinia noved past a few of the other roons on her way toward the
stairs. Sounds of sex could be heard fromwthin and she felt her nuscles
tighten. She could feel desire enanating fromthe roons, pouring fromthe
very walls. And though she could feed fromit, it was not enough to satiate
her craving. She hungered for hard nale flesh. Lavinia gritted her teeth
against the sensations coursing through her and focused on the task at hand.

A the very top of the stairs, at the very end of the hall, behind a red
door was where she would find who could best be described as her ol dest
conpanion. The door opened before she could reach for it and a famliar smle
wel coned her into the room Jean Philippe was nore than every young vanpire’s
wet dream he was the master of Wcked Gty and fromthe looks of things, he
was very glad to see her.

“There’s ny killer.”

The nmaster let his hungry eyes drink in the sight of her. She was
absolutely beautiful. Her long hair was wet fromthe stormoutside and it
clung about her shoulders like a dark cloud. Her tongue darted out to wet
heart-shaped red lips and he smled at his body’s reaction. In tw hundred
years his desire for her had not decreased in the slightest.

Jean Philippe still remenbered the first tine he’d ever laid eyes on
her, surrounded by a pool of her own blood. Even then she had been lovely, a
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blood splattered angel in his eyes. It was obvious to himwhat she had the
potential to become. He could see it in her eyes. She was a tigress, a
varrior. She nust have been caught unawares, he’d thought. H saw Lavinia
that first tine as the predator she was and not the prey she had becone.
“Yes,” he thought as he watched her hips sway, her prowess evident in the
movenent. “Definitely a tigress.”

Jean Philippe’s hair was in slight disarray this evening and he tucked a
stray curl behind his ear as he noved to prop against the desk.

“I trust everything went snoothly tonight.” H nade it a question, but
he already knew the answer.

Hs French accent was always a welcone pleasure and Lavinia smled at
the sound as she opened the suitcase and sat it on the desk beside him Jean
Philippe winkled his nose in apparent distaste as he renoved the white,
bl ood-stained carton fromthe case

“Uh, this snells like ass.”

“You didn’t say what it needed to snell like. You just said what needed
to be inside.” She gestured toward the carton. “Robert’s heart, as promsed.”

“And on tine.” Jean Philippe placed the heart back inside the suitcase.
“Your paynent will be ready within the hour.” H spoke as pulled a
handkerchief fromhis pocket and w ped his hands.

Lavinia took a step toward himand opened his vest. Hs long black coat
hung over the back of the chair and his white shirt was already unbuttoned,
leaving only his vest standing between her and his bare skin. She ran a
finger down his chest and he shivered beneath her touch.

“I’l1l take part now” she said boldly. “And I’Il take it in flesh and
bl ood. ”

Aslowsnile curved his lips. “Wose flesh and whose bl ood?”

She opened his shirt wide, placing her hands directly over his nipples.
“Your flesh and Logan’s blood.”

“Is that all?” he teased.

“That depends. Is Judas around?”

Lavinia stood waiting a few nonents later when Logan entered the room
acconpanied by the tall redheaded vanpire. H was wearing a silver shirt and
skin tight black pants. H noved into the roomwth confidence and w nked at
Jean Philippe before turning his attention toward Lavinia.

“So good to see you again,” Judas said, smling. “Howcan | be of
service?”

She liked to be in charge and they knewit. This was not the first tine
the four of themhad played this gane. She had had themin so nany ways and
yet she always wanted nore. Hiungered for it, in fact. Lavinia wasn’t dating
Jean Philippe, though she knew nost people assuned that was the case. Their
relationship wasn’t even one of ronance ...it was one of need. H had saved
her when she needed saving and now she turned to himfor satisfaction. It was
as sinple as that.

“Help ne take off ny boots,” she said softly.

Judas knelt at her feet and did as he was asked. Wen he |ooked up at
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her fromthe floor Lavinia felt a thrill run through her. She really liked
Judas kneeling before her. It nade her feel powerful and turned her on
sonething fierce. Fromwhat the nen had shared with her, they liked her in
control just as much as she did, so it was a famliar game. However, that
didn’t seemto nmake the players any less excited.

The master preferred to watch and so he rested against the desk as the
scene unfolded before him H watched as Lavinia’s dark eyes began to glow
with passion. H had only known one succubus before her. They had net
briefly in Asia before her untinely death at the hands of vanpire hunters.
She was significantly older than him but nowhere near as powerful as Lavinia.
And Lavinia was under half her age. The price of such power was an even
stronger hunger for sexual energy. It was a price he was glad to help her
pay, though he sonetinmes wondered if Lavinia grewtired of the necessity of so
many lovers. Even though they were intinate on a regular basis, she let no
one near her heart. Jean Philippe knew the reasoning behind this, but he
wondered if she ever wanted sonething nore.

Logan noved behind her and started unzipping the wet bodysuit. H ran
his hands up and down her body with a grow before he started renoving the wet
fabric. H could snell her arousal, like a rich perfune mingled with the
scent of fresh rain and he hungered for her touch.

“lI hadn’t realized it was raining so hard,” the werewolf said, his
breath a warmpromse across her skin

H licked a fewdrops of noisture fromher back and she shivered

“Not that | mind getting a little wet.”

Lavinia was starving, but she hungered for nore than his blood. Logan
wanted her. She could feel it in his touch. She could snell his desire. But
she needed to taste it, to drink it dow into her very soul. She turned to
face himand stared up once nore into his pale blue eyes. Wite blond hair
fell forward over his shoulders as he bent forward and she licked her lips in
anticipation.

Hs lips were pale, pink and perfect. Her skin still tingled fromthe
last tine those lips had touched her and she ached for themto do so again
Lavinia stood on tiptoe and Logan nmoved to neet her kiss. Hs tongue plunged
inside her mouth as Judas finished peeling the wet bodysuit down her legs.

Fromacross the roomthe nmaster smled when he saw she hadn’t been
wearing anything underneath.

She opened the werewolf’s shirt wider and pressed her bare breasts
against him She reached back to touch Judas and with her lips still
devouring Logan she commanded, “Take off your clothes.”

Her sensual conmand canme out as nore of a noan against the werewol f’s
lips, but Judas seened to have no trouble understanding her.
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Chapter Two

Judas quickly disrobed while Lavinia noved to sit on the sofa against
the far wall. She leaned back, thrusting her hips forward as she spread her
legs in invitation. It was a bold gesture and Judas smled as she notioned
for himto cone forward. Hs body was a vision of masculine grace as he noved
across the room Each muscle flexed perfectly in tine as if choreographed to
nmake her senses reel on command. Hs dark grey eyes reninded her of London
fog and as he knelt between her thighs his hair fell forward, glow ng beneath
the dimlights like a captive flane.

Strands of silken anber franed his face and his eyes glowed al nost
silver as he pressed his lips against her inner thigh.

“Wiat is your desire?” he asked.

“Eat ny pussy.”

Lavinia felt her eyes roll to the back of her head before fluttering
into focus on Judas’ anber hair as it fell over her thighs and spilled onto
her belly. Apparently, the scene was too nuch for Logan to take. H lowered
his head to her breast with a grow and Lavinia cried out.

Judas continued to lap at her flesh while Logan tornmented her already
hard nipples alnost to the point of pain. But that was alright. She liked
for it to alnost hurt sonetines. There is a very fine line between pain and
pleasure. It’s that nonent when pleasure becones pain and pain becones
pleasurable. She knew Logan understood what she was after when he let his
teeth gently graze her nipple to heighten the sensation.

Lavinia put her armacross the werewolf’s shoulders and held himtightly
against her breast. A the sane tine she noved her other hand to the top of
Judas’ head and arched provocatively against his face.

Over Logan’s back she saw Jean Philippe, still content to watch from
across the room H smled and she knew he was enjoying this as nuch as she
was. It wasn’t long before she couldn’t take any nore of Judas’ skillful
tongue. She needed relief fromthe coiled knots in her nuscles and fromthe
searing ache between her thighs.

Logan lifted up and Lavinia noved so that Judas had no choice but to
lift his head. This put himright where she wanted him wth her straddling
his waist. Lavinia leaned forward and kissed himhungrily, tasting her own
arousal on his wet lips.

She reached between their bodies and took his hard shaft in her hand,
bringing a groan unbidden fromhis lips.

“Ave it to ne,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Now”

The instant Judas began to penetrate her she could feel his desire
flowing into her along with his hot flesh. Wth one thrust he entered her
fully and Lavinia wapped herself around him She placed her hands flat



WICKED CITY TRACEY H. KITTS 11

against his back and felt the energy, the unbridled sexual passion flow ng
fromhimand into her veins like liquid fire. Lavinia noaned and slid
forward, nearly coming off the sofa entirely in order to get closer to Judas.

Every nove she made aroused himfurther and as a result of Lavinia
drinking down his desire, Judas kept thrusting into her with wld abandon.
This back and forth gane kept orgasmjust out of his reach. But he would have
been disappointed with any less.

Logan saw the way her skin began to glow and knew that she was feeding
fromJudas. H noved to sit behind her, straddling her butt so that she could
rest back against his body. H just wanted to be near her when she fed. The
feeling was incredible.

Lightning flashed so bright that for a nonent Jean Philippe feared he
had msread the clock and dawn was upon them Everyone stopped and turned
toward the large window at the back of the room Rain pelted the glass
nercilessly and the lights gave one last brave flicker before going out.

The nmaster noved like a graceful shadowin the dark and closed the heavy
drapes against the storm

“Wio needs light when you can see in the dark?”

Lavinia watched as a slowsnile curved his lips and knew he planned to
join themthis time. This roomserved as nore than just an office. It was
one of the nany daytine resting places he kept. Jean Philippe lit a few
candles near the bed at the back of the roomand with a curl of his finger,
nmotioned for her to cone to him

Lavinia crawed across the bed toward him She had neant to take her
tine and enjoy the night. But she could no longer hold back. She hungered
for his flesh just as she hungered for the werewolf’s blood. She could feel
herself losing control as she opened his pants and took his cock into her
mouth. He gasped, throwing back his head as the werewolf crawed onto the bed
to join them

Judas rested back against the pillows and sinply enjoyed the show for a
nonent. It was such an arousing display. H watched Lavinia practically
choking on Jean Philippe’s hard cock while Logan licked up and down her back.
Wen Logan nipped at her ass, the succubus turned on himand Judas noved
forward.

She had her legs around Logan in an instant and as he fought to get his
pants off she sank her teeth into his neck. She was so lost in the nonent, in
the ecstasy of his blood, that she didn’t realize he’d gotten out of his pants
until he thrust inside of her. She tossed back her head, screamng wth
surprise and pleasure as Jean Philippe leaned forward to claimher lips.

H licked every drop of the werewol f’s blood fromher cherry lips and
couldn’t decide which he liked nore. The taste of blood, or watching her have
sex right in front of him

“Harder,” Judas whispered. H needed to hear the sound of Logan
slamming into her soft flesh. H lowered his head to her breasts and she
noaned, pulling his face closer.

Wth a look the nmaster let Logan knowthat it was tine to switch places.
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Even after all the tines he had touched her before, the naster always
gave her chills. Lavinia knew his touch in ways that went beyond words. She
nade a decision a long tine ago to never let anyone close to her heart again.
She promised herself that she would never again endure the pain of love. Jean
Philippe had cone closer than anyone to breaking that promse.

H always took his tine with her, even if they were only hours before
dawn. He refused to hurry. That was one of the main reasons she |oved having
sex with him She never got short-changed. He ran his fingertips down her
abdonen and she quaked beneath his touch, arching her body upward. She
learned long ago to take pleasure and pride in what she was. Succubi were a
dying breed and hers was a rare and sensuous power. She learned this and many
other things at the command of the hands that now caressed her body. Lavinia
turned herself over to the power of his touch.

H entered her slowy, grazing his fangs over her lower lip as he did
so. She could feel Logan standing over her and when she turned her head
slightly, found his wist. She knewwhat he was asking for. They were
awfully close to dawn and even if that did not concern the naster, it
concerned everyone el se.

Logan didn’t want to be left with a bed full of dead vanpires piled all
over each other. As head of the daytine guard, it would be his job to sort
things out and to make sure the roomwas secure before dawn. H needed enough
tine to do his job without having to worry about keeping themout of the
light.

Her bite, if sustained for longer than a few nonents, was orgasmc. It
was also transferable fromone body to the next, almost like lightning. She
| ooked to Judas for his consent and he smiled in response. She sank her fangs
into Logan’s wist at the sane tine Jean Philippe bent forward and bit her
just above the heart. As he did this he held out his wist to allow Judas to
drink fromhim

She took a good long pull fromthe werewolf’s wist and release washed
over her. She felt herself contract around Jean Philippe and heard him noan,
though he did not break contact with her breast. H continued to drink from
her as she drank from Logan and orgasmhit themall like a wave, crashing
against the rocks.

The stormhad now reached a deafening pitch, but none of themheard it.
And if they had, they wouldn’t have given a darm. That was their second
mstake. The first was not know ng that they had been the cause of the storm
inthe first place.

Lavinia felt conpletely refreshed. She wanted to bask in the afterglow
but knewthat tine was short.

“I”ve got just enough tine for a shower.” She rolled over Jean Philippe
and Judas. The generator had just kicked on and she planned to take
advantage. It wasn’t designed to keep the club running indefinitely, but for
a fewhours at a tine. She knew Jean Philippe would likely turn it off during
the day in the event that it was needed for another night.
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Logan was just finishing his inspection of the room

“I don’t think any light will get through these drapes. But just in
case, I’mgoing to have sone blinds installed tonorrow night.”

The naster didn’t stay here often. It was for this reason that the room
needed to be checked. A though he could be found here nost nights, at |east
for a while.

“By blinds you nean those large nmetal shutters like 1’ve got at hone?”
Lavinia asked

“Exactly. They’re the perfect thing for vanpires.”

“Yep, ” Judas agreed. “I’ve got themon the shop, just in case | have to
stay there during the day.”

Even though they were her regular sex partners, the three nen were also
her friends. They had gotten about as close as she’d allowed anyone in the
past two hundred years. Wen they weren’t having sex, she felt sort of like
one of the guys. They didn’t seemto mnd her enotional detachnent and she
was thankful that they never questioned her reasons.

Jean Philippe knew her reasons and it was because of this that he
guarded her so closely. If she didn’t want to be hurt again, then he woul d
try to keep that fromhappening. H had never asked for her love, only her
trust. That was enough for him H watched as Logan continued to busy
hinself with double checking the roomand smled. The werewolf was also
overprotective where Lavinia was concerned. H didn’t think she’d ever shared
the full details of her past with him but Jean Philippe felt that Logan knew
enough to have feelings sinmilar to his own. Judas knew only that she had been
hurt badly before, both physically and enotionally. That was all that the
nmaster had told him because it was not his story to tell. H didn’t have the
right to reveal nore

Ater a fewninutes he decided to join her in the shower. The snell of
her soap filled the room which was already beginning to fill with steamfrom
the hot water. Jean Philippe always welconed a visit fromher and for this
reason he was sure to keep sone of her favorite soap on hand. H observed the
lithe curves of her silhouette through the creamcolored shower curtain and a
slowsmle curled his lips.

Lavinia could feel himwatching her and she smled when he pulled back
the curtain. H noved closer and she handed himthe shanpoo.

“Do ny hair?”

“Sure.” H poured sone of the shanpoo into the palmof his hand and
began to nassage her scalp as he asked, “Od everything really go fine
t oni ght ?”

“You think I’mlying?”

She took a nonent to enjoy his long fingers in her hair while waiting
for his answer.

H didn’t think she was lying, however, he chose his words carefully.

H knew sonething wasn’t right.

“You know | trust you,” he said softly. “That’s all we’ve ever really

had, you and |I. But sonething passed behind your eyes tonight. Not a lie ...
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but something else. Tell ne everything. Hinor ne.”

Lavinia turned to himand he w ped at the suds on her forehead.

“Wien | told you things went fine I wasn’t lying. It’s what | felt that
worries ne.”

“G on.”

“Wien | killed Robert ...well, I was starving. | knew better than to
bite him but | licked ny fingers after renoving his heart.”

“MAd?”

“And his blood tasted ...like nagic. Like a different sort of nagic.”
She looked up to neet his dark green eyes and he hoped she was warned by the
concern he could not hide. “It scared ne, Jean. For a split second | was
frightened. But you knowthe effect blood has on ne. Before I could give
much thought to it I was on fire. | had to have sex and blood and | had to

have theminmnediately.”

Lavinia rinsed her hair while he thought over what she’d just said. The
part that concerned himnost was her admtting to being afraid. In all the
years he had known her, Lavinia had never before told himshe was afraid. Not
since that first night ...

“But nothing looked strange? Robert, did he struggle?”

She shrugged. “nly as nmuch as expected when soneone is trying to kill
you. But he was no problem | wish I could describe the taste so you could
understand. ”

The heart was still on the desk, inside the suitcase. But the blood was
no longer fresh. WWatever nagical properties it had before were likely gone
now It was for this reason that neither of themconsidered tasting the dried
bl ood an option

“Wiatever it was, it’s over now” he said.

Lavinia wanted to take confort in his words, but her skin still crawed
with the nenory. She knew sonmething wasn’t right. But since she had no idea
what she decided to push the thought aside.

Jean Philippe stepped out of the shower and handed her a towel before
opening the bathroom door.

“If anyone else wants a shower, nows the tinme. I1’mgoing to tell them
to shut the generator off until md afternoon.”
* * * *
Lavinia awke the next evening to the sound of the television blaring.
She hated television. Vdérse still, Jean Philippe was watching the news. She

rolled over Judas and off the other side of the bed.

“Could you at least turn that down? You know I fucking hate the news.”
Thunder runbled so loud outside that for a nonent she thought an
explosion had gone off. MNornally she enjoyed a good storm but this sounded

nore like a war than the soft pitter patter of rain. She half expected to
find shrapnel on the concrete outside instead of puddles.
“Jean, please. | can’t take the stormand that damn television.”
“Hish.”
Lavinia stopped in her tracks. Mster or not, he did not speak to her
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that way. It just wasn’t his nature.

“Don’t you want to know what’s causing that?” he asked, pointing toward
the w ndow

“The sane things that have caused storns for countless centuries, |
would imagine.”

“Think again.”

H rose fromthe bed, still conpletely nude and opened the drapes. Then
he took her by the armand led her over to the open w ndow

“Jean, | don’t know what you want ne to look at. It’s a storm”

“Look closer.”

Lavinia stared out into the alnost conplete darkness. She |ooked over
the tops of buildings and past the sides of others, out onto the vast city.
Lightning flashed again and she sawit. Wth a screamshe junped back from
the glass.

“Wiat the fuck is that?!”

“They’re calling it the Leviathan,” he answered, pointing at the
television. “Apparently it appeared last night about the tine the power went
out. They say it knocked out a whole block. MNo one knows for sure what it is
or howit got here.”

Lavinia put her armaround Jean Philippe’s waist. She l|ooked toward the
reporter who was standing in the street three floors below pointing up at the
creature.

“I’'mnore interested in why it’s here and howto nake it leave,” she
sai d.

According to what had been filned during the day, the creature was
circling the city. It had no wings, and yet it sonehow floated through the
sky. It swamthrough the air just as if it were the ocean. It would appear
that the nonster cane with the storm

Lavinia and Jean Philippe were in the shower again when Judas finally
woke up. He cane rushing into the bathrooma few mnutes later

“Fuck ne! Have you guys seen the news?! If it’s alright with you, I’'m
going to close up shop and stay here for a fewnights.”

“That’s fine,” the naster answered. “Watever that thing is, it doesn’t
appear to be able to enter the city. But you can stay here if you like.” H
turned to Lavinia then and spoke softly for her ears alone, “lI would prefer it
if you stayed too, just until | can figure out what is going on.”

“l1 was kind of afraid to go out anyway,” she admtted.

* * * *

The stormand the monster concerned her, but she couldn’t have asked for
nore than being confined in the master’s club for a fewnights. The old
theatre had been renovated long ago, transformng it into Sinful Delights, the
nmost celebrated preternatural sex club around. Everyone was afraid of what
was going on outside, humans, vanpires and shifters were all staying indoors
for the nost part. But that didn’t nean that those working at the club didn’t
show up for their shifts

The building was decorated in a lush, decadent style. Red, gold and
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black were the predomnant colors. It remnded her of sone of the old opera
houses in France in the 1800°s. It had that sane delightful garishness about
it. Sone of the roons downstairs were bedroons which could be rented. But
nost of themwere set up for live perfornmances. Despite the type of business
it was, there were no prostitutes at Sinful Delights. And everyone who worked
there was willing to do so. They sinply performed for the audience. Sone
shows were nothing but good old fashioned dirty dancing. Chers consisted of
masturbation. But Lavinia’s favorite thing was watching the live sex shows
that the local werewolf pack perforned fromtine to tine out of the goodness
of their hearts. Those who starred in the shows did so for free. They
volunteered, hoping only for the pleasure of a fewvanpire bites. The club
profited nostly fromdrink sales and the generous donations of those who
insisted on paying for their entertainnent. However, it was only the wolf
pack’s performances which were free. Everyone else, werewolf or otherwse got
a paycheck.

But there wasn’t a live performance scheduled for the evening, at least
not on stage. She could still watch a show fromone of the private roons
though, and that was what she intended to do. |If she had to spend a night or
two at Sinful Delights, might as well enjoy it. Besides, she was starving.

Lavinia didn’t have any clothes in Jean Philippe’s roomupstairs that
weren’t dirty. Though she nornally kept a fewitens at the club, they had all
been sent to be cleaned. Jean Philippe was busy communicating with other
naster vanpires in various cities in the hopes of finding out what was going
on. H was so busy that he didn’t notice as she slipped on his black silk
robe and quietly left the room

The club was alnost enpty so she was easy to spot coning down the
stairs. Logan watched her frombehind the bar and sniled. She renminded him
of a cat prowing around in the dark. The black robe and long dark hair only
added to the illusion, naking her appear sonehow even nore pale. Her skin was
lum nous beneath the dimlights and every strand of hair glistened at the
height of one wave before dipping back into the dark sea of tresses. She
noved past himwth the barest of sniles and he knew exactly where she was
goi ng.

Lavinia entered the roomnear the back of the club and took a seat on
the plush red sofa. Instantly a light cane on inside the large booth which
was separated fromher by a pane of glass. She could see them but they
couldn’t see her. She recognized these perforners. The wonan was a vanpire
naned Cherry and the nan, a werewolf naned Adam And they were good ...very
good.

The show began with little preanble, which was fine with her. Their
lust for each other was palpable, even frombehind the glass. Lavinia closed
her eyes as their hands roaned over each other and began to drink in their
desire. Adamtook Cherry’s breasts in his hands and she noaned, causing
Lavinia to gasp in response. It wasn’t what he did that was so arousing, it
was the way he did it. Adamtouched Cherry like there was nothing in the
world he’d rather be doing and that turned Lavinia on in a way she could not
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descri be.

The show continued and soon they were both undressed. Not that they’d
been wearing much in the first place. Cherry rested back against the red sofa
on their side of the glass and spread her legs wide in invitation.

“Jean, | need you.”

Lavinia’s voice echoed through his mind. Hr plea was both urgent and
passionate. Jean Philippe was just finishing a conversation with the master
of New Orleans, who was very fanmiliar with magic. Even he had no clue as to
what was happening in Wcked Gty. They would have to wait for further word
fromthe council to see if the vanpire elders knew howto handle the
situation. But in the neantine, he could help Lavinia with her fervent
request.

“Logan. ”

H heard her just as clearly as if she was standing beside him calling
his nane. But that’s all she had to do. There was nothing nore to say.

Logan knew what she wanted and he was nore than willing to give it to her.

H reached the door just as Jean Philippe cane hurrying down the stairs.
The vanpire caught his look and smled. They were obviously both eager to
answer Lavinia’s sumons. Logan decided to wait for himand let the naster
enter the roomfirst.

They stepped inside just in tine to see Adanis ass noving up and down as
he punped in and out of Cherry who was screaming in ecstasy beneath himon the
sof a.

Lavinia was practically withing as she watched. Sure she could get
herself off if she needed to. But it just wasn’t the sane. Msturbation did
not satisfy the needs of a succubus. It was nore like a snack when she needed
a four course neal.

“Wiat took you so long?” Lavinia panted.

“l cane as quickly as | could, ma chéri.”

“He ran,” Logan teased. He winked at Jean Philippe. “And so did |
How can we hel p?”

Lavinia didn’t speak. She rose to her feet ignoring the scene behind
her for the nmonent, save for the sounds of pleasure that echoed in the room
She pulled the sash on the robe she had borrowed and let it fall to the floor.

Jean Philippe made the first nove which was rare for him But tonight
with the stormraging and a nonster floating over the city, he felt a sense of
urgency to take her in his arns. H wanted to bury hinself inside her flesh
and forget his troubles for the nmonent. He ran his hands through her hair and
clained her nmouth possessively, his tongue instantly tangling with hers.

Lavinia nelted into his kiss and began to pull the black silk shirt from
his pants. Jean Philippe reached between themand hurriedly unbuckled his
belt, never once breaking their kiss. Lavinia’s hands roaned up and over his
shoul ders, pulling the shirt down his arns. H pulled back only long enough
to remove the garnent and to unzip his pants before drawing her back to him
wth a lusty grin.
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Logan wasn’t used to seeing Jean Philippe appear so eager and felt
hinself grow ng harder as he watched them

“Wiat are you waiting for,” the master said, a teasing note in his
voice, “take off your clothes.”

Before Logan could finish stripping, Lavinia pushed Jean Philippe back
onto the sofa and straddled his waist. Logan heard her moan and knew wit hout
looking that the vanpire was inside of her. Lavinia may not have known it,
but she had a very distinctive noan when she was with Jean Philippe. And
Logan recognized it instantly.

“Yes,” she cried

Jean Philippe thrust into her, deep and hard and she threw back her
head, drawing himinto her arns at the same tine. Lavinia looked into his
eyes and found themconpletely green. They glowed in the darkness of the room
and when he licked his lips she lowered her head to do the sane. She took
first his bottom then his top lip into her nouth, gently grazing themwth
her fangs while she sucked on the delicate skin.

Logan pressed against her back, his already warmskin fevered by his
desire.

“I need his blood,” she whispered against Jean Philippe’s lips.

H noved and allowed the werewolf to take his place. Jean Philippe was
very well endowed, but Logan was bigger and she took her tine lowering herself
onto him But slowy, inch by inch, Lavinia nearly took himall while the
werewol f trailed kisses down her throat and breasts. He flicked his tongue
across one hard nipple and she screaned.

“Take ne,” he growed. “Take ne now or the beast will take over.”

She looked up into his eyes, which had already turned anber, and knew
there wasn’t a nonent to waste. That had happened to thema fewtinmes in the
past. Lavinia had excited himto the point that Logan conpletely lost control
and the beast took over. She hadn’t found the experience disagreeable, but
Logan didn’t particularly enjoy it. It was for this reason that she honored
his request.

Logan turned his head in invitation and she sank her fangs into his
neck. She could feel the instant he cane. Hs blood flowed into her as his
desire sent her over the edge as well. Jean Philippe leaned over her from
behind and bit her neck in order to share what she was feeling. Rapture
spread over and throughout her body with such intensity that for a nmoment she
wasn’t sure of her surroundings.

“Ww ” Logan said breathlessly. “That was anmazing.”

Lavinia smled at himwhile Jean Philippe helped her to stand.

Apparently, they nade a lot of noise. Wien they were finished they
turned to find Cherry and Adamw th their faces pressed against the glass,
trying to see through to the other side.

“Lavinia?” Adamcalled. “Is that you?”

She laughed.

“I think you should have been on this side.”

* * X% *
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Three days later the stormwas still there, and so was the nonster. No
one knew what its purpose was, but Jean Philippe finally nanaged to get in
touch with the vanpire council. Their best guess was that it had entered
through a portal to the denon world. It was a creature of renarkable power
But worse yet was the one who could control such a beast. They said that only
a very powerful wzard would even be capable of opening the portal, let alone
calling forth sonething like the Leviathan

“Do you know of any such wi zard?” he asked.

“Synn. ”

(ne word. That was the only clue they had. Nbo sooner had the council
given Jean Philippe the nane than it sonehow found its way to the street. It
was as if word of himspread by nagic at just the nention of his nane. People
began to whisper about the wizard Synn. Mybe he was controlling the beast,
sone said. And still others thought he could fight it. As they listened to
all of this on the news, the nmaster found hinself overcone with nmirth.

“Hai! God luck with that. Hinph, getting himto fight the nonster.

|_W11
“Wat do you nean?” Lavinia asked.
“If this wzard still exists, and that’s a big if, he’s a fiend.”
“Hw so0?”

“I thought Synn was just a fairytale until the council nentioned him
Now there are runors that he lives right here in Wcked Gty. Right under our
noses.”

“Yes, but howis he a fiend?”

“According to legend, the guy sacrificed his own wife in order to obtain
inmortality.”

“How fucking sick is that?” Logan chined in fromacross the room

Lavinia thought about that for a nmonment and shivered. H sounded a lot
like soneone she used to know Like soneone she had made the mstake of
getting involved with. Then again just about every villain seened to have
sonething in common with her forner lover. H was a bastard

“There is one way to know for sure if a wizard is here,” Jean Philippe
said. “l have this charm |1’ve had it for years and never used it.

Honestly, | thought w zards were extinct. Aayway, you take this charmand you
hold it up into the storm-”

“And get struck by lightning?! Hve you lost your mind?” Lavinia
snapped.

Jean Philippe smled ruefully and held up his hand for silence.

“Let ne finish. If this thing actually works, the lightning won’t flow
through it. It will enpower it. Then, it’s supposed to show you the way.
That is ...if there is a real wzard around and if it really works.”

“And if it doesn’t?”

“You mght have a really bad night.” H shrugged. “But it’s probably
all bullshit anyway. Wat worries ne is howdid everybody else hear about
hin? Aml the nmaster of this city or not? If he is here, howcone | didn’t
know?”
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Lavinia wal ked toward the bathroom then turned back to Jean Philippe.

“Mybe he didn’t want anyone to know ”

Soneone who was powerful enough to cloud the minds of master vanpires,
now that was sonething to worry about. The rain cane and went, but always
there were stormclouds and lightning and the Leviathan swimmng through it.
Lavinia kept looking out the window It wasn’t that she wanted to see the
creature. She was trying to get nunb to its appearance ...trying to work up
her nerve for what she planned to do.
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Chapter Three

It didn’t take much to find the charmJean Philippe was talking about.
It was the only odd piece of jewelry she hadn’t seen himwear before and it
was locked in his safe. She was the only one he had trusted with the
conbination, just in case sonething happened to him CF course Lavinia was
trustworthy. She was only after the charm not everything else he had hidden.
Besides, she planned to return the charmafter she was finished. It |ooked
like just an old key on a necklace. But when she walked toward the w ndow
with it, the key began to glow She had her answer, now she just needed the
courage to go outside.

Everyone else was downstairs playing cards. The nornally busy sex club
had tenporarily closed its doors. It seened not nmany people were in the nood
since the nonster appeared. Either that or they were just afraid to go
outside. According to the news people were refusing to go to work in sone
places, even quitting their jobs to avoid going outside. The creature hadn’t
harmed anyone yet, but that’s not to say it wasn’t capable. No one knew for
sure.

She pulled on a pair of black pants and one of the nmaster’s black shirts
before slipping on her boots and opening the door. In a matter of seconds she
was out on the fire escape and clinbing up to the roof. Once there she caught
sight of the beast through flashes of lightning. It was so far away now that
it alnost looked snall. Lavinia breathed a sigh of relief. That neant she
had several minutes before it circled this way again.

She took the necklace off and held the key high into the air. After a
mnute of nothing but getting whipped by rain and wind she was starting to
feel stupid. But then it happened. Lightning split the sky. It noved toward
her so fast she didn’t even have tine to scream Al she did nanage to do was
close her eyes.

Trenbling fiercely, she looked up to find her armstill extended and the
charmglowing brightly in her hand. The lightning was gone. Nbthing was
singed around her and she was conpletely unharned.

“How is that possible?” she nunbled.

About that tine the nmonster let out a terrible screech, audible even at
such a distance. It nust have known what she was doing because it |ooked
really pissed off. It reared back its ugly head and started her way.

“Cone on, damm it. Were’s the wzard?”

The key glowed so bright it was nearly blinding. In an instant a beam
of light shot fromthe tip of the key and straight across town. It only
lasted for a second. After that the key looked nornal again and she was out
of tine. The nonster was so close that she could snell its foul stench and
fear gripped her like a physical thing.
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She turned to find Jean Philippe racing onto the roof behind her.

“Lavinia, what’s going on? \at are you doing up here?”

“Jean, run!”

H looked up and sawthe nonster and a look of rage passed over his
features.

“I' wll not.”

Hs eyes began to glowsolid green and he stepped in front of her.

“Wiat are you doing?! W& have to get inside!”

Lavinia tried to pull him but it was useless. The naster neant to
stand his ground.

“l don’t think he can cone this close.”

“So you’re going to play chicken with a nonster?!”

The beast let out another yell and dove straight toward the roof where
they stood. Lavinia fell to her knees behind Jean Philippe, but he stood his
ground. He stared up into the face of the nonster and laughed at its snapping
javs.

“Sonething is keeping himout,” he said calmy. *“Just as | suspected
I don’t knowif this wizard is controlling himor not. But some nagic is
keeping himat bay.”

Lavinia was shaking uncontrollably. She hated sea creatures. They were
the only things to ever really scare her and this was just too nuch to take

“Get ne away fromthat nonster,” she said, keeping her eyes on the
ground. “Get ne away now Jean or I’mgoing to lose it.”

H gathered her in his arns and carried her back inside. Mich later he
asked if she was able to use the charm

“Od it work?”

“l didn’t get a chance to find out.”

She wasn’t sure why she’d just lied to him Qldly enough, it seened
like the right thing to do. A least for the monent. Lavinia wanted to see
this wizard for herself before she turned himover to the naster. Because the
nmaster would turn himover to the council and whether he was guilty or not,
that nmost likely would nean his death.

(Onhce word got out that the nonster couldn’t actually cone into the city,
life got back to sone senblance of nornalcy. WélI, as nornal as things could
be with a giant nonster circling the city and a stormthat refused to go away.
The only thing Jean Philippe was able to find out for sure about the w zard
was that no one had ever seen his face. A least, not in recent history. Nb
one knew what he looked like or even if he was definitely still alive. Still
runors were spreading like wildfire across the city.

Soneone had to be helping themspread, because it sure as hell wasn’t
him People were saying that Synn was responsible for their present
msfortune. It had becone the general consensus that he was evil and he was
in control of the nonster. News reports were starting to speculate that he
was holding the city for ransom ly he hadn’t cone forward with any
denands. The good news was that the nonster couldn’t get in. The bad news
was, they couldn’t get out. It was as if an invisible wall blocked Wcked
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Gty fromthe rest of the world. People could still get in, nuch to their
dismay. But they couldn’t leave.

It had been a week and a half nowand no one was any closer to a
solution. They were also not any closer to learning about the wzard.
Everyone fromdenonologists to priests had tried to get rid of the nonster.
They’d even called in the National Quard. But nothing worked.

Lavinia had returned to her penthouse and there she sat, wondering what
to do next. She still renmenbered where the light had shown and it wasn’t
terribly far fromwhere she was. It couldn’t hurt to go take a look, could
it?

Wiatever she wore was likely to get wet anyway. So she didn’t put nuch
thought into her attire. She put on a pair of dark jeans and a black
turtleneck before heading out. Rather than bringing a weapon or binoculars,
she decided to take a scope fromone of her guns. It was easier to carry and
she was used to looking through it. Binoculars felt too nuch like spying on
soneone. Looking through a scope felt nore like ...work

She was a little bit hungry, but this wouldn’t take all night. There
would be tine to eat later. She just wanted to see if there was really a
w zard in Wcked Gty. So having no idea what he looked like, she positioned
herself on a rooftop and waited for himto appear. She was directly across
fromwhere the light had pointed. As best she could tell, the building across
fromher was conpletely enpty. Nbo lights were on, though she could see
furniture so soneone lived there. There was nothing overly suspicious about
the place. No voodoo dolls lying about or odd synbols painted over the door.

Wiile she continued to focus the scope in order to peer through the
window the Leviathan flewoverhead. It growed as if it renenbered her and
though Lavinia shook with fear, she refused to look up and acknow edge it.

Ashort while later it started raining again. She was freezing and
soaked through and just about to give up when she saw soneone in the alley.

It was definitely a man. H was tall with broad shoulders. H was also
wearing a long coat and a hood. She couldn’t see his face, or even his hair
color, but he had nice hands. The night was cold, but he renoved his gloves
when he stopped in front of the door. This wasn’t strange in itself, but he
didn’t use a key to get inside. He waved his hand in front of the knob and
the door opened itself.

Lavinia wanted to seek shelter, but she also wanted to observe himfor a
little longer. Just because she was a vanpire didn’t nean she didn’t feel the
cold. It just neant she wouldn’t die fromit. She adjusted the scope and
| ooked toward the windowonce nore. He renoved his coat, but his back was
still turned. Véw Those shoulders weren’t just padding. But she still
couldn’t see his face.

H ran a hand through his hair, shaking it out. It looked shaggy and
wavy and alnost shoulder length. But because it was wet she couldn’t tell the
color for sure. It looked black. Then again unless it was super blond, nost
people’s hair did look black when wet.

H took off his shirt and Lavinia wasn’t prepared for her reaction. |If
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breathing was necessary for her to live, then she would have found it
difficult at the nonent. And although it wasn’t necessary for her heart to
beat either, just the sight of himhad put hers into overdrive. She couldn’t
renenber the last tine her heart had run away like this. Not since ...\l
not since she was alive.

The nuscles of his back rippled and flexed as he bent to renove his
shoes. He had lots of scars. It looked like he’d been stabbed a few tines
and quite possibly clawed by sone sort of nonster. But that didn’t distract
fromhow beautifully put together he was. [If this was Synn, then she was in
trouble. Soneone so powerful and rumored to be so evil should not nake her
ache with longing. It was the first tine her heart had beat in so long. But
why? She wasn’t starved for the sight of naked flesh. She’d seen plenty.

But all Lavinia could think of nowwas how nuch she wanted himto finish
stripping. & ahead, just take off those pants.

Instead he wal ked down the hall and out of her sight. She couldn’t help
the disappointment. And at the sane tine she scolded herself. This nan mght
not even be Synn and here she was spying on him Not only that, but waiting
for himto get naked. FEven if he turned out to be Synn, that still didn’t
make it right. She wasn’t sure how the door opened. That wasn’t definite
proof, just odd. Since she had never seen a wzard, she honestly didn’t know
what to look for. But she was certain the answer would not be found waiting
around to see his dick. Then again, answers were overrated.

She waited only a nonent longer before deciding it was tine to go. Wat
if this was Synn? And what if everything she’d heard was true? How could the
first man to make her heart beat in centuries be capable of killing his own
wife? Conme to think of it, the last nan to nmake her feel this way had killed
her. Mybe this line of thinking wasn’t good. She needed a distraction and a
quick bite.

n her way hone Lavinia stopped by AWiter Shade of Pale. Judas could
tell by the look in her eyes that she hadn’t cone for the Re-Mta Life. She
approached the counter slowy and he took in the way she licked her lips, the
sway of her hips. She was stalking her prey. Lucky him Lavinia ran a hand
through her long dark hair and water droplets splashed onto the bar as she
| eaned forward

“Judas, sweetheart, could I trouble you for a bite?”

Her voice floated over himlike a second pair of hands and cane to rest
right over his crotch

“Nbo trouble at all.”

H loved it when she fed fromhim It was unlike anything he had ever
experienced. It wasn’t just sex. It was nuch better. As soon as they were
alone in his office, Judas could tell it wasn’t sex she was after tonight.

She would let her voice touch himas only a succubus could. Lavinia sat on
the desk and reached for him She began to whisper things to himin a long
forgotten language. Even though he didn’t understand the words, his body did
and that was all that nattered. She could feed fromhis desire wthout ever
taking his blood, but Judas loved to be bitten
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She wapped her arns around himand he pulled back his hair to allow her
access. She licked and kissed across his skin. Al the while she spoke
softly to him Her voice washed over and through him up and down his legs,
constantly stroking between his thighs. This was amazing, but there was
sonething different about her tonight. H closed his eyes and listened
carefully. There was a tenderness in her voice that he had never heard
before, a soft and desperate edge to her touch. She needed sonething, but it
wasn’t his body. It was alnost as if she hungered for his soul

Lavinia could feel the change in him She could tell he had stopped
enjoying the nonent entirely and was at least halfway paying attention to her
voice. Perhaps she had given too nuch away. Before he could ask questions
she sank her teeth into his neck. Judas ran his hand between her thighs and
cupped her pussy through her jeans. That was all it took. She cane hard and
her release transferred to himthrough her bite.

After freshening up and drying off a bit, she walked back into the
office to find himwaiting for her.

“Sonething is different about you tonight,” he said softly. “I sensed ...
enotion. Wat has changed?”

It wasn’t an accusation, just a sinple question. She and Judas had
known each other for a hundred years. It was only nornmal that he would notice
a change in her.

H nmoved forward and placed his hand on her shoulder. For sone strange
reason it nmade her want to cry.

“In a hundred years you have never touched ne the way you did tonight ...
and you didn’t even use your hands.”

“l saw soneone tonight,” she said softly. *“Soneone who nade ne ...feel

things.”
“Li ke what ?”
“l can’t .”
“Wiat did he look like?”
“lI don’t know | never even saw his face.” She paused before admtting,

“But he nmade ny heart beat again.”
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Chapter Four

Judas didn’t know what to say, so he didn’t say anything at all. He
didn’t know the whole story, but he knewthat Lavinia had been hurt bad
before. Bad enough that she hadn’t loved anyone in all these years. H was
alright wth her not loving him but that didn’t nean he was alright wth
seeing her get hurt.

* * % *

It was barely dark the next night before Lavinia returned to watch the
man who mght be Synn. This tine he was already hone. (Once she positioned
herself on the roof and zooned in with her scope, she found hi mnaking coffee.
H was wearing a long, dark purple robe and his back was turned again. He
nmust have just gotten out of the shower, because his hair was wet again and
still looked black. She had never seen his face and yet she sonehow nourned
the loss. It was as if sonething had been taken away fromher, though she’d
never really had it.

Lavinia watched as he added creamand sugar to the cup and stirred it
with his finger. He turned only slightly to lick his finger and she got her
first glinpse of his face. Full, perfect lips that curled slightly as if he
were thinking of sonething that nade himwant to smle. H had a strong, but
not overpowering chin and a long, aquiline nose. Hs brows were high with
just the right amount of curve. He took a sip of coffee, licked his lips and
Lavinia’s heart started doing cartwheels.

H turned toward the window but shadows obscured the right side of his
face. It was as if the shadows followed himso that she couldn’t see both
sides. Wat was he hiding? H leaned forward to pick up a book fromthe
coffee table and his robe fell open, revealing his chest. H had a fewscars
here, but not many. And none that could nmar the ridges and curves of his
gorgeous body.

Lavinia watched while he drank coffee and read. She wasn’t sure how
long she sat there or exactly why she was watching him She found hersel f
studying his hands as he slowy turned the pages, scanning words here and
there wth a finger. And she watched himlick his lips. It was obviously a
nervous gesture. But what about the book was naking hi mnervous?

She wanted himto take off the robe, but nore than that she wanted to
know him For the first tine in years she really wanted to know soneone in
nmore than just the carnal sense of the word. She looked around at the room
behind him The explosion of color nade her realize how plain her penthouse
was. He was surrounded by purple of all shades, green here and there, and
red. There were fresh flowers on the table and their stark white color nmade a
beautiful contrast to the rest of the room The whole place |ooked and felt
alive, and so did he.
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Her penthouse was filled with white, black, and cream The only
variation was a bit of gold here and there. There was hardly any furniture at
all. It didn’t look like a honme really, but it was functional. Nowthat she
sawthe inside of his house she realized how cold her surroundings were.
Lifeless was the word that cane to mind. She was just about to go hone when
he rose suddenly and put down the book

H turned to the windowand there was purpose in his novenments. He
val ked right up to the glass and put a hand over the sash on his robe. Wth
one swift motion he opened it and with a casual shrug, let it fall to the
floor.

Hr nouth watered and her heart felt ready to break through her ribs.
The curve of his hip was what drew her attention first. The nuscular curve
there nade her want to touch himeven more. But then her eyes fell to his
cock. Long, thick and full. Wat an inpressive sight. She closed her eyes
and could alnost feel her fingers wapping around it.

H stood there for a nonent, conpletely unashamed as he stared out into
the night. Gould he see her? DO d he know he was being watched? If he did,
he didn’t seemto mnd. After several mnutes he left the robe on the floor
and gracefully left the room

* * % *

Lavinia still didn’t have proof that he was a wzard. She told herself
that was the reason she returned night after night. After a week she realized
that she was pining for him She hungered so deeply for the touch of this
stranger that little else filtered through her thoughts. She had been at
peace with her life, or lack there of, and what she was for so long that it
took her a while to recognize the turmoil she was in. She had forgotten that
one person could feel so many things at once. The unexpected fluttering she
felt nowwas newto her all over again

She hadn’t found evidence yet, but she knew sonehow that this truly was
Synn. Wether he was a friend or eneny renained to be seen. She tried to
find other things to do, to find reasons to stay at hone. But the storm
couldn’t rage enough to keep her fromhimand the nonster just didn’t scare
her enough to keep her indoors anynore. It had been a long tine since she
hadn’t been able to possess the nman she desired and Lavinia wasn’t used to the
sensation

She stood on the rooftop for the seventh night ina row And as she
wat ched himthrough the window she finally lost control. H mght be her
eneny and for that reason she could not reveal herself conpletely. But she
could have this night. Here in the darkness he could be hers and with the
light of dawn, no one would know what had passed between themin the night.

Lavinia stretched her arns wide and released her power. She let her
thoughts carry on the wind like a soft perfune. And with her voice she called
to himsoftly.

“Come to ne. Let ne see you ...Let ne touch you. | wll do you no
harm”

Her voice carried to him even inside the house. The building was
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protected fromharnful nmagic, but he didn’t need that reassurance to know that
whoever called to himneant no harm Vdérds flowed over and through himlike a
pair of velvet covered hands, caressing him There was lust in this nagic,

but nore than that ...there was tenderness. It was the tenderness that nade

hi m open the door.

It was not the words she spoke, nor her considerable power that held
sway over the wizard. It was the longing he felt when she called out to him
It had been too long since anyone cared for him Too long since anyone even
knew of his existence.

Lavinia was standing in the alley by the tine he opened the door. She
gasped as light spilled fromthe doorway and onto the street. Rain pelted
against her skin like ice and bounced off of his broad shoulders as he wal ked
toward her. Hs face was cast dowward, out of the light and the w nd whipped
his hair about nmaking himlook like sonething wld.

She was careful to keep herself in shadowas well. H stopped right in
front of her. H was well over six feet tall. H<s presence doninated the
alley and his size made her feel snall and helpless. Helpless was not
sonething she was used to being. Lavinia knewin that instant that her power
had not brought himto her. H had chosen to cone.

Synn | ooked down at the dark haired beauty and was unsure what to think
of her. He couldn’t get a good look at her, but he didn’t need good lighting
to know that she was beautiful. Long ebony hair tossed about on the night
wind and whipped across a luscious set of cherry lips. H could feel hinself
growing hard just looking at her. And when she smled he understood the power
he had felt. She was a vanpire. Hwinteresting.

“Wio are you and why have you called ne?”

Hs voice was deep and warner than the heat she felt rising fromhis
body. Lavinia had no answer. A least, none she could put into words. So
she didn’t say anything at all. She leaned into himand that first contact
sent a thrill through her entire body. She stood on tiptoe and he bent down
to accormodate her, letting her kiss himfor the very first tine. The gentle
touch of his lips rocked her to the core. So nmany nen had kissed her and yet
she knewin that instant that she had never really been kissed before.

H tasted like coffee, sugar and ...tears. There was a sorrow deep
within himand Lavinia could feel it when he touched her. She ran her hands
inside his coat and began to pull his shirt out of his pants. She was
desperate for the feel of his bare skin.

H wapped his arns around her waist, and moaned as he deepened the
kiss. He decided it didn’t matter why this beautiful vanpire wanted him She
must be the one he’d felt watching himfor the past week. And he was going to
let her have himbefore she changed her mnd. Before she saw his face.

H took off his gloves and put themin his coat pocket. H needed to
feel her skin.

Lavinia gasped as he ran his hands underneath her shirt. H was warm
and his touch was gentle. No nmatter what anyone said, these were not the
hands of a madman or a fiend. No one could touch a wonan like he was touching
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her after having killed soneone he loved. It just wasn’t possible. He
unclasped her bra and ran his hands over her breasts, causing the nipples to
harden instantly.

Lavinia ran her hand up and down the front of his pants and that was all
it took.

H understood what she needed and it wasn’t foreplay, not now For
whatever reason, she needed him Her touch nade himwant to take her right
there against the wall. But it was what he felt in her kiss that pushed him
over the edge.

H stepped back to let her unzip his pants, but he pulled away when she
reached for his face

Lavinia wanted to at least touch his face, but she didn’t try to push
the issue. Wat she needed nost of all was the feel of his hot flesh inside
of her. And that he seened nore than willing to give. She closed her eyes as
he put his hands underneath the hemof her calf-length skirt and pushed it up
around her hips. H hooked one finger in her black lace panties and pulled
themaside with a grow.

Lavinia tipped her pelvis forward and noaned as his nouth covered her
pussy. Sex had been nore intense ever since she was turned, but it had never
felt this way. She ached alnost instantly for release. And when he slipped
one long finger inside her she cane.

H grabbed her ass with one hand, pressing her harder into his nouth and
she screaned. He shook his head back and forth as he sucked at her clit,
growing and devouring her like an animal. Yes! This was what she needed.

H rose suddenly, lifting her against the wall. In one instant he
pinned her with both his lips and his rock hard cock. H was huge. Lavinia
held onto him wapping her arns around his shoulders as he drew back slowy.

“Od | hurt you?” he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire.

She shook her head and he thrust into her again. She wapped her legs
around himand ran one hand over the nuscles of his back. She could feel him
tensing and knew he was close to comng. Hs desire coursed through her,
sweeter than anything she had ever tasted. And even though he whispered, “You
can bite ne if you need to,” it wasn’t necessary.

“You’re enough,” she nmoaned against his lips.

A shuddering breath escaped himand he clung to her as he came. Nothing
she could have said to himcould have possibly neant nore than those words.

Not hing he had ever done had ever been enough. And here she was, this
beautiful stranger, telling himexactly what he needed to hear. H pressed
his face against her shoulder, his tears blending with the cold rain.

Wien he finally pulled back fromher, his heart ached. H lowered her
slowy and turned his back while she straightened her clothes and he did the
sane. H knew better than to ask for her nunber. This wonan obviously didn’t
want to nake herself known. She would likely disappear into the night and
he’d never see her again. Just the thought nade himfeel heartbroken. Surely
soneone who nade himfeel this way could not leave himso easily.

H renained standing with his back turned, unsure of what to do until he
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felt her arns around him There were so nany enotions in that touch, in the
gentle squeeze she gave his waist before releasing him

“Thank you,” she whispered

And just like that, she was gone. He turned around and found not hing
but the rain. Synn turned up the collar of his coat, feeling colder than he
had before and turned back toward his hone. The door still stood open and his
long dark shadow spilled across the street, all the way to the entrance of the
al ley.

H turned back just before closing the door and whispered, “Dream of
ne.”

In the two hundred plus years she had been a vanpire, Lavinia had never
dreaned. Wen the dawn cane she was really and truly dead to the world. O
so she had thought. MNowher mind was filled with the touch of lips she could
still taste and hands that had burned her with their fire. Synn was a force
of nature, just like the stormthat raged around them H had swept over her,
turning her enotions into chaos, just like a storm Wth his first touch her
defenses had been broken. She sinply could not stop what she felt.

Wien Lavinia awoke the next evening her dreans cane back in a rush of
enmotion. Flashes of nenories conbined with feelings she wasn’t at all
prepared for. And her heart. She placed a hand over her chest and narvel ed
at how hard it was beating. So hard that it actually hurt. This just wasn’t
nornal for a vanpire.

“Synn,” she whispered. “Wat am| going to do?”

* k% * %

H knew the instant she spoke his nane. H didn’t hear every tine
soneone talked about him But this was different. She wasn’t just talking
about himor nentioning his name. She was calling him It was the wonan he
had met the night before, the vanpire. H was sure of it. There was that

sane longing in her call. That sane ...brokenness. Synn knew what that felt
like and so was well equipped to identify the emotion in her. Hs vanpire
lover knew his nane, but he still had no idea who she was. Wat he would have

given for one good look at her face. Then again, hadn’t he denied her that
sane thing?

But his case was different, or so he thought. After all, what would a
beautiful woman want with a scarred up wzard? H should take his nenories
and cherish them because she wouldn’t want himonce she got a good |ook

H tried to ignore the pain in his chest, and went back to his research.

Lavinia had never felt better and still so awful at the sane tine. Last
night was by far the best sex she had ever had. It was as if she had been
touched, truly touched for the very first tine. It wasn’t his technique or
his body, though she had no conplaints about either. It was what she felt
when he touched her, the way that he touched her. And the way his touch nade
her feel. He put his hands on her as if he were not afraid to do so. e
obviously knewthat she was a vanpire, but he wasn’t afraid. H even offered
her his blood, but his body had been nore than enough. That surprised her.
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No one had ever been *“enough.” But when he said she could bite him the words
just cane spilling out. And they were the truth. Nothing nore was necessary.

Even now hours later she was satisfied. She nornally woke up hungry,
just like anybody else vanpire or not. But not tonight. Mybe it was his
nagic ...or naybe it was sonething nore.

She had wanted to be with him if only for that one night. H had
understood her need and given her what she asked for. But Lavinia knew now
like she had known the night before that once sinply wasn’t enough. H nade
her feel alive. Despite being at peace with what she was, that was a feeling
she had mssed.

Hs words had floated to her in the darkness, “Dreamof ne.”

And she had. If she really had to have proof that he was a wi zard,
surely that was it. Wile she showered she asked herself, “Ckay, so now what?
Now you know he’s a wizard. WWat does that prove if you won’t even speak to
hi n?”

As the hot water ran over her skin, she inagined his warmhands on her
again and closed her eyes. But rather than arousing her, it nade her want to
cry. Wat was going on and why couldn’t she get a grip?

Just as she stepped out of the shower her phone rang. It was Jean
Philippe. She hadn’t seen or spoken to himin a week. She also hadn’t
realized that until he called. She pushed the speaker button and went back to
tovel -drying her hair.

“Lavinia, | need to speak with you about something. Could you cone by
the club tonight?”

It sounded like he had another job for her to do. It would give her an
excuse to not spy on the wzard and nmaybe to get a hold on her enotions. The
only man to ever nake her feel anything close to this ...had killed her. And
the one who nade her heart beat nowwas forbidden sinply because the council
considered hima suspect. She needed tine to think.

“Sure. 1’1l be there within the hour.”
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Chapter Five

The dress she selected was long, blood red and alnost sheer. The fabric
was so thin that it did little nmore than cover the necessities. The straps
were thin and the back hung low revealing the sensuous curves of her back.
Her hair hung in ebony waves, reaching just past the mddle of her back and
contrasting well with the red fabric and pale expanse of skin.

Her lipstick matched the dress and her eyes were snoky and dark. Long
lashes brushed over her cheeks as she looked down to find her keys. Tonight,
she would drive for a change. She didn’t feel like getting wet.

Business had picked back up at Sinful Delights and the parking lot was
packed. Cars were lined up around the block, just to get a taste of what Jean
Philippe’s club had to offer. CF course, no hunans were allowed w thout an
escort. It was alnost exclusively a preternatural club. nly shifters or
vanpires were allowed to work there. And that’s what the clientele nostly
consisted of. Every nowand then a vanpire would bring their hunan servant.
But nost of the tine, it was just the other nonsters who cane out to play.

Logan saw her car drive up and admred the sleek black vehicle. That is
until he caught sight of Lavinia. The car was quickly forgotten as he hurried
to find an unbrella and rushed out the door.

She had barely come to a stop before he was at her door. Hs smle
wvarned her, but not as much as it usually did. She let himopen her door and
took himby the arm

“You | ook wonderful,” he growed sexily. “Please tell ne you’ve come to
play tonight.”

She smled. “Sorry, Logan. I’mafraid tonight is business. Jean
Philippe called ne here.”

“Are you saying that you wouldn’t have cone otherw se?”

Cone to think of it, that was what she was saying. She just hadn’t
realized it until he asked. Lavinia only smled in response. She didn’t want
to hurt Logan’s feelings. But the truth was she was conpletely satisfied.
Even the sex radiating fromthe building couldn’t tenpt her. But the thought
of going back to the wzard, nowthat was tenpting

H closed the door behind themand asked one of the other werewolves to
park her car.

“Can | get you sonething to drink? V¢’ve got sone fresh donations
tonight. Hw about sone O positive?”

If she refused it would look even nore suspicious. She wasn’t sure what
was going on and definitely wasn’t prepared to talk about it.

“That will be fine. 1 think I’lIl watch the showuntil he’s ready for
ne.”

Sinful Celights was host to nany talented perforners. The werewolf on
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stage at the nonent was doing one hell of a job stirring up the crowd.
Lavinia took a seat at the back of the roomand waited for the naster and her
drink. The striper twirled artfully around the pole, bunping and grinding
just right. The way she kept tine with her hips was nothing shy of true
talent. And the way she licked her lips would have nornally been enough to
get Lavinia’s blood running hot. But not tonight. Even though she wasn’t
personally into wonen, that didn’t nean she didn’t enjoy watching them She
adnired the female formas a work of art. A though the arousing display did
little more than nake her bat her eyelashes, she was still enjoying the show

“Here you go,” Logan said, placing the glass of blood in front of her.
“H should be down shortly. | believe he said he was in a teleconference.”

“Wio with?” she asked, absently touching the werewolf’s thigh as she
spoke.

“The council.”

“Fuck.”

“Wiat ?”

“Not hing.”

H nodded toward the stage. “She’s pretty good, huh?”

“Wénderful .”

Logan went back to the bar and Lavinia went back to worrying. She was
curious before about why she had been summoned tonight. But now she was
positively concerned. The vanpire council had always nade her nervous. Jean
Philippe, like all vanpires, answered to them And she answered to him He
was an enforcer of the council and she was his loyal conpanion. That neant
that over the years she had gotten into a lot of deep shit helping himto
carry out their orders. Mtherfuckers. Wat did they want now?

She had just finished her drink when she felt himenter the room She
I ooked to see Jean Philippe standing at the foot of the stairs, wearing solid
black and a cone-on smle. Lavinia took that as her cue and rose to neet him

“Wiat have you done?” he asked.

The question caught her off guard and she froze. Jean Philippe hadn’t
been able to enter her mind in years without her permssion. Not sense she
had becone so powerful. H couldn’t possibly know what she had been up to.

H smiled and took her by the hand, spinning her around.

“You | ook magnificent.” H whispered sonething in French and she sniled.
“M chéri, you glow”

“New nakeup, ” she said absently.

“And a newdress.” H smled appreciatively. “I like it.”

H notioned toward the stairs and Lavinia followed himup to his office
After closing the door behind themhe turned to look at her once nore.

“Watever you have done this past week, it has agreed with you.”

Lavinia took a seat in the chair behind his desk and crossed her legs,
causing the high split in the dress to fall open.

“So, what can | do for you?” she asked.

“WIIl, I just wanted to let you know what has been going on. In case
you’ve forgotten, we’re in a bit of a tight spot here.” H gestured toward the
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wi ndow where lightning flashed as if on cue and the Leviathan streaned past in
the background.

“l haven’t forgotten.”

“Wiile you were off doing, whatever it was you were doing all week, they
nearly declared nartial law”

“Wiat stopped themfromit?”

“People have found a way to leave the city.”

“Real 1y?”

H noved to prop against the desk and crossed his arns.

“Near the East End tunnel, a passage way suddenly ...opened for lack of a
better word. Sone nen found it when they were trying to leave the city.
Apparently they had tried every known exit and this one happened to work. Nb
one knows why, but they have started to evacuate. If they can’t nake the
nonster go away, at least those who want to leave can do so now”

“That’s good then.”

“For the nost part, business owners and nost of the preternatural
community are staying. Thousands had left when | last heard a report. Truly
I amsurprised the city isn’t in a conplete state of chaos by now ”

“And what does the council have to do with any of this?”

“They believe that the wizard Synn is nost likely here in Wcked Gty.
They have been searching through historical records. No other wzard could be
capable of this.” H gestured toward the w ndow once nore. “H is the nost
poverful to have ever lived according to their records. And trust ne when I
say the council keeps extensive records. If his legend is true, then he is
also immortal and that presents another problementirely.”

Lavinia didn’t like where this conversation was going. She stood
abruptly and brushed past Jean Philippe.

“Don’t you ever get tired of doing what the council says? It is
possible they don’t know everything. Besides, none of that nakes sense. If
he is here, why would he do this? H hasn’t come forward. H hasn’t asked
for anything. Wy go to all this trouble if you don’t want sonething in
return?”

H shrugged. “Sorme nen cannot be reasoned with, na chéri. Perhaps he
just wants to watch us all suffer.”

She turned her back to himand wapped her arns tightly across her
chest, holding herself as if for confort.

“Wiat if they are wong, Jean? Wat if this wzard isn’t evil? Wat if
he is a victimin this too?”

H touched her shoulder and she junped. The naster’s touch had never
nade her junp before and he took notice of this. H put a hand underneath her
chin and tilted her face upward, forcing her to look himin the eye.

“If you knew sonething, you would tell ne, wouldn’t you?” he asked
softly.

“I’mconfused, Jean. | feel like I don’t know anything anynore.”

That was true enough, he could see it in her eyes. She hadn’t lied to
him she had probably just left out part of the truth.
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H knew sonething was wong. H had only seen that look in her eyes
once before, and that had been shortly after her death. But he knew Lavinia
vell enough to knowthat if she didn’t want to tell himthen there was no
point in asking.

“Stay the night with ne,” he whispered.

For the first tine since he’d known her she answered, “Not tonight.”

She offered hima soft kiss and added, “I’msorry, Jean. | just don’t
feel up toit.”

Lavinia started to leave, reached for the door and then seened to
renenber what she had wanted to know

“Wiat orders fromthe council?” she asked.

“None yet. W’re to wait until they decide what action to take.
They’re sending soneone in to investigate.”

She turned back at that and her eyes were suddenly cold. Jean Philippe
noticed the change, but said nothing.

“You nean they’re sending soneone in to find hin?”

“Yes.”

“And if they do?”

“Then we will be given further instruction.”

She turned to leave again and he asked, “Wly does this natter to you so
much?”

“I"’mnot sure.”

Lavinia was hal fway back to her penthouse when she turned on the radio.
According to the news the rest of the world was at a conplete loss as to
explain what was going on in Wcked Gty. So called experts didn’t have
anything nore to say on the subject. Since the Leviathan hadn’t actually
harned anyone and the stormhadn’t caused flooding or property damage, they
seenmed inclined to just wait it out. As a natter of fact, that was exactly
what the DJ she was listening to suggested.

“Hunph, wait it out. 1°d settle for just figuring it out.”

“If 1’menough, then why hasn’t she conme back?” Synn wondered al oud.

H knew what the nonster was that circled the city. H also knew which
level of Fell it had cone from Wat he didn’t knowwas what it was doing
here. He should have been doing nore research. But all he could think about
was how soft her skin had felt beneath his hands. Hw sweet her kiss had
tasted and how fucking tight she was around his cock.

H had known that he would nost likely never see her again. H had even
told hinself that he was alright with that. But he had never been a good
liar. Were was she tonight? Al week he had felt her presence and now t hat
she was gone ...he felt alone again. Even having soneone watch himfroma
distance was nore conpany than he was used to. H mssed it.

Three nights passed before Lavinia started to feel hungry again. Never
had she been satisfied for so long. But tonight she was hungry and this was a
craving she could not ignore. MNybe she would go down to Sinful Delights and
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just take in the show After all, she could feed fromthe sexual energy of
the crond. She didn’t need blood if it wasn’t what she wanted. FEver since
the wizard had touched her she couldn’t stand the thoughts of anyone else’s
hands on her body. So watching the showwas really her only option if she
didn’t feel like biting soneone.

Sonetine in the early hours of the norning the explanation had come to
him “You’re enough,” she said. Cf course! She turned down the offer of
bl ood because she had fed fromhis desire, his pent up sexual energy. Hs
nighttine visitor was a succubus. It nade perfect sense

“WI1, that makes things easier,” he said, reaching for his robe.

Synn knew that what he was about to do was dangerous. He had spent
centuries trying to prevent anyone fromknowing him And now he would risk it
all for the chance to get to knowthis woman, this vanpire. It wasn’t her
povers of seduction that nmade himwant her so. It was the softness in her
hands when she had touched himand the heartrending brokenness he had felt in
her kiss. nly soneone who had experienced pain, like him could understand
such a feeling. And the need to nmake it go away. It nust be terrible to have
to feed off of sex while carrying the nenory of what it truly felt like to
make love. She wouldn’t be in such turnoil if she didn’t know the difference.

H had heard before that the touch of a succubus was deadly. That nen
could becorme addicted to themlike a drug and literally be loved to death.

But he was no ordinary nman. H understood how nagic worked. If there was one
thing Synn had had plenty of tine to get to know it was nagic. Besides, she
couldn’t kill an immortal. A least, not wth sex. It would take a lot nore
than that.

Lavinia couldn’t bring herself to go to the wzard again, even though
there was nothing she wanted nore. She had felt the hunger in his touch. R
needed to be loved. That was sonething she didn’t know if she could do.
Lavinia had given up love to avoid suffering its inevitable loss ...again. She
would be using himand that wasn’t right. After a fewnore mnutes thought,
Lavinia put on a pair of black tights and a slinky red top. She put on her
coat and high-heeled boots on her way out the door. To hell with driving
tonight, she was in a hurry. Besides, it wasn’t raining and she enjoyed the
cold night air.

The night was clearer than it had been since the stormcane. O ouds
still lingered overhead, alnmost blocking out the nmoon. Lightning flashed from
tine to tine and of course there was still the monster. But that didn’t stop
her fromenjoying the fanmiliar touch of night.

As she stepped out onto the street the night enveloped her like a velvet
cloak. The noon’s soft light caressed her pale skin and with a smle she
became one with the darkness, nmoving ever closer to her destination.

Tonight there was supposed to be a live sex showand she didn’t want to
mss the perfornance.

The local werewolf pack could put on quite a showand Lavinia rarely
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mssed a night when they perforned. She arrived just in tine.

“The showis just about to start,” Logan said. He took her by the arm
and led her to her seat.

The lights were dim but not just because they had been turned down.
There were red scarves hanging over every light fixture in the roomgiving it
a sexy sort of glow That seened appropriate to her because Lavinia was about
to watch what had been affectionately naned “The Red Light Special.”

The spotlight came on and the curtain went up. The show was about to
start.

* * * *

Across town Synn was naking ready to work his spell. The incense was
lit. GCandles circled the roomand the soft fragrance of both mingled with the
herbs he was burning.
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Chapter Six

The nusic began to play, thunping softly at first, like a heartbeat.
Lavinia licked her lips as a hot male werewolf took the stage. H was dressed
in black leather fromhead to toe. It matched his hair. Hs face was painted
white. Hs lips were dark and so was the makeup around his eyes. H |ooked
vicious and sexy ...and wonderful. She was starving for the feel of his
desire.

The show wasn’t the sane every tine. Sonetines a “sex” show consisted
of only sex. Sonetines the perfornmers would touch thenselves. And other
tines, they would invite the audience to touch them Wen their eyes net,
Lavinia knew which it would be tonight.

The werewol f crooked his finger in her direction, beckoning her forward.
Wien she reached the stage Lavinia took the hand he offered and it was warm
welcoming. There was a single straight-backed chair on the stage behind him
and he gestured for her to take a seat.

H renoved a pair of handcuffs fromthe back of his pants and said,
“Hands behind your back,” loud enough that the crowd could hear.

As he leaned in close to cuff her to the chair he whispered, “M nane is
Brandon. You can bite ne whenever you’re ready.”

H pulled back fromher with a smle and as the pace of the nusic
qui ckened, he began to unfasten some of the nany buckles on his shirt. Ch
yeah, this was going to be fun

* * % *

Everything was in place. Al that was left for Synn to do was gather
energy. Sone said that gathering energy for sex nmagic was the hardest to of
all nagical abilities. But he had just the thing. Sex cane easily to Synn,
perhaps because he had been without it for so long. He closed his eyes and
focused on the vanpire. H renenbered the snell of her skin mxed with the
rain, the way she cried out when she cane. H could feel the curve of her
hips beneath his hands, tasted the sweat as it trickled fromher brow and was
qui ckly washed away.

That was all it took for one as powerful as Synn. Just like that he was
in her mnd. It was tine for the spell to begin. H could hear the nusic,
could feel her hands cuffed to the chair. But nost of all, he could see the
man dancing in front of her.

H began to nove to the music as well, dancing slowy around the circle
of candles as he scattered rose petals over the floor.

Wien Lavinia closed her eyes she could see him She knewit nust be
Synn.  H was wearing a dark purple robe with a hood that cast his face in
shadow And nothing else. H was dancing to the sane nusic and his robe was
conpletely open. She opened her eyes and saw Brandon renoving his shirt. But
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when she closed themagain it was the wzard who stood before her.

She could have counted the beads of sweat as they ran down his skin,
over his chest and down his abdonen. Lavinia nmoaned as he drew closer to her
and it was then that the words cane.

“Like a moth to a flame, | call to the wonan who knows ny nane.”

Brandon brushed against her thigh and she cried out, opening her eyes
once nore. H was starting to sweat nowtoo and his nakeup was running. It
made himlook like a dark, gothic sort of harlequin. She liked it and
instinctively Synn knew she liked it too.

“Say it again and | amyours to claim?”

Her heart kicked into overdrive again. She was breathing so hard she
thought her chest would burst. Brandon leaned in closer and spread her legs,
grinding against her body.

“Cone to ne nowand feed this flane.”

She cried out again and the crowd thought she was about to have an
orgasm Apparently, so did Brandon and he snmiled. But it was the wzard’s
voice that was driving her wld with desire. And he just wouldn’t shut up.

“I call to you with feelings you cannot deny.

Cone to ne in darkness, underneath the blackened sky.

Say ny nane again, call it out, Qvy!

Gll to ne now so sayeth I!”

“Synn!”

In one nove Lavinia broke free, tearing loose one of the spindles on the
back of the chair. Brandon seened stunned as he fell backward onto the stage,
but he also seened to be enjoying hinself. Apparently, he liked it rough.

The wizard’s call echoed in her ears as Lavinia ran out into the storm
Rain was falling hard now but she didn’t care. She left the crowd and
Brandon practically foaning at the mouth, but none of it mattered. She had to
find Synn. Wth her speed it wouldn’t take her long to reach him

Synn knew she was conming. He felt the power rush over himwhen she
called out his nane. Through their connection he could feel the rain as it
pounded against her skin. She would be here soon. Wth a wave of power he
threw the door open wide and stared out into the night ...waiting.

Lavinia was just down the street when she sawthe door open. As she
approached the steps leading in she noticed that it was dark inside. She had
a viewstraight down the hallway where one door was open, the inside of the
roombathed in candlelight. She knewthis was where Synn was, but she
couldn’t enter without an invitation. So she stood there, wet and panting.

“Conme in.” Hs voice echoed throughout the house as if he were using a
m cr ophone.

Lavinia noved slowy dow the hall and junped when the door closed
behind her. Qoviously it was his power that had drawn her here, but why?

The nonent she cane into view Synn felt his heart stop before pounding
furiously back to life. He could see her clearly this tine. She was wet,
dripping onto the floor and absolutely beautiful. Long strands of dark hair
clung to her. Her shirt was so dark it alnost |ooked black, but he was
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guessing it was red. The pants she wore clung to her as well, revealing
everything he had been renenbering so fondly. Her eyes were dark and nakeup
was running down her face, giving her much the sane look as the dancer had
when he started to sweat. Cherry red lips parted slightly as her eyes took
himin and this nade himsmle

“Wly have you called me back?” she asked breathlessly.

“lI know what you are,” he said, his deep voice casting a spell all its
owr. “lI want to nake you an offer.”

Lavinia took in the roomwith a glance. Red candles were lit all
around, hundreds of them The floor was a dark beautiful wood, covered in
thousands of red rose petals, but the roomwas otherwise bare. And then there
was Synn, standing in the mddle of it all. Snoke drifted up lazily fromthe
incense at his feet and curled around himas if it knewwhat it was touching.
Though she knew himto be naked beneath the robe, the lower half of his body
was nostly in shadow However, the candlelight revealed all the narvelous
curves and valleys of his chest. Lavinia found herself noving forward
involuntarily at the sight.

“l know that you have never been truly satisfied and I knowwhat it is
that you hunger for.”

Tears fell down her face as she moved closer still. “One nan has never
been enough, ” she whispered. “Wat nakes you think you’re any different?”

“l can give you what you need.”

Her heart leapt at his words.

“WIl you give ne a chance to prove nysel f?”

“Yes.” She hesitated before adding, “But there are things about ne you
cannot know For your own protection you shouldn’t get too close to ne.” It
killed her to say this when all she wanted to do was lay her soul bare before
him

The wizard nodded his acceptance. “I have one condition also.”

“Wiat is that?”

“You nust never see ny face.”

Lavinia nodded and he closed the distance between them Hs touch sent
a shock through her body that almost felt electric. God, how she had |onged
for himto touch her again. Alifetine had passed in the three nights since
she had held him And it seened like another lifetine went by as she watched
him anticipating his next nove.

“Then please, accept the offer of ny blood ...and give ne your flesh.”

Wth these words Synn lifted his right hand and Lavinia noticed the odd
sort of sleeve that covered his nmiddle finger. It looked like silver and
there was a joint inthe mddle to allowfor flexibility. H brought the
sharp tip up to his chest and nade a small cut just above his heart.

H put his hand behind her head and guided her toward the wound as a
trickle of blood ran down. Lavinia traced the trail of blood with her tongue
before pausing over the cut. Synn wapped his arns around her, cradling her
against himas a wave of nagic broke over them

Lavinia felt this power and wapped her arns around his waist. She
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didn’t know how long this could last, but at least they had one nore night.
She lowered herself slowy to the floor, trailing her hands down his body as
she opened his robe wide. She renenbered the first tine she had seen him
naked, when he dropped his robe in front of the window The curve of his hip
was even nmore tenpting up close and she pressed her lips against it, leaving a
smear of lipstick and bl ood.

Wien she nmoved further down, Synn couldn’t resist the urge to touch her
face. H wanted to watch her, to look in her eyes while she took himin her
mouth. She licked the tip of his cock and he noaned, sounding closer to an
aninal than a man. Her lush red lips stretched around him formng a wide “O’
that he found extrenely erotic. H wanted to watch those lips when his nane
cane spilling out, when she called to himonce nore at the height of her
passion.

Lavinia wapped her hands around to grab his ass and push himfurther
into her mouth. She was already drinking down his desire. It flowed freely
fromhim even before he was fully aroused. It was unlike anything she had
ever experienced. Synn was unlike anyone she had ever know. H reached for
her and she took his hand, letting himhelp her to stand. She had gotten used
to being petite, but she had never felt so small as when she stood next to
him Years of possessing superhunan strength had caused her forget what it
was like to feel helpless. Even though she knew he neant her no harm she
trenbled slightly beneath his stare.

Wien he spoke next, his voice carried the heartbreak of centuries and
she felt unsteady beneath the weight. “You know ny nane ...but what should I
call you?”

Lavinia’s voice broke wth emotion as she whispered, “Yours.”

Synn held her to himas if she mght break. She could feel his heart
beating beneath her ear, steady and strong. Mybe he was right. Perhaps he
really was powerful enough to give her what she needed. She pressed her |ips
to the snmall cut above his heart once more, smiling when it started to beat
faster. Lavinia ran her hands lightly over his shoulders, marveling at their
inpossible width. It looked like he was wearing shoul der pads, but by the
feel of his thin robe that clearly was not the case. /As she continued to
caress himshe understood that it was not just his body or his strength that
she wanted. She wanted him...just him

These were dangerous thoughts, dangerous feelings that would lead only
to pain. It had been easy to not get involved wth nortal nen over the years.
She had convinced herself that their short lifetine would be too painful to
endure. Though she had been with many nen, Lavinia had kept a close reign on
her enotions. That had been easy after what had happened to her. The only
nman she’d ever loved had turned on her, trying to steal her life force to
continue his own existence. It didn’t get nuch nore shallow or painful than
that. She tried to renenber those things now to bring up the past in order
to stop herself fromfeeling ...everything. But as he held her in his arns she
knew that Synn was not that man. H wasn’t even that kind of man. Even for
the protection of her ow heart she could not inagine himto be. The instant
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he put his hands on her she had known that the runors spreading about himwere
lies. They had to be. She sinply could not reconcile the legendary fiend
with the man who held her so gently, whose hands roaned over her body with
such reverence and whose kiss nade her want to take a chance again.

After several nonents he began to renove her clothes. As he tossed her
wet shirt onto the floor Lavinia realized she had never felt so strongly about
anyone before. Though she had known love, it had never felt like this. Her
heart throbbed again at just the thought. She could not love Synn. This was
too nuch, too dangerous. But when his big warmhands wapped around her waist
she knew it was pointless to deny. For the first tine in centuries, she was
inlove. And for the first tine ever, she knewthose feelings were returned.

It was in the way he held her, the way he wanted her. And it was in the
way he worshiped her nowwth his hands. H helped her to renove her shoes
before sliding the tights slowy dow her legs. Synn knelt before her as he
did this and when she was naked, Lavinia joined himon the floor. She pressed
her palns flat against his chest and traced a thin scar with her fingertips.
She didn’t understand why he hid his face. Mybe he thought she wouldn’t want
himif she sawwhatever it was he kept in shadow but she doubted that. There
was nothing about Synn that could ever stop what she felt. No matter what the
council decided or what their spy was able to find, he would be hers ...at
least for the night.

H pressed a soft kiss against her lips and when his hood fell back,
Lavinia closed her eyes.

“It’s alright,” she said softly. “I won’t look.”

She tilted back her head revealing her throat and he took the
opportunity to kiss the snooth expanse of skin. The wizard held her body
against himas he lowered his head to pull one nipple into his nouth.

“Yes,” she gasped

Lavinia looked down at his dark head, lowered so intinately to her
breast and felt the tension beginning to build. This wasn’t possible. A
least, it hadn’t happened so easily before. She tangled her fingers through
his hair and pressed himnore tightly to her breast.

“Yes, suck it. Suck it hard, Synn. 1’mgoing to cone.”

H lowered one hand to her pussy and she welconed the touch. She was
already dripping wet. Just the slightest touch against her clit was enough to
send her over the edge.

Synn slipped one finger inside and felt her nmuscles spasmaround him
H wanted to feel her cone, to know what he did to her

“Fuck ne,” she panted, pulling his head back fromher breast.

She had forgotten all about not looking at his face and was surprised to
find it still sonehow in shadow She could see the left side, but not the
right. Ch, but she could see his lips and she watched as his tongue darted
out to wet them

“Take ne now ” she said.

H hesitated for a nonent.

“Synn, please.”
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H laid her back against the floor and spread her legs wde, entering
her slowy, one inch at a tine. Lavinia noaned and wiggled against him
trying to force himdeeper. But he would have none of that. Synn had gone
for years without knowing the touch of a wonan. Three nights ago she had
surprised him Tonight, he neant to take his tine.

Hours passed as he toyed with her body, bringing her to orgasm
repeatedly wthout ever entering her fully. Even though she cane, Lavinia’s
release was not conplete. She needed all of himand he knewit.

H watched as the flush of arousal crept up her chest, making her
breasts seemto glowa soft pink. Her throat was red and her lips |ooked
swollen as he nibbled at themsoftly. He could tell she was grow ng
frustrated, even though she was enjoying herself. It was tinme to let her have
what she wanted. Synn quickly rolled to his back beside her.

Lavinia needed no further invitation. She swng one leg over himand
reached between her thighs to grab his cock. In a natter of seconds she had
himright where she wanted him H was too nuch to take fully, but she dam
sure tried. She ran her hands over his chest. H was slick with sweat and
that slippery-sliding sensation as she noved against himturned her on even
nore.

Synn reached up to cup her breasts as he asked, “Do you need nore of ny
blood, or am1 enough?”

“You’re enough,” she cried.

Wth that, release like she had never felt flooded her body. Lavinia
bucked and grinded against himlike sonething wild and she knew Synn coul dn’t
hold back anymore. H cane with a growl as he grabbed her hips and tried to
hold her still. It was a futile effort.

They lay there for several nmonents in silence before Lavinia rose slowy
to sit beside him

“I’'msorry if | hurt you, the way |I cane to you before. M life is very
dangerous. | can’t afford to get involved with soneone ...I can’t afford to
care.”

“l understand. Nb one has known ne in centuries, or even spoken ny nane
for that nmatter.”

H touched her back and Lavinia felt her heart nelting.

“But you know ne now ”

She stood slowy and gathered her clothes. Synn watched as she wal ked
toward the door, then paused to turn back to him

“M nane is Lavinia.”
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Chapter Seven

Lavinia was nearly hone when she felt it, a strange creeping/crawing
sensation. It was at once strange and fanmiliar. But she was too caught up in
the menory of what had just happened with Synn to give it much thought. That
was her third mstake. Because if she had given it nore thought, she m ght
have recognized the feeling. Instead she looked up at the Leviathan streamng
past overhead and shivered. After all, she was terrified of sea nonsters.
Surely that was what she had felt.

Lavinia waited until she was inside her penthouse. Uhtil the doors were
locked and all the curtains were shut before she allowed herself to react.

And then it happened. Aslowsmle spread over her features. It wasn’t the
usual grin she wore with a bit of wckedness behind it. It was a genuine,
blissful, straight fromthe heart smle. She didn’t renenber ever feeling so
wonder ful .

Nb one had ever touched her the way Synn had tonight. H hadn’t just
touched her body, he had touched her heart. Mnd, body, and soul had been
involved in the experience of Synn.

“Ww ” she whispered as she walked into the bathroom

Her knees were still wobbly and apparently her brain wasn’t working
right, because she had just noticed the handcuffs.

“Hbly shit.” She laughed.

She had shown up on his doorstep still wearing handcuffs. HA Good
thing she had a spare key in her bathroomcabinet. MNot that she couldn’t
break themif need be. But why ruin a perfectly good pair of cuffs?

About that tine the clock in the hall struck four. She needed to hurry
and get to bed before dawn. Lavinia continued to analyze the experience while
she showered. Jean Philippe was the one she had the nost experience with and
he was a nagnificent lover. That was one reason she had been with himso many
tines over the years. Even though there were never feelings involved, other
than friendship and trust, she had gotten used to that. Lavinia had honestly
forgotten what it felt like to be touched by soneone she loved. It was an
experience worth renenmbering. She had no idea where things with Synn m ght
lead, or even if they would lead anywhere at all. The council was |ooking for
himand it was her duty to carry out any orders they gave in regards to the
wizard. It was a conplicated situation and the stakes were getting higher.

But when she renenbered the way he nade her feel, she knewit was worth the
risk.

Lavinia felt perfectly fine when she lay down just before the dawn.
However, she felt like shit when she woke up four hours later. She was
expecting darkness. Wien she first opened her eyes she thought soneone nust
have a spotlight outside. Damn, she had forgotten to close the netal shutters
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Logan had installed. But why the hell would soneone have a spotlight pointed
at her window? Then she looked at the clock, 9:30. She had never slept that
late in her afterlife!

“Wit a mnute,” she munbled

Lavinia snatched up the bedside clock and screaned when she saw the
letters “AM right beside the tine.

“That’s not possible!”

She stunbled into the bathroomand propped against the sink, staring at
her reflection. Her eyes were bloodshot and she |ooked pale. Then again, she
always looked pale. Her heart was beating again. It had been doing that a
lot ever since she cane into contact wth Synn. iy now it was because she
was scared. \anpires were not supposed to be up during the day.

She peeked back around the corner and |looked at the curtains. The
daylight behind themcast the roomin a soft glow It was still raining.

That neant the sky was nost likely overcast. The light seened blinding even
though she knewit wasn’t. Still, it was the first light she had seen in over
two hundred years that hadn’t cone fromthe noon or an artificial source. She
was afraid, but that wasn’t what caused her to cry at the sight. She had told
herself that she preferred darkness, that she had always been nore of a night
ow anyway. But the truth was she had missed the light.

Lavinia stepped back into the bathroom sat on the closed toilet seat
and thought about what had been happening to her lately. There nust be an
explanation for this.

“It nust be sonmething to do with his blood,” she reasoned al oud.

She didn’t know what effect the sunlight would have on her once she went
outside, but sawno way around it. Lavinia needed to get to Synn. Mybe he
knew what was going on. She had beconme accustoned to her own seductive type
of magic. It was sinply a part of what she was. But his magic was different.
H controlled, he decided what was going to happen. That was entirely newto
her. And since he had decided that her taking his blood was part of the deal,
then he nust have known the effect it would have.

The first thing she found in her closet with long sleeves was a dark
green sweater. She put this on along with black pants and shoes. Next, she
found a coat with a hood big enough to cast a shadow over her face. {oves
were the finishing touch and she was ready to go. Damn, she needed sone
sunglasses. She didn’t even own a pair! Wo needed sunglasses when you never
saw the sun? Mybe the hood would be enough

The other problemwth leaving was, she had no idea howto get where she
needed to go. Wen she was alive, Lavinia had been fairly healthy. The few
tines she had fallen ill came back to her now The hallway spun before her
eyes as she stunbled into the elevator. She wasn’t sure if her powers were
only weakened or if she still had themat all.

As soon as she stepped outside her senses started reeling even nore.

The rain wasn’t heavy, but the cloud cover was. Even that small anount of
light nade her eyes hurt and she shut themtight for several mnutes, propping
against the wall just outside the door.
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“Ae you alright?” a woman asked as she approached.

“Fine,” she lied. “lI’ve just got a terrible headache.”

“Damm migraines,” the wonan replied. “Try putting on sunglasses, that
hel ps ne.”

“Thanks, 1’1l do that.” V€Il she would if she fucking had a pair.

She straightened up, pulled her hood lower and tried to squint as mch
as possible without closing her eyes. Lavinia knewshe was in no condition to
drive and running appeared to be out of the question since she had alnost no
strength. So, for the first tine in years she hailed a cab.

If she looked odd to him the driver gave no indication.

“Were to?”

“Downtown. 1’11 let you know when to stop.”

“You got it.”

“Hey, you got any sunglasses?”

H looked in the rearviewmrror where she could see his face clearly.

“I’mwearing them?”

“I’l1l give you fifty bucks for them?”

H laughed. *“That nust be one hell of a hangover you got.”

“You have no idea.”

Lavinia reached into her pocket for sone noney, but the cab driver held
up his hand.

“Here, you can have them 1’ve been there nyself plenty of tines.” H
passed her the glasses. “It ain’t worth it, sweetheart. Life is nuch better
without the haze.”

“I’l'l keep that in mnd.” She put on the glasses and added, “Thank you.”

“Athough,” he said, leaning forward to look at the sky, “this shit is
enough to make you drink.” The nonster roared as he passed over a rooftop
close to where they were stopped at a red light. “I alnost wish I hadn’t
stopped. ”

She had the driver drop her off a block before reaching Synn’s hone.
Since it was unclear what was going on, she didn’t want to give away his
position in the city. For all she knewthe cab driver was a spy for the
vanpire council. She felt a little strange going back to Synn so soon after
leaving. Wat was she supposed to say? | knowwe struck up a bargain for
sex, but I really need your help? Cap. This mght go badly.

She was still unsteady on her feet. No wonder the cab driver thought
she was a drunk. For the first tine she took a really good look at Synn’s
hone as it cane into view It was a two story brick building that didn’t |ook
particularly strange. It also didn’t look like a house. It looked a lot like
every other brick building that lined the street. It could have been an
office conplex, or it could have been apartnents. There was nothing at all to
suggest that a wzard was living there. Surely that was part of his plan.

The bricks were a very dark red and the architecture gave away that the
structure was very old.

Wen Lavinia finally pressed the doorbell, she felt faint. Wat if he
didn’t answer? Wat if he wasn’t even hone?



WICKED CITY TRACEY H. KITTS 47

Her fears subsided a nonent later when Synn answered the door.

“Hly shit.”

H was so caught off guard that he alnost forgot to hide his face.
Lavinia’s attention was drawn to the right corner of his mouth, but she wasn’t
able to get a clear picture before he had shadows cleverly in place once nore.

“Lavinia, cone in,” he said, ushering her quickly inside.

“Fromyour reaction | take it you have no idea what’s going on?” she
asked.

“WIl, | wasn’t expecting you before nightfall if that’s what you nean.”

H placed his hand against the snmall of her back and led her into the
kit chen.

“Hive a seat.”

Wile Lavinia nade herself confortable at the cozy breakfast table, Synn
moved to close the blinds in the bay w ndow behind her.

“Is that better?”

“Yes.”

“l see you got rid of the handcuffs,” he teased.

Lavinia took off her gloves and lowered her hood, but she kept the
sungl asses on. There was still a lot of light in the room Despite how
unnerved she was about being awake in the niddle of the norning, she couldn’t
help but smle when she took a good look at the wzard. H was wearing a long
black robe with an unusual pattern. It looked as if a deck of oversized
playing cards had been scattered about over the material. H was also wearing
fuzzy red slippers. She couldn’t help but laugh a little when she noticed
them

Hs hair was tousled fromsleep and nowthat it was dry she coul d
clearly see it was black and slightly wavy. Wen he heard her laugh Synn
brushed the hair back fromthe left side of his face and w nked at her.

“M feet were cold,” he said.

“Can you read ny nmind?”

“Nb, but | sawwhere you were looking.” It looked like he had been
nmaking breakfast when she arrived. H went back to making coffee and asked,
“Can | interest you in a cup of Re-Mta Life?”

“You keep Re-Mta Life on hand?” She raised one eyebrow as she spoke.

Synn licked his lips and she shivered. Damm it was sexy when he did

t hat.

“Nbo. | picked sone up late last night, after you left.”

“But you weren’t expecting ne?” she said sarcastically.

The wizard laughed and the deep baritone of his voice nade her want to
Swoon.

“No, | wasn’t expecting you. But nobody cones that nany tines wthout,
um comng back for nore.”

“You asshole.” Her tone was playful, despite her words and Lavinia
couldn’t seemto wipe the smle off her face. H was right.

“Sonetines,” he agreed with a shrug. “So, you want that drink or not?”

“Yeah.”
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Wile he rumaged around the kitchen, the wzard began to talk and in
doing so, he started to reveal a little nore of his personality than Lavinia
had seen before. It warned her heart to feel like she was really getting to
know himand it rmade her snile too.

“I’l'l be honest with you, Lavinia. | have no idea what is going on.

But you don’t appear to be harned in any way. I’ msure an explanation wll
present itself.”

H sat the cup of Re-Mta Life in front of her and turned toward the
refrigerator.

“An explanation will present itself? That’s the best you can do? |
haven’t seen daylight since .” Hr words trailed off. “Shit, | don’t even
renenber what was going on in the world the last tine | sawthe sun.”

“Do you renenber what was going on with you?” he asked softly. “I
understand that there are things you don’t want ne to know about your life
now But who were you before?”

Lavinia considered the question for a ninute.

“I was happy. M father was wealthy and English. M nother, who died
while giving birth to ne, was Geek. M father loved to travel and to play
nmusic, any kind of music. He learned to play a different instrunent in nearly
every country we visited.”

“Md what about you? Wiat did you enjoy?”

“At. | loved to paint and sculpt.” She smled. “And | loved to watch
traveling gypsies dance. | was taking art lessons in France when | net the
nman who made ne the nonster | amtoday.”

Her last words were sarcastic, but Synn could hear the pain behind them

“You don’t have to tell ne that part if you don’t want to.”

She waved off his concern. “Nbo, it’s alright. | won’t nmention his
nane, just because it nakes me feel better to leave it out. | was twenty six,
a spinster by nost any standard of the tines. || wasn’t looking to settle

down. Mybe ny views had becone a little jaded fromny travels.” She
shrugged. “Aayway, | was just enjoying being a wonan and being young. Then I
nade the nistake of falling in love. H came to ny roomone night. H nust
have hypnotized ne, because the next thing I knew !l was lying in a puddle of
ny own blood on the balcony.”

Synn wasn’t sure what to say. H knewwhat it felt like to wake up in a
puddl e of his own blood ...or soneone else’s blood for that nmatter. Neither
was pleasant. H sat down across fromlLavinia and took her hand in an attenpt
to offer confort.

“I’'msorry.” After a nonent of silence he added, “I didn’t nean to
offend you with ny joke about comng back for nore.”

She smled and stroked the back of his hand. “You didn’t. You're
right.”

“WIIl, it’s nice to knowyou didn’t fake it,” he teased.

Synn got back up to stir the eggs he was cooking and Lavinia’s snile
wi dened as she looked at the fuzzy slippers again.

“I don’t believe in faking it. 1t’s like laughing at a bad joke.
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You’re just going to have to keep listening to the same punch line ...and it
wasn’t even funny the first tine.”

H practically snorted with laughter. *“It’s funny that you should use
that exanple.”

“Wly, what were you before, a comedian? O have you always been a dark
and nysterious w zard?”

H turned toward her and propped against the kitchen counter, crossing
his arnms. Hs hair nanaged to cast just enough shadow that she still couldn’t
see the right half of his face. But the left was definitely swoon worthy.

“You’re not far off,” he admtted. “And no, | wasn’t always a wzard.”

She raised a brow “Really? Wat were you then?”

Synn wondered if he should just blurt it out or not.

“WIIl, 1’ve changed a lot since then.”

Lavinia laughed softly. “Come on, |’ve seen you naked. The least you
can do is tell ne who you used to be. | know you’ve got secrets now just
like I do. You don’t have to talk about any of that. 1°d just like to know

what you used to do with yourself.”
“lI was a court jester.”
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Chapter Eight

She burst out laughing before realizing that he was telling the truth.
(ne look at his playful smirk was enough to give her pause. It was sort of a
jester’s smle, wasn’t it?

“Seriously?”

“Seriously. And a damm good one. After that I was a traveling
perforner.”

“Like wth the circus?”

“l suppose. | was a magician who traveled with gypsies. | didn’t get
pi cky about what people called our caravan.” She looked so surprised that he
couldn’t resist teasing her. “And just so you know | liked to watch them

dance too, especially when they took their clothes off.”

Lavinia laughed and threw one of her gloves at him

WI1, that would certainly explain the purple and green color schene in
his kitchen and living room Despite the color choices, it wasn’t loud. It
just looked ...vibrant and alive.

“Can you juggle?”

H waved off her corment with false conceit. “Cf course | can.”

“How the hell did you go frombeing a jester to being a wizard? Nb,
wait you don’t have to tell ne that. Wat’s your specialty then?”

“Fire eating, but | was pretty good at sword swallow ng too.”

“Nbo, no, | nean as a wzard. Don’t all wzards have a certain type of
nmagic they’re best at?”

Synn considered that for a nonent.

“Chaos. M specialty as a wzard is chaos nmagic.” She grew very serious
when he confessed his strong point. So, he decided to change the subject a
little. “Don’t worry, 1’1l tell you the rest of the story sonetine. But not
today.”

“Synn ...you’re not evil, are you?”

“Do you think I’mevil?”

“Np. 7

She answered without hesitation. Wéll, that made himfeel better. e
hoped that his reply about his past didn’t sound rude. H just wasn’t ready
to tell her howhe becane a wizard yet. It was easier to talk about being a
jester. So that’s what he did while he finished cooking breakfast.

“Don’t get the wong idea,” he said while juggling seven oranges. “I’m
nobody’s fool.”

“Not even mine?”

Hr words nmade himstunble and the fruit went flying. Lavinia seened
fairly inpressed when he still managed to catch themall.

“Un what?”
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“I’'msorry,” she said. Lavinia renoved her glasses and squinted at the
room “I find nyself in a difficult situation. You see for the past two
hundred years or so | haven’t felt anything for a man beyond friendship or
just plain attraction.” She wasn’t sure howto proceed or if she should just

shut up. “In all this time | have never dreaned, not once. And now | dream
of you. nly in ny dreans ...you have a face.”
Synn grew very still, waiting for what she would say next. Finally he

pronpted, “VMat does it look like?”

“l can’t renenber once | wake up.”

“It’s probably best that way.”

Lavinia wanted to know nore, but she could hear the pain in his voice.
Enough getting to know each other for one day.

“Wly don’t you stay here, at least until nightfall? You’ll be safe, I
promse.”

A few hours later they were upstairs in his bedroomwth all the
curtains drawn, watching television. Synn was resting back against the
pillows eating fruit and Lavinia was starting to doze off. It felt so odd to
be awake at lunch tine. It felt even stranger to be sleepy. She had never
exactly been sleepy since becomng a vanpire. She just sort of passed out at
dawn.

“So, if you’'re originally fromEngland, how cone you don’t have an
accent?” he asked.

“Dunno. | suppose | traveled too much to ever really pick one up. 1°ve
been in the states so long that | sound sort of Anerican now” Lavinia al nost
fell asleep, but then she renenbered sonething. “Howwere you inside ny nind
last night?”

“You were weakened by your need and | took advantage. | hope you don’t
mnd. ”

“lI don’t understand really.”

“lI was only able to enter your mnd because you were so open to ne and
because you were so horny.” The snile he offered her was w cked, but charning
just the sane.

“WIll, you have a way with words.”

H was still smling, but his smle changed sonehow It |ooked kind
instead of teasing and all that had changed was the curve at the corner of his
mouth. It was anmazing what he could express with only a smle.

“l used a spell, a very sexual spell to call you here. Don’t worry, |
really can’t read your mnd.”

About that tine a sappy greeting card comnmercial cane on and Lavinia
found herself getting all nmisty eyed. She tried not to listen, but as she
nmoved back onto the pillows she accidentally sat on the renote, turning up the
volune. This nade ignoring the overly emotional ad inpossible. They always
nade her angry. Even if nen did do sonething nice it was never in such a
theatrical fashion.

“Wh, | hate those stupid commercials. Mn really don’t buy romantic
things like that unless they’ve done sonething wong. Mst guys don’t even
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know how to pick out a card. Trust ne, I’ve known plenty of nen who sucked
when it cane to romance. Wy don’t they sell cards for real stuff? You know
with things guys would actually say in then?”

Synn laughed, his nouth obviously moving faster than his brain
“Because | don’t think they’d make nuch noney off of, ‘Thanks for the
begrudging blow job,” cards.”

Lavinia laughed so hard it hurt. The joke was disgusting, but it did
sound like sonething a guy would say. “You really are terrible.”

“Absolutely,” he agreed.

“You were a good jester once, weren’t you?”

“You have a beautiful smle,” he said as he leaned forward to kiss her.
“Wily don’t you take a nap? 1’mgoing to do a little research, see if | can’t
figure out why you’re awake so early.”

Wien Lavinia woke up several hours later it took her a mnute to realize
where she was. She hadn’t woken up in another bed besides hers or Jean
Philippe’s in a very long tine. She ran her hand over the leopard print
conforter and smled. She couldn’t remenber the last tine she had felt so
happy or laughed so hard. Even though there was nothing funny about the
situation she was in, Synn had a way of making her forget about the rest of
the world.

The bed was decorated with black and red velvet covered pillows. The
roomwas huge and it adjoined an equally large bathroom The bathroom was
decorated in stark black and white, which contrasted with the shockingly red
silk shower curtain. It was almost dusk. That neant she had been asleep for
close to four and a half hours. Lavinia had shed nost of her clothes before
resting on the bed earlier. Al she was wearing now as her long green
sweater. She padded carefully down the hall until she found a light on

She found Synn reclining in a large leather chair in front of a roaring
fireplace. H was studying a book very carefully and she wondered if he even
knew she was there. Lavinia propped against the doorfrane and sniled as she
watched him She just couldn’t picture himas a jester

“I’'msorry,” he said after several mnutes. “It didn’t occur to ne
until after the fact how offensive ny greeting card joke nust have been to a
wonan. You see, back in the day | catered to a male audience. A disgusting,
perverted, bawdy male audience who only wanted a jester who told disgusting,
perverted, bawdy jokes. [I’mafraid I’mill equipped for a modern fenale
audi ence.”

Lavinia stepped into the roomand he was positively entranced with how
lovely she looked in the firelight.

“You don’t have to apologize to ne for who you are. 1 ’mdisgusting,
perverted and bawdy.”

H laughed. “You could never be disgusting, but thanks for trying.
Perverted, nowthat | can believe.”

H reached for her and Lavinia noved to sit on his lap

“I’'mstill having trouble picturing you as a jester. You’re just so ...
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i nposing. ”

“It’s not that hard. Try picturing ne in tight pants with jingle bells
on ny shoes.”

“Mm you’re turning ne on.”

“You really are a pervert.” H snacked her ass playfully before turning
back to the book. “Look what | found.”

Lavinia put her armacross the back of his shoulders and rested her face
against his. She was on his left side, so he didn’t nind her touching his
face.

“lI knew | had read somewhere about vanpires who could cone out during
the day. But 1°d never actually heard of it happening. | thought it was just
a nyth. They’re called Daywal kers. Sone people speculated that this was what
you got when vanpires and hunmans had children together. But obviously that
isn’t what’s going on here. | can only guess that it had sonething to do with
you taking ny blood.”

“That’s what | thought, but | wanted to hear what you had to say about
it. MNothing else has changed in ny life. | haven’t done anything different,
except for drinking your blood.”

Synn closed the book and sat it on a table beside him

“WIl, that must be it. Mybe it has sonething to do with ny affinity
for chaos. |If there’s one thing I’mgood at it’s mxing things up. It only
makes sense that that magic would also be in ny blood.”

“You’ve certainly turned ny life upside down. QO is that ny afterlife?”

H laughed. “Ae you sure you aren’t a conedian?”

“Hell no. | can’t even renenber the last tine | told a joke.” She ran
her hand inside his robe as she confessed, “l also can’t renenber the last
tine | really laughed before today. You nay have turned things upside down,
but you’ve also reninded ne what it felt like to be alive. Thank you.”

Synn placed his hand over hers and patted it gently.

“lI can’t renenber the last tine | told a joke either, before today.

It’s probably been a few hundred years since | even nade the attenpt. That’s
pretty sad, huh? | don’t even know any good ones.”

She noved her other hand and began to toy with his hair. There was
sonething so sweet and intimte about the gesture that it almost nade himcry.
There was such tenderness in her touch. Hwlong had it been since a wonan
had touched himthis way?

“So, knowing who | used to be ...it’s not a turn off?”

“No. 1’ve always thought nagicians were sexy.”

“Real | y?”

“Ch, yeah. 1’ve always been fascinated with the way they nade things
disappear.”

“Quch. Nowthat was a bad joke.”

She laughed. *“Yeah, it was. But | really do think nagicians are sexy.”

“It’s a shane you didn’t bring the handcuffs. 1’malso quite an escape
artist.”

Lavinia looked serious again when she asked, “Is there anything you
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can’t do?”

“l can’t stop nyself fromloving you.”

Hs sudden confession must have taken her breath away, because Lavinia
seened incapable of speech

Synn couldn’t believe what he had just said. But it was true, he did
love her and there wasn’t a damm thing he could do about it.

“Synn, | .2
“I’'mso afraid that when you find out everything about ne--”
“Hiush,” she said softly, placing her fingertips over his lips. *“I’ve

never even seen your face.”

“I know I’mjunping the gun here--~

“Let ne finish,” she said nore firmy. “lI’ve never even seen your face
...but I amso in love with you.” Hr eyes filled with tears. “You nake ny
heart beat.”

In that nonent Synn let go of the worries he had been holding onto. If
it was wong to love her, then he would just have to be wong. It wouldn’t be
the first dangerous thing he had done. And if it was the last, that was
alright wth him H would have risked his life for just one breath of her
hair, one touch of her hand.

“I’'msorry that | didn’t consider the consequences before offering you

ny blood. | had no idea what it would do to you. | only neant for the blood
to give us a link, a shared connection. | could feel the longing in your
touch ...I knowthat you have been broken before ...just like me. | wanted to
help you. | wanted to touch you ...to nmake whatever had hurt you go away. |
knew that sonehow | had the power to do that. But | never neant to screw up
your life.”

“You have brought the first light tony life in a very long tine, and
I’mnot just talking about the sun. | have mssed the light. And if | had
never known you, | would have gone on mssing it.”

“But, I--”

She placed her fingertips over his lips again. “You talk too much,

Synn. Kiss ne.”

Gd she was beautiful and at least for the nonent, she was his. Perhaps
sone cruel twst of fate wouldn’t steal her away. Mybe he would be allowed
to have love in his life at long last. ne thing was certain, he couldn’t
stand to be broken again ...not like before. |If sonething happened to Lavinia
because of loving himit would be his undoing. H would either die or lose
his mnd entirely. VMat he felt when he held her was so strong. The loss of
sonething this precious could only cause nadness. “Please, God,” he thought,
“not again.”

Lavinia noved to straddle his waist and lifted the sweater over her
head. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath and Synn took a nonent to
appreciate the beauty of her naked body in the firelight. Her skin felt like
silk beneath his hands. She whinpered when he nmoved to take her nipple in his
mouth and he growed in response.

Lavinia could feel the fever rising wthin her, even as the fire in the
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hearth began to dim She ran her hands inside Synn’s robe and reveled in the
way he felt. Hs nuscles were hard, but his skin was like velvet. The few
rough scars only gave himcharacter. H noved to kiss her mouth and she
fought the urge to touch his face. It hurt that he felt the need to hide, but
she respected his reasoning. After all, wasn’t she still hiding things? If
he knew she had been an assassin for the past hundred years, what would he
think? But she tried to push these thoughts away. MNow with his hands
roamng up and down her back and his tongue twirling around hers, was not the
tine to worry.

Even if she never sawthe rest of his face, just the touch of his hands
took her over the edge. If she were ever allowed to look into both his eyes
while he fucked her, it mght drive her nad. And right at that nonent,
Lavinia wanted to lose control. She needed himto take her to that point.

She scooted back on his lap and untied the sash on his robe. Next, she
noved to rub her body against the front of his, grinding her pussy against
him

“Wiat about foreplay?” he asked.

Lavinia pressed her nouth against the left side of his throat and |icked
across his pulse.

“l can hear how fast your blood is punping through your veins ...I want
you to punp ne like that. Just as hard and just as fast.”

A her words a slow wcked smle spread over his features. The corners
of his sensuous nouth turned up as he replied, “Not so fast.”

“Don’t toy with ne, Synn. Gve ne what | crave,” she panted.

“Take what you need, but there will be a price.”
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Chapter N ne

Lavinia took his shaft in her hand and sniled when she couldn’t wap her
fingers all the way around it. \Mere had he been all her afterlife? She
placed himat her entrance gently, then faster than he could blink she slid
down onto him He entered her with such force that it took her breath away.
Lavinia practically howed with delight as she ground her body against his,
taking as much of himas possible. H filled her up conpletely, in ways that
went beyond the physical. But right nowit was his body that had her full
attention.

Synn delighted in the way she noaned when he touched her and the w cked
grin she had when he pushed a little harder than was necessary. Then again,
since she liked it so nuch maybe it was necessary. It was all he could do to
hold back as she withed on his lap. Sweat began to appear as a fine sheen
over her pale skin and he leaned forward to run his tongue over her
col | arbone.

It was nearly an hour later when he whispered softly, “You’ve already
cone three tines. It’s tine to pay the price.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Tell ne what you want.”

“On the floor. Now”

She loved the forcefulness in his voice. Lavinia had gotten so used to
being in control that she had forgotten what it felt like to give it up. She
had never had a lover to take charge the way Synn was doing right nowand it
thrilled her. She slid backwards off of his lap and crouched lowin front of
the fire, awaiting his next conmand.

Synn rose slowy and let his robe fall to the floor. Even though she
had seen everything before, there was sonething synmbolic in the gesture. The
robe was off. It was sort of like saying that now the ganes had truly begun
Al joking had long since vanished. As Lavinia looked up at himshe couldn’t
inagine a nore serious sight. Hs body was hardened in a way that only battle
could acconplish. Watever he nay be, this nan was much nore than a jester.
In fact, picturing himas such was inpossible to her at that nonent. Lavinia
wasn’t looking at the nan he used to be. She was looking at the inmmortal
wi zard he had become. H looked devilish and frightening ...Axd it turned her
on sonething fierce

“ your hands and knees,” he said.

Lavinia turned to do as he said and wiggled her ass at him She just
couldn’t help herself. She had no idea what to expect and when she felt him
kneel beside her a shiver ran down her spine.

Synn leaned over and nibbled gently at her shoulder, working his way
slowy down her back. He applied just enough pressure that she could feel his



WICKED CITY TRACEY H. KITTS 57

teeth, but not enough to cause pain. She could feel his cock pressed against
her ass as he noved behind her. nly this tine when she wggled against him
it earned her ass a good slap

The sensation was at once shocking and sexy. No one had spanked her
before unless she had told themto.

“You’re the kind of wonan who’s used to getting what she wants. Aen’t
you?”

“Yes.”

Synn noved to cup her ass cheeks in his hands, taking the tight flesh
between his palns and massaging it gently.

“I’Il bet that even when you were alive nen scranbled to do as you
asked.”

“Yes.”

“Wiat a shane.”

H snmacked her ass again and she squealed wth delight. Synn ran his
tongue over the back of her right hip as he massaged the place he had just
sl apped.

“Al those nen, bowi ng and scraping to do your bidding. You got used to
it, didn’t you? Mndless tools, waiting for you to use them?”

“Yes.”

“WIl1, you deserve sonmething better and I’mgonna give it to you.”

H slapped her ass again and she gasped. “Wen?”

Synn laughed, a wcked baritone runble that nade her instantly wetter.

“Wien 1’mdam well ready to.” H ran his hands up and down her back
again before looking at the fading fire. Wth a flick of his hand the flanes
rose higher. “You see ny dear, just like this fire you wll burn for ne. And
you will do so at ny conmand.”

H slapped her ass harder this time and immediately began to nmassage it
to counteract the stinging sensation he knewthe slap nust have caused.

“Don’t worry, Lavinia,” he said softly. “I wll always be your fool.
But when we are alone, | expect you to be mne.”

H reached forward and took her long dark hair in his hands, running it
over his fingers before wapping it tightly around his right hand. She
whi npered and he asked, “Do you like it?”

“Yes.”
“Am| hurting you?”
13 M. ”
“Dp you want ne to?”
“Yes.”

H wanted nothing nore than to thrust all the way into her in one nove.
But he also knewthat’s what Lavinia wanted and he intended to nake her wait
for it. He kept pushing into her halfway and then pulling back out. Al the
while he slapped her ass and pulled her hair just to hear her squeal.

Wien he finally entered her fully she came alnost instantly and as she
screaned and wiggled against him he finally lost control. Synn released her
hair and leaned over her, pulling her body back against himas he cane.
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H rested back against the chair and stretched his feet toward the fire
while Lavinia stretched out like a cat across the rug. They remained this way
for several minutes until she spoke.

“Nb one’s ever touched me that way.”

“I know ” he said with a sigh. “I could tell.”

“WIl you do it again sonetine?”

Synn laughed and gave a sort of half bow which |ooked funny froma
sitting position

“As ny lady conmands.”

Lavinia stretched lazily and took a really good look at the library for
the first tine. “Hbly shit.” The roomwas huge and nearly every nook and
cranny was filled with books. “Exactly how long have you been here?” she
asked.

“In Wcked Gty you nean? For about thirty years or so.”

“How did you nanage that? | nean, obviously no one knew you were here
until very recently.” Crap, had she given too nuch away?

H shrugged. “I cast a spell of forgetfulness so that the world would
not renmenber ne. Anyone who happened to see ne forgot | was there before they
could tell anyone. It didn’t take long for all those who had known ne to die
After | outlived anyone who knew ny nane, the rest was easy.”

“Md have you always hidden this?” She stopped just short of touching

the half of his face which remained in shadow then let her hand fall. *“O
did you just nake themforget it?”

Synn reached up to touch his face, still keeping his scared visage from
her sight.

“I’ve hidden it ever since . H paused. “Aways.”

“And now ...how cone people know your nane again?”

“Soneone who renenbered ne spoke the nane. Coviously | miscalcul ated
that whole outliving people who knew ny nane part.”

Synn didn’t say anything else on the subject. H didn’t want to ruin
the monent with bad nenories.

“But to make the whole world forget you ...that nmust take sone kind of
powver.”

H was glad she was inpressed with him but he didn’t want to discuss
the matter further.

“You know ” he began softly, “I really will be your fool if you want ne
to.”

She smled and curled up so that her head rested against his thigh.

Synn began to toy absently with her hair as he spoke.

“l just want you to knowthat since it has been so long since I’ve told
jokes, especially to a wonan, you can feel free to slap ne if | offend you.
Besides, | kind of like that.”

Lavinia laughed and pinched his thigh playfully. *“You’re awful. And no
I don’t want soneone else to grovel at ny feet. MNot that | think you're
serious about that offer.”

“Ch, | never said groveling would be involved. | said I would be your
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fool, not your slave.”

oo, there was a definite threat in his voice and she liked it.

“l stand corrected.”

“If 1 did what | intended you shouldn’t be able to stand at all.”

Lavinia rolled to her back and Synn noved so that he cradled her head in
his lap.

“I did experience ny fair share of royal courts,” she said. “You don’t
have to explain yourself, | mean that. | know how lewd those places were.

But that’s half of what nmade themso nuch fun.”

H grinned at her reaction to his forner life. “Trust ne when | say it
was worse in the Dark Ages.”

“Damm you’re old.”

H laughed and scooted gently away from her

“Be right back.”

Wien the wzard returned a fewmnutes later he brought a blanket and
notioned for her to join himin the chair again. Lavinia rested her head
against his shoulder while he explained nore of the research he had done while
she was asleep.

“Ps best | can tell, the sunlight shouldn’t actually hurt you. Your

povers are also still there, just severely weakened during the day. | realize
I nust seemlike an idiot to you, giving you ny blood and then all this
happens.” H sighed. “I really amgood at being a wzard; 1’ve just never had
to deal with vanpires before. 1’ve dealt with people, with other wzards, a

randomsorceress or two, 1’ve even had to deal with werewlves. But not one
single vanpire has crossed ny path before you, professionally speaking.
None. ”

“You never even net one before?”

“Sure, |I’ve net vanpires. But neeting themand having anything to do
with themis sonething different entirely.”

There was so much nmore she wanted to know about him But until she cane
clean about her own affairs, Lavinia didn’t feel she had the right to ask.
However, there were other questions she wanted answered besides those dealing
with Synn’s past. And the one she intended to question had better fess up if
he knew

Wien she went to get up Synn stopped her.

“You are safe here,” he whispered. “Please, stay till the norning.”

“I’l'l be back. There’s sonmething I need to take care of first.”

Lavinia hated to leave him but there were things she needed to know
Now that night had fallen, getting back across town was no problem She noved
so quickly that no one even saw her. Hr novenents were only visible to those
who were really paying attention and right now the nonster overhead was far
nore interesting than anything on the street.

She stopped by her penthouse intent on a quick shower before changing
for the evening. The night guard was obviously surprised to see her. H knew
what she was and he wasn’t used to seeing her this early. H also knewto
keep his nouth shut. Lavinia paid well for the staff’s silence.
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She showered quickly and changed into a short black dress which dipped
lowin the back. The material sparkled in the light and so did the shoes she
selected to wear with it. After applying sone makeup and conbing out her long
wavy hair, she was ready to go. The rain had stopped and the wind never
nmessed up her hair. In her opinion it only nade it look wild and that was a
good thing. Lavinia grabbed a pair of handcuffs and stuffed theminto her
small evening bag before walking out the door. She was thrilled to not have
to worry with a car or hailing a cab. As she raced across town the cold night
air felt like freedomand she drank it in

She was surprised when Brandon net her at the door instead of Logan. He
was easily recognizable, even without the makeup. Damn, he was sexy. The
werewol f ran a hand through his dark hair as he placed his other hand against
the small of her back, leading her inside.

“Logan has the night off,” he explained. *“It’s good to see you again.
I had wondered if you enjoyed the performance after you left so suddenly.”
Lavinia smled and reached into her purse. “l believe these are yours,”

she said, pressing the cuffs into his hand. *“Thanks for the dance.”

She stood on tiptoe to kiss his cheek and Brandon smled fromear to
ear.

“Is Jean Philippe in?”

“Upstairs,” he said. “He’s all yours.”

The naster net her at the door. Apparently he had sensed her presence
and was eager to spend sone tinme with her. H was wearing a red shirt tonight
and it made his skin look even nore pale conpared to his black pants and hair.
The effect was striking and Lavinia couldn’t help but admre him In fact, if
she ever stopped adniring Jean Philippe, she mght truly be dead.

“WI1l, look what the cat dragged in.”

“Wiat’s that supposed to nean?”

H closed the door behind themand notioned for her to take a seat. /A
usual, she sat in the chair behind his desk instead of in the one in front of
it.

“Ch nothing,” he said casually. “l was starting to wonder if you
planned to performdownstairs, the way you’ve been perfecting your
disappearing act.”

“Jean, | want to ask you sonething and 1°d really like for you to answer
ne. Coviously, | can’t nake you. But after all the years we’ve known each
other, I would hope you would tell ne the truth.”

Her voice was soft and there was something in her tone that tugged at
his heart. H had barely laid eyes on her in three weeks and now she showed
up with this wounded note in her voice. Wat was going on?

“Fine,” he said. “But | have questions of ny own first. For instance,
where have you been lately? And why after over two hundred years are you
refusing the offer of ny conpany? For that natter, why are you refusing Judas
and Logan as well?”

“I haven’t refused them”

“Nb, just ignored them Wiy?”
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Hs questions didn’t sound angry, but they did sound insistent and just
alittle bit hurt.

Lavinia looked himin the eye and answered truthfully, “I’ve taken a new
lover.”

H seened a little surprised. “Wy didn’t you say anything?”

“You and | have never had that type of relationship, I didn’t think it
was necessary.”

“You’re right,” he said. “W¢ have never been exactly romantic with one
another. But, Lavinia we have been friends.” Jean Philippe knelt in front of
her as he said, “l was worried about you.”

Lavinia reached out to touch his face. “lI’msorry, Jean. It never
occurred to me that you would feel this way.”

H rose suddenly and turned his back. *“That’s because | never gave you
the inpression that | had a heart. 1t’s not your fault. But I have been
worried. The least you could do is let ne knowyou're alright. For all |
knew you were lying on the side of the road sonmewhere with a stake through
your heart, waiting for the sun to evaporate your renains.”

H really had been worried. It nade her feel like shit. Lavinia stood
up and wapped her arns around his waist. Hs cologne was soft and famliar.
She snuggled her face against his shirt and breathed deeply. Faniliar was
good.

“I’ve always cared about you,” he said softly. “Even though we weren’t
inlove ...I don’t want to see you get hurt.”
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Chapter Ten
Lavinia just stood there for a nonent, unsure of what to say.
“I’'msorry,” she said softly. “You’re right. | should have told you
where | was and what was going on ...but I would be risking the safety of the
man 1’ve been with if | did that. | never neant to betray your trust.” She

turned himto face her as she said, “Ad | have always cared for you too.
I’ve never been in a situation like this before.”

“Shh,” he said. “You don’t have to apologize anynore. |’ mjust glad
that you’re alright.” Jean Philippe nmoved past her and sat down behind the
desk. *“Wat’s your question?”

“Wily does the council feel the need to get involved with what’s going on
in Wcked Gty? Awzard has nothing to do with them”

There it was again, that alnmost weepy tone. Wen had he heard her sound
like that before? It was like a switch was flipped and suddenly Jean Philippe
under st ood.

“You’re in love wth him Fuck!”

“Jean, I--7

“Tell ne I’mwong,” he challenged. “Tell me you haven’t been having
sex with the wizard Synn, that he isn’t the one you’ve been running to every
night.” He crossed his arns defiantly. “Wll go on, tell ne. Cause 1°d
fucking love to hear it.”

H let lose of string of curse words in French and Lavinia didn’t know
how to respond.

“Do you know what a shit stormthis has created? Do you have any
fucking clue what is going on right now?”

“Wily don’t you tell ne, since you know everything,” she spat.

“The council has decided that taking care of the problemin Wcked Cty
woul d inprove their hunan relations worldw de.”

“You nean they would let people think that it was you and your people
who took care of the problem naking vanpires look good to everybody.”

“Yes. Cbviously the council cannot make thenselves known to those
outside the vanpire community. Does that answer your question?”

“Not entirely. Wy hin? Wy assune that he’s the problen?”

“Because according to all their sources, he is. Once they have definite
proof that he is here ...you know what they’ll do.”

“Fuck them”

Jean Philippe stood up and took her by the shoulders, shaking her
gently. *“Lavinia, you know what they’ll order us to do. How can you put ne
inthis situation? Aready | ambreaking the law”

“How are you breaking the law? 1’mthe one that’s been sleeping with

him?”
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H lowered his eyes and his voice as he said, “Ad | amthe one who wll
not report you for doing so.”

She knew the risk he was taking in covering up her actions. If it were
known that he had lied for her, he could be put to death. Lavinia trenbled as
he brushed back her hair and kissed her forehead.

“Tell ne what you know of him It wll stay between us.”

She believed himand told himeverything except the part about being
able to go out during the day. If word got out that Synn’s blood had that
kind of power he would be drained dry. MNot by Jean Philippe of course. She
trusted him But she felt it was best not to voice such things, just in case
anyone else mght learn of it.

“H is not a nurdering madnan, Jean. | knowit. | don’t care what
anyone says, this nman is not a fiend. | have net fiends before.”

“Yes, but have you slept with then? Forgive ne, ma chéri, but perhaps
he is just a really good actor.”

Mybe if he sawand felt the things that she had, he would understand.
Lavinia took a step closer to himand began to unbutton his shirt.

“I’mgoing to show you sonething,” she said. *“lI know that you can see
ny nenories through ny blood.”

“You don’t have to do this,” he said softly. “I only neant that--”

“No, | want you to see. | want you to know”

Lavinia ran her hands up and over his chest and wapped her arns around
his neck. As she brought his face closer toward hers, Jean Philippe turned
and sank his fangs into her throat.

She opened her mnd to himand nenories rushed over him H saw that
first night in the alley and the loneliness in the wzard’s touch nade him
want to cry. 1In a flash of sensation he felt what Synn’s touch did to Lavinia
and understood why she loved him H also sawthe way he hid his face and as
he pulled back fromher, a tear slid dow his cheek.

“Wly does he hide?” he whispered.

“l don’t know ”

She stayed with the nmaster for another half hour. She hadn’t felt right
keeping things fromhimand it felt good to talk to him She was surprised
when he didn’t ask about her being able to go out in the day. Apparently that
nenory had not transferred sonehow so she didn’t bring it up. Mybe what
happened during the day didn’t enter her blood-nenory as other things did?

“I wll tell Judas and Logan,” he said. Wen she went to protest he
held up his hand. “A much as they can hear and within reason, of course.

You should know by now that I amtrustworthy.”

“I"'msorry.”

“You really don’t need blood?” he asked. She understood what he was
asking. Vds Synn really enough to satisfy her? *“Just hin?” he pronpted.

“Just him”

“Wien will you tell himthe truth about who you are?”

“Wien it becones necessary.”

“Cone here. Let ne help you heal that bite. You wouldn’t want to
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arouse suspicion.”

Jean Philippe reached for her and she noved easily into his arns.
Lavinia pressed her lips against his chest and sank her fangs in directly over
his heart. H moaned and wapped her tighter in his arns. Biting himhad
never felt so intinate before. She knewit was because he was letting her
share sone of his feelings through his blood for the very first tine. Jean
Philippe really did have a heart and her secrets were safe with him

“Thank you,” she said, pulling back. *“I should go now”

H walked her to the door, but put his armout to stop her when she went
to leave

“If he is not the cause of all this turnoil, | suggest you find who is,
before the council decides to elimnate the threat.”

“I’'mtrying, but he doesn’t knoweither.”

“Be careful, ma chéri, | have sensed an unnerving presence these past
few nights.”

“I know | felt it too.”

H watched her leave and smled to hinself. Wo would have ever thought
that Lavinia would fall in love again? Perhaps this tine things would work
out sonehow It only took her two centuries to get over her last broken
heart. H didn’t want to see that happen to her again. But if it did, Jean
Philippe would be there to pick up the pieces.

* * % *

“Wiat the fuck?!”

The council’s spy had not felt such a presence in years. H was al nost
certain of Synn’s general location ...But what the fuck was she doing here?
The one he had sent was gone, that nuch had becone clear weeks ago. Yet there
was sone remaining trace of magic that he couldn’t figure out. This was
either going to get really nasty or really interesting. Ether way, his work
was al nost done.

Lavinia wondered how and when she would tell Synn everything he didn’t
know about her. She felt that it needed to be soon in order to stop the
council fromharmng him But not tonight. She had left himwth confessions
of love. It would be rude to return with confessions of cold blooded nurder.
Even though said murders had been conducted by order of the vanpire council
it was the principle of the thing. So, she picked up a fewthings at her
pent house and headed back downtown to Synn

Wien he opened the door he found Lavinia dressed to kill. She was
carrying at least six feet of chain and about three pairs of handcuffs.

“Aright, snmartass, let’s see you get out of this.”

“She has taken a new lover,” Jean Philippe said.

Judas seened alright with this news, but Logan was obviously confused.

“Md suddenly she doesn’t want us? Vérewolf blood has been the only
thing that has kept her fromattacking people on the streets.”
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Judas laughed. “WeIIl, | wouldn’t go that far, but it did help her nake
it through the night.”

“And sex,” Logan continued. “Wat about sex? She feeds fromit. Ae
you telling ne that after ten years she doesn’t need ne anynore?”

“Ae you jealous?” Judas asked.

“Nbo,” he answered softly. “lI’mafraid. Lavinia is ny friend. | know
what it takes to keep her hunger satisfied. She is incredibly powerful and I
amafraid to see what would happen if that power went unchecked.”

Jean Philippe propped against the desk and studied the werewolf for a
nmonent. He understood exactly where he was comng fromand searched for the
right words to explain.

“l have been worried about her too. Lavinia laid dow the ground rules

fromthe beginning. ‘I need you to be a part of ny life, but I cannot |ove
you.” | think we can all agree that we have loved her regardless, in our own
way. And | believe that she cares for us all. For ne, Lavinia has been ny

famly, she is the only real connection that | have and we have that still.”

“She kept ne fromkilling nyself after | was turned,” Judas said. *“She
has been ny best friend for the past hundred years. | just want to see her
happy. ”

Logan ran a hand through his white blond hair and flopped restlessly
onto the sofa in the corner of the room “I have been her protector, her
daytine guard and her occasional lover for the past ten years. She is
precious to ne.”

“She is precious to all of us,” Jean Philippe said. “But we are all
still friends, we still share a connection to her just as we do to each other.
Lavinia never lied to us about what she needed in her life and she has not
betrayed us.”

“But she doesn’t want to have sex with us anymore?” Logan asked

“Don’t be offended, Logan. Do you renenber what it felt like when the
beast took over you for the first tine?”

“Cf course. It was terrifying. | was out of control.”

“The powers that Lavinia possesses rule her in mich the same way. If
you found one person who could tane that, just one, wouldn’t you be thrilled?”

“Yes.”

“M too,” Judas agreed.

“Fine, but he can’t keep her to hinself. Not entirely. After all the

tines she has taken ny blood, | belong to her. | amher animal to call. W
are bound by blood. I will be her protector for all eternity whether this new
guy likes it or not,” Logan said. “Hell, I’ll probably outlive him”

“l doubt that,” Jean Philippe answered.
“Wio the fuck is he anyway? Wo could possibly have that kind of
power ?”
“An immortal wizard,” Judas answered.
* k% * %
It took hima little while wthout the use of nagic, but Synn finally
nmanaged to escape her little trap. Once this was acconplished, he was
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starving.

“Care to help ne cook?”

“lI don’t knowthe first thing about cooking,” Lavinia answered. “It’s
been so long since | ate anything. | barely renenber the nanes of spices.”

“Then this will be fun.”

Synn put on his long purple robe and notioned for her to followhiminto
the kitchen.

Lavinia watched as he seasoned sonme steak and started looking for a
knife. Even though she was enjoying her tine with the wzard, she knew that
it nust shortly cone to an end. She needed to get down to business and at
least tell himabout her other lovers. After all, she owed themthat mch

“Synn, | realize that this is incredibly bad timng ...but there are sone
things | need to tell you.”

H continued runmaging around in the draver. Apparently the several
dozen knives in plain viewwere not what he was looking for.

“If you feel you need to,” he said.

Holy shit, howwas she ever going to say what was on her mnd?

“As you know I’ma succubus. | don’t just feed off of blood, I feed
off of sexual energy. Sonetines one can be taken instead of the other, but
usually I need both. | have been this way for a long tine and I--"

“Have other lovers, yes |I know” H turned back to her and smled at the
stunned expression on her face. *“lI understand what a succubus does. You
didn’t strike ne as the kind who would enjoy randomnen every night. |
natural ly assuned you woul d have nore than one regular bedfellow ” Wen she
didn’t respond he asked, “Aml wong?”

“Nb.” She was shocked by his perceptiveness, but relieved at the sane
tine. “There are three actually.”

“Do you love then?” Hs voice was soft and kind and it nade her feel
weak in the knees.

“Not like I love you. They are dear to ne. V¢’ve been together for a
long tine. They are ny famly.”

“WIl you tell themabout ne?”

There was so nuch in that one question. Dd she want himexclusively?
Wuld she share their relationship with those who were closest to her? Al
this and nore in just a fewsinple words.

“l have already told one of them He volunteered to tell the others.
But one in particular has been on ny mnd. Logan. H is a werewlf. H’s ny
protector, ny daytine guard, ny .

“Animal to call?”

“Yes.”

“If you are bound to himby blood, then you owe himan explanation of
your whereabouts.”

“I know 1’ve never nmet anyone like you before. | wasn’t sure howto
handle all of this. Hell, I’'mstill not sure.”

“l understand,” Synn said, turning back to search for the knife. *“You
didn’t know what | would nean to you. |If | was just a passing fling or
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sonething permanent, let alone if you wanted ne exclusively or not.” H closed
the drawer and put his hands flat against the counter. “So, which is it?”



WICKED CITY TRACEY H. KITTS 68

Chapter Eleven

Lavinia wapped her arns around his waist, pressing her face against his
back.

“Permanent,” she whispered. “And if you don’t throw ne out the door,
exclusive.”

Synn turned in her arns causing his robe to open wider. Lavinia rubbed
her face across the soft hair on his chest and breathed in his scent.

“If they care for you, they wll understand.”

H accepted her so easily. Lavinia wondered if she should tell himthe
rest of her story, but decided not to press her luck. She kissed his chest,
gently rubbing her lips over his skin

“You’re not angry that 1’ve been sleeping with three other nen on a
regular basis?”

“1’d prefer that to randomstrangers.” H laughed softly at the look she
gave him “Besides, it’s not like | took a vow of chastity for the past seven
hundred years.”

A that Lavinia laughed too. *“Thank you, Synn. It’s a relief to know
you understand ne.”

“If they do really care, they’Il nost likely want to neet ne.”

“Ae you alright with that?”

“Sure. M identity isn’t a secret anynore. Mght as well do the right
thing here and let themknow that for the first tine in hundreds of years I
have conpletely honorable intentions toward a worman.”

For the first tine ever, Lavinia woke up the next norning in the arns of
the man she loved. H was lying on his right side with her facing him curled
tightly against his chest. The first thing she was aware of was the warnth of
his body and the soft nasculine scent of his cologne. Hs slow even
breathing let her know he was still asleep. Wth every breath his stomach
brushed against hers and the hair on his lower abdonen tickled just a little
bit. It nade her smle. She scooted back in order to get a better look at
him Hs dark hair shimnmered in the morning sun. Soft black curls fell over
the only side of his face she had been allowed to see. H was beautiful.
Everyt hing about himspoke of power and every curl of his full lips spoke of
pl easure

As she watched himsleeping, Lavinia realized he was all she had ever
wanted in a nan. H was tall, dark, and at least partially handsome. She
couldn’t be certain since she hadn’t seen all of his face. But that didn’t
nmatter. He was strong enough to protect her, but gentle enough to treat her
with care. Not to nention he was well endowed and had a sense of hunor. \Mat
more could a girl ask for? He just flat did it for her
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Now if she could only find a way to convey that know edge to her closest
friends without hurting their feelings. She felt like she had bungled things
with Jean Philippe and intended to give it another shot. The hard truth was
Lavinia was just not used to having to explain herself and she sucked at it.
She wasn’t used to naking apologies either and she sucked at that too. Wien
she realized this she suddenly understood how enpty her life had been before
she net Synn. She had lived a harsh, unconpromsing existence, devoid of nost
feeling ...and especially love.

Just because she wasn’t good at sonmething didn’t nean she couldn’t
learn. Lavinia didn’t want to be the type of person who couldn’t apol ogize.
But she especially didn’t want to be the type of wonan who hurt those close to
her. They had done nothing to deserve it which made her unexplained absence
seemeven worse

Even though she had told Jean Philippe she was sorry if her behavior had
hurt him she didn’t feel like “I’msorry” quite covered it. After two
hundred years of friendship he deserved sonething more. Then again ...what
nore was there to say? The fact that she had caused himto worry nattered to
her, but she wouldn’t have changed a thing. To have acted differently would
nean she might have nmissed out on knowi ng Synn. Lavinia took another good
look at the wizard and knewthat “I’msorry” was going to have to be good
enough. But nmaybe if she said it again she would feel better.

Synn was conpletely exhausted and barely noticed when she slid fromthe
bed. The only thing he was aware of was that the right side of his face was
touching the pillow so he didn’t have to worry about covering it up

She kissed himsoftly and felt a fire run through her body, settling
right between her thighs. Damn, he wasn’t even awake yet and he did this to
her.

“I’Il see you later,” she whispered.

Synn blewa kiss in her general direction, but never opened his eyes.

H needed to recover after last night.

The only clothes she had at Synn’s place was the dress and shoes she had
worn the night before. Even though he said the sun shouldn’t hurt her,
Lavinia didn’t want to take any chances. For a vanpire there were few things
worse than a sunburn.

She opened his closet to look for a cloak. A nost everything in his
closet was either purple, green, black or red. There were very fewitens that
differed fromthis pattern. However nothing |ooked “clownish.” On the
contrary his wardrobe had a dark, creepy sort of appeal about it. There were
belts with chains, leather shirts and pants wth nunerous buckles and even a
whip or two. There were also lots of cloaks. She selected a black one even
though she liked the red better. She reasoned that black would draw less
attention.

Thunder nearly rattled the foundations of the building. Lightning
crackled through the air and hurt her ears with the unusual sound. She
borrowed Synn’s sunglasses fromthe nightstand and took a peek out the bedroom
window Goosebunps rose on her arns at the sight that awaited her. The
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Leviathan was growing. |It’s hideous, msshapen body |ooked to have el ongated
further and its head and mouth |ooked larger too.

She junped when Synn wapped his armaround her waist.

“It’s alright,” he said softly. “You’re safe here.”

Lavinia turned away fromthe nonster before the sight of himnade her

sick

“I hope you don’t mind, | borrowed your cloak and glasses. | need to go
uptown to take care of a fewthings.”

“In this?” he asked, pointing to the stormoutside. “It looks worse
than ever.”

“I’Il be back tonight, I pronmise.”

Synn | ooked out again before closing the curtains in disgust.

“There is one nore spell that may give ne sone insight into what’s going
on. | should try it tonight, before things get any worse.”

“Should | stay away tonight then, to give you tine?”

“The spell nust be perforned after the noon has risen. After that it
wll take ne a fewhours.” H kissed her forehead the way Jean Philippe
always did and it nade her snmile despite what was going on around them “I
would feel better if you returned after that. It won’t take all night.”

[13 G(ay. 7

Synn loaned her a pair of his gloves, which were much too big, but kept
her hands out of the sun. Even though fewrays of light nade it through the
stormclouds, Lavinia didn’t want to take any chances.

The rain was harsh and unrelenting. She did her best to keep the cloak
held tightly about her, but the wind kept whipping it out of her hands.
Lavinia was terrified the first tine her hood slipped off. But Synn was
right, the sunlight didn’t burn her. Still, she snatched the hood back up as
quickly as possible to help block the nonster overhead fromher sight. Stupid
fucking vanpire elders. |If they had any idea where Synn was located, this
fresh hell would probably be enough to push theminto action

“Wiat am | going to do?” she munbled to herself. “I can’t hurt Synn, I
just can’t. But if I don’t followorders ...I risk Jean’s safety.”

Lavinia waited until she was half a block fromSynn’s house before she
hailed a cab. The driver dropped her off in front of her building and she
hurried in out of the storm

Logan saw the wonan at the end of the hall. She was wearing a long
black cloak and soaked through fromthe storm And she had great legs. The
cloak kept flapping open. Despite his foul mood he smiled. They looked a Iot
like Lavinia’s legs. Fuck! Those were Lavinia’s legs!

She threw back her hood and stood in nunb silence. Logan was waiting in
front of the door to her penthouse.

“Logan ...what are you .2”

H looked fromher to the light streaming in froma wndow at the end of
the hall.

“Lavinia? But ...how?”

H hit the floor so fast it took her a second to realize he had fainted.
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Since she was the only one who lived on the top floor, no nosy neighbors cane
rushing out to see what had happened. Lavinia stepped over the werewolf and
opened the door.

“This would have to happen when ny strength is gone.”

She crouched down beside himand brushed the soft blond hair back from
his handsone face.

“Logan, I’mso sorry,” she whispered. “This is ny fault. 1 should
never have left you in the dark.” She glanced back into the penthouse. “I’ve
got to get you inside.”

Lavinia kicked off her high heels before attenpting to nove himinto the
room She studied himfor a nonent trying to figure out the best way to get
himinside. Logan was wearing dark brown pants. Wen she touched his thigh
she noticed the leather was still wet. A least he hadn’t been waiting for
her long enough to dry. That neant he hadn’t been there more than an hour or
so. H was wearing a long matching coat, and no shirt underneath. Nybe she
could grip himbetter without a shirt on. This could work.

Logan was tall, nuscular and extrenely heavy. She tried putting her
hands underneath his arns, but ended up snmacking his head against the door
when she tried to turn him

“Ch,” she said, stooping to rub his head. “Sorry.”

Lavinia ended up dragging himinto the penthouse by the ankles and
propping himup on a pillow beside the chaise lounge. She couldn’t resist
adnmiring his nasculine beauty. H was powerful and gorgeous, and he bel onged
to her. Mny vanpires had a human servant and if they were powerful enough,
sone had an animal as well. She was unconfortable with the term but that’s
what Logan was, her aninal. She was responsible for him though the idea
hadn’t really sunk in yet. She had wiped up the wet trail his clothes had
nmade and was just slipping out of the cloak when Logan woke up.

H watched as the cloak slid to the floor and Lavinia shook out her long
dark hair. The back of her dress was open, exposing the creany skin along her
spine. She tossed her hair fromside to side and he tilted his head to watch
her as if he were in a trance. Hs eyes roaned down her body and paused at
her bare feet. Then he renenbered the high heels she had been wearing when
she cane walking up the hall. In daylight! Al the reasons he had been
waiting outside cane back to himand so did a terrible pain in his head.

“Quch. Wat did you do to ne?”

She turned around with a start, but laughed a little when Logan started
rubbing his head. It wasn’t the fact that he was hurt that amused her, it was
the confused look on his face.

“You fainted. | tried to carry you in but | dropped you against the
door.” She crouched down beside himand noved his hand so she could look at
the bruise that was formng on his forehead. “lI’msorry, but I have alnmost no
strength during the day.”

Logan blushed. He couldn’t believe he had fainted! Then again, he’d
never seen a vanpire up during the day before. 1t was quite a shock.

“And exactly what the fuck are you doing up during the day in the first
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place?”

She noved to sit on the lounge chair beside where he was propped.
Instinctively, Logan noved closer to her.

“Wuld it have anything to do with the fact that you’re sleeping with a
W zard?”

Lavinia’s jaw dropped, but she quickly recovered. “Hw do you know
about that? Jean Philippe said he wouldn’t tell about--~

“Judas had already figured it out, he didn’t have to tell us.” Logan
grunted as he noved to sit beside her and rubbed his head again. “But it
would be nice if you had told ne.”

“l suck at this, Logan. I1’mnot used to having to apologize or to
explain nyself. | don’t nean that to sound superior, it’s just the way ny
life has always been. Even when | was hunan | never had to answer to anyone.
M father was always in a world of his ow. For the nost part | just had
nyself. And once | was turned, Jean Philippe wasn’t ny father or ny nate so |
didn’t really have to answer to him” She paused to loop her armthrough his.

“This all happened so fast ...I didn’t have tine to think. But | want you to
know that | never neant to upset you or anyone else. ‘lI’msorry’ doesn’t
quite cover it, but that’s all I knowto say.”

The werewol f sighed and ran a hand through his hair.

“lI know that | haven’t exactly acted like a guard. | don’t live with

you and | don’t watch your every nove like sone do. But I have never been far
behind. To disappear without at least letting ne know you were safe .

“Wis inexcusable, I know You’ve only been nine for the past year,
Logan. I’mnot used to this. But that shouldn’t suggest that | don’t want
you around.”

“l have been yours for the past ten years. [It’s only in the last eleven
nmonths that | officially belonged to you according to the rules of the vanpire
elders.”

Logan put his hand over hers, covering themboth as if she were a child.
H was big and warmand Lavinia took confort in his nearness. “I will watch
over you for all eternity and if this wzard ever hurts you | will see to it
that he is killed. Innmortal or not, you are mne to protect. |If he hurts
you, | wll find a way.”

“He’s not that kind of nan.”

Logan shifted slightly and she looked up into his pale blue eyes.

“Then tell ne, Lavinia, what kind of nan is he?”

She spent the next hour explaining as best she could what her
relationship with Synn was like. To her surprise, Logan seened to understand.

“If you wvant to end the sexual part of our relationship, I’malright
with that. | won’t lie and say | won’t mss it because | wll. But nostly, I
just mss you. I’mnot like Judas and Jean Philippe. 1’ve been lonely.”

She knew he was referring to the fact that the vanpires slept together
even when she wasn’t around. But that was nothing new Jean Philippe had
been bi-sexual for as long as she’d known him Judas too. Lavinia thought
that was sexy, so it had never been an issue. Especially since they let her
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watch fromtine to tine. Logan had never participated, but he was always
invited.

“I’Il explain everything, | promse. But let ne take a shower first.
M hair is sticky fromthe rain and--"

“And you snell like sex,” he interrupted.

Hs smle was sarcastic, but Lavinia knew he was just teasing her.

“There’s sone bacon in the fridge, nake yourself at hone.”

She always kept a fewthings on hand, just in case Logan stopped by as
he often did. Lavinia hadn’t realized how nuch their regular routine had
slipped until that nonent.

“Can | join you instead?”

“Suit yourself.”

Since Synn understood the relationship between a vanpire and their
aninal, he would understand their need to be close to one another. She had
been showering with Logan for ten years nowand in all that tine it was rarely
ever sexual. They just enjoyed the closeness. Lavinia sensed his need for
confort. The city was in a state of chaos, their lives had been turned upside
down and now a strange w zard was taking up all of her tine. She understood
why he had been waiting for her.

Lavinia slipped the straps down her arns and let the short black dress
fall to the floor. She started adjusting the water tenperature while Logan
peeled out of his leather pants and hung themfromthe back of the door to
dry. After hanging his coat on the other side of the door he walked over to
check the water.

“lI just want to be close to you,” he said softly. *“lI knewthat our
relationship was out of necessity before and not because of love. 1’ mnot
offended that you want himexclusively ...I’mafraid this is just too good to

be true. For you, | nean. |If he ever stops being able to satisfy your
hunger, what wll you do?”

She rested her palmflat against his chest and closed her eyes, taking
confort in the steady rhythmof his heart.

“l can always count on you, right?”

“Aways.”
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Chapter Twel ve

Wile they showered Lavinia explained to himall of the reasons that he
didn’t need to worry. Logan listened with a raised eyebrowand a skeptical
grin.

“You asked before about how !l was able to be out during the day. V€Il
it’s because | took his blood. Can you inagine the kind of power that takes?
Just a snmall amount of his blood has nade ne a Daywal ker.”

“I thought those were just in fairy tales.”

“So did he until I showed up on his doorstep yesterday at 10:30 in the
nor ni ng. ”

“Holy shit.”

She laughed. “Yeah, that’s what he said.”

They discussed the natter a little further before Logan asked, “Véll
isn’t he going to be mad that you’re showering with a werewol f?”

“l don’t think so. | told himabout you.”

H looked surprised, and then his eyes began to sparkle wth obvious
pride.

“You told himthat | was your protector?”

“Yes and that | had nade a terrible mistake in not letting you know what
was going on wth ne. H understood. He said that if you were bound to ne by
blood then I owed you an explanation.”

“Hm Mybe | nisjudged this wzard.”

“If he knows about vanpires and their protectors, then he nust know of
our desire to be near each other.” She put her arns around his waist, resting
her face against his chest. *“I’ve missed you, Logan.” H patted her back
gently. “Ae you really okay with ne only having sex with Synn? Really?”

“Just as long as | can still sleep in the sane bed with you fromtine to
tine and have an occasional bite.”

She laughed softly and he said, “Seriously, that’s all it takes. | love
you in a conpletely different way. It is ny duty and ny desire to watch over
you. | hunger for your nearness.”

“I feel like that’s not fair to you.”

H smled. “It’s what | want. Being near you and seeing to your safety

nakes nme happy. Besides, your bite is even better than sex. |If you cut that
out then we are going to have a serious conversation.”

She hugged himagain, grateful for his understanding and his friendship.

“If you ever want to be released fromyour eternal vows to ne, |I’msure
Synn could find a way.”

Logan pulled her back and shook her gently. “Wy would you even say
such a thing?”

“Just in case you ever change your mind. | don’t want you to feel that
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you haven’t got a choice.”

“You worry too nuch. I’mtelling you, this is what | want.” Hs stonach
growed. “And sone bacon. Bacon is always good.”

Logan put on a robe and Lavinia wapped up in a blanket before follow ng
himinto the kitchen. H only kept a fewthings at her house, food, a
toothbrush, and a clean bathrobe. She sat at the table while he cooked.

“You nust have seen the changes in the nonster then?”

“Yes, first thing.”

“Synn saw it to00?” She nodded. “And what does he think about it?”

“H’s going to performa spell right after moonrise tonight, see if he
can figure out what’s going on.”

“Hm” H turned back toward the refrigerator. Lavinia knew what he was
I ooking for.

“l bought sonme eggs a fewnights ago,” she said.

She enjoyed grocery shopping for Logan. It nade her feel nornal
sonet i nes.

Wile he started naking an onelet she brought up the subject of going
out in the daylight again.

“You know no one knows about nme being able to go out like this except
for you and Synn.”

“But | thought that Jean Philippe had gotten the information from your
bl ood?”

“H did, but for sone reason what happened to ne during the day didn’t

transfer to him | don’t understand it, but he doesn’t know ”
“Are you going to keep it that way?”
“For now | trust himand Judas. | just didn’t want to nention it at

the club. If someone were to overhear, there’s no telling what would be done
to Synn.”

Logan nodded his agreenent as he turned back to the stove. “I think
that’s wse. Hs blood would bring no-telling-what on the black market if
people knew ”

“Exactly. | kept it to nyself for his protection, not because | didn’t
trust Jean Philippe.”

Ater he finished breakfast Logan went into the bedroomand stretched
out across the mattress.

“I’mexhausted,” he said with a yawn.

“You haven’t been resting?” Lavinia asked, following himinto the room

“I’ve been too busy worrying about you. That’s why | took off fromwork

the other night. | was going to try to sleep, but I still couldn’t.”
“I’'mtired too. Yesterday |I took a nap for the first time since | was
hunan. | think 1’1l do the sane today.” She noved further into the roomand

dropped the blanket that had been wapped around her.
Logan sniled and slid fromthe bed in order to turn the covers down.
“Can | interest you in a really big teddy bear?”

* * * *

It sounded like an explosion had gone off outside. Lavinia awoke to the
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sound of Logan snoring softly and the feel of his big warmbody curled up
against the back of hers.

“Logan, did you hear that?”

H snorted, but didn’t say anything. Asecond later the sound went off
again. The werewol f junped and sat straight up, flinging back the covers and
nearly rolling Lavinia off the bed.

“Wiat was that?!”

Lavinia slid fromthe bed and went straight for the closet. “lI don’t
know but it can’t be anything good.”

“Wiere are you going? 1’Il come with you.”

“I’'meither going to the club or to Synn. 1’Il eventually go to both,

I’mjust trying to decide where | should go first. Wat tine is it?”

Logan looked at the clock. *“It’s 6:00. The sun set thirty mnutes
ago.”

Even though she had no idea what was going on, Lavinia felt a sense of
urgency to get out of her penthouse and do sonething about it. She put on a
pair of black jeans and a formfitting black top. She was zipping up her knee
hi gh boots when she noticed Logan standing in the bedroomdoor, already
dressed and waiting for her.

“l think there’s sonething you should see,” he said solemly.

The way he spoke those words gave her a terrible chill.

“Wiat’s wong? Do you know what’s happening, is it that bad?”

But Logan wouldn’t answer any of her questions, he just took her by the
armand led her into the living room

“l1 was looking to see if there was anything about the noise on
television. This is what | found, it’s live.”

There was a nan on top of a building with the Leviathan circling
overhead. The nan was wearing a long red cloak and looked to be wearing a
silver mask. There were slits in the nmask for his eyes and mouth, but his
face was conpletely hidden. Behind himwas a crowd of people and they |ooked
terrified.

“Hostages, ” Logan said.

The footage was being filned by a canera crewin a chopper. They didn’t
have sound, but it really wasn’t necessary. The news anchor’s voice
announced, “W¥’ve just received a nessage about what’s going on. 1’1l read it
now ‘I amSynn. Cone sundown tonorrowthis city is mine. Al those wo
wish to be spared have until then to get out of Wcked Gty. Those who remain
wll becorme ny slaves or they wll die.’”

INSE

Lavinia fell to her knees in front of the screen.

“This can’t be! Logan, that’s not Synn. H wouldn’t do this. e
wouldn’t!”

Logan hel ped her to stand and they watched in horror as the scene
unfol ded before them There was a flash of light directly over the building
where the nman in red stood. It looked as if a porthole had been opened and
through this opening the monster stuck his ugly head. The nan in the red
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cloak stepped out of the way and watched as the Leviathan began to eat the
people on the roof. They ran in terror, trying to escape. But it was
useless. ne by one they fell prey to the nonster

“Ch, ny God,” Lavinia noaned. “There has to be sonething we can do.
This is too much.”

She ran into the bathroomand threwup. Cf course nothing cane up but
blood. Uhtil that nonent she hadn’t even known that a vanpire could throw up

“l can’t stand this,” she panted.

Logan handed her a danp washcloth and helped her to stand again.

“This isn’t right. Wo would do such a thing?”

“I’'mnore interested in who could do such a thing. | nean, who has that
kind of power? |If it isn’t Synn then why does this guy want himto take the
blane so nuch?”

They wal ked back into the roomin tine to hear another thunderous
explosion. It looked like the porthole had been closed. The blast of power
had knocked back the man’s hood. Even though his face renained hidden,
Lavinia sawhis hair. It was light brown.

“Synn has black hair,” she said, grabbing Logan by the arm “See, |
told you it wasn’t him”

“WIl, that may be enough to convince you, but there’s no telling what
the council wll do now |If they have found him then I’d say he’s fucked
whether he’s guilty or not.”

N

“W should go to Jean Philippe, see what he has to say.”

Wien they got downstairs the place |ooked deserted. Even the night
guard who was nornally very reliable had left his post. e look out the
front windows told themwhy. People were running down the street, screaning
and fleeing their vehicles in terror. GCar alarns were blaring and sone people
were fighting each other over cabs or to get into their ow vehicles.

“This is crazy,” Logan said. “Wat are we going to do?”

“Jean Philippe will nost likely be in his office at Sinful Delights. |
can run there, but 1’mnot leaving you in that nmess outside. The parking lot
appears to be blocked, so we can’t get to ny car and obviously taking a cab is
out of the question.”

Logan took another good look out the w ndows and sighed.

“l don’t like to do this in public, but I don’t see howl could possibly
upset these people any worse than they already are. WII you take ny
cl ot hes?”

“Wiat are you going to do?”

Logan slipped out of his coat, folded it and handed it to Lavinia.

“The only thing I can do to get across town in a hurry.”

H unzipped his pants and began to slide themdow. Two wonen who were
running in opposite directions outside crashed into each other as they tried
to get a look. Logan sawthemout of the corner of his eye and grinned as he
handed the pants to Lavinia.

“WI1,” he said, “they’re going to get their eyes full, but not the way
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they thought.”

It had been a while since she’d seen Logan turn and though it wasn’t
exactly a pleasant sight, Lavinia couldn’t look away. H's hands began to
lengthen first. She could hear the bones breaking and reforning as his skin
became covered with golden blond fur. As usual, she found the process nore
fascinating than terrible. Logan had been a werewolf for the past twelve
years though he was considered an alpha after only two. H turned nore easily
than anyone she had ever seen. Hs hair becane longer, spilling over his
shoulders in a wild, golden tangle. He growed and his teeth lengthened into
fangs. In that split second when he was caught between nan and beast, he was
one of the sexiest things she had ever seen. The obvious pain in his
expression nade her reach out to him It wasn’t his physical pain she found
upsetting, it was the enotional pain behind his eyes.

Logan I ooked down at her hand before throwi ng back his head with a how .
As he did this his chest expanded and a carpet of blond fur spread over and
down his abdonen. The bones of his lower legs lengthened and his feet becane
gigantic paws. Hs face began to lengthen as well and in a fewshort nonents
his transfornmation was conplete.

Both the women who were watching outside fainted

Logan stepped in front of her and Lavinia ran her hand over the fur on
his chest. She could feel his heart beating hard underneath her palm Logan
was big to begin with, six foot four to be exact. But as a werewolf he was
over seven feet tall

Hs hands were enornous and still human in shape, though covered with
fur and adorned with long black claws. Logan’s hands were not the only parts
of his body that retained a hunan shape. In fact, the only parts that were
clearly wolf were his head and his feet. Vérewolves’ legs transformin a way
that makes it look like a wolf is standing on its hind legs. Fromthe knees
up his powerfully nuscled body still appeared hunan.

Lavinia knewthe pain it caused himto be seen like this. Logan had
never been ashaned of being a werewolf, but he was very sensitive to people’s
reactions. He hated being called a nonster. Not jokingly like nost other
werewol ves and vanpires did to each other, that didn’t faze him It was when
people ran in the opposite direction screanming the word that it hurt his
feelings.

Logan put one clawed hand over hers and said as softly as he could, “W
shoul d get going.”

Hs voice had been deepened by the change and it runbled alnost Iike
thunder, causing his chest to vibrate beneath her hand. Lavinia bundled his
clothes underneath her armand Logan stooped down to follow her through the
door outside.

The people closest to themscreaned and ran. Qne wonan pointed at him
and Lavinia hissed at her. “Gt away,” she said, before the woman could call
hi m nanes.

“Mnster,” the wonan said as Lavinia extended her fangs.

“That’s right I am But he’s just a werewolf. MNowget the fuck out of
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ny way.”

The wonan stunbled past them her eyes wide with terror

“An enormous sea nonster in the sky and this bitch is upset by ne?”
Logan snorted and shook his head. “Ckay, what’s our best route given the
circunstances?”

“WIl, normally I would say the rooftops, but not wth that thing up
there. Hbwabout 52nd street and then head Vést?”

“Sounds good to ne. You lead.”
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Chapter Thirteen

Lavinia normally ran so fast that to anyone who |ooked, she was a blur.
Few vanpires had this ability and it had always served her well. Hwever,
verewol ves are also extrenely fast so she didn’t have to slow down
significantly in order for Logan to keep up. Even though they were clearly
visible nost people were too caught up in what was going on around themto pay
much attention. They got a fewstartled screans and gasps, but that was about
it.

They were halfway to Sinful Delights when she saw sonething so terrible
she could go no further. Lavinia stopped suddenly and Logan nearly ran her
down. There had been a traffic accident. A a glance it was unclear how many
people were hurt. Wat had caught her attention was the car that appeared to
be the least damaged. An unconscious wonan was in the driver’s seat with
three children in the back. There were two nen trying to pull themfromthe
car, apparently so they could steal it. Fromthe looks of them they were
also a part of the accident. They had a fewmnor cuts and bruises, but their
car was totaled

“Get out!” one of the nen yelled, snatching a young boy through the
wi ndow he had just broken.

“Let himgo!”

Lavinia stepped forward and hissed, giving the nen a good | ook at her
fangs.

“And if | don’t?”

Logan grow ed and even though he was on her side it gave Lavinia chills.

“Let the boy go or I’Il eat you both,” he runbled. “Now put the child
down and step away fromthe car.”

The other nan started to back away, but the one holding the boy stood
his ground. Apparently this wasn’t the first tinme he had seen a werewol f.

“You won’t eat us,” he spat. “It would ruin your inage. VW¥rewolves
have worked too hard to become a part of society and vanps too. V¥ need this
car to get out of the city and we’re going to take it.”

“The hell you are.”

The nman never knewwhat hit him Lavinia punched himso hard that as he
stunbl ed back he spat out several teeth. The child he was holding screaned
and fought, but the man still didn’t drop him

The youngest child, a girl of about six, started crying loudly from
inside the car. Then, what |ooked to be the oldest child stepped out.

Lavinia guessed himto be about thirteen.

“You can have the car, just leave ny brother alone.”

H tossed the keys at the man’s feet. Instantly he dropped the other
boy, but when he reached for the keys Lavinia caught himin the face with a



WICKED CITY TRACEY H. KITTS 81

knee. She continued to throttle the nan, slapping himback and forth with her
open hand. Wen she backhanded himfor the last tine, he was knocked back and
fell into Logan’s arns.

The werewol f smled down at himand the man pissed his pants.

“Look around you human. The city has gone to Hll. No one will notice
if I have a little bite.”

The nman wenched hinself free and ran with his conpanion, shrieking all
the way down the alley to their right.

“Wre you r-really going to eat hin?” the oldest boy asked. H was
visibly shaking and it nade Logan ashaned of how he had behaved. These kids
had been through enough w thout seeing sonething like him

“No, ” Logan answered, his voice softening as he addressed the child.
“How badly is your mother hurt?”

“lI don’t know She’s breathing.”

“W won’t hurt you,” Lavinia said.

“lI figured that out when you didn’t try to kill us.” The boy who had
been snatched through the windowtried to smle at her as she helped himto
stand. “Thank you.”

“Wiat are your nanes?” Lavinia asked.

Logan noved around to examne the wonman behind the wheel.

“John, Kevin and that’s our sister Any.”

“She may need a couple of stitches and she probably has a concussion,”
Logan called over the top of the car. “W should get her to a hospital. They
can treat her as an outpatient and they can still get out of the city before
t onorrow night.”

Despite what the two thugs had thought, the car was not drivable. So,
Lavinia carried Aty and Kevin while Logan carried their nother in his arns and
John on his back. They couldn’t nove as quickly as before, but they nade good
tine. The nearest hospital was five blocks away and it looked like a ghost
town conpared to normal. There were a fewnurses and doctors who had stayed
behind in order to care for those too sick or too injured to leave the city.

Dr. Reese was outside taking a snoke break when they cane running up.

“Hbly nother of fuck. Wat the hell is going on here?”

H looked fromLogan to Lavinia’s fangs and pulled a gun on them It
didn’t surprise her that based on the state of things, those who renained
behind would be arned. It did surprise her when he ained the gun at her,
despite the fact that she was carrying tw children

“Wit,” she said. “V¥’re not trying to hurt anybody. They were in an
accident.”

“Yeah,” Ay yelled. “They saved us and our nmom Sone nen were trying
to kill us.”

The doctor trenbled a little at her words and lowered the gun

“I’'msorry,” he said. “l’ve never actually seen a werewolf before and ...
you just can’t inmagine the kind of stuff |I’ve seen since sundow. | don’t
even know if this is loaded. | stole it off of an EM that was in here
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earlier.”

“Can you help her?” Logan asked. *“She’s unconscious, but her wounds
don’t look serious.”

“Y-yes,” the doctor stammered, taking a step closer to look at the
injured wonan.

H cleared his throat before he spoke again. “l can treat her in just a
fewninutes. M sister is packing up right now 1’1l see to it that they all
get out with her, even if she’s still unconscious.”

“Thank you.”

(Onhce they had the wonan on a stretcher and the children were in the care
of the doctor’s recently arrived sister, Logan and Lavinia turned to leave.

“Wit,” Ay called.

Wien she stopped in front of Logan he knelt down to see what she wanted.
She stared at himfor a nonent as if uncertain of what to do. Then out of
nowhere she threw her arns around himand said, “Thank you.”

Logan sort of whinpered and Lavinia knew it was because he was crying.
She felt tears stinging the backs of her eyes too when Aty released himand
smled up at her.

It was only after they had left and were conpletely out of sight when
Logan broke down. Despite the need for themto hurry, Lavinia gave hima
mnute to collect hinself and pretended not to notice how hard he was crying.

Before long they passed the intersection where they had stopped to help
the children and were surprised to find Logan’s clothes, right where she had
dropped them Lavinia was tucking his clothes back underneath her armwhen
she heard Logan grow

“Wiat is it?”

“An unfamliar vanpire.”

H turned in the direction of the scent he had picked up and Lavinia
followed his gaze. The vanpire who was noving |ike a shadow down the other
side of the street was soneone she had hoped to never see again. Hs short
black hair was slicked back and he was dressed to match her black attire.

But, that seenmed appropriate for an assassin. As soon as she saw himshe knew
they were screwed

“Shit.”

“You know hin?”

“Hs nane is Lao. H works for the oldest vanpire in China. Hs naster
is on the council. That might explain his presence. But he never works

alone. If he’s here, then they’ve sent in a death squad.”

“But they couldn’t have gotten here so fast. They nust have already
been on their way, waiting for orders or sonething.”

“Mybe. The council has ways of helping people travel fast. 1’ve heard
runors that the head of the council can travel through mrrors. The point is
they’re here and Synn is in trouble.”

(Onhce they arrived at the club, Logan transformed in the alley and got
dressed as quickly as possible.

The door had barely opened before Jean Philippe hugged them both.
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“You're alive.” H whispered sonething else in French and kissed them
both on the nouth.

“Do you have any idea what’s been going on?”

“Aoout the threat on the city? W sawit on the news,” Logan answered.

Jean Philippe looked Lavinia in the eye as he said, “l saw enough of
Synn through your nenories to cast doubt on whether or not that nan was
actually him Wen did you see himlast?”

She hesitated. “This norning.”

“This ...\Mat ?”

“I’ll explain later, but not here. Too nmany ears.”

Jean Philippe was obviously shaken, but he collected hinself quickly.
“Nery well. Wat did you do or what did he say before you left?”

“H was planning to performa spell just after noonrise to see if he
could figure out what was going on. He said it would only take a couple of
hours, then he wanted ne to come back. Jean, that wasn’t himon television
I knowit wasn’t.”

H nodded grimly. “I believe you. But ...the council has already--”

“l sawlao in the street. Tell nme Jean, what have they done?”

“First of all, they have issued a statenent that | amto nake to the
press in a fewmnutes. Canera crews are setting up in the back lobby as we
speak. The elders are taking control of the city for the protection of
everyone, and of course for their personal gain. They ve also given orders
that the wizard Synn is to be detained at all cost. Their spy was able to
learn his general location, but not his precise whereabouts.”

Lavinia’s heart stopped and her nouth went suddenly dry.

“Wiat kind of orders exactly?”

Jean Philippe couldn’t neet her eyes as he answered, “Dead or alive.”

Lavinia turned and ran for the door.

“Wit!”

She spun back and nearly hit Logan who obviously intended to go with
her.

Everything that Jean Philippe felt for her was in his eyes. H didn’t
want her to get hurt or killed by getting in the way of the council.

“I can still followorders and save Synn. The council said dead or
alive. 1’mgoing to make certain it’s alive.”

She raced out before he could say nmore and Jean Philippe tried hard to
pull hinself together. H had to go downstairs and face the canmeras. It was
vital that he appeared in control

Mrents later as Lavinia and Logan found thenselves back on the streets,
Jean Philippe’s handsone face appeared on every screen possible. Hs voice
echoed fromevery radio within range and they slowed down only slightly to
hear his nessage.

“Ps naster vanpire of Wcked Gty, | give you ny word that this threat
wll be dealt with by the preternatural comunity. V¥ are asking that all
hunans please evacuate the city. Those who remain will be protected if
possible. V¥ do not wish for hunan life to be lost, but ending this threat is
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our priority. A you know traditional weapons have been ineffective against
this creature. It is for this purpose that the mlitary has agreed to give us
a chance to handle things as we see fit. The borders of Wcked Gty will be
closed at sundown tonorrow Arned guards will be stationed there. [If you are
a human watching this, you should be running.”
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Chapter Fourteen

Across town, Synn paid no attention to the news. He was already in the
mddle of his spell and soon the truth would be revealed to him H was down
in the basenent, which looked nore like a mni-nuseumof sonme sort. Books and
odd little objects lined the shelves which took up all of the wall space.
Enornous area rugs covered the floor of the surprisingly confortable room It
| ooked nothing like a basenent.

Wite candles ringed the roomand in the mddle of that was a table
where Synn was working. On the table sat a small burner and on this burner, a
small cauldron bubbled. H was about to do sonething as unprecedented as the
vanpires taking control of the city. H was going to sumon his grandfather’s
spirit for help. FEven though he had the ability, he had never before called
on the ancestor whose great power he had inherited, whose lineage had becone
both his blessing and his curse.

H always imagined it would be too painful to see the old nan. Even
t hough what happened wasn’t his fault, it would be a reminder Synn didn’t
welcone. But nowwas not the tine for second thoughts. Mich nore was at
stake here than his personal feelings and past regrets.

H collected a handful of dried herbs fromthe table and sprinkled them
liberally over the boiling mxture. Heavy vapors began to rise fromthe
cauldron and he held his hand in the mdst of them Wthout hesitation he
lifted a ritual knife and nade a snall cut in the palmof his right hand.

As the blood dripped into the cauldron he said, “Blood of ny blood
return to ne and offer ne your counsel.”

The vapors rose higher, nearly six feet into the air before drifting
back over the table and formng what was clearly the shape of a nan standing
before him Though ghostly and thin, it was clearly his grandfather. From
his long flowing robes to his equally long white hair, he was the nan Synn
renenber ed

The instant his eyes focused on Synn’s face a deep sadness passed over
his ghostly features.

“Is this what he did to you?”

Hs grandfather’s voice was barely nmore than a whisper. But he didn’t
need to speak up for Synn to know who he was tal king about.

“Yes,” he answered softly.

“So, when he couldn’t find ne ..

“It was not your fault.”

“And yet you have waited seven hundred years to contact ny spirit. | am
sorry, child.”

As Synn looked himin the eye his feelings for the old nan were still
evident as was his respect. This seened to erase sone of the sadness in his
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ancestor’s expression.

“There are nore inportant things at stake right now Gandfather. This
has nothing to do with him”

The ghost pointed a finger in the air as if raising his hand in a
classroom

“Ah, but it does, ny boy! H is the one you are looking for.”

Synn shook his head. Hs grandfather nust be confused.

“No, I’mlooking for a way to get rid of a nonster, a Leviathan.”

The ghost shook his head and nade a gesture with his hands as if w ping
sonet hing clean.

“Nb, you are looking for the one who controls him And for clarity.
Alowne to showyou what is going on in this city. After all, that is why
you sunmoned ne, is it not?”

H waved his waithlike hand over the cauldron and the surface appeared
alnost mrror-like. A first Synn only saw hinself, but then nore things
becane visible on its surface. H sawJean Philippe giving his speech.
saw the council’s assassins scouring the city for himand he saw Lavinia in
the mdst of them

“Nb,” he gasped. “That can’t be why she’s there.”

Synn knew there were things about Lavinia he didn’t know just like
there were things she didn’t know about him But an assassin? And comng for
hin? Nb, it wasn’t possible. There had to be sone other explanation. Mybe
she was just returning to himas he’d asked.

“There is more,” his grandfather answered.

Synn | ooked back into the cauldron and caught a glinpse of the nan he
could never forget, no matter how mich he wanted to. H also saw what had
been done to the people on the rooftop earlier in the day and nearly threw up.

H growed as he looked at the long hated inage.

“That’s not possible. He didn’t have the spell. H should be long dead
by now ”

“All will be revealed in tine,” the ghost replied. “I have shown you as
muich as | can. But | assure you, it is him”

Synn went to say sonething else, but the ghost held up a hand to stop
him

“Tine is short. Let nme tell you howto banish this nonster.”

* * % *

Lavinia’s senses were alive as they had not been for quite sone tine.
She felt everything around her, beconing one with the night in order to better
find her prey. Logan followed, but at a distance so as not to give her away.
They circled the area where Synn’s hone was located until she finally found
Lao. He was standing on the sane rooftop where she had first watched Synn and
he was adjusting his rifle, aimng directly for the window Since he hadn’t
been invited in, up close and personal was out of the question. But dead was
dead and he obviously intended to take Synn out as soon as he stepped in front
of the w ndow

Lao was good at what he did. There was no chance he hadn’t heard her
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approach or felt her presence. The wind was close to hurricane force and it
whi pped her hair about as Lao turned to face her. He ran a hand through his
dark hair and snmiled. It was an evil grin that gave Lavinia chills.

“You have come to fight ne,” he said. “That much I can tell. 1 can see
it in your eyes. Wiat | don’t understand is why. V¥ are both agents of the
council, enforcers of their will, and this is their order.”

Lavinia sneered and his snile broadened. “Don’t give ne that load of
crap as if you have honor, as if you follow sone kind of code. Your naster
sent you here because you’re the best, I’Il give you that. H knows that if
you elimnate the threat it gives himnore leverage to try and overthrow the
council. 1t’s what he’s wanted for years. You don’t care about this city or-

“O this wizard?” he questioned, raising an eyebrow “You are too
transparent. Your heart is on your sleeve, as the expression goes. O in
this case, it is in your eyes.” Lao took a step forward and the gravel on the
rooftop crunched underneath his feet. “Howis that possible?” H laughed and
there was a threat even in that sound. “Your detachnent is legendary, surely
you nust knowthis. Lavinia the Heartless they call you in China, trusted by
only a fewbut feared by all.” She was surprised at this and that seened to
please him “Yes, they still renenber your visit to ny country. O should I
say Jean Philippe’s visit? | have even begun to suspect that you are The
Reaper. After all, his handiwork is nostly found here, in Wcked Gty.”

“Enough talk,” she said harshly. “You can think whatever you want about
ne, but you will not harm Synn.”

Lao found this so anusing that he nearly doubled over in nock laughter

“You don’t even have a weapon,” he taunted. “lhless you nanaged to
stuff sonething else dow those tight pants I’d say you’re out of luck.”

Lavinia wal ked over to a ventilation pipe sticking through the roof and
wenched it loose wth little effort, turning back to Lao with a nenacing
glare.

H pulled out what looked like a stick fromhis pocket. Wth a flick of
his wist the stick extended to about two feet in length.

“You have sealed your fate,” he said softly.

The how ing wind nearly drowned out Lao’s battle cry as he launched
hinself at Lavinia. She held the pipe up and deflected his first blow but
his second caught her in the back of the hanstring, dropping her to one knee.
She was remnded painfully that Lao also possessed superhunman speed

“Mt her fucker,” she yelled.

Lavinia still held the pipe in both hands. She nmoved her left shoul der
forward as if to followthrough with a punch, but instead of extending her
arm she extended the pipe and hit Lao in the right kneecap.

H screaned and stunbled backward

“Bitch,” he hissed as he nade another attack.

H swng several tines and nissed as she just barely dodged his blows.
Finally, he nanaged to catch her by the hair and snatched Lavinia toward him
As he did this she let his nonmentumadd force to her strike and brought the
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pipe up right between his legs. Wen Lao fell forward she caught himin the
face with her knee, sending himsprawing on the gravel rooftop

The Leviathan streaned past overhead with a roar and she junped. She
had been so caught up in the fight that she’d forgotten about the nonster.

Her tenporary distraction was all Lao needed. H kicked Lavinia’s legs from
beneath her and was on her in an instant, straddling her waist and holding the
pipe across her throat.

“You’re going to die here tonight,” he said through gritted teeth. “And
before I kill your wzard I’mgoing to show himyour body.”

Lavinia kicked her leg high and hit himin the back of the head, but the
bl ow l acked the necessary force to knock himoff of her. She tried to wiggle
enough to move Lao further up her ribs as he attenpted to strangle her. She
didn’t actually want to get out fromunder him but she needed more leverage
for what she planned to do.

In order to apply nore force, Lao noved slightly and Lavinia seized the
opportunity. She lifted both her legs just enough to lock his head between
her feet, pulling himbackward until she was strangling himwth her ankles.
But since oxygen isn’t necessary for a vanpire, she couldn’t choke himout.

So, she broke his neck instead.

Lavinia quickly got to her feet, still linping slightly fromthe blowto
her hanstring. Breaking his neck wasn’t enough to kill himand if she didn’t
act quickly, he would recover. She put one boot on his chest in order to hold
himstill, but Lao had already snapped his head back into place.

“You know | didn’t cone alone,” he said.

A bone chilling how echoed up fromthe alley and she knew that Logan
was on his way up.

“Neither did I,” she said, before driving the pole through his chest.

Mrents later Logan leapt up fromthe fire escape. H was once again
transforned and fromthe blood on his nmouth and hands she guessed he had taken
out at least part of the vanps Lao had brought with him

“Aaything | can do to help?” he asked.

She glanced back down at Lao and said, “Yeah, tear his head off.”

Wth Lao’s head and heart renoved, they could focus once nore on the
reason they had cone, protecting Synn

“You go to the wizard,” Logan said. “I’ll take another look around.
Mke sure he’s safe. Don’t let himleave the house.”

Lavinia placed her hand over his chest and gently rubbed his fur

“Thank you, Logan.”

Lavinia let her hand fall to her side and turned toward Synn’s hone as
it began to rain. She crouched on the edge of the rooftop, staring dow into
his w ndow wondering what she was going to say. If his spell had indeed
reveal ed what was going on in the city, had it revealed what was going on wth
her also? She perched on the ledge for another nonment before dropping down
into the street and crossing to his front door.

She was just about to knock when the door swung open. Synn stood before
her, wearing a long blood red robe. The hood was pulled back, but most of his



WICKED CITY TRACEY H. KITTS 89

face remained in shadow The way he looked at her ...the way his presence
felt. It was a subtle change, but she knew sonething was different.

“Synn, | was just .~

H looked down at her, standing there in the rain and knew he had to at
least give her a chance to explain.

“Witing around to kill e, I know Vén’t you come in?”

Her boots squished as she noved across the floor and took the chair Synn
gestured toward in the living room

“Have a seat.” Before she could say nore he continued. “For the first
tine in centuries | have found soneone to love. Please tell ne that was not a
mstake. | sawyou tonight ...out there with those assassins. And yes | know
they were sent for ne.” There was long pause before he said softly, “And so
were you.”

It broke her heart to hear the pain in his words, but there was little
she could do now besides explain. O at least nake the attenpt.

“I’I1 tell you everything,” she whispered. “Just give ne the chance.”

Synn took a seat across fromher on the sofa and opened his arns wi de.

“G on.”

“l assune you know of the vanpire council? CF their existence, | nean.”

“Yes. | have for quite sone tine.”

How the hell was she going to sumthis up?!

“WIl1, Jean Philippe, the naster of this city, works for them H is an

enforcer for the vanpire council. | work for him” She placed a hand over her
heart, attenpting to stop its frantic beating as she carefully chose her next
words. “lI amknown as The Reaper. | have been an assassin for the past

hundred years. | haven’t done half the things they say. But the other half ...
I certainly have.”

It took all she could do to look at himas she continued. *“I have
killed without renorse and | have done so multiple tines. Sone think of nme as
a hero and to others I’mthe boogeyman. The orders that were given in regards
to you were that you should be detained ‘dead or alive.” | cane here to nake
certain it was alive. | never neant to hurt you, Synn. But this is what I
am It’s what | have been for a long tine. If you can’t accept that, I
understand. But please believe | did not come here to harmyou.”

H took a deep breath and ran a hand through his dark hair.

“Tell ne, how you cane to know Jean Philippe.”

Wl1, at least he appeared to be willing to hear her out. That was a
good sign, wasn’t it?

“The night | was attacked, he rescued ne. Wen I told you I didn’t
renenber anything before waking up in a pool of blood ...that wasn’t entirely
true. The man | was dating was naned Richard.”

Synn winced at the obvious pain it caused her to even use the nane. He
felt like an asshole, like this was all his fault. But he didn’t stop her.

H needed to hear this as much as he felt like she needed to say it.
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Chapter Fifteen

“lI was expecting himthat night and he arrived on tine.”

Atear slid dow her cheek and Synn fought the urge to reach out to her.

“I was so in love with himthat | failed to see what he really was.

Wen | think back I can see the signs, subtle things I should have picked up
on. But as they say, love is blind. And sone tines it’s just plain stupid.
| walked out onto the balcony with himto look at the noon.”

Lavinia closed her eyes, reliving in vivid detail the night she had
died.

“The noon was the last thing | sawwhile I was alive. Not before the
breath left ny body ...but when | was truly alive.”

Mre tears slid frombeneath her lashes, but her eyes renained closed.
If she had opened them she would have seen that Synn was crying too.

“It was so beautiful, and full that night. 1’ve always felt like the
nmoon understood ne. | know how crazy that sounds. I1’mwell aware that there
isn’t really a man in the noon. But it used to help ne to pretend there was.
H had seen what happened to ne that night ...and he alone understood ny pain
Wile | watched the moon, conpletely entranced by the sound of Richard’s soft
voice, | felt his lips against ny throat. |’mnot sure what happened, but in
that instant | knew sonething was wong.”

She kept her eyes shut tight as she continued to relive that night like
a novie inside her head.

“lI fought him | jerked away and ran back into the room Apparently he
wasn’t expecting resistance, because | got away easily enough. | grabbed ny
crucifix fromthe bedside table and when he lunged for ne | pressed it against
his forehead.” She sobbed and put a hand over her nouth.

Synn was now on the edge of his seat, but he couldn’t go to her yet. He
needed to know the truth.

“I”1l never forget the sound ...the snell of burning flesh. H hit ne so
hard that | passed out. Wen I cane to he was gone and | was covered in
bl ood.” She sniffed a fewtimes before continuing. “Took ne a minute to
realize it was ny blood. 1 tried to scream but | had no strength left. K
had torn ny neck so savagely ...I’mnot even sure if | could have screaned if I
had the strength. And then I sawhim Jean Philippe leapt over the railing.
The first thing | sawwas his fangs and | thought for sure | was dead. But
then | noticed his eyes. Hs concern was obvious when he looked at ne. He
knelt beside ne and quickly assessed ny wounds. Then, he took ny hand and
said, “You are dying. | can save you, but there is not much tine. You wll
live a cursed existence ...but you will live.” | nodded ny head, because I
couldn’t speak. Jean Philippe nade a snall cut on his armand let a drop of
his blood fall into ny nouth. 1In a matter of seconds I could feel nyself
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healing. It hurt, but it was an inprovenent fromthe nunbness | was starting
to feel before.”

Lavinia opened her eyes and found Synn kneeling at her feet.

“As | drank his blood | felt hatred so strong. It burned in ny chest
like that crucifix had burned Robert’s skin. No one would hurt ne again. |
felt so strong, so powerful ...and yet a part of ne was obviously mssing. A
part | didn’t know I still had until I net you.”

She started crying harder and as she leaned forward, Synn took her into
his arns.

“I’msorry, Lavinia. Wen | sawyou with those assassins ...I had to
knowthe truth. 1’msorry for doubting you.” H rose to his feet and noved
across the room turning his back. “You have shared your past. You’ve laid
your scars bare and | accept them” H paused before whispering softly, “I
accept you.”

Lavinia started to say sonething, but he held up his hand as if he knew
she was about to speak. Hs back was still turned.

“If we are going to nmake it through this, then you should know the truth
about ne. MNot what people have made up in fairy tales and certainly not what
they’ve said on television.”

H sighed, resigning hinself to the fact that she would either accept
himor leave once he was finished. There was nothing he could do nowto
change that.

“As | told you before, I wasn’t always a wizard. | was a jester and a
traveling performer ...and Synn is not the only name | have. M grandfather
was a sorcerer. He dedicated his life to the search for inmmortality. ly
when he found it, the cost was too great. Wen a wizard dies, if he has blood
heirs, he can choose to leave themhis power. It is passed down through the
blood and this is what happened to ne. | gained his power along with his
life’s work.”

Lavinia rose and noved closer to him She wanted to touch him but knew
this was not the tine to offer confort. She also knew sonehow that Synn had
never told this to anyone before.

“AMter his death and ny inheritance of his work, another wzard cane
looking for him Hs name was Zorn. Wen | told himthat ny grandfather had

died, he took ne instead. | wasn’t strong enough to refuse. H had ne bound
by so many spells ... H wanted ne to cast the spell ny grandfather had
found, the spell for imortality. | refused. He said if | didn’t cooperate ...

that he would kill ny wife.”

Lavinia’s heart ached to hear what had happened to himso long ago. Nb
wonder he had shut hinself away fromthe world.

“So | cast the circle and spoke the words. Al that was left was to
sacrifice an innocent life. H was going to kill ne. | was to becone the
sacrifice.” Synn’s voice shook as he continued and his body began to trenble
slightly as well. “H took the ritual knife and held it high. God, | can
still see it. It was like tine stood still. The blade glinting in the
firelight and those eyes. Those fucking evil eyes.”
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The wizard was now shaking alnost uncontrollably.

“A the last second, ny wife threw herself in front of his blade.”

Lavinia gasped and Synn began to weep openly, his sobs echoing between
wor ds.

“For the spell to be conplete, the innocent blood nmust be sneared above
the heart of the one offering the sacrifice. As she fell, she ran her hand
over ny chest. The wizard was furious, but I was strong enough then to break
free.”

Synn turned toward her, but kept his head down.

“l escaped, but not before he did this.”

H lifted his head, pushing back his hair and revealing his scared face.

Lavinia cried as if soneone she loved had been killed.

“Ch, Synn,” she whispered, “lI’mso sorry.”

H wasn’t sure what to expect. But the conpassion in her eyes certainly
wasn’t a worst case scenario.

She closed the distance between themand with trenbling fingers, reached
out to touch his scars. H had a thin scar directly above his right eye. It
looked like a straight line, extending about two inches above and two inches
below his eye. But the worst of the damage was done to the side of his face.
Lpon closer inspection she could see that the right corner of his full lips
was slightly turned upward. Not because he always smled, but because it was
the beginning of a heinous scar. The blade that nade the cut nust have been
sharp, because the scar was a clean, perfect line. It alnost |ooked painted
on, but the slight rise to the skin shattered the illusion. (e half of his
face was forever carved in a snle

Hs dark eyes looked deeply into her own before |ooking down at the
floor. He was expecting rejection. Instead he felt her fingertips, softly
tracing his scars and wiping away his tears. She stood on tiptoe and pulled
himclose. Wen he felt her lips against his ruined skin it felt like soneone
was squeezing his chest, like he couldn’t breathe. And at the sane tine ...his
heart was finally free.

“l love you,” she whispered. “This doesn’t change how | feel. Nothing
could change that.”

Synn held her tight, tighter than he’d ever held anyone before. No one
had ever accepted him Awys he’d had to hide his true face, only letting
people see what they could handle. They could never handle the truth. And
the truth was, he wasn’t perfect. But, one half of himwas and that was the
half he had always shown the world. H wanted to say “Thank you,” but words
just fell short for what he felt. So he held her for several minutes and just
cried.

“Wy would anyone do this?” she asked softly.
“He tried to carve ne into the clown he said I was, undeserving of such
power.”

Lavinia pulled back and w ped her eyes. “Howhorrible. Wat ever
happened to hin? Please tell ne you got revenge.”

“Unfortunately, no. As for what happened to him we’ll get to that in a
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mnute. Wat happened to Richard? DO d you ever get revenge?”

Lavinia shook her head.

“I never saw himagain. Jean Philippe even helped ne look a fewtines,
but we could never find him”

Synn wiped his eyes and turned toward the kitchen

“l need a drink.”

“Wit. Wat did you nean we’ll get to that in a mnute? H didn’t have
the spell for immortality. So, he’s dead right?”

“Like | said, | need a drink.”

Lavinia followed himinto the kitchen, but didn’t press the issue. She
could tell Synn needed a few mnutes before he finished whatever it was he
needed to say. She sat at the kitchen table and renoved her wet boots while
he rummaged through the cabinets. Wile he did tequila shots she studied him
The scars were bad, but they didn’t ruin him not to her. H was still
devastatingly handsone ...he just happened to have a fewscars on the right
side of his face. Hs sensuous nouth had not been ruined. Hs dark eyes
still held the power to captivate. And his shoulder length hair periodically
covered the danmage anyway. It gave hima Phantomof the (pera sort of appeal,
only much less danaged

“So in all these years, you never showed anyone else your face?”

H shrugged. “V¥lIl, there was this one wonan. ¥ dated for a little
while and I thought she could handle it.”

Lavinia was surprised at the twinge of jealously she felt. She tried
hard to keep it fromher voice.

“How did she take it?”

H laughed. *“She ran screaming. | never saw her again.”

“Insensitive bitch.”

“Yeah, that’s pretty much what | thought.”

“Od you care for her?”

Synn smled. H knew what she was getting at.

“I wasn’t in love with her if that’s what you nean. V¥ hadn’t been
seeing each other long, but it still hurt ny feelings.”

“So no one else has ever seen then? That’s sad.”

“WIll, ny grandfather sawit.”

Lavinia’s brow knit as she gave hima confused | ook

“But | thought you said your grandfather died before it happened.”

“H did. But | was just down in the basenent talking to his ghost. ke
took it rather well, | think. It nust have been hard for his spirit, know ng
what had happened all these years ..

Synn poured hinself another shot of tequila.

Lavinia was still confused, but she didn’t want to talk too nuch about a
painful subject. Still, there was one nmore thing that she wanted to know

“Can | ask you sonething about the immortality spell?”

H downed the shot and poured anot her.

“Shoot . ”

She watched himfor a second or two, hoping that her question would not
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upset himfurther.

“How cone the spell gave you immortality, when you weren’t the one who
nade the sacrifice? I’msorry to ask sonething so ...\€ll, I’mjust sorry to
bring it up again. But wasn’t this other wizard the one who actually killed
her?”

“Yes,” he said softly. “He took her life ...but I did nake the
sacrifice. | think the magic knewthat and gave the power to ne instead.

I’ve wondered about that a lot of times, spent a lot of sleepless nights
trying to figure it out. That’s the best I could cone up with.”

“I’'msorry to hear about your wfe,” Lavinia said. “Vds she .

“She was nothing like you,” he said, smling at her surprised | ook
“Nothing can ever take her place in ny heart. But | amnot in love with a
ghost. | don’t nean that to sound harsh. She died nearly seven hundred years
ago. | wll always love her, but Fate has given ne another chance. | really
would be a fool if | denied what I felt for you.”

Synn crossed the roomand stopped beside where Lavinia sat, staring down
at her. He reached to touch her face and she leaned into his touch, pressing
a light kiss against his palm

“I love you for who you are, not for who you remnd ne of.”

She smled up at him “Do | renind you of anyone?”

“Sone tines | think that you do. But when | try to renenber anyone else
...there is only your face. nly your smle when | close ny eyes.”

Lavinia opened his robe and wapped her arns around his waist. H was
naked beneath the heavy fabric and he shivered slightly as his body was
exposed. She pressed her face against the curve of his hip, but her touch was
not sexual. She just needed to touch him

Lavinia started telling himabout what had happened just before he
opened the door. She nade it as brief as possible, not wanting to retell all
that had been done to Lao. It wasn’t that Synn was squeamsh. She just
didn’t want to talk about decapitation while holding onto the nan she Ioved.

“Wuld his bullet really have killed you? Wen | heard the words dead
or alive, | didn’t even stop to remenber you were immortal. Pretty stupid of
ne, huh?”

“Nb,” he said softly, stroking her hair. *“Your concern is touching.

Now if this guy shot ne in the head. Hm Mybe.”

She pulled back to look up at him

“Real 1y?”

“It depends. If it was just a shot to the head, | mght survive. H’d
have to blow ny head clean off to kill me. | can’t regenerate as quickly as a
vanpire or a werewolf, but I will eventually heal. |If they were to attack ne

aggressively enough, where | had no tine at all to recover, yes | could be
killed. But they’d have to try really hard.”
“\MW 7
H wal ked back over to the tequila, but this tine he closed the bottle.
“The spell you perfornmed tonight, was it to talk to your grandfather?”
“Yes. | thought he could help figure out what to do.”
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“So, what did he have to say?”

For sone reason she felt the urge to check the curtains as she asked.
The bay wi ndow was conpletely blocked, all curtains closed. The assassins
were all vanpires. They couldn’t cone in uninvited, so taking a shot froma
distance was their only option. And the curtains were closed. So, why was
she so nervous?

“WIl, he told ne howto banish the Leviathan.”

“Really? That’s fantastic!”

“Yes, but it can’t be done until nmorning. He didn’t say why, but the
spell nust be perforned in the light of day.”

“Od he say anything else?”

“H said that Zorn is the one responsible.”
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Chapter Sixteen

“Zorn? The one who .2” She gestured toward his face. “You’re joking,
right?”

Synn laughed, but not like he found any real hunor in the situation

“Darling, even ny sense of hunor isn’t that dark.”

Lavinia sat back down because she suddenly felt too weak to stand.

“But, how?”

“H said that all would be revealed in tine.”

“So, what do we do now?”

“lI was hoping you had an idea.”

Before either of themcould continue the conversation, soneone knocked
at the door. They exchanged a questioning look before Synn turned to answer.

“No, wait. It nmight be--~

But he had already opened the door.

“Logan,” Lavinia said.

H was back in hunman formand dressed once nore. H was wearing the
sane dark brown leather pants and natching coat which nearly reached his
ankles. Except for a fewsnears of blood he had mssed underneath his chin,
there was no evidence of what he truly was. But as he faced the w zard
Lavinia realized howtall Synn was. She had of course noticed this before.
But as he stood directly in front of the six foot four werewolf and Iooked
down at himslightly, it nmade quite an inpression

Lavinia stepped forward and cleared her throat, causing both nen to |ook
at her.

“Synn, this is Logan, ny guard and one of ny closest conpanions.”
“Yes,” the wizard said, extending his hand. “Lavinia has told ne about
you. ”

They shook hands and he gestured for Logan to enter the room

“Please, cone in.”

Logan nust have seen the scars, because Synn nade no effort to hide
them If they bothered Logan at all, he gave no indication. Instead he
turned toward Lavinia and said, “lI’ve taken out the rest of Lao’s death
squad.” H shrugged. “Are you sure that was a death squad? 1’ve heard so
much about them They didn’t seemthat bad really.”

“You are so full of crap,” she said, unable to hide her snile.

“Seriously, they weren’t that tough.”

“WIll, they weren’t expecting to have to deal with an alpha werewol f,”
Synn pointed out. “And thank you for saving ny ass. Your help is mch
appreciated.”

Logan laughed and the sound helped Lavinia to relax. She hadn’t
expected their first neeting to go so well.
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“I think I’mgoing to like you,” Logan said.

“Aad to hear it. But we need to figure out what we’re going to tell
the council about their death squad. QO rather, what Jean Philippe is going
to tell themwhen they all turn up deader than usual.”

The three of themsat down at the kitchen table and after about an hour
of deliberation, they had a plan. They also filled in the blanks on the
w zard’s past so that Logan was up to speed. The death squad was going to be
blaned on Zorn. Jean Philippe could tell the council that another
unidentified wizard had interfered. The council would figure out it was Zorn
once the rest of their plan played out. Synn would nake a statenent to the
press, revealing his true identity as well as telling themthat Zorn was the
nane of the inposter. H would out themboth in one nove, forcing Zorn to
give up the act and state his true purpose. But this would all be done after
the Leviathan had been dealt wth.

“I’I1 call Jean Philippe and get his press contacts,” Lavinia said.
“Mst news stations still have soneone to represent themstaying behind.”

“1 have never understood that,” Logan said, shaking his head.

“M neither,” Synn agreed. “But we’re going to take advantage of them
being here. If we could just figure out a way to get to Zorn. He nanaged to
hide fromus for God knows how long before this. H nay be able to escape the
city.”

“Mchael,” Lavinia whispered. “Hbly shit. V¥ should go see Mchael.”

Lavinia couldn’t believe she hadn’t thought of this before.

“You nean bl oodsucker, Mchael ?” Logan asked.

“Wiat ?” Synn looked fromone to the other, as if hoping for an
expl anation.

“There’s a vanpire named Mchael who ows a club a little further
downtown. It’s called Sanguisuga, it neans ‘bloodsucker’ in Latin.”

“WIIl, that’s very interesting, but what does it have to do with finding
Zorn?”

“Mchael is the son of The Chronicler, who keeps records for the vanpire
council as well as sonme private famly records for other vanpire elders. But
he doesn’t just keep up on vanpire stuff. The Chronicler is nosy and so is
his son. If anyone knows the inside story on what’s going on, it’s Mchael.”

“Even if he knows anything, what nakes you think he’ll help us?”

Lavinia shrugged. “H won’t. At least not willingly anyways. H’s an
asshole and a bone dust addict. But if I can catch himin a good nood, he
mght give away enough for us to figure out if he really knows anything or
not.”

Bone dust was a drug nmade fromthe crushed bones of the dead, along with
a fewother choice chemcals. It was also one of the fewdrugs that vanpires
could consune. It was snorted in powder form like cocaine. And from what
Lavinia had heard, it had nmuch the sane effect.

Synn | ooked doubt ful .

“Hy, it’s a place to start,” Lavinia said. “Qhce the Leviathan is gone
Zorn nmay cause nore danage if we can’t find him”
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The wizard signed resignedly. “Ckay. Were is this club again?”

After going over the plan once nore Lavinia realized they wouldn’t have
much tine to do everything they needed to do. The club was very dark and
gothic. It was a cross between a tonb and a rave being held at a twisted sort
of carnival. They needed to dress for the occasion.

“Qur best bet is to get into the dressing roomdown at Sinful Delights,”
she said. “But howthe hell are we going to get there and then get all the
way back downtown? Wth everything going on .7 Lavinia threw up her hands.

“lI could nmake it, but you two couldn’t. Not before the place closes for
dawn. ”9

“It’s still a long tine before dawn,” Logan said.

“Yes, but not when you figure in the tine to get ready, tinme to get
there, tine to question Mchael and--”

“Wit,” Synn interrupted. “l have sonething that can help.”

H wal ked over to the kitchen cabinet and took out a small blue bottle.
The look on his face said that clearly this was the answer to their problem
However, the look they gave himin return said they clearly didn’t understand.

“It’s a teleport potion,” Synn explained. *I can drink this and for the
next six hours | can teleport.”

“Wiat about us?” Logan asked.

“If you hold onto ne you can cone to.”

Logan laughed and Lavinia gave himan odd look. “Sorry. For a minute
there I thought he was The Ghost of Christmas Present.” She still gave him
that look. “You know ‘hold onto ny robe’ and all that shit?” H threwup
his hands. *“Forget it.”

Synn drank the potion before renenbering he was naked beneath the robe
he wore.

“Are you sure this dressing roomis going to have sonething to fit me?

I don’t want to go to a club naked.”

“You’d cause quite the sensation,” Logan joked. *“But yes, you should be
able to wear sone of ny stuff. There’s not that nmuch difference in our size.”

Actually there was very little difference except for about two inches in
height. Gher than that, Logan was a bit wder in the waist. Synn considered
the werewol f carefully and nodded his agreenent. MNot a significant
difference.

“Aright then, it’s tine to get this showstarted. Lavinia, give ne
your hand. W& don’t have any tine to waste.”

“Howw Il we get there exactly?” Logan asked. “You know since you’ve
never been.”

“Ps long as one of us knows where we’re going, we should get there just
fine.”

“Shoul d?”

Before Logan could ask another question Synn grabbed his wist. They
arrived in the dressing roomwth a loud crash. Logan stunbled into one of
the chairs and fell on the floor. Lavinia tripped and hit the wall and Synn
just fell flat of his back laughing.
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“Sorry,” he said. “l haven’t done that in a long time. 1Is everyone
okay?”

“Fine,” Logan grunted.

“Yeah, |’mokay.”

The backstage area of Sinful Delights was huge and so were the dressing
roons. They had arrived in the nmain roomthat held nost of the costunes worn
by the various perforners. The regular staff, like Logan and the other
bartenders also had costunes here. Sonetines they wore them sonetines they
didn’t. You never knew what you were going to get when you visited Sinful
Celights.

Lavinia flipped through the rack of clothes quickly and pulled out a
black sequined corset.

“Jean Philippe isn’t here,” she said.

“Can you sense that?” Synn asked.

“WIIl, | could if I tuned into him But | just know If he was here,
he’d have already cone to find out what all the noise was about.”

Logan wal ked over to one of the vanity tables and started pulling out
different kinds of makeup.

“H’s probably at his other daytine resting place battening down the
hatches.”

“Probably. 1’1l have to get up with himlater and let himknow what’s
going on.”

Logan turned back to Synn. “Ae you going to um...\duld you like to
cover your scars or show then?”

Synn didn’t take offense at the question, but considered it carefully.

“l haven’t decided yet. Let’s see what I’mwearing first.”

They decided on matching outfits and were dressed in record tine.
Lavinia ended up with the sequined corset, a calf length silk skirt with a
spilt up the front which reached to md-thigh, fishnet stockings and knee-high
stiletto boots. The ensenble was conplete with a pair of lace gloves which
reached past her elbow and had a sort of spider web pattern mxed with roses.
Her hair was piled loosely atop her head with a fewartificial black roses
pinned on one side.

Logan was wearing only black leather pants, and a leash, which clipped
onto the chain belt at Lavinia’s waist.

Synn was wearing an outfit alnost identical to the one Brandon had worn
the night he danced for Lavinia onstage. The pants were leather, with buckles
up the calves and around the thighs. The natching shirt was tight and long
sleeved. There were several buckles across the ribs and sone which extended
down the arns. H borrowed a pair of Logan’s boots to conplete the outfit.

Before Logan had becone a werewolf he was a very successful nakeup
artist. It was hard to find work when people were afraid you mght
contamnate them So, working at the club was a treat for himbecause he
still got to help out with the makeup sonetines.

“Al done,” he said.

Lavinia inspected herself in the mrror. Her skin was naturally pale
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and Logan had taken advantage of that, adding bold colors to her eye shadow
Purple and green conbined both above and bel ow her eyes and mxed well wth
the fake lashes he’d applied. They were two-inch-long, thin raven’s feathers
and they brushed her face softly when she blinked. H handed her a bottle of
body glitter, bringing her attention back to the fact that they still had to
do Synn’s face.

“Spray this over your breasts,” Logan said, pointing at the bottle. He
turned to the wizard then. “So, what are we going to do with you?”

Synn renenbered flashes of the dancer he had seen through Lavinia’s
eyes, the night he had called her back to him H also renenbered how nuch
the dancer’s appearance had turned her on.

“Can you nake ne look like a Harlequin?”

Afewninutes later, his nmakeup was conplete. Hs face was painted
white, wth dark shadow around his eyes. Logan had traced the scar above his
right eye so that there was a thin black Iine both above and below Wth a
little nore nmake up, both sides matched. Hs lips were also painted black
Logan had traced the scar here as well, curving up slightly to followthe line
of the permanent smle and then painting the other side. H also added a
single tear drop underneath Synn’s right eye. The effect was striking.

Logan turned himin the chair so that he faced Lavinia and her breath
caught. H was dark and frightening ...and yet he was the sexiest thing she’d
ever seen. The corner of his lips curled slightly in a roguish grin and her
heart fluttered. Hs dark wavy hair |ooked disheveled, but that only added to
his wild appearance. H looked like he could tear her apart ...and he’d enjoy
it. She had never wanted himnore.

“You |l ook anazing,” she said breathlessly.

“So do you,” he answered.

Synn’s eyes noved over her with a hungry appraisal. She was
devastating, but nowwas not the tine.

“It does suit you,” Logan said, gesturing toward Synn. “I think it’s
sone of ny best work.”

“Aren’t you going to paint your face?” Synn asked.

“No tine. 1’1l wear a mask.”

Logan selected an opera nmask covered with long purple feathers. After
adjusting the mask he turned toward Synn and handed hima leash.

“l know you don’t expect nme to wear that.”

Logan laughed. “If you want to explain who you are that’s fine with ne.
But we won’t get far with Mchael that way.”

“H’s right,” Lavinia said. “Mchael will be able to sense sonething
different about you. | can just say that you are ny hunan servant and he
won’t question the matter any further. |If we are linked by blood, then that
would explain your nmagic to him”

Synn took a step forward and reached for her. H bent down as if to
kiss her, but stopped just short of touching her lips, which were painted
crinson and outlined wth black.

“But we are linked by blood,” he whispered.
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Hs voice nade her shiver with anticipation of being alone with him
again. She wanted to forget all about saving the city and just throwhimto
the floor. But she couldn’t do that, and she knewit.

“Then we won’t be lying to him”

She sighed regretfully as she looked himup and down once nore. Mybe
they would get a chance to dress up like this again, when they had nmore tine.

“W should get going,” Logan said frombehind them “W’re wasting
interrogation tine.”

Synn laughed. “I thought we were just going to see if he knew
anyt hing.”

“Qiess what happens if he does?” Logan asked.

Lavinia answered, “VW¢ beat the shit out of himtill he tells us the

rest. MNow let’s get going.”
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Chapter Seventeen

They decided it would be best not to teleport into the mddle of the
club. So, they teleported thenselves about a block away. This allowed them
to make an entrance wthout raising suspicion.

Wcked Gty was alnost conpletely deserted by this tine, except for
vanpires and other creatures of the night. Jean’s message was still being
broadcast once every hour. There were several lowflying blinps which passed
between the tops of the buildings and his face was on every one of their large
screens.

It hadn’t rained for a few hours and the wind had died dow to a low
roar. Their walk was alnost pleasant. There was a slight chill in the air
The scent of hundreds of different types of cologne mixed with werewol f
pheronmones on the night air.

“W’re alnost there,” Lavinia said.

“l can hear the club,” Synn agreed.

“I can snell it.”

They stopped so that both nmen could nake sure their leashes were
properly attached to Lavinia’s belt. She looked up at Synn and squinted a
little. Two inch lashes took sone getting used to. She blinked a few tines
and smled when she noticed the way he was watching her

“You' Il need to walk a little behind ne,” she explained. *“Just for
protocol sake. Mchael is stupid about that sort of thing.”

“H never got over thinking that vanpires are superior,” Logan scoffed.

“Look, we both know he’s an asshole. W& aren’t here to socialize, but
it does need to look that way.”

They rounded another corner and Sanguisuga cane into view

“I remenber when this used to be an opera house,” Synn said.

Even though she didn’t particularly like Mchael, Lavinia loved the |ook
of his club. Its dark, gothic style perfectly reflected the culmnation of
everything that was Wcked Gty. The nusic punped a bold and sexual rhythm
out into the street. Lavinia smled as they approached. Thanks to Synn the
craving to feed fromthe crowd wasn’t strong. But that didn’t nean she
couldn’t enjoy a little light snack while they were here.

Bl oodsuckers of various different shapes and sizes stood out front.
Sone were acconpanied by their hunan servants. Chers had brought their
animal. Fewwere powerful enough to have both, which put Lavinia instantly at
the top of the food chain

Tall Roman style columns stretched upward on either side of the
entrance. She walked right past themand all the people waiting in line.
Lavinia’s hands tightened slightly on the chains which connected to her
conpanions. She nay not have looked it to anyone else based on the smle she
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wore and the graceful sway of her hips, but she was nervous. Wat they were
about to do was very dangerous. But she didn’t see another option.

The vanp at the door was alnmost as tall as Synn. Hs lean frame was
sporting a purple leotard and thigh-high black boots. H was also wearing a
black jester hat with red jingle bells. Synn laughed just a little in spite
of hinself. H just couldn’t help it.

“I hope | never looked like that,” he whispered to Lavinia.

Fortunately, the vanp at the door didn’t seemto overhear. He turned
and | ooked down at her with a smle.

“And you are?”

“Lavinia,” she purred, letting the nagic of her voice flow over him
Wien he rolled his eyes appreciatively she knewthat using her nagic was the
correct decision. “l bring greetings fromJean Philippe.”

“Ah,” he said. “Ad who are your guests?”

“M aninmal and ny hunan servant,” she said, gesturing toward each as she
spoke.

Apparently he didn’t think their nanes were inportant. This was good,
because she didn’t intend to give them

“Enter,” he said, clapping his hands loudly. As he did this the red
curtains directly behind himparted. The ornate door they revealed was
qui ckly opened and the nusic poured out even louder. The sweet snell of lust
filled the air and Lavinia breathed deeply.

“I’Il let Mchael knowyou’re here. I’msure he will want to receive
you in his private chanbers.”

“Thank you,” Lavinia replied, bowing slightly.

The vanp sniled and nade a grand flourish as if beckoning her forward.
They had to stay close together as they noved into the club so as not to be
separated. The music punped through their chests like a second heartbeat.
The song was dark, wicked and intensely arousing. Synn put his hands on her
waist. The nove was a possessive cone on that was not lost on her as she took
a look around.

The old opera house was still visible in nuch of the architecture. Hgh
ceilings arched gracefully, with lanterns hanging at intervals throughout.
There were also dancing vanpire girls hanging in cages fromthe ceiling. Sone
of the dancers blew flames down toward the audience, which stopped just short
of actually touching anyone. There were a fewsnall stages in different
corners of the room where other perforners could be seen. (ne was juggling
knives while another was swallowi ng swords. A fewfenale vanps who nust have
been contortionists were doing a very provocative dance across fromthe sword
svallower. It was like a gothic opera nixed with a carnival.

“I like it,” Synn said, yelling over the nusic.

“I knew you woul d. ”

Logan unclipped hinself fromher belt.

“I’mgonna have a look around. See if | can figure out where Mchael
is. |If anyone asks, | went to the bathroom”

“Sounds good to ne.”
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As Logan wound his way through the crowd in the opposite direction,
Lavinia turned back to the w zard.

“W should act natural. |If that guy at the door is really going to tell
Mchael we’re here, it would look suspicious if we’re all in different places.
Especially since | introduced you as mne.”

“Mmm” he said, pulling her closer. “I like the sound of that.” He
held Lavinia tight, crushing her small frane against the tall, sinew length
of his. H let his hands roamup and down her back and felt hinself grow ng
harder fromjust the snell of her perfurme. “I knowwe’re here on business,
but | can’t deny nyself every pleasure.”

Hs voice, which possessed a nmagic all its ow seened to wap around
her. She closed her eyes and welconed the touch

“Md what pleasure is it you seek?” she asked silkily.

“A dance.”

Two sinple words, and yet they conveyed such passion. A new song began
to play. Slowy, deftly the music wapped around her senses like a delicate
vine. Synn kept one hand on her waist, letting it slide as he noved around
her in a slowcircle, unclipping his chain. Adark fire reflected in his eyes
as he watched her, hungrily anticipating the monent he could claimher again
They noved together, so close that they cast one shadow on the floor as they
began to dance. The dance floor was packed. Qhers brushed against them
but they neither noticed nor cared. They had eyes only for each other.

The way they looked didn’t make themstand out fromthe crowd. But the
energy they were generating certainly did. Mchael could feel it even from
the back of the upstairs balcony where he sat. H noved to look out over the
crowd, trying to figure out where the intense sexual energy was comng from
Hs long blond hair spilled forward and the vanpire at his right leaned over
also, her hands roamng over him H pushed her back, uninterested. Hs
enerald eyes sparkled as they settled on Lavinia. Yes, the energy nust be
coning from her.

Mchael stretched his arns wide and floated into the air. H drifted
just above the crowd until finally stopping a few feet fromlLavinia and Synn

Lavinia had been aware of himsince he left the balcony, however she did
not look at him

She leaned in close, pulling Synn down toward her. Hs lips were only a
breath away when she whispered, “Don’t acknow edge him Mchael likes to
wat ch. ”

“And are we going to give hima show?”

Lavinia only sniled in response. She ran her hands over the buckles
that ran across his ribcage before resting her palns against Synn’s chest.

The steady rhythmof his heart helped her to focus. She closed her eyes and
tuned into the people around her. The tension in the air was palpable. Mny
were excited about having the hunans gone. Qhers were thrilled with the
prospect of taking sone action of their own against the evil spreading over
the city. And sone had just conme out to get their freak on. \Watever their
reasoning the excitenent in the crowd was nostly nanifesting itself as sexual
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desire.

“Brace yourself,” Lavinia whispered.

She began to pull fromthat desire. People noved closer to them
involuntarily, as if they were physically being drawn to her. The crowd
tightened around themas Lavinia threw back her head and noaned. Those
closest by trenbled at just the sound of her voice. Al of their fantasies
flowed through her nmind in a junble. Their darkest thoughts, their deepest
nost forbidden desires becane a part of what she felt. The raw power of such
a sensation alnost outweighed how arousing it was.

In an instant she threwthis power back at the crond. Awave of |ust
hit themso hard that nany fell to the floor

Synn thought he could see the shock wave in the air, rippling through
the audience as even he stunbled back. H had sensed Lavinia’s power, but he
truly had no idea she was capable of sonething like that. It was both anazing
and frightening at the sane tine. Before he could think nore on what just
happened, he noticed Mchael noving closer.

“Lavinia.” Hr nanme was nore of a sigh which escaped his lips as
Mchael ’s feet touched the floor beside her. H was around six feet tall and
would have been seriously sexy if he wasn’t such an asshole. “It’s been a
long tine.”

“Yes,” she agreed, turning toward him

Hs eyes raked the wizard fromhead to toe with a lusty appraisal

“And who is your friend?”

“This is ny human servant.”

“Real ly?” Mchael |ooked himover again. “Because he doesn’t feel human
at all.”

“Mybe it’s because I’mstanding so close by,” Logan said. H stepped
frombehind Synn and noved to Lavinia’s other side, blocking her sonmewhat from
M chael .

“A. | see you brought your favorite animal as well.”

“M only animal,” she corrected somewhat bluntly.

“You are always welcome here. But | suspect this isn’t just a social
call. Shall we go to ny private chanbers?”

Mchael turned and a path cleared through the crowd as if by command.

H didn’t wait for her reply, but sinply began walking away. Lavinia |ooked
to her two conpanions before taking hold of their chains and follow ng the
other vanpire. She tried to hold her head high and to walk with
determnation. But this was getting nore dangerous by the mnute.

Mchael led thempast the main stage, where a nmagic show was about to
start, and down a long corridor. By the tine they stopped in front of a door,
the music was only a soft nenory, buzzing distantly in the background.

H unlocked the door and bid thementer. The roomwas lush. Everything
was decorated in blood red draperies and golden enanel of sonme sort. It was
dark and garish, and perfectly suited to the man who stood before them

“I"'msurprised Jacque didn’t let ne know you were here.”

Lavinia assuned that Jacque was the vanp wearing purple who had let them
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“H didn’t have tine. V¢’d only just arrived.”

Mchael opened a bottle of blood and poured hinself a glass. e
inclined the glass toward Lavinia as way of invitation and she shook her head.
H didn’t offer anything to Synn or Logan. The wzard apparently took his cue
from Logan and sinply stood beside Lavinia, wherever she noved in the room

“Suit yourself.” Mchael rested back against a large red chair which
slightly resenbled a throne before turning his attention back to the matter at
hand. “Now what brings you here?”

Lavinia smled, deciding that perhaps it would be best to be nice.

After all, sonmetines nice actually worked. She took a seat on the chair
across fromhimand leaned forward slightly as she spoke.

“This isn’t easy to say, Mchael. | have sone ...inside infornation
about what is going on in Wcked Gty. It looks as if there are two w zards
at work here, not just one.”

“Real ly?” He raised an eyebrow but didn’t seemparticularly interested.

“As I’msure you already know one of the wizards is naned Synn. Hs
location has been found and a death squad was dispatched tonight to take care
of him”

“And?”

“And ...they were found dead.”

Mchael swallowed hard and put down his glass.

“You think the wizard Synn did this?”

“No. But | think another wizard did. 1| also think it was the other
wi zard who fed those people to the Leviathan. Wat | don’t knowis where to
find him”

Mchael laughed nervously. “1°d like to help. But | fail to see the
connection. Wat has any of this got to do with ne?”

“Qut the bullshit, Mchael.” Ckay, so much for being nice. “Do you or
do you not know the w zard Zorn?”

The way his eyes widened at the nention of the name was answer enough.
In one swift nove Lavinia pulled a knife fromher boot and straddled Mchael’s
waist. She pulled his head back with one hand and placed the sharp blade
against his throat with the other.

“Wiere is he?” Wen he didn’t respond she pulled his hair harder. “Tell
nme where to find Zorn or I wll saw your fucking head off.”

“Q naybe we should just send a note to daddy about how you rob graves
to feed your habit?” Logan suggested from behind Mchael’s chair.

“Nb,” he said. Cbviously he was nore afraid of his father than death.
“Just let ne go.”

“I’lIl loosen ny grip,” Lavinia said. “But I’mnot letting you go.”

She eased back with the blade and Mchael rubbed his throat. Hwever,
she was still straddling his waist and it would be easy to kill himif she
chose to.

“How did you know I knew hin?”
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“l1 didn’t. But The Chronicler knows just about everything and so does
his son. | felt it was safe to assune that if such a person were here, you’d
know nore than just his nane.”

“Wiat do you want to know exactly?”

“Everything you know ”

“l was only aware of his presence in the city for the past six nonths or
so. | knowthat he has spies here, but I don’t know who or how nmany. | also
know that he’s after Synn, because the one tine | net himhe told ne so.”
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Chapter Eighteen

Mchael ’s confession was chilling.

“H actually nentioned Synn by nane?”

“WIl ...not exactly. H wote it down. H cane to ne, I’massumng
because | had contacts, and asked ne to help him”

“Wiat kind of help?” Logan pressed.

“H wanted ne to help himspread sone runors about this Synn fellow
But he said that | should wait for his signal. Sonething about the nane not
being spoken until he was ready to break the spell.”

“Mt herfucker,” Synn growed. “WII, at least we know who started the
runors and broke the spell.”

“Wiat spell?” Mchael asked.

“Shut up.” Lavinia put the knife back at his throat. “You forget
everything you hear us say, got it? And if The Chronicler hears about this
it’s your ass.”

“Easy,” Mchael said, putting up his hands in surrender. “lI don’t give
a shit about politics. [I’min this for ne. Rght nowit is in ny best
interest to be on your side, whichever side that is?”

“None of your business. Is that the only contact you’ve had with Zorn?”

“Yes.”

“Fow did he pay for your help?”

“Cash and drugs, how else?”

Lavinia shook her head. “Were can we find hin?”

As soon as Mchael gave themthe address Lavinia rose to leave. She
slipped the knife back into her boot wthout another word and turned for the
door.

“Wit. You do knowthat he controls the Leviathan? If you kill him
that nmonster will be free.”

“l thought you didn’t care about anything but yourself.”

“I mght be one of the ones eaten if he gets loose.”

Lavinia laughed. “V¢’ve got sonmething that should take care of the
nonster.”

“Does Jean Philippe know about this?”

H was trying to inply that she was doing sonething behind the council’s
back and it pissed her off. The council didn’t need to know everything. But
that didn’t nean she was being dishonest.

“Cf course. And so will the council, just as soon as | report back to
Jean Philippe.”

“N ce doing business with you.”

She flipped himthe bird over her shoulder as she exited the room

(nhce they were back onto the street, Lavinia breathed a sigh of relief.
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“That went nmuch better than | expected,” she said.

“Do you think he told us everything?” Synn asked.

“Not a chance. But we know enough.”

“l thought we were going to get to beat the shit out of him” Logan
said, clearly disappointed.

Lavinia laughed. “Mybe another tine.”

They teleported back to Sinful Delights and returned their costunes.
Synn was back to wearing only the long red robe, but at least it covered
ever yt hi ng.

“So what now?” Logan asked.

Synn noved to the sink in the back of the roomand began to wash off his
face paint.

“W wait till norning. 1It’s the only thing we can do. | can’t kill
Zorn until the Leviathan has been dealt with, and that can only be done by the
light of day.” H squeezed out the cloth he’d been using and black and white
paint swirled dow the drain. “Mchael was right. If he is killed, the beast
will be free.”

“Shit.” Logan’s posture was in conplete agreement with his reaction as
he crossed his arns and began to pace the room

“W’ Il get him” Lavinia said. “But right now we need those press
contacts fromJean Philippe.”

“WIIl, that’s sonething we can do,” Synn agreed. “I want this guy dead
nore than anybody and having to wait till norning is nearly nore than | can
take.”

“But you can kill himas soon as you’re done with the nonster, right?”
Logan asked.

“Not exactly. I ’msupposed to wait until nightfall to go after him”

“Bullshit. Says who?”

“Says ny dead grandfather.”

That was the strangest thing Logan had ever heard, but he knew better
than to question a wizard too nuch. Besides fromwhat he had heard about
them their reasoning rarely nade sense to anyone else. He just kept pacing
and tried to work it all out in his head.

Lavinia had just finished renoving her fake lashes. She was listening
to their conversation and trying to figure out what to do next.

“l should talk to Jean Philippe,” she said finally. “H needs to know
what’s going on before soneone fromthe council mght contact him” She rose
fromthe vanity table where she’d been sitting and crossed toward the door
“You can cone too,” she said to both nen. “I’Il need his conputer though. It
shoul d be upstairs.”

Wien Jean Philippe wasn’t in his office at Sinful Delights, he kept the
place locked. He considered keys unreliable and only used themwhen
necessary. This door was coded to his fingerprints as well as Lavinia’s. The
small pad by the door scanned her hand and the lock clicked open.

“1 thought you could conmunicate telepathically,” Synn said, comng up
the stairs behind her
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“W can. But | thought he mght have sonething to say to Logan and this
woul d make things easier.”

Before she entered the roomhe stopped her. Hs hand rested gently on
her shoul der, yet there was an urgency to his touch.

“l kept a lowprofile at the club, because we were trying to keep ny
identity fromMchael. Do you want Jean Philippe to see ne now?” H hesitated
before adding, “Like this?”

She knew he neant his scars and not the fact that he was wearing only a
robe. Her expression softened as she looked up at himand lightly touched the
right side of his face.

“l see nothing wong wth your appearance. But if you don’t feel
confortable, he doesn’t have to see you now It’s up to you.”

Wth that she entered the roomand wal ked over to Jean Philippe’s desk.
She opened the slimconputer on the desktop and dialed his other nunber
After doing this she opened the conputer until it lay flat on the desk, like
an open book. In a matter of seconds Jean Philippe’s inage appeared, a
perfect hologramfloating just above the open screen.

“I’ve been waiting for news.” H sounded nervous as he |ooked her up and
down. “You look unharned. 1Is everyone else alright?”

“Logan and | are fine and Synn is with us.”

The hologramrotated around until he was facing the wzard, who had been
standing against the back wall. Synn’s long red robe was closed so that he
didn’t appear naked and the hood was pulled up. Wien the vanpire |ooked at
himhe took a fewsteps forward and pushed back the hood.

“Apleasure to neet you,” he said.

Synn didn’t bother trying to cover his scars. H realized after show ng
hinself to Lavinia howtired he was of always hiding. Jean Philippe would
either accept himor turn away. There was nothing else to it.

As he noved the hood back, the robe opened nore to reveal his well
scul pted chest. Jean Philippe sawthe scars. But they were only a part of
the picture. And the picture wasn’t unpleasant at all. H could see
instantly why Lavinia was so attracted to him Fromthe way he carried
hinself to his ravishing good looks ...he would have nade a wonderful vanpire.

“The pleasure is mne,” Jean replied evenly. “So, what happened
t oni ght ?”

“W took out the entire death squad,” Logan answered fromthe doorway.

“You did what?”

“But, we have a plan,” Lavinia said quickly.

“There are sone other things you should hear first.”

Synn gave Jean Philippe a brief sumup of his past, because wthout that
the whole reason for Zorn being in Wcked Gty nade no sense. H also told
himabout the spell to summon his ancestor’s spirit and what the old man had
to say.

“I’'mterribly sorry,” Jean said softly. “So, you think this wzard is
here for sone sort of revenge?”

“It’s all 1 can cone up with.”
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“And your grandfather, he didn’t know why exactly either?”

“Uhfortunately, no. But | do knowhowto get rid of the Levithan and I
wll do so as soon as the sun rises.”

“That will do wonders toward clearing your nane,” Jean agreed. “By the
way, | believe you. But it’s everyone else we need to convince.”

“Thanks. ”

Jean listened quietly as they told himthe rest of their plan.

“So we’re going to tell the council that Zorn interfered because of his
need for revenge. That he wanted to take out Synn personally. Hm That
mght work. Plus, we followed their orders. Synn is in your custody, alive.
And tonorrow he will prove hinself by elininating the nonster.”

“Sonmething like that,” Synn agreed.

“The contacts you asked for are on the conputer,” Jean said to Lavinia.
H told her the nane of the file. *“They aren’t password protected.”

“Wiere are you, Jean?” she asked softly. “Are you safe?”

“Yes,” he answered, smling at her concern. “And Judas is with ne. W
are in ny tonb.”

H referred to his underground resting place as his tonb. It was
located only a few blocks fromSinful Delights and it was three hundred feet
below ground. 1t was also very well furnished.

“lI figured he was,” she said. “That’s why | didn’t ask before. 1 knew
that if you were safe then he was safe.”

“Can you return to your hone tonight?” Jean asked Synn. “Do you think
it’s safe?”

“I have little choice. The supplies | need for tonorrow are there.
Besides, 1’ve got enough protection spells on that place to keep out nost

anything.”
Jean Philippe raised an eyebrow “Mbst anything?”
The wizard shrugged. “I’ll have to take ny chances.”

Logan stayed behind to start contacting the press while Synn and Lavinia
teleported thenselves to her penthouse. The hotel was deserted, just as it
had been when she and Logan left several hours before. The only difference
now was the eerie silence which had replaced shouts of panic frombefore. It
seened that all of her human neighbors had long since departed.

Synn took a look around to nmake sure the place was secure while Lavinia
got sone of her things together. At least for the next fewnights, she was
staying with him Mot just because he’d asked her to, but because that was
where she wanted to be

As Synn entered the bedroom he caught sight of Lavinia, bending over to
take something fromher chest of drawers. H had wanted her fromthe first
nonent he heard her voice calling to himin the darkness. H wanted her now ...
only this tinme was different. |If things went badly tomorrow this mght be
the last tine.

Lavinia turned as she sensed himbehind her and seened to understand
what he was thinking, just by the look in his eyes. There was no need for
words. This mght be their last night together. She closed the drawer behind
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her with her foot and tossed the clothes she had been holding onto the bed.

The shutters hadn’t been closed for the comng day and soft beans of
noonl i ght peeked through the partially open curtains. Synn took another step
toward her and her heart hamered against her ribs. Logan was a consummate
lover as was Judas. Jean’s expertise was nesnerizing. And of course, there
had been others. NMn who had helped her forget the past, forget her
loneliness ...for a while. But no one had ever nade her feel the way Synn did.
H could touch her heart without ever saying a word. And even in darkness, he
had becone her light.

H was standing over her now and as he |ooked down at her, she thought
her heart mght break. Hs face was gently outlined by the noonlight. Each
line becane silver, each hollowa dark plane, blending with the shadows.

H opened his robe wide and with a casual shrug, let it fall to the
floor. He stood before her, looking like a god of noonlight and shadows.
Every nuscle, a ripple of gold, every line silver, every curve an inky black

If they never saw each other again, this is howshe would always
renenber him

Lavinia unzipped her boots and pushed themaside. Synn watched as she
pulled the dark shirt over her head, comitting every line and curve of her
delicate body to nemory. He would either taste victory tonorrow or know
defeat with her nenory held close to his heart. She unzipped her jeans and
moved themdown slowy. The luscious curve of her hips nade his heart pound
faster. Al of her was beautiful, but he especially liked the soft curve of
muscle just underneath and directly between her breasts. It began at the top
of her abs, the only visible nuscle unless she flexed, along the flat plane of
her stonmach. Her throat had already begun to flush with arousal. The soft
pink color was spreading rapidly up to her face.

Synn closed the remaining distance between themand unclasped her bra
with practiced ease. Lavinia noaned as the fabric fell away and pressed
herself against the front of his body. Each soft curve of hers nelding with
the hard firmlines of his.

She reached between themand took his shaft in her hand, stroking him
gently. He lifted her up, sitting her down on top of the dresser as he
lowered his head between her thighs. Wth one swift notion he ripped the
crotch fromher lace panties and placed his lips against her clit. Lavinia
cried out with both shock and delight as she pressed herself against his face.
H placed one hand over her breast and Lavinia raised that hand to her nouth.
She pulled his index finger between her lips, sucking it hard.

Synn noaned and the sound vibrated against her skin, sending a ripple of
pleasure through her body. H rose suddenly, taking her face between his
hands, her lips only inches fromhis as he entered her slowy. Lavinia felt
her pussy stretching as he slipped inside her. She ached with need and as he
entered her fully she could already feel the beginnings of orgasm

“l need you,” she whispered against his lips. Synn noved faster and she
wapped herself around him Still they remained face to face, lips against
lips as she whispered, “I have always needed you.”
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H pulled back slightly, his body glistening with sweat as the moonlight
continued to play off his skin. Lavinia turned her head and took his finger
in her nouth again. The sight was highly erotic and nearly nore than he coul d
take. H watched as her full lips formed a perfect “O’ as his finger slipped
in and out of her nouth, mmcking what he was doing to her body.

The synbolismwas obvious to Lavinia as well and she sucked his finger
harder, noaning as she pulled his skin between her teeth. H noved his finger
away fromher slowy, tracing the line of her lips with its tip, trailing down
her throat. Lavinia put her hands against the back of his neck, pulling him
down to her once nore. Face to face once again she breathed his nane against
his lips.

“I’mcomng,” she whispered.
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Chapter N neteen

Mrents later they still clung to each other, neither willing to let go
for fear of what tonorrow night bring.

“I’ve never made love like that before,” he said softly.

“M neither.”

“l think that’s because 1’ve never loved anyone this way before.”

“Everything’s going to be alright,” Lavinia whispered.

She had to believe that and so did Synn.

* * * *
Jean Philippe straightened his shirt once nore before pressing the
button to call the council. He had been speaking with representatives thus

far and not the actual nenbers of the council, though he was sure they were
listening. Onily Aucard, the head of the council, knew the location of the
other nenbers. If they were to tune in via-satellite like he had done, they
could easily be traced. It was for this purpose that he spoke with a
representative. H was surprised when a hologramof The Chronicler appeared
before him Though he was not a nmenber of the council, he worked for themand
was considered an el der.

Hs hair was so blond it was nearly white and his blue eyes seened to
always glow H fixed Jean Philippe wth a sonmber gaze and asked, “Has the
w zard been dealt wth?”

“He is in our custody.”

“Aive? That is unexpected.”

“Not really when you consider the fact that he is as immortal as you and
1.”

The Chronicler’s smle was not entirely devoid of hunor. “Oid he give
you any trouble?”

“Lao and the entire death squad were w ped out, but not by Synn’s hand.”

The other vanpire snorted. “And he told you this? You can’t believe
him?”

“M people sawit thenselves, but they were too late to stop what was

happening. ”

The Chronicler’s hologramleaned forward, his blue eyes glow ng brighter
as he asked, “And what exactly did happen?”

“Aother wizard interfered. Synn recognized him though it is the first
I have heard of him Hs nane is Zorn. H elimnated the death squad. |
can’t be sure as to his reasoning, but after talking with Synn, | believe he
nmay have interfered for personal reasons.”

Jean Philippe went on to repeat the story of Synn’s past, exactly as it
had been told to him A first The Chronicler’s expression was unreadable.
But then he let out a sigh that sounded heavy with enotion
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“l need to tell you sonething, Jean,” he said softly. “Sonething | was
only authorized to reveal if ...if sonething like this ever happened.”

Jean Philippe waited for what felt like a long tinme before he finally
cont i nued.

“Zorn is the nane of the spy who was sent into the city.”

Jean was shocked. “The one the council sent in?”

“The sane. He readily admtted that he was descended fromw zards, but
what ever powers he has he was able to disguise themenough that no one
recogni zed his potential. | don’t need to tell you howserious this is. |If
he can hide his powers even fromthe elders .”

Hs words trailed off and for several ninutes they sat in silence.

“Synn believes this was done for revenge,” Jean said softly.

“That is certainly possible,” The Chronicler agreed. “Does Synn truly
think he can elimnate the Leviathan?”

“H does.”
“Now that we know he has lied to us, Zorn needs to be dealt with as
well. If Synn can acconplish this, his slate will be cleared as far as the

council is concerned.”

“WIl Aucard agree to this?”

“Yes,” a deep voice answered fromsomewhere behind The Chronicler

Jean Philippe knew w thout being told that it was Aucard who spoke.
Though he didn’t step forward enough to be seen, his presence could be felt
even through the satellite connection

“See that it is done,” Aucard said. “I wll informlLao’s naster of his
fate.”

Wth that the transmssion ended and the hologramfaded before his eyes.

Jean Philippe sat in stunned silence for a fewmnutes. He needed to
tell Lavinia what he had just discovered. But there wasn’t tinme, even with
their telepathic connection. He could feel dawn’s approach. Even though it
was urgent, his news would have to wait.

* * * *

Lavinia watched fromthe foot of the bed as Synn finished his
preparations. She had left himalone to conduct whatever rituals were
necessary. Though he had told her to rest, she couldn’t. He had just entered
the rooma few nonents before and smled sadly when he found her waiting

“Logan is asleep on the couch downstairs,” he told her. “H said he
finished naking all the calls last night. Everything is ready for the press
conference this afternoon. Al we’re waiting on is ...ne.”

Synn was dressed in black fromhead to toe. Hs long coat |ooked nore
like a cape and its blood red liner gave hima vanpish sort of appeal. Wien
he placed a quiver of arrows on his back Lavinia could no longer keep her
questions to herself.

“You never told ne exactly what you’re going to do.”

Hr voice trenbled and it broke his heart to know that he was the cause
of her distress.
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“Ae you going to shoot it with an arrow?”

“Yes.”

Lavinia sat back with a sigh and pushed back the thick leopard print
conforter.

“You’ve got to be kidding ne?”

Wen he turned to face her Lavinia felt her heart, which thanks to Synn
had a constant beat these days, flutter painfully. Hs hair fell forward as
he turned, covering his scars. But even if they had been visible they woul d
not have distracted fromhis dark beauty. In fact, they sort of added to it.

“The creature’s hide can only be penetrated by an arrow dipped in
nagi cal blood.”

“You nean your bl ood?”

“Yes. In order for the Leviathan to be banished fromthis realm he
must be ordered to do so. That neans | have to take control of him To do
that, the nagic in ny blood has to be nmore powerful than the one who now
controls him”

“And are you nore powerful than Zorn?”

“W’re about to find out.”

Synn nade a nove toward the door and Lavinia leapt fromthe bed

“Becone ny servant,” she said, her words tunmbling out in a rush. “W
are already bound by your blood. Take mne and you will becone even stronger
M power wll be your power, it will strengthen you several tines over.
Through the connection to ne, Logan will add to your strength as well.” H
hesitated a nonent and she turned himto face her. Her touch was gentle
against his face and there were fresh tears in her eyes when he |ooked down at
her. “Please, Synn. | wll never nake you act like ny servant. You wll
never be ny slave.”

“But | will always be your fool,” he said softly. “W have to act
quickly, the sun is rising.”

Synn put down his arrows and followed Lavinia to the bed. They were
both fully dressed, since she had attenpted to sleep in her clothes. She
renmoved her shirt and with the tip of her fingernail, nade a snall cut above
her heart.

“Drink,” she whispered

The wizard gasped as her power flowed over him H bent down, gently
placing his lips against the cut. H expected the warm coppery taste of
blood, but Lavinia tasted nothing like that. Her blood was like a fine wne.
Synn sucked harder at the cut and felt a surge of power as her blood flowed
into him

“Blood of ny blood.”

Lavinia pulled his face away fromthe wound and with her blood still on
his lips she kissed him

“Flesh of ny flesh,” she whispered against his lips.

Anonent later she rose to her knees and sank her fangs into his neck
Synn cried out as he wapped his arns around her, but not with pain. H had
never been nore aroused in his life. Never had such passion and power flowed
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through his veins. H wanted to spread her legs wide and take her right
there. But there wasn’t tine. H had to go

Lavinia sensed his urgency and when she wthdrew fromhima wave of
pover rushed over them knocking themboth in opposite directions. Lavinia
fell against the pillows and Synn fell off the foot of the bed.

“Ace you alright?” she asked breathlessly.

“Fine.” Synn got to his feet a bit shakily, but he felt amazing. “That
was incredible. | feel so ...alive. 1 wish we had nore tine to discuss this,
but--~

“I’mgoing with you,” she said, pushing off of the bed.

Lavinia snatched on her shirt and was already zipping her boots before
he could think of a reason to protest.

“But if anyone should see you!”

She went straight to his closet, undeterred.

“It’s daylight,” he objected, but his words lacked conviction. *“I don’t
want people to start asking questions about why you’re out during the day.
You don’t want that kind of attention.”

“I’1l wear a cloak and I’Il keep out of sight,” she said.
She put on one of his long black cloaks and closed it tightly in front
before pulling dow the hood. Her face was covered fairly well. ly her

chin was visible.

“You’ Il have to nake an effort to keep it pulled down during the storm”
he said.

“l can’t let you go alone,” she said softly. “I just can’t.”

Wien they got downstairs Logan, who was supposed to be sleeping, was
waiting beside the door. H was wearing black leather pants and a natching t-
shirt.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

About forty mnutes later they were on the sane rooftop where the
Leviathan had eaten several helpless people. Synn had chosen this spot
specifically. Not because of what had happened to the people, but because a
portal had already been opened there once. It should be easier to open it a
second tine.

Logan and Lavinia stood several feet behind the wzard. They were
bl ocked fromnost of the stormby a small storage building on the roof. They
vere also blocked fromthe news chopper directly off the other side of the
bui | di ng.

Synn stood tall in the mddle of the roof, his long dark shadow spread
behind himlike a cloak. The sun was alnost fully risen and the nonster had
just turned in their direction. Gle force winds assaulted him but the
wi zard stood his ground. Sounds of the chopper echoed in his ears as the rain
pelted his body like ice covered needles. This alone created quite a picture,
but the show had yet to start.

H stretched his right hand toward the sky and spoke words that neither
Lavinia nor Logan understood. Blue fire ignited the sky directly over them
and as the flanes peeled back to forma perfect circle, Lavinia knew that the
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portal was now opened

Logan pulled Lavinia tight against his chest as the stormbecane
suddenly nore violent. Synn’s coat billowed about his body, flaring out as if
it had a life of its own. The nonster was nearly upon them Its roar echoed
above the thunder and its foul stench carried on the wind. Synn took the bow
fromhis shoulder and renoved a single arrow fromthe quiver on his back. H
held the tip of the arrowtightly in his right hand, squeezing just enough
that the netal pierced his flesh. Blood ran dow his hand and dripped onto
the rooftop before he finally released the arrowhead and took aimat the
creature.

The Leviathan swooped down toward the dark figure on the roof. Hs
mouth was open wide and his tongue lashed out. He got a little bit closer
before Synn released the arrow It went straight down the nonster’s throat.
The creature’s eyes went wide. It coughed violently and thrashed its head
fromside to side. And then ...it started to fall

“Shit.”

Synn turned toward Lavinia and Logan at a full run. Lavinia screaned as
he took her in his arns and leapt fromthe roof. Logan followed and in a
nmatter of seconds they landed on a rooftop not far below Synn rolled quickly
to his feet and turned back toward the nonster. Just as he |ooked back the
beast crashed into the building where they had been standing. Its nassive
body knocked out three buildings as it fell and they watched with a mxture of
awe and horror.

“l thought you said you were going to banish it,” Lavinia said
breathlessly.

“Coviously I underestinated the power in ny blood.”

By the tine they got back to Synn’s house, footage of what had just
happened was all over the news.

“Ww ” Lavinia said as she watched the scene froma different angle.

“Really inpressive,” Logan agreed. “And you can’t see us, so that’s a
plus.”

“You get just a flash of the two of you when I go running toward the
side of the building,” Synn added. “But no one could tell who you are.”

Synn’s left side had been facing the canera the whole tine. Even when
they zooned in, they couldn’t see his scars fromthat angle. H had sort of
hoped they would get a glinpse so that when he revealed hinself at the press
conference it wouldn’t be so dramatic.

Aouds still lingered, but the stormhad died down considerably.
Aftershocks, alnost like those follow ng an earthquake shook the city every
few hours since the nonster’s death. Nowall they had to do was wait until
sundown and find Zorn. But before that, they had to get ready for the press
conference.

Wile Synn cleaned up he continued to listen to the news. Since the
city had been alnost conpletely evacuated, no one was killed when the nonster
fell. H breathed a sigh of relief. Logan stuck his head into the bedroom
just then.
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“I don’t think you should change clothes,” he said. “You look like a
monster hunter, like a slayer of evil wzards.”
Hs grin was contagious and Synn couldn’t help but smle in return

“Is that so?”
“Yeah. Al dressed in black and that long coat. | like it.”
“M too,” Lavinia said, nmoving in front of Logan. *“It suits you.”

“And what about you two? You do plan to go with ne?”

They bot h nodded.

“I’mwearing what |’ve got on,” Logan said.

Lavinia shrugged. *“I thought I’d put on a suit.”

She changed into a sinple but elegant black suit and gave her nakeup
another go over. By the tine this was done, the designated hour for the press
conference had arrived. Lavinia walked into the living roomwhere the tw nen
vai ted.

“Jean Philippe is supposed to neet us there,” she said.

Synn rose, placing his hands gently on her shoulders as he spoke. “He
is your nmaster, Lavinia. H wll know that sonething has changed.”

H was referring to the fact that he was now her hunan servant. They
were linked by blood, both his and hers. And he could feel the power alnost
like an electric current flowing through his veins. Wuld it always feel this
vay?

“Jean knows | love you,” she said softly. “He will understand the
choice we made.”
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Chapter Twenty

Logan could feel the difference as well, because through his connection
to Lavinia he was also tied to Synn now H and the w zard had been
discussing their newfound connection before Lavinia entered the room They
all shared strength and power so truthfully, Logan didn’t mnd. The only
thing that concerned himwas their vulnerability. If one of themwas hurt
now they all could potentially be injured. Not so much with little injuries.
But if one of themwere to be killed ...that could pose a problem

Since Synn didn’t want to take a chance on anyone seeing himbefore he
neant to appear, he took another potion. Jean Philippe was startled when they
appeared behind himin the back |obby of Sinful Delights.

“Ch,” he said, straightening his red silk shirt, “l didn’t realize you
could teleport.”

“Atenporary potion,” Synn said, waving off the conment

The naster vanpire smled wyly. “VélIl, you’'re all over the news. In
case you mssed it, a replay of you slaying the nonster is playing on all the
floating screens across Wcked Gty.”

Synn cleared his throat nervously. “I actually did nmiss that.”

The vanpire laughed. “It was quite inpressive.”

“God thing I didn’t kill him huh?” Lavinia said sarcastically.

Jean renenbered what The Chronicler had told himand his expression grew
serious.

“l was only joking,” Lavinia said

“It’s not that. | spoke with The Chronicler last night. There are sone
things | need to tell you.” He glanced at the clock on the wall behind them
“W should have enough tine if | hurry.”

Lavinia and Synn exchanged a look. They were both afraid that Mchael
had told his father about their *“conversation.” But that was not the case.

Jean repeated what he had learned as quickly as possible and everyone
gasped when he revealed that Zorn was the council’s spy.

“And they had no idea what he was?” Synn asked.

“That is what concerned The Chronicler nost. They knew he was of wizard
descent, but he was able to hide his true powers fromthem Mst likely, this
was not the first time he has spied on their behalf. But | wasn’t told that.

I figure he’s been working for themfor a long tine.”

Synn nodded. “That’s probably a safe assunption. And they want ne to
take himout?”

“That’s right. CF course, you wouldn’t be alone. Al of us wll help
in any way we can.”

Lavinia and Logan chined in their agreenent.

“It’s just as well,” Synn said. “I was planning to kill himanyway.”
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They could hear the canmera crews getting ready on the other side of the
door, in the main part of the back Iobby.

“Soneone should go out there,” Logan said.

“W can go ahead,” Lavinia answered, taking the werewolf by the arm
“Take your tine, Synn.”

The wizard wal ked toward the full-length mirror at the back of the room
and turned so that the right side of his face caught the light. H sighed
heavily and Jean Philippe took a step toward him Hs touch was gentle
against Synn’s back and the wzard did not object.

“So, you will not hide your face fromthem” It wasn’t a question, but a
statement of fact. The wzard sighed again and Jean Philippe patted his back.
“There is something so tragically sexy about scarred beauty,” he said softly.

At these words Synn turned to face him Jean Philippe ran his
fingertips very lightly over the scars. The smle he offered the wzard was
bittersweet. “They do not ruin you non am, they make you who you are.”

A though the vanpire was incredibly sexy, his words nor his touch
conveyed anything nore than friendship. The kindness he displayed nearly
brought Synn to tears.

“Thank you,” he said, patting the vanpire’s hand which rested on his
shoul der.

“Perceptions of beauty, they have changed much since The Dark Ages. |
think you will find the world nuch nore accepting than it used to be.”

Synn didn’t offer a response, but he hoped Jean was right. Wien he
turned toward the door the vanpire put out a hand to stop him

“Ill go first,” he said. “Let ne introduce you.” Hs words were soft,
yet insistent.

Since he didn’t relish the thought of speaking to the reporters in the
first place, Synn nodded his agreenent. He followed the vanpire out of the
roomand onto the small platformwhich overlooked several rows of chairs.
Considering that the city had been alnost conpletely evacuated, he was
surprised at how nany reporters showed up. However as he focused nore closely
on the room he could sense that not all of themwere human. That m ght
explain the high turnout. Synn felt his stonmach flutter nervously as the
vanpire stepped up to the podiumand adjusted the m crophone.

“If 1 could have your attention please,” Jean Philippe said. The slight
hum of conversation died down quickly and he snmiled as a few caneras flashed.
“Ps promsed the threat of the Leviathan has been brought to an end. However,
this was not done by the preternatural conmunity. As you could no doubt tell
by the footage which has been shown, the threat was elininated by this nan.”
H gestured to his right where Synn stood. “The real wzard Synn.”

Jean Philippe stepped back fromthe podiumand as the wzard took his
place Jean was surprised to notice the shadows which hid Synn’s face. The
roomcane alive with noise. Questions were flying left and right and caneras
flashed with w ld abandon.

“Ae you really Synn?”

“Od you organize this attack on the city just to nake yourself |ook
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like a hero?”

“Are you insane?”

“Ae you in league with the vanpires?”

“Are you single?”

(n and on they went, though the question about himbeing single both
startled and anused him

“Quiet, please,” Synn said. Hs conmanding voice gave no room for
refusal. “1’d like to address what Jean Philippe has said first. It’s true,

I amSynn and the man who first appeared claimng to be ne is obviously not.
H is also a wizard and his nane is Zorn. | net himcenturies ago and have no
idea why he chose to attack Wcked Gty. Truthfully, I thought he was dead.”

“Wily did you wait till nowto come forward?” a man on the front row
asked.

“It all comes down to saving face or saving ass,” Synn answered bluntly.
“It’s a little too late for ny face, but | thought I might still save ny ass.”
A fewreporters laughed, but they seened confused by his statement about his
face. H had yet to reveal his scars. “I wasn’t planning to becone publicly
involved until Zorn started hurting innocent people. Wat’s worse, he clained
to be ne.” H glanced back at Logan. “Do you have those visuals | asked for?”

“Yes.”

“I’d like to show you sonething,” he said to the crowd. Logan held up
an enlarged inage of Zorn standing on the rooftop, just before he let the
Leviathan eat several hostages. “The nan in this picture is standing straight
up and he only reaches to here,” he said, pointing to a spot on the photo.
“Now | neasured this structure before the building was crushed under the
weight of the falling nonster. This little shed is nine feet tall. That
would make himabout six foot two.” Logan held up a second image of Synn
standing in the same place, just before he killed the Leviathan. “As you can
clearly see, I amsignificantly taller. Six foot six to be precise. And we
have different color hair.”

“Couldn’t you have colored your hair?” a worman asked.

“l could have. And you are welcone to have ny hair tested if you like.
Tests will showthat this is ny natural color and | haven’t used any chemicals
in the last fewdays, other than shanpoo.”

“Couldn’t you have just used a potion or spell?” another fenale reporter
spoke up. “You are a wzard after all.”

“l could have. But | don’t know of a spell that would nake ne grow four
inches, even if | could nanage the hair color.” Ahumof conversation broke
out again and Synn silenced it with a wave of his hand. “The reason | tell
you this is because he is still out there and I want you to be aware of the
obvious differences in our appearance. Ch, and there is one nore thing.”

The shadows suddenly vanished fromthe right side of his face. A this
happened the w zard ran a hand through his dark hair, revealing his face in
dramatic fashion. The crowd grewsilent after a fewinitial gasps of shock

“I wll never hide ny face fromyou,” Synn said. “You will know ne by
these scars. Despite howthey look, I will never wear a nmask like the coward
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in that picture and I wll never harminnocent people. But I’ll tell you what
I will do.” H released his hair, letting it fall forward once nore to
partially hide his face. “I wll see to it that this man is found and

punished for what he has done. Wth the continued help of the preternatural
commnity and the indul gence of the governnent, | wll do ny best to bring
this conflict to a swft conclusion.”

The crowd was uncharacteristically silent. But Synn could easily read
their nminds. And the thought they shared nost was could he be trusted.

“I know what you’re thinking,” he said softly, “and I can be trusted.”

“Real ly?” a petite blond asked. *“How can you be sure that’s what we
were going to ask?”

Synn’s smle was wicked as he tuned in further to her thoughts.

“Do you really want to know?”

“l asked didn’t 1?” she answered boldly.

Hs evil grin only added to his charmas he replied, “Besides wondering
if I’mtrustworthy, you’re wondering if Logan here is wearing any underwear.
(h, and you’re glad the podiumis glass because you seemto be enjoying a good
view of ny crotch. And to answer your next question, yes | aman asshole and
no, | didn’t stuff.”

Jean Philippe fought the urge to not laugh harder than he already was as
he stepped forward to say, “lI believe this press conference is over.”

(Onhce they were safely behind closed doors again, Lavinia turned to Synn
with a smle. “Oily you could discuss such a serious situation and still
nmanage to leave people laughing.”

H shrugged. “WlI, that used to be ny job.”

“I thought you said you couldn’t read mnds.”

“l said | couldn’t read your mind. Hinans are easy to read and nost
werewol ves can be read with only slightly nmore effort. No offense, Logan.”

“And vanpires?” Jean Philippe asked, butting into the conversation.

“Vanpires are a bit nore conplicated. | have to be invited into their
mnd first.”

Jean Philippe laughed. “WII, isn’t that ironic?”

“I’d really like to discuss this and your plans for killing Zorn, but I

amstarving,” Logan said. “lIsn’t anyone else hungry?”
The two vanpires gave hima sarcastic |ook
“Never mnd.”

There was a full kitchen for the staff to use located on one of the
underground levels of Sinful Delights. It was here that they continued their
conversation while Logan cooked a steak. Synn said that the consunption of
neat would interfere with his ability to performany type of defensive nagic.
So, he was having a salad.

Jean Philippe said he had “already dined.” Axd thanks to Synn, Lavinia
was still satisfied fromtheir encounter the night before.

Jean Philippe slid back fromthe snall table and studied the wzard for
a nonent .

“You speak of humans as if you aren’t one.”
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“Wzards have never been entirely human, as I’msure you know Even
though I think of nyself as human, I’mreally not.”

“Yet you are hunan enough to becone her servant.”

Synn put down his fork. “l was wondering when you would notice.”

“l noticed inmediately, but the timng was inappropriate to bring up the
subject. Actually, | knew before you arrived tonight.”

“Through your connection to Lavinia?”

“Fromthe news. You said you were going to banish the nonster, not Kill

it. | assunmed that since you put your blood on the arrow first, that nust
have been the key to the spell.”
“That’s right.”

“WI1l, that was one hell of an inpact for just a fewdrops of blood.
That would take incredible powver.”

Synn smled. “You're very clever.”

“Nb, | just pay attention. |1’maguessing that your blood is also the key
to Lavinia’s newfound abilities.” H was referring to the fact that she could
now go out in daylight.

“You are correct.”

“I’msure you know this, but be careful that no one else learns about
the power in your blood. I’mafraid it would bode very ill for you.”

Zorn awakened with a start. He turned on the television with a sense of
foreboding. Hs instincts were right. Even without watching the news he
could sense that his nonster had been slain. H’d felt it. H could also
sense another power drawing ever closer to his location. It nust be Synn
Wiat he didn’t understand was why he had such a keen sense of her. H had
known who Lavinia was and that she was in Wcked Gty, just as he had known
about Jean Philippe. Wat he couldn’t figure was how he knew she was coning
now too and what the hell did she have to do with Synn?

The building didn’t look Iike nuch. Synn double checked the address
Mchael had given them Yep, this was the place. H and Lavinia stood
outside what |ooked like an abandoned hotel. It had long since been
condemrmed. Logan and Jean Philippe were waiting less than a block away. They
would attack if necessary on Synn’s signal. Judas was back at Sinful Delights
with half of the local werewolf pack. They were on standby just in case.
However it went down, Zorn was going to die, of that they were certain. The
most frightening thing about his hiding place was, it was only a few bl ocks
fromJean’s club.

As they entered the building a dark figure appeared at the top of what
used to be a very grand looking staircase. Even though Synn couldn’t nake out
his face, he recognized his voice.

“Be gone!” Zorn yelled. He thrust his right hand toward Lavinia and
sent her flying through the open front door.

Li ghtning shot fromSynn’s fingertips in response. Hs reaction was
instant and alnmost involuntary. Zorn shrieked and fell to his knees.
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“So, it was you who killed ny nonster.”

“I thought it only fair that I killed sonething of yours. Though I
doubt you had any feelings for that creature.”

Zorn laughed, a high pitched, bone chilling sound.

“Haven’t you learned by nowthat | can take whatever | want fromyou, if
it suits ny purpose? You weren’t strong enough to stop ne before and you're
no different now”

Lavinia was just about to re-enter the building and Synn feared the
worst. About the tinme that he unleashed an enornous bolt of Iightning,
another trenor shook the ground. Aftershocks had plagued the city since the
Leviathan fell, but none this bad. Just as the lightning hit Zorn, the
ceiling came crashing down on his head and the floor gave way beneath him
Synn raced forward to the spot where the other wzard had stood. It |ooked
like he had fallen into a pit covered in rubble. Before Synn could |ook
closer, sparks fromhis lightning bolt caused the rotten tinbers fromthe
ceiling to ignite. He ran fromthe building, driven back by a wall of flane.



WICKED CITY TRACEY H. KITTS 126

Chapter Twenty ne

It had taken hours to put out the fire, even with the help of the
volunteer firemen who had renained in the city. Twenty nminutes later Logan
and Jean Philippe were still helping to search the weckage that used to be a
staircase

“lI don’t think we’re going to find anything,

one of the firenen said to

Synn.

The wizard’s face was covered in soot and ash. H wped the back of his
hand across his brow naking another black streak.

“W have to,” he said, breathless fromsorting the ness as well. “If I
don’t have proof that he’s dead ...we can’t be sure that the city is safe.”

“He’s right,” Jean Philippe said. “It would be best if we could recover
a body. ”

Onhce the firenan wal ked away Synn turned to the vanpire. “I don’t like
this. It was too easy. | didn’t even get a good look at his face.”

“Are you saying there is sone doubt as to whomyou buried in this rubble
and then set on fire?”

“Nbo. | would know his voice anywhere. [It’s just that I .

“Winted to look in the face of your nenesis one last tinge,” Jean said.

“I understand.”
“I think this mght have been a trap,” Synn said.
“That is possible,” the vanpire agreed.
* * % *

Three days later, the aftershocks had stopped with mninal danage.
However, the stormrenained. That alone let Synn know that Zorn nust have
survived. But, no one else wanted to believe that. Everyone seened to be
celebrating Zorn’s demse and the death of the Leviathan, even the vanpire
council, which had extended their warmcongratulations to Synn on a job well
done.

It was only at his insistence that the borders to Wcked Gty had
remained closed until the death of the wzard Zorn could be confirned. He
didn’t want to risk people’s lives needlessly. It seemed that Synn had becorne
sonething of an overnight sensation. Vérd of his bravery, power, and nassive
sex appeal had spread to every television, radio station, and many gossip
nmagazines. The expression “sexy as sin” was an old one. But when people
wote it dow now they were spelling it with a “y.”

A though he wanted to be able to say it was safe to open the city back
up, he did not want to have to do any interviews. H was reluctant to accept
that people found himthat attractive. Jean Philippe’s words kept echoing in
his head, “Perceptions of beauty, they have changed nuch since The Dark Ages.”
Apparently, that was so. If his scars were nentioned, it was to discuss the
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nystery behind them No one called himgrotesque or disfigured. Like Lavinia
and Jean Philippe, they sawit as sinply a part of who he was. Even though he
was reluctant to be in the spotlight, he found the sensation as liberating as
it was unnerving.

It was on the eighth day since his alleged death that Zorn returned.

Hs presence was nmarked by a return in the ferocity of the storm This did
not go unnoticed by Synn. Wen he pointed out the stormand his suspicions to
Lavinia, he could think of only one solution.

“How flexible are you?”

“Wiat ?” Lavinia was obviously caught off guard by the question.

“Mchael would never let us into his club again. 1’msure he’s figured
out who I amby now But everyone else nay not recognize ne with the face
paint.”

“Hih?” Lavinia’s expression said clearly that she wasn’t following his
train of thought.

Synn ran a hand through his hair in irritation, though his anger was not
directed toward her. “I’Il bet that little shit knows sonething about this
dammed storm | seriously doubt Zorn will be in the sane place twce.”

She had known all along that he didn’t believe Zorn was dead. But she
still failed to see what that had to do with her flexibility.

“Wiat nakes you think that Mchael will know where he is this tine?”

“Because last tine Zorn cane to Mchael for help and he led us into a
trap. H nay be planning sonething simlar this tine.”

Lavinia crossed her arns as she walked toward him “So, you want to
sneak back in and try and figure out his plans?” She laughed. “I understand
that we need to do sonething, but I don’t think it will work.”

Hs snile was sarcastic. “Wat did you have in mnd then? G in guns
blazing, balls to the wall and force himto talk.”

She shrugged. “Sonething like that.”

Synn turned toward the window gazing out at the night and the storm
clouds that wouldn’t go away. Wen he didn’t respond to her comment she
asked, “Wat’s your plan and what has it got to do with ne being flexible?”

“W’re going to put on a nagic show”

The city had returned to a state of sem-nornmalcy. Sone shops were open
again, but were nostly run by their werewolf or vanpire enployees. The few
hunmans who renained were starting to come out again. Synn’s presence in the
city made themfeel safe. Sone people had even offered public apologies on
the radio for ever suspecting himof foul play. Everyone was really pulling
together to clean the place up. There were no longer any signs of traffic
accidents or broken shop windows froma few weeks before. It would have taken
crews of hunmans twice as long. But with vanpire speed and werewol f strength,
Wcked Gty looked pretty damm good.

(nhe reason Synn was glad to see the city in an alnost nornal state was
that cab drivers were working again. H was all out of teleport potions and
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didn’t have the tine to nmake nore.

“l could just run and get ny car,” Lavinia said for the third tine.

“Even with your speed, that’s all the way across town. Besides, the
rain would wash off your makeup. Let’s just take a cab,” Synn said.

They were back in the dressing roomat Sinful Delights and ready to go
to Mchael’s club. Only ...Lavinia didn’t want to leave.

“You can’t seriously expect ne to go out there like this.”

Synn took a step back and smled. “I don’t think you look bad at all.”

She was wearing a skin-tight leotard. Hailf was black and the other half
white. The colors divided right down the mddle of her body. There were a
fewwhite dianond patterns on the thigh which was black and a few black
dianonds on the breast which was white. This wasn’t so bad. However, her
shoes had jingle bells on themand so did the nmatching jester hat she wore.
Her long hair had been worked into a bun and tucked underneath the hat. Her
face was painted white, the shocking crinson of her lips the only color she
wore. She was also wearing a thin black mask that went just across her eyes.

Synn was dressed exactly as he had been on their first trip to
Sanguisuga. And though he looked dark, sinister and still sonewhat sexy,
Lavinia felt like a fool. But he was right, they needed to do this. W?thout
a thorough disguise she would nost certainly be recognized. Al of the
evidence Synn had pointed out to her nmade her also believe that Zorn was not
only alive, but possibly still in Wcked Gty.

She sighed resignedly. “Does it nake ne look fat?”

Synn’s laugh was a throaty, nmasculine sound that sent a line of warnth
down her spine.

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

This tine Lavinia snmiled too. “Ch, darling I couldn’t possibly be any
nmore ridiculous if I tried. You know | doubt Jean Philippe would approve of
this plan.”

“Is he nearby, can you sense hin?”

The club had opened for business again too. Even though it wasn’t
conpletely packed, they would have to slip past anyone who night wonder where
they were going

“H’s upstairs. Logan is on the other end of the building and Judas is
across town at his shop.”

Lavinia sighed. “Logan is going to be mad that we left himbehind. H
is ny protector after all.”

“So aml,” Synn replied softly. “I’Il take the blane if he’s angry.
I’mnot doing this to spite him but | really think that Logan will be
recognized. Besides, he smells like werewolf. DO dn’t you notice last tine
that all of the perforners were vanpires?”

Actually, she hadn’t. Vesn’t she the feared assassin known as The
Reaper? And didn’t he used to be a court jester? And he had noticed this
instead of her?

“No. | didn’t.”

“WIIl, | did. 1 think that if we aroused their suspicion we’d never get
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a chance to look around, let alone find Mchael again.”

“You're right. | just don’t want to hurt his feelings.”

Synn placed his hand on her shoulder. Hs touch was gentle, but his
tone was firm

“Logan isn’t a child. H’Il understand.”

They slipped past the bar wth only a fewodd looks. Lavinia tried to
val k softly and not drawattention. But the bells on her shoes jingled and
every curve of her lithe body was revealed by the tight suit. Ch yeah, people
| ooked.

As they stepped outside Synn opened the large red unbrella he’d taken
fromthe coat closet in the dressing room H hoped no one would mss it
before they could get back. The rain had slacked since they’d first entered
Sinful Celights. Wth any luck their nmakeup wouldn’t get washed off before
they could get downtown.

Lavinia didn’t even finish raising her armto hail the cab. The driver
was staring so hard that he had alnost cone to a stop anyway. Synn opened the
door and ushered her inside before closing the unbrella with a flourish and
getting in beside her.

“Un where to?” the driver asked, staring at one and then the other.

The situation wasn’t wthout hunor and Lavinia fought back the nad urge
to giggle suddenly. They nust look like a couple of escaped circus
perforners. This was absurd

“Sanguisuga,” she answered. “It’s downtown, do you knowthe place? |
can’t renenber the exact street.”

“Yeah,” the man answered hesitantly. “l knowthe place.” H looked at
themagain and shrugged. “V¥Il, that explains it. You folks performng
t oni ght ?”

“Yes,” Synn answered.

“WIl then, you’ll be wanting the servant’s entrance around back. Aml
right? Ging through the front takes forever.”

They exchanged a look. Neither of themknewthere was a servant’s
entrance.

“That’s right,” Synn said. “Thanks.”

Just as the top of the old opera house cane into view the driver turned
down a side street. After a fewshort turns, they cane to a stop directly
behind the club. There was a vanp who nmet people at the door here too, but he
| ooked nore like a bouncer than the welcomng coomittee. Synn paid the driver
as Lavinia slid out the other side and smled at the tree trunk guarding the
door.

The rain had conpletely stopped for the nonent. However, the cold w nd
tore through her leotard like ice covered fingers. Lavinia shivered as Synn
val ked around the car toward her. He tucked the red unbrella underneath his
armwith a bit nore flare than was necessary and she realized that he was
already in character

Thunder runbled as they approached the vanpire guard. Synn’s smle was
both charming and slightly unnerving in its coolness. Power radiated fromhim
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and it didn’t take a gifted psychic to feel it. FEver since he had taken
Lavinia’s blood and becone her hunman servant, he was unable to hide his power.
H had said it wuld take sone getting used to, but now would have been a good
tine to be able to cover it up

“Wio are you?” The guard’s voice was like netal being dragged over
rocks. Wen he asked the question his eyes flashed red. Coviously he sensed
Synn’s power and was not easily intimdated

“W’re part of tonight’s entertainment. Wy, didn’t anybody tell you?”
Synn’s voice was snooth as silk and as wcked as his nane sounded.

The guard | ooked themboth up and down, pausing on the jingle bells on
Lavinia’s shoes.

“Wiat’s your nane?”

“Gaynpl aine. ”

The way he spoke the nane nade Lavinia wonder if he’d used it before.
She sensed sonething through their connection, but before she could understand
what, the feeling was gone.

“I’'ma nagician.”

“Wio’s she?” H nodded toward Lavinia and she smled wider to cover her
ner vousness.

Synn gestured toward her as he said, “This is ny lovely assistant.”

To their surprise the guard threw back his head and laughed. The sound
booned like the thunder above, but was not quite as pleasant.

“WI1,” he said, “every nan needs one of those.”

H stepped back and opened the door.

“Find Jack behind the stage. H’Il let you know when you go on. Until
then, the lounge is down the hall on your left.”

As the door closed behind them Synn looked down at her. Hs eyes
widened slightly and she smled. The look he gave clearly said that getting
in had been easier than he expected. Lavinia agreed.

“Should we go to find this Jack person first?” She spoke softly, naking
an effort to keep her voice down.

“l suppose so,” he answered, taking a look around.

They were standing at the back of a hallway which stretched in three
directions. To their right appeared to be many dressing roons and rest roons,
judging fromthe anount of traffic and half dressed perforners noving about.
To their left voices and laughter could be heard, no doubt coning fromthe
lounge. That neant the stage nust be straight ahead.

Lavinia slipped her hand in his as Synn started down the hallway. Her
bells jingled and she couldn’t help but laugh just a little. WMy the hell she
wanted to laugh under the circunstances was a nystery even to her. There was
just sonething so laughable about the situation. Never in a nmllion years
would she have inagined herself dressed like this and getting ready to be an
assistant in a nagic show After spending the last hundred years as a cold,
unfeeling assassin ...Yes, laughable was a good way to describe it.

“I'f we check inwith him that’lIl give us a reason to be back here.

Wth any luck, we’ll have what we need before we have to go onstage. But just
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in case, you never did answer ny question. How flexible are you?”

H stopped and turned back toward her. The instant their eyes net he
started Iaughing.

“l don’t nean it like that, pervert. Wong sort of disappearing act,

though I did have one in mnd. | was thinking that it would look nice if you
could do sone flips or sone sort of acrobatics.”
Lavinia smled. “I think I can nmanage that.”

H winked. “Aright then, let’s find Jack.”

Jack was about six feet tall, slender, dressed conpletely in green, and
had the nost shockingly red hair either of themhad ever seen

“Wiat do you guys do?” he asked as they approached. “Wit, let ne
guess. You’re contortionists.”

The wizard’s grin gave away his lecherous thoughts. “Um no. I’ma
nagician and this is ny assistant.”

To her surprise, Lavinia struck a pose on cue and Jack sniled
approvingly.

“Fine.” H looked at his watch. “You go on in thirty mnutes. Props
are behind this area here, if you didn’t bring your ow. If you don’t need
them nore power to you.”

As they wal ked away Lavinia whispered, “Now what?”

“Do you think you can find your way back to Mchael’s chanbers from
here? | want to have a look around.”

“And if he’s there?”

“W’ 11 deal with that when we have to.”

She sighed. “Aright, followne.”

After only two wong turns, Lavinia reached a famliar hallway. Her
jingling wasn’t nuch louder than the music in the far back of the building,
but she doubted she’d be able to sneak up on anyone. She put her hand on the
door to Mchael’s private chanbers and turned the knob slightly.

“It’s locked,” she whispered

Synn noved his hand in front of the door, making the sane odd sort of
wave she’d seen himdo that first night outside his house. The lock clicked
and the door noved back just a bit. The lights were out and neither of them
could sense anyone inside.

“Let’s make this fast,” the wzard said.

They nmoved quickly inside and locked the door behind them

“Wiat are we looking for?”

“Anything that mght have anything to do with Zorn.”

“WI1, babe I doubt he’s going to just have it lying around,” she
draw ed.

“You said his father was The Chronicler. VélI, 1’ve known record
keepers before. They have the urge to wite things dow. That is, if they
enjoy their job. After several hundred years | think it’s safe to say that
The Chronicler enjoys his. |If Mchael is anything like his father there wll
be sonething here. Aledger, anything. But he wll feel the need to keep
record of any deals nade.”



WICKED CITY TRACEY H. KITTS 132

“Fromwhat he described before, Zorn had proposed a business deal. I
guess that nakes sense.”

Lavinia noved toward a desk at the back of the room She slid the top
drawer open and cringed at what she sawinside, falling to the floor alnost
instantly.

“Wiat *s wong?” Synn cane rushing over. Wien he looked into the drawer
he thought he understood the problem “A, a cross. 1’Il close this for
you. ”

“No, not just any cross,” she said breathlessly.

H took another look. Though it wasn’t very large, dianmonds and rubies
were encrusted around the cross which was nmost likely solid gold with a large
ruby shaped like a heart in the center

“Ckay, a very valuable cross.”

“M father gave ne that cross.”

“Wat ?”

Lavinia tried hard not to cry. She fought back the tears and rose to
her feet, her hand covering her eyes fromthe holy object.

“I’d know it anywhere. He had it specially nade for ne. Look at the
back. There should be an inscription. ‘To L’”

Synn turned the cross over. Sure enough, it was there.

“Wiat does this nean?” he asked.

“That’s the sane cross | used to burn Richard the night I was attacked.
I have no fucking idea what it’s doing here.”

Lavinia peeked underneath her hand. She wanted so nuch to see her
father’s present once nore, a snall remnder of her hunan years. She could
look at holy objects, but only for a short tine and she had to squint as if
I ooking at the sun.

“How could a vanpire have this?” he asked.

“W can touch holy objects with gloves,” she said. “And look at themif
we wear sunglasses.”

“Hm | never knewthat.”

About that tinme the door started to open.

“Looks like we’re back to your plan,” Synn said. “Balls to the wall.”

Mchael stepped inside and closed the door before he sawthem H was
dressed like a swashbuckling nusketeer and his scarlet coat fanned out as he
turned quickly in their direction.

“Lavinia what are you doing ...in that outfit?”

Synn suppressed the urge to laugh. Mchael was nore offended at her
fashion faux pas than her breaking into his office.

“And you,” Mchael said, quickly turning his attention to the wzard, “I
know who you are.”

Synn smled. “God, then we can skip the introductions.”

The wizard reached his hand toward the door and the lock clicked, the
knob glowing blue. Mchael tried to leave, but it was no use. He had been
sealed inside the room

“Wiat do you want?”
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“W want what we asked for the first tine,” Synn replied evenly. “Tell
us what you know about Zorn.” H was still holding the cross in his left hand
and he lifted it enough that the vanpire could see what he carried. Mchael
put a hand across his eyes. “And tell us why you have this cross.”

“Zorn gave it to ne.” Mchael cringed as the wzard drewcloser with the
holy object. “Even if | don’t like crosses, that thing’s worth a fortune.”

“So, it was paynent?”

Synn stopped hal fway, giving Mchael tine to answer.

“Yes.”

“Paynent for what?” Lavinia shot fromacross the room

Wien he didn’t answer Lavinia was instantly on him She punched Mchael
inthe face, slanmng his body into the floor with the force of hers. H let
her. He had looked directly at the cross and was alnost paralyzed by its
power. Lavinia could feel it behind her, but as long as she didn’t |ook
directly and it didn’t touch her flesh, she’d be alright.

Synn tucked the cross into his pocket and though Mchael breathed a sigh
of relief, he was still pinned to the ground by Lavinia.

H put his hand on her thighs as if to throw her off.

“I wouldn’t,” she said. “You may be stronger than ne, but if you try to
lift ne 1’11 break every one of your ribs and rip out your throat before you
can get up.” She squeezed her thighs tighter against his rib to enphasize her
point. Her right hand was already positioned just above his jugular. *“It

would be such a shane though, to waste all that perfectly good blood.”

Mchael stared at her for a minute. But his blue eyes did not hold
anger. He looked tired.

“I’msick of being in the mddle of this bullshit,” he said. *Yes, Zorn

gave ne the cross as paynent. | don’t know where he got it.”
“It was given to ne by ny father,” Lavinia said softly, not sure why she
was telling him “I lost it a long tine ago.”

Hs eyes wdened in surprise

“l can understand your interest, but I have no idea where it cane from”

She shook her head as if clearing it. “Never nind that. Wat was he
paying you for?”

H shifted slightly beneath her, like the question nade him
unconfortable. Blood trickled fromthe corner of his nouth where she’d hit
him Lavinia licked her lips as she watched.

“For keeping ny nouth shut and for leading you into his trap.”

“So, it was a trap,” Synn said, but he spoke to hinself.

“Wiere is he now?” Lavinia pronpted.

“l don’t know ” She tightened her thighs on his ribs. “Honestly. ke
didn’t give ne a location this tine, even for a trap.”

“Wien did you see hin?” There was a slight grow to his voice and if
Lavinia hadn’t known better, she would have thought Synn was channeling
Logan’s beast.

“Tonight.” H winced as Lavinia tightened her grip again, involuntarily
this time. “Not an hour ago.”
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“Wat did he say?” she asked. “lI know he didn’t give you a location,
but he nust have said sonething.”

Mchael swallowed hard.

“l betray ny father’s confidence if I tell you,” he said.

“Your father? Wat has he got to do with this?”

“Not him” he said, shaking his head. “H would never deal with sonmeone
like Zorn. It’s about one of the prophecies he keeps.” H paused for alnost a
full mnute before continuing. “Zorn said that Pestilence was on its way.”

“Wat the hell does that nean?” Synn asked.

“Tell us,” Lavinia urged. “You’re not betraying your father’s
confidence if you help us to carry out the orders that he helped to give. e
wants Synn to kill Zorn.”

“But Zorn was their spy,” Mchael gasped. “Wy was | not told of this?”

“You Il have to take that up with him but the orders cane straight from
Aucard.”

Mchael seenmed lost in thought as if trying to recall the prophecy in
its entirety.

“l read it long ago,” he said softly. “I don’t knowif ny father has
considered its possible link here, but I certainly have.”

“Tell us,” she repeated.

“Wien the great beast circles the city and man has lost control, the
dead shall rise and Pestilence shall befall them Darkness and Light shall
becone one for neither can exist wthout the other.”

After he spoke an unearthly chill hung in the air. None of them knew
exactly what to say, but they all agreed that the prophecy was about Wcked
Gty.

“lI don’t know anything else,” Mchael whispered. “I swear.”

Lavinia rolled to one side and extended a hand toward himas she rose
Surprisingly, he accepted her offer and let her help himto his feet.

“I think you should remnd your father of that prophecy, if he hasn’t
already thought of it,” Lavinia said softly.

Synn opened the door and wthout protest from Mchael they started back
down the hallway. Neither of themspoke, unsure what to nake of his words.
Qut of nowhere Jack cane running toward them

“Wiere have you two been?” he said, taking each by the wist. “You're
on!”

They nearly stunbled trying to keep up with himas Jack pulled them
behind the stage.

“Ten seconds before curtain,” he said and turned the other way.

“Shit. Wat are we going to do?” Lavinia said, looking up at Synn.

“Adisappearing act. Followny lead.”

The curtain went up and the interior of the club cane into view The
nmusic didn’t stop, but it lowered considerably so that those who wanted to
hear the show could. Synn ran onto the stage with a series of flips and
tunbles that inpressed the hell out of Lavinia and the audience. After one
last high flip, he landed like a cat on his feet and took a deep bow
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“Ladies and gentlenen, ny lovely assistant.”

H gestured toward her with a flourish and Lavinia did the only thing
she could think of. She turned around quickly, her bells all jingling. Next,
she executed three perfect backhand springs before coming to a stop beside
Synn. She took a bow like he had done, smling, pleased with herself for not
falling. She hadn’t done that in at least a hundred years.

Synn’s smle said just how inpressed he was with her abilities.

“Tonight, we are going to performa trick so spectacular, that it wll
be our entire show” H renoved sonething fromthe pocket on his leather
pants, but Lavinia couldn’t see what. “V¥ are going to truly disappear.” H
turned to Lavinia and gave her a chaste kiss. “M dear, it has been nice
knowi ng you.”

Wth that he threwwhatever it was in his hand against the floor of the
stage. Snoke rose before their eyes and gasps could be heard fromthe
audience along with shouts of, “They’re gone!”

“Have we really disappeared?” Lavinia asked.

“No.” He took her by the hand and ran behind the stage, heading for the
exit. “lIt’s only an illusion. Hurry before it wears off.”

They slipped out the back door and right past the oversized bouncer.
They were running full out down the side of the street.

“Wsn’t it just snmoke? Surely they could see us through it?” Lavinia
asked.

“Nb.” Synn cane to a stop finally, hiding behind a building. *“The snoke
was nagic, not the actual trick. They can’t see or hear us until the snoke
clears. That’s why we had to hurry.” H finished catching his breath while
Lavinia thought over what he’d just said.

“1’ve been neaning to ask, how do you lock and unlock doors so easily?
Is it a spell?”

“I"'mpartially telekinetic.”

“Partial ly?”

“l can nove objects with ny mind, but only if they are netal. It
requires a lot of energy and focus, so | don’t do it often. But it cones in
handy when | forget ny keys.”

H put his hand against the snall of her back and they started wal king
down the sidewalk, well out of sight fromthe club they had just left.

“Wiat about electronic locks, like the one on Jean’s office?”

“I’'mshit out of luck there. 1 can only nanipulate the old fashioned
kind. By the way, nice flips. | had no idea you could do that.”

“You too,” she said, smling. Then her thoughts returned to the
prophecy and the snile vanished. “W should go talk to Jean Philippe.”

They hailed another cab, but this tine Lavinia ignored the strange |ooks
the driver gave them Her thoughts were in a dark place. Pestilence couldn’t
be anything good and Zorn had said it was conming. And what was he doing with
her old cross?

Synn saw the worried lines formng on her forehead and tried to lighten
the nood.
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“So, howdid you learn to tunble like that?”
She smled, obviously grateful for the distraction.
“You renenber ne saying how !l loved to watch gypsies perforn? WelI, |

wanted to learn some of their tricks. | sawa beautiful gypsy once who coul d
do amazing acrobatics.” She laughed. “Took nme fifty forevers to learn that.”
“You did it well.”

They arrived at Sinful Delights and stood just outside the door.
Lavinia was about to knock, but then lowered her hand.

“Do you know what Pestilence is?” she asked.

“I’ve got a theory.”

H explained what had happened once they got upstairs. Jean Philippe
and Logan listened silently. A last, he answered Lavinia’s question and gave
themall his theory.

“If he is referring to pestilence as nankind understands it that would
be like a plague or sonething. But if he is referring to Pestilence with a
capital P, then it could be nuch worse.”

“Wrse than a plague?” Jean Philippe asked.

Synn paced the roomas he spoke. “Pestilence is supposed to be the last
surviving ancestor of the Horrors of the Aicient Verld.”

“Wiat sort of horrors?” Logan asked.

“Ancient beasts, denmons nankind has not seen the like of for mllennia.”

“Fuck ne.”

Nb one else spoke up, but they all agreed with Logan. Lightning split
the sky like the crack of a great whip and they all noved to look out the
W ndow

“The flash cane fromthere,” Synn said, pointing to a spot on the east
side of the city.

“l know that place. That’s over around the Cathedral.”

“h, no.” There was considerable grief in the wzard’s voice, but his
understanding cane too late. “He’s after the graveyards.”

“M God, what for?” Logan asked.

“H’s raising an arny of the dead.”

They all watched in nute horror as a shape began to formin the
distance. Agreat hulking beast nade of dark light and spirits. It lunbered
through the streets slowy, large enough to be seen even fromsuch a distance.

“Pestilence,” Synn whispered. “It will walk over every graveyard in the
city, infecting the dead with its nadness.”

“W’ve got to do sonething!” Jean Philippe yelled. “V¥ can’t just stand
here! Howcan it be killed?”

Synn | ooked defeated, but only for a second. “It can’t be. But the one
who summoned it can. If Zorn dies, the nonster will be banished to its own
realm”

Lavinia was confused. “But you said that if Zorn was killed, the
Leviathan woul d have been free.”

“Dfferent beast summoned froma different realm The Leviathan was
actually a living thing.”
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“And this isn’t?” Logan asked.
“And this isn’t.”
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Chapter Twenty Two

“A least let ne change shoes and get sone weapons,” Lavinia said. “I
can’t fight an arny of the dead in these.” She indicated her jingle bell shoes
and Jean Philippe smled wyly.

“You know where | keep ny weapons stored, and there’s a pair of your
boots in ny closet. Hirry.”

Synn would help them but his main concern was finding Zorn. Jean
Philippe had renmenbered the way Lavinia located Synn the first tine and
offered himthe charm

“l thought it was useless nowthat she used it to find you. But |
forgot, one use for each wizard. W could only find you once. Now we can use
it to locate Zorn, but it wll only work this tine.”

Synn took the ordinary looking key fromJean’s hand and slipped the
chain it hung fromaround his neck. “Qnce is all 1’1l need.”

Lavinia renoved the jester hat and shoes quickly. Even though she still
wore the leotard, she now had on knee high conbat boots and was busy strapping
on weapons when Judas entered the room

“Jean just told ne what happened.”

That was all he said. Hs long red hair flared about himlike a cape as
he knelt down and started pulling guns fromthe bottomdrawer of one of the
cabinets. Jean Philippe’s weapons stash was inpressive by anyone’s standards.
It was an entire walk-in closet, filled to capacity with every weapon you
could imagine and lots of amunition

Lavinia strapped on the customnade vest which held twelve knives, all
silver and sharpened to perfection. The vest curved around underneath her
breasts and the blades ran all the way to her sides around the front. She
zipped it quickly before strapping a sanurai style sword to her back. After
strapping a snmall plasma gun to each thigh, she was good to go.

Judas preferred to go old school when it cane to guns. H went straight
for the antique drawer. H was taking an AK47 and a flane thrower, which
Logan was helping himstrap to his back

Logan was planning to transformbefore they went outside.

“Wiat about you?” Lavinia asked, turning to where Jean Philippe stood in
the doorway.

The vanpire renmoved his silk shirt and tossed it aside. The sleek
nuscles of his upper body rippled with the novenent and Lavinia’s breath
caught. She didn’t regret her decision to be with Synn exclusively. Hwever,
she could not help admring the naster’s beautiful body when it was right in
front of her eyes.

H kicked off his shoes as he answered, “l’ve got everything | need.”

She nodded. He intended to take his true formthen. It had been a long
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tine since she’d witnessed his transfornation

Fromhis viewon the roof, Synn could see Pestilence clearly. H could
also see the hundreds of zonbies, shanbling along in front of it, not far from
their location nowat all. The stormwas getting worse. The clouds had taken
on a sinister sort of blue/black darkness and the noon was the color of fresh
bl ood.

H held the key high into the air.

“Show ne where Zorn is hiding.”

Abolt of lightning hit the key with such force that he trenbled. But
like Lavinia, he was not harned in any way. A beamof light shot straight
through the air, pointing the way.

* % * %
“W’re going to have to go right through them” Synn said as he joined
the others downstairs. “In a fewmnmnutes Pestilence and all those zonbies

will be blocking the nmain exit leading downtow. VE€’Il have to fight our way
through to get to Zorn.” H pulled what looked like the hilt of a broad sword
out of the back of his pants. “Besides, if we don’t kill them the zonbies
wll infect every living thing left in the city.”

“I’mready when you are,” Logan said. Hs voice was now the deep runble
of the wolf. He had transforned while they waited for Synn and his anber eyes
glowed in the sem-darkness of the room

“You’re going to fight themwth a hilt?” Lavinia asked.

“This is a spirit sword,” he explained. “I found it in Mchael’s
office.”

“l haven’t seen one of those in centuries,” Jean Philippe said.

The spirit of a fallen eneny was said to occupy such a sword. Hwever
for the nagic to work, their spirit had to be willingly given

“Wioever lives within this weapon, we’ll fight together tonight,” the
w zard said.

They all stepped out into the street. Rain began to fall softly and as
Lavinia turned toward Jean Philippe he began to transform In an instant his
skin becane so pale that he seemed to glow fromwthin. Hs eyes becane that
magical solid green, which seened to swirl with untold depths. H opened his
mouth and his fangs extended to twice their nornmal length. daws grew from
his fingertips as well as fromhis feet. He leaned forward, then back. As he
stretched his arns wide, magnificent bat wings extended fromhis back. Hs
transfornation was conplete

H glowed, like a perfect marble statue. Hs black hair stood out in
sharp contrast and so did his pants. The rain poured over his shoulders and
down the curves of his rigged abs. Parts of himlooked like sonething out of
a wet dreamand the other parts, sonething out of a nightnare.

Dark hair clung to his face and neck. He stretched his arns and w ngs
wide as he asked Lavinia, “lIs it all that you renenbered?”

“Even better.” She smled appreciatively.

“Here they cone,” Logan grow ed
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The zonbies were coming up the street, a groaning, shanbling nightnare
They noved like some type of hellish parade, conming closer and closer to where
everyone stood, waiting. And in the distance behind them Pestilence. The
nonster never seenmed to fully take shape. Its shadowy head resenbled that of
a goat. And though it clearly had four legs, they sonmetines had hooves and
other tines looked Iike hands. Faces could be seen passing over the surface
of its strangely liquid-like skin, flashes of people screamng, sw ming
through the darkness that was Pestilence.

Shouts and how's could be heard in the distance as other vanpires and
werewol ves joined the fight.

“Fuck this,” Logan runbled. “I’mnot waiting around.”

H charged the zonbie horde with a blood curdling how, leaping into the
mdst of their numbers as he began to rip themlinb fromlinb.

Along sword which looked to be nade conpletely fromlight extended from
the hilt that Synn carried. Wth a fierce battle cry he followed the
verewol f.

Lavinia looked up into the rain. Streaks ran through her white face
paint and the w nd whipped her hair like a long dark cloud about her
shoul ders. She looked every bit like her grimnoniker. The strangeness of
the leotard and mask, which covered only her eyes, added sonehowto the inage.
The Reaper stood waiting. Let the others charge, she would save her energy
for the kill.

As the first wave of zonbies reached them she drewher sword. Like the
sanurai who had once welded the blade, she believed in only drawing the
weapon to kill. Each strike was a killing strike. No wasted notion. She
sliced through the eneny like butter. Judas followed closely, burning their
remains to ash so they could not rise again

Jean Philippe swooped down on the horde, lifting theminto the air with
his claws and ripping themapart. H left their remains to fall to the ground
where Judas could burn them

Those who fell by the spirit sword Synn carried did not get back up.
They were turned instantly to ash, even if he only nicked themin the first
pl ace.

An hour later they had fought halfway down the street before they
realized that Pestilence had disappeared.

“How does a nonster that size vanish?” Judas asked as he burned a zonbie
who was still noving.

“It doesn’t nake sense,” Lavinia answered.

Synn and the others were further down the street, picking off
stragglers.

She heard a scrapping noise in the alley to her right and turned toward
a nost frightening and heartbreaking scene. The doctor, who had helped to
save the stranded nother and her three children, was comng toward her. ly
...he wasn’t human anynore

Lavinia felt her tears blending with the cold rain as she drewcloser to
the zonbie. Hs pale eyes seened to plead with her to end his suffering. He
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did not try to attack

“I’'msorry,” she whispered. “My you find peace in death.”

She split his head down the middle, for destroying the brain was the
only way to kill a zonbie. The doctor fell to the pavenent and Lavinia
propped against the wall, crying. She had killed countless enemes before,
but she’d never had to put down an ally. Though she hadn’t known himwell,
the poor doctor had not deserved his fate. She wiped the gore fromher blade
against his shirt and had just placed the weapon back in its sheath when
soneone tapped on her shoul der

Light flashed before her eyes. She was unconscious fromthe inpact of
the spell before she had tinme to react.

* * % *

“Wiere is Lavinia?” Logan grow ed.

H and Synn had both sensed sonething. The wizard’s sword ceased to
glow and he returned the hilt to the waist of his pants.

“Zorn has her.”

Synn was certain of that, just as he was certain that Pestilence was on
its way to the next graveyard. |If they could destroy Zorn before Pestilence
reached its destination, not only would the nonster be stopped, but no nore
zonbies would rise

Wthout further thought he and Logan headed downtown, seeking out the
place where the light had pointed. They had to find Zorn, soon

The instant his handsone face cane into view Lavinia understood the
presence she had felt weeks earlier. Her stonach tied in knots and she
suddenly felt ill.

“It’s you,” she hissed, rage evident in her voice.

Zorn made a clicking noise with his tongue, scolding her. “Conme now I
thought you’d be glad to see ne after all these years.”

“Mt herfucker! You killed ne!”

H ran a hand through his thick brow hair, revealing the cross-shaped
scar in the mddle of his forehead.

“Md you scarred ne for life. Bitch. V¥’re even, so shut up.”

“Bven,” she snarled. “There is no even.”

Lavinia tried to nove, but found that she was chained to the wall.
Nornal Iy she could just break the chains, but these were different. She
struggled against themfor a nonent before finally deciding they were
enchanted. Nb natter howstrong she was, she couldn’t break these chains.

“You told me your nane was Richard.”

“It was,” he answered, “a long tine ago.” He sighed and took a step
closer toward her, pausing as if to bask in her beauty. “I should have known
I wouldn’t be able to stay away fromyou. The nonent Robert started talking
about you I felt ny heart flutter like it hadn’t done in over two hundred
years.”

H reached for her and Lavinia turned her face awvay.

“Robert was working for you?”
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“Yes. You nust have drunk his blood, because | can feel a small part of
ny nmagic in you. It’s howl knewwhere to find you tonight ...and how | know
that you’ve been hanging around Synn.” Hs lip curled in disgust when he
nentioned the other wizard’s nane. “He is the reason | cane. After all these
years | finally found himand | had to have revenge.”

“You have revenge?! After what you did to hin? You nust be nad.”

H took a step back and sniled at her, flashing his fangs.

“Ch, so he told you about that? MNot ny finest hour, I’Il admt. Wen I
couldn’t obtain the spell for immortality, | sought eternal life in another
fashion.” H tapped one of his fangs with his index finger. “It works just as
well. Except of course for a fewninor setbacks. But | was never nuch for
sunbathing in the first place.”

Lavinia shook her head. “I don’t want to hear anynore. Nbothing you
have to say matters. Synn will cone for nme and when he does he will kill you.
End of story.”

H laughed, a high pitched evil sound.

“You think it’s that sinple, do you?”

“Yeah, | do.”

Zorn reached out again and ran his hand across the soft flesh of her
throat. The paint had all washed away now and he had renoved her nmask while
she was unconscious. nly a bit of dark nakeup around her eyes renained. She
was still the nost beautiful woman he had ever seen

“I wasn’t trying to kill you that night,” he said softly.

Despite her best efforts, Lavinia felt tears welling in her eyes at his
words. She could still renenber when his touch had warned her on cold nights,
and the fire in his kiss.

“I never expected to fall in love. | wanted you to be nine ...forever.”

She jerked away as far as the chains would allow her.

“Bullshit. If that’s what you wanted then why did you rip ny throat
out, why did you run away?”

“I hurt you because you attacked ne.” H pulled his hair back again,
remnding her of the scar. “A for running away, you can thank Jean Philippe
for that.”

Then she understood. *“You sensed himnearby, knew that he was nore
poverful and ran.” Wen he didn’t respond she knew she was right. “Coward. |
wll thank himwhen I see himagain.”

Zorn slapped her and Lavinia snapped at him her fangs just barely
mssing his flesh.

“WIl, | hate to start the party without Synn. But | suppose there’s no
help for it, since you don’t want to remnisce.”

H wal ked off, out of her sight and Lavinia took a look around. The
building they were in must be a warehouse. The walls looked to be concrete
and the ceilings were sone type of netal. There were a fewtables and chairs
scattered about, but the place was nostly bare.

Zorn returned within a natter of mnutes, his long red robe dragging the
floor behind him Wth his scar covered, and despite her hatred, Lavinia
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still thought he was handsorme. Wat a waste.

H was carrying what looked like a big flashlight and he pointed it
directly at her.

“Now this will only hurt a little,” he teased.

Wen he flipped on the light Lavinia flinched. But after a second she
realized that she wasn’t in any pain.

“Wiat are you playing at, you idiot?”

H frowed at her words.

“This is ultraviolet light. There is no way in hell that you can stand
there and not catch on fire.”

Lavinia smled. No way was she telling himher secret.
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Chapter Twenty Three

For the next thirty mnutes he switched the light off and on,
questioning her repeatedly, but to no avail. Lavinia would not tell himhow
she could withstand W light.

“l have no idea,” she answered for what felt like the hundredth tine.

H slapped her again, but she didn’t care. Watever damage he could
inflict, she would recover. And Synn was drawi ng near, she could feel him

“It’s Synn, isn’t it? Od you take his blood?”

Lavinia schooled her features so as not to give away the answer. She
would give himnothing to go on

“That’s it. You nust have taken his blood.” H laughed and again the
sound nade her shiver. “I’Il drain himdry,” he hissed. “I wll walk in the
sun and you, ny dear, wll walk with ne.”

“Fuck you.”

H hit her again. “W’IIl get to that later.”

“Kill ne now then, because I’d rather die than ever touch you again.”

“That can be arranged.”

“Sonehow | don’t think so.” Synn’s voice canme from behind themand they
both looked in his direction. Hs face paint had all washed off except for
the black around his eyes. It looked like he was wearing heavy nascara and it
had started to run. The inmage was surprisingly sexy and Lavinia couldn’t help
but smle when she saw him

Her look did not go unnoticed by Zorn.

“You can’t be serious about this ...this jester?” he nunbled.

Wile he was distracted Synn struck. H unleashed a blast of power that
knocked the other wizard into the wall beside Lavinia. H had been held down
by Zorn’s powerful binding nagic once before and he would not suffer the sane
fate twice.

Zorn tried to fight back, but his head had hit the wall hard, cracking
the concrete. Even for a vanpire wzard, the injury was critical. Vdve after
wave of power hit him knocking himback into the wall. Synn approached wth
fire in his eyes, mght and nenace in every nove of his powerful thighs, and
vengeance in the lightning which now flew fromhis fingertips.

Zorn fell to the floor, groaning in pain. Synn looked down at himand
felt no nercy.

“lI tried to be the better man,” Synn said softly, “to be above revenge.
M w fe and ny grandfather believed in peace. | tried to honor their nenories
by not tracking you dow. But | see nowthat I was wong. | should have
killed you centuries ago.”

“Cone on then,” Zorn growed. “Take your revenge, cone on!”

Synn closed his eyes tight for a nonent, fighting the urge to torture
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and maimthe other wzard until he could take no nore.

“There is no revenge for what you did to ne,” he answered sagely. “But
you can die, and that’ll be good enough.”

Wthout another word alnost every nail and bolt in the building cane
flying through the air, inpaling Zorn in nore ways than he could have
inagined. e long netal rod that Synn had pulled fromthe ceiling pierced
Zorn’s heart and a large bolt went right through his head. Synn took a step
back, lightning flowing fromhis hands once nore. H sent enough electricity
through the netal to fry what was left of Zorn to a crisp. The nan who had
pernmanently altered both their lives was finally dead.

Lavinia’s chains fell to the floor as the last of Zorn’s power was
broken. She ran to Synn, her arns encircling his neck

“It’s over,” she whispered.

As soon as they exited the building it began to collapse. Synn had only
left enough bolts in place to hold it tenporarily. They turned their faces to
the sky, toward a soft cleansing rain which fell heavily over the city. The
nal evolent stormclouds were gone, the zonbies had stopped and Pestilence had
di sappeared

“Mrry ne,” Synn whispered.

Lavinia turned to him shock evident in her expression

Synn got down on one knee in the nmud and took her by the hand.

“I’'mnot a prince and the handsonme part got screwed up a long tine ago ...
but 1 swear to you that as long as | live you will be loved. No one will ever
hurt you again, not if | can stop it.”

Lavinia started crying and fell to her knees in front of him Synn
wapped her in his arns as she cried, “Howcould I refuse? You're ny hero.”

Synn’s heart leapt at her answer

“You’re not disappointed by the lack of shinning arnor?” he teased.

Lavinia pulled himdown to kiss her as she answered, “lI prefer jingle
bells.”
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Epi | ogue

(ne nonth later the city had been restored. Al of the zonbies had been
laid to rest, the death of Zorn was confirnmed and the borders of Wcked Gty
were reopened. Just as the council had hoped, public relations had inproved
much for the vanpire conmunity thanks to their help

The wedding of Synn to the lovely vanpire Lavinia was a highly
anticipated event by all. However, they had a private cerenony underneath the
full noon with only a fewclose friends in attendance. Jean Philippe gave her
away.

They stopped by Synn’s honme to take a quick shower and change clothes
before starting their honeynoon. Nowthat she could go in the sun, Lavinia
decided she wanted to visit Hwaii.

She had just rinsed her hair when she felt Synn step into the shower
behind her. Hs big warmhands ran up and down her arns before settling on
her shoulders and turning her to face him Athough he was still insecure
about his scars, she thought he was the nost gorgeous nman she’d ever seen. He
l ooked like he’d stepped off the cover of a romance novel. Lavinia smled as
she adnmired his physique. Wdrmwater and suds cascaded over the curves and
valleys of his long, lean frame and she followed many of those trails with her
eyes. She let her gaze caress himas only soneone with her powers could and
he sighed softly.

She renenbered the first night she had called himto her in the rain,
the way his body had felt against hers and the loneliness she had sensed in
him The loneliness was gone now \en they had net they were both broken,
but together they had been nade whole once nore.

She closed her eyes, still renenbering that first night, only this tine
his face was not hidden in shadow and he was conpletely naked. She inagined
water running down his hair and beading in his long eye lashes. In her mnd
she traced a drop of rain as it slid dow his forehead, down his face, his
col larbone, around one nipple, and down the ridged curves of his abs, only to
disappear against the perfect line of his hip bone.

H kissed her softly and she opened her eyes to find that her fantasy
was real. Vdrmwater washed between their bodies as he lifted her against the
tile. Lavinia wapped her legs around him eagerly accepting himas he
entered her slowy. She had never been narried before. Athrill ran through
her as she realized that this was the first tinme they had been together as
husband and wife.

H deepened the kiss as she wapped herself tighter around him pulling
himdeeper inside of her. He started to nove in slowcircles, each rotation
touching her clit. Lavinia could feel the beginnings of orgasmin her |ower
back. A wonderful tension began to spread throughout her thighs and down her
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legs.

“I”’mcomng,” she whispered

She could have sworn her toes curled as she clinmaxed, crying out his
nane with a mxture of pleasure and |onging.

She clung to himas he found his ow release. A last she had found
love. Her heart nearly overflowed with enotion

Richard/ Zorn was descended fromroyalty, a prince in his own right.
Wien she was a child Lavinia had dreaned of a handsone prince. But as she
listened to Synn’s heartbeat beneath her ear she realized that she’d nuch
rather have a man who was a fool about her

“I love you,” he whispered into her hair.

“l love you too.”

H was everything she had ever wanted and just like the first tine, he
made her heart beat.

THE END



