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“Room service!” 

There is something very wrong, said Samantha’s internal voice, with the fact that you came all the way to the Bahamas on holiday and you’re delivering room service. 

Sam ignored the voice and knocked again. Bloody rock bands! Who did they think they were? 

Actually, they think they’re Vampires, said her mental narrator. You know, one of the world’s most successful bands? 

“Bring it in,” someone called from inside. Taking her keycard from the lanyard around her neck, she opened the door and backed in with the trolley. 

“Where would you…” she trailed off, and just managed to add, “… like it?” 

The lead singer of Vampires glanced up at her, but didn’t answer. His mouth was currently engaged -- sucking the nipples of the beautiful girl sprawled out on the bed. Her thighs were spread wide as Raoul Sanchez thrust his cock into her glistening pussy. 

A pink bikini top was discarded on the floor. The bottoms were dangling from the head of a guitar. 

Sam averted her eyes. It wasn’t the first time she’d seen guests in flagrante. Some of them did it to shock. Some of them wanted her to join in. Some of them just didn’t care. 

She was staff. She didn’t count. 

It was, however, the first time she’d seen a threesome in action. As Raoul plunged between the girl’s thighs, her head was thrown back, hanging off the edge of the bed. Her mouth was stretched wide around a second cock, this one belonging to Daragh Sullivan, the lead guitarist. His fingers fisted in her beaded hair, caressed her cheeks, stroked her lips as she deep-throated him. 

“Bring it here,” he said, his voice deeper and darker than anything Sam had ever heard before. “By the bed.” 

Sam licked her lips unconsciously. She’d never lost her cool before in one of these situations. Just because Raoul had the tightest ass she’d ever seen and Sullivan the most gorgeous six-pack, it by no means meant she had to get flustered. 

Raoul’s balls slapped against the girl’s ass. His pale skin gleamed as his muscles flexed. 

Around Sullivan’s neck was a pendant bearing some kind of fang. It gleamed ivory pale against the smooth, tanned skin of his defined collarbone. He was inhumanly hot. 

But that didn’t mean she had to get flustered. 

“Of course.” She wheeled the trolley over and set the brake. “If one of you could sign, please…” 

She held out the room service docket and lifted her gaze to meet Sullivan’s. His eyes were dark, almost totally black, framed by the longest lashes she’d ever seen, and they glittered sinfully at her. 

“’Fraid… my hands… are busy,” Raoul panted, lifting the girl’s hips so he could pound deeper into her. He grinned, showing sharp white teeth. “Sully, you sign.” 

Sully’s lips twitched in a smile. Sam tried not to notice, because his lips were full, soft, beautifully shaped. The sort of lips a girl could nibble on, lick, take her time kissing. 

Another girl, obviously. That wasn’t Sam’s sort of thing at all. 

He took the pad from her, his fingers warm, his hands strong and sure as he slashed a signature across the paper. Below, the girl moaned as Raoul fucked her harder and Sully thrust his hips slowly, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth. 

Sam gave a professional smile. “Thank you, sir,” she said, and stepped backwards. “Enjoy your meal.” 

Oh God, I just said that. 

Sully’s smile widened into a grin, showing white, white teeth. “I will,” he said.
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