
For once, this woman has managed to surprise me, and she doesn’t even know it! It took Paul Viersan some effort to stifle a smile as that thought crossed his mind. Perched stiffly on the passenger seat of his BMW was Yvette Collier, an apparent clone of the woman he had previously known as Rachel DuNoir. Viersan had no idea how the extinguished Caitiff vampire had suddenly returned as a living human, although he had heard some rumors about an arrangement between a secretive sect of kindred and some highly inventive magi – an arrangement that had involved Rachel and her husband, Cassius Ionitus. Paul suppressed a moment of anger at the memory of that name. If it hadn’t been for his interference… Well, it doesn’t matter now. 
Reasons could wait. Paul was occupied with the here and now. Myriad possibilities were spread before him, and he needed to decide which path he was going to follow – preferably before he arrived at his haven.


Meanwhile, Yvette’s thoughts were a blur of hope and suspicion. This stranger in an expensive suit had assured her that he could help her with her lost memories, that they had been acquainted at some point during the blank period that was Yvette’s life before yesterday. But something in his manner disturbed her. Despite his apparently openness and confidence, Yvette could sense that he was holding something back, something significant. Being reliant on a stranger, one who might be motivated by any number of unknown factors worried her. But she knew she had no other recourse – just as she knew he had told her the truth when he said he wanted to help. But how could he help? What did he know?


Surreptitiously – or so she thought – she glanced at his profile as he drove. Despite a moment of déjà vu during their conversation in a café half an hour ago, nothing about him gave Yvette any inkling that he should be anything but unfamiliar. 


A few minutes later, the BMW pulled into a garage attached to a medium-sized house in what, to Yvette’s unfamiliar eyes, seemed to be an upper-middle-class suburb of Denver. Paul waited until the automated garage door had fully closed before exiting his car, indicating with a gesture for Yvette to do the same. He led the way from the garage into the building’s spacious interior decorated in such a modern fashion as to make Yvette think of architecture magazines – which irritated her as she had no memory of reading such things. 

The garage led directly into the kitchen that gleamed even in the subdued semi-light of the house. Yvette suspected the countertops were slate - not some artificial surrogate - and the appliances were so clean as to make Yvette suspect that either Paul didn’t cook, or he was obsessed with hygiene. Through a doorway, Yvette saw a glimpse of hardwood floors and Mission-style furniture, but nothing more. The dim light kept prying eyes in the kitchen. 


“Have a seat,” Paul waved at sleek pine table in the middle of the room as he headed for the refrigerator and opened the door with a slight frown. “As I thought,” he sighed. “I can offer you a glass of wine that might have turned to vinegar, or a glass of water. I’m not one for keeping food in the house.” He smiled and again Yvette sensed a joke that she wasn’t privy to.


“Water would be fine.” I have no idea what wine would do to me, she realized. And I need a clear head. 


Paul had to search a moment for a clean glass – definitely a bachelor, Yvette decided – and joined Yvette at the table once he had found not only a glass, but ice also. Yvette sipped at the chilling water, wondering what to say next. 


Paul was happy to say nothing just yet; he was still assessing his options. There were so many things he wanted to do, seemingly simultaneously. Cherish, control, possess, devour – carefully, carefully, Paul. The mere visage of the woman he had known was proving a heady temptation. If he could re-create her...


“What are you thinking?” Yvette asked abruptly, preferring conversation to silence.


“I’m thinking of how to do what must be done,” Paul replied. It was close enough to the truth. 


Yvette tilted her head to one side, subjected Paul to an assessing gaze of her own. He had subtly changed during their time in the car. Something had been shed, but Yvette couldn’t determine what that was, or if it was a danger to her. The more she watched him, the more the conviction grew that this man could be dangerous. Then again, I can be dangerous too. The thought wasn’t reassuring as Yvette’s gun was tucked inside her jacket and not easily accessible. 

 
Paul had already spotted the weapon under Yvette’s arm and discounted it. Guns rarely caused him much trouble, even if his victims had a chance to fire them before being disarmed.


Is that what the night holds, then? He wondered. Disarmament, certainly. As for anything else… That depends on if Rachel exists inside that head, or if this woman is a clean slate. 


“What must be done?” Yvette insisted, refusing to be put off.


“You must be solved. The mystery of you.” 


“How?”


Paul smiled, but didn’t reply. I could tear you to pieces and rebuild you, but I sense you’re already sufficiently fragmented. Finally, he said. “That, indeed, is the question. Forgive the metaphor, but you’re a puzzle. I think I know what to do with the pieces, but…” his voice trailed into silence.


“But what?” she peered at him whilst he concealed his satisfaction at a reliable ploy working as expected.


He caught her gaze and held it. “But I need you to trust me,” he insisted, pushing in the way that many vampires could. “I know it must seem difficult – almost impossible. But without your trust, even this early in our acquaintance, we won’t be able to achieve anything.” He kept pushing with every sentence. 


Yvette didn’t drop her eyes, an encouraging sign that his efforts were working. He continued. “You remind me of someone I knew once. I told you that I… cared about Rachel a great deal,” Close enough to the truth. I cared about her in my fashion. “And if nothing else, I assure you that your mere resemblance to her means I could never do anything to harm you.” Not unless you ask me to, but there’s plenty of time for that. 


Yvette wanted to believe Paul’s words and was so desperate for hope that she easily fell under his sway. 


“Alright,” she nodded slowly, letting go of her nascent fears despite the fact that she had no real reason to do so. “Now what?”


Paul subjected her to another moment’s scrutiny before replying. “I’m not sure,” he admitted. 

The voice of the Beast whispered coaxingly in his ear. I could Embrace her… No, there will be time for that in the future. I want to enjoy the human. He pushed aside a memory of sound – silk tearing underhand – and then paused at it, giving it deeper consideration.

“Honestly, the only thing I can think just now of is… probably inappropriate,” he chuckled. Some weaknesses don’t die.

 “Oh?”

“I would like to take you to bed.” He admitted. He couldn’t help smiling at Yvette’s startled expression – an expression that quickly became a scowl and a flush of anger.

“Was all of this just some sophisticated pick-up?” Yvette demanded.

“A little too sophisticated, wouldn’t you say? I knew your name, Yvette, I know you – better than you know yourself in fact.” 

Yvette glared at Paul, refusing to let confusion sag her. He isn’t lying. I don’t know how I can know that, but he’s telling me the truth. How?
“We…knew each other?” she asked tentatively, hoping to steer the conversation into safer waters.

“Yes, but I can’t tell you how. Not yet. You wouldn’t believe me.” This did nothing to allay Yvette’s irritation, and Paul realized that he still enjoyed her discomfiture. “Didn’t I ask you to trust me?” Guilt often works when reason fails. 

Yvette chewed on her thumbnail while she considered her response. “You did,” she admitted. “But that was before you mentioned wanting to go to bed.”

“Bed doesn’t matter,” he shrugged then added just as he saw her relief, “I’d gladly fuck you on or over any horizontal surface in the house.”

Yvette’s eyes widened in alarm and she didn’t relax, even as he laughed. Blatant honesty and an aggressive proposition wasn’t quite what she had expected from the evening.

“But I can wait a long time for what I want. Years, if necessary.” Years, indeed.
Yvette shivered involuntarily as another moment of déjà vu went through her. Precisely how did I know this man? I don’t think we were friends.

Paul made a decision. “But maybe I don’t want to play the same game over again,” he told her, ignoring her confusion. “I want to earn your trust, Yvette. And I want you to prove that you can trust me.” He unleashed another one of his unfair advantages – the unnatural charm that a vampire could bring to bear on a situation. “Let me take you to bed,” he insisted. 

Yvette stared at him, conflicting emotions plain on her face. By the time I count to five I should see… ah, there it is, the face of rationalization. And is that a little curiosity too?
Indeed, curiosity nibbled at the edges of Yvette’s mind, although it would have mortified her if she had known she could be read so easily. She had to admit that Viersan was a handsome man and the sheer intensity of his desire flattered her, despite her reservations otherwise. Combined with his charm, it was difficult to resist. She had no way of knowing that there was more than natural charm at work against her.

Just as Yvette tried to find words with which to respond, Viersan decided to move matters along in his preferred way. Leaning across the table, he grabbed Yvette by the shoulders and kissed her, knowing full well that it would take an unlikely combination of strength and luck for her to break free. She didn’t. 

Seconds later, Paul gave her a scant inch’s room, noticing Yvette’s consternation with detached smugness. “Yvette, I want to help you, but I also want to make you scream,” Let her wonder at that as she will, he thought, feeling her tense momentarily in his grasp. “I want that so much that I doubt I’m going to able to do one thing if I don’t do the other –“ he kissed her again, “first.” I’ve not had a selfless day since my Embrace, he thought. Why start now?

Yvette breathed heavily, wanting just a bit more space between them and knowing she wouldn’t get it. Again, the sense of familiarity came to her, but she couldn’t spare it a moment’s thought. Her words tumbled over each other, unsure and uncertain. “Paul, I don’t know. I barely know who I am and you-“ Paul cut her off by pulling her out of her chair as easily as she would have picked up her purse and pushing her down onto the table. His easy strength surprised her, but the surprises were coming too quickly to remain distinct. 

“Then let me show you who you are,” he insisted. “Because I do know you.”

“How?” Yvette cried out, irritation and curiosity overcoming increasing desire. 

“Because we’ve done this before,” he replied, pulling at her shirt and not caring about incidental buttons tearing loose. He kissed her again, noticing how she began to move with him, rather than against. “Many times.”

So you claim, but Yvette couldn’t bring the words forth. 

Paul was breathing in her ear, muttering an incantation of sins supposedly shared in the past and ones he planned to commit tonight. The strength of his own desire had surprised him but he chose to enjoy it, rather than ask questions. The Beast still lingered close by, but he knew he could stave it off – warm flesh could be a surrogate for warm blood.

“Paul, please slow down,” she gasped, “I don’t even remember,” she paused, embarrassed and distracted. “Doing this before.”

Paul pulled his mouth away from her neck and muttered something. Yvette wasn’t sure, but it sounded like “Good.” 

