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EXCERPT:

There are nights when I seriously wish I’d never risen from the grave.

I mean, you roll out of bed (because seriously, who sleeps in a coffin these days?) go and take a shower, and five minutes later someone crashes through the window with a stake, screaming death at you.

Whatever. I’d prefer to do my slaying wearing a little more, but a girl’s gotta protect herself even when she’s naked.

Mostly I was annoyed that he’d broken into my house. He was a teenybopper with a stake and a nervous expression. I gave him an ultimatum: either run away and never came back, or I crush your throat.

He ran.

It’s not that I don’t like Humans. I do. Sometimes I can even eat a whole one.

Joke.

Some of my best friends are Human. I’ve had Human lovers, plenty of them. Although the thing with Human lovers is they tend to be Vampire groupies. They’re in it for the thrill of the bite. It’s all rather shallow.

I locked my door and added ‘Update alarm system’ to my mental to-do list. Honestly, you spend fucking millions on a system and it still lets Humans in. I wonder if the Queen has this problem?

I showered and dressed. Leather, ’cos I was feeling kickass. Yeah, it’s a cliché, but for good reason. Strutting around in heels and leather makes a girl feel damn sexy. And when your face and body have been ruined for twenty-three centuries, sexy is hard to come by.

A couple of holsters and I was good to go. The British police frown on civilians carrying weapons, but I learned how to mind-bend policemen years ago. And weapons are de rigueur in my kind of job. Yeah, superhuman speed, strength, stamina -- plus a vicious set of fangs -- make mincemeat of Humans. But I don’t hunt Humans. 

I hunt scarier things than that.

I double-checked my alarm as I left, and went out to play.
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