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Excerpt:

Paige Larsson had thought she was immune to every chat-up line ever invented, but the moment the vampire laid his hot dark eyes on her, she was lost.

Of course, she didn’t know he was a vampire then.  She only knew he was gorgeous, and charming, and smart, and funny, and sexy, and generally perfect in every way.

But that was before he ripped her throat out.

* * *

The American woman had a far better body than he could ever have imagined under her hideously shapeless clothes.  Her skin was perfectly pale and creamy, so white next to his, flawless all over, and her limbs were long and elegant, toned from hours of hard work digging up Egyptian artifacts.

She stretched naked beneath him, her damp lips parted, her eyes fluttering closed.  Rafael took a moment to appreciate her incredible beauty before he plunged hard inside her, making her big green eyes fly open wide and her perfect lips form an O.

“You feel so good,” he told her, sliding in as far as he could go.  She was hot, wet, tightly sheathed around him.  Her muscles rippled around his cock, stealing his breath.

“Likewise,” she panted, and formed a breathless smile.  He laughed and dropped his head to nuzzle her neck.  Her blood surged through her veins, pounding in time with his thrusts.  Hot, strong, potent blood.  He hadn’t bitten her yet, but he sure intended to.  She had a strong mind, he’d have to make sure her defenses were well and truly down before he tried to make her forget the bite.

The way she was writhing beneath him gave some indication that before long, she’d be totally insensible.

“Your skin tastes delicious,” he breathed, lapping the sweat from her alabaster flesh.

“Yes,” she gasped, shuddering delectably.

“Your mouth,” he brushed his lips across hers, tasting her strength, her vitality, “is delicious.”

She moaned and sucked his tongue into her mouth, just as she sucked his cock inside her.

“I want to taste all of you,” he said, and slid out of her.  He met considerable resistance—her pussy clamped down on him, her legs locked around his waist, but Rafa just laughed and gently disengaged them.

“All of you,” he repeated, licking her nipple, loving the quiver of it in his mouth.  Then he slid down her body, tongue tracing a path, and nuzzled the blonde hairs between her legs.

“Oh,” she trembled, and Rafa smiled, tasting the unique flavor of her.  She was dripping wet—had to be, to take him in—and her juices coated her thighs.  He licked her labia, and she sucked in a juddering breath.

“Your pussy,” he murmured against her swollen flesh, “is the best taste yet.”

Yet.  He really couldn’t wait to feel her hot blood sliding down his throat.  But first…

Parting her with his fingers, Rafa slid his tongue inside her, where his cock had already stretched her wide.  She whimpered, and then when he stroked her clit in time to his tongue-thrusts, she moaned.  Her blood thundered through the artery in her thigh, intoxicating him even more than the taste of her, the feel of her slippery pussy gripping his tongue.

Planting her feet wide on the mattress, she thrust her hips up, pushing herself closer to his mouth.  Rafa smiled against her slippery folds.  He admired bold women.  It turned him on when they sought their own pleasure.

It had been a long time since anyone turned him on like the American woman.

He sucked her labia into his mouth, tongued her clit, thrust his fingers inside her, and she bucked and writhed and sobbed with pleasure.  She was so pink and pale around his dark fingers.  When she came, Rafa reveled in the hot, sweet taste of her, flooding his mouth.

Then he shifted half an inch, and sank his fangs into her femoral artery.

Her blood gushed into his mouth, pumping fast with the force of her orgasm.  Blood tasted so much better like this.  Mingling with her come on his tongue, it was the most delicious thing he’d ever tasted.

Pleasure zipped through Rafa.  His cock rode the mattress, harder than ever.  He needed release, needed to come.  Blind with it, he drew his fangs away from her groin and surged up her body to plunge back inside her.

Wet with her own orgasm, she offered no resistance as he shoved in deep, her pussy clamping around him in the hottest, tightest grip he could ever remember.  Intoxicated, entirely unable to think, Rafa withdrew then thrust in deeper, deeper, pounding into her as her hands gripped his shoulders, her fingers digging into his muscles.

Control slipped away from him.  The beast came roaring to the surface.  Blood, it cried, blood and sex.  Her pulse hammered wildly beneath the thin, pale skin of her neck.  His cock throbbed inside her.  Her body pulsed beneath him.

More, more, he needed more.

Rafa’s fangs tore into her throat and her blood spurted into his mouth, a hot, rich torrent.  As his orgasm overwhelmed him he growled low in his throat and ripped deeper, feasting on her body and her blood.

By the time the beast subsided, her blood had slowed to a trickle.

She lay still.

Her heart was silent.

Rafa stared in horror.  She was dead.  He’d fucked her into the ground and killed her.  Pulling back, shaking, he took in the blue tinge of her white skin, her bloodless lips, the smear of red on one thigh and the ruin of her beautiful throat.  

A vision of Jamie hammering a stake through his heart ripped into Rafa’s mind.

He had to bring this woman back, and there was really only one way to do it.  Tearing a hole in his own wrist, he held it to her lips.

“I’m sorry,” he said, coaxing the blood into her mouth.  “I’m so sorry.”
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