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For Mike, Karen, and Owen,
for letting me turn Day into Knight



Alexandria
(1560 BC-79 AD)

Marguerite
(b. 1265)

Martine
(b. 1280 BC)

Jean Claude
(1534 BC-1995)

<died in house fire>

Lucian
(b. 1534 BC)

(Bite Me 
If You Can)

Ramses
(1567 BC-79 AD)

m.

(twins)

m.

Lucern
(b. 1390)

Decker
(b. 1750)

Aloysius
(second husband)

(b. 1673)

Darius
(1380 BC - 260 BC)
<beheaded in battle>

(3 sons: Raphael, 
Darius and Cale)

m.

Elspeth
(b. 1872)

Bastien
(b. 1590)

Kate
(nee Leever)
(b. 1977)

m.

(Single White Vampire)
Terri

(nee Simpson)
(b. 1977)

(Tall, Dark & Hungry)

m.

Leigh
(nee Gerard)
(b. 1976)

m.
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Susanna
(1430-1449)

Victor
(b. 230 BC)

Armand
(b. 1100 BC)

Argeneau Family Tree

m.

Jackie
(nee Morrisey)

(b. 1976)

Vincent
(b. 1590)

Marion
(1301-1695)

<burnt at the stake>

Jeanne Louise
(b. 1909)

Thomas
(b. 1794)

Althea
(1775-1798)

Rosamund
(1888-1909)

Victoria
(b. 1983)

Julianna
(b. 1983)

(twins)

(Love Bites)

(A Quick Bite)

m.

m.

Rachel
(nee Garrett)
(b. 1972)

Etienne
(b. 1689)

m.

Gregory Hewitt
(b. 1965)

Lissianna
(b. 1798)

m.

(A Bite to Remember)

Elvi
(b. 1946)

m.

(The Accidental Vampire)
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One

It was a high-pitched scream that woke Elvi. Piercing  
and full of terror, it ripped her from sleep and had her 
moving before she was quite awake. She started up 
abruptly only to curse and drop back down when her 
head slammed into the wooden lid of the coffi n.

Groaning at the pain vibrating through her skull, Elvi 
closed her eyes against the stars dancing before them 
and pressed a hand against her forehead. She’d really 
cracked herself good and would have liked to clasp her 
head in both hands and roll around in agony for a mo-
ment, but the casket wouldn’t allow it.

And then a second terrifi ed shriek reminded her of 
why she was awake.

She reached out with the hand not holding her head 
and gave the coffi n lid a shove that sent it fl ying open. 
She then had to release her head to get up. Climbing 

AccidentalVampire[i-viii,1-372].1   1 10/10/07   10:50:20 AM



2 Lynsay Sands
out of a coffi n was a two-handed job, and ridiculously 
strenuous fi rst thing in the morning. Especially before 
her fi rst bag of blood.

Elvi cursed her way out of the contraption, her bare 
feet slapping on the hardwood fl oor as she hurried out 
of her room without even bothering to grab a robe to 
cover the white cotton nightgown she wore. Another 
scream cut the air as she raced up the hall. A fourth was 
being issued just as she burst into Mabel’s room. Elvi 
slammed the door open, uncaring that it crashed into 
the wall and probably left a lovely hole.

She spotted Mabel at once, standing on the bed in her 
robe, backed against the wall, silver hair a chaotic mass 
around her head and eyes wide with panic. The woman 
was waving a body brush wildly in the air at a bat that was 
swooping just as wildly around the room near the ceil-
ing. She was also, apparently, screeching every time the 
winged animal came anywhere near her. Elvi watched as 
the bat swerved to avoid hitting the far wall and swooped 
back toward Mabel, setting off another shriek.

Veering to the side to avoid the waving shower brush, 
the bat swept through the open bathroom door and 
briefl y out of sight. Elvi rushed over and slammed the 
door closed, trapping it inside.

“Oh!” Mabel collapsed on the bed, hugging the 
shower brush to her chest. “Oh, thank God.”

Elvi propped her hands on her hips and scowled at her 
housemate. “You opened your windows last night.”

Mabel sighed at the accusation in her voice. “I had to 
open the windows. It was hot, Elvi.”

“I know it was hot, Mabel. I live here too.”
“But your windows have screens on them. The ones 

in your bedroom, at least.”
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 The Accidental Vampire 3
“I sleep in a coffi n,” she pointed out in dry tones. 

“There are no windows in a coffi n. Trust me, I know 
it was hot. But you can’t open your windows until the 
replacement screens are in.”

“Well, when the hell are they going to put them in 
already?” Mabel asked impatiently. “It’s been two 
weeks now.”

“They had to be specially made and shipped from the 
manufacturer,” Elvi reminded her.

“Yes, because every damned window in this place is 
a different size,” Mabel muttered.

Elvi’s mouth quirked with amusement at her disgust. 
“Welcome to the world of Victorian houses. Ain’t it 
great?”

“Ha!” Mabel snarled, and then sat up with alarm 
when Elvi moved toward the door to the hall. “Hey! 
Where are you going?”

“Back to my coffi n.”
“But what about the bat?” she asked with dismay, 

scrambling off the bed as quickly as her sixty-two-
year-old body would allow and hurrying after her.

“What about it?” she asked, continuing up the hall.
“Well, aren’t you going to get it out of my bathroom?”
“Do I look stupid to you?” Elvi asked with disbelief. 

“I’m not going near that thing. Call Animal Control.”
“Animal Control? They won’t be open now.”
“They must have someone on call for emergencies. 

Call and fi nd out,” Elvi said fi rmly over her shoulder.
“But that could take hours,” Mabel protested. “Can’t 

you just get it out? I mean, you should have some sort 
of affi nity with it.”

Elvi paused at the door to her own room and turned on 
her in amazement. “Do I look like a fl ying rat to you?”
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4 Lynsay Sands
“No, of course not,” Mabel said quickly, then added, 

“but you’re a vampire and it’s a bat . . . There should 
be some empathy or understanding or . . . something. 
Maybe if you tried you could talk to it.”

“Right, and by that reasoning we should all be able 
to talk to monkeys. Let’s try that the next time we’re 
near a zoo,” Elvi snorted, then repeated, “call Animal 
Control.”

“Elvi!” Mabel cried and stomped her foot when Elvi 
turned to continue on into her room. “I can’t take a 
shower with that thing in there.”

“Mabel, there are six bathrooms in this house with 
showers and tubs. Use one of the others.”

“But—”
Elvi closed the door on her further protest and moved 

toward the coffi n, but paused when her eye caught the 
time on the digital clock on her dresser. Whipping back 
around, she yanked her door open and scowled at Ma-
bel’s retreating back. “It’s nine o’clock!”

“So?” Mabel sounded miffed and kept walking.
“So why didn’t you wake me up at eight o’clock like 

I asked?”
“Because you haven’t been sleeping well, and you’re 

exhausted, and I decided to let you sleep in . . . rather 
kindly in my opinion, but then I’m a kind considerate 
person . . . unlike some  people who won’t even try to 
talk to a bat for a dear faithful friend.”

Elvi scowled over the attempt to put her on a guilt 
trip, and then ground out, “Mabel, it’s Owen’s birth-
day today. I have to make a cake and see to the decora-
tions, and—”

Heaving out a long-suffering sigh, Mabel paused 
and turned to face her. “I saw to the decorating earlier 
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 The Accidental Vampire 5
and then came home for a shower for the festivities. I 
was going to wake you after I’d showered. As for the 
cake . . .” She shrugged. “They’ll wait. The party can’t 
start without you.”

When Elvi just stood glaring at her, Mabel waved her 
away. “Go on. Go take your shower. I’ll get dressed and 
then come help you get ready since I can’t shower.”

“Call Animal Control,” Elvi growled, refusing to feel 
guilty, then slammed her door shut.

“I just can’t believe it. An immortal advertising  
in the Wanted Items ads in the Toronto Star! Unbe-
lievable.”

Victor threw DJ a glance tinged with irritation. If the 
younger immortal hadn’t been driving the BMW they 
were both in, he would have cuffed him in the head. 
As it was, all he could do was mutter in response, “I 
gathered that the fi rst time you said it, DJ . . . which 
was two hours and over a hundred repeats ago. I get it. 
Stop saying it.”

“Sorry, but . . .” DJ Benoit shook his head, sending 
his shoulder-length, sandy-colored hair fl ying as he re-
peated, “I just can’t believe it.”

Rolling his eyes, Victor turned to peer out the tinted 
car window at the passing night. They were speeding 
down the highway on the last leg of a two-and-a-half-
hour journey, fl ying past the bright lights of vehicle after 
vehicle, leaving them behind with little concern for get-
ting a ticket. Victor didn’t protest or criticize. Time obvi-
ously still held the younger man in its thrall, making him 
impatient and eager to get the journey over with. Given 
more time, DJ would realize there was no need to rush; 
time was not an adversary to be beaten by their kind.
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6 Lynsay Sands
“I mean, in the Wanted Items ads,” DJ said, drawing 

his attention again. “Like a male vampire was a bike 
you could buy or something. What was she hoping to 
gain from it?”

“Presumably, a lifemate,” Victor said dryly.
“You can’t fi nd a lifemate like that,” DJ protested at 

once, then added uncertainly, “can you?”
Victor shrugged. “Stranger things have happened.”
“Yeah, but . . . Surely she must have realized she’d 

draw the ire of the council. Advertising for God’s sake! 
That’s a major faux pas. We’re not supposed to draw 
attention to our  people.”

“Hmm,” Victor grunted. “Our best hope is that any 
mortals who saw it will think it’s a joke or that the ad 
was purchased by some unfortunate soul with a twisted 
mind.”

“A whackjob,” DJ muttered, and then nodded fi rmly. 
“That’s probably what she is too. She has to be. I mean, 
come on. None of our kind would be this stupid.”

Victor refrained from pointing out that the man had 
believed it just moments ago and spent the last two hours 
bemoaning the fact that one of their kind had advertised 
in the newspaper. He simply let him change his tune as 
he liked. For himself, Victor’s mind wasn’t made up. 
He was content to wait until he met the woman.

“What do you think?”
“About what?” Victor asked.
“Is she for real?” DJ asked, apparently still on the 

fence about what they were dealing with here.
“How would I know?” he asked with irritation. “I 

don’t know a thing about her. You’re the one who an-
swered the ad and has been sending letters to her for the 
last three weeks.”
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 The Accidental Vampire 7
“E-mails,” DJ corrected. “We really have to drag you 

into the twenty-fi rst century, Argeneau. If you’d had a 
computer and knew how to use it, you could have done 
the e-mailing rather than have me do it.”

“Which is precisely why I don’t intend to get one,” 
Victor announced pointedly. “So, as you are the one 
who corresponded with her, you tell me. What do you 
think? Are we on a wild goose chase? Will we fi nd a 
wannabe Goth baby playing at being a vamp?”

DJ frowned as he considered the matter. “I’m not 
sure. We exchanged a dozen or so e-mails, but I didn’t 
really learn a thing about the woman. She was irritat-
ingly evasive about everything.” He scowled at the road 
and then added, “In fact, her e-mails were mostly full 
of questions. She seemed most concerned with verify-
ing that you truly are what you claim to be.”

“About you and what you claimed to be,” Victor cor-
rected, thinking it a verbal slip. “I haven’t even read the 
e-mails.”

“No, but I was answering them in your name, so used 
your e-mail account and gave her answers about you.”

“What?” Victor turned on him sharply. “I don’t have 
an e-mail account.”

“You do now,” DJ informed him. “OneHotArgeneau @
hotmail.com.”

Before Vincent could blast him, DJ hurried on say-
ing, “Well, you did say to answer the ad and try to get 
her interest so we could fi nd out more about her.” He 
shrugged. “I fi gured we had a better chance to get her 
interest if you were the one answering. You’re more in-
teresting than me.”

“How do you fi gure that?” he asked with amazement.
“You’re rich,” DJ answered promptly. “And the 
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8 Lynsay Sands
 brother of the most powerful immortal on this conti-
nent, not to mention a member of one of the oldest fam-
ilies. Chicks go in for that sort of thing. Money, power 
. . . It doesn’t hurt that you’re good-looking either.”

“She could hardly have any idea what I look like,” 
Victor pointed out with a scowl.

“I e-mailed her a picture,” DJ announced. When Vic-
tor turned on him, he said defensively, “Well, she asked 
for one. So, I sent her the only one I had. The one of 
you and Lucian at Lissianna’s wedding. Of course,” he 
added, casting Victor’s shoulder-length dark hair and 
black jeans and T-shirt a glance. “Your hair was much 
shorter then and you were in a suit. You don’t look 
much like that now.”

Victor glowered, and then forced himself to relax 
back in the passenger seat. “And what did you receive 
in return for this picture and information about my 
bloodlines?”

DJ made a face. “Not as much as I’d hoped. A brief 
synopsis of her life and a photo.”

Removing one hand from the steering wheel, he 
reached blindly into the backseat and picked up a fi le 
he’d set there when they got in the car. He handed it to 
Victor. “It’s in there on one of the e-mails.”

Victor opened the fi le. A photocopy of the newspaper 
ad was on top.

Wanted: Male vampire for attractive and self-
supporting female vampire. Seeking compan-
ionship and a possible love connection. Must 
be willing to relocate. Only real vampires need 
apply.
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 The Accidental Vampire 9
Shaking his head, he continued to leaf through the 

papers as DJ recounted what he’d learned.
“She’s a widow, and part owner with a friend in a 

Mexican restaurant as well as a bed-and-breakfast. I 
can’t remember the friend’s name. Both businesses are 
in Port Henry. She’s lived there her whole life.”

Victor grunted at this rundown as he found the pic-
ture. It showed a beautiful woman with long dark hair, 
large dark eyes and full red lips. The name on the back 
said Elvi.

Victor slid the photo back in the fi le after the brief-
est look. She was a beautiful woman, but beauty rarely 
affected him. He’d seen much of it over his lifetime, 
enough that it no longer impressed him. It was his ex-
perience that beauty was the best way to distract one 
from, and/or hide, an unbearable ugliness. The devil 
surely wouldn’t show up to tempt covered in warts and 
slime.

“So?” DJ queried when Victor set the fi le back on the 
backseat. “What do you think?”

“I think I can’t tell anything from a picture and that 
little bit of information you managed to get,” Victor 
said, then spotted the sign for the exit they wanted, and 
added, “but we’ll fi nd out soon enough.”

DJ made a tsk of disgust. “This is probably all a huge 
waste of time. She didn’t seem impressed by the name 
Argeneau. If she was one of us, she’d have been im-
pressed.”

Victor shrugged. “We aren’t the only old, powerful 
family. Maybe she comes from one herself so isn’t im-
pressed. Or maybe she’s just moved over from Europe. 
The Argeneau name doesn’t carry as much weight over 
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10 Lynsay Sands
there as it did before we moved. There are a lot of old, 
powerful families there. Whatever the case, she still has 
to be checked out.”

“Right,” DJ said on an exhalation, and then cheered 
up and added, ”On the bright side, if she turns out to 
be a whacko wannabe, we can get in the car and head 
straight back to Toronto. We’d be back home by mid-
night, easy.”

Victor smiled faintly, but didn’t comment as he 
watched the rural road they’d exited onto slowly morph 
into an urban area with fi rst farmhouses and barns ap-
pearing out of the darkness, then houses. These quick-
ly gave way to businesses; a gas station, the requisite 
doughnut shop, secondhand stores, and banks.

“We’re meeting her at her restaurant?” Victor asked 
glancing over the signs on the storefronts they were 
passing.

“Yes. Bella Black’s,” DJ said. “It’s supposed to be 
on Main Street. She said it was on the left, halfway 
between the second and third set of lights.”

“This is the second set of lights,” Victor pointed out 
as they stopped at the red light. They both glanced 
along the road, reading the signs.

“Bella Black’s,” DJ said aloud even as Victor spotted 
the building in question. Port Henry was obviously one 
of the older towns in Ontario. Most of the storefronts 
on the street were Victorian in design. Bella Black’s 
was no exception, but the sign was large and colorful 
and the large front window had a painted mural of a 
sleek green iguana amidst a bower of fl owers.

Victor contemplated the odd choice of design, and 
then turned his gaze back to the road as a car reversed 
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 The Accidental Vampire 11
into the very last available parking spot. A  couple got 
out and crossed to the restaurant.

The light changed then and DJ eased their own car 
forward, passing Bella Black’s as the  couple reached 
the entrance and pulled the door open. They were 
treated to a brief view of light and color and milling 
 people, then the door closed behind the  couple, leaving 
the street silent once more.

“Busy,” DJ commented. “It looks like every car 
parked on this road could belong to just the clients of 
the restaurant.”

“Hmm,” Victor grunted. “Turn here.”
They found a spot on the side street and Victor 

quickly got out. He took the opportunity to stretch his 
arms and legs, relieved to be out of the car. Somewhat 
claustrophobic, he’d always felt trapped inside closed 
vehicles. Victor actually preferred motorcycles, but this 
was business not pleasure and needs must.

“So,” DJ commented as he joined Victor on the side-
walk. “I guess it doesn’t matter that you don’t much 
look like your photo anymore. She’ll no doubt know 
you by the very fact that she doesn’t know you.”

Victor scowled with confusion. “What the hell are 
you on about?”

DJ shrugged. “Well, there are . . . what? fi ve hundred 
 people in this town? She probably knows everyone who 
lives here. We’ll stand out like sore thumbs.”

“Right,” Victor snapped, moving a little more quick-
ly as he approached the door. He just wanted to get this 
over with and fi nd out if the woman was an immortal 
or not. If she wasn’t, they could leave and head home. 
However, if she was . . .
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12 Lynsay Sands
Victor’s mouth tightened.
If Elvi Black was an immortal, he had to fi nd out all 

he could about her and take her back to the council for 
judgment. As DJ had said, drawing attention to herself 
with this ad was considered a major faux pas. He had 
to fi nd out what other faux pas she was committing. 
Judging by the fact that there were also certain rumors 
circulating around the Toronto club scene that a female 
vampire was living in one of the small southern towns, 
advertising wasn’t her only mistake.

DJ opened the restaurant door and Victor paused 
as a rush of heat and sound rolled over them, coming 
through the opening on a wave of delectable scents. 
The glimpse they’d had earlier of the restaurant really 
hadn’t told the whole tale; the place wasn’t just busy, 
it was packed.  People fi lled every chair and stool and 
nearly as many were standing around the open bar at 
the front of the restaurant . . . and every single one of 
these  people went silent and turned to peer their way as 
they entered, including the mariachi band that had been 
strolling between the crowded tables.

“Have you ever been to Mexico?”
Victor answered DJ’s hushed question with a shake 

of the head.
“Neither have I,” DJ admitted. “But I think I might 

like it.”
Victor’s mouth twisted dubiously at this claim as he 

ignored the rudely staring  people and slid his gaze over 
the colorful décor of the restaurant. The walls were a 
pale cream broken by splash after splash of color, a blue 
and gold sombrero hanging on the wall, a huge bright 
green statue of an iguana and its young on a shelf, a 
string of clay pots fi lled with sunfl owers as well as sev-
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 The Accidental Vampire 13
eral color prints, most of them by Diego Rivera. And on 
top of all that there were colorful streamers, balloons, 
and a huge Happy Birthday banner.

Even without the celebratory décor, it was too much 
color and excitement for Victor. He preferred soothing 
blues and cool whites. This was . . . loud and almost 
blinding to his senses.

“Can I help you, boys?”
Victor glanced down at the man who had approached. 

Five foot eleven or there about, the man was a good six 
inches shorter than Victor himself, and three or four 
inches shorter than DJ. He carried himself with the au-
thority that his badge and uniform afforded him, ob-
viously the local police. Possibly the only one, Victor 
guessed. It was a small town after all.

“Well?” The offi cer demanded, his voice and ex-
pression going hard in response to Victor’s silent ex-
amination.

“No,” he answered simply and started to move past 
him, pausing abruptly when he found his arm caught 
in a fi rm grip.

“This is a private party,” the officer said grimly, 
and Victor understood why their entrance had drawn 
attention.

“I was invited,” Victor announced. The answer 
seemed to echo in the room, making him realize just 
how quiet the restaurant had become now that the talk-
ing and music had stopped. Suddenly uncomfortable, 
he shifted as the offi cer studied him more closely.

“Victor Argeneau?” he fi nally asked, his voice un-
certain.

Victor nodded, wondering how the man knew his 
name. He had a brief horrible memory of a T-shirt his 
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14 Lynsay Sands
computer geek nephew Etienne had favored for a while. 
It had been plain white with the words “I’m the teenage 
nympho you’ve been talking to on-line” or something of 
that ilk. For one moment he feared this was Elvi Black, 
but then the man smiled faintly and said, “You don’t 
look much like that picture Mabel showed me. Your hair 
was shorter and you were wearing a suit and tie.”

Victor had no idea who Mabel was and didn’t care, 
but the picture in question was the one DJ had said he’d 
e-mailed to Elvi Black.

“And you brought a friend,” the offi cer went on, 
his gaze turning to DJ with an appraising quality. If 
Victor looked scruffy compared to his photo, DJ just 
plain looked scruffy. He had developed something of 
an allergy to shaving about a year earlier and now re-
sembled a young grizzly Adams. He too wore jeans and 
a T-shirt, but his jeans were blue and his T-shirt bore 
the name Alexander Keith’s and a logo for the popular 
brand of beer. DJ wasn’t much into fashion.

“He drove me,” Victor said as explanation, and was 
immediately annoyed that he offered one.

“Don’t you have a car, son?” the offi cer asked sus-
piciously.

Victor’s mouth tightened. It was always seen as a bit 
less respectable not to have a car in Canada.

“I have several. I don’t like to drive cars,” Victor an-
swered shortly and then asked, “Where is Elvi?”

“She isn’t here yet. I’m supposed to keep you com-
pany for a bit.”

When Victor raised an eyebrow in question, the man 
shook his head and held out his hand. “I’m forgetting 
my manners. Teddy Brunswick, police captain of Port 
Henry, at your ser vice.”
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 The Accidental Vampire 15
Victor accepted the hand and shook it, his attention 

on the wide grin now on Captain Teddy Brunswick’s 
face. The expression made him look like the sheriff 
from an old black-and-white series he used to watch. 
It made him wonder if there wasn’t some goofy, geeky 
idiot deputy running around somewhere. Victor was 
a big television buff and had no problem imagining a 
grinning idiot Don Knotts–type following this more in-
telligent, mellow man around. He managed to refrain 
from asking.

“Captain Brunswick.” Victor gave a nod, then, since 
the man already knew his name, simply turned to ges-
ture to his younger companion and said, “DJ.”

“DJ what?” the offi cer asked bluntly.
The question made the younger immortal smile. “DJ 

Benoit. Gonna run me through the system and see if 
anything pops up?”

“Yes,” Offi cer Brunswick said unapologetically.
DJ actually laughed, then glanced to Victor and an-

nounced, “I like him.”
“He just insulted you,” Victor pointed out with amuse-

ment. The lad often made him smile, which was a rar-
ity. Little made him smile these last three centuries, but 
he found working with DJ similar to working with an 
overexuberant puppy. Victor actually enjoyed him for a 
partner more than the many morose men he’d worked 
with before, and was growing rather attached to the lad. 
Still, the day the boy peed on someone’s carpet, he’d be 
asking for a new partner.

“You shouldn’t really be insulted,” Captain Bruns-
wick told DJ. “I’ve already checked out Argeneau and 
the names of the others coming here looking to date 
our Elvi.”
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16 Lynsay Sands
Victor decided then that Captain Brunswick was a 

man who needed his memory wiped. So would this 
Mabel by the sounds of it. And then what he’d said 
registered and Victor frowned. “The others coming 
here?” he echoed, scowling at DJ. “There are others 
coming?”

DJ shrugged, silently saying he knew nothing about 
it. It was Brunswick who answered. Smiling with 
amusement, he asked, “You didn’t think you were the 
only one to answer the ad, did you?” Before Victor 
could respond, he added, “There are six men coming 
tonight. You’re the fi rst to arrive.”

Victor wasn’t pleased at this news, but was more con-
cerned with the displeasure now on Brunswick’s face.

“I hope they all don’t bring friends or the house is 
going to be crowded,” the offi cer commented, and then 
shook his head and said, “Come, I’ve kept you standing 
here long enough. I’ll show you to your table.”

When Offi cer Brunswick turned to lead the way 
through the crowded restaurant, DJ started to follow, 
but Victor caught his arm to hold him back and asked, 
“What does he mean by ‘the house will be crowded’?”

“I told you Elvi invited us down for the week,” DJ 
reminded him.

“Yes,” he acknowledged impatiently. “But I expected 
we’d be staying at a hotel, not someone’s house.”

“It’s a bed-and-breakfast. Casey Cottage. Elvi owns 
it,” DJ murmured. “It’ll be fi ne.”

“Are you boys coming or has the thought of competi-
tion scared you off?”

Victor stiffened. Captain Brunswick had paused 
at an empty booth halfway up the right-hand side of 
the restaurant, one Victor was sure hadn’t been empty 
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when they entered. No one had left the restaurant, how-
ever, so he supposed whoever had been seated there 
when they’d entered, had now joined the crowd milling 
around the bar at the front of the restaurant.

“This job is looking more and more interesting by 
the minute,” DJ commented under his breath as they 
moved forward to join Brunswick.

Victor’s only response was a grunt. To him, the situ-
ation seemed to be growing more complicated by the 
minute, and more troublesome.

“Here we are.” Captain Brunswick stood blocking 
the far side of the booth, obviously expecting them to 
squeeze into the nearer side together.

Victor immediately stepped aside and gestured DJ in. 
Claustrophobic as he found cars, there was no way he 
was going to be trapped on the inside of a booth.

Making a face, DJ slipped quickly along the seat, 
scrunching himself up in the corner. Victor settled next 
to him, ignoring the way the younger immortal pro-
ceeded to mutter and shift about with discomfort. The 
booth was really far too small for two grown men to 
sit side by side; especially two grown men well over 
six feet tall and half as wide. They were both built like 
warriors of old, which was handy when it came to hunt-
ing. Size intimidated and any advantage was useful.

“Mabel will join us as soon as she and Elvi arrive,” 
Brunswick commented as the conversations in the room 
began again. The mariachi band was apparently taking 
a break, but the patrons were at least no longer silent, 
though they were still staring and Victor suspected the 
conversations being held around the room were mostly 
about him and DJ.

Victor ignored the glances cast their way and nod-
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ded in response to Brunswick’s comment, but still had 
no idea who Mabel was and still didn’t care. His only 
interest in Port Henry was to meet this Elvi so he could 
sort out if she truly was one of them or they could get 
in the car and head home.

Victor used to enjoy his work. However, he’d found 
himself growing weary of late. He was, in effect, a 
hunter tired of the hunt. Rather useless he supposed. 
On the other hand, Victor acknowledged to himself, he 
had no special desire to be at home either. He didn’t 
seem to be satisfi ed or at peace anywhere anymore, but 
then he never really had been since his wife, Marion’s, 
death. He also found himself tired a lot of the time, his 
dissatisfaction increasing. It was something he tried not 
to think about too often. He may be bored and weary 
with life right now, but had no wish to go rogue as many 
other of his kind had gone at this stage.

“Mabel!” DJ said suddenly, apparently just placing 
the name. “She’s Elvi’s friend and the co-owner of the 
restaurant, and the bed-and-breakfast. Right?”

Brunswick nodded. “Her best friend. If Mabel doesn’t 
like you, you can forget about Elvi. Those two have 
been thick as thieves since they were kids. She’s—”

He paused abruptly when the room suddenly quieted 
again. Leaning sideways, Brunswick peered toward the 
front door and then got abruptly to his feet. “Another 
one’s arrived. Excuse me.”
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