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Blood Wine









When vampires and humans mix, there will be blood...


"Really, his conscience was too much. Istvan had taught him well."

 
In the dark hours, shell shock still claims the vampire Sam for its own. He’s lonely and afraid of his new world and tormented by flashbacks of the Somme. Once so close to his human friend, Stephen, he now feels isolated as he watches Stephen’s evolving love affair with the vampire Istvan.

 
When Sam meets Janos, a human with a death wish who likes to play with vampires, it’s instant lust that soon becomes more. 

 
But who is Bela, the new vampire on the scene, and is the past dead and buried for good?


A dark, steamy m/m tale of bloodlust and vampire power games.

 
Themes: hurt/comfort
Warnings: violence, sexual scenes, death.







Contents

 
Title Page
Copyright
Blood Wine
Prologue
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven
Chapter Eight
Chapter Nine
Chapter Ten
Chapter Eleven
Chapter Twelve
Chapter Thirteen
Chapter Fourteen
Chapter Fifteen
Chapter Sixteen
Chapter Seventeen
Chapter Eighteen
Author's Note
About the Author
If You Need More...
If You Need More...
If You Need More...
Also by Scarlet Blackwell




Prologue

Paris, France 1916
The boulevard was silent as the grave. A mist rolled in from the Seine, coating everything in ghostly white fingers. Any human abroad at this time was asking for trouble, thought the black-clad man who loitered with intent near the entrance to the park. In a country at war, any God-fearing citizen was abed, conserving fuel and rubbing their empty bellies. It was only a matter of minutes though before he heard the click of heels on the street, expecting a woman but instead finding a man, a tall, dark figure wearing a hat and carrying a walking cane, looking rather like he had altogether too much money in these times of austerity.
The man whistled to himself, sauntering along with carefree steps as though it was the middle of a sunny afternoon and not the dead of winter on the streets of Paris. Something about his manner irked the man who waited in the shadows. He stepped clear, falling into step behind his prey, his shoes virtually noiseless on the pavement.
Within fifty yards though, the man had sensed his presence despite the lack of noise and turned around, more curious than afraid. He tipped his hat, stumbling a little and that was when the stalker realised his intended victim was drunk. Curse it. It would not do at all. Then again, intoxication was but transitory and after a few hours sleeping it off, the man’s blood would be fit for the intended purpose after all. It all helped.
“Hello,” the man said. “You gave me a fright.”
The shadowy figure behind him smiled, letting the moonlight illuminate his sharp teeth. “Sorry about that.” He stepped forward and gripped the man’s neck, pulling his head back before he drove his fangs with some pressure into the man’s tender young throat.
The man cried out in mortal terror. His knees buckled and his attacker went down to the French pavement with him, cradling him in his arms as he drank. He felt the tainted liquor swarm through his veins, instantly making his head swim with intoxication, and he lifted his head, licking his lips.
Enough. After all, this man hadn’t been for him, but for someone else.




Chapter One

Budapest, Hungary, 1921
Samuel Bevan awoke as the wan winter sun slid below the horizon. He lay in his bed in the little courtyard off Castle Hill in Buda, blinking as his eyes adjusted to the dark. The last five years of his life had been difficult. At times he regretted everything that had come with fighting for his country in France. Meeting Stephen, then meeting the Hungarian vampire, Istvan, before ending up undead himself and here in Eastern Europe, his parents presuming he was killed in action—or worse, a deserter.
It had started off as the three of them, mutual lust and Istvan’s friends Severin and Nikolaus thrown in at times for good measure. Then it had ended up with the crackpot German vampire Emil fancying his chances at killing them all and Stephen cutting his head off. After that, it was Istvan and Stephen alone and Sam out in the cold, newly made and floundering.
Stephen remained human five years later and Sam would never understand as long as he lived how Istvan had retained such icy control of his own nature all this time and not killed his lover. A man to be admired in so many ways. He hadn’t shown the same control when it came to killing Sam though, he reflected at times with bitterness. Then he had to remind himself that Istvan had merely taken the last drops of his blood while Sam was dying in a shell-hole on the Somme and actually, saved his life.
Was it a life worth saving? Sam tried his best but at times he wondered.
He climbed out of bed and stretched, took a brief wash before he dressed in a dapper suit. He did all right for himself, although people talked about why he was never seen in his second-hand bookshop with the dedicated English section during the day. His manager, Imre, ran it five days a week; Sam sometimes helped out in the evenings, taking over earlier in winter when the sun disappeared. It was barely a hundred yards from his apartment, near the Holy Trinity monument, popular with travellers and the disenfranchised.
Tonight the shop would remain closed and Sam felt his blood thrill as he slicked some brilliantine through his hair and rinsed his hands. He fancied himself as Rudolph Valentino, but then who didn’t these days. Sam would have killed for a piece of the Italian, that was for sure. His olive skin and soulful eyes had Sam quivering in the dark at the back of a movie theatre during The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse time and time again.
He sighed and lamented as always that he couldn’t preen before a mirror before he left the apartment and descended the stairs to the courtyard.
The evening was bitterly cold. A flurry of snowflakes stung his face and he turned the collar of his coat up and put his head down. He usually went the same way. Down the hill and over Chain Bridge to Pest. Istvan and Stephen lived near the Basilica, in an apartment on the square. Sam went to see them from time to time. They were always welcoming, sometimes in more ways than one if he was lucky, but he was under no illusion as to the strength of their relationship. He wondered how it worked, Stephen sleeping by night and Istvan sleeping by day. How did Stephen reconcile knowing what Istvan was doing at night? More to the point, did he think about that inevitable human lust that usually surfaced with the bloodlust? Was Stephen worried about other lovers?
It didn’t matter to Sam. He had to get on with his own life as best he could, alone. The bridge was nearly deserted; such was the cold. A couple of hardy pedestrians and a lone car braved the elements. Sam wasn’t concerned he wouldn’t find a drink. There was always someone.
He headed towards the Basilica as he knew he would. People thronged to the cafés and restaurants framing the square and there would be people about, never mind the post-war slump or the weather. He passed around the side of the Basilica and beyond the fountain. In the icy night, the church rose white and magnificent into the black sky, lit strategically to show it to its full advantage. Saint Stephen’s right hand was in the crypt. Sam wasn’t sure what had happened to the rest of his body, but tourists were interested in seeing the king’s fist anyway.
A boy on a bicycle rode through the square. Behind him, an elderly man slipped on the ice and regained his footing. Sam dismissed both. He wasn’t so hungry that he couldn’t afford to be choosy. Funny how he had got more and more discerning as time went on. There was nothing quite like drinking from the neck of a young, attractive man. Feeling his life-force spurt into your mouth and your cock harden simultaneously. If Sam could satisfy both lusts together, then it was a good night. He was stiff now at the prospect, his dick twitching and his mouth full with saliva.
He saw a young man come around the other side of the Basilica, heading towards him. Sam smelled his scent on the breeze. His blood was heady but ran rich with alcohol. Sam sighed. He had learned long ago to avoid those who had imbibed but the man was handsome, dark-haired and dark-eyed and fine of figure. He made Sam ache. Sam guessed a few sips wouldn’t hamper him too much. After all, the man was able to walk, so he couldn’t be that drunk.
He approached the stranger, speaking in bad Hungarian. “Excuse me.”
The man stopped. Interest lit his dark eyes as soon as they alighted on Sam’s face. His allure to humans never ceased to amaze Sam. They all fell at his feet so easily. “Yes?”
“I’m lost. My lodgings are around here somewhere. I’m disorientated in the dark.”
The man smiled, looking amused, perhaps at Sam’s poor attempt at the language. “You could freeze to death,” he said and stepped closer, gaze intent on Sam.
“I could,” Sam agreed. “Perhaps you could...”
The stranger took his arm. “Come with me.”
Sam smiled to himself all the way across the square to a doorway not far at all from Istvan and Stephen’s. He waited patiently as the man unlocked the heavy outer door and swung it open and then as the stranger made to climb the stairs to the first floor apartments, Sam’s patience ran out.
He gripped the stranger by the arm and shoved him up against the wall. The man let out a sound of protest as Sam crushed him there and then a gasp as the vampire punctured his throat with razor-sharp fangs. His victim grasped Sam’s shoulders hard, groaning as Sam drank.
Oblivion overwhelmed Sam. He swallowed greedily, his aim of a few sips forgotten, rocking his aching cock forward into the man’s pelvis. The stranger’s blood was thick and satisfying, even with the seam of alcohol running through it that went straight to Sam’s head. The human lust begged to be sated too. Sam tore at his own trousers, released himself to masturbate while he drank.
He wasn’t a rapist. He didn’t force himself on anyone, and pleasuring himself while he drank was enough. But his victim seemed interested in joining in. He shivered and rubbed sensuously against Sam and the vampire caught his breath. He groped the man’s groin, found him hard, and for a moment, his drinking faltered as something of equal worth caught his interest. God, the man really did want to participate, and Sam hadn’t done anything to coax him. He could magnetise his victims if he wanted to, but that was really the same as rape in his eyes and that would make him no better than Emil. He didn’t need to start thinking about that long dead despot while he was engaged in his favourite activity.
He looked at the man’s flushed face for a moment, the thick, dark lashes trembling on his cheeks, and then he started work on the man’s belt, unfastening it before unbuttoning his trousers. He thrust his hand inside, felt the man’s erection through his underwear and groaned in excitement at the same time his victim did.
He’d taken enough blood. If he took any more, the man wouldn’t be fit to consent. He swallowed a last mouthful and withdrew his fangs before releasing the man’s cock from his trousers and gripping both their dicks in one hand, sliding his palm down their shafts, lubricating them with their combined pre-cum and shivering at the sensation of hot, hard flesh against his own.
The man moaned. He grasped the back of Sam’s neck and stretched up, catching his lips in a heated kiss. Sam gasped against his mouth in shock. In general, he kissed Istvan and Stephen in the heat of passion and no other. He didn’t kiss his victims as a rule unless needing to soften them up. The kiss was long and deep. Sam thrust his tongue into the man’s mouth and wondered if the taste of his own blood would put him off. It didn’t seem like it. The man met Sam’s tongue with his own and the two of them grappled with each other against the wall, lips not breaking, Sam jerking them both hard to conclusion.
The man gave a soft cry against Sam’s lips. His legs gave way as his cock spurted and Sam held him against the wall to stop him falling. He spread the man’s semen over both their cocks as his own orgasm surged through him, adding to the silky mess. He panted for breath, eyes squeezed shut and his mouth back against the man’s neck, licking at the wounds he had left.
Silence finally penetrated his ecstasy. He looked at his slumped victim, to see his eyes were closed. Was he dead? Sam cocked his ear, listening until a thready pulse made itself known. Sam sighed with relief. He had enjoyed himself too much to kill this victim. He hoped the man would awake with a headache and drag himself to bed.
When he let go though, the man slithered to the ground in a limp heap. Sam looked down at him. He couldn’t leave him here like this. Especially as questions would be asked if anyone saw the wounds on his neck. He used a handkerchief to clean the man up before tucking him away and fastening him up. He definitely wasn’t in the habit of doing this. Once he was clean himself, he went through the man’s pockets and found a key. Apartment four. Fine. He was soft for doing this, but he’d do it anyway. The man had given him a great time. Sam would repeat the performance in a heartbeat.
He scooped the man into his arms and carried him up the first flight of stairs to the door of apartment four. Opening the door with the key, he carried the man inside and closed it behind them.  Once inside the pleasantly furnished rooms, he found the bedroom and lay the stranger down on the bed before he removed his coat and shoes. He covered him with a blanket and stood looking down at him. He had the odd urge to curl up beside him and hold the man, breathing in his human scent and watching his chest rise and fall. The only human he had ever shared a bed with in five years as a vampire was Stephen. The rest of them were quick interludes in dark alleyways. He shook his head to break the languor stealing over him. The man was human. Sam had no place here.
He closed the door behind him and shook his head as he went down the stairs. Really, his conscience was too much. Istvan had taught him well.




Chapter Two

Bavaria, Germany, 1921
Night had fallen swiftly and stars already glittered in the velvet sky. An owl hooted somewhere in the forest and was answered by another. The vampire Raphael stared from the tower room of the castle down onto the plot of once freshly-turned earth, now overgrown with grass, in the grounds below. He’d always kept an eye on Emil from a distance and a good job he had, for he was on hand for Emil’s undoing in Vienna five years ago. His most powerful protégé just couldn’t help tangling with the lesser vampires he’d made years ago—Severin the German from Bremen, Istvan from Budapest, and their assorted lovers, including the human who had struck the fatal blow, striking Emil’s head from his body.
Raphael found such petty revenge exhausting, but that didn’t mean he hadn’t felt deep bone-searing loss and rage when he’d entered the townhouse and found Emil decapitated, swimming in a pool of his own blood.
He’d gathered up his protégé—a vampire most thought was the king, no one behind him pulling the strings—and wrapped him in bed sheets. With help from his minions, they had taken Emil to an undertaker, procured a fine coffin for him, and set off across Europe to home.
Raphael’s castle was in Bavaria, only a few miles from Emil’s, and none of the other vampires had ever known. They’d sensed something though when they’d attended Emil’s gatherings at Schloss Meissner. All of them had been on high alert. The forest itself made them nervous. Humans shunned the place and wouldn’t venture anywhere near. When Severin had attacked Emil in 1895 and stolen his pet human, Raphael had found Emil ranting and raving like a madman, screaming bloody murder and vengeance. He’d understood Emil had to make the wayward German pay, but if he hadn’t insisted on courting vampires who were not loyal to him, the unfortunate situation wouldn’t have arisen. Crushing them under your iron will was the only way to go, and Emil hadn’t managed that. He had paid the ultimate price.
The wind soughed through the trees. Clouds swallowed the moon. Raphael sighed.
He had never attempted a resurrection before.
But then he had never thought he would bring his finest creation home in pieces.




Chapter Three

Budapest, Hungary, 1921
Sam was still thinking about the man he had left for dead the next night when a note summoned him to the apartment of Istvan and Stephen in Pest. He walked despite the cold night and stopped off on his way to choose a book of war poetry for Stephen from his shop. He suspected the musings of Siegfried Sassoon might still be too resonant with his friend but nonetheless, he had escaped from the slaughter with his life. It didn’t do any harm to remember the millions who hadn’t.
Of course, the irony was that it was he, and not Stephen, who suffered terrible nightmares and flashbacks of France. At times he thought that his mind must be disordered. Shell shock, they called it, a disease crippling soldiers. Sam was just surprised that vampires dreamed. He had never asked Istvan if he did too. The nightmares came thick and fast at times and Sam would wake tangled in soaked sheets, shouting aloud. He dreamed about dying alone in that shell-hole and a man with burning amber eyes bending over him. At times his hand shook, the one he had clenched around the rifle that killed untold Germans, and loud noises made him jump in fright. Hardly the behaviour of a seasoned vampire.
The sun had been down for some hours so Sam had already fed. He had taken only a few sips that evening though, mindful of what he had done the night before. The man near the Basilica played on his thoughts. He presented himself at the apartment and was shown in by Istvan’s solemn butler. The vampire and his human lover sat in the drawing room next to each other on a chaise longue.
Stephen smiled when he saw Sam and stood up to hug him. Sam always felt a little tug on his dead heart when he saw Stephen. Such feelings he had carried for him in the trenches in France when they had both been denying what they were and it had taken Istvan to shake them up.
Stephen had been twenty-one, the same age as Sam when they had met in France. Now he was twenty-six, while Sam remained forever twenty-one. His friend was tall and well-built. He had recovered all the muscle once wasted in France. He wore his dark hair closely-cropped and his blue eyes glimmered with silver sparks visible only to vampires. He had been stunning when Sam was human. As a vampire, Sam found him irresistible, and he had nearly paid the price from Istvan for attempting to drink from Stephen. Sam had been newly made. He hadn’t known any different. Now he did and when he tangled sexually with Stephen, he kept his fangs well away for fear Istvan would smite him down.
Istvan stood too and held out his hand and Sam shook it, always respectful of the older vampire. Tall and lean, Istvan’s amber eyes burned like flame. His chestnut hair reflected hues of red from the fire light. Whatever fascination the deposed vampire king Emil might have once had with Istvan, Sam understood it.
A knock at the door had Sam turning his head and Istvan greeted a newly-arrived stranger into the drawing room.
He was a vampire. Sam sensed it the moment he stepped over the threshold. His wary glance turned to a stare.
The man’s commanding presence overwhelmed the room. Over six feet with slicked back black hair and wearing a black suit and a fine white shirt, he was pale with beautiful skin. His eyes burned like the blue flames of gas lamps, drawing and holding the attention readily.
Sam could do nothing but drink in the fine apparition. Stephen too seemed mesmerised when Istvan turned to introduce his friend.
“Stephen, this is my old friend, Bela.” He spoke in English.
The vampire Bela turned an interested eye on Stephen, appraising him as though he were on sale at the market. He lifted an eyebrow at Istvan, looking amused, replying in Hungarian. “A human, Istvan? Is he your pet?”
“No, I’m not his pet!” Stephen growled. He had been taking Hungarian lessons at night and was able to follow a conversation very well.
Bela laughed and replied in English, with a thick accent. “A shame.” He took Stephen’s hand and bowed low over it, ripe rosebud lips brushing the back. Stephen reddened and disengaged his hand. Sam noticed Istvan’s mouth tighten, but he said nothing. Smiling, almost too oblivious, Bela turned his attention to Sam.
Sam gave him a frosty glare by way of a greeting. He didn’t like the vampire’s flirtatious manner one bit, but then that was only because of the stirring it had created in his loins.
Bela merely smiled wider, teeth pearly and sharp, locking gazes with Sam. “And who are you?”
“Sam Bevan.”
“Hello, Sam Bevan. I’m enchanted to meet you.” Sam ignored his outstretched hand and stared him down. This idiot wasn’t going to kiss his hand too like he was some blushing maiden at a dance. Bela glanced at Istvan. “Does Emil know you’ve been going around making vampires without his say so?”
Sam presumed this chip off the old block had also been sired by Emil.
Istvan remained tight-lipped. “That’s a story to tell over dinner,” he said. “Let’s go through.” He led the way through to the dining room and a hot supper for Stephen complete with wine.
The four of them took their places and from within the folds of his coat, Bela produced a black, ancient looking bottle. He poured three glasses of thick, claret liquid and lifted his own in a toast.
“Well, Istvan,” he said. “To you and your two new...mates.”
“Sam is a friend,” Istvan said, not touching his glass. “Stephen is my partner.”
Sam lowered his head and said nothing. Once he had thought both Istvan and Stephen were his mates. Now he knew better. When he glanced up, Bela’s pale blue eyes were gleaming and a smirk played around his lips. He looked at Sam as though he read every thought in his mind, then for a long moment he watched Stephen tucking into goulash. The back of Sam’s neck prickled at the predatory look on his face. Was that how Sam looked when he gazed upon a human? He didn’t like it. He didn’t like it one bit and he certainly didn’t like it being directed at Stephen. He would tear the interloper limb from limb if he touched one hair on Stephen’s head.
Bela addressed Istvan. “So, I came looking for you during the war and you weren’t here. I see you were busy.”
Istvan inclined his head. “I was in France, where I met Stephen and Sam.”
Bela regarded the two of them. “British soldiers?”
“Yes.”
“And you brought them back here one turned and one not.” He waited, as though he had a right to an explanation.
Sam bristled and tried to calm himself by trying a sip of the blood Bela had brought with him. It was excellent, of course, and it set his entire body tingling. He wondered about its provenance and knew he should feel guilty. It could have come from a child, a woman. An innocent who had died a horrible death at Bela’s hands to provide the blood. He pushed the glass away with determination even though he wanted more. No. He would continue to seek his own blood and answer to his own conscience as Istvan had taught him. His mind wandered to the human from the previous night and he felt his cock stir as he remembered those soft lips over his own.
Istvan shrugged. “It’s how things worked out.”
“Does Emil know?”
Istvan paused. “He knew.”
In the silence that followed, Bela eyed him. “Meaning?”
Istvan looked amused. “You’re out of touch, Bela. I thought it would be common knowledge by now.”
“I’ve been in America,” Bela said.
Sam pitied the Americans instantly. He could bet this vampire had rampaged his way through the states with impunity. He looked the type.
“Well, then,” Istvan said. “Emil is no longer here to trouble us.”
Bela gaped at him before looking around the table at both Englishmen. “You killed him?”
“Stephen killed him,” Istvan said, glancing at his partner with some pride.
Bela stared at Stephen, wide-eyed. He was silent for some seconds as though struggling for words. “Well,” he said to Istvan. “And you feel comfortable sharing your life and your bed with a vampire slayer?”
Stephen gave him a stony look. “It’s not like that.”
Sam was tiring. He wondered just what Istvan saw in this horrible man that he courted his friendship and would invite him to meet his other friends. Against his will though, he found the vampire attractive.
“Isn’t it?” Bela asked. His blue gaze bored into Stephen. “How did you kill him?”
“I decapitated him,” Stephen said, lifting his chin.
“Why?”
Sam smothered a laugh. Was he serious? He needed to ask what Emil had done? Where did one start with his list of crimes?
“Because he tried to kill Istvan. Because he massacred Nikolaus’s family.”
“Nikolaus?” Bela said. “Another spawn of your loins, Istvan?”
“Severin’s,” Istvan said tightly.
Bela laughed. “Oh, I see. You two really have been busy while I’ve been away. No wonder you had to kill Emil.”
Istvan stared back at him stonily.
Bela looked at Stephen. “So you cut his head off, then set up home with his successor.”
Istvan shook his head. “I’m not his successor, nor do I want to be. Severin is older than me.”
“Severin is rash and foolhardy. You would be more appropriate.”
“I’m not interested in being a tyrant.”
Sam privately agreed that Istvan made the better successor. Over two hundred years as a vampire had made him wise and careful, while somehow still retaining his humanity—how else would he have allowed Stephen to remain human? He was a role model Sam tried to emulate.
Stephen cleared his throat. “You should tell him, Istvan.”
Istvan sighed. “It means nothing.”
“He didn’t walk away by himself,” Stephen said.
“Still.”
Bela looked from one to the other. “Tell me what?”
Istvan sighed. “Emil’s head and body vanished from where we left them.”
Bela paused with his glass at his lips. “Oh,” he said. “I see.”
Sam fought the urge to yawn. Emil had never truly affected him but he had been along for the ride to kill him because of everything the vampire king had done to his friends. He wasn’t sure the disappearance was as big a deal as the vampires had made out at the time, and a miraculously glued together Emil had yet to visit them with murder on his mind. It was five years ago. Ancient history. Obviously some sycophantic toady had taken Emil and now kept him in a coffin in his cellar or whatever. The king was dead, long live the king.
He eyed the glass of blood again as hunger began to gnaw at him. He pushed back his chair and stood. “If you’ll excuse me, gentlemen, I need to retire. Thank you for a nice evening.”
Bela got to his feet. “May I escort you?”
Sam looked at him with amusement. “What am I, a blushing Victorian lady? Do I need escorting?”
Bela smiled demurely. “Do you really want me to rephrase it in front of our good hosts? I’m trying to be polite.”
And then Sam was blushing regardless.
“Knock it off, Bela,” Istvan said with a warning in his voice. A warning perhaps, that Bela should stay clear of all his friends.
“I don’t know what you mean,” Bela said. He followed Sam out into the hallway where he received his coat.
Sam turned back, embraced Stephen, and nodded at Istvan. Then he slipped through the door with Bela hot on his heels.




Chapter Four

Sam caught an old-fashioned horse and carriage back to Buda and Bela was up in the seat next to him in a flash before he could protest.
“Perhaps a nightcap?” The moonlight glinted off the vampire’s sharp teeth. “I know a charming place we can go.”
Sam eyed Bela, hesitating. For sure he had got the measure of the vampire from their short meeting at his friends’ house. But dining with Istvan and Stephen—even their names were the same, if that wasn’t proof enough they were meant to be together—always made him feel lonely and sorry for himself. He was hungry and not quite ready to go home yet. The vampire’s flirting did kind of flatter him and might stop him thinking about the human from last night for a while—a path he could never go down. So why not? He inclined his head and sat back in silence.
Bela alighted outside a dark little building on a back street behind Parliament, holding out his hand to assist Sam. Sam glanced at the driver who curled his lip in disgust, and took the vampire’s hand, finding it cold and dry. Bela paid the driver. As he dropped the coins into the man’s hand, he opened his mouth and allowed his fangs to snap out, letting the driver see the vampire in all his full horror. And for sure, Bela’s countenance was transformed into a snarling, snapping beast, his bright eyes burning and his teeth gleaming in the moonlight. He roared at the man and the driver screamed, jerked the reins, and lurched away.
Bela laughed and Sam glared at him. “Why do that? Are you trying to get us all killed?”
“He needed a scare. It was none of his business if I want to fuck you or not.”
Sam reddened and said nothing more as he followed Bela to a dark doorway and saw a solitary lamp on the wall illuminating a twisting flight of stairs leading God knows where.
He turned to look at Bela and found the vampire right behind him, so their noses almost brushed. “What is this?” he asked, worried about a trap. Perhaps Bela had come to wreak revenge on Emil’s behalf, slaying the vampires who had dispatched him. Sam didn’t trust him.
“A club,” Bela said. “For those like us.” He smiled and touched Sam’s back. “I promise you’ll like it.” He winked.
Against his better judgement, Sam started down the dank, poorly-lit stairs. The heat grew as he descended, together with the sound of music. He emerged into a narrow corridor where Bela helped him off with his coat and gave it in at a cloakroom. Then Bela pushed a door open to a dark, bustling room.
Sam smelled sex and blood and the hair on the back of his neck stood up on end, followed swiftly by his cock.
Behind him, Bela laughed. He took Sam’s arm and guided him towards the bar. At one end of the room, a raucous jazz band played on a low stage. Couples danced on the floor while all around the room men and women sat at tables drinking and laughing. The scent of vampire was strong, the scent of human stronger. Sam was baffled at this apparent co-habitation. This was the first time he had ever seen vampires and humans mix outside of his own circle of friends.
Bela procured two tall glasses of claret liquid from the bartender and handed one to Sam. Then he motioned for him to follow him. They crossed the room and Bela pushed open the door to another room. Sam stopped and gaped.
The room was lit with red light like a brothel. On every surface—chaise longues, the floor, armchairs, up against the wall—couples and multiples were entwined, human and vampire, vampire and vampire, human and human. Bela moved forward through the throng and Sam followed with his eyes on stalks. On a couch at his side, a naked woman lay with legs splayed while a man crouched between them licking. Above her, a man guided his cock into the woman’s mouth. Against the wall, a vampire fucked a human man from behind, fangs buried in the willing victim’s neck as he cried out in orgasm. On cushions on the floor, three vampire males used a human man who lay there in submission with his neck bleeding and his cock hard, begging for more.
Bela threw a glance over his shoulder at Sam and grinned. He lifted his glass in a toast. Again, Sam wondered at the provenance of this blood, but this time, he couldn’t afford to be choosy. He was too hungry and didn’t want to attack the clientele here. He took a swallow, shivering as the blood slid down his throat like honey. Bela led the way to an empty couch at the back of the room and they sat down with a perfect view of the debauchery going on before them. Sam noticed another black door and wondered if it led to a room of further excess.
Bela put a hand on his knee and squeezed, smiling at him. “Do you like?”
Sam looked around. “Are all these humans here voluntarily?”
“Of course. Don’t you know anything about humans yet, Sam? These lot all pay a hefty annual fee to be a member of this club.”
Sam stared at him. “What? Why?”
“Why? Have you never noticed that they enjoy it?”
Of course he had. He’d tangled sexually with enough victims to know that. Only when he got the right message though, and not all of them gave out that message when they were limp and on the verge of passing out. Then he remembered the man from last night. How hard his cock had been and the sounds he made as Sam drank from him. He thought back to other victims and how many of them had been hard and willing to surrender. He shuddered. “They want it.”
“Of course.” Bela laughed. “At least, some of them do. It’s an incredibly erotic experience for humans.”
“But...” Sam fixed his eyes on the group of four men on the ground. “What happens if they get carried away? Do people die here?”
Bela shook his head. “Regrettably, there are casualties from time to time, but there are also strict rules about vampires taking too much. It’s as much in our interests as theirs. Deaths would draw unwanted attention to the club.” He rose from his seat. “If you’ll excuse me, I’ll be back directly. Don’t go anywhere.”
Sam watched Bela walk away, soon swallowed up in the throng of bodies. He felt somewhat disappointed that Bela had gone away to cruise for a victim without him—indeed that Bela’s attention wasn’t fixed solely on him. But why? He didn’t want Bela to drink from him, did he? Wasn’t it to Bela’s credit that he was going to look for a human rather than attempting to drink from Sam? He sighed and settled back against the couch, looking around.
The activity around him made him hot under the collar. His cock ached for satisfaction and he dwelled on the man from last night again with both fondness and regret. He hoped the man hadn’t died. Sam really didn’t want that. He watched the man-on-man action going on. He could just approach someone if he wanted to, couldn’t he? Just join in. He felt lonely here, watching and not participating. He glanced towards the black door again. He was itching to see beyond it. He got up, strolled over, and pushed it open. The smell hit him first. Blood and sex again, but this time the room was pitch black. The sounds hit his ears. Moans, gasps, pants for breath, cries of ecstasy. His dead vampire blood boiled. He wanted some of this.
A dim light burned in one corner as he shuffled through the dark. It cast eerie silver light over the pale face of a man seated on a low couch. His trousers were open and saliva gleamed on his cock as another man bent over him sucking, kneeling in submission. Sam stopped, staring. The white face belonged to Bela. He had his hand tangled in the untidy dark locks of his lover, urging him on. His eyes were open, staring back at Sam. A smile played around his sensual lips. Just then, the man drew back with a low moan. “Please,” he said, tipping his head back to reveal his creamy throat.
“When I’m done,” Bela said, looking amused. He pushed the man’s head back down. “You see?” he addressed Sam. “They all crave it. The bite of a vampire.” He grinned and his fangs snapped out, sending a jolt of excitement through Sam. Bela pulled his lover up by the hair. The man came willingly. He straddled Bela’s lap, his trousers strained and tented, and offered his neck, panting. The light flashed on Bela’s teeth before he sank them into his victim’s throat.
Sam was astonished at the cry of rapture Bela’s lover gave. He writhed on the vampire’s lap, grinding against Bela’s cock. Bela pulled hard with his lips at the man’s neck while he stroked himself, sliding his cock through his tight fist. Sam watched, mesmerised, his mouth wet with saliva. The man started to go limp on Bela’s lap and the vampire held him up with one strong hand while he pleasured himself with the other and continued to drink. Sam felt light-headed with need.
Bela tore his mouth from his lover’s throat. He let out a roar of what sounded like triumph as he came, spilling his seed over his hand.
The man fell backwards and Sam lost all his control. He stepped forward, gaze riveted to the ruby liquid flowing from the wounds on the man’s throat, his cock hard. He grabbed Bela’s lover by the shoulder and sank his teeth into the wounds the other vampire had left. The rich nectar flooded his mouth and his senses, and Sam was transported into that other world the blood always took him to. Was this how opium addicts felt? Surely nothing came close to this for humans, although his victim certainly acted like he was in a drug-induced coma.
Sam’s cock pulsed for release as he drank. He felt Bela touch him then between his legs, tracing the thick outline of his cock through his trousers. Sam groaned, spilling a mouthful of precious blood. He heard the vampire laugh.
“We make a perfect team, my friend.”
Sam arched against Bela’s hand. With hot shame, he realised he was going to come like this, into his clothes like a teenager being touched for the first time. He shivered, shook, and released in a flood. The man fell away unconscious, slithering to the ground. Bela stood up, adjusted his clothes, and picked the man up, arranging his loose limbs on the couch. Sam sat dazed, leaning against the furniture.
Bela stooped over him, smoothing Sam’s hair back from his forehead with a fond expression on his face. “It’s so nice to meet a new vampire,” he said. “Even though Emil would kill you if he knew.”
Sam scowled, his head clearing. “Emil’s dead.”
“His head didn’t get up and walk away by itself,” Bela said.
Doubt assailed Sam. He hadn’t worried too much about this before. He had left that to Istvan and Severin. “He couldn’t...come back, could he?”
Bela shrugged. “No vampire ever has, but this is Emil. I always thought he was more immortal that any immortal. He was older than time and so maybe he already has come back before. Somebody took his body away, didn’t they? Maybe they know what to do.”
Sam shivered, suddenly cold, his semen cooling on his undergarments. He stood. “I’ll bid you good evening, Bela.”
Bela’s cold hand drifted over the back of his neck. “Don’t you worry; I’ll protect you my friend.” He gave a sharp-toothed smile that made Sam shudder and seemed to be the offer of a wolf to protect a flock of sheep.




Chapter Five

Sam awoke as twilight descended over the city that evening. He thought back to what Bela had said about Emil and a shudder shook his body. If somehow Emil could resurrect himself—or there was somebody out there who could do it for him—then they were all in trouble. Big trouble. Istvan was a dead man for making Sam a vampire without permission and Severin for making Nikolaus. Emil had ruled all his flock with an iron fist and he would come back screaming bloody vengeance and kill them all. Sam hadn’t wanted this life. Hadn’t wanted to live forever, alone like he was now, but still, it was better than the alternative: being dead.
He laughed to himself and started to draw water for a bath. Where had these gloomy thoughts come from? He tried to focus on more pleasant things, like last night’s club and his encounter with Bela and their obliging lover. Bela was a handsome man that Sam could have some fun with that was for sure, as long as he kept his guard up around the vampire, and now Sam knew where to go for an evening’s entertainment and an everlasting supply of food. All those willing humans, just waiting for the touch of a vampire. His loins stirred at the very notion. His thoughts drifted again to the man he had taken two nights ago near the Basilica. A fine man who had seemed to enjoy himself as much as Sam had. Sam sighed in longing. He knew where the man lived. He could go back for more. If the man was still alive. That was a sobering thought guaranteed to dampen his ardour. He shouldn’t be risking being exposed by visiting a victim a second time. He should reserve his fun for the club, where no one was going to stake him for biting.
He dressed and left the little courtyard, joining tourists on Castle Hill. Down at the Basilica, he located the doorway the man had taken him through. It was closed fast. He huddled under the portico against the cold for a few minutes before the chill leached into his bones. What was he doing here? Chasing a man behind a locked door when he had his choice of humans at the club Bela had taken him to. What was he thinking? Madness. He turned and left with one last rueful look back.
Down the dark, twisting stairs he went into the club, making a beeline for the back room, the one that was lit with red light for a better view. He strolled amongst the debauchery, titillated by the varieties of sex on display. He watched vampires feeding from humans. He watched men and women being fucked. He stopped at a man face down on a bench with his arse bare and his legs spread, his hole oozing semen.
Four vampires stood around taking turns with him. They slapped his plump buttocks until they flamed; they felt under him, fondling his genitals. The man’s throat had purple wounds on it, dribbling blood. One vampire pushed his cock into the man’s mouth, another thrust his cock into his anus. Sam stared. It seemed like a free for all, and the man was groaning and bucking on the bench, his mouth full of cock and sucking for all he was worth. He wasn’t restrained; he didn’t need it. He looked like he was having the time of his life.
Sam looked down at the man’s face and froze.
It was the man from the Basilica. The one Sam had left for dead in his apartment. He was here, alive, in this den of iniquity getting fucked by vampires.
Sam’s cock reared against his trousers. He dug his nails into his palms, afraid he was going to lose control, so desperate was his need for this man. He hovered by the man’s shoulder, looking at the straining muscles in his arms and his back, the clenching of his buttocks, and the sweat pooled on his spine. What a beautiful specimen he was.
The man’s hair had fallen into his eyes and he gasped aloud as the vampire withdrew his cock from his mouth, while the other vampire drew out of his backside, sated.
Sam stepped forward before anyone else could. “May I?” he addressed the group.
The four vampires glanced at each other. One shrugged. “The more the merrier,” he said.
Sam tore his trousers open with trembling hands. Then he hesitated. He could at least introduce himself and ask permission first. The man was quivering with need. He pushed his buttocks up, groaning. “Please,” he said, rubbing himself against the smooth surface of the bench.
Sam stooped by the man’s head, on fire with desire. “Hello again,” he said.
The man glanced up and his eyes widened, fully surprised.
Sam smiled. “Fancy seeing you here. You led me to believe you were an innocent victim and look at you here, actively seeking vampire company.” His tone was gently teasing, but he was not sure how he felt about this man’s lifestyle at all. What a hypocrite he was. What business was it of his if a human liked to get fucked by vampires?
The man shrugged, looking unfazed at being discovered. “It passes the time.”
“I’m Sam. Your name?”
“Janos.”
“Well, Janos, may I have the immense pleasure of finishing you off?”
Janos hesitated a moment. Then he climbed up off the bench. He was tall and hard with muscle. But the hardest thing about him was his cock. It was thick and long and leaking at the tip. Sam smelled his blood, hot and irresistible and pulsing with testosterone. He fought with himself not to grab him and plunge his fangs into his throat.
“No, you may not,” Janos said to Sam’s utter disbelief and walked away.
Sam stared after him in humiliation while the other vampires tittered. The man disappeared naked into the other chamber and Sam silently fastened himself up, cramming his erection back into his trousers. What a lesson that had been. He was obviously not as irresistible to humans as he had previously thought.
◆◆◆
 
The coffin lay in the gloomy dungeon of the castle. Ornate and finely carved, its lid was propped against the wall. The body within lay submerged in a lake of semi-congealed blood, the head separated from it, but only just.
Nerves and tendons snaked from the neck, spanning the gap. Muscle and ligaments reformed. The spinal cord was in the process of fusing together.
The vampire Raphael stood looking down. He smiled.
Soon.




Chapter Six

Stephen sat pensively in the drawing room the next night. His dark brows were drawn together and he looked anxious. He sipped at tea and the cup rattled against the saucer in his hand. “I’m not sure about Istvan’s new friend,” he said.
Sam smiled. “Hardly new. They must go back hundreds of years. You disliked Bela calling you Istvan’s pet, didn’t you?”
Stephen scowled. “What do you think? I’ve barely seen Istvan since his friend arrived. They’re probably indulging in blood orgies every night.”
“Probably,” Sam said. “You’re fond of an orgy too though, from what I can recall.” He thought of last night’s vampire-human orgy at the club and his cock throbbed at the image of Janos face down on that bench with legs spread, just waiting. For everyone, it seemed, apart from Sam.
Stephen flushed. “You’re not helping. And then there’s the business of bringing up Emil again. We don’t need reminding about that bastard.”
“I know.” Sam felt sorry for Stephen. It still troubled his gentle friend that he had been the one to strike the blow that sent Emil’s head rolling across the floor and his soul hopefully to hell. He couldn’t think why. He got up and sat next to Stephen. “He’s not coming back.”
Stephen looked at him. “Then who took him?”
Sam had no reply because since Bela had arrived yesterday, he had spared Emil’s dead body far too much time.
Stephen touched his hand. “What if there’s someone out there even worse than Emil?”
Sam stared at him with horror shrivelling his insides. “Not possible,” he said.
Sam couldn’t get last night’s rejection out of his mind. The beautiful Hungarian with the Rudolph Valentino bedroom eyes. Taking on all comers but refusing Sam. Why? More to the point, why was he so hung up on the bloke when he had his pick of any willing victim at the club? All the blood he wanted on tap and the rest of his immortal life to savour it. So why did he feel so depressed? He knew deep down what it was.
Loneliness.
He looked at Stephen and Istvan and their love and he felt rejection and burning jealousy. He wanted someone for his own. But he had to get over the idea that the Hungarian stranger was made for him in any way. He had been attracted to Sam, sure, when they had tangled on their first night, but maybe he was merely attracted to Sam’s fangs. After all, he gave himself willingly to vampires at the club, so it must have been the action of being bitten and the submission to the vampire’s will that attracted him, not Sam himself.
The idea made him feel miserable. Had Sam lost his allure? He’d always considered himself a good-looking man, but if the likes of Janos only wanted him for his bite, then he guessed he didn’t have what it took to seduce after all. He would never have the classic attraction of Bela or Istvan. He was still merely a novice and had to take what he could get.
He made his way to the club to drown his sorrows, determined to partake fully that night.
The activities within were in full swing. The red lights bathed bare skin and the scent of sex, sweat and blood was heady in the air. Sam liked the contrast of pale, porcelain vampire skin against the pinker flesh of humans. He liked seeing fangs embedded in necks, or sometimes in thighs and wrists or other, more private places. He noticed bite marks and droplets of blood on mortal throats and the fun these humans appeared to be having submitting to vampires. Everyone was getting along just fine. Who said vampires and humans couldn’t mix?
He passed the bench he had seen the previous night and noticed that other men played on it this evening. A vampire was naked and face down to Sam’s surprise and was being flogged by a human. Sam lingered, fascinated, feeling an odd draw at watching a vampire submit. He would never have imagined submitting to a human, but something about it excited him despite himself. He knew it was all a game because what the human wanted from the encounter was to be bitten of course, but clearly the man liked to show the vampire that he was in charge before he received his reward of having his blood taken. The human used a soft velvet-tentacled flogger that striped the pale globes of the vampire’s buttocks pink. The vampire wriggled, lifting his arse and gasping with each stroke from the flogger and the human laughed softly before he ran a soothing hand over each pink stripe.
The vampire spread his legs wider. His cock was pressed down against the bench, visible between his thighs, the head wet and leaking onto his balls. The human touched, sliding his fist up the shaft and making the vampire moan. Then he reached for some oil and lubricated his own erection before straddling the bench. He pressed slowly into the vampire and Sam clenched his teeth at the sound the vampire made when he was penetrated.
Oh God. Sam suddenly longed to take his place on the bench and be fucked by a human. The ultimate submission. He had been fucked by a vampire, but not by a human. He remembered watching Istvan getting fucked by Stephen in 1916 in Severin and Nikolaus’s drawing room in Vienna. That had been one of the hottest things he had ever witnessed. He admired Istvan’s versatility immensely. The vampire knew how to have a good time and he wasn’t afraid to beg for it. Sam wanted to do the same. He wanted this human to take his dick from the vampire, still wet, and thrust it into Sam.
He watched, riveted. His cock ached in the confines of his trousers and he longed for release. He realised then that his bloodlust had taken a back seat to his human lust and he marvelled.
He moved on and took an empty seat on a long red couch against one wall. He beckoned a passing waiter over and accepted a glass of finest claret from his tray. He shivered as he took the first sip and the blood burned its way down him, setting every cell in his body on fire, making him sing and feel reborn and free, like he could now conquer anything. He refused to let his dark thoughts overwhelm him anymore and make him feel worthless. There had to be someone here for him. Someone who would admire him for what he was and not think of him as a mindless, blood-drinking beast. And while he was looking, he could play a while.
He took a second glass of blood and continued to watch the action. After a while, he decided to make his way through the door to the second room beyond. The heavy wood swung shut behind him and sealed him into the black world. His vampire vision was excellent though and together with the very dim lights at intervals, it was more than enough for him to spy on everything going on here.
He wandered through couples and ménages and more. He watched floggings and spankings and all kinds of bloodplay.
He reached the back of the room and what he saw there made his blood run cold.




Chapter Seven

A human was being attacked by two vampires. He was pinned against the wall by his throat by one of the immortals, while the other was attempting to rip his clothes off. Both vampires were in a state of undress, their cocks hard and fangs unsheathed. The human was clearly not a willing participant, the first evidence of non-consensual violence that Sam had seen at the club. The man struggled, crying out—at least as much as he could while he was being choked.
Sam frowned and stepped closer. He didn’t like this at all, not when there were so many willing victims here. Just because a human came here looking for a good time, didn’t mean he wanted to take on all comers and be raped by vampires.
The vampire holding the human by the throat growled. He lunged forward and his victim let out a yell as the vampire pierced his neck with razor sharp teeth.
The other vampire laughed. He groped at the human’s groin and pushed his erection into his thigh.
Sam strode forward. “Enough,” he said in Hungarian. “He’s not interested.”
The vampire lifted his head from drinking with blood on his mouth and looked around in surprise, as did his friend. Sam got a good look at the human’s face then and was shaken to his very core to see that it was Janos. Their gazes met and he saw shame on Janos’s face.
The vampire who had been drinking from Janos laughed. He was a tall, mean-looking blond. “Get your own. This one’s taken.”
Sam stared him down. “Find someone else. He doesn’t want you.”
“What do you know about it?” sneered the second vampire, a red-head. “He comes here to get fucked and drunk from by vampires. What do you think we’re giving him?”
Sam shook his head. “He doesn’t come here to get raped. He has a choice in the matter.”
Both vampires laughed together, a dark, unmusical sound. “Choice? What age are you living in, my friend?” asked the blond. “Because this is the rise of the vampire! We aren’t under the boot of men anymore. If he comes here because he gets off on being bitten, then he’s making himself available to anyone who wants him. By the way, your Hungarian’s lousy.”
Sam spread his feet, distributing his weight and standing his ground. He’d never had to battle vampires before, but he was happy to now. “Let go of him and move on.”
The vampires exchanged glances like they couldn’t believe their ears. Maybe they had never been spoken to by an interloper of Sam’s apparent youth before.
“How old are you?” The first vampire licked his lips free from stolen blood. “Do you know who you’re talking to?”
Sam shrugged. “I don’t answer to anyone, least of all you. Who made you king?” As he said it, he thought of Emil and guessed that if he ever was to answer to anyone, the self-proclaimed Vampire King would be it. It certainly wouldn’t be this idiot.
The vampires laughed again. They let go of Janos fully and he moved away from the wall with unsteady steps, rearranging his clothes and making for a nearby sofa.
The second vampire lifted his chin, jutting out his jaw arrogantly. “Leave now, friend. You’ve been warned.”
Sam made no reply. He merely watched and waited.
The blond vampire who had been drinking from Janos moved first. He flew at Sam in a blur of movement, all teeth and claws and murder in mind.
Sam met him head on, hands out to defend himself from the onslaught of deadly fangs that could maim him in seconds. He jerked his head aside and locked his hands as hard as he could around the neck of the vampire.
Meanwhile, he kept an eye on the second vampire, who circled him warily like a beast ready to pounce, just looking for a chink in Sam’s armour.
The vampire attacking him grabbed Sam’s throat in turn. He lunged at him over and over again, seeking to tear his way through flesh. Sam stumbled back. He fell against a table that overturned, smashing glasses and making a woman scream.
The vampire bore him down into the wreckage. A knee on Sam’s chest, he tightened his hands mercilessly, saliva dripping from his huge canines. Sam squirmed from side to side, attempting to roll from beneath him. Although he didn’t breathe, the choking nonetheless affected him. It made him see stars and his power began to drain shockingly fast. Then he became aware of the second vampire sitting on his legs, holding him flat to the floor with iron strength and sudden terror lit him from the inside out.
He was going to die here.
Suddenly the atmosphere in the dark room was electric as vampires and humans alike realised what was happening. Shouts and cries went up and people crowded around the three fighters, some cheering, others shouting abuse. Some of the terms weren’t popular and men began shouting at others and pushing. All-out war broke out, one-on-one skirmishes turning into mass brawls. A few women gathered their clothes and slunk out while men did what they did best: fought. Vampire against human and even vampire against vampire and human against human.
The noise was overwhelming and the stench of blood cloying as throats were torn open and humans dropped to the floor. Sam could only lie there with weakening struggles and contemplate the fever that had swept the room and revealed the true nature of both factions inside. Under the veneer of mutual desire and lust, the humans and vampires really were as different as could be, and both hated each other. That was a fact Sam couldn’t escape.
He heard a yell then and he saw a blur of dark clothes as someone darted from behind him holding a piece of the broken table—one of its legs. Sam recognised Janos and he could only wonder at what the human was doing—whether he was coming to finish them all off—vampire hunter extraordinaire—before he lunged at the vampire squeezing Sam’s throat, thrusting the makeshift weapon into his chest.
The vampire let out an unearthly wail. He fell back and Janos went with him, burying the stake to the hilt, ramming it home with a fervour bordering on manic. The vampire shook and writhed and before Sam’s disbelieving eyes, he disintegrated into dust. The stake fell to the floor and the dust hovered in the air for a moment before it fell into a neat pile, showering Sam’s legs.
The second vampire scrambled back, eyes red and jaws snapping. He hissed at Janos as the human snatched up the stake and went at him.
Sam crawled to a sitting position. He leaned against a chair massaging his throat and coughing. Around him the fighting had paused briefly when the combatants had seen a vampire staked to death. Then there was whoops and growls and screams and every human was breaking up furniture to use as weapons. A human fell by him as a vampire twisted his neck. Another fell as a vampire tore his throat out and howled in triumph, like a wolf at the moon.
Sam turned away, afraid and sickened, and saw Janos stake the second vampire. The human stood there breathing heavily, looking at the dust, then he took up the stake for the third time and turned to stand over Sam.
Sam’s blood ran cold. Never had he been afraid of a human before, but now he saw the power they wielded over vampires, when previously he had thought them a subservient species, their one role being to satisfy vampires’ appetites. Nothing could have been further from the truth. Humans were the ones in charge and always would be. It was just that some of them got their thrills flirting with danger by mixing with vampires. Like owning a savage beast and taunting it to see if it would bite.
He met Janos’ dark eyes and waited for the human to mete out justice. Because it was only fair. It was how every vampire came to an end—always had, always would—at the mercy of humans, the true rulers of the world.
But Janos’s eyes were soft to Sam’s surprise. He still held the stake in his left hand but with the right, he reached out to Sam. Sam crawled to his knees and let Janos hoist him up with surprising strength. He felt weak and unsteady and he looked around anxiously, lest some of the enthusiastic humans come his way with a stake.
Janos threw a cloak around his shoulders, pulling up the hood. Then he dragged Sam away by the hand. “Come on.”
They battled their way through the throng of bodies, slipping and sliding on blood and piles of dust. Janos pushed the door open and saw that the mayhem had infected the outer, red-lit room too like a wave of destruction. It was hard going to negotiate the brawling but Janos brandished his stake at those who got in his way and soon they were on the stairs, fleeing to the street along with countless other humans and vampires.
Sam stumbled outside and let the freezing night air overwhelm him. He gasped and panted, doubled over, his strength exhausted. He saw double as his vision wavered before he felt Janos’s strong hands claiming him. The human scooped Sam up into his arms and carried him to a waiting car. Sam’s head fell back as darkness enveloped him.




Chapter Eight

Sam came slowly back to awareness to find himself lying in a soft bed. He turned his head, glancing around the empty room and finding it familiar. He sat up quickly and his head started spinning. Dizzy and nauseous, he lay down again, bemused at the wholly human feeling. He was bare-chested and covered with a thick, feathered eiderdown. He peeped beneath the covers to see he still wore his underwear.
The door opened just then and Janos entered. Now Sam knew where he was. He lay still, watching the human approach. Janos stood looking down at him with concern in his dark eyes.
“How are you feeling?” Janos’s voice was soft as though he knew Sam had a headache. He spoke in Hungarian.
“I’m all right.”
“That’s good. I’ve rarely seen a vampire look as vulnerable as you. I don’t know what happened.”
“That makes two of us. I drank tonight and I was at full strength. Getting choked shouldn’t have made me so helpless.”
Janos sat down on the edge of the bed. He reached out a hand and touched Sam’s wrist. “I owe you my life.” His voice was husky and there were bruises around his neck and the purple marks of the recent vampire bite.
His touch set Sam on fire. He felt a rekindling of his energy just from the surge of lust in his veins. It was a brief spurt though and he soon felt exhausted again. He licked his lips, composing himself, choosing his words. “I’m aware that I left you for dead the first time we met. That was unforgiveable. I owed you a debt, so we’ll consider it paid.”
Janos inclined his head. He averted his gaze. “You must wonder what I was doing in a place like that.”
Sam shrugged. “More or less the same thing as me I would have thought. You like to get fucked by vampires, don’t you? Even better if they bite you at the same time.”
Janos flushed, his pale skin reddening up to his ears. “It’s not something I can explain to you,” he said in a murmur with his eyes downcast.
“There’s no need to,” Sam said. Sure, he had wondered about it when he had first seen Janos face down on that bench taking on four vampires. And yes, he had had some negative thoughts about the Hungarian before he had told himself it wasn’t his business. How could he judge anyone—he who had indulged in a ménage with a vampire and his best friend before Istvan had killed him. He who then went on to share himself with Istvan and his vampire friends and would gladly do it again.
Janos swallowed. “Regardless, I feel ashamed.”
A pang of pity worked its way to Sam’s heart. He turned his hand so he could close it around Janos’s fingers. “Don’t. Life is too short for regrets. Do what makes you happy and answer to no one.”
Janos lifted his head. “Even if I put my life at risk every time?”
Sam had no answer to that. He sat up and trailed his fingertips down Janos’s soft cheek. The human’s dark eyes glistened with emotion and this display made Sam’s dead heart clench with long-forgotten feelings.
“It’s true not all vampires are like me, Janos. I’m not an old immortal. I lost my life only five years ago. I still remember my humanity and I have those around me that do too. My concern for you is real, but there are many vampires out there—just look at those in the club last night—who would take what they wanted with no compunction as to the consequences. You do need to take care or your predilection could result in your death.”
Janos turned his cheek into Sam’s hand. It was still pink and hot with shame. His lips brushed against the vampire’s palm, making him shiver. “I’m not sure I care,” he said in a whisper. “Not anymore.”
Sam caught his breath. He shook his head. “You don’t mean that. Don’t be cavalier with your life. It’s too important.”
Janos didn’t say anything. He leaned forward and captured Sam’s lips. Sam gasped. He opened his mouth and let Janos explore with his tongue, meeting it with his own. They kissed long and slow, the kiss deepening, turning hot with passion. It had been so long since Sam had been kissed this way that he was putty in the human’s hands. He let Janos lay him down and the human pulled back the bedclothes before clambering on top of him.
His weight was delicious. Sam felt the press of Janos’s hard cock through the layers of their clothes. He slid his hands to Janos’s jacket to strip it down his arms. Janos assisted him ably and then Sam was wrenching at the buttons on his shirt, the kiss never once breaking.
Janos helped him shrug off his shirt and then they were bare chest to bare chest and Sam was feeling more than amply revived. He began to wonder—ludicrously he knew—if lack of sex rather than lack of blood had caused his loss of consciousness and found the idea amusing.
Janos pressed down on him, his warm, silky skin against Sam’s cooler one while he touched Sam, tracing the outline of his erection through his underwear.
Sam shifted, uttering a groan. He arched as Janos slid down his body, lips planting heated kisses. His mouth closed over one of Sam’s nipples and he sucked it to hardness, tongue flicking over the rigid bud, leaving it glistening.
Sam swore. He gripped Janos’s hair, squirming as the human bit his nipple lightly. Janos made a sound of appreciation in his throat. He left the nipple tingling and wet and repeated the attention to the other nipple before he slid further down Sam’s body, dragging his lips over Sam’s flat abdomen to the waistband of his linen underwear.
Sam flinched as Janos mouthed him through the thin material. He stifled a moan of longing as Janos’s lips traced the hardness of his thick shaft, using his tongue to work over the head, licking the slit. Christ. It was all Sam could do not to wrench his underwear aside and force Janos’s head down on him, but the torment was delicious and worthwhile. Pre-cum oozed through the material and outlined his stiff cock in stark relief. Janos played with him, stroking and mouthing and licking but never allowing his touch to wander beneath the underwear until soon the linen was soaked and clung to Sam’s cock and balls in a deeply erotic fashion.
Janos heaved an excited breath. He sat up and as Sam watched, mesmerised, he wrenched open his trousers and pushed them down off his hips. He was naked beneath and his dick jutted out, long and thick. Sam remembered watching the vampire getting fucked the previous night in the club. How he had groaned when the human had sheathed himself deep and how Sam had longed for the human to do the same to him. He licked his lips and their eyes met. He was sure Janos read his mind in that moment. The human yanked down Sam’s underwear and discarded it and Sam’s cock slapped heavily against his belly, leaving a trail of pre-cum. Janos rolled across to the bedside cabinet and procured a bottle of oil, drizzling it onto his fingertips.
Sam shuddered as he watched. He ached to be taken and mastered.
“Open wide,” Janos said and Sam parted his legs, knees up, feeling naked and defenceless in a way he hadn’t since he had become a vampire. He shuddered at the first touch of Janos’s oiled finger. It felt like heaven. Janos stroked the puckered skin, working oil around his entrance, pressing and seeking until slowly, he sank the digit into Sam.
The vampire shivered and let out a low growl. He saw the gleam in Janos’s dark eyes and surged up to capture the human’s lips in a kiss. Janos moaned softly against his mouth. He added a second finger and stretched Sam open.
Sam cursed and shook as Janos touched that place inside him that made him crazy with the two kinds of lust. Bloodlust poured over him without warning, filling his mouth with saliva and making his fangs snap out. Janos paused, looking down at Sam’s face.
Sam licked his lips, attempting to retain control, with his cock throbbing and his stomach aching for blood. “Don’t be afraid,” he said in a whisper. “Do what you want to me. I won’t hurt you.” He wondered how he could make such rash promises when he was moments away from lunging at the human and sinking his teeth into that wonderful neck.
Janos’s fingers left him. He sat back on his heels, slicking oil along the length of his straining cock. He positioned his dick between Sam’s cheeks and the vampire shivered with excitement as he felt the hard length ready to invade.
“I trust you,” Janos whispered. “I don’t know why.” Then he pushed forward, penetrating Sam all the way to the hilt and leaving him so full that he gasped and panted, afraid to move in case the feeling sent him instantly over the edge into orgasm. This feeling, so impossibly exciting. No one had done this to him before he died, and after death, only Istvan had fucked him so far. Being fucked by a vampire was as good as it sounded. Istvan’s teeth in his throat and his cock in his arse. The memory made him ache to be bitten. If only.
Janos studied his face a moment, bracing himself on his arms. He pulled back almost all the way, then eased deep again and Sam was undone. He grasped Janos by the hips and pulled him forward, grinding against him and the human responded by bucking his hips into Sam’s pelvis, taking him deeply.
Sam cried out and Janos smothered it with a kiss. They entwined fiercely on the bed, rocking against each other, the headboard banging against the wall. Janos’s hand curled around Sam’s shaft and Sam’s desire turned molten. Pre-cum slicked his cock and Janos spread it over the head with his thumb. He jerked hard and swift and Sam bucked against him, losing rhythm and going off at a tangent.
Janos leaned down to him. He presented his arched neck and grabbed the back of Sam’s head, leaving him with no illusion about his desire. Sam rested his lips against the satin skin and felt the force of the pulse bounding against his lips, immediately sending his desire off the scale. He could taste the sweet nectar of Janos’s blood even before he plunged his fangs into his throat. The honey spurted into his mouth with force and Sam almost choked. He closed his mouth and sucked, dimly aware that he needed to practice restraint with this man of all men.
Janos continued to pound him and Sam lifted his legs, wrapped them around his partner’s waist and clung hard to his back. Janos let out a long, satisfied groan and Sam felt it in that moment. He felt his world come crashing in, the earth shuddering on its very axis, both of them melded together as one and as he took a last swallow of blood and came to a shattering climax, he felt Janos come too, and he knew without doubt.
He was in love.




Chapter Nine

The room was growing lighter by the time they had finished. Human and vampire lay tangled in damp sheets, holding each other. The taste of Janos’s blood was still strong in Sam’s mouth. He ran his tongue over his lips, tasting his lover’s essence. His entire body pulsed with renewal. He felt stronger than ever and wondered if Janos’s blood was special, because it certainly seemed more nourishing than other blood he had drank in the past. He knew the ultimate nourishment was vampire blood. Istvan had allowed Sam to drink from him after he had created him and Sam had never forgotten that ultimate high. He had longed to drink from a vampire again since that day but at the moment, there was nowhere he wanted to be more than here with Janos. The beautiful Hungarian lay curled against him, his skin lightly sheened with sweat, long lashes blinking over his dark eyes as he regarded Sam silently.
“That was quite extraordinary,” Sam said in a low voice.
Janos inclined his head in agreement. “It was.”
“Was that your thanks for saving your life?” Sam smiled to let Janos know he was teasing.
“If you like,” Janos said with a pearly-toothed grin.
What a lovely smile he had. Everything about Janos was lovely.
“I like,” Sam said. He glanced towards the thick curtains that were keeping the worst of the coming dawn light out. “I need to go or I’ll be caught here.”
Janos shrugged. “You can stay and sleep until nightfall if you like.”
Sam hesitated because he liked that idea very much—even more if he could persuade Janos to lie with him—but something warned him from getting too comfortable too soon. This man was a human. He shouldn’t trust him, even if Janos had saved his life. Humans and vampires didn’t mix, as witnessed by the dramatic events at the club that night. It would do Sam no good to think about going down this road. Not with a human.
He swung his legs over the edge of the bed. “Thanks, but I have to go.”
If Janos was disappointed, he didn’t show it.
Sam dressed. His limbs felt weightless with continuing ecstasy and his cock was turgid once more as he tucked it away.
“So tell me,” Janos said in a too-casual tone of voice. “Where do you hang out when you’re not looking for prey at the club?”
Sam turned to look at him, pulling on his waistcoat. He shrugged. “Here and there. I have a bookshop on Castle Hill.”
“Really?” Janos looked interested. “What languages are your books in?”
“All languages. Mainly English and Hungarian though.”
Janos switched to heavily-accented English that sounded incredibly erotic and made Sam wish he was staying. “I’d like to read some to further my English. Perhaps I’ll come by.”
The exchange was so casual that Sam knew a deep current of feeling ran beneath it. “Your English is very good already,” he replied in his mother tongue. “Where did you learn it?”
Janos averted his gaze. He toyed with a loose thread on the eiderdown. “Someone taught me.”
Sam sat on the bed to lace up his boots. “A man?”
Janos bit his lip. “Yes.”
“What happened to him? Your Englishman.”
He saw deep pain cross Janos’s face before he tried hard to rearrange his features into neutrality. “He died.”
Sam put his hand on Janos’s shoulder. “I’m sorry to hear that. Was he killed in the war?”
Janos shook his head. “No. He was killed by a vampire.” He looked up with burning dark eyes.
Sam stared at him, shaken. He stood. “Then why would you...? Help me explain why you…”
“Let vampires fuck me?” Janos shrugged. “I don’t know. I really don’t. I have a death wish. I don’t care what happens to me anymore. I’ve been dead inside since Benedict was murdered. I wanted those vampires to have me today, to finish me off. You shouldn’t have intervened. But my God, I enjoyed killing them.” His eyes gleamed.
Sam swallowed. He shook his head. Janos shrugged away when Sam tried to touch him again. He climbed from the bed and padded naked to a chair in the corner where he pulled on a robe and fastened the belt.
“Please go now,” he said. He wrapped his arms around himself as though cold. As though he could ward Sam off. Sam was saddened by the change in his attitude. Now he spoke as though he hated Sam, and he guessed he had good reason to. So why take Sam to his bed? He wished he could get his head around that.
He looked at the wounds he had left on Janos’s neck. “I wouldn’t hurt you, Janos,” he said. “Not ever. Please know that. I know what I just did and I did it because you invited me to, but please believe me I wouldn’t do it ever again if you didn’t want me to.”
Janos bit his lip. He walked into an adjoining bathroom and closed the door.
Sam sighed. He should have been going home walking on air as a man in love, but now he felt deflated and uneasy. He wanted Janos to feel the same. He didn’t want him to hate him. He buttoned his coat and slipped out of the door. Descending the stairs, he eased the heavy main door open, peeping around it at the lightening sky before he committed himself to stepping out. It wasn’t too bad. The morning was getting late, but the sky was still purple, no winter sun visible. Sam hurried into the biting air with the brim of his hat pulled low and the collar of his coat turned up. It was too cold to walk so he hired a cab near the Basilica and directed the driver to cross the bridge to Castle Hill.
He made it back home to the little courtyard some time later and when he got there he saw a young, ragged boy loitering outside his door. He carried a letter in his hand. “For you, sir,” he said.
Sam thanked him and gave him a coin as a reward and the boy scampered away. Sam unlocked the door to his apartment and went inside. He hung his jacket up by the door and went into the drawing room. There he took the gold letter opener from his writing bureau and broke the wax seal on the envelope. He pulled out one single sheet of paper.
Come as soon as you get this.
Istvan.




Chapter Ten

Sam was shown into Istvan’s drawing room that evening to find it empty. He sat nervously on the couch and waited. He was sure he knew why Istvan wanted to see him. Clearly the older vampire had gotten wind of the terrible debacle at the club the previous night and wanted to tear a strip off Sam for it. He glanced around the room, noting pictures of Stephen on the walls but none, of course, of Istvan. The vampire would never show up on film. He thought about their relationship and understood now the terrible draw that vampires had for humans. More than bloodlust, more than sexual lust. When the emotion was real, it was more than anything at all. He understood why Istvan hadn’t yet killed Stephen and why he protected the human with his life. Sam was feeling that way about Janos. He had plenty of desire to drink his blood and have sex with him, but he had no desire to kill him. He wondered if this feeling would change and if, next time he saw Janos, he might be so overcome by the bloodlust that he might be in danger of drinking the human dry.
He hoped not.
He had woken up still miraculously nourished and not very hungry, although if Istvan offered him a small snack now before dinner, he wouldn’t say no. Had the human blood sustained him all this time? Was it possible? Now he came to think about it, he had also felt remarkably good and still full the day he had woken up after feeding on Janos for the first time too. He made a mental note to ask Istvan about it later. If he still had his head attached by the time the Hungarian vampire had finished with him.
He looked up as Istvan strode in with Stephen following behind him. Then he noticed the other vampires were there—Nikolaus and Severin who Sam had thought were in Vienna—and Bela, and he groaned inwardly. He really was in trouble.
Stephen looked anxious. The vampires just looked cold and sullen. Shit.
Istvan sat down on the chaise longue opposite and the other vampires spread out around him in chairs, making him feel like a trapped animal. Only Stephen seemed to feel sorry for him and he sat down next to Sam. He put his hand on Sam’s knee and smiled gently at him. Stephen was altogether too gentle for all this, that was his trouble. He should never have got mixed up with the vampires.
“So,” Istvan said, his face stony. “Have you anything to tell me?”
Sam licked his lips and glanced at Bela. As far as he was concerned it was the older vampire’s fault for taking him to the club in the first place.
“Are you talking about last night?” Sam asked, feigning innocence even though he knew it was pointless.
Istvan slammed his hand down on the table, rattling the cup and teapot on the tray that had been already laid out for Stephen. “Don’t treat me like an idiot, Sam! I’m older and wiser than you will ever be and I know everything as soon as it happens. What the fuck were you doing last night?”
Sam swallowed. Stephen squeezed his knee again. “It’s okay,” his friend said. “Just tell him.”
“I was at the club,” Sam said. He looked at Bela. “Blame him, he introduced me to it.”
“Really, grow up and take responsibility for your own actions,” Bela said scornfully. He was not so much the affable vampire anymore and Sam saw clearly that he was only out for number one and only ever had been.
“I’ve already torn Bela a new arsehole,” Istvan said, “and told him that a new vampire like yourself should not be taken to such places. Too much temptation and not enough willpower on your part to stop you getting in trouble.”
“Hey, I have plenty of willpower!” Sam said, thinking of how he hadn’t killed Janos when he could have done.
“Shut up!” Istvan’s voice was like a whip. “You were reckless and foolish and you’ve brought danger to us all.”
“You haven’t even heard my side yet,” Sam said sullenly.
“Then tell me.”
“Two vampires were attacking a human, trying to rape him. I stepped in and the pair of them fought me, nearly killed me. Janos—the human—staked them both and as this was happening, some sort of panic swept through the place.” Sam shuddered with memory. “The violence was contagious. People started fighting, killing each other. I don’t know how it happened. We fled. He saved my life as I saved his.”
Istvan regarded him. “And you spent the night in his bed to reward him.”
Sam flushed. “It would have been rude not to.” He didn’t dare smirk.
“How many times have I told you what danger humans are to us?” Istvan asked.
Sam glanced at Stephen. “I don’t know how you dare, you hypocrite.”
“I dare because I don’t want to see you make the same mistakes I did. I want you to have a healthy and long life,” Istvan said, his face blanching a shade paler.
“Excuse me?” Stephen stood up. “Mistake? That’s what I am to you, Istvan?”
Istvan looked at him as though he had forgotten Stephen was in the building. He stood up too. Severin and Nikolaus glanced at each other, remaining silent. “No, my love, I wasn’t talking about you.”
“Of course you weren’t.” Stephen stalked out of the room.
Istvan sighed and ran a hand through his chestnut hair. He turned back to Sam with his amber eyes blazing. “You and Bela are both responsible for what is going to befall us,” he said. “Do you think the owners of the club are going to be able to cover up so many deaths without the police getting involved? Post-mortems will be undertaken and we will all be outed. Panic will sweep through the city. It will be a bloodbath. We will all be murdered in our beds.”
Sam curled his lip. “Bravo, Istvan. You should have been an actor.”
Istvan lunged forward over the table and punched Sam in the face.
Sam crashed backwards over the couch and landed in a dazed heap, the full force of the vampire’s blow shattering his jaw and his cheekbone. The rest of the vampires were on their feet, staring, none coming to help him. Stephen rushed back into the room with a cry and bent over Sam, cradling his head.
Istvan stood over him, glaring down. “We’re done with you,” he said in a toneless voice. “You cannot be trusted to work to our mutual benefit in keeping us safe. I’m ordering you to leave Budapest immediately and never come back here.”
“No!” cried Stephen.
Istvan ignored him. He turned on his heel and left the room and one by one, the other vampires trooped after him.




Chapter Eleven

Istvan entered the bedroom with trepidation. His partner was pacing, chewing his nails. He whirled to face Istvan. “Why did you do it?”
Istvan was sullen. “You know why. He’s a liability. He’s going to get us all killed.”
Stephen shook his head. “You hurt him. You broke his jaw.”
“Nothing a good couple of meals won’t fix,” Istvan said.
Stephen stalked forward. He pounded Istvan on the chest with his fists and the vampire stepped back, astonished. “I don’t care!” Stephen cried. “He’s my friend and you’ve really hurt him. That’s not you, Istvan. You’re not the man I thought you were.”
Regret began to seep into Istvan’s anger. He had had to dish out justice to other vampires before during his long life, but such uncharacteristic violence was not part of his make-up. That was more Emil’s style. He shuddered at the thought that he might have become Emil’s successor as Bela had suggested. That maybe other vampires would start seeing him as the tyrant and despot that the German vampire had been. That they would fear him. He had no wish to be that creature of dread like Emil. No wish to dominate his brethren with an iron fist.
He swallowed and reached out for Stephen with a conciliatory hand. “You’re right. I don’t know what happened.”
Stephen shrugged away and turned his back to pace the room once more. “Sam is young. He’s alone and he’s naive. Just trying to do the best he can.”
“I know,” Istvan said and he started to feel deeply ashamed as he remembered what a terrible vampire he had been for the first hundred years of his life. A loose cannon, a liability, just as he had labelled Sam. How did he have any right to judge others? He remembered how Emil had punished him for his many indiscretions. Too many times to remember.
“You can’t order him to leave Budapest. He has lost everything—his home, his family, his friends. He didn’t ask you to make him into a monster.”
Istvan frowned. He grabbed Stephen’s arm and pulled him around to face him. Tears stood in Stephen’s eyes. “Is that how you see me?” Istvan asked. “A monster?”
Stephen looked away. “No. But I’m glad every day that you didn’t make me into a vampire.”
Istvan felt the yawning chasm between them then, something he had been trying to avoid seeing. He thought if he didn’t think about it, it would all go away. But how could it? He had been hoping deep down for a resolution, but he knew that resolution would involve Stephen’s death. How could it not? He had been as unwilling to make Stephen into a vampire as the human was to become one, but what other avenue was open to them, in the end?
Istvan tightened his grip, staring into Stephen’s blue eyes. He hesitated before he spoke his thoughts. “What happens when you get old?”
Stephen shook himself free from Istvan’s grip. “Then I get old and die. That’s how it happens for humans in case you can’t remember.”
“And what about me?” Istvan hated how pathetic his voice sounded.
When Stephen looked at him, his eyes were hard, but behind that, they were full of suffering. “What about you?”
“I will mourn you for the rest of my life,” Istvan said with a lump in his throat.
Stephen bit his lip. “That was always how it was going to be. You’re a vampire and I’m human. You’ll lose me. It’s life.” Stephen made to walk away but Istvan blocked his progress.
“It doesn’t have to be.”
Stephen looked at him so coldly that Istvan shrivelled inside. “I wouldn’t be like you for anything in this world.” He walked out of the room and closed the door.
The world had come crashing around Istvan’s ears. He sank onto the bed and put his head in his hands. Stephen had spoken to him like he was the lowest form of life to walk God’s earth. All this time they had somehow lived happily together despite the risk to Stephen, and now he had revealed his true feelings. That Istvan actually repulsed him. Bitter blood tears welled up in his eyes. He and Stephen were over. There was no bridge that could ever span the distance between them.


◆◆◆
 
Sam hurried on foot from Istvan’s apartment. He crossed the river via Chain Bridge and climbed the hill. The pain in his face was so exquisite he was worried he might black out. His vision swam and his jaw pulsed. Never had he expected to feel such human pain again. He guessed he might have started healing by now if he had fed before he had visited Istvan, but he had gone straight to Stephen and Istvan as the vampire had requested, expecting to be offered refreshments from Istvan’s vintage. The delicious satiation of Janos’s blood had well and truly worn off and stomach cramps gnawed at him. He wondered how many bones in his face were broken because it hurt right up to his eye socket and radiated down his neck and into his shoulder. He had thought himself immune. He was wrong.
He hadn’t expected such treatment from Istvan, but he guessed he had never seen the older vampire’s true side before. They all must have had their savage sides or they would never have survived as long as they had. He guessed he deserved the chastisement, but it wasn’t as though he had gone to the club with the intention of starting a riot that left so many dead. He had thought he was being discreet, doing the best he could with this new life, but obviously he was a big disappointment to Istvan.
Where was he going to go now? Stephen was his only friend in the world and without him Sam had nothing. He reached his shop and the bell jingled as he pushed open the door. His manager looked up from where he was reading behind the counter. His smile of greeting turned into a frown when he saw Sam’s face. “What’s happened?” Imre got up, stepping around the counter and approaching with anxiety on his face.
Sam waved his concern away. “I’m okay. An accident.” It was a struggle to open and close his jaw any great amount and his words came out in a slur. The pain was still a surprise.
Imre looked dubious. “You need to go to the hospital.”
Sam shook his head. “It will be fine.”
Imre shook his head in exasperation. “There’s a man waiting to see you in the back.”
Sam frowned. He didn’t need any more trauma today and the sum total of everyone he knew in Budapest had just been in Istvan’s drawing room, so who could it be? He moved behind the counter and pushed open the door to the staff quarters.
The room was small and dingy with no natural daylight, which suited Sam just fine. As he entered, Janos rose from an armchair, his mouth open to speak. No words came out because Janos stopped, agog, his eyes wide.
“What happened to you?” Janos crossed the room and grabbed Sam by the arms.
Sam closed the door and leaned against it, suddenly exhausted. “Nothing.”
“Don’t tell me nothing! Who did this to you?”
The concern in Janos’s lovely brown eyes astonished him. He was surprised Janos was even here after the words they had exchanged last night and the reveal he had made about a vampire killing his true love. Sam sighed. “Istvan.”
“Who’s Istvan?”
“A...an acquaintance of mine.”
“A vampire?”
Sam nodded. “He wasn’t happy to find out about the carnage at the club last night. He thinks I have put him and his friends in a difficult situation.”
“But that wasn’t your fault.” Janos was earnest. He reached out a hand to touch Sam’s bruised cheek, then thought better of it and let his fingers drop.
Sam shrugged. “Well, I was busy saving humans. I guess if I hadn’t have done, nothing would have happened.”
Janos looked hurt. “You were busy saving me. And I would have died if you hadn’t.”
Sam looked away. “I know.”
“Why haven’t you healed?”
“I haven’t fed tonight.”
Janos moved back to the armchair and sat down, resting his head back, pale throat exposed. “Take it from me.”
Sam smelled the intoxicating scent of Janos’s blood from all the way over by the door and it made his senses swim with instant lust. He shook his head. “No. I took enough last night.”
“And I feel no ill effects.”
Sam took a couple of hesitant steps towards the chair. “Why would you offer me this? After what you told me last night?”
Janos regarded him steadily. “Because I felt something when I made love to you. Something I haven’t felt in many years. And I know you felt it too.”
Sam swallowed. He moved between Janos’s open knees and trailed his fingers over the human’s soft cheek. “You mustn’t get involved with me. I’ll destroy you.”
“I’m already destroyed.” It was a whisper. “I have nothing left to live for.” And Janos closed his eyes, leaning his head back again.
The words bothered Sam more than he could say. Janos’s behaviour, so cavalier with his life, speared him to the core. He didn’t want to be the one to kill him, but he certainly didn’t want a random vampire at the club to do it either. He fought with himself, but the bloodlust was raging out of control. Here was an easy meal from a source who was already dear to him. One whose blood he knew tasted divine. He straddled Janos’s lap and cradled the human’s head in the palm of his hand. “Thank you,” he murmured.
They looked at each other for a long moment before their lips met. Even the kiss hurt Sam’s battered and bruised face and Janos knew that, because he drew back after a moment and rested his head back, tipping his chin up to give Sam access.
With difficulty, Sam opened his mouth as wide as he could and plunged his fangs into Janos’s neck.
The human inhaled sharply. He moaned and clutched at Sam’s hips and Sam felt the undeniable frisson of human lust on top of the bloodlust. His cock started to fill just as Janos’s blood spurted into his mouth and he thickened and hardened, aching between his legs.
With his eyes shut, Janos rocked beneath Sam, lifting his pelvis, his cock straining his trousers. Sam tightened his hand on the human’s head. With his other he reached down for Janos’s belt, yanking it open, followed by the buttons on his trousers.
Janos gasped as Sam thrust a hand inside his underwear, closed it around his cock and started to jerk. Janos bucked, his dick leaking and his hands fumbling with Sam’s clothes in turn.
Sam shook with anticipation as Janos pushed down his clothes and liberated his cock. The human’s small hand slid down his rigid shaft before he rubbed his thumb around the head, lingering on the slit and smearing pre-cum. Sam swallowed his last mouthful. He knew he had to stop even though his body urged him to keep going, to take every drop until his face had healed and he felt reborn. But no, he never would, and certainly not with this human. He withdrew his fangs. Already he felt the pain in his face lessen and the other lust come to the fore.
He climbed off Janos and yanked him to his feet. Janos gave a little gasp as Sam pushed him face first into the back of the chair before wrenching down his clothes. He dropped to his knees, spread Janos’s buttocks, and tongued his hole with firm, wet strokes. Janos’s legs shook. He stifled a cry with his hand over his mouth.
Sam went in again, circling Janos’s entrance, wetting him, opening him up with the probing tip of his tongue until Janos whimpered and pushed his backside into Sam’s face. Sam sucked on two fingers. He worked one into Janos and then the other, listening to the fireworks that Janos tried so hard to smother. The human clutched the back of the chair with clawed hands, gasping, pushing his buttocks back, jerking as Sam pressed on the little bump inside him.
“You’re mine tonight,” Sam whispered as he withdrew his fingers and slicked up his cock with saliva. He mouthed Janos’s shoulder, nipping with his teeth, and felt his lover tremble. He placed his cock between Janos’s cheeks, rubbing slowly, savouring the feeling as Janos stretched open around him.
Janos’s breath came in harsh pants. He cried out as Sam nailed him all the way in one smooth stroke.
“Please, oh God, please!”
Sam smiled. He licked at the blood running from the wounds on Janos’s neck and then he slid his fangs back inside, even though he’d told himself no more. He couldn’t help himself. He loved that feeling of his teeth penetrating at the same time as his cock did. He’d been on the receiving end of it. Istvan had fucked him over the side of a bridge in France with his teeth in his neck. Then Sam had gone to his bed later in Vienna and rode Istvan’s cock while Istvan bit him. It was nice to experience it from the other side. Those two penetrations into his lover. The twin pleasures. Nothing on this earth was like it. Guaranteeing he would be addicted to this man for the rest of his life.
Just don’t kill him.
Janos was going crazy on the chair, shaking, moaning, his back arched and glistening with sweat. Sam fucked him with a swift rhythm, swallowing his lover’s blood as he thrust his cock deep inside. The pain in his face receded more and more and he became aware that his mouth was opening more freely, with less restriction. The blood continued to slide down like liquid fire, creating an inferno inside him and his cock strained, begging for more and more.
Janos’s movements were slowing. His hands were still on the back of the chair and although he still groaned with pleasure, it was a feeble sound. Sam realised he had taken too much and quickly withdrew his fangs even though he was far from sated. He knew he would have carried on until Janos was empty and he felt deep shame. He slid his arms around his lover’s waist, licked at the blood on his neck, and eased his cock deeper and deeper, faster and faster.
Janos still had consciousness left to cry out. Sam reached for his cock, jerked it swiftly, wanting the human to come before he passed out. Janos’s cock swelled, slippery with fluid. His head fell back against Sam’s shoulder and his chest heaved.
“Yes,” he said. “Yes.”
His blood called out to Sam once last time but he resisted with a strength he didn’t know he possessed, even though he wanted nothing more than to come with a mouthful of blood—the ultimate high. Instead, he let the blood on his lips be enough as he came to a thundering climax and felt his lover do the same, semen spurting over his hand.
Janos fell limply against the back of the chair with soft groans of exquisite pleasure and Sam crushed him there. He felt the human’s heart roaring through his back, pounding against Sam’s chest, and for a moment, it felt like it was Sam’s own dead heart, come back to life. He savoured the feeling, letting the sound fill his head and the reverberations bound against his ribcage, and he held Janos the way he hadn’t held anyone since Istvan had killed him.




Chapter Twelve

Sam had to leave Janos slumped in the armchair while he went back outside, hoping his manager hadn’t heard too much. Imre was still in the same seat behind the counter pouring over some ancient Hungarian novel. If he hadn’t heard the commotion, he was a very good actor. “You can go,” Sam said. “I’ll close up.”
Imre looked up at him and his gaze sharpened, eyes moving over Sam’s countenance. “Your face looks better,” he said with a confused frown.
“I heal quickly,” Sam said with no trace of irony and put a hand on Imre’s shoulder, guiding him to the door.
With his book under his arm, Imre exited. “See you tomorrow.”
“Thank you. See you tomorrow.” Sam closed the door and locked it with a sigh of relief. He and Imre weren’t close, and while he liked the man and enjoyed their bookish chats, he kept his employee at arm’s length. He wondered just how discreet he was actually being though. Imre had seen him enter the bookshop with a broken jaw and probably a fractured cheekbone and eye socket, and a few minutes later he’d seen Sam looking much improved with no medical treatment. He was surprised Imre didn’t return with a group of suspicious Hungarians all carrying stakes.
He retraced his steps to the back room and scooped up Janos’s unconscious body. He slipped out the back door of the shop, glancing around as he made his way down the back alley towards the little courtyard where his apartment was situated. Once he had climbed the stairs and unlocked the door, he carried Janos inside and laid him down on the comfortable bed. Sam had never fancied sleeping in a coffin, contrary to popular myth. He liked a big comfy bed too much. He sat down and brushed Janos’s dark hair back from where it had fallen tousled over his forehead.
He sighed. Leaving Janos unconscious was starting to become a habit. As much as he loved drinking from the man, he needed to think about looking elsewhere before it all ended in tragedy. He tried not to think about the consequences of taking too much. Was he even capable of making a vampire? It seemed such a forbidden thing to do. Istvan had made him, but by all accounts would have been a dead man if Emil had had his way. But how nice it would be to have a companion. Someone who understood how lonely and miserable this life was, how fraught with danger around every corner.
When he thought about it like that, how could he subject Janos to this? How could he bring anyone into this life, knowing what torments and tribulations would lie in store for them? He was crushed with the weight of his own feelings. He was destined to be alone for the rest of his immortal life.
◆◆◆
 
In the dungeon of the ancient castle, it was like watching a birth. The movements of the black shape in the casket started off slow and barely perceptible. They built steadily over minutes until the entire coffin appeared to be writhing, then convulsing. With it came guttural groans and Raphael imagined a baby doing the same in the womb, if only people could see what it went through being born and hear the pain it felt.
A hand grasped the edge of the coffin. Thin and skeletal with long claw-like nails. The groans became a high-pitched keening wail and Raphael shook his head, appalled, finally having to put his hands over his ears. Really, was there any need for such drama?
The casket rocked. The black shape moved and the darkness coalesced into the form of a man as the vampire stood. He was unsteady, legs quaking like a new-born lamb or a toddler taking his first steps. Raphael waited, somewhat impatiently.
Emil slowly lifted his arms above his head. His eyes opened, burning coal black in the dim torchlight. He let out a howl something akin to a wolf might make but with an edge of triumph. A howl of resurrection that went on and on and on. From far beyond the castle walls came answering cries from the local animals. Raphael knew that packs of grey wolves roamed the area for he had seen them with his own eyes. Indeed, he had conversed with them on many occasions. The animals were surprisingly docile and affectionate when Raphael walked among them, petting them and allowing them to lick his hand.
The wolves’ mournful cry pierced the night and somewhere it was answered by the call of domestic dogs and the baby-like cry of cats, both wild and domestic.
“Enough,” Raphael said when the noise became too much and Emil’s gaze snapped to him as though realising he was there for the first time. The younger vampire closed his mouth, the unearthly howl ceasing.
He worked his lips for a moment as though he had forgotten how to speak. “You,” he said, his voice hoarse and scratchy with disuse.
“Me,” affirmed Raphael.
Emil climbed slowly out of the coffin with torturous movements and looked around the dungeon. “What happened?”
“Humans happened,” Raphael said. “Don’t you remember? Other vampires happened. They conspired with each other to cut off your head.”
Emil started, his eyes bulging. He put a hand to his neck where the gruesome line of the sword was clearly visible. His face hardened into the oh so familiar expression of Raphael’s favourite protégé. “Who?” The single word was loaded with ominous threat and barely suppressed fury. He shook with anger.
“Istvan,” Raphael said. “Severin. Nikolaus. Istvan’s new English vampire and his human pet.”
Emil blanched even whiter than his already translucent skin. One hand curled into a fist. “Istvan,” he said and Raphael knew then that the rumours he had heard about Emil’s obsession with the Hungarian vampire were true. It was obviously also true that Istvan had never returned his maker’s rather misguided feelings. After all, Raphael thought savagely, who would want Emil in love with them? He might have resurrected the German vampire but that didn’t mean he had to like him an awful lot. Emil wasn’t someone anybody could actually like. He merely served Raphael’s purposes.
“How long?” Emil said.
“It has taken me five years to complete the resurrection,” Raphael replied and Emil stared at him. He shook his head and turned away, pacing the dungeon and muttering to himself. Raphael watched him a moment and then said, “Emil.” The single word rang out through the dark, commanding, insistent, and when Emil turned, Raphael was under no illusion that he did so from subservience.
“Focus,” Raphael said sharply. “Collect your thoughts and hone them. Your thoughts should not be petty human ones, about this vampire that has hurt you and that one that has betrayed you. The vampires and the humans are all living on borrowed time. They are all dead men.”
Emil regarded him with both fists clenched. He nodded slowly.


◆◆◆
 
In the little apartment, Janos stirred finally on the bed much to Sam’s relief. His eyelashes fluttered and then his eyes opened, some colour coming back to his pale cheeks. Sam reached down and trailed his fingertips over Janos’s face. “Are you all right?”
Janos blinked. He nodded and moistened his dry lips with his tongue.
“I’m so sorry,” Sam said. “Please forgive me.”
Janos shook his head. “You don’t have anything to be sorry for,” he said. “I offered it to you.”
“And I took too much again. I couldn’t control myself.” Sam pressed a hand against his head, his eyes shut.
“Hush,” Janos said. “Don’t. You needed it. You were sick and injured. What sort of man would I be if I had denied you in your hour of need?”
Sam looked down at him with a lump in his throat and tears brimming his eyes. He realised that he might have found the thing he needed most in this solitary existence after years of fruitless searching. “Why would you...” he asked and stopped because he couldn’t understand it.
Janos reached up to touch his cheek. “Because I care about you. Because you’re more than just a vampire to me.”
“But a vampire took the man you loved.”
“And everyone has to survive, even vampires,” Janos said.
It was such a philosophical statement that Sam bent his head humbly. Tears streaked his cheeks. “Your kindness is something I’m not used to,” he said in an unsteady voice.
Janos sat up. He put his arms around Sam and held him close. “I know,” he said. “But there is someone for everyone in this world. And I am yours if you want me.”
Sam scooped him close. He buried himself in Janos’s warmth and marvelled that anyone would want such an abomination as himself.
A sudden knock at the door startled him. He drew back from Janos, wondering who out of his limited acquaintances it could be. Seeing as he only had one actual friend, the answer was kind of obvious and sure enough, as he walked to the door and opened up, he found Stephen on the other side holding a travelling bag, red-eyed from crying.
“Can I stay?” his friend asked.
Sam sighed. “You shouldn’t argue with him on my account. Any differences are between us. Don’t let it affect your relationship.”
Stephen looked at him agog. “Are you serious? After what he did to you?”
“Yes. I deserved it.”
“No, Sam.”
Sam stepped back and ushered him in. “Come on. I have a guest.”
Stephen paused at the entrance to Sam’s bedroom, unsure when he spied Janos climbing off the bed. “Go in,” Sam said, giving him a gentle push forward. “Stephen, this is Janos. Janos, this is my friend, Stephen.”
Janos held out his hand. Sam could see that he was trying to work out whether Stephen was a vampire, and vice-versa. “For the record,” he said, “you’re both human.”
Janos and Stephen both gave uneasy smiles. “Stephen is Istvan’s partner,” Sam told Janos. “They’ve fallen out.”
Janos nodded. His face drew a little closed at the information after what Sam had told him about Istvan. He must have been wondering about Stephen being the lover of such a vampire. But he had plenty in common with Stephen.
Sam glanced at Stephen. “Janos is my friend. My special friend.” He smiled at Janos.
Stephen smiled too. “Consorting with humans. What would Emil say?”
Sam grinned and dug him in the ribs.
“Who’s Emil?” Janos asked.
“It’s best if you don’t know,” Sam said.




Chapter Thirteen

Istvan returned home just before daybreak to find Stephen gone. Severin and Nikolaus had retired to a hotel in town and Istvan wandered the empty apartment for a while, marvelling at his own feelings. He had been alone for so long before Stephen and yet he had tolerated it, even embraced it as a necessary part of his being. How could a vampire ever truly be with someone? But when he had met Stephen in France during the war, all his inhibitions had fled and he had realised that Stephen was the one he had been searching for, for hundreds of years. The one who could put the bitter ghost of Emil and his controlling form of love to rest and the one who could love Istvan the way he wanted to be loved. Whether he deserved to be loved was another question.
So it was a shock to find himself suddenly alone again. A shock that Stephen had spoken those words to him, about never wanting to be like Istvan, those callous words that suggested he didn’t care about the pain Istvan would feel if Stephen were to die. Istvan had felt no love from him at all when he had spoken that way. Stephen had thought their whole life together these last five years was nothing more than a sham and Istvan didn’t know how to handle that. He had always hoped—vainly he knew—that somehow, Stephen would eventually want to become a vampire, would ask Istvan to make him into one so they could become as one for all eternity. He knew now it could never happen. And why would he have wanted to condemn the man he loved to such an existence anyway? Pure selfishness on his part. Vanity, because he didn’t want to see Stephen grow old and accept that there was no longer any sexual attraction between them. But if he loved Stephen, Istvan should have been able to accept that, but the idea had tormented him for so long. Caring for an old man until his dying day? Istvan didn’t want that. And so there was no alternative, when Stephen had said he wouldn’t be like Istvan for anything in the world. Istvan had to let him go because there was no future for them. He slumped down on the still rumpled bed. They had made love only two nights ago, wild, life-affirming love with Istvan vowing that he would love this man forever, beyond the grave when he was gone.
Now all was gone anyway. Stephen was gone and Istvan, somehow, had to accept that. Loving a human was always going to end in tears.


◆◆◆
 
The sun was up and Sam had retired to the bedroom, leaving Stephen and Janos in the living room facing each other, both eyeing the other with mistrust. Stephen didn’t really want to be left with Sam’s human lover, because, while it was nice to speak to another human being, this man couldn’t understand the long painful history between Stephen and the other vampires over the last five years. Janos had made a pot of tea and poured them both a cup. He sat with his cup and saucer in hand watching Stephen silently. Stephen saw the purple wounds on his throat and sighed inwardly. Sam was not practicing discretion. How long would this man live if Sam constantly snacked on him? Not very long at all. It had been a long while since Istvan had drunk from Stephen, even though sometimes Stephen secretly craved it. That closeness of Istvan’s teeth in his throat while he penetrated him, the two of them rocking together as Istvan drank. Stephen coming to climax with Istvan inside him. He became aroused just thinking about it. He wanted to go back home and ask Istvan to fuck him while drinking from him. Then he remembered he had called Istvan a monster and they were at the end and his heart broke all over again.
“So what’s your story?” Stephen asked finally, just to break the silence.
“My story?” Janos asked. “My story is that Sam rescued me from the menu of two vampires two nights ago. He and I had already met previously when he’d taken a little drink from me. I confess I feel rather an attachment to him. Are you and he lovers?”
The question was blunt and Stephen could tell Janos regarded him as a rival. “We were,” he answered truthfully, “in the past. We haven’t been recently. Does that bother you?”
Janos shrugged. “It depends if I’m invited or not.”
Stephen smiled. Janos was an attractive man. He imagined Istvan would easily fit him in somewhere in his sessions with Sam, Severin and Nikolaus. Stephen had joined those sessions too. He thought of the barn in France too where he had been sandwiched between Sam and Istvan while the two vampires penetrated him simultaneously. “You know what vampires are like,” he said, holding Janos’s gaze.
“Yes, I do,” Janos said. “They’ll take everyone and anyone as long as they have a beating heart.”
“Quite true,” Stephen replied. “Although I’d like to think you and I are a bit more than that to Sam.”
Janos said nothing. He only watched Stephen until he felt compelled to speak again. “He’s my dearest friend. We fought a war together. He is a hero in all respects and he deserves to find the one who will treat him so.” It was a veiled threat because Stephen was nothing if not protective of his friend.
Janos regarded him with a serious expression on his face. “I am that one,” he said.
“And your future?” Stephen asked.
“Your negative thoughts didn’t stop you trying with Istvan, did they?”
Stephen shook his head. “No. I wanted him too much to consider the future. Now it’s all I consider and I know contemplating a future with a vampire is folly.”
Janos’s expression softened. “It’s not too late for you. You must take every day as it comes. Who knows what will happen tomorrow?”
Stephen sighed. “Istvan struck Sam, you know that don’t you?”
Janos nodded.
“I saw a side of him I disliked.”
“Which every vampire has. Is petty squabbling between vampires enough to make you give it all up?”
Stephen looked at Janos in surprise. Then he smiled and Janos did too.
“What’s your story?” Janos asked.
Stephen sighed. “Sam and I met in the trenches during the Great War. Istvan found us there too. He saved both our lives, but he had to turn Sam in order to do that. He wouldn’t have survived his wound otherwise.”
Janos regarded him. “What was it like?”
“What? The Western Front?”
“Yes.”
Stephen bowed his head. Flashbacks hit him from time to time and he still had nightmares, but nothing compared to the shell shock Sam still exhibited on a daily basis. “Hell on earth,” he said.


◆◆◆
 
Sam rested uneasily in the apartment on Castle Hill while the sun was up. Who knew what would happen when he left the two humans to their own devices? His dreams were tormented by Istvan and stranger nightmares: that of a black-clad wraith stalking him. He woke in a cold sweat at sundown and wandered out into the living room to check on his guests.
Janos was stretched out on one chaise longue while Stephen occupied the other. Both of them were reading books from Sam’s shelf—Janos in Hungarian and Stephen in English. He was surprised to feel the atmosphere between the two men was cordial, rather than uneasy.
“Good evening, gentlemen.”
Janos and Stephen looked up and both smiled. Sam moved forward and brushed an affectionate hand over Janos’s dark locks. “I hope you’re sufficiently rested.”
Janos nodded.
“Well then. I need to go out.” He didn’t need to spell out to either of them where he was going. “I can bring you back some food when I come or I can point you in the direction of a good restaurant.” Would they want to dine together? Perhaps exchange notes on what Sam was like in bed?
Stephen spoke up. “I hope you’re not going to see Istvan.”
Sam was wrong-footed because, yes, it had been his intention once he had fed. “I merely wanted to speak with him about you.”
Stephen got up. “No. I forbid it. It’s between me and him and we are done. There’s nothing you can do by intervening.”
Sam sighed. “Stephen, I’m responsible for the breakdown of your relationship.”
Stephen shook his head. “It was always going to happen. He’s a vampire and I’m human. There was never any future for us.” Then he looked at Janos and blushed. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean...”
Janos shrugged, trying to hide the pain in his eyes. “You’re quite right.” He looked at Sam. “What future is there?”
Sam held his gaze for a while and felt deep pain, the same Stephen must have felt when he saw the futility of having a relationship with Istvan. What was the point in thinking he and Janos could ever be together? He looked away. “I’ll return shortly,” he said and hurried out.


◆◆◆
 
Istvan had just returned from feeding when he found Bela waiting for him outside his apartment. His fellow Hungarian smiled charmingly and doffed his hat. Istvan was still rather piqued that Bela had decided to introduce a vampire as young as Sam to the dubious delights of the underground club. Such folly as far as he was concerned. He and Bela went way back, but Istvan didn’t trust him. There was something about the other vampire that stopped Istvan from getting too close.
“What can I do for you?” he asked, unlocking the door and allowing Bela to follow him up to the first floor.
“Have you made it up with Sam yet?” Bela replied with his own question.
Istvan glanced at him. “No. He’s made his choice.”
“And Stephen?”
Istvan opened the apartment door and held it for Bela. “Stephen has left.”
“Istvan, you silly boy,” Bela said affectionately. “The man loves you. Why would you throw away a perfectly good pet like that?” He followed Istvan into the drawing room and threw himself on the chaise longue, instantly making the place look untidy.
Istvan removed his coat and eyed him. “Did you come here to ask me about my private life or was there something else?”
Bela crossed his legs. “Very well, yes there is. The owners of the club have approached me. They want to sort out the whole business that went on there the other night and have asked me to broach the subject of you visiting them.”
Istvan frowned. “Why me? I’ve only been there a handful of times.” There were times before Stephen that Istvan had sought solace in the worst kind of debauchery at the club. It served his purposes but it was a place one could easily become addicted to.
“Because they’re aware you are the oldest and most powerful vampire in Budapest.”
“Then they haven’t heard that Severin is back in town,” Istvan said, puzzled and irked at the request.
Bela clicked his tongue. “I told you before, Severin is not, and will never be, leader material. It is you people look up to and it’s you the vampire owners of the club need to consult in order to fix the bad blood that’s currently raging between vampires and humans of this city.” Bela paused. “All our survivals depend on it. You know that.”
Istvan stared at him. “What bad blood?”
“You really don’t keep your ear to the ground anymore, do you?” Bela’s voice was laced with scorn that seemed less than playful in nature. “Since Emil has been gone, you’ve been so lax in so many ways.”
Istvan bristled. “Nobody appointed me leader. I’m not responsible for other vampires’ behaviour. What’s your point?”
“What happened at the club has spread like wildfire throughout the city. Humans have sought their revenge for friends and loved ones killed on that night by staking vampires left right and centre every night since. While vampires have gone on a feeding frenzy, leaving half decapitated bodies in their wake, often in plain view on the street and barely at dusk.”
Istvan frowned. It was really that bad? How had this happened? He couldn’t countenance this blood bath in his beloved Budapest.
“They will get us all killed,” Bela said. “You need to step in. We all need to learn to live together as we have for thousands of years before.”
“Very well,” Istvan said. “I don’t know what I can do, but I’ll see the owners tomorrow.”
Bela nodded. “I’ll meet you there at nine to introduce you. Bring everyone.”
“Everyone?”
“Severin, Nikolaus, Stephen and Sam. You have the final decision, but there’s strength in numbers and the humans need representatives. That pet of yours knows how to live with vampires better than most.”
Istvan shot him a glare. “As Stephen already told you himself, he’s not my pet. Stop saying it.”
Bela shook his head. “Send him my way then. I can make very good use of him.”
Istvan bared his teeth and Bela laughed. He stood and tipped his hat. “Tomorrow then.” He leaned forward and Istvan was surprised when Bela brushed cool lips over his cheek, his hand lingering on his neck. “Adieu.”
He drew back and for a moment they were face to face, Bela’s pale eyes fixed on his. He glanced to Bela’s mouth and saw his fangs slide out and something churned in his stomach. Of course he’d been with Bela before; his fellow Hungarian knew how to have a wild time. He was the same sort of animal in bed as Emil. A typical vampire. It would be easy to take a little solace there now. But Istvan ached for Stephen. His home and his bed was empty and he needed the human to fill it.
He stepped back from Bela and opened the door for him. Bela gave him a knowing smile and walked away, and Istvan closed the door with an uneasy feeling prickling his spine.




Chapter Fourteen

When Sam left to feed that evening, he found Istvan on his doorstep, hand poised to knock. He tensed, regarding the other vampire warily.
Istvan held up his hands. “I come in peace.”
Sam folded his arms. “Is that so?”
“Yes.”
“What do you want?”
“A favour.”
Sam snorted. “A favour? From me? Are you joking?”
“No. You can make things right if you do this.”
“Things will never be right again.”
Istvan looked earnest. “Yes, they will. We can get it back to how it was.”
“Why should I want to get back to how it was, Istvan?” Sam asked. “You blamed the whole thing at the club on me, then broke my jaw. I saved a man’s life in there and regardless, I don’t need your permission to do anything, nor can you order me to leave Budapest! I have a business here.”
He expected Istvan to get angry again, maybe break a few more bones or drink his blood to prove a point. Instead, Istvan looked guilty. As well as that he looked weary and sad. “I need your help,” he said.
Sam glared at him. “And Stephen?”
A look of deep pain crossed Istvan’s face. He shook his head. “I need Stephen to help too. This concerns us all. But he and I, we’re finished.”
Sam turned around and went back inside, leaving the door open for Istvan to follow. “You bloody fool,” he said.
Inside, Stephen lurched to his feet when he saw Istvan, paling.
“Hello, Stephen,” Istvan said, taking his hat off. “How are you?”
“How do you think I am?” Stephen replied coldly.
Istvan didn’t say anything. Sam glanced at Janos who was seated in an armchair and regarded Istvan as warily as Sam had. “Sit down.” Sam gestured to Istvan.
Stephen sat too. “What are you doing here?”
“I’m here to ask you both for help,” Istvan said.
Stephen raised a brow. Sam saw the hurt in his eyes. “You’re not here to ask me to come back then?” Stephen asked.
Istvan looked at him for a long moment. “No,” he said. “We’re over.”
A crushing silence fell over the room. Stephen’s eyes brimmed with tears and Sam’s dead heart clenched in sorrow. “You’re a bloody arsehole,” he told Istvan.
“As you will,” Istvan said in that infuriating tone of his he used when he was trying to hide his emotions.
Stephen and Istvan stared at each other. Istvan finally broke the eye contact. He glanced at Janos. “I’m Istvan Blasko,” he said.
“Janos Kovacs,” Janos said without a smile and making no move to shake hands.
“You must be the young man Sam saved at the club?”
“That’s right,” Janos said, eyeing him with distrust.
“Then this concerns you too.” He looked at the three men. “The owners of the club want to meet with us all. The situation between vampires and humans is getting out of hand in the city. They want our advice.”
Stephen snorted. “Bollocks.”
Istvan looked to Janos for clarification.
“I believe it’s a slang word for testicles,” Janos said. “Meaning nonsense or rubbish.”
“I see,” Istvan said. “What’s bollocks about it, Stephen?”
“Why us? I can see why you, I suppose, but why Sam, me and Janos?”
“Sam and Janos caused the trouble at the club…”
“No, we didn’t!” Janos interjected.
Istvan ignored him, “…and you have experience of living with a vampire for five years. You can offer insight in how humans and vampires can get along.”
Stephen stared him down stonily. “They can’t though, can they? We proved that.”
Istvan reddened. He said nothing.
“Just like vampires can’t get along with each other either.” Stephen looked at Sam and back to Istvan. “I think it’s the most ludicrous idea I’ve ever heard. Now why don’t you piss off back to your German friends?”
Istvan’s face turned to stone. “Nikolaus is Austrian,” he said.
“I don’t give a shit,” Stephen retorted.
Istvan’s fangs snapped out. He jumped to his feet and Sam hurried to get to his. He thrust himself between Stephen and Istvan, a hand on each chest as they squared up to each other. “Gentlemen,” he said.
“I know you can’t possibly be talking to him,” Stephen said with a sneer.
Istvan ground his teeth. “So help me, Stephen…”
“You’ll do what?” Stephen asked. “Kill me? Being with you for five years was like being dead anyway.”
Istvan froze. Sam couldn’t believe his ears. The whites of Istvan’s eyes turned pink. Then his eyes filled with blood tears. Sam had always hated this about vampires. Not attractive and it drew way too much attention. One couldn’t have a good cry without ruining a perfectly nice shirt. In Istvan, it was shocking and yes, heart-breaking. Sam felt himself choke up without warning. Never had he thought to see this display of emotion from Istvan.
Sam dropped his hands and stepped aside, leaving the two men face to face.
“You mean that?” Istvan asked in a near whisper, with his eyes crimson. “You actually mean that?”
“He doesn’t,” Sam said, frowning at Stephen. “How can he?”
Stephen ignored him. He stepped closer, right up to Istvan so they were nose to nose. “I mean it,” he said. “I gave up my whole life for you. My family think I’m a deserter or dead. I wasted five years and I have nothing to show for it.”
Istvan swallowed. Blood tears spilled down his cheeks. “You left. I didn’t throw you out.”
Stephen didn’t say anything else. He looked at Istvan for a long moment. Then he turned and left the room. Sam heard the bedroom door close and he faced Istvan in the awkward silence.
Istvan stood still for long seconds. Then he rubbed a hand roughly over his face and stalked out of the room. Sam followed him out to the front door. “Be at the club at nine tomorrow night,” Istvan said without looking at him and let himself out of the apartment.
Sam sighed. He went back into the living room. Janos stood up. “That was awful,” he said in a low voice.
“I’m sorry you had to witness it,” Sam murmured, thinking to himself that in five years’ time, that would probably be him and Janos.




Chapter Fifteen

The next night, Istvan found Severin and Nikolaus already waiting outside the club when he arrived. He’d gone to see them at their hotel the previous night after he’d left Sam’s apartment. When Severin had seen his face, he’d asked him what was wrong. He looked so concerned that Istvan had broken down. He’d cried the way he hadn’t cried in hundreds of years. Cried for the loss of Stephen, and Severin had held him until the tears dried on his face and he was left feeling emptier than ever. Severin said that Stephen would see sense and come back, but Istvan had seen that look on his face and knew that Stephen would never come back. Not ever. He suspected that Severin and Nikolaus thought he was better off not having a human as a partner. Too risky and so much trouble. Stephen had been worth it though.
Neither Severin nor Nikolaus was keen to come here tonight. Severin had suggested they go back to Vienna and leave the warring humans and vampires to it, until Istvan pointed out that the bad blood, as Bela called it, might spread across Europe like the plague, leaving every vampire at risk of being staked in their bed by zealous hunters. Reluctantly, they agreed to accompany Istvan, but he guessed they had still made their plans to travel to Vienna. Privately, he thought he would join them.
They waited a few minutes in the cold. Nikolaus blew on his hands. “Colder than a witch’s tit,” he said and Severin smiled and hugged him for warmth.
Istvan had always been jealous of their love. While they fit together as one, he had to make do with a human who would never be truly his. He would have been better off being involved with Sam. He felt sorry for Sam that he had taken up with Janos, because unless Sam wanted to kill him, it would only end up the same way as Istvan and Stephen. Pointless to even start.
He didn’t expect Sam to show, not once he had had time to discuss the matter with Stephen. He would side with his friend against Istvan and maybe they would both leave Budapest together, with the other human tagging along. Istvan didn’t like the idea that Stephen was free to become involved with Sam now. He had no doubt that Sam would love having both Stephen and Janos in his bed every night. Istvan scowled to himself. He really hated that idea. But Sam had been sweet on Stephen when they had been soldiers in France together and Istvan knew he resented being left on the outside after some heavy ménages. He wanted Stephen for himself, but he had never got him body and soul the way Istvan had. Now the way was clear for Sam to take Stephen. The pain speared his chest and he could have wept.
He heard footsteps on the cobblestones and he turned to see Sam approaching, with both Janos and Stephen in tow. If he had had a functioning heart, it might have skipped a beat at that moment. He felt that very human feeling of nausea clawing in his stomach and rising up his oesophagus though, and worried he might vomit the very tasty meal he’d had in a back street near the Danube before coming here. He locked eyes with Stephen and Stephen looked away.
“Thanks for coming,” Istvan told Sam and included Janos in his glance.
Sam nodded. He put an arm around Janos and rubbed his back, a tender gesture that had Istvan aching all over again for what he’d lost. It was clear Sam was very fond of this human; Istvan felt sorry for him in anticipation of what was coming. Foolish to even start it. If so, did he wish the last five years with Stephen had never happened? Was the heartache at the end of the failed relationship worth the time he’d had with his beloved? He wasn’t sure.
Istvan turned and led the way into the club. It had been a while since he’d been here, before the war that changed everything. He remembered it as dark and bustling with that characteristic smell of blood and sex but now, although the scent lingered, the place was totally silent. The darkness prevailed though and Istvan walked through the dimly lit bar area and pushed the door open into the room beyond.
The red-lit room was as he remembered it and he guessed both Sam and Janos did too, because neither of them looked around with too much interest. Janos was grim-faced and pale and Sam touched his hand with a reassuring glance.
“Ah,” Severin said with a grin, “this place was a favourite watering hole of mine once upon a time.”
Nikolaus rolled his eyes and Severin laughed and kissed him.
“What happens here?” Stephen said.
“Humans pay for the privilege of being fed on by vampires,” Istvan said dryly.
Stephen blanched and said nothing else.
Sam looked around impatiently. “Where are these people, then?”
“They’re not here yet,” came a voice and Bela stepped out from the shadows on the farthest side of the room.
Sam gave him a dirty look and turned away.
“We won’t wait too long,” said Istvan.
“I’m sure you won’t need to.” Bela smiled.
Once again, that prickle of unease ran down Istvan’s spine. He looked around the darkness during the heartbeat of uncomfortable silence and the danger hit him like a punch to the middle of the chest.
No. No. He opened his mouth to cry out, to tell his friends to run.
But it was too late. A cough drew everyone’s attention up to the balcony at the top of the room.
There was a man standing there dressed all in black. The four vampires and two humans squinted up. Some recognised the figure and some didn’t.
Those that did gave a collective gasp of horror. Istvan felt his whole body turn ice cold with a fear that paralysed him. Severin staggered back with his hand over his mouth.
The tall, muscular man smiled. “Hello, gentlemen. Thank you so much for coming to my resurrection party.”




Chapter Sixteen

Istvan couldn’t believe his eyes. It was like a scene from some nightmare he couldn’t wake up from. He had seen Emil’s head roll across the floor for God’s sake. How was this possible? He looked frantically at Stephen, the one who had severed the German vampire’s head and received the same panicked look in response.
Then he turned to look at Bela for answers and was just in time to see the Hungarian vampire disappear through the door. Sam followed him with a growl. The door slammed shut. He rattled it and found it barred.
“The bastard’s sold us down the river.”
Istvan’s fangs snapped out. His body turned from ice to flame. He stared Emil down. “What do you want?”
“Why, your death of course, dear, dear Istvan.” Emil gave a horrible, rictus grin. “Have you missed me?” He peered at Stephen. “Istvan still keeping you around as his blood bank, Stephen?”
“I thought I’d sent you to hell,” Stephen said coldly.
“Only purgatory,” Emil said. “It was a good job I had a real friend on hand, wasn’t it?”
The vampires and humans turned as one to see a tall, dark-haired thin man standing by the door. He radiated power and danger and Istvan knew instinctively what he was looking at. This man was ancient beyond any understanding of the word. He had probably been here at the very birth of the earth.
The vampire inclined his head, smiling a sharp-toothed smile. “My name is Raphael,” he said in a French accent. “Charmed to meet you all. Even the humans.” He looked over Stephen and Janos with a predatory gaze and licked his lips. “I look forward to tasting you.”
“Who are you?” Istvan demanded.
Raphael stepped closer. “You mean you don’t remember me, Istvan? In those heady days after Emil made you, we had such fun together.”
Istvan was aghast. Those days were all a blur of blood frenzy and lust. He had no idea what had happened or how many sexual partners he might have had. This vampire was part of the orgy of blood and sex?
Shame covered him like a coat. He looked at Stephen, whose face was pinched and white. Well, it hardly mattered now to have his full, sordid sexual history revealed. This vampire was clearly so powerful he had resurrected Emil and yet, all this time, he had lurked in the background, not revealing himself.
“I know you,” Severin said, his tone laced with disgust. “We had the pleasure of meeting many moons ago. I thought you were long dead.”
Raphael grinned. “I remember you. A tiger in a vampire’s form, Severin.”
Severin blushed, which Istvan didn’t think he had in him, and looked at Nikolaus, who folded his arms and glowered. Raphael was obviously as free with his body as Emil was but also even more deadly.
“So,” Raphael said. “Here’s the plan. Emil and I kill all the immortals among you. Then we rape and torture your humans before draining them dry. Any questions?”
Janos spoke up. “I have a question. How come you got all these handsome men in your bed when you’re pig-ugly?”
There was no time for any of the group to smile before Raphael flew at Janos, fangs out. The two men crashed to the ground, Raphael snapping at Janos’s throat while the human tried to hold him at bay. Sam got there first and Istvan was floored by him as Raphael launched the younger vampire into him. Severin and Nikolaus were also tossed aside like rag-dolls, landing with crashes on the other side of the room.
Istvan climbed to his feet. Bela had really done well, luring them all here where Emil and Raphael could tie up all loose ends in one go. Sam and Raphael were battling, their hands around each other’s throats.
He turned around as he heard a thud behind him. Emil had jumped down from the balcony.




Chapter Seventeen

Nikolaus and Severin advanced on Raphael while Sam and Istvan faced Emil down. All this time, Sam had chance to muse. All this time I thought idly of Emil, wondered if he could come back, thought how terrible it would be for us all if he did and then I dismissed it, thinking it didn’t really concern me. And now here he is and it concerns me very much. We’ve all been led into this trap and we’re all going to die. And I’m so naïve, I didn’t even see it coming.
Emil smiled at them both. “Sam,” he said. “I’ve been looking forward to meeting the bastard that Istvan sired without my say so.”
Sam straightened his shoulders. He wouldn’t show any fear. “Istvan saved my life. He didn’t have any choice. Nor did he have the time to travel to your castle to get your signature on an official permission-to-make-a-vampire order.”
Emil’s lips tightened and he backhanded Sam across the face. Sam flew through the air and crashed into the locked door at the far side of the room. He lay stunned against the wall for a moment. He looked at the chaos unfolding around him and for one terrible, traitorous moment, wished he could slip out of the room and leave all these men to it. He was afraid, so deeply afraid. He was not ready to die yet; he had barely started to embrace his new life.
But he needed to remember what his new life consisted of now. He had somebody to share it with, no matter that he and Janos were polar opposites, and he needed to fight for the man he loved. Janos needed a hero even though Sam had never been a hero in his life.
He climbed shakily to his feet.
Furniture was being smashed and overturned in the struggle between Raphael, Janos, Severin, Nikolaus and Stephen, while on the other side of the room, Emil held Istvan against the wall, hands around his throat. Sam wished Istvan no ill, despite what had happened between them, but the older vampire was on his own. It was all hands on deck to save his beloved from Raphael.
Janos had managed to crawl away from the melee. Raphael was standing with Nikolaus on his back trying to bite him, while Severin threw punches at him that the French vampire seemed to barely feel. Meanwhile, Stephen was stamping on chairs, snapping off the legs to use them as makeshift stakes. Sam shuddered when he saw the weapons and prayed they wouldn’t fall into the wrong hands.
He charged across the room, standing shoulder to shoulder with Severin to propel Raphael backwards. Nikolaus was crushed against the bar and fell to the ground. In his anxiety for his lover, Severin let go of the French vampire and suddenly the tables turned. With a horrid leer, Raphael took hold of Sam by the shoulders. He marched him back and slammed him down on a nearby table.
Winded, Sam looked up into the vampire’s face. Raphael had pale blue, almost silvery eyes and they blazed with demonic intent. “How does it feel to be nothing more than one of Istvan’s experiments?” Raphael hissed at him in strongly-accented English. His canine teeth were huge. “Something he did to fuck with Emil.”
Although the words were hurtful, they were only sticks and stones. Sam struggled on the table, crushed by the older vampire’s weight.
“Istvan’s whole life has been nothing more than rebellion against Emil,” Raphael continued. “Everything he’s done has been because of Emil. Even his human pet. He only took him to defy Emil.”
There was a roar behind Raphael and Stephen swung a length of wood at the French vampire’s head. It smashed into his skull, knocking Raphael clean off his feet.
Raphael crumpled to the floor, momentarily dazed with his head bleeding, and Stephen straddled his chest, yelling at him. “I won’t listen to your poison! Istvan loves me! He loves me!”
Raphael sneered. He was fast recovering his strength. In a blur of movement, he jerked out an arm and the dim light caught his sharp nail as he slashed Stephen’s throat.
Sam screamed as a fountain of blood exploded. Stephen fell back, his face instantly grey, clutching at his neck.
Sam dropped to his knees, pulling Stephen into his arms, watching as the life leaked out of his dearest friend. To his horror and shame, the smell of the blood aroused him and caused him to salivate. He looked to Istvan in desperation and saw the Hungarian vampire was still pinned to the wall by Emil. It seemed like the recently resurrected vampire was enjoying playing with him as would a cat with a mouse. They seemed to be deep in conversation, spitting words at each other. Sam had always suspected something had gone on between the two, something more than sex, and something that was deeper on Emil’s side than Istvan’s.
Stephen lay in Sam’s arms and looked up at him with anguished eyes, clutching at the front of his shirt and Sam moaned in terror at the foregone conclusion that his friend was going to die.
“What are you going to do?” Raphael said, standing over them. “Save him? Why don’t you allow me?” And he swooped towards Stephen with his fangs out.
“We’re going to save him from you,” Janos cried behind him and he ran at Raphael with his stake. The wood pierced the French vampire’s back and Severin darted forward, adding his superior strength, ramming the wood home so it came right out of Raphael’s chest in an explosion of blood, muscle and bone.
Raphael screamed and the room shook, plaster falling from the ceiling. He rocked on his feet, clutching the stake, blood bubbling from his mouth. From somewhere close by, Nikolaus laughed hysterically. Severin wrenched the stake free. He bore Raphael down to the ground and then as one, he and Nikolaus fell upon him like vultures, tearing at his throat.
Sam couldn’t watch. He’d felt a piercing agony in his own chest when Raphael had been staked. Was that normal, to feel pain when another vampire was killed? He hadn’t during that night at the club when he and Janos had dispatched those vampires. But maybe it was something to do with Raphael. After all, he was their true father, the man who had indirectly sired them all.
He cradled Stephen in his arms and Janos scrambled forward holding his scarf, wrapping it tight around Stephen’s neck to stem the flow of blood. The two of them looked at each other.
“What are you going to do?” asked Janos.
Sam looked down at Stephen fading fast and shook with fear and indecision. Stephen would never thank him for this. His eyelashes fluttered and he mouthed words, his face turning blue. There was barely a drop left in him. It was all over Sam and in a lake on the floor.
A cry came from across the room. “What have you done?” Emil darted towards the fallen figure of Raphael with Istvan pursuing him. “No! No!” He wrenched Severin free and slammed his fist into the side of Nikolaus’s head. Then he threw himself on Raphael’s prone body, weeping.
Sam looked around and saw everyone was just as mesmerised at Emil’s reaction as him. Severin and Nikolaus’s faces were streaked with blood, their eyes red. Istvan was looking between Stephen and Emil with horror. Sam knew he was torn between helping Stephen and finishing Emil off.
Istvan suddenly set his jaw with determination. Blood tears stood bright in his amber eyes. He grasped the fallen stake, still smeared with gore, and hefted it like a javelin.
“Why don’t you join him in hell?” he said and impaled Emil through the back, skewering him to Raphael.
Both vampires cried out. They writhed and rocked, joined together in death like two lovers. The very foundations of the club shook, furniture shaking and lights crashing from the ceiling.
“We need to get out!” Janos cried because now the masonry was starting to crumble, supporting pillars and beams bowing and breaking.
Sam struggled to his feet and scooped up Stephen in his arms. His friend felt weightless, like an injured bird, fragile and soft. He heard himself start to sob as though from a great distance.
Nikolaus and Severin were already at the door. They started to beat it down with great kicks and Janos joined in, battering it with a piece of wood. The hinges splintered and the door disintegrated, and Nikolaus kicked his way through the pieces and held his hand out to Severin. The two hurried through and Janos helped Sam climb through with Stephen.
Outside with his hand over his mouth, eyes wide, was Bela.
“Allow me,” Sam said with sudden murderous vengeance. He thrust Stephen into Janos’s arms and then he gripped Bela by the throat and slammed him against the wall. The Hungarian vampire offered barely a protest. “Judas,” Sam spat before he tore the traitor’s throat out.
He let Bela go with blood renewing his strength and realised it was true that vampire blood was the sweetest and most nourishing of all.
Although the building threatened to fall around their ears, the rest of his group were staring back into the scene of carnage within. Istvan knelt on the floor by the fallen figures of Raphael and Emil. He was speaking some words and Sam guessed they were the most intensely private utterings ever and he would never know just what Istvan had to impart to his maker.
As they all watched, the two vampire corpses on the ground began to crumble into dust. The figures turned black, locked together and melting into one. A sudden wind whistled through the room, ruffling hair and stirring clothes. It whipped the gathering dust up into a spiral, spinning like a mini tornado, howling like a pack of wolves, and before the very eyes of the startled onlookers, the ground opened up and the whirling dust disappeared in a funnel through it.
All that remained was a lake of blood.
Istvan turned to look through the shattered doorway. His eyes alighted first on Stephen and then on Bela, who was slumped on the floor, not quite dead. Istvan growled and snatched up a chair leg. He strode with purpose through the door and when the other Hungarian vampire saw him coming, he shrank back weakly.
“No,” he said. “Istvan, I beg you.”
Istvan showed no mercy, his eyes wild, his jaw clenched. He staked Bela to a pile of instant dust.
Janos was down on the ground holding the fading Stephen and Istvan could finally turn his attention to his fallen partner.
He sat down, gathering Stephen into his arms, stroking back his hair from his clammy forehead. “My love,” he said. “My love. Please forgive me.”
Sam watched with tears in his eyes. Janos brushed his shoulder, touching his hand, and Sam closed his fingers around his. Vampires and human were silent, watching Stephen.
Istvan wept. His tears dropped scarlet onto Stephen’s face and ran into his mouth. “Please,” Istvan said, “please give me the word.”
Stephen stared up into his eyes with his face contorted in pain. “I’m scared,” he mouthed, no sound coming from his lips.
“Don’t be. I’ll bring you into my world and I’ll love you forever, I swear it,” Istvan said. He bent his head and kissed Stephen’s lips.
Stephen eyelashes fluttered closed. Then when Istvan drew back from the kiss, Stephen looked around at Severin and Nikolaus and Janos, his eyes lingering on Sam’s. Sam nodded, very much afraid that Stephen was going to refuse to be turned and they would all have to watch him die in Istvan’s arms.
Stephen closed his eyes. Sam had no idea if he had consented or if the life had now left his body. Istvan gave a whimper of such mortal distress that Sam couldn’t be under any illusion anymore that Istvan still retained deep humanity. If Stephen was gone, Istvan would never recover, Sam was sure of it.
Istvan leaned down over Stephen. He punctured his skin above the mortal wound with his fangs. Stephen showed no reaction. The hands clutching Istvan’s arms fell away and his mouth opened slackly. It looked like he was already dead.
Sam watched, crying, as Stephen’s chest heaved once, then went still.
Istvan gave a little sob, his mouth full of blood. It looked like it was an effort to swallow it. He lifted his head as Severin knelt by him.
“You can’t stop,” Severin said. “You must take every drop.”
Istvan shook his head with blood tears streaking his face. “I can’t.”
Nikolaus stooped over him and put his arm around him and while he comforted Istvan, Severin bent over Stephen and finished the job. He sucked, swallowing, dragging every last bit of blood from Stephen’s body. Sam wept, sure that Stephen was already gone and it was too late. Meanwhile, the stink of his blood, heavy, sweet and coppery, hung in the air.
Severin withdrew his teeth. He looked at them all. “I don’t know,” he said. “We might have been too late.”
Istvan howled in pain. He drove his fist into the wall with such power the settling building shook once more. “No,” he said. “No.”




Chapter Eighteen

Sam felt numb with loss and bone-tired. Dawn was almost upon the city and all the heavy curtains in Istvan’s apartment were drawn against the impending light. The vampires and one remaining human, bloody and battered, were clustered around Stephen lying on the bed. He still looked dead, grey and unmoving like a corpse. Istvan sat by him, holding his hand with his face ashen.
Janos drank a glass of brandy, the after effects of adrenaline making him shake. He leaned against Sam for support while the vampire ruminated on this most terrible of nights. Was he going to lose his friend or would Stephen wake up? Would Janos want anything to do with him again after what he had witnessed tonight? His head ached but the stolen vampire blood still blazed in his cells, keeping him alert and upright.
He didn’t know how long they had all stood there silent and afraid before Stephen began to stir on the bed. Sam started, gaping, hardly daring to believe his eyes. Stephen’s feet twitched and his hands, then his eyelids. He licked his dry lips slowly. Opening his eyes, he looked around the room in confusion.
“Thank God,” Severin said, speaking for them all.
Istvan was trembling. He leaned over Stephen and brushed his hair back, kissing his forehead tenderly. Their eyes met and Sam saw the depth of feeling pass between them. He regretted everything that had passed between him and Istvan in that moment. He would take a hundred broken jaws from Istvan if it meant Stephen got to stay with his soulmate.
Stephen’s gaze alighted on Sam. He smiled at his friend. “Always knew it would come to this,” he said, his tone resigned.
Sam didn’t smile back. Stephen had never wanted this, but he had wanted Istvan and sometimes one had to make sacrifices for those one loved. He hoped Stephen would come to accept that eventually.
Stephen tilted his face up. He lifted a hand and stroked the curve of Istvan’s blood-stained cheek. Istvan inclined his mouth and kissed him.
“That’s our cue,” Nikolaus said and he led the way out of the room. Severin followed and after one more look at Stephen, Sam followed too, with Janos.
Sam said his goodbyes and ushered Janos out of the apartment. They stood for a moment in the still and cold pre-dawn air and Sam put an arm around Janos. “You must be traumatised by what you’ve seen tonight.”
Janos shrugged. “I’ll get over it.”
Sam smiled. “Want to go home?”
“Yes.”
Arm in arm, they walked away.
Back at the apartment, Sam poured Janos a stiff drink even though it was now breakfast time. He lit candles on the dresser and they sat together on the bed. “You were brave tonight,” Sam said. “I can’t believe you dispatched that French crackpot.”
Janos smiled. “You mean daddy vampire?”
“Seemed like he was, yes.” Sam’s thoughts went back to Raphael slitting Stephen’s throat open and he shuddered. Then he remembered the triumph in Istvan’s eyes as he staked Emil. “We did well.”
“Yes, we did.” Janos finished his drink and placed the glass on the bedside table. He leaned over and brushed his lips over Sam’s. Sam sat still while Janos unbuttoned his shirt, placing kisses on his shoulder as he drew the garment down his arms. Sam undressed him in turn. Janos’s skin was peachy and warm in the candlelight. Sam felt his own skin heat as Janos pressed against him and he shivered. They kissed deeply and tenderly and Sam knew he had not been wrong about Janos. He was the one, whether he wanted to remain human or not. He would approach that fact with stoicism and not allow their differences to drive a wedge between them the way it had with Istvan and Stephen.
Sam lay Janos down and covered his naked body with his own. Their limbs entwined the way their hearts had. Janos kissed him with passion, wrapping his tongue around Sam’s, urging him down onto him. Their mouths came apart so Janos could gasp in a breath and Sam moved his lips to his throat, kissing, allowing his tongue to smooth over the soft skin. The blood was there teasing and taunting him below the surface. Janos’s pulse pounded against Sam’s lips and Sam ached to taste, to taste it all, every drop. He clenched his jaw against the need and slid down Janos’s body, kissing all the way, lingering on his lover’s nipples.
Janos arched as Sam licked and sucked, biting and leaving both buds wet and stiff. Janos gripped his hair, moaning, and Sam left a trail of kisses down his taut belly before nuzzling the hair at his groin.
Janos shivered and shook as Sam licked his hard cock from root to tip before taking Janos all the way into his mouth. He swirled his tongue around Janos’s shaft, drew back, and flicked it over the head, gathering pre-cum from the slit before moving down to mouth Janos’s balls. Janos writhed beneath him as Sam sucked at first one ball, then the other before pressing his tongue flat against his perineum while he wet a finger and probed between his lover’s buttocks, seeking entry.
Janos spread his legs. He urged Sam back to his cock with a hand on the back of his head and Sam sucked him down as he penetrated his arse with one finger. Janos rocked against it, panting for breath, groaning. Then he rolled away from Sam, onto all fours, presenting himself. Sam growled in excitement. His fangs flicked out unbidden and he saw that the sight didn’t faze Janos. If anything, it seemed to arouse his lover more. He put a hand around his own cock, jerking off and looking back over his shoulder at Sam.
“You need to hurry,” Janos said, moaning. “I’m going to make myself come.”
Sam reached towards the bedside drawer and found some oil. He greased up his erection, then ran his fingers down Janos’s cleft, lubricating his hole, pushing two fingers inside and rubbing the little bump that made Janos squirm and shout.
“Fuck,” Janos said on a long groan, shaking as though he would climax.
Smiling, Sam withdrew his fingers and lined himself up. He was pretty sure he was going to come too, as soon as he was inside Janos. He rubbed his cock against Janos’s entrance for a moment, teasing them all, listening to Janos gasp.
“Come on!”
“All right,” Sam said and buried himself to his balls.
Janos cried out. He reached around to grab Sam’s thigh. “Fuck me,” he moaned. “Please fuck me.”
Sam grasped him by the hips. He withdrew and plunged in again and Janos gasped and groaned. He did it again and again, building his rhythm until he powered into his lover with a force that rattled the bed. Janos moaned with passion and Sam dragged him back to sit on his lap, holding him hard with the bloodlust crashing over him.
He parted his lips and touched his fangs to Janos’s throat. The scent of the blood overwhelmed him. Janos moaned, deeply impaled, jerking his cock fiercely.
“Can I?” Sam asked because he would always ask from now on and he would always control himself, no matter what. Istvan would continue to be his guide in this matter. He had controlled his need for Stephen for five years and it was only Emil and Raphael that had led to Istvan finally taking Stephen’s life.
“Yes,” Janos groaned. “Yes. Take me. I’m yours.”
His statement was ambiguous, Sam reflected. Did Janos know how that sounded? He was sure Janos didn’t mean what Sam would love him to mean. That was something they would need to discuss and debate long and hard. For now, he would merely take a drink, rather than possess Janos body and soul.
Sam sank his teeth into the tender flesh of Janos’s neck and the blood spurted thick and hot into his mouth. The hot, sweet liquid soothed away the remaining worries of the day and made his body feel light and discombobulated. Janos sank back against him, gasping, reaching back to hold Sam’s head. As he drank, Sam felt his lover clench and spasm around him and he reached around to hold his cock, so he could feel Janos release into it. Janos’s fluid coated his fingers and Sam swallowed mouthful after mouthful until he came to his own climax.
It washed over him like a tsunami and he tore his mouth free to cry out, blood trickling down Janos’s neck. Janos craned his head around and they kissed.
“I love you,” Janos said and Sam could have cried with gratitude.
Alone since being turned by Istvan on a French battlefield, now he had everything he needed. He was sure that with Janos by his side, his nightmares of the war would begin to ease. His loneliness would vanish. He would control his nature around his human lover and he would become that support that Stephen would need so badly in his new life. He would be strong. He would live his life right, with the same humanity that Istvan still retained, and in time the names of Emil and Raphael, who had given all vampires a bad name, would be lost in the dust.




THE END
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The Golden Haired Boy





He was nothing but a beast in heart and mind, pretending at love when he knew not the first thing about it.


When Johann, a two-hundred-year-old Austrian vampire meets Lucas, an English student at the turn of the twentieth century, it’s love at first sight. The golden-haired beauty is nineteen and bewitches him, becoming an all-consuming obsession. But Johann has vowed never to confer his dark existence on anyone and so he is cursed to walk his immortal path alone, no matter that Lucas returns his feelings.


The two continue to meet once a year and their love remains unrequited until they, and the world, are shattered by war, and life will never be the same again.


A sweeping novella of love and loss taking the reader from the slums of Whitechapel to the battlefields of World War Ⅰ and beyond. HEA guaranteed.
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Heal Me



Broken beyond repair, who is going to save him now?
He should have died in the accident. Somehow he survived. His body is shattered and his soul is crushed. It’s going to take a miracle to heal him.
The nightmares and flashbacks are killing him. The scars have destroyed him. But he was broken way before the crash. He’s damaged goods and he needs a hero.


Suddenly he was back there, pinned against the steering wheel, bones sticking through his skin, his suit soaked in blood, surrounded on all sides by crumpled metal.


Putting people back together is James Hayden’s speciality, but he
isn’t prepared for the way Matt Harmon bulldozes into his life like a hurricane. The attraction for him is instant and he is torn between his feelings and his professional boundaries.


“Why would you want to help me?”
“Because you need it. Because you’re drowning.”


Matt will never admit an attraction. He’s straight and he’s never looked at another man in his life. But James isn’t just any man. He’s the only one who understands what Matt is going through, and the only one who can save him from himself.


I wanted to feel how his lips soothed and subdued me again. Made me into a different person. A better man.




Possible Spoilers:
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In Inferno, passion burns hotter than hell…
“I wept not, so to stone within I grew.” – Dante Alighieri
Step inside Inferno and meet Dante Jardine, six feet four of satanic beauty indulging every vice at his disposal.
An ex-cop, injured on the job, Dante has buried all the grief and torment of his dark life in fire and ice. He lives in a twilight world of sordid encounters that leave him cold.
When a notorious rent boy is murdered in his nightclub, Dante finds his hellish world pried open by in-the-closet Moonlight Cove cop Zack Stewart and his partner Angela Keaton, his carefully constructed façade ripped away.
Zack loathes the arrogant nightclub owner from the moment he sets eyes on him. Dante is obstructive, disdainful and, he is sure, frozen all the way to the core. As he investigates, all roads lead back to Dante and he becomes Zack’s chief suspect.
“You don’t want to see what sort of man I am in the dead of night when I’m all alone.”
Soon it becomes apparent the cops are looking for a serial killer targeting gay men and Zack’s priorities become more muddled the longer he is around Dante. He finds himself walking a dangerous road between being a good cop and giving in to his growing desire…


“I don’t know what I’m going to do with you, Detective Stewart. You’re a thorn in my side but I’m not sure I want to try and dig you out.”


Possible Spoilers:
Themes: enemies-to-lovers, guilt, love at first sight, angst, crime/suspense
Genre: Dark and gritty contemporary crime romance
Warning: Scenes of violence and murder. Historical child abuse. Drug abuse. Strong language and sexual scenes.
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