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Excerpt:

“She needs blood,” came the voice on the other end of the phone.  “Only way for a vampire to recover from anything.  Fresh blood.”

“Human?” Ruarc asked, wondering where the hell he’d get any, and why the hell he was even asking.

“Well, it’s preferable.  Most vampires aren’t happy drinking animal blood.”

“I’m not doing this to make her happy, Mags,” he said, wiping his hand over his face and glancing back at the bloody form lying on his bed.  She was still wearing her sequined dress, now red with blood.

“So give her pig’s blood.  Ruarc, why are you even bothered?  I’ll warn you now, you won’t get any thanks from a vampire.”

He stared at Maria for a long time.  He didn’t know why.  Vaguely, he thought it might be to do with fighting the goblin and the Seelie together.  Maybe.  He was too tired to figure it out.

“Does she need to be awake?”

“Not really.  She’ll wake up anyway once she tastes the blood.”

“Does she need a lot?”  Maybe he could go out and hire a hooker or something to feed her.  Find someone homeless.  Someone who’d allow themselves to be bitten for money.

“Depends.  Pig blood, yes. Human blood, yes.”

“What other kind—”

“Supernatural blood,” Magda said.  “She’d only need a few sips of yours or mine.”

Ruarc looked at his own wrist.  He’d bled out plenty tonight.  What was a little more?

“Right,” he said distantly.  “Thanks, Mags.”

“Ruarc, are you all right?”

“Fine,” he said, then, when it appeared something else was needed, added, “I’m just tired.  Early morning here.”

“Yes, I know.  It’s not even coffee time here.”

“I’ll let you go then,” Ruarc said, and put the phone down before she could protest.  Truth be told, he hadn’t really thought a lot about what time it might be in England.  He’d tried calling Chloe and Alexius but got no reply—they were probably having sex—and automatically moved to the next name on his list, a werewolf attached to the Sundown office in London.

We really need to get more staff, he thought, moving towards the bed.  Tomorrow.  I’ll sort it out tomorrow.

He sat down on the edge of the bed, loosened his tie and pulled it off.  Stripped away his bloody shirt.  Watched Maria lying there on her side, very still, not breathing.  But then vampires didn’t need to breathe.

There was a cut on his arm, already starting to heal.  Grimacing, wondering again why the hell he was doing this, he forced it open again and held it to her mouth.

Nothing.  Frustrated, he smeared blood onto her lips with his fingers, parted them, slipped inside—

—sucked in a sharp breath as a fang pierced his fingertip.  Felt all the blood in his body start to rush to that tiny wound.

Well, not all of it.  Some of it rushed south.

Actually, a lot of it rushed south.

Maria’s eyes snapped open, huge and dark, all pupil.  Deep black holes to suck him in.  And they fixed on him, quite suddenly.  Just magnetically grabbed him so he couldn’t look away.

Her lips were hot, soft, wet, and she sucked his fingers deeper, scoring deep lines with her fangs that really ought to have hurt but just didn’t.  In fact it was the opposite of pain.  The way she was sucking the blood from his fingers felt better than any blow job Ruarc had ever had.  And he’d had plenty.  Imagine what her mouth could do elsewhere!

His cock hardened so quickly at the thought that it actually did hurt, but Ruarc didn’t care.  He hardly noticed.  Because Maria was abandoning his fingers, grabbing his arm and piercing the skin of his wrist so his blood flowed faster, stronger, and the rush was unlike anything he’d ever felt.

Blindly, he yanked at her dress, scattering sequins everywhere like falling raindrops.  Desperate to feel her skin against his, to touch her soft breasts, palm her sweet round ass, taste her plump nipples.  Damn, her breasts were gorgeous.  But seeing them wasn’t enough, and stroking them wasn’t either.  He dropped his head and sucked her nipple into his mouth, tearing at the fabric still covering her waist.

Maria held his arm firm to her mouth with one hand, but the other was digging into his shoulder, fingers and thumb kneading his muscles.  As he bit none too gently on her nipple, she growled against his flesh and abruptly dropped his arm, baring bloodied fangs at him for a bare instant as she grabbed him and hauled his body back up hers.

For a second, just a second, Ruarc realized he was half-naked with a vampire, and then her fangs tore into his neck and the hot sweet pleasure of it shot through him like a shockwave.  Before he even knew what he was doing, he was ripping the rest of her dress away and she was doing the same with his clothes, and then her slick flesh was against his throbbing cock and he was shoving inside her.

She growled again, an animalistic sound that vibrated through his body, and wrapped one arm around his neck, and slid the other down to grip his ass as he thrust deep.  Her nails broke his skin.  Ruarc surged in time with the pulse thundering through him, a pulse she was controlling.  He was nearly blind with lust, desperate to push deeper, faster, harder.  Her hips bucked against him, her hot wet pussy the slickest, tightest thing he’d ever felt.

His blood was roaring now, deafening him.  Completely oblivious to everything but the sensations of Maria’s lips, her fangs, her skin, her cunt, her tight nipples, her soft skin, he hurtled out of control.  Overdosing on pleasure, he shuddered like a junkie with every thrust.

When Maria’s hips bucked, her body spasming, her teeth tearing deeper, it sent Ruarc into the stratosphere, coming harder than he ever had before.
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