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Chapter One 
I am not a prostitute, I told myself as I dialed the number with trembling fingers. Not
a call girl, not a hooker, not a whore. I’m not any of those things. I am not desperate. I chose to
do this. I have to do this. 

“Shit!” I muttered. My hands were shaking too hard to hit the right buttons. I hung up and started again, wondering if I had finally waited too long this time. If the need would overcome me before I could get what I had to have to survive. 
Addicted. That’s what I was. But not through any fault of my own. It wasn’t as if I were at a party and decided to try a hit of cocaine or a shot of heroin just for fun. I would never do such a thing—I’m a medical doctor and I know better. No one slipped anything into my drink either or got me to take a puff of something that was more than a cigarette. If only it were that simple. The substance I craved was a hundred times more powerful than any drug you could buy or prescribe and I had gotten addicted in the worst way possible. 
I was raped for my blood. 
* * * * * 
It had happened about five months before in the alley behind the garage where I was getting my car fixed. It’s an eighty-seven silver Audi I love despite its temperamental nature. I could afford better now that most of my school loans are paid off—could probably be driving a new Mercedes for what the Audi costs me in parts and labor alone. But my dad gave it to me—a present for getting accepted into med school and I couldn’t bear to part with it. Besides, I hate car shopping with a passion. I’d tried it several times when it seemed like the Audi was dead and there was no bringing it back. Walking around on the hot tarmac in the sweltering sun, looking at rows and rows of chrome and plastic and glass while being lied to by a misogynist in a cheap suit is not my idea of a good time. Also, that nauseating new car smell everyone raves about has been proven to be carcinogenic. So I was happy to find a mechanic who could and would deal with my geriatric car in a timely manner and who stayed open late enough for me to drop it off after office hours were over. 
Joe, the mechanic who owned the garage down on Sixth and Nebraska, was a man of few words. There was an almost savage silence about him that intimidated me despite my best efforts not to be. He was large—huge might be more like it—with muscles on top of muscles, all obviously earned through manual labor. I got the feeling that he could probably raise my little car over his head without bothering to use the hydraulic lift if he felt like it. 
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He had black, skull-cut hair and eyes too dark to tell the color. Or maybe it was just that it was always so dark in his shop I couldn’t see. His face was hard—with features that looked carved from blocks of granite—and he wore a neatly trimmed mustache and goatee that made him look like the bad guy in a movie. His standard uniform was skintight jeans and a black wifebeater shirt that showed off what I considered his most interesting attributes—gorgeous, artistic tattoos that looked somehow antique. Red, blue and green, they circled his wrists and licked up his arms to fan out over his biceps like multicolored flames. They seemed to move on their own when his muscles flexed, telling a story I couldn’t quite understand. I had found them so distracting the first time I brought my car in that it was hard to pay attention to the conversation. 
Not that there was ever much conversation with Joe. I would drop off the car, describe the trouble and he would take a quick look under the hood and tell me how long it would take to fix. One nice thing about him was that he always seemed to have whatever parts were needed on hand so I never had to wait for something to be shipped from overseas. He also worked late, often well into the night, repairing the damage. 
Sometimes I could even pick the car up the very next morning on my way to work. I appreciated that and since his shop was just a short bus ride from my one-bedroom condo, it worked out great. 
Worked out great until that night five months ago, anyway. 
I was walking from his shop to the bus stop. By myself even though Joe had offered to escort me. 
“You’re a pretty woman,” he said gruffly, the first and only compliment he’d ever given me. “You shouldn’t be out walkin’ alone at night. It’s not safe.” 
“It’s only a block,” I said, smiling politely to show I appreciated the offer. “And I’ve got a can of pepper spray. I’ll be fine.” 
“There’s things out there don’t give a damn about your pepper spray.” He’d made it sound as if I’d told him I had a water pistol loaded with Kool-Aid in my purse. 
“They’d eat you up soon as look at you.” The way he said it, with a slight baring of very white teeth beneath his neatly clipped black mustache, sent a strange shiver down my spine but I shook my head again. 
“Thanks anyway, Joe. You can help me the most by getting my car fixed. I’m 
supposed to be driving to Orlando next weekend and I need it to make it there and back again. You think you can do it?” 
“Sure.” He nodded dismissively. “Not a problem, Doc Kristen.” I had told him the first time we met that he could just call me by my first name but he tacked on the “Doc” 
in front every time. I wasn’t sure if it was out of respect for my medical degree or a wish to keep our relationship on more formal terms. He was a very private man, which was why his next question surprised me. “You goin’ to Disney World?” he asked casually, wiping his large, powerful hands on a limp rag. 
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“No,” I said, taken aback by his sudden interest in anything about me besides my car. “A conference on pediatric diabetes, actually.” I grinned. “It probably won’t be nearly as fun as the Magic Kingdom but what are you going to do?” 
He grunted, his short-lived interest in my personal life obviously at an end. “All right. Be careful out there.” 
“I will.” I turned and walked out into the muggy Florida night, wondering how it had gotten so late so fast. It was early spring, which meant it wasn’t as swelteringly hot as it was going to get in a month or so but the humidity was unchanged. Walking through the air was like swimming through a tepid soup that soaked my clothes with perspiration and clung to my skin like clammy silk. 
As I walked, I swatted occasionally at the ever-present mosquitoes that have always loved my blood and clutched the pepper spray tightly in my sweating palm. I knew my corn-silk blonde hair and pale green eyes might attract attention if anyone was watching, but if they actually got a chance to look under my white lab coat they would probably be disappointed. I have a good shape but I’m what you might call plus-sized—too big in the breasts, hips and thighs—well, too big all over if you want to know the truth. It’s not that I don’t exercise, just that I still like to eat and unfortunately it shows. My silky hair and striking eyes might have been attractive on a size eight but on a size eighteen—which was what I was—they weren’t enough to get me a second glance from most men. Of course it would be too late to point out my overly generous attributes if someone jumped me…but I made myself stop thinking that way and stared straight ahead. 
Only a block, I reminded myself but it seemed longer. To distract myself from the menacing shadows that seemed to loom behind every quiet building I passed, I thought about Joe. Why had he offered to walk me to the bus stop now, after almost a year of taking my car to him? Possibly because I had never dropped it off this late before. It was past nine and full dark out. I had been surprised and pleased to find him still open when I drove by after a late night at the pediatric clinic on the off chance that he might be able to fix the knocking in my engine. 
That was probably it, I told myself, keeping the white metal bus stop sign like a beacon in my sights and squeezing the pepper spray harder. It wasn’t as if he could possibly have any interest in me—too bad in a way since he was big enough to actually make me feel petite, something most men couldn’t manage. But I knew well enough that even if he was interested nothing could come of it. I mean, I’m no snob but a doctor dating her mechanic—what would that look like? As if I were just out for some hot, sweaty sex, that’s what. 
Having the necessary tunnel vision to get through med school had taken a toll on my romantic and personal life but I wasn’t that desperate. Not yet. Not ever. Not that there was a chance of it even if I wanted it—which I didn’t. Joe always kept a polite distance between us and never even offered to shake hands. I would have to look elsewhere to relieve my sexual tension—or maybe just buy a better vibrator, which was a sadly antisocial thought. I was promising myself for the hundredth time to go out and 7 
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try to meet someone special who appreciated big, beautiful women before I was old and gray when it happened. 
I thought the bus had come early and hit me. That’s how fast and hard whoever it was slammed into me. He took me to the ground without a word, his fangs finding my throat and plunging in with one fluid motion. And then the feelings began. 
I don’t call those feelings pleasure—how can you derive pleasure from being 
raped? I don’t anyway. But there was no denying the way my hips bucked and my sex was suddenly swollen and wet. My nipples were hard little points and my breath came in short, panting moans. I scrabbled at his back, my fingers finding no purchase on the slick material of his shirt. It might have been silk, I don’t know—my mind was on other things. Like what was happening to my body. Why I was twisting and writhing under my attacker in the most wanton way, almost as if I wanted this—as if I were enjoying it. 
I’ve told myself over and over since that night that it was rape even though the only penetration was the sharp, curved fangs that felt like eighteen-gage needles skewering my jugular. It was against my will. I never asked for it. Never wanted it. And I’ve been paying for it ever since. 
At first I thought I’d gotten off lucky—thought it was over when I woke up and staggered to my feet. A quick glance at my watch told me it was only ten minutes since I’d been blindsided by my assailant who was long gone. He didn’t even take my purse and I was relieved to find that my slacks and underwear had not been tampered with. 
My first thought when I remembered the feelings I’d experienced was that I had been attacked by some mad-dog rapist. Apparently though, it was just some crazy guy who liked to knock women over and bite them on the neck. But if it was just a bite, why did I feel dizzy, as if I’d just given blood? I didn’t know and at that point I didn’t care—I just wanted to get home. The bus I’d been waiting to catch was just pulling up to the stop and by staggering a little faster than was probably safe, I managed to make it. Once I got home I fell into a deep sleep and didn’t wake up until my alarm chirped annoyingly the following morning. 
I don’t know why I didn’t report the attack. You’d think that as a medical 
professional who had dealt with attack victims before I would do so at once, but you would be wrong. Oh, I ran a few tests on myself to be sure I was free of disease and disinfected the wounds on my neck, which had already begun to heal on their own, but I was strangely reluctant to go to the police with my story. I just wanted to keep it to myself—to put it behind me. And I might have been able to if the need hadn’t started growing inside me. 
It started with a little extra horniness. Everything male on two legs looked good to me. Even Gus, my seventy-year-old neighbor, seemed to be more charming and 
attractive than he previously had. And when handsome young fathers brought their children in to the clinic at night, it was all I could do to pay attention to my patient instead of their parent. I started having erotic dreams, dreams where I was held down, pinned against a wall and taken while someone sucked my neck. When I woke up, I 8 
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was forced to try to give myself some relief either manually or with the help of my trusty rabbit vibrator. I went through three sets of batteries in as many weeks. 
At the end of the fourth week I ended up in the ER. 
I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I was shaking—sick, weak and so needy 
that the slightest touch against my skin was a pleasure so intense it was painful. My eyes were dilated and I was running a fever—burning up in more ways than one. I needed a man, needed someone between my legs. But more than that, I needed 
whatever it was my mystery assailant had injected me with the night he bit me. 
Of course, I didn’t know it at the time—that I was in withdrawal. I took a taxi to the ER, not trusting myself to drive in my condition and had to fight with myself not to jump the overweight, middle-aged cabbie. I threw a fifty over the seat at him and hit the ER door running, or rather wobbling, and asked to see a female doctor and only a female doctor. I didn’t trust myself with any kind of man, especially if I was going to get undressed and put on one of those easy-access hospital robes. 
There was no female MD on duty that night, but to my intense relief, there was a physician assistant named Bridget Carmichael. And Bridget knew what was wrong with me. 
“You’ve been bitten, haven’t you?” she asked after I described in low, embarrassed tones my symptoms, both physical and emotional. “Someone knocked you down, bit your neck, left you feeling about a quart low and now this. Right?” 
“Yes.” I looked at her, too surprised to try to hide anything. “How do you know about it? Did it happen to you too?” 
“No, thank God.” She looked grim. “But let’s just say you’re not the first I’ve seen and you won’t be the last.” 
“Well, at least you know,” I said, hearing the relief in my own voice. “What do I do about it?” 
“I’m sorry, there’s not a whole lot you can do. You’re addicted now.” 
“Addicted to what?” I sat up on the hospital gurney, pressing my thighs together tightly and trying to focus on what she was saying and not what my body was claiming it needed so desperately. 
“Their venom. To my knowledge there’s no known cure. But you’ll die without a supplier and I can help you with that at least. Here.” She dug around in the pocket of her lab coat, which was virtually identical to my own, and handed me a much-folded business card. “Call that number. They’ll set you up.” 
My head was swimming. “Who will set me up? What will they set me up for?” 
She gave me a level glance. “Just call the number—now, tonight. You’re in the end stages and if you wait much longer, you could go into a coma and there’s not a damn thing I can do for you here.” 
“But who?” I persisted. “Who bit me? Who did this to me?” 
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“Don’t you know?” She gave me another pitying glance as she signed my release order. “You’ve been bitten by a vampire. There is no antidote—no cure. In order to survive now, you need another bite.” 
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Chapter Two 
I forced myself to stop shaking long enough to dial the number that I now knew by heart. I had never waited so long before—not since that first time—and I was in a really bad way. Like a druggie going into withdrawal, I was walking a fine line, shaking and sweating and needing so badly I felt as if I were going to die. 
Why did I wait so long? I don’t know. I think because I hated the way it made me feel, when I went to wherever the voice on the phone sent me and offered my neck or my wrist or the inside of my elbow for a bite. It made me feel like a whore, and not a high-class call girl either, but a ten-dollar hooker on Tenth Street giving blowjobs for crack money. I tried to put it off, tried to ignore the need that started growing inside me every three or four days, tried to pretend that I was still normal, still all right. 
This time I had waited an entire week and a half—a personal best record and one that was liable to get me killed. When the cool, smooth voice that could have been a man or a woman answered after the third ring I nearly cried with relief. Never again, I promised myself as I clutched the phone in numb hands. I’m never going to wait so long
again. 

“Name?” the cool, asexual voice asked. 
“Kristen,” I said. There was no need for last names or titles with these people. They didn’t care that I was a doctor, only that I was a donor. 
“First-time donor?” The voice sounded bored. 
“No. No, I’ve done this before.” 
“Preference?” was the next question. I closed my eyes and thought about it briefly. I usually chose females even though being with one made me feel as if I were having a soft-core lesbian encounter. Something that would come on Showtime late at night. 
Something horny college boys who were too poor to buy real porn would watch. I didn’t like it, but it was safe. Still, I didn’t know if a female would satisfy the craving I felt this time. I had waited so long—I needed so much… 
“Preference?” the voice asked again, sounding impatient. 
“Male,” I said hesitantly. “Could, ah…is there anyone available with a lower thirst level? Maybe a one or two? And blood only, please. I never do anything physical.” 
“Let me check.” 
I heard the clattering of a keyboard on the other end of the phone and tried to still my racing heart. They rated the thirst on a one to ten scale. Lower numbers were safer—
less sexual. It meant the vamp who had called was just barely beginning to feel it. They were usually content with a quick bite and no personal interaction. I’d had a female one offer to drink from my thigh and lick my pussy afterward—that was how she put it—
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but I turned her down and offered my wrist instead. Women don’t do it for me, which means I can refuse such an offer more easily. They also don’t have as much venom, which means a bite from a female vamp sometimes leaves me wanting more. Like giving an alcoholic just a tiny sip before pulling away the bottle. 
Tonight I needed to drink deeply—needed to drain the bottle dry before I could sleep. I prayed there would be a male vamp who was big and powerful enough to generate the kind of venom I needed without wanting more than my blood. And that he wouldn’t be far from my house. I didn’t trust myself to drive very far in my current condition. 
“I’m sorry,” the voice said after what seemed like an eternity. “But it’s a slow night tonight. I only have one call on record right now. It’s a male and he lists his thirst level as a ten.” 
“A ten?” My head reeled. I had only dared try as high as a six and had barely escaped with my virtue intact. Not that I was a virgin, but giving it up sexually as well as offering my blood was just too much for me. I couldn’t do it, not and still look at myself in the mirror the next day. And the way I felt right now, I would have almost no self-control if the vamp wanted to jump me. The only saving grace was that they were physiologically unable to carry STDs—other than their venom, of course, which was the ultimate STD as far as I was concerned. 
“A ten,” the voice confirmed. “And there’s something else. This caller specifically requests physical contact as he feeds. He won’t have it any other way.” 
My mouth went dry. Sex and blood? I had turned down such calls before—
preferring to take my chances and wait another night no matter how bad the need got. 
But there was no help for it now—I was too far gone. The next step was a coma-like state I would never awaken from. I had to be bitten tonight, no matter what the price. 
“Will you take the call?” The voice on the phone still sounded bored, as though it didn’t matter if I sold my soul to get my fix. Didn’t matter if I lost all my self-control, dignity, self-respect…all to slake the craving that was growing between my thighs. I felt sick with rage for a minute. I wanted to shout and scream and curse. Wanted to ask why I had been singled out for the attack, why I had to go through this. But none of that would keep me alive and sane. Feeling as if I were going to be sick, I whispered my assent into the phone. 
“I’ll take it.” 
“All right. He’s waiting now so don’t be long.” The voice gave me an address and directions that I scribbled hastily onto a spare prescription pad I had in my pocket. 
Then, with hands that shook so hard I could barely fit the key in the ignition, I drove out into the night, looking for a bite. 
* * * * * 
It wasn’t until I was almost there that I realized where the directions were taking me. This can’t be right, I thought, even as I pulled up in front of the familiar front bay 12 
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doors of the garage. But a glance at the address confirmed that this was where the voice had sent me. 
I walked slowly to the side door, the one that led to Joe’s small office and the rest of the building where I assumed he lived. I realized suddenly as my shoes crunched on the gravel of his drive that I hadn’t seen him since the attack. The last time Joe had fixed the Audi he’d made it purr like a kitten and I’d had no trouble with it since that morning I had picked it up. Normally I would have been very thankful for that, but I’d been slightly too preoccupied to notice it lately. But could it really be Joe I was looking for? Or did someone else live in the house attached to the commercial garage? He and his assistant Daryl, who was always there in the morning when Joe had gone to bed, were the only people I had ever seen. But I was pretty sure Daryl lived somewhere else and just came in to work for the morning shift. 
The fact that I was about to throw myself at my mechanic might have bothered me more if I wasn’t so far gone. But by the time I rang the doorbell, I wouldn’t have cared if Beelzebub himself had answered. My legs were weak and beneath the plain white cotton panties I wore, my pussy was hot and swollen, almost liquid with desire. My nipples were incredibly sensitive, making the soft lace bra I had on feel harsh and abrasive against their tender tips. No offering my elbow or wrist tonight, I thought, my mind a haze of desire. I needed to feel fangs driving into my neck—injecting my drug of choice directly into my jugular. I needed to feel powerful arms holding me tight as the venom raced through my system and the feelings began. I needed someone to penetrate me and drink from me while I came. 
The door opened at once and a deep, gruff voice called, “You’re the donor?” 
“Yes,” I whispered, wishing I could make my voice louder. It was him all right, I recognized his tone. He hadn’t seen me yet because it was dark outside. I wished we could keep it that way and thought of asking if it were possible just to do the whole thing in the dark. But then it was too late, he was drawing me into his home. 
“Holy shit.” He was wearing his usual outfit—tight jeans and a black wifebeater that showed off his tattooed, muscular arms. He looked me up and down as if I were an alien from another planet. “What are you doing here, Doc?” 
“I told you. I’m…I’m the donor,” I said, barely able to keep my voice under control. 
Having his big body so close was having a definite effect on me. His muscles flexed like a caged animal as he moved and his dark eyes were dilated with a need that matched my own. I could smell the venom—a bitter, sweet smell like burning rose petals—all over him and wondered why I never had before. Underneath it was a leather and musk fragrance that was all him—all aroused male. The bulge in his tight jeans was unmistakable—I was in for a wild ride. I just hoped I would be able to take him. It had been so long since I’d been with a man, I was practically a virgin again. 
“This isn’t right.” Joe ran a hand over his skull-cut hair and took a step back from me, his nostrils flaring. I suddenly wondered if I smelled as good to him as he smelled to me. He shook his head. “You need to leave, Doc Kristen. Right now.” 
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“No, please…” I took a step forward, trying not to fall over. “You don’t understand. 
I need…need it so bad. It’s been almost two weeks.” 
There was sympathy in his dark eyes but danger too. Like a starving carnivore suddenly faced with prey it knows it must not touch. “I’m sorry you’re in a bad way but I can’t do this with you. I know you.” 
“So?” I could feel my frustration mounting as the desire flared inside me again. Just being near him was like throwing gasoline on an open flame. “What does it matter if we know each other? It’s not as if we’re part of the same social circle or see each other at church every Sunday. You just fix my car every once in a while.” 
“Christ.” He ran a hand over his hair again, his eyes growing hard. “You don’t understand. I need this to be anonymous.” 
“Why?” I was desperate now. I stepped forward, reaching out to him, feeling as if I were drowning and someone was pulling the only life raft available farther and farther out of my reach. 
“Because.” He stepped forward, grabbed my shoulders in his hands and glared 
down into my face. “Because I don’t just need blood. I need to fuck.” Then he let me go again as though touching me had burned him and took a step back, trying to put distance between us. 
“I don’t care,” I said recklessly. “Do it. Do it now, just bite me at the same time. As long as you bite me I don’t care whatever else you do.” 
Somewhere in the back of my mind I was aware that I sounded like the worst kind of crackhead. Offering myself without reservations or limitations as long as the drugs were there. But I didn’t care anymore. Couldn’t care. The need inside me had reached a breaking point, the craving too intense to resist anymore. I stripped off my white lab jacket, hiked up my sensible black skirt and threw myself at him. 
He caught me and pinned me against the wall, taking my mouth in a kiss so savage I could feel his teeth behind his lips. I opened my mouth to him, meeting him passion for passion, giving as good as I was getting. I scratched at the black shirt he wore, trying to get it off so I could feel his bare, muscular chest against mine, and at the same time he grasped both sides of my pale blue silk blouse and ripped it open. Tiny pearl buttons flew in all directions, making a rattling sound like dry bones when they hit the hardwood floor. The shirt was ruined and I didn’t give a damn. 
My bra was next, and he didn’t even bother with the snaps in the back. He just shredded the front, ripping through the lace and elastic like it was tissue paper and baring my breasts. I moaned as I felt one large calloused hand cup me, twisting the nipple cruelly, sending sparks of pleasure straight to my swollen cunt. 
“Please,” I was moaning. “Please, please, please,” over and over again, needing him, wanting him inside me. And not just his fangs. 
I could see them now, his fangs, for the first time and I wondered why I had never noticed them before. They were long and curved and blindingly white beneath his black 14 
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mustache. Clear liquid dripped from their points—the venom I so craved. But he wasn’t ready to use them on me yet. 
I reached one hand down between us, fumbling with his jeans, but he was there before me, pulling them down just far enough to make our coupling possible. His cock, when it emerged, was immense. Incredibly long and as thick as my wrist. I found myself wondering, even in my overwrought state, if I could handle all that. But I didn’t have long to wonder. 
He pushed my skirt up over my hips and reached underneath, the palm of his hand hot against my cleft, grinding into my clit. I felt his powerful fingers fist in my pantyhose and underwear and heard a low ripping noise. There was a cool breeze on my exposed pussy and then his hand returned, two blunt fingertips sliding over my clit and thrusting deep inside me as he gauged my readiness to take him. 
“Oh God! Oh God—please!” I moaned as he fingered me roughly. I was still 
pressed against the wall and I tried to wrap one leg around him and draw him closer but he wouldn’t have it. 
“Come first,” he breathed, his deep voice hoarse with lust in my ear. “You’re tight. 
You need to come first so you can open up and take me.” 
There was a command in his voice I couldn’t disobey. As his long fingers pumped inside me, he rubbed my swollen clit with the pad of his thumb. I barely felt it building before the orgasm was upon me, rolling over me like a tidal wave that weighed a thousand pounds, crushing me with its intensity. 
Joe watched my face crumple with the exquisite agony he had inflicted and I knew he could feel my cunt spasm around his fingers as I came. I usually didn’t do this until I was bitten—couldn’t orgasm because of the shame of what I was doing until the venom was already circulating in my system. But tonight, under his hands I was helpless, coming when he told me to, giving myself without reservation to this huge, rough man who had never even shaken my hand before tonight. 
“Fuck me,” I moaned, my mind going into overload. “Fuck me and bite me. 
Please!” 
“Can’t help it. Have to.” His voice was rough with need. Bending down, he put a huge hand under each of my thighs and lifted me, pressing my back against the wall. 
“Please!” I writhed against him, feeling the head of his cock brush against me—so maddeningly close I could almost feel the slippery drops of pre-cum leaking from its tip, coating the swollen folds of my pussy. 
“Got my hands full.” He looked down between us, taking in the erotic sight. “You’ll have to put me in. As soon as you do, I’ll bite you.” 
“Yes, all right.” I reached between us, a willing participant in my own fall from grace, and grasped the hot, hard shaft in one hand. Pressing my pelvis downward, I tilted until I could feel the broad head sliding against my open cunt and then fit him inside me as well as I could. 
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I wanted him to fuck me hard and fast, to slide into me quickly and bite me at once, but he didn’t. He went in slowly, opening me inch by thick inch as I writhed against him. 
“More! Now—hurry!” I was begging, so overcome with need that I was barely 
articulate. 
“Slow—take it slow.” He spoke through gritted teeth. “Don’t wanna tear you, 
baby.” It was the first time he’d ever called me anything other than Doc Kristen, but the endearment barely registered in my lust-addled brain. All I knew was that I couldn’t wait to have him in me, to be filled to the hilt with his thick shaft. And every second he delayed was another second I had to wait for the final satisfaction of having both his cock and his fangs penetrating me completely. 
“Please!” I almost cried, but then I felt him bottom out inside me and realized that he could go no farther. I was stretched to the limit, completely filled with him, and still I wanted more. I pressed my vulnerable, exposed throat against his mouth. “Drink,” I begged. “Bite me. Do it now.” 
Finally he did as I asked. With a low roar that sounded like a wild beast, he sank his fangs deep into my jugular and latched on to my neck. There was a sweet, piercing pain and then I was flooded with him. The minute the venom hit my system, I started bucking against him as orgasm after orgasm overwhelmed me. I had never had venom this strong before—it was like mainlining a shot of pure heroin and the tiny part of my brain that could still think didn’t know if I could survive it. But there was no stopping him now—all I could do was hold on and let him fuck me. And pray I made it out alive. 
He growled against my neck and I felt an intense suction as he drew my blood into his mouth. Then his hips pulled back until he was almost all the way out of me and he slammed home again, thrusting so deeply I would have been thrown against the wall like a rag doll if I hadn’t been hanging on to him so hard. But I was hanging on, my nails buried in the flesh of his shoulders, giving pain for pain as I gave pleasure for pleasure. 
Part of me couldn’t believe that anything could feel so good and hurt so bad at the same time, but I was past caring. It seemed as if I were being torn apart by his massive shaft and yet my body was still rippling with the most intense orgasms I had ever had. 
He plowed into me with ferocious intensity, slaking a primal need in both of us and I rode him like a wild horse or a bull that I had somehow mounted and refused to be thrown from. We used each other hard, harder, hardest until at last he thrust forward to get as deep inside me as he could. Then he pulsed into me, filling me with his cum as he drank a last swallow of my blood. When he was done, he pulled his mouth away from my neck and leaned his forehead against the wall I was pressed against, panting. 
As his fangs left my neck, my body stopped quivering and coming and I was able to stop begging and screaming. Funny, I’d never been a screamer before—but with Joe, it seemed I just couldn’t control myself. Well, I told myself, it was just the strength of his venom that did it to me. And at last now it was over. Finally over. 
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Chapter Three 
“How long have you been doing this? You never struck me as a fang freak before.” 
Fang freak. Now there was a nice euphemism for what I had become. Nicer than whore, anyway. I came back to myself to find that we were still joined together like two dogs in heat and he was staring at me with a wary, curious expression on his granite-like features. 
I saw no reason to lie. “Five months, give or take a few weeks,” I told him. “I was attacked on the way to the bus stop the last time I dropped off my car.” 
He cursed in a low, thick voice and shook his head. “Knew I should’ve walked you to the bus stop. I’m sorry, Doc Kristen—this is all my fault.” 
“Two things.” I held up two fingers to make my point. “First, considering what we just did and are, er, sort of still doing…” I looked down to where we were still joined, though he wasn’t as rock-hard as he had been earlier. “I think you should just call me Kristen and drop the Doc. Second, it couldn’t have been your fault unless you’re the one who attacked me.” I looked at him curiously. “You’re not, are you?” 
“No!” The dangerous glitter of anger in his eyes told me how offended he was that I would even suggest such a thing. He pulled out of me roughly, making me gasp, and set me down on the hardwood floor of his hallway. “I’m not like that. I don’t take unwilling blood.” 
“Then how could it be your fault?” I demanded, trying to pull the shreds of my clothing around me as I spoke. My skirt was all right but the blouse and bra were pretty much history. My panties were long gone, as was my self-respect. Part of me wanted to go crawl in a hole and die after what I’d done, but there was another part—a stronger part—that said Joe was the only person I knew I could really talk to about this. And I was determined to get all the answers I could out of him before either I left or he threw me out. From the look on his face, the latter was a distinct possibility. “Well?” I asked. 
He dropped his eyes as he tucked himself back into his jeans. Now that I’d had a chance to see him up close and a lot more personal than I’d ever intended, I could see his eyes were a very dark green—so dark they were almost black. Interesting. 
“I knew there was a rogue loose in the area,” he admitted at last, his deep voice rumbling with some private pain. “Knew I ought to see you safely on that bus, but you seemed so damn sure of yourself. I thought you’d be okay.” He looked at me. “I’m sorry.” 
“No.” I took a deep breath and shook my head. “I was the one who had to be a tough, independent woman.” I ran a hand through my tousled hair, trying to smooth it down. I could feel his cum, thick and slippery, dripping out of my well-fucked pussy. 
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“Sometimes…” I cleared my throat. “Sometimes being a feminist is more trouble than it’s worth.” Then I looked up at him, forcing myself to meet his eyes. “So what’s a rogue?” 
“A vampire with no territory and no legitimate donor,” he said. “Hey, you want to clean up some?” 
“I’m a mess, aren’t I?” I felt a strong urge to apologize for that, and for throwing myself at him in the first place, but I repressed it. He had been as much into it as I had, I argued to myself. I was damned if I would apologize for what had been a mutual event. 
“You look a little worse for wear,” he admitted and then surprised me by adding, 
“Sorry about that,” in a gruff tone of voice. 
“That’s all right,” I said, not knowing if I was forgiving him for fucking me, biting me or not walking me to the bus stop five months ago and preventing this whole mess. 
“Do you have a bathroom?” I asked, realizing I really wanted to know. Did vampires have need of the usual human facilities? I’d been pimping myself out to them for five months now and I still didn’t know a damn thing about them except that I needed their venom to live. 
“Through there.” He indicated a room at the end of the hall and I took a step toward it and nearly fell. “Hey!” He caught me as the world swam dizzily around my head and swung me up into his arms. I wanted to protest that I was fine and he should put me down, but the words wouldn’t come and besides, they were a lie. I could feel a throbbing pain between my legs—the aftermath of our rough sex, no doubt—and the hallway wouldn’t stop tilting around me. 
Joe carried me as if I weighed no more than a feather pillow, which was both surprising and gratifying. Once your dress size gets into the double digits those Gone
with the Wind-moments tend to get fewer and farther between, at least in my personal experience. But he wasn’t even breaking a sweat. Before I knew it, we were through the door he had indicated and into a whole different part of the house. He laid me carefully down on a worn, but comfortable, red leather sofa. There were no pillows, so he propped my head up on his muscular thigh. It felt as if there was living iron beneath the denim under my cheek. 
“You all right?” His deep voice was reluctantly gentle, as if I were a stray kitten he’d found out in the rain and was taking care of even though he really didn’t want a cat. 
“Fine,” I said, but I didn’t dare raise my head yet. I lay there for a while in silence and he let me, just sitting on the sofa with my head resting on his lap. Finally the dizziness passed and I was able to sit up with his help and look around the room. 
I don’t know what I expected to see in Joe’s house—greasy rags and parts of 
engines strewn all around? A beat-up television set permanently tuned to NASCAR? 
What I saw was nothing like my half-formed expectations. 
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The room we were in was bachelor neat and lit by the warm glow of a reading lamp stationed on a small end table beside the couch. There was no other furniture except bookshelves—rows and rows of them lining every available wall surface. 
“Wow.” I stood and took an unsteady step toward the shelf nearest me. “I never thought you’d be much of a reader.” 
“Why? Because I’m a mechanic? An animal that works with his hands?” He 
sounded amused. “Or is it because I’m a vampire? Maybe you think I oughta be spending my time sleeping in a coffin instead of reading—is that it?” 
I blushed fiercely. “I’m sorry, that came out wrong.” I ran a hand along the spines of the books, all of them well worn as though they had been read again and again. Then I actually bothered to look at them. When I did, I looked at Joe in shock. “This is organic chemistry,” I said, motioning to a volume that was a good three inches thick. “You’ve read this?” 
He grinned savagely, his teeth very white under his neatly clipped black mustache. 
“Twice. But the twist at the end isn’t nearly as good the second time around.” 
I realized he was being sarcastic and I felt another blush warming my cheeks. To avoid further embarrassment, I turned my attention back to his books. There were so many—history, politics, advanced mathematics, physics, architecture, anatomy… It suddenly came to me that if he had read and understood all the volumes in his study, he would put any one of my professors from med school in the shade intellectually. Not to mention me. I suddenly felt ashamed of all my earlier thoughts and assumptions. I had always treated Joe in a friendly, but slightly condescending manner, as if he were a trained bear that could fix my car—and now I found he was some kind of a closeted genius. Or was he? 
“You’ve read all of these?” I asked, unable to help myself. 
He shrugged. “Ask me anything. You wanna talk about string theory? The Krebs cycle? Or maybe neoclassical architecture? How ‘bout the future dichotomy inherent to the negative utopia in Brave New World?” 
I held up a hand, feeling foolish. “Okay, all right, I get it. I’m sorry,” I said again. “I never thought…” 
He waved a big, calloused hand at me. “Don’t worry about it. Lots of time to read when you’re immortal.” 
“Are you?” I asked. “Immortal?” 
He shrugged. “Far as I can tell. Why, you lookin’ to take me out after what just happened?” 
“No,” I said, surprised that he would think such a thing. “I wanted…needed what we just did as much as you did.” I blushed as I said it, but I made myself look him in the eye. It was true, after all. I was only just beginning to see the link in vampires between feeding and sex, but it was definitely there. Looking back on it objectively, I didn’t think I could have been satisfied by anything less than what we had done. I turned back to the couch, keeping one hand on the two halves of my torn blouse to hold 19 
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it together. I took a step forward, staggered and almost went down. He was at my side in a second, though I hadn’t seen him move from the couch. 
“Take it easy.” He sounded concerned as he carried me back to the couch. He sat me up carefully, keeping one arm around me to steady me. “I think my venom was too much for you. What need level are you used to?” 
“I try to keep it to a one or two,” I said dizzily. “I tried a six once and it nearly put me over the edge.” 
“Why the hell’d you come to me then?” he asked angrily. “I told them I was at a ten. It’s been months since I called.” 
“You can go for months without?” I asked eagerly, wondering if there was some secret I could learn so I wasn’t out whoring my blood every four or five days. 
“I’m old.” The way he said it made me wonder exactly how old he could be. He looked about five years older than me if I had to guess. But if he really was immortal… 
“How old?” I asked. 
“First tell me why you came to me.” He looked at me intently. 
“You were the only call out tonight. I had no choice.” I sighed. “Sorry if that punctures your ego.” 
He looked mildly amused. “No. I shoulda known you wouldn’t come to me for this unless you were desperate. Who’s your primary vamp?” 
I shook my head. “I don’t have one. I just take calls as they come, as the need builds up in me. I usually stick with women though.” 
“You’re a lesbian?” he asked in obvious surprise. 
I made a face. “You really have to ask me that after the way I just reacted to you? 
No, I’m not a lesbian and I don’t like feeling as if I were one either. It’s just that, well, women are safer. Because I don’t like them. I usually try to avoid the, uh, physical stuff. 
In fact…” I looked down, studying my nails intently. “This is the first time I’ve ever, ah…” 
“You were a virgin?” He sounded really upset. His question sent a surge of 
irritation through me. 
“Of course I wasn’t a virgin—I’m twenty-eight years old!” I glared at him, 
shrugging his arm off my shoulder despite the fact that I was still pretty dizzy. “I’ve just never…had sex while I was bitten before. Not even during that first attack, thank God.” 
“Then you are a virgin, or were.” He looked remorseful. “What we vamps call a blood virgin.” He shook his head. “I’m sorry—if I’d known—I never…it woulda been better if you’d saved that for your primary vamp.” 
“I told you I don’t have one. I just go wherever they send me and give my blood to whoever wants it.” I could hear the wobble in my voice but I couldn’t seem to help myself. “It just…it makes me feel so…so dirty.” 
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“Whoa, hey, don’t do that.” He sounded really panicked now. “Everything’s gonna be all right, baby, don’t cry.” He cupped my cheek in one large palm, peering down at me anxiously. 
“I can’t help it.” I wanted to pull away from him again but I was just too tired. 
Tonight had really taken a lot out of me and I still had to get up and go to work tomorrow. I felt as if I were living a double life—mild-mannered pediatrician by day and crack whore by night. Or venom whore—whatever, it was pretty much the same. I sold myself for the drug I needed and it made me feel sick and perverted inside. I tried to stand. “I need to go home.” 
He pulled me back down. “Look, I don’t usually do this, but here’s the deal—if you want we can make a trade. You let me have some of your blood every once in a while and I’ll fix your car whenever it breaks down.” 
“Thanks a lot for making me feel even more like a whore than I already do.” I was crying harder than ever now, completely unable to stop. I hadn’t let go this way since I’d started my new life and the dam of repressed emotions had finally broken. 
“I didn’t mean it that way.” He sounded impatient. “I just meant if you’re tired of being passed around…” 
“I am,” I said fervently, as soon as I was able. I wiped my eyes with the bottom hem of my torn shirt. “You have no idea how tired I am of that. If only I didn’t get those…those damn feelings every time I was bitten, I could depersonalize it—pretend I was a kind of pizza delivery person or something.” I sniffed. “But when was the last time you ordered a pizza you wanted to fuck?” 
Joe chuckled, a low pleasant rumbling that came from the bottom of his massive chest. “Unfortunately it’s a side effect of the venom. Makes you wanna come around for more. That’s why most vamps are very, very careful when they chose a donor—you don’t want to bite someone if you never wanna see their face again. Becoming a primary vamp to a donor is serious business.” 
“Are you offering to become my primary vamp?” I asked him. 
He looked uncomfortable. “Well, I guess in so many words. Until you find 
somebody you like better.” 
“How would I do that?” I looked down at my torn shirt. “I try not to get to know anyone they send me to. I just want to get it over and done and leave.” 
“Do you want to leave now?” He sounded curious and maybe a little sad. 
“No,” I said, surprised to find that it was true. “I always wondered about you. I never dreamed there could be so much more than met the eye.” 
“You mean my thirst for human blood?” He gave me a sardonic smile, flashing his fangs. 
“Not just that. This.” I motioned to the full bookshelves lining the walls. “I feel as if I really underestimated you. I mean, you could be teaching at Harvard—night classes I 21 
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guess, but still.” I smiled. “Or you could do research at Johns Hopkins. Why stay here and work as a mechanic?” 
He shrugged, the muscles in his broad shoulders rippling with the motion. “I’m good with my hands and I like to be left alone. Besides, do I look like any professor or doctor you ever saw?” 
“Well, no,” I admitted. 
“Why are you a pediatrician?” he countered. 
“I like kids but I can’t have any.” I shrugged. “It seemed like a good compromise. 
But with you—it seems like such a waste. I mean, you could do research—find the cure.” 
“There is no cure.” His voice hardened. “Not for vampirism.” 
“No cure at all?” I felt as if my stomach had dropped out of me. Despite what the physician assistant in the ER had told me, in the back of my mind I had always assumed there was someone, somewhere, who could help me. Someone who would tell me there was a way out of this mess…and when I found that person I would be well. But now… 
“None for me,” he said gently, interrupting my thoughts. “But there might be for you.” 
“Really?” I sat up straight on the sofa and looked at him eagerly. “Oh God, really? 
Do you mean it? What do I do? I’ll do anything.” 
He held up a hand. “Stop. I shouldn’ta gotten your hopes up. It’s possible, but not probable. Have to find the rogue who infected you in the first place before anything else.” 
My spirits dropped but I refused to give up so easily. “All right, tell me how to find him.” 
Joe looked shocked. “You can’t go lookin’ for him. He’d rip you apart—lucky he didn’t the first time. Most of the time they do—kill when they feed. Sick bastards.” He looked absolutely enraged at the thought and I was glad that he was on my side. He was extremely scary when he was angry. 
“Well, what am I supposed to do?” I threw up my hands. “I can’t just sit around saying ‘oh, poor me’, I have to do something about this. I would have done it before if I knew there was any possible way out of this situation. But the woman who helped me in the ER told me there was no hope, no cure—nothing.” 
“She was human? Hadn’t been infected?” 
I nodded. 
“Well, then, she probably didn’t know.” He looked at me curiously. “You’re sure you want to get rid of the infection? It makes you immune to cancer, HIV, just about any other human disease you can think of. And as long as you’re a regular donor and keep getting the venom, it’ll slow down the aging process until you’re practically immortal. You get all the perks of being a vamp, except the speed and strength, of course. But you can still go out in the sunlight.” 
22 
Kristen’s Addiction 
“Yeah, some perks,” I said bitterly. “Going around door-to-door, giving myself to whoever will take me. Whoever will bite me and give me my fix.” I looked up at him. 
“You have no idea how much I hate this. How much I hate myself.” 
He looked shaken. “Most fang freaks seem to like it. I never knew.” 
“Don’t call me a fang freak! And maybe you never knew because you never asked,” 
I flared, angered at his callousness. 
“Maybe I didn’t,” he growled. “But then I’m the same as you—get it over and done with. Never see the person again. Remember how I told you I like it anonymous?” 
“I’m sorry.” I sighed and pinched the bridge of my nose. 
“It’s okay. Me too.” He ran a hand over his skull-cut hair. “I guess I don’t see anyone often enough to tell how they feel. I only call about once every five or six months. Mostly when I get the thirst I bag it.” 
“Bag it?” I asked. 
“We get blood from the blood bank—it comes in bags.” 
“I know what it comes in,” I snapped. “I’m a doctor, remember?” 
“I remember—do you?” He looked at me for a long moment. I dropped my eyes 
first. 
“I don’t know what I am anymore,” I said. “Just that I want to stop being it. Is there anyone who can help me find this guy—the one who bit me? Any kind of vampire police force or someone in authority?” 
“Well, there’s the Council of Three.” He frowned. “But they aren’t going to help you find anyone. You’d have to bring the guy up on charges, and in order to do that you’d have to catch him first and drag him into their chamber yourself.” 
“But you already said I couldn’t do that,” I protested. “That he’d tear me apart.” 
“He would.” He looked grim. “But he’d have a harder time rippin’ into me.” 
I was appalled. “Joe, I didn’t mean—” 
“No.” He shook his head. “I’m responsible for what happened. I shoulda insisted on walkin’ you to the bus stop that night. I’ll help you find him. I’ll be your champion.” 
The way he said it made me think it was a formal station or office in the vampire world. Maybe a service he was willing to perform for me. I didn’t know how much risk or danger was involved but I didn’t dare to ask. I wanted to be cured too badly. 
“Thank you,” I said hesitantly. “But I don’t have any way to pay you. Only…only my blood.” 
“I thought we’d been through that,” he said roughly. “You don’t have to sell yourself to me, Kristen.” His voice got softer. “But I will say this—anytime you get the need, you can drop by. And we don’t have to do it the way we did tonight either. That was…I let myself wait too long. I’m sorry about that.” 
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I shook my head, feeling a blush creep into my cheeks. “No, I let myself go too long without too. I just…I hate it so much. But maybe…well, maybe now that I know you, and I’m not just giving myself to a stranger, it won’t be so bad.” 
“I hope not.” He smiled at me and I found myself smiling back, looking into those dark green eyes until I felt hot and achy and needy all over again. I dropped my gaze and took a deep breath. 
“Look, I really should get home. I have an early shift at the clinic tomorrow.” 
“All right.” He helped me up and we walked to the door. I was relieved to find that I was much steadier on my feet and I was glad I didn’t live far away—I couldn’t wait to get home and slide into a hot bath. I ached all over. 
“Thanks again,” I said at the doorway. I realized that I never had gotten to see his bathroom or ask him if he actually used it but something told me I would have plenty of time for that later. 
“I’ll be in touch. Let you know if I find him.” He put a hand on my shoulder and for a moment I thought maybe he wanted to kiss me. It seemed ludicrous that he wasn’t sure if he could or not after the rough, incredible sex we’d shared in this very hallway not an hour before. I sort of wanted to kiss him too but I wasn’t sure if I should. After all, it wasn’t as if we were dating. Were we? 
“All right.” I knew I should go but somehow I just couldn’t. Not yet. Joe seemed to feel the same way. 
“Come by if you need me,” he murmured, his deep voice low and seductive. I felt a shiver ripple up my spine and my nipples peaked under my torn blouse. 
“About that. I need…seem to need it at least once a week. Sometimes more. Will that be a problem? I mean, will it overload your system to feed so often?” 
“No.” He shook his head. “We can feed as often as we want to. I won’t really need it but it won’t hurt me to have it. Of course if we keep going, we’ll get in synch with each other—develop a symbiotic relationship. Almost as if I really were your primary vamp.” 
I wasn’t sure how I felt about having a long-term relationship with him and he didn’t look too certain about it either. I decided it really was time to go this time. 
“I guess I’ll see you later then.” Making a decision, I leaned up on my tiptoes and brushed his rough cheek with my lips. 
He looked surprised and pleased. “See you, Kristen.” 
“Until next time,” I said and wondered exactly when next time would be. 
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Chapter Four 
I made myself wait a whole week and two days before I went back to see him again. 
By that time the need was singing in my veins, making it hard to concentrate at work, and my panties and bra felt too tight against the sensitive skin of my breasts and pussy. 
I knew I was waiting too long, making things unnecessarily hard on myself, but I didn’t like to feel weak. And needing the venom made me feel weaker than I ever had in my entire life. I wanted to prove to myself, and to him, that I could get along just fine, that I didn’t need anyone or anything. Even though I did. 
By the time I finally drove over to his garage, it was ten o’clock on a Monday night and I was in almost as bad a shape as I had been the first time I came. Still, I tried to play it cool when I rang his doorbell. I didn’t want him to know how badly I needed him. 
“Coming.” He opened the door and looked down at me, an open book in one hand. 
“Kristen,” he said. He looked hot, I admitted to myself. And more dangerous than ever with those ancient tattoos climbing his muscular arms and his dark eyes narrowed in concentration. 
“Hi, Joe.” I tried to smile. “I hope you don’t mind but the Audi was sounding kind of funny. It’s making this clicking noise and I thought that since I was dropping it off, maybe…” 
He frowned at me, not fooled a bit. “Come in here.” He dragged me into the 
hallway where we had had our first explosive encounter. My brain insisted on replaying all of it over and over, which made me feel as if I were going to go crazy. Still, I tried to keep my cool. 
“Long time no see,” I chattered nervously. “How are things in the garage?” 
“Fuck the garage,” he said roughly. “You’re deep in need. Why didn’t you come by before this?” 
“I don’t know.” I twisted my fingers together, feeling like a little girl in the principal’s office. “I just…I didn’t want to feel weak.” 
“Your body’s addicted. It’s not weak to get what you need.” He pulled me into the next room and laid me down on the red leather sofa. Kneeling in front of me, he pulled up the sensible brown skirt I was wearing. 
“What are you doing?” I tried to sit up but he pushed me back down. 
“Taking the edge off.” He was already reaching for the thin side straps of the black satin panties I had put on before coming over. I wouldn’t admit to myself at the time why I was changing my underwear, putting on something sexy instead of the plain 25 
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white lace and cotton I usually wore, but there was no denying I’d had some kind of sexual scenario at the back of my mind when I did it. 
“I don’t understand.” I was panting already but still I tried to remain calm. “You said we didn’t have to do… that when you bit me if I didn’t want to.” 
“Let me explain somethin’ to you, Kristen.” He looked up at me from where he was crouched between my legs. My panties were already pulled halfway down my thighs, my pussy exposed. “My venom is more than you’re used to,” he said, pulling the tiny strip of black satin down the rest of the way and roughly spreading my legs. “About a hundred times more. When you wait so long that you’re sick and shaking like you are now, it’s too easy for me to overload your system. If I don’t make you come at least once before I bite you, you could go into shock.” 
“Oh,” I said in a small voice. So that was why he’d fingered me to orgasm last time before he’d bitten me. I’d had no idea. But I had to admit I wasn’t exactly unhappy about it. I liked the way his big, calloused hands felt on me too much for that. Still it was embarrassing in a pleasurable way to be made to submit to him because of my own stupidity and stubbornness. I felt like a naughty girl about to be punished. 
“Open up for me,” he murmured, holding my gaze with his own. “I’m gonna go 
down on you first.” 
“God!” My breath caught in my throat as I spread as wide as I could, giving him the access he demanded. I had shaved my pussy only that morning, getting rid of my soft mound of curls and I was glad that I had now. It made me feel so much more naked and vulnerable. So much more sensitive to his touch. 
“Christ, you’re wet.” Using his thumbs, he spread the swollen lips of my cunt, revealing my slippery folds, the innermost part of me. My clit was throbbing, exposed to him like a small, pink pearl. 
“I know,” I whispered, feeling both ashamed and aroused at the same time. 
“Look at that pretty little cunt.” He looked up at me. “You’ve been hot for a while now, Kristen. Have you been touching yourself?” 
Biting my lip, I nodded, feeling shame and desire wash over me. The need had been building for days and I hadn’t been able to help it. Every time I did I thought of him, of the way it had felt to have him buried inside me, fucking me so hard and deep and fast. 
My pussy was constantly wet and throbbing, my nipples hard and erect. “Show me.” 
His voice was rough and the note of command was back—the tone I found it impossible to disobey. I had never touched myself in front of a lover before but there was no question of refusing his orders. 
Hesitantly I reached between my legs and used my middle finger to stroke along the side of my aching clit. The sensations shot through me as I touched myself and I threw back my head and moaned, unable to stop the needy sound from coming out of me. 
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Joe took my hand and licked it, sucking my middle finger into his hot mouth, cleaning away my honey. I felt the brush of his fangs against my flesh but he didn’t break the skin. “Is that the way you like it?” he asked hoarsely. “Nice and soft, baby?” 
I nodded, unable to make myself speak. 
“All right, then.” His eyes were dilated to black and he held my gaze with his own as he leaned down slowly, pressing his face between my legs. The short, bristly hair of his goatee and mustache tickled and scratched the tender flesh of my inner thighs, making me moan in anticipation long before his mouth made contact with my cunt. But then he was there, his breath hot against my inner pussy as he continued to hold me open with his thumbs. 
He kissed me slowly, his full lips brushing against my inner folds as gently as if he were kissing my mouth. I cried out and bucked up under him but he held me down effortlessly, making it obvious that I was to lie still and submit to his mouth on me, his tongue in my pussy. 
“Joe,” I panted, gripping his broad shoulders. “Please, oh God…” I could feel the sharp edges of his fangs against my cunt and I wondered what it would feel like if he bit me there. It would be painful no doubt but the pleasure that followed…I could imagine that it would pay for any pain that might come before. 
“Hold still, Kristen,” he murmured, kissing me again, this time flicking out his tongue to swipe across my aching clit. “You’ve been bad, waiting this long to come to me. Now you have to pay. Hold still and let me eat your pussy.” 
The hot words had me writhing even though I tried to obey his orders and hold still. It was as if he’d read my mind and knew exactly what I needed from him. He sucked my clit into his mouth and began to trace it with his tongue, making magical patterns that caused stars to explode in front of my eyes. I dug my fingers into his shoulders and tried to draw him closer. I had scratched him hard enough to draw blood the last time we were together and he hadn’t seemed to mind so I felt no compunction about letting myself go. 
“Please,” I whispered as he lapped my cunt, sending shivers of pleasure through my entire body. “Please, I need to come.” 
He looked up for a second. “Soon, baby. For now just relax and let me taste you. I want to put my tongue all the way inside your pussy before I let you come.” 
I moaned and pressed my pelvis up to him shamelessly, offering myself for 
whatever he wanted. He responded by scooping me up, his large, hard hands under my hips as he pressed his mouth against me. I felt his tongue enter me, long and hot, almost as good as his cock, and then he was thrusting it in and out of me, mimicking the motions we’d shared our last night together. Tongue-fucking me. 
“God! Oh God!” I scratched at his shoulders, my toes curling in pleasure as he rode me with his mouth. I was so close to the edge—so damn close—but somehow I knew I couldn’t come until he let me. 
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At last he looked up, his face wet with my juices, his eyes completely black. “Come now,” he murmured, pressing two long, thick fingers into my open cunt. “Come while I lick your pussy, Kristen. Come hard for me so I can bite you.” 
As he finger-fucked my wet, open pussy and pressed his face against me again to lick my swollen folds, I felt the orgasm overwhelm me. I shouted his name in a hoarse, uneven voice I didn’t recognize as my own and writhed under his touch as he fucked into me with his fingers. They felt wonderful but I couldn’t help wishing it was his cock instead. Just remembering that thick invader skewering my cunt made me come again, shivering helplessly against his mouth. 
He rode out my orgasms, lapping and sucking my pussy, drinking my honey as I spasmed around his fingers. Then, just as the pleasure began to die down, leaving me breathless and shaken, he bared his fangs and sank them into the tender flesh of my thigh. 
The venom hit my system, sending me rocketing through another orgasm. And 
another and another. Joe held on to me as I writhed and moaned, scrabbling at his back as he drank from me, giving me what I needed as he took what he wanted. It seemed to last for an eternity but I don’t think he drank nearly as much blood as he had before. 
That was a good thing because after our last encounter I was probably at least a pint low. 
When he finished he licked the traces of blood from my thigh and then placed a final, open-mouthed kiss on my pussy. He looked up and saw me watching him, my eyes glued to the erotic sight of him tasting me so intimately. 
“Do you feel all right? Not too dizzy?” He looked concerned. 
I nodded. “Fine. Thanks.” 
“How many times?” he asked. 
“What?” I wasn’t sure what he meant. 
“How many times did you come?” He got up and sat beside me on the sofa, helping me sit up as well. 
“I-I don’t know. I lost track,” I murmured, smoothing my skirt over my thighs nervously. 
“Not after I bit you.” He tilted my chin up with his hand so that we were eye to eye. 
“Before.” 
“Oh. Two, I think.” I felt my cheeks heating as I admitted it. “Why…why do you want to know?” 
“So I can know how many times to make you come before I bite you if you come to me in that state again.” He gave me a hard look. “Don’t put the need off, Kristen. You’re playing Russian roulette with your life—I don’t like that. You wait so late again and I’ll put you over the arm of the couch and fuck you from behind until I fill your little cunt full of my cum—understand?” 
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The mental image his words created made my mouth too dry to talk. I nodded and he leaned down and kissed me briefly on the mouth. I could taste myself on his lips and it made me clench my thighs together with desire all over again. 
“Good. Just so we understand each other,” he said. Then he smiled. “Glad you came by anyway. I was gonna call you and tell you I had news.” 
“Really? News about the guy who attacked me? The rogue?” 
He nodded. “He’s been seen in Ybor City. A tall guy, drifter—nobody will vouch for him. I’m pretty sure he’s our vamp. Now all I have to do is catch him.” 
“Will that be hard?” I asked. 
He shrugged. “I got a friend down there who’s a bartender at The Dungeon where the guy’s been spotted several times. You know the club?” 
I nodded. It was a bondage bar in the historic district of the city. Certainly no place I would ever go by myself—or with anyone else for that matter. “Yeah,” I said. “It’s a pretty rough scene down there.” 
“It can be. If you’re not with the right person. But you’ll be fine with me.” He grinned. 
“Wait a minute—we have to go there? Why do I have to go?” I protested. 
Joe frowned. “I have to be sure I have the right guy before I go bustin’ his balls, Kristen. If he’s the guy who bit you in the first place, he’ll be on you like a dog on a bone.” He grinned, showing his fangs. “We have to get him close enough so I can tell by his smell and yours if he’s the one who infected you in the first place. Then I grab him, drag him in to see the Counsel of Three and we get your cure.” He didn’t look too happy about the last part but I was too excited to ask why. 
“When can we go? Can we go tonight?” I demanded, leaning forward eagerly. 
He shook his head. “Nah, nobody’ll be there on a Monday night. Next Friday night will be soon enough. You have to work late?” 
“No. Friday’s an early day for me even though the clinic stays open later on weekends. I’ll get off around six,” I told him. 
He nodded with satisfaction. “I’ll be over as soon as the sun sets. You have anything sexy to wear?” 
I thought about the contents of my closet—my rows of sensible, career woman 
shoes, my modest skirts and tasteful blouses and of course, my white lab coats. “Uh, not so much,” I admitted at last. “But maybe I could buy something.” 
He frowned. “Never mind. I’ll bring something for you. I have a friend who does the club scene on a regular basis and has a girlfriend about your size.” 
“Meaning what. Plus-sized?” I asked, lifting my chin. 
Joe looked surprised. “I guess you could call it that. I always think of it as kind of extra-curvy.” He described an hourglass in the air between us with his hands and gave me a slow smile that made my insides feel as if they were melting. “And before you ask, Kristen, I like extra-curvy. Who wants to fuck a bag of bones?” 
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“Lots of guys.” I looked away, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. 
“Well, not this one,” he murmured. “And I’m pretty sure Samantha—my friend—
can find you something to wear that will show off all those curves just right.” 
I was surprised at the bitter tang of jealousy that zinged through me at his casual words. “Samantha, huh?” I said flatly. “Is she…do you drink from her too?” 
“No. She’s a vamp—vamps can’t form lasting relationships with each other. Unless they have a threesome with a human donor. But that tends to be damn hard on the donor,” he said. “Samantha’s good people—I fix her bike sometimes.” Then, apparently seeing the incredulous look I was still giving him, he added, “Besides, she’s a lesbian. 
The lipstick kind—but as gay and kinky as they come. She’ll have something right that fits you, no problem.” 
“Well, all right,” I said, somewhat mollified to hear that his “friend” was 
unavailable to him in at least two different ways. Then I reminded myself that I wasn’t supposed to care about that kind of thing. Joe was only helping me out for a while. He wasn’t really my primary vamp and we weren’t really in any kind of a relationship. 
Were we? 
“You sounded jealous there for a minute.” A small smile was playing around the corners of his full mouth. I sat up straighter on the sofa and self-consciously smoothed my skirt down over my thighs. 
“That’s silly. I was not jealous. I was just wondering what in the world you’re going to have me wearing,” I lied. 
“You’ll find out soon enough. Just be ready at sunset and I’ll be there.” 
“Okay.” I took a deep breath and stood up. “Thanks for, uh, everything. I really need to go now. I have to be at work early.” 
His face hardened. “Work, right. That always seems to be your excuse.” 
“But it’s true,” I protested. Then I wondered if I was acting like a man who didn’t want to commit after a one-night stand. Was I running out on him after I got what I wanted? What I needed? And aside from all that—did Joe really want me to stay? 
“I know it’s true.” But he was still scowling. 
“I have a career,” I said weakly. “I have to keep up with work and not let all this other stuff get in the way or I won’t have anything worth having left in my life. 
Anything normal.” 
“It’s okay.” His eyes softened a little. “Of course you have a career. I forget sometimes how much things have changed since my day.” 
“When was your day? I asked how old you were last time and you never answered me.” 
He looked at me intently. “How old do you think I am?” 
“I don’t know. Thirty-two? Thirty-three?” I guessed. 
He smiled grimly. “I turned thirty-two about forty years before the turn of the century, Kristen.” 
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I swallowed. “You mean you turned thirty-two in nineteen sixty?” That would 
make him pretty old—in his seventies I guessed—but it was still within the reach of a human lifespan. 
But Joe shook his head. “No. In the year eighteen sixty.” He smiled at my obvious shock and nodded. “I contracted vampirism in eighteen sixty-one when I was thirty-three. I was a harpooner on a whaling ship at the time.” 
I sank back down on the couch, fascinated despite myself. Here was another part of Joe’s life I had never suspected—he was a living piece of history. A man out of time. I wanted to know more. 
“Where—how did you get it?” I asked. “And how?” 
He looked away again. “I don’t usually talk about it. The past, I mean. It’s over and done with—why rehash it?” 
“Joe, please. Now I’m going to be up all night wondering if you don’t tell me.” I put a hand on his in a pleading gesture. I really wanted to know more about him—if I could get him to talk. 
He gave me a sardonic look. “It’s a long story. You sure you got the time?” 
“I’ll make the time,” I said firmly. “I really want to know. And I’m sorry, Joe,” I made myself add. “It’s not as if I want to always be running out on you. I just don’t always…know what to say. Our relationship is kind of undefined.” 
He scowled. “All right, enough with the relationship shit. Just because I’m well over a hundred years old doesn’t mean I like girl talk.” 
Great, I thought. A one-hundred-and-eighty-year-old vampire with commitment issues. 
Just what I need.  Then I saw the corner of his mouth twitch and realized he was kidding. 
Nice to know there was a sense of humor under his tough-guy image. 
“Very funny,” I said. “You want to tell me or not, Captain Ahab?” 
He nodded. “Sure. If you really want to hear it.” 
“I do,” I said, nodding. “Honestly. It sounds fascinating.” 
Joe grunted. “Not really, but I’ll tell you anyway.” 
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Chapter Five 
Joe settled back on the couch, his dark green eyes taking on a faraway look. “I was a harpooner on the whaling ship, Medusa, out of Nantucket,” he said. “And before you get on your high horse about how whales are sentient beings and as smart as we are and all that shit, let me remind you we had no idea back then. Also, it was before petroleum was discovered so if you wanted to see at night, your lamp was filled with whale oil. Not to mention a lady like you would have to have her whalebone corset. 
And all the finest brushes and combs and buggy whips and so much other shit I can’t even name it was made with it too.” 
“Ugh.” I shivered. “Wearing a corset all day—that must have been horrible.” 
“I wouldn’t know,” he said blandly. “But if you lived back then you wouldn’t have had a choice. Of course, there were no lady doctors or lawyers—any girl who decided she wanted to go to medical school might as well say she wanted to fly to the moon. 
Either one was just about as possible.” 
I bristled. “And I suppose women were much more manageable in those days—all strung up in corsets or barefoot and pregnant in the kitchen their entire lives.” 
He held up a hand to stop me. “Hey, I’m not saying it was better or worse. I’m just telling you how it was. Women had a lot less opportunities back then, it’s true. But it wasn’t exactly the best time for a kid from the slums either. How do you think I ended up on a whaling ship? Think I chose it over gettin’ a PhD from Harvard?” 
I felt ashamed at my snap judgment. “I’m sorry. It’s just that I’ve had to deal with a lot of bullshit to get where I am. The world of medicine is still, by and large, a boys’ 
club. But I shouldn’t have assumed…anyway, go on. Please.” 
He raised an eyebrow at me but continued. “I started as a cabin boy and worked my way up to harpooner. Our captain was a good man, William Grozier. He was the one who taught me how to read—told me the value of books. He let me spend the days between whale sightings pouring over his own private library. He only had about twenty books but back then, but that made his cabin a regular Barnes and Nobles.” He chuckled, the familiar deep rumble that came from the bottom of his chest. 
“Was it an interesting life, living at sea?” I asked. I had a romantic image of him shirtless and sweating on the deck of a wooden ship under a deep blue sky. 
Joe shook his head. “Mostly it was damn boring. You spent days—weeks 
sometimes looking for a whale. Once you found one, you had to harpoon it. Not from the safety of the ship either—we went out in little wooden dinghies and once you speared one, you held on for dear life. Because if you didn’t get it through the lung on the first throw, it would tow you for miles away from the ship. We called that a Nantucket sleigh ride.” He smiled but his eyes had far-off look to them. 
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“Sometimes they would dive and you’d have to cut the rope quick or go under with them. Or they’d start thrashing and you had to steer clear of the flukes—the tail, I mean,” he added, seeing the confusion on my face. “An eighty-foot sperm whale could make matchsticks of your boat with one flip of its tail. So you had to be careful.” 
“Sounds dangerous,” I said, pulling up my legs and tucking my feet under me. 
He nodded grimly. “Dirty and dangerous. And after you killed one, then the real work began. Of all the awkward things to tow, a dead sperm whale is the worst. You could stick your oar two, three times in the same hole in the ocean before you made a damn bit of progress. Then it would take days to butcher it and render the blubber down to oil. That was if you could get it all off the whale’s carcass before the sharks got to it.” 
“How awful.” His words painted a vivid picture in my head. I could smell the black smoke of the refining fires, could almost see the feeding frenzy around the immense carcass as sweating, swearing men worked to cut the whale apart under a blistering sun. 
Joe smiled, the faraway look back in his eyes. “It was an awful life but it was all I knew and I was well-suited to it. ‘Iron Joe’ they called me. Never missed a whale.” He sighed. “It nearly killed me to give it up after I was turned into what I am now but a vamp at sea just doesn’t work—especially a new vamp who needs to feed all the time. I was lucky to get home from the islands at all.” 
“What islands?” I asked, completely caught up in his story by now. It was like watching a live biography show on The History Channel. 
A frown flickered across his strong features. “The Cape Verde Islands near 
Portuguese West Africa. We stopped there for supplies and some shore leave. That was where it happened. Where I was turned.” 
“There were vampires there? In Africa?” 
“That’s where vampirism started—where it came from. The Dark Continent,” Joe said moodily, surprising me. I don’t know why I was surprised except that I guess I’d always subscribed to the idea of the cultured, well-bred, European vampire. Someone with sleek black hair who would wear an impeccably tailored tux and sip ruby-red blood from a leaded crystal goblet while discussing the arts. Why I had this idea, I don’t know. Joe himself looked as if he’d be more at home in a biker bar than a French bistro. 
But I guess the ideas we get from movies and books die hard, even when we’re faced with the facts. 
He sighed again and continued. “Normally I tried to stay on the ship when we docked at the islands. The place was crawlin’ with disease—and I don’t mean cholera or the plague, either.” 
“STDs,” I said, catching his meaning. He nodded. 
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road. But I heard tell of a bookseller—one that had his shop not far from the docks. I thought it couldn’t hurt to have a look.” 
“And while you were on shore a vampire jumped you?” I asked, remembering my 
own attack with a shudder. 
He barked a bitter laugh. “Hardly. I met someone. The bookseller’s daughter. She had skin like coffee and cream and she was a virgin—so she swore. I knew I shouldn’t give in but she was beautiful, and hell, it had been almost two years since I’d been with a woman.” 
“Why so long?” I asked, thinking that it couldn’t have been by choice. He seemed to be a man of immense sexual appetites—I couldn’t imagine him abstaining for long on purpose. 
He shrugged. “I told you what a dirty, dangerous life whaling was. Most of the time after a man had been through one whale hunt he’d had enough of it to last him forever. If the captain docked in a major port, half his crew was liable to desert. It wasn’t uncommon for whaling ships to stay at sea three…four years at a time, only putting into smaller, foreign docks to resupply when they needed to.” 
“So you were desperate,” I said, thinking of how I had felt that first night I’d come to him. “After two years of having no sexual prospects at all.” 
He barked a short laugh. “I didn’t say there weren’t any prospects, Kristen. A ship is just a prison cell floatin’ on the sea—a bunch of men holed up with no women. But just because there’s no female companionship to be found doesn’t mean there isn’t any fuckin’ going on.” 
“Oh.” I swallowed, seeing his meaning. “So you…with the other men on board?” 
“Not me,” he said shortly. “I’d had enough of it as a cabin boy to last a lifetime.” He must have seen the question in my eyes because he nodded briefly. “Yeah, I was on the receiving end of it. Didn’t get my growth until I was almost fifteen so before that I was fair game. Captain tried to keep me out of it but he couldn’t be everywhere at once.” 
“Oh, Joe.” I put a hand on his arm. “I’m so sorry—that’s awful.” 
“Nah.” He shrugged but his deep voice held an old pain that hurt to listen to. 
“Sometimes you just have to bend over and take it. It’s not so bad after you get used to bein’ filled there. But I think you can see why it put me off the idea of ever doin’ that to another man. Now with a willing woman, it’s another story—especially a woman with a curvy, lush ass like yours.” He smiled and I swallowed hard. 
“I’ve never, uh…been into that,” I murmured. 
“No?” He looked surprised. “With that ass? You were just made for it.” 
I desperately wanted to change the subject. “So the bookseller’s daughter—she made you an offer you couldn’t refuse,” I said, keeping my face utterly blank. 
Joe frowned and ran a hand over his hair. “I shoulda though. Turned out she wasn’t the bookseller’s daughter at all—she was a vamp—probably older than I am now. At 34 
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first she just wanted to feed on me, then she took a liking to me and decided she wanted to keep me around.” 
“So she turned you?” I had a sudden fear—one that I hadn’t allowed to surface until now. “Am I going to become a vampire too, eventually, if I keep getting bitten?” I asked. 
He shook his head. “No. It’s a complex thing. You’d have to drink my blood after I drained you to the point of death. Believe me, that’s not gonna happen. I would never turn you—never condemn you to the life I have now.” 
“Good. Thank you.” I couldn’t help feeling relieved. How could I live my life and pursue my career if I was limited by the sun? I guessed I could work at one of those all-night clinics where you constantly see emergency cases but it would probably be hard to deal with all the injuries I would see on a daily basis if I were attracted to blood. A pressure I almost hadn’t known was there slid off my chest and I motioned for Joe to continue. “So she turned you?” 
“Yeah. I wanted a quick fuck and got a fucking lifetime of immortality instead.” He sounded bitter. “That’s why I bag it most of the time when I get the thirst. It was fuckin’ 
around that got me in this mess in the first place.” 
“Well, like you said, there are a lot of perks to being a vamp,” I pointed out, trying not to acknowledge the bitterness in his tone. 
“Sure there are. You never get to see the sun again. You get to see your friends and family die while you go on and on alone. You have to live on blood and let me tell you, it wasn’t nearly as easy to get back then as it is now. There weren’t all that many blood banks that were willing to sell you a pint or two when you were thirsty.” 
I shivered when I considered the picture he painted—long, lonely years wandering the world in darkness, preying on innocent people when the thirst got too strong to deny. He had lost a livelihood he was good at and a captain who was like a father to him, all because of a single moment of indiscretion. I wondered what it would be like to have to give up being a doctor, after all the years of study and hard work and the emotional and financial sacrifices I had made, to lose it all in an instant because of one bad decision. I would hate myself, would hate the new life that had been thrust upon me. I would want to hide myself away from the world and mourn in private for all that I had lost. And suddenly I knew what Joe was doing. Why he lived the way he did. 
“You’re doing a kind of penance here, living like this in obscurity,” I said, looking him up at him. “You almost never indulge in sex because you’re punishing yourself.” 
“Punishing myself? What the hell are you talkin’ about?” he scoffed, but there was something in his dark eyes that told me I was on the right track. 
“You heard me,” I said. “You’re punishing yourself for what you became when you were weak enough to give in to your carnal urges when you contracted vampirism in the first place. And you bury yourself away in here fixing cars and reading books, never letting anyone get close because you lost everyone you once loved and you don’t want to go through that pain again.” 
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“Are you a pediatrician or a fuckin’ psychiatrist?” he growled. There was anger flickering dangerously in his deep green eyes. “I’m tellin’ you my story because you asked—not to be picked apart like some animal on your mental dissection table. I don’t need a goddamn shrink.” 
“Sorry,” I said, trying not to sound intimidated when in fact, I was intimidated as hell. He seemed to get twice as large when he was pissed off and my offhand comments had obviously enraged him. “I was just…trying to understand you,” I said, hoping he would calm down. “Where you came from. Why you are the person you are.” 
“You mean why I’m the monster I am.” He was suddenly on his feet though I hadn’t seen him stand. “I think you’d better go now, Doc Kristen. Wouldn’t want you to keep the kiddies waitin’ for their shots tomorrow.” 
“I’m sorry,” I said again, getting off the couch. He grabbed me by the upper arm, his fingers painfully digging into my flesh, and was hustling me toward the door before I could say anything else. 
“Good night,” he said, practically pushing me out the door. 
I was so upset and confused I hardly knew what to say. I turned to ask him if our arrangement was still on, if I could still come to him. And more importantly if he would still take me to The Dungeon that Friday night to look for my attacker. 
But before I could open my mouth, he slammed the door in my face, leaving me in the darkness alone. 
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Chapter Six 
I spent the rest of the week wondering if I was ever going to see him again. I felt the need growing inside me and wondered with dread if I was going to have to call and talk to the nameless, faceless voice again. If I would have to go wherever it directed me and offer myself to another stranger. And if Joe had deserted me for good, would I ever be able to cure myself of my addiction? I doubted if I would ever find another vamp who would offer to be my champion as he had. None of the others felt responsible for my dilemma. And none of the others made me feel the way he did when he touched me, took me, bit me—which was something I didn’t want to admit, not even to myself. 
Sunset came and went on Friday evening as I sat in my living room, waiting to see if he would come. It occurred to me that I had never told him where I lived and several times I picked up my cell phone to call. But that was a little too desperate, even for me, even though the need was burning through my veins and making my pussy wet and my nipples hard. I put the phone down with an effort and made myself wait. He was a resourceful guy and a vampire who was almost two hundred years old. If he wanted to find me, he could. 
I was just picking up my cell for a third and final time—to call the voice and ask for an assignment—when my doorbell rang. Trying not to hurry, I put down the phone, got up and walked to the door. 
Joe was standing outside wearing a pair of black leather pants with a matching leather vest and nothing else besides some motorcycle boots. His bare chest rippled with muscle under the vest and the intricately inked designs on his arms were on full display. It was a very bad-to-the-bone look and it made his bad boy image complete. I felt my mouth start to water but I kept my cool and just stared at him. 
“What are you doing here?” My voice was tight with need but I wasn’t about to let him see how I was feeling if I could help it. 
He frowned, his heavy black brows drawing together over his dark eyes. “I’m here to take you to The Dungeon. Like I promised.” 
“Oh, well, thanks for showing up,” I said coldly. “Don’t do me any favors, Joe.” 
“I’m not,” he growled. “I’m paying a debt. Tryin’ to make things right.” 
“You have a funny way of making things right.” I crossed my arms over my chest. 
“Like kicking me out of your house and not calling all week.” Now that I saw him standing there in the flesh my need was eclipsed by my anger. I wished I were big enough and strong enough to take him in a fight. Nothing would have made me 
happier than taking a chunk out of his tight, gorgeous ass. 
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His dark green eyes blazed. “Now I’m supposed to call you? What am I, your 
boyfriend?” 
“No!” I shouted, losing it completely. “In fact, I don’t know what you are to me. But it’s obvious that all I am to you is an inconvenience. So why don’t you get the hell off my property?” 
He ran a hand over his hair and blew out a breath impatiently. “Okay, all right. 
Look, Kristen, I’m sorry. I know I shouldn’ta done what I did. I just…I don’t usually talk about my past. And what you said…some of it hit pretty close to home.” 
At that moment, my elderly neighbor Myra Goldstein, poked her head out of the condo next to mine, no doubt to see what the fuss was all about. When she saw Joe standing on my doorstep, looking like a reject from the Hells Angels, her watery blue eyes got as wide as saucers and she clutched her furry pink bathrobe close to her chest. 
“Kristen, bubelha, are you all right?” she asked in a wavering voice, her eyes never leaving Joe’s massive form. 
“I’m just fine, Myra,” I said, giving Joe a dirty look. “This is Joe, my mechanic. We were just…arguing about my last bill.” 
“Well, just let me know if it gets out of hand.” Myra waved a cell phone in our direction. “I’ve got 9-1-1 on speed dial, young man,” she told Joe. “And you ought to be ashamed of yourself, giving sweet little Kristen a hard time. You know she’s a doctor? 
Spends all her time healing sick babies. And you come around bothering her this time of night when decent people are trying to sleep!” 
Joe nodded at her respectfully. “Sorry, ma’am. Guess I’m just not decent people.” 
I felt laughter bubbling up in my throat and coughed, trying to hide it. “It’s really okay, Myra. Joe was just leav—” 
“Coming in,” he interrupted me, giving me a look. “Please, Kristen. I said I was sorry,” he added under his breath. 
I sighed. I wanted to stay mad at him but I just couldn’t. Part of it was how mouthwatering he looked in all that leather and part of it was the need that was pounding inside me, begging for release. And part of it was something I didn’t even want to admit to myself—that I had begun to care for him. I pushed that thought to one side, unwilling to examine it further. 
“Kristen?” Joe looked at me hopefully and I realized I had been taking a long time to make up my mind. Myra was taking my silence as an opportunity to continue giving Joe a piece of her mind. 
“And furthermore, you should be so lucky to meet a girl like Kristen,” she said, shaking her cell phone at him. “She’s a saint, this girl. Why, you ought to be fixing her car for free!” She had seemingly lost all her fear by now and was right up in his face. 
It tickled my funny bone to see the tiny little lady, who I knew he could break in half with one hand, facing down the huge vampire standing on my doorstep. Even funnier was the look of alarm on his granite face as she advanced on him—it was like a 38 
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German Shepherd Dog being faced down by a yapping toy poodle. Abruptly I decided to forgive him, at least enough to let him in the door. It was either that or Myra would have the entire Tampa PD and the neighborhood watch, as well as all the available yentas in a ten-block radius, in front of my condo. 
“Fine,” I said, stepping aside and waving a hand at him. But he only looked at me and shook his head. 
“I’m a vampire—you have to invite me in,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “And for fuck’s sake, do it quick.” 
“Come in,” I said, although I was tempted to let him sweat just a little bit more. If vampires could sweat, that was. 
“Thanks.” He stepped through the doorway with obvious relief, escaping Myra’s tirade. But letting him in my home opened a whole other can of worms. I had to spend a good ten minutes persuading my neighbor that I hadn’t just let Jack the Ripper into my condo and another five after that promising I would come by the mah-jongg party she was throwing the next week so she could teach me how to play. By the time I finally shut the door and turned to face my living room, I felt emotionally exhausted. She was a sweet old lady but what a talker! 
Joe was taking up almost my entire couch with his leather-clad bulk, the hint of a smile twitching at the corner of his full mouth. “You convinced her I’m not gonna eat you alive?” he rumbled, raising an eyebrow at me. 
His words brought back a blinding flash of what we had done the last time I saw him and I felt the need spike inside me. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to get myself under control and nodded. “She’s just a little overprotective is all.” 
“I could tell.” He patted the tiny space on the couch that he wasn’t currently occupying. “Come here.” 
“Why should I?” I crossed my arms over my chest, frowning at him. 
He blew out a breath in obvious frustration. “How many times do I have to 
apologize?” 
“None,” I said curtly, glaring at him. “Just promise me it won’t happen again. If you have a problem with something I say, talk to me about it. Don’t just kick me out and leave me to wonder if I’ll ever hear from you again.” 
He looked down at the floor and frowned. “Look, I know I’m an antisocial son of a bitch. I’m just not used to dealing with women.” 
“Except fang freaks,” I reminded him. 
He nodded and looked up at me. “Yeah, and you don’t fall into that category. Hell, I don’t know what category you fall into. You’re just…I don’t know.” He got up and started pacing in front of my floral-print couch. “You know I had to stop myself about a hundred times from coming over here before tonight?” 
“Why?” I asked. “Why stop yourself?” 
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“I don’t know. Maybe because I was afraid you wouldn’t let me in. Maybe because I was afraid of how much I wanted to see you.” He covered the distance between us in a single step and cupped my shoulders in his hands. “I’m not used to feelin’ this way, Kristen. Hell, I’m not used to having feelings at all. I’m not sure I like it.” 
I couldn’t think of anything to say to that and to be honest, I wasn’t sure I could have talked even if my mind hadn’t been a complete blank. His nearness combined with the musk and leather scent of him had robbed me of speech. My mouth was dry and my hands were trembling with need. All I wanted to do was grab him and drag his mouth down to mine for a hot, angry kiss. I had to clench my hands into fists at my sides to keep from doing it, but Joe seemed to sense my dilemma. 
“It’s okay,” he murmured, rubbing his hands up and down my arms. “I know it’s been a while for you. Why don’t you ask for it?” 
I took a step back, putting some distance between us and pulling away from his touch. “Maybe it’s not easy for me to admit when I need someone either,” I whispered. 
He looked at me for a long moment and I was certain he was going to lean down and gather me to him for a kiss. But at last he shook his head and went back to sit on the couch. “I brought you the outfit,” he said, indicating a brown paper bag I hadn’t noticed before. “Samantha picked it out. She says it’s perfect for a submissive.” 
“A what?” I frowned at him. Fighting the part of me that wanted to jump his bones, I made myself walk casually over to the couch and take the bag from his hand. 
“A submissive. Tonight I’m your Master and you’re my slave.” He grinned at me, showing those sharp white fangs I craved to feel piercing my flesh. 
“I don’t see why I have to be the submissive,” I said, glaring at him. 
He looked surprised. “It’s a D/s bar, Kristen. You don’t really expect me to let you play the Mistress while I play the slave, do you?” 
I crossed my arms over my chest, the brown paper bag crinkling in my grasp. “I don’t see why not.” 
“Because for one thing, it’ll be a hell of a lot easier for me to kick ass if somebody starts botherin’ you than vice versa. And for another, because you’re hardly dominatrix material.” 
“What makes you say that? I could be domineering,” I protested. 
“What makes me say it is the way you give it up to me so sweet when I tell you to.” 
Reaching out faster than I could see, he grabbed my hand. Before I knew what he was doing, he had me in his lap, cradled in his arms. 
“Let me go!” I pushed against the hard planes of his chest. For all the result I got I might as well have been pushing against a brick wall. 
“No.” Lowering his head, he took my mouth in a long, breathless kiss. His tongue demanded entrance to my mouth and I responded by parting my lips and winding my arms around his neck. I wanted to say no, wanted to push him away again but 
somehow I just couldn’t. Every cell in my body was calling out to him, craving what I 40 
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knew only he could provide. I longed to feel the sharp, curving fangs I was tracing with my tongue buried in my jugular but Joe was very careful when he kissed me—he didn’t even break the skin. 
Finally he pulled back and looked at me, his eyes hooded with desire. “You’re going to put on the outfit I brought you and do exactly what I tell you. Understand, Kristen?” 
I nodded, feeling the familiar rush of desire as his commanding tone triggered the need inside me. “Yes, but, Joe…” I looked down for a moment, tracing the muscles of his chest with trembling fingers. 
“Tell me, baby. What is it?” His voice was softer now, more gentle, but I could tell he wasn’t going to help me. He was going to make me say it. 
“Well, it’s been a while since Monday night,” I began. “And you told me I should come to you if the need started bothering me and, well…” I looked up at him. “It’s getting pretty bad. Before we go can you…would you bite me?” 
He shook his head. “I know you’re deep in need, baby, but I can’t bite you yet. I need to have you right on the edge at the club tonight. The more you want it, the more attractive your sweet scent will be and the more likely we are to catch the rogue who bit you in the first place.” 
“But…but…” I shook my head, trying to think of a way to convince him. “You told me not to wait too long,” I reminded him. “I’m telling you, Joe, if I wait much longer I’m going to need…need more than just your fangs in me.” 
His dark eyes blazed and he shifted under me so that I could feel the long, hard shaft of his cock pressing against his tight leather pants. “I know that, baby, and I promise you at the end of the night you’ll get everything you need. Everything.” He kissed me again, his tongue thrusting into my mouth, showing me exactly what he meant. “I’ll give it to you hard and fast or long and slow, or both if you want,” he murmured, holding my gaze with his own. “But we need to go to the club first. All right?” 
His burning gaze and the promise in his dark eyes made the breath catch in my throat. “All…all right,” I whispered, nodding obediently. 
“Good. Then go put on the clothes I brought you and let’s get out of here. The sooner we catch this bastard, the sooner we can come back here and take care of business,” he told me. 
Nodding again, I got off his lap and headed to my bedroom with the brown paper sack clutched tightly in my hands. God, it was going to be such a long night! 
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Chapter Seven 
“Are you okay in there?” Joe was knocking impatiently on the bedroom door and I realized I had been taking a long time to get dressed. But the clothes he’d brought me weren’t exactly the easiest things to get into without help. Not that I was going to ask him to come in and help me. 
“I’m fine,” I called back, giving myself another once-over in the antique oval mirror that had been my grandmother’s. I thought that his friend Samantha must have a kinky streak a mile wide and was glad I didn’t know her personally. Wearing clothes like these, you either needed a collar or a whip and I wasn’t sure I was ready to wear one or carry the other. 
I had on a red leather corset-type bustier that pushed up my breasts, making them look even bigger than they were. It had black lacing and a series of hooks and eyes up the front that had taken me forever to figure out. The bustier was a beautiful item of clothing but unfortunately the red leather cups that held my breasts didn’t even cover the nipples. There was a little bit of black mesh around each one that could be pulled up to form a semblance of modesty but it seemed more suited to draw attention to my nipples than to cover then, making me feel incredibly exposed. 
The bottom of the outfit was, if possible, even skimpier. There was a black leather skirt that was so short it was almost nonexistent and some black thigh-high boots with four-inch heels that somehow managed to make my short, stubby legs look long and shapely. I had added a pair of black lace panties of my own since the outfit hadn’t come with any. Not that I would have worn some strange vampire’s underwear anyway, even if they had been offered to me. 
“Kristen?” Joe sounded frustrated. “It’s gettin’ late. What are you doing in there?” 
“Just…trying to get used to the idea of being seen in public like this,” I said, turning from side to side in front of the mirror. 
“Let me see.” There was a note of command in his voice again and I felt a rush of desire that made my pussy wet. I didn’t like the hold he had over me when I was in this state. I thought of telling him to go to hell…but I sighed and opened the door instead. 
He was going to see me sooner or later anyway—there was really no point in delaying. 
Joe gave me a once-over and let out a long, low wolf whistle that made me blush. 
“You look hot, Kristen. Fuckin’ gorgeous. Not exactly the saint who spends all her spare time patchin’ up hurt kids that your neighbor seems to think you are.” 
“Well, this isn’t what I usually wear to the clinic,” I said, trying to keep things light even though his dark eyes raking over my body were making me feel hot and exposed. 
“Not unless I wore a white lab coat over it, anyway,” I added. 
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He growled low in his throat. “Now that’s a hot idea. We’ll have to try that out sometime. Turn around and let me see you.” He made a twirling motion with his finger and I obeyed, turning in a slow circle for his approval. 
“Nice. Very nice,” he murmured appreciatively. Then he frowned. “Wait a minute. 
Lift your skirt.” 
“What?” I looked at him uncertainly. “But why…?” 
“Do it.” He was suddenly close, towering over me. “Or do I have to do it myself?” 
“No, I-I’ll do it,” I stuttered. Feeling horribly exposed and incredibly hot, I lifted the stiff leather to reveal the black lace panties I had on. 
Joe glared. “What the hell are those?” he demanded, staring at the tiny patch of black lace between my thighs. 
“Panties,” I said, hesitantly. “They…the outfit didn’t come with any so I—” 
“So you thought you’d add some?” He lifted my chin in his hand and looked down into my eyes. “Let me tell you something, Kristen, it didn’t come with panties because I don’t want you wearing any.” He reached between my legs, cupping my sex with one large, calloused hand. “I need him to be able to smell your sweet pussy,” he growled, rubbing the soft lace of the panties against my wet folds. “Need him to be able to tell how hot and wet you are in order to draw him in.” 
I gasped and moaned as his big fingers continued to caress me. His touch was starting a fire in my veins and all I could think about was how he had gone down on me before he’d bitten me the last time. I wanted his hands and his mouth on me now, wanted to feel his fangs sinking into my inner thigh. 
“Please…” I whispered, unable to stop myself from begging. “Please, Joe, I need it so bad…” 
“Christ, I want to fuck you.” He ripped the panties away with a single, violent motion and suddenly there was nothing between my naked cunt and his hand. He plunged his fingers into me, filling me to the limit as I moaned and writhed shamelessly against him. The sensations were so hot I could barely get out the words but I managed to ask him anyway. 
“Then…then why don’t you? You promised you would.” 
He frowned. “I may have to later. Nothing would bring him faster than to see me fucking you, to watch my cum dripping out of your pussy while you’re filled with my cock.” 
His hot words sent a shiver of desire along my spine and I knew I was on the sharp edge of an orgasm. If he would rub my clit just a little as he fingered me, I would go off like a rocket. But Joe seemed to avoid doing exactly that. He continued to plunge his fingers into my slippery cleft but he hardly touched my throbbing clit, even though I was arching against him like a cat, trying to press my swollen folds against the rough palm of his hand. 
“Please, Joe…” I moaned but he shook his head. 
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“Master. Tonight you’ll call me Master. Understand, slave?” 
“Yes. Yes, Master,” I moaned as I tried to rub myself against him. 
“Good.” He nodded. “I want you to remember that. Anything I tell you to do, no matter who’s watching or how embarrassed you feel, all you say is “Yes, Master” and do it. I don’t care if I tell you to lift up your skirt and show someone your pussy or get down on your knees and suck my cock. You don’t question—you just obey.” 
“Yes, Master,” I whispered again, too far gone with the need to argue with him. 
“Please, Master, please let me come. I can’t stand it anymore!” 
“You’ll have to.” He pulled his fingers out and, making sure I was watching, slipped them into his mouth and sucked my honey off them. “God, baby, your pussy juice tastes almost as good as your blood,” he rumbled, cupping my cheek with his free hand. “Come on, let’s get to the club and catch this son of a bitch so I can bring you home and fuck you.” 
* * * * * 
The Dungeon was very dark, lit only by the neon signs at the bar and long strings of tiny white Christmas lights crisscrossing the low ceiling. The effect was 
claustrophobic—like having the night sky bearing down on you, about to crush you at any minute. Joe was so tall he was in definite danger of brushing the top of his head against the lights, but he didn’t seem bothered by the tight quarters as he strode through the undulating crowd with me in tow. 
He’d saved the best part of the outfit for last and as I followed him obediently, I couldn’t believe I was actually wearing a black leather collar attached to a leash. I could feel people looking at me, at the black mesh that barely covered and didn’t conceal my hard nipples and the short leather shirt that exposed the bottom globes of my ass. Part of me was mortified at the unwanted attention. But another part of me, the part that was consumed by need, sort of liked being so exposed. I felt like a sex goddess, desirable to everyone who saw me but untouchable by anyone but Joe. It was a heady sensation. 
For all my schooling and medical training, I had never derived any kind of 
confidence from my appearance. I knew that my long, corn-silk blonde hair was distinctive and my pale green eyes were pretty, but my figure wasn’t anything to speak of and anyway, I didn’t want to focus on the physical when I was in med school. There it was my ability to diagnose and treat patients, the measure of my knowledge that bolstered my self-esteem and made me a woman to be reckoned with. But never in my wildest dreams had I thought that I could get the same kind of power just from putting my body on display. 
And yet, moving through the sweating, dancing crowd, I felt like a force to be reckoned with. Felt as powerful as I ever had as an intern, giving the correct answer to my attending or ordering exams in the ER. I felt something else, too. For the first time I felt beautiful, truly beautiful. And I knew that it was because Joe had told me I was 44 
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gorgeous, because he had somehow validated me with a look of his dark eyes, the touch of his large hands. It disturbed me that I would let myself feel this way, that I could crave a man’s approval so much. But I couldn’t seem to help it, so I decided to give in to the feeling. At least for tonight it was fun to role-play and pretend that Joe was actually my Master, my primary vamp. To pretend that he really cared for me and I really cared for him and we were a real couple just spending a kinky evening together showing off at the club before he brought me home and fucked my brains out. 
“Here. This is a good spot to see the entire club.” Joe’s deep voice interrupted my musings and I realized we were near the back center of the main room of The Dungeon. 
There were several large leather chairs that looked like something you might find in a private library except for the fact that they were armless. Joe went to stand beside one of them and I followed him obediently. 
“Now what?” I asked under my breath, scanning the room even though I didn’t 
know what I was looking for. 
“Now we lay the trap. We need to make a scene, draw some attention.” He was 
looking around too, his nostrils flaring as he breathed in the warm air that swirled with the odors of sweat and perfume all around us. 
“How do we do that?” I hoped he wasn’t going to say by dancing because I didn’t dance very well at all. 
He grinned, showing a hint of fang, and stroked my cheek. “You’re going to suck my cock.” 
“I…what?” Despite what he’d said to me back in my condo, his words still shocked me. I hadn’t really believed that he would make me do the things he’d described. But we hadn’t even been in The Dungeon for ten minutes and already he was ordering me to do something in public that I had rarely done even in private. 
“Look, Joe—” I began but he cut me off. 
“What did I tell you to call me when we’re here, Kristen?” he murmured in a low tone. 
“Master,” I said submissively. “Master, please, it would be my pleasure to suck your cock—” 
“Then do it.” There was a dangerous glint in his eyes but I wasn’t finished. 
“It would be my pleasure to do it in private,” I continued. “Look, Joe, can’t you think of another way to get his attention?” I said in a lower voice. “I can’t…I can’t just do that here. Not in public.” 
“Are you refusing an order, slave?” he asked, raising his voice. Heads turned in our direction and I desperately wanted to shush him. 
“No, but…I mean, yes, but respectfully,” I said, trying to find the right words to say. 
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“Kristen,” he said softly. “I’m giving you one last chance. Get down on your knees and suck my cock.” By now a small crowd had gathered and I thought I would rather die than perform such an intimate service for him with all of them watching. 
“I…I…” I was trying to think of a way out of the situation but Joe didn’t give me a chance. 
“That’s it!” His voice was a muted roar that carried over the techno music beating in the background. “If you won’t do as I say you’ll have to pay the consequences.” 
Before I could protest further, he sat down on the armless black leather chair that was closest to us and dragged me onto his lap. Turning me so that I was facedown with my ass in the air, he yanked up the short black leather skirt and began to spank me. 
“Ouch!” I cried as his large, calloused hand connected with my naked backside. 
“Stop it! What are you doing?” I was writhing on his lap wildly but his other arm anchored me firmly in place. 
“Punishing you,” he growled as his hand came down again, making me yelp. “And you’re only making it worse for yourself tryin’ to get away.” 
“Joe…Master, please!” I begged as he spanked me again. And again, and again. He wasn’t pretending—the blows really did hurt. I knew he wasn’t hitting me as hard as he could, but what he was doing hurt plenty bad enough, even if he was reining in his massive strength. 
“The harder you struggle, the worst it’ll be,” he promised, spanking me again. 
“Please,” I sobbed. My ass felt hot and tender from the repeated blows of his palm but even worse, my breasts had fallen out of the bustier’s cups and were hanging down like ripe fruit for anyone to see. And since he had the black leather skirt hiked up to my waist, I knew that my naked pussy had to be on display between my thighs as he whipped me. The fact that a crowd of curious people, all dressed pretty much the way Joe and I were, was watching made my punishment that much worse. A moment ago as we were walking through the club I had been reveling in the attention I was getting, now I wished I could sink through the floor and die. And still the spanking continued. 
At last, when I felt as if I couldn’t take any more, Joe stopped spanking and started rubbing instead. His big hand caressed the burning globes of my ass, soothing away the sting as he spoke in a low voice that carried through the watching crowd. 
“Now, Kristen,” he said. “Have you had enough?” 
“Yes…yes, Master,” I moaned. There were real tears running down my cheeks, no doubt smearing my makeup. 
“And are you ready to do everything I tell you to do without question?” he 
rumbled. 
For a moment I mentally flinched at the idea of performing oral sex in public like some kind of a whore. But my ass cheeks were still tingling with pain and I knew I couldn’t take any more punishment. So I nodded my head submissively. 
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“Yes, Master,” I whispered as his big hand continued to rub my ass. “Yes, I’m ready to do what you tell me.” 
“Good. Then spread your legs.” 
“What?” My head shot up for a moment, but when I twisted around and saw that same, dangerous glint in his eyes, I knew he was serious. Biting my lip against the shame of showing everyone in the gathered crowd my naked, open pussy, I spread my legs as he demanded. Joe murmured approval and I felt his big hand slide down from my bare ass to my exposed cunt. 
“Good girl,” he whispered, just loud enough for me to hear. “You’re a good girl, Kristen, to open your legs for me and let me pet your sweet, wet pussy. I promise you’ll get a reward later.” 
The need flared inside me at his words and I felt my sex growing hot and slippery again. Joe spread the outer lips of my sex, putting my desire on display, showing my pussy to anyone who wanted to look. 
I still felt shame at the intimate display, but at the same time, the feel of his hands on me and his obvious pride in displaying me changed the emotion into something more. Once again I felt the curious pleasure of having all eyes on me and I knew part of it was the fact that I felt safe in Joe’s arms. He might enjoy showing me off but he wouldn’t let anyone else touch me. I was his, completely and totally his, at least for tonight and whatever he wanted to do to me was all right. 
Then Joe flipped me over on his lap so that I was face up again and I had the new shame of being eye to eye with the people who were watching him touch me. He kept my skirt hiked up around my waist so there was no hiding what he was doing—not that he was trying to hide it. He held my cunt open with his index and ring fingers while he caressed my swollen clit with his middle finger. It was exactly the way I touched myself when I was alone and he did it so expertly I almost couldn’t breathe. 
“You’re doing great, baby,” he murmured, his voice for my ears alone. “He’s near—
I can smell him—see anyone familiar?” 
“I-I never saw him,” I whispered, trying to concentrate enough to talk while he explored me with his fingers. 
“That’s all right. He’s here and we’ll get him as soon as he gets close enough for me to really scent him. Just need to make you come to draw him in.” 
“I can’t…I don’t…” I wanted to say that I didn’t want to come in front of so many people. It was too embarrassing—too intimate. But Joe wasn’t giving me a choice in the matter. 
“Come for me, Kristen,” he murmured, his fingers stroking carefully over my clit. 
“Come for me right now, right here in front of all these people.” 
I could feel myself spasming even though I didn’t want to, could feel the orgasm overwhelming me as the crowd of strangers—one of them not a stranger, I reminded myself—watched. 
47 
Evangeline Anderson 
“God! Joe!” I gasped, writhing on his lap as his fingers continued to stroke me. He knew exactly how to touch me to make me crazy. 
“That’s right, baby. Come for me—come hard,” he said, his voice hoarse with 
desire. I wondered briefly if this was all just a big game of make-believe to him in order to catch my attacker, or if he really got off on being dominant. And was this enough to draw in the rogue who had bitten me? 
I got my answer a moment later when I heard the low purr of a zipper coming 
down and felt something hot and hard against my back. 
“More,” Joe said in my ear. “Like this.” He pulled me into a sitting position and turned me so I was facing the crowd with my back to him. Then he leaned back in the leather chair and spread my thighs with his own. 
The moment I felt the plum-shaped head of his cock spreading pre-cum over my vulnerable, open pussy I started to protest. 
“Joe…Master, no,” I begged, squeezing his muscular forearms. “We’re in public—
this is too much.” 
“It’s going to happen, Kristen,” he growled in my ear. “I’m going to fuck you whether you want me to or not. You might as well just relax and go with it.” 
But I couldn’t. Not with all those eyes on me, not with what seemed like the whole club avidly staring on as his thick cock pierced my pussy. I squeezed my eyes tightly shut as I felt him thrust into me slowly, inch by inch, putting on a show. Every single person in the crowd could see my spread cunt, every single person could see the huge shaft penetrating me, opening me, fucking me. 
“Joe,” I whimpered softly as he bottomed out inside me. But he only reached up and began playing with my nipples, which were still bare. 
“Hold on, baby. Gonna fuck you now,” he rasped in my ear and then he pulled out and slammed back into me, forcing a cry from my lips. 
Waves of shame and pleasure washed over me as his cock pistoned into me again and again. There wasn’t the urgency of our first encounter but he wasn’t being gentle either. He was putting on a show—letting everyone see that he owned me and could do anything he wanted. And to my shame, I felt the pleasure cresting inside me again almost immediately. Damn it, I didn’t want to come like this, didn’t want everyone standing around us to see me orgasming with his thick shaft buried in my pussy. It was too much. 
“No,” I moaned as my inner muscles started to spasm. But it didn’t seem to matter what I wanted. I was coming again—coming so hard with his cock buried inside me in front of a roomful of strangers. I balled my hands into fists and bit my lower lip until I tasted blood as bright motes of light danced in my vision. The pleasure wouldn’t stop, wouldn’t leave me alone and yet it wasn’t enough—I needed more. Needed his fangs in my neck while he rammed his cock in my pussy. I didn’t see how I could stand it, the wanting, the needing, for one minute more. 
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“That’s right,” Joe growled in my ear as he twisted my nipples ruthlessly. “That’s right, baby, come. Come for me so I can fill you up.” 
His hands left my breasts and gripped my hips hard, pulling me down onto him so that his entire length was sheathed within me to the hilt. I moaned out loud when I felt him start to pulse inside me, his thick, warm cum filling me completely as it had that very first night in his hallway. But then it had been just him and me. Now it was happening in a roomful of strangers and when I got off his lap, everyone was going to see the evidence of our passion sliding down the inside of my thighs. The shame I felt was almost greater than the need still pulsing inside me. 
The pleasure seemed to go on and on. I kept my eyes tightly shut, unable to watch the people watching me come. When I could breathe again without sobbing or 
moaning, I opened them. And I saw him—a man standing just at the front edge of the crowd who drew my attention. He was tall and dark with an angular face and a lean, muscular build. His pale, piercing blue eyes were trained on me. Beneath his thin upper lip I saw a hint of fang and somehow I knew it was him. This was the vampire who had attacked me and turned me into what I was now. 
Joe’s nostrils flared and I understood that he knew it too. “Stay here,” he snarled in a low tone and abruptly I was by myself on the armless leather chair with my skirt hiked up and fresh cum leaking from my pussy. The curious crowd of people was still standing around me, murmuring about the display we had just put on. There was no sign of Joe or the tall vampire with pale eyes. It wasn’t as though Joe had grabbed him and hauled him away in front of everyone—there was no confusion or disturbance in the crowd. It was as if they had both disappeared completely off the face of the earth. I wondered why no one who had been watching seemed to wonder where they had 
gone—then I realized I was providing an excellent distraction. 
I blushed as I pulled ineffectually at the short leather skirt, trying to make it hide more than it would. With no panties I still felt as if my pussy were on display and without Joe I felt helpless and vulnerable. I just hoped nobody else in the crowd that was now beginning to disperse would get the same impression of me. 
“Hey, sweetheart, that was some show you put on,” I heard someone say to my 
right. 
I turned to see a short man with a hairy back and shoulders and too-tight black leather chaps looking at me with lust in his piggy little eyes. 
“Excuse me?” I gave him my frostiest look, trying to appear unavailable despite what I had just done, but he wasn’t put off in the least. 
“I said that was some show. Care to do a repeat performance—maybe something 
one-on-one?” 
“Not with you.” I stood up shakily, trying to balance in the high black boots, and took a step backward. “If you’ll excuse me, I have to find Joe…er, my Master.” 
“I think he’s gone, sweetheart. But if it’s a Master you’re looking for—” 
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“Didn’t you hear the lady? She said don’t touch.” The voice in my ear was a low, feminine growl that surprised me. I whipped my head to the left to see a woman standing just behind me with her hands on her hips. She had on a red vinyl catsuit that covered her entirely while revealing every curve of her petite but luscious body. Her black hair was cut mannishly short and slicked back with some kind of gel. In her hand she carried a coiled black whip. 
“What’s it to you if I touch her or not? You’re not her Master.” The hairy man reached out to me but the woman in the red catsuit caught his hand in hers. 
“No,” she said, “But I’m a friend of his. And I know he wouldn’t want your grubby paws on his property.” There was a barely audible crackling sound, like someone snapping dry twigs and suddenly the hairy man was howling and clutching his 
obviously broken hand to his chest. He looked up at the woman incredulously. 
“You bitch—you broke my hand!” 
“That’s right.” She smiled pleasantly and this time I saw a hint of fang under her blood-red lipstick. “Maybe that’ll teach you to keep it to yourself next time.” Grabbing my elbow, she turned me around and led me toward the bar at the far end of the club. 
“Come on,” she murmured to me, under her breath. “Joe might be a while and he asked me to keep an eye on you.” 
“He asked you to what? Who are you?” I asked, wishing I dared try to break away from her. But after what she’d done to the hairy man, I didn’t think it would be a good idea. 
She flashed me a grin. “I’m Samantha. Those are my clothes you just got fucked in. 
Well, they belong to my slave. Same thing.” 
“Oh.” I looked down at the clothes in question, uncertain of what to say. “I’ll have them dry-cleaned before I return them,” I offered weakly. 
“Nah, that’s okay. I can have one of my slaves do that.” She smiled again, that disconcertingly white grin, and nodded toward a barstool. “What’s your poison, honey?” 
“Huh? Oh, a white wine spritzer will be fine.” I didn’t want too much alcohol clouding my judgment, especially when the need was so strong. Who knew what 
vampire I might end up with if Joe didn’t come back soon and I got too drunk to think? 
Even Samantha was looking good to me and I didn’t swing that way. 
She ordered what I wanted along with a red wine for herself and then turned back to me. “All right, so how long have you been with Joe?” 
“He’s, uh, been my mechanic for over a year,” I said, feeling like a bug under a microscope with her sharp gaze on me. “But he’s only recently become my primary vamp. Well, he really isn’t that exactly,” I backpedaled. “I mean, he’s acting as if he is, but really he’s just helping me catch the rogue who did this to me in the first place so he can cure me of my addiction.” 
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“Uh-huh.” She looked at me sharply for a long moment and then moved to take the drinks the bartender was holding out to her. “So he’s just helping you out—there’s nothing else going on?” 
“Why do you care?” I asked, suddenly jealous even though I didn’t want to be. “He said you were a…that you two couldn’t have a relationship.” 
She threw back her head and laughed, showing two bright, sharp fangs that made my insides turn to jelly as the need pulsed inside me. I took a deep breath, determined not to let how I was feeling show. 
“Yeah, I’m a lesbian,” she said at last. “And I’m sure he told you that vamps can’t form lasting attachments to each other. So don’t worry, honey, your man is safe from me.” 
“He’s not my man,” I said, instantly denying it. “He’s just—” 
“Just helping you out. I know.” She took the tiniest sip imaginable from her wineglass and then stared at me over the rim. “Look, I know Joe’s pattern. He keeps to himself for four or five months, bagging it to take the edge off, staying out of everybody’s way. Then, when he can’t stand it anymore, he makes a call and we send him a freak.” 
“Wait a minute, excuse me.” I put up a hand to stop her. “What do you mean ‘we’ 
send him a freak? Are you involved with the, uh, hotline that connects donors and vamps?” 
“Am I involved with it?” She laughed again. “Honey, I set it up in the first place. 
There were too many loose donors who had been cut free from their vamps or had left on their own and too many vamps without donors. I’d run a phone sex company before so this was a logical extension of that. Hell, I’m the one who made up the thirst rating system. How do you think I met Joe? He was one of our first callers.” 
“He was?” I stared at her, surprised to finally meet the person behind the 
anonymous voice. Not that I thought Samantha took all the calls herself but she certainly employed whoever did. I had an urge to ask if the operator was a man or a woman but she was already talking again. 
“Sure he was,” she said. “Antisocial bastard like Joe, he’d never tie himself down to a single donor—that would be too much like a relationship for him.” She narrowed her eyes and looked at me. “That’s why this whole situation between you and him 
surprised me so much. I don’t know of any other fang freak he’s ever offered to help. Or any other straight woman he’s wanted to spend more time with than it takes to get laid and get fed. Did you say he’s going to try to cure you?” 
“That’s what he said.” I lifted my chin. “He said he’d be my champion.” 
Samantha frowned. “He said that? And you say the rogue who took you was 
male?” 
I thought of the tall, angular figure with dark hair and piercing blue eyes and nodded firmly. “Absolutely. Why, is that a problem?” 
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She shrugged. “It wouldn’t be for most vamps. We’re mostly all at least bi. You stop getting so picky about who you fuck when your libido is tied to you meal ticket. Even I will take on a male slave once in a while.” 
“I don’t understand,” I said, taking a sip of my spritzer. “Are you trying to tell me Joe is bisexual?” 
She shook her head. “Oh no, honey. He’s the most hetero son of a bitch I’ve ever run across. He’ll bag it before he’ll drink from a male. That’s why I’m surprised he offered to be your champion.” 
I frowned at her, trying to pick up some kind of a clue from her smooth, white face. 
“Look, when he said he’d be my champion, I thought he meant in some kind of fight.” 
Samantha nodded. “It’s a fight all right. But not a fight to the death like you’re probably thinking. It’s a fight to the fuck.” 
“A what?” I frowned at her again, but before I could get further details, a large hand fell on my shoulder. 
“C’mon, baby.” Joe’s voice rumbled in my ear. “Let’s get out of here.” He glanced at Samantha. “Thanks for lookin’ out for her. Any problems?” 
She grinned and licked her fangs with the tip of her tongue. “None I couldn’t handle. You sure you have to leave so soon, big guy? I’m about to put on a show with Desiree—she can take a beating on her tight little ass like no other slave I’ve ever trained.” 
“That’s all right, Sam. You know this isn’t really my scene.” Joe smiled at her and then nodded at me. “I need to get her home.” 
She gave him a lascivious smile. “All right then, go put on your own show. Just get those clothes back to me by the end of the week. Okay?” 
He nodded, thanked her again and grabbed my hand. “Come on, baby,” he 
murmured in my ear. “We’re going home.” 
52 
Kristen’s Addiction 



Chapter Eight 
I didn’t know what to expect once we got back to my place. I only knew that the need was churning inside me, making me nearly frantic with lust. I wanted to address what he had done to me at the club but I had other questions first. So I managed to keep my composure long enough to ask them as Joe drove us home in his big black truck. 
Mainly I wanted to know who my attacker was, where he was and what the Council of Three had said about my case. 
“He’s just some guy who blew into town and decided you looked good enough to eat,” Joe said in answer to my first question. He refused to tell me the rogue’s name, saying I would find that out soon enough if the Council decided there was going to be a trial. In the meantime the rogue was being held in custody in an underground cell while they deliberated. 
“What do you mean if there’s a trial?” I demanded. “He attacked me—isn’t that against your rules?” 
“We don’t have anything set in stone, ya know, Kristen,” he muttered, taking his eyes away from the road long enough to glance at my face. “When it comes down to it, it’s basically an us-against-them mentality. Most of my kind consider your kind food. 
The fact that I’m actin’ as your champion against another vamp is pretty strange as far as the Council is concerned.” 
“Oh, so you taking my part in court would be like me acting as an advocate for a cow that was about to be butchered. Is that what you’re saying?” I demanded, so angry that even the need that was tormenting me took a back seat for a moment. 
Joe ran a hand over his hair. “No, it’s not like that. It’s more like…look, in my day, women were considered inferior to men. Now you and I know that’s not true,” he continued hastily, seeing the dangerous glint in my eyes. “It’s misogynistic bullshit. But back then, if I would have taken your side against another man, it might have raised some eyebrows. Right?” 
“I guess so,” I said grudgingly. “Unless I was your wife or fiancée and you were, I don’t know, defending my honor. But I’m neither one of those or anywhere near it.” 
Joe gave me a long glance, making me nervous and not just because I didn’t think he was paying attention to the road. “It’s different these days, Kristen,” he said softly. 
“What makes people stare has changed. The other vamps around the Bay Area are going to wonder why I’m taking the side of what they think is just another fang freak against one of our own kind. On the other hand, if you took me out with some of your friends, they would probably wonder what a woman like you—well-bred and 
educated—was doing with someone like me. A grease monkey who runs a garage.” 
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I remembered the way I’d looked at Joe before I got to know him—as a bad boy who might be a fun roll in the hay but no one I’d want to spend serious time with—and blushed. 
“I’m right, aren’t I?” he asked, looking intently at my face in the light of the dashboard. “People would wonder why a doctor was datin’ her mechanic. And they would probably draw the obvious conclusion.” 
“They’d draw the same conclusion about you that Samantha drew about me at the club,” I snapped, meeting his gaze. “That I was just looking for a good hard fuck. Or a fuck and a feed as she put it when we were waiting for you at the bar.” 
He frowned. “She said that?” 
“Something like that.” I looked away, not wanting to tell him what she’d really said—that she’d never seen him interested in a woman for more than that until he’d met me. But was it true? “Is that all I am to you, Joe?” I asked, looking up at him. “Just a fuck and a feed?” 
“Am I still just your mechanic? Still just the guy who can fix your car and get it ready in time for work the next day?” he shot back. “Or it is that I can give a different kind of fix that interests you?” 
“What do you think?” I asked, angry to have my question turned around on me. 
“Of course I want what you can give me—I need it. I’m so hot right now I’m still with you even after what you did to me in the club. And let me tell you, I’ve never been an exhibitionist.” 
“Not before tonight, anyway,” he rumbled and I could see heat flickering in his dark eyes. “You put on quite a show tonight, baby.” 
“Because you made me,” I flared angrily. “You made me pull up my skirt. You fucked me in front of everyone. You made me come in front of all those people.” 
“For a good reason,” he growled. “I warned you we’d have to put on a show to attract him.” 
“Was that all it was to you? Just a show? Did you care at all what you were doing to me? The way you were making me feel?” 
“Yeah, I cared.” He frowned at me as he pulled into the spare slot in front of my condo. “You heard me tell Samantha that the whole D/s club thing isn’t my scene. But just the fact that it’s you—the strong-willed, high-and-mighty lady doctor—yeah, I guess I get off on mastering you.” 
“Why, you…” I couldn’t think of anything bad enough to call him. “I am not ‘high-and-mighty’.” 
“You’re strong-willed though.” He turned to me and cupped my burning cheek in his hand. “Don’t want to give anyone the satisfaction of tellin’ you what to do. Tonight at the club, if you just woulda followed my orders you coulda saved yourself the humiliation of getting fucked in front of all those people.” 
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“As if it would have been so much less humiliating to suck your cock in front of them instead?” I asked angrily. 
Joe frowned. “Just seeing you unzip me—seeing you take the initiative in giving yourself to me—would have brought him out of hiding right away. When he bit you, he laid a mark on you, a mark that calls to him when you stray to another vamp.” He shook his head. “You wouldn’t have even gotten my cock out of my pants before he would have been there. But no, you were too stubborn to do as I told you, so I had to take matters into my own hands. Had to show you off to get him to come instead.” 
“What?” My mouth dropped open and I pulled away from his touch. “Well, why 
didn’t you tell me before we left?” 
“Because you wouldn’t have meant it.” He frowned fiercely. “If you knew you were just pretending—puttin’ on a show that was going to end before anything really happened—you wouldn’t have been enough into it and he would have smelled your reaction and known it was a trap. I had to make you think I was really going to fuck you or make you suck my cock in front of all those people for it to work. Understand?” 
“I guess.” I sighed and ran both hands through my hair, a gesture that lifted my breasts free from the black material and over the bustier’s cups, briefly flashing my nipples. “But I still didn’t like it. I was…to have you do that, to fuck me, come in me in front of all those people…I…” I shook my head, unable to continue. 
“I told you. If you woulda followed orders it wouldn’t have happened.” His voice dropped. “But did you really hate it that much, Kristen? Being put on display, showing the whole damn club that you were the most beautiful, responsive woman there?” 
His words sent a flush to my cheeks and once more I felt the need burning inside me. It was fast reaching intolerable levels but I crossed my legs tightly and tried not to think about it. “I-I don’t know,” I admitted, looking down at my hands. “I-I did feel beautiful tonight and I don’t usually. I guess I’m just so…so focused on my career that I don’t have time to…” I trailed off but Joe finished my thought for me. 
“You don’t have time to feel like a woman. A beautiful, desirable woman,” he murmured, cupping my cheek in his hand once more. This time I let him. “But that’s what you are. And that’s what I see when you come to me, Kristen. Not a fang freak. 
And not somebody with a MD after her name. Just a woman. A woman who makes me feel like I’ve never felt before.” 
I didn’t know what to say to that. Was he declaring himself? And should I do the same? What did I have to declare—that I was in love with my mechanic who also happened to be a vampire? But what if I was wrong and he didn’t feel the same way I did? Things were getting so complicated, so fast—I couldn’t do this now. Desperately I searched for a way to change the subject. 
“I-I wanted to ask you about the Council of Three, about what happens if there is a trial,” I said, grasping for the first thing that came to mind. “Samantha said something about a fight. A fight to the…to the fuck.” I looked up at him. “What did she mean?” 
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He frowned, the corners of his mouth twisting down violently. “I told her not to open her big mouth. Yeah.” He sighed. “Yeah, there might be a fight. But don’t worry about your precious cure, Kristen. I can take him.” 
I had no doubt in my mind that he could take on anyone and come out on top but he still hadn’t answered my question. “But why…what did she mean about the fight?” I persisted. 
Joe ran a hand over his hair. “Fine, I’ll tell you. You’re gonna have to find out anyway. In order for me to cure you, I have to get his blood in my system. Once I do, my body will create a natural antidote and the very next time I bite you, well, it’ll be the last. You’ll be cured. And as long as you aren’t bitten again, you can go back to your normal life and pretend all this…” He waved a hand to indicate the two of us sitting in the cab of his truck. “Never happened.” 
“Oh,” I said, thinking that I understood. “So you have to bite him. And 
you…Samantha said you never bite other men—other male vampires, I mean.” 
“Not just that.” He looked frustrated. “In order to be sure it works, for my body to create the antidote, I have to leave something of myself inside him as I take something out. A fluid exchange.” 
“I don’t understand,” I said blankly. “Do you have to kiss him or something?” 
“No, that won’t do it.” He was out of the truck suddenly, moving faster than my eyes could follow, and then he was in front of the passenger’s side, looking in my window. He opened my door and scooped me up as easily as I would pick up a kitten. 
“Come on,” he growled, kicking the door shut and striding up the front walkway of my condo with me in his arms. 
“What…what are you doing?” I could feel the need building in me again, making my insides churn helplessly. But I sensed that Joe had something else besides biting me in mind. I was missing something here, something important, but with the need clouding my brain, I couldn’t think what. 
“I’m takin’ you inside so I can show you exactly what I’m gonna have to do to that rogue to get your cure.” His voice was a low growl that sent shivers through my entire body. 
“I don’t understand,” I protested. 
“You will.” He carried me into the condo as if I were lighter than a feather and once again I was impressed by his enormous strength. I’d never had a man make me feel so feminine before and I really liked it. At the same time I was burning up with need, wanting him so badly I thought I wasn’t going to be able to breathe. A quick bite wasn’t going to do it for me tonight, I could tell. I needed to be fucked, needed to be taken hard in order to make that burning desire go away for a few more days so I could live normally. 
“Please, Joe,” I begged softly as he put me down but he didn’t answer. Instead, he bent me over the arm of the couch. 
“Don’t move.” His deep voice was rough. “I’m going to show you what I mean.” 
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“All right.” I bit my lip and held still, my arms resting on the cushion of the couch in front of me. Then I felt him raising my skirt, baring my ass and pussy. 
“Spread your legs,” he demanded. “Wide. And tilt your ass back toward me. I 
wanna see if your pussy is still full of my cum.” 
Moaning softly, I did as he said but I knew what he would find. Ever since he’d pulled out of me and disappeared so abruptly at the club I had felt the warm, slippery seed spilling out of my pussy. My inner thighs were sticky with it and still it continued to leak from between my swollen cunt lips to coat the area between my legs. 
Apparently Joe liked what he saw. “God, baby, I really filled you up,” he 
murmured appreciatively. 
“Uh-huh,” I managed to gasp. I could feel his hot breath on my inner thighs as the need pounded inside me. Was he going to bite me there again? I wanted it so badly—
waited breathlessly for the sharp pain-pleasure of his fangs sinking into my thigh. But it didn’t come. Instead, Joe spoke again. 
“Hold still while I clean you up.” Large hands gripped me firmly and I felt his hot, wet tongue lap the inside of my pussy. The sharp points of his fangs pricked at my flesh but didn’t break the skin. He licked and sucked, teasing my clit and thrusting his tongue deep into my pussy. It was a whole new feeling in the vulnerable position I was in. Bent over the couch, I could feel the blood rushing to my head as the pleasure of his hot mouth on my open pussy arched through me like lightning. And then he surprised me by licking higher. 
“What…?” I half glanced around as I felt the warm, wet tip of his tongue tease my tightly puckered rosette. It was an incredible sensation—intense in a way I had never imagined. And it made me horribly nervous. “What are you doing?” I finally managed to say. 
“Gettin’ you ready. Consider yourself lucky—it’s a hell of a lot more than the poor bastard who bit you in the first place is gonna get,” he growled and licked me again. 
This time the tip of his tongue drilled into me, causing me to moan and grip the floral-print couch cushion in fear. Finally what he was about to do to me was sinking in and just the thought of it had me trembling. 
“Joe, wait, do you have to do this?” I begged. “I mean, will you really have to…have to fuck him in order to get the cure. Are you sure you can’t just bite him instead?” 
I felt him shake his head. “Not good enough. If I just bite him, there’s only a fifty-fifty chance the cure will be effective. Gotta fuck him while I bite him to make sure and I’ll only get one shot.” He licked me again, spreading my legs wider and entering me with his tongue until I squirmed with the shameful pleasure. 
“Please, Joe! I can’t…I’ve never—” 
“Well, you’re going to tonight.” His voice was rough with need. “Hold still while I get you ready, baby.” 
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His tongue was abruptly replaced by two thick, blunt fingers covered in something cool and slippery. I guessed it was some kind of lube by the way he massaged it into my reluctant back entrance. 
I felt close to panic, not sure what I was going to do or how I could possibly take him there. He was so thick he stretched my pussy to the limit and I had never had someone where he was proposing to fuck me now. I felt like a virgin all over again, shy and frightened and ready to call the whole thing off. But would he stop if I asked him to? I thought of the way I had begged him to stop at the club to no avail. 
But this is different, I argued to myself even as his large fingers continued to stretch and explore me where no lover had ever touched me before. He could hurt me and he
knows it. He’ll stop if I ask him to. 

I opened my mouth to say the words but something stopped me. Joe wasn’t just doing this because he wanted to, I realized. Or not just because he wanted to. He was showing me what he was going to have to do in order to get my cure. And 
maybe…maybe in some strange way he was sharing a piece of himself with me. I remembered the story of his past, of what he’d endured as a boy and heard his words echoing in my head. Sometimes you just have to bend over and take it, he’d told me. Did he want me to have this experience to understand what he’d gone through—to see what he’d suffered? As well as to understand what he was going to have to do to free me from the life I was currently living? 
So many thoughts were racing through my head that it was a shock to hear his voice in my ear. 
“Christ, you’re tremblin’ like a leaf.” He sounded concerned and suddenly his large hands were lifting me from my bent-over position. He turned me to face him and I looked at him in confusion. 
“What…why did you stop?” I asked uncertainly. 
He shook his head. “You don’t want this, Kristen. You’re scared to death of me right now and I don’t like that. I’m not gonna do somethin’ that scares you—I think you get what I was trying to tell you without me actually doing the deed.” He pulled me close and bent his head to nuzzle under my jaw. “Give me your neck and we’ll call it a night,” he whispered. 
I dipped my chin so he couldn’t get a clear shot at my jugular. “No,” I said, surprising myself almost as much as I was clearly surprising him. “No, I want it. Do it to me. Show me.” 
He frowned. “I told you, I’m not gonna do something that scares you.” 
“I’m scared,” I admitted. “But I’m no coward. I think… Joe, I think I understand why you want to.” I reached up and cupped his cheek in my hand. “You want to show me what it’s like…what it’s like on so many different levels. And I…I want to know. So show me. Take me. Just…just try to be gentle. Okay?” 
“You’re sure, baby?” His dark eyes softened and he leaned forward to kiss me tenderly on the mouth. I could taste his cum and my own juices on his lips and I 58 
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returned the kiss hungrily. Fear was turning to desire inside me and the ever-present need was clawing at my insides until I felt as if I would burst into flames at any moment. 
“As long as you bite me at the end,” I whispered. “You can fuck me any way you want to, Joe.” 
“Right. As long as I bite you.” I saw conflicting emotions pass over the granite planes of his face but they went too quickly for me to read. It only took him a moment to make a decision. “All right,” he growled. “If you’re sure, that’s how we’ll do it.” 
Before I knew it I was facedown over the arm of the couch again with my legs spread. I felt the warm, wet probe that must be the head of his cock pressing lightly against my rosette. Then Joe pressed forward and I felt him breach the tight ring of muscle that guarded my entrance and begin to fill me. 
I bit my lower lip until the blood came for the second time that night. There was pain—a stretching pain unlike anything I had ever felt before. But there was pleasure too. Pleasure in being so vulnerable—so open to my lover that I would let him do this to me even though I feared it. 
“That’s right, baby, open that pretty ass for me,” Joe was murmuring as he slipped deeper and deeper into my body. “Spread that sweet virgin ass and let me fuck you.” 
His fingers stroked me beneath the area where we were joined, playing with my pussy, the blunt pads of his fingertips sliding over my swollen clit and entering my cunt even as his cock entered my rosette. 
When I felt him press all the way inside me, I dug my fingernails into the cushion and tried to control my breathing. In me. He was all the way in me and deep—so deep I could feel his balls brushing against my open pussy as he continued to stroke my clit. 
“You okay?” Joe was breathing hard too, obviously trying to control himself. He had made the first part of this as easy and gentle as he could but I sensed the coiled tension inside him—the need to just let go and fuck. It was a need I shared. 
“Y-yes,” I stuttered and then took another breath. I knew what he needed to make this complete and I wanted to give it to him. “Yes,” I said in a steadier voice. “I’m fine, Joe. More than fine.” I turned my head so I could meet his eyes. “Now fuck me. Fuck me the same way you’re going to fuck him.” 
My words seemed to set something loose inside him. With a low roar, he pulled almost all the way out of me and rammed in again. I cried out, unable to help myself and tried to brace my body against the couch as his punishing assault continued. This was payment and penance and pleasure all rolled into one, I thought incoherently as he thrust into me roughly. This was the price of becoming fully human again, of leaving behind my life as an addict and going back to normal. Joe was showing me exactly what he would have to do to set me free and letting me feel what it was to be completely helpless at the same time. And it was fair. Fair in a way I couldn’t express in words, could only admit to by opening myself to him completely and letting him fuck me. 
Sometimes you just have to bend over and take it. 
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It didn’t last long and his fingers in my pussy ensured that it was as much pleasure as pain. When he pulled me up and sank his fangs into my neck from behind, I felt the sweet rush of venom as never before. My back arched and I nearly screamed as he drank from me, injecting his essence at the same time. There was no more pain at all—
no more anything but the drug in my veins and Joe’s arms wrapped like iron bands around my body. 
I was still shaking with pleasure when he pulled out of me and stepped back. It took me a moment to realize that it was really over, that he was really done but when I did, I felt strangely empty. Turning to face him, I smoothed down my skirt with trembling hands. 
“Joe…that was…” I shook my head, unable to say exactly what it was, how I felt about what had happened between us. I felt suddenly shy and found it hard to meet his eyes. “It was…” I tried again. 
“Over,” he finished for me. 
I looked up at him quickly. “That wasn’t exactly the word I was looking for.” 
“It’s the only one that fits.” He zipped up and rolled his shoulders, as if releasing tension. “We’ll know the Council’s decision in a couple of days but odds are there’s gonna be a trial, probably about a week from now.” 
“All right.” I was taken aback by his cold tone, especially in light of what we had just experienced together. Hadn’t it meant anything to him at all? “Joe?” I made his name a question, putting my hand on his muscular arm, but he shrugged me off like I was a bothersome fly. 
“Be ready to go with me when I call,” he growled. 
“Joe,” I said again, thinking I understood what had upset him. “If you really don’t want to do this… I mean, I understand now exactly how hard this is going to be for you and I don’t want to put you though something so traumatic just because you feel responsible for me.” Of course, I had no idea what I would do if he reneged at the last moment like this, but I had a greater understanding of exactly what would be required of him now and I could understand why he didn’t like it. 
To my relief, he shook his head. “No, I promised to be your champion and I will be. 
Besides…” He ducked his head a little to look into my eyes with an intensity that surprised me. “You hate this life, don’t you? You told me so yourself—that you hate being addicted to the venom, hate doin’ whatever you have to in order to get it.” 
“Yes…” I said, but my voice sounded uncertain. It was true that I hated the life I had before I found him. Hated going door-to-door, giving myself to whoever wanted me. It hurt my self-esteem, crushed my pride and pierced me with shame to 
contemplate going back to that horrible existence. And yet…things hadn’t been so bad since Joe had come into my life. True, he was a prickly son of a bitch and utterly unpredictable, but I had never experienced such sweeping emotions, such lust, such passion, such excitement with anyone else as I had with him. 
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But how I felt about Joe wasn’t the issue. The question was, did I want my life back—my nice, normal nine-to-five life as a respected and respectable pediatrician? 
And the answer was yes, I was completely sure of that. Well, almost sure. So I said it again. 
“Yes,” I said, nodding at him. “I don’t…I can’t go on like this. I want…I need your help. So if you’re still willing to offer it…” 
He nodded shortly. “I am. As I said, I don’t back out of a promise.” 
“Joe,” I said hesitantly. “After this is all over, can we still…will you…?” 
“Will I still fix your car?” He laughed, a short, hard sound that seemed to stick in his throat. “Yeah sure, why not?” He headed for the door. “Drop it by anytime. Same as always.” 
“No,” I protested. “That’s not what I meant at all. I—” But I was talking to empty air—he was already gone. 
I stood in the middle of my living room, feeling dazed and sore—and let down. I had wanted to ask him if we could still see each other after he cured me but it was obvious he had no interest in that. Why else would he cut me off so abruptly and start talking about my car? 
I wondered if I would ever feel anything again as intense as Joe biting me, of him filling me with himself. I didn’t think so and I hoped I could remember it, that I could keep the feeling locked inside me for the lonely times I saw ahead in my future. 
Because the next time Joe bit me it would be to heal my addiction, not to feed it, and I doubted I would ever see him again after that. 
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Chapter Nine 
I don’t know what I expected when I thought of a vampire court but what I was seeing wasn’t it. I guess in the back of my mind I’d pictured a courtroom out of a legal drama—something by John Grisham—maybe with lots of leather and wood and a 
broad expanse of floor where lawyers could argue below a raised platform where the judge sat and banged his gavel. 
Instead we were in the library of a private mansion somewhere north of Ocala. The room was opulent, with thick Oriental rugs lining the gleaming hardwood floors and floor-to-ceiling bookshelves filled with leather-bound volumes. It made me think sadly of Joe’s reading room back in Tampa—of the bookcases crammed with every kind of book, most of them ragged around the edges from being read over and over. But clearly, the person who owned this house had built the room where we sat for show—
every richly tooled volume was immaculate, as clean and crisp as the day it had been published. They were probably all first editions, I thought glumly, looking around me at the dimly lit room. Was there anything more depressing than a roomful of books that nobody read? 
There was a fireplace at one end and someone had lit a small fire. I guessed they must have turned the AC down to compensate since it wasn’t unbearably warm in the large room despite the late September heat. Not that anyone but me would probably be bothered by the temperature. I was, as far as I could tell, the only human in a roomful of vampires. To my right sat Joe—distant and mute—and to my left sat Samantha, who had come with us as a witness to the proceedings. 
Facing us and sitting at a long, elegant table that looked as if it were carved from cherry wood were three vampires with blank faces. The Council of Three, obviously, consisted of one woman and two men, all wearing long red robes. The two male judges looked to be about the same age—somewhere in their late thirties or early forties, I guessed, even though I knew perfectly well that outward appearances in a vampire were often misleading. The female judge who sat in the middle was the surprise—she looked like a fifteen-year-old girl. I wondered how old you had to be to be turned into a vampire—if there was some kind of age limit or weight limit or what. An image popped into my brain—a sign like they have at amusement parks reading, You must be
this tall to drink blood and become immortal, but it didn’t make me laugh. 
Nothing was ever going to make me laugh again, I thought as I cast a sidelong glance at Joe. It had been a two-hour trip to get here—and a miserable one at that. Joe and Samantha had picked me up at my condo just after sunset—the better to get back before dawn—and neither one had talked the entire way up. Not for lack of trying on my part, though. Samantha had answered a few of my questions but Joe’s replies to anything I 62 
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said consisted of inarticulate grunts. It was as though someone had rolled back time to five months before when he was just my mechanic and we barely knew each other. I half expected him to start calling me Doc Kristen again, if he talked to me, which he didn’t. 
A dozen times I had opened my mouth to call everything off—to tell Joe that he didn’t have to do this thing he was so obviously dreading. And just as many times I closed my mouth with a snap. If I had thought he cared for me at all, I might have been able to say those words—to call it off—but I had no such assurance. It had been a week since our last encounter with me pressed over the arm of the couch, letting him do things I had never dreamed of and he hadn’t called me or dropped by once. I had considered going by his place after work one night but my pride wouldn’t let me. If he wanted to call me, he would. Obviously, he didn’t. I thought of the things I’d let him do to me and inwardly writhed in shame. What we had shared was something so intimate I would never have even considered doing it with a man I didn’t care deeply for. To find out that he didn’t feel the same way hurt in a way I couldn’t even describe. 
I wondered if I had ever meant anything to him at all or if he was just acting as my champion out of a misplaced sense of guilt. I didn’t know—but either way I was going to have to let him go ahead and do it. After all, I argued with myself, he’d proved he didn’t give a damn about me. What if he suddenly decided he didn’t like being my primary vamp anymore? Then where would I be? Back to whoring myself door-to-door, going wherever the anonymous voice sent me until I couldn’t take it anymore. No, stopping the proceedings was simply not an option, no matter how badly I felt about what Joe was about to do on my behalf. I had to let things go on to their logical conclusion, no matter how much it hurt. 
I was thinking so hard that I almost missed the beginning of the trial. There was no bailiff to swear anybody in and no one banged a gavel or made any kind of noise at all. 
The middle judge—the one who looked like a fifteen-year-old girl—simply began speaking. 
“Bring in he who is charged. I give him no name because he has no standing in our community and does not deserve the courtesy,” she said to a tall, thin vampire standing in the shadows whom I hadn’t noticed earlier. Maybe there was a bailiff after all, I thought, though he wasn’t dressed in any particular uniform. He nodded and left the library by the carved wooden door behind us. He returned in a moment, holding the tall vampire with dark hair and piercing blue eyes whom I recognized from the club. 
I felt a shiver run though me. This was my attacker. The last time I had seen him I had been far too preoccupied by what Joe and I were doing to really think about it. But this was the man—the rogue vampire I should say—who had stolen almost half a year of my life to satiate his own appetites. 
I wanted to be angry with him, but instead, all I managed to be was sad. Sad for everything that had happened and how it had all turned out. I wanted to meet Joe’s eyes and see what he was thinking but he wouldn’t look at me. The rogue had no such compunction. He glared at me as the thin vampire led him forward to stand in front of 63 
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the richly carved table where the Council was seated, his blue eyes cutting through me like laser beams. His hatred was an almost palpable thing, pulsing through the room. It made me so uncomfortable I had to look away. 
“Hey,” Samantha elbowed me and whispered. “Don’t sweat it. He’s just pissed he got caught.” 
I nodded, uncertain of what to say and looked back at the trial. 
“The Council of Three will now hear your grievance,” the girl judge said in a clear, high voice, directing her remarks to Joe rather than me. “Step forward and state your case, Joseph Kirkland.” 
Joe stood and stepped forward. For this occasion he had actually dressed up—as dressed up as he ever got, I guess. He was wearing a nicely tailored black sports jacket over a plain white T-shirt and jeans. Samantha and I were both wearing skirts and heels, though mine were sensibly low and hers looked like a hooker could happily wear them to work. Her hair was neatly styled in a more feminine look too. Apparently she was a lipstick lesbian even if she was a vampire. 
“Five months ago—closer to six now—this rogue attacked a human female under 
my care as she was leaving my establishment. He blood-raped her and left her for dead with no knowledge of what had happened to her or how to survive after her attack.” 
Joe’s deep voice vibrated with rage. “She almost died before she was given the number to the Bay Area hotline, which is how I saw her again and realized what had happened. 
I have been acting as her primary vamp ever since.” 
“And you are also acting as her champion?” one of the male judges asked. 
Joe nodded. “I am. It happened outside my establishment and I feel responsible.” 
“And is that the only reason you choose to champion a human over your own 
kind?” The girl judge gave him a penetrating look and I saw Joe shift uncomfortably from foot to foot. 
“She…has a claim on me,” he rumbled, glancing over his shoulder at me but not meeting my eyes. “A claim of the heart. I would not see her hurt in any way.” 
I felt my heart contract painfully in my chest. Did he really mean it? Or was he just saying it to help our case? The other male judge spoke up, interrupting my confused thoughts. 
“If she claims your heart, why not simply keep her as your primary donor? It is regrettable that she was bitten and we certainly do not condone such actions—” He broke off for a moment to glare at the rogue before continuing. “But the compensation you are asking for seems extreme in light of the circumstances you are presenting. After all, even if the human woman is your lover, she still lives.” 
“But not the way she wants to. Not the way she did before he bit her.” Joe cleared his throat. “As I said, I would not see Kristen hurt in any way. And living this way, with the need for venom growing in her daily, is hurting her. She is a human physician who works with children—a good person. She doesn’t deserve to endure the life of a 64 
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donor if she doesn’t want to. I am asking for extreme compensation in order to cure her and give her back her normal existence.” 
The judges conferred with each other for a moment before looking up. “Very well, Joseph,” the girl judge—who I was beginning to think was in charge—said. “We can plainly smell the human’s blood on you and it has obviously been tainted with this rogue’s venom.” She gave the rogue a disdainful glance. “Do you have anything to say for yourself before we pass judgment, rogue?” 
“Yeah—you people are crazy. I can’t believe you brought me up on charges for having a fucking snack. And you.” He turned away from the judges and faced me, his eyes filled with hatred. “I should have killed you when I had the chance, you little human bitch,” he spat. 
I recoiled from his words as though he’d slapped me but I didn’t have time to think of a retort because Joe was already on him. He punched the other vampire twice in the stomach and once in the face, breaking his nose if the crunching sound was any indication. Then, before the rogue could move, Joe had his hands twisted behind his back and was pressing his thighs against the cherry wood table where the judges were sitting. 
“We have not said that the challenge fight may commence yet,” the girl judge protested, frowning. 
“Sorry, Your Honor.” Joe wasn’t even breathing hard but he was still glaring at the man he held in his grip. “But it appears to be already over.” 
“So it does.” She nodded. 
“Do you yield?” Joe asked, shaking him a little. His deep voice was harsh with anger as he shook the rogue, making blood spray from his broken nose. 
“Never! I drank your little bitch’s blood and I’d do it again.” The rogue writhed in his grip but there was no way he was getting free. In answer to his defiance, Joe gripped the back of his neck harder and pressed his face, nose first into the cherry wood table. 
The rogue screamed—a long, unearthly howl like nothing I had ever heard before and I felt gooseflesh breaking out all up and down my arms. It sounded like rage as much as pain. His long body writhed under Joe’s but it was obvious there was no way he was getting free. 
“How ‘bout now?” Joe growled, practically kneeling on top of the other vamp. “Are you ready to yield?” 
“Goddamn you…” The rogue snuffled through his broken nose that, to my 
surprise, looked as if it was already healing. Beside me Samantha shifted in her seat. 
“Instant regeneration. Impressive,” she whispered to me. The look on her face was of mild interest, as though she were watching a sporting event on TV instead of seeing her friend in a life-and-death struggle right in front of her. 
“Did…do you…can you all do that?” I asked, just to have something to say. 
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She shook her head. “Not that fast. Explains why he can live as a rogue with no community support—no matter what anyone does to him he heals it right away and moves on.” 
“I said, do you yield?” Joe roared, breaking my concentration on what Samantha was saying. 
“What if I say no?” the rogue demanded. He looked as if he were wearing a mask made of blood with his bright blue eyes staring out of it. 
“Then I’ll break your face again and again until you do. I can see you’re a fast healer but no matter how quick your nose grows back, having it broken still hurts like a son of a bitch.” Joe’s voice was calm but deadly and I could see he meant business. 
Apparently the rogue could tell too. He writhed for a moment but there was no getting away from Joe. 
“All right,” he snarled at last. “Do it. But make it quick.” 
“Don’t worry. It’s not exactly somethin’ I wanna draw out—even if you do deserve it,” Joe growled. 
“The challenge has been met and mastered,” the girl judge intoned in that high, clear voice that sounded like it was more suited to be talking on the phone about boys and homework than passing judgment. “Compensation must now be paid.” She 
nodded at Joe and he nodded back. With a low ripping sound, he tore open the plain black jeans the rogue was wearing and began to fumble with his own zipper. I could see by the tense set of his shoulders how much he hated everything he was doing but there was a look of determination on his granite features that told me he was going to do it anyway. Do it for me. 
There was a warm, coppery taste in my mouth and I realized I’d bitten the inside of my cheek until it bled. Was this really about to happen? Was Joe really about to rape someone because of me? I had thought I understood that last night we’d spent together at my condo, thought I wanted it to happen. After all, this bastard had robbed me of my dignity and self-respect as surely as he’d raped me for my blood. But it wasn’t the same, somehow. 
My attack had happened in the dark and had been over almost before I knew what had hit me. But this…this was happening in front of a roomful of people and it wasn’t going to be over nearly as quickly. I didn’t want to see it, I suddenly realized. And I didn’t want to be the cause of it. I could see the unhappy snarl on Joe’s face as he finished unzipping his pants, but he was determined to go through with it because I had asked him for a cure. A cure for my addiction. But suddenly getting a cure didn’t seem nearly as important as stopping what was about to happen. 
I found my voice at last. “Stop!” I stood up, holding out my hands as though I could reach across the room and force them to obey my order. 
“Human woman, you dare to speak in our court without being asked?” The girl 
judge’s eyes flashed with anger but I didn’t care. 
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“I’m sorry,” I babbled. “Sorry if I’m breaking some kind of rule but I can’t just sit here and watch this. Joe doesn’t really want to be doing this and I don’t want to make him and—” 
“Sit down and shut up!” Samantha hissed. She pulled me back down onto my chair so hard that I was sure I would have bruises on my ass and upper thighs tomorrow. But I wouldn’t be still. 
“No,” I said. “Joe doesn’t want to do this and I don’t want to make him. I 
don’t…don’t want to perpetuate more violence. I want to stop the cycle here.” 
The girl judge’s thin lips twitched in amusement. “A lovely sentiment, human, but judgment has already been passed in your favor and a cure must and will be effected for you. If you prefer not to watch the proceedings, you may wait outside.” 
I bit my lip, willing the tears I felt in my eyes not to spill down my cheeks. “Joe,” I said, ignoring the vampire judge. “I don’t…don’t want you to have to do this. I don’t want to see you do this.” 
“Then don’t watch. Go outside as Her Honor said,” he growled. Then, obviously seeing the tears in my eyes, his voice softened. “Don’t cry, Kristen. Just go outside and wait until I have your cure. It won’t take long.” He looked desperately unhappy but his voice was filled with resolve. He really was going to do this, no matter how distasteful he found it to be. 
“Joe, please—” I began but the girl judge interrupted me. 
“Human, you are in grave danger of being held in contempt of court,” she said, her high, clear voice filled with menace. Looking into her inhuman eyes, I knew she wasn’t talking about paying a fine or being locked up for a day. But I just couldn’t sit here and watch this happen. 
“Please, Your Honor,” I said in a low voice, aware that I was walking a fine line. 
“Forgive me for breaking your rules. But can’t Joe just bite him? I mean, instead of, you know…” 
She frowned. “Human, if your champion only bites and there is no true fluid 
exchange, the chances of your cure being effective are halved. Are you willing to take that risk, knowing that this is your one and only chance at compensation?” 
“I am,” I said, looking at Joe rather than her. I saw a brief look of relief pass over his face but he never let go of the rogue. “Please, Joe, just bite him,” I said softly. “Just bite him and let’s get out of here.” 
“You got it, baby,” he murmured, nodding at me. Pulling the rogue into a standing position, he turned him around and ripped open the other man’s shirt. Then he struck—a move like a cobra’s in its speed and intensity and I could see the strong muscles at the side of his jaw working as he swallowed. 
The rogue moaned loudly, his hips thrusting against the air as Joe fed from him. 
The back of his jeans had been ripped down the middle but the front was still intact and it didn’t take long for a dark patch to grow in the center of his crotch. Watching it, I 67 
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realized that he had come in his pants. Apparently a vampire’s venom affected other vampires the same way it affected humans. Interesting. 
In a shorter time than I would have thought possible, it was over. Joe released the rogue vampire who fell to his knees, panting, obviously spent from the experience. I knew how he felt. 
“Compensation has been taken and this matter is at an end,” the girl judge said. She leaned over the table to look at the rogue, who was still crouching on the ground, in the eye. “We’re already well past the city limits,” she told him. “My advice to you is to keep heading north until you leave Florida and don’t come back. If you are found within our borders again, you will greet the sun at the very next dawn. Do I make myself clear?” 
He nodded, not meeting her eyes. “Yes, Your Honor.” His voice was sullen but much of the fight had gone out of him. It probably had to do with being mastered so thoroughly by Joe, I thought. 
“Good. Take him away and be sure he’s headed in the right direction.” She nodded at the thin vampire bailiff who had brought the rogue in at the start of the trial. He had been standing quietly to one side through all of it, for all intents and purposes invisible. 
I wondered if that was a vampire trick or if he was just naturally unassuming. The bailiff nodded and helped the rogue to his feet, but before they could go anywhere, Joe put out a hand to stop them. 
“Hang on a minute,” he growled, looking the rogue in the eyes. “Just in case you get any funny ideas about my woman I want you to know that if I see or hear of you anywhere near her again—and that means in or out of state—I will find you and personally break your fucking neck. Do I make myself clear?” 
“You people are sick. All this over some fast food.” The rogue glared at him with undisguised hatred. “Does this whole town have an eating disorder or what?” 
“Hey.” Joe took a step toward him, getting into his space. “I said, are we clear?” 
“Crystal.” The rogue looked away. “Don’t worry, I just want to get out of here. I heard that Tampa was a fucked-up place but I had no idea how fucked up until now.” 
“This hearing is adjourned,” one of the male vampire judges said, rising. “Please leave now,” he added, speaking to Joe. “We have other cases to hear tonight and you’re holding up the courtroom.” 
Joe nodded and came over to take my arm. He steered me out of the library that served as the vampires’ courtroom and, with Samantha stalking behind us, we left the mansion. 
Once outside, Joe got me by the shoulders. “Hold still, Kristen,” he murmured. 
“This won’t take long.” 
“Wait.” I drew back from him. “Joe, please. Can’t we do this privately? And maybe somewhere more comfortable?” I asked, casting a glance at Samantha. 
She laughed. “Like I want to see breeder sex. Look, you guys have fun. I’m out of here.” 
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Joe frowned. “I appreciate you coming, Sam, but how are you gonna get home?” 
She shrugged. “Don’t worry about me—I have some friends around here I haven’t seen in a while. I figured I’d spend the day with them and then have one of my slaves come get me.” 
“Well, if you’re sure…” 
She nodded. “I am. You two have fun.” She winked at me. “See ya later, Kristen. 
Don’t be too hard on Joe.” 
“Thanks for coming,” I said. 
“Are you kidding? I wouldn’t have missed it.” She blew me a kiss and was 
suddenly gone. 
I blinked, still trying to get used to how fast vampires could move if they wanted to and then turned to Joe. 
“Come on,” he said, reading the question in my eyes. “Let me take you home and I’ll bite you there.” 
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Chapter Ten 
The ride home was almost as silent as the ride up had been. I tried to make small talk but he gave me monosyllabic replies until I finally gave up. The only conversation was when Joe pulled up to my condo and turned off the truck. Then he turned to me. 
“You shoulda let me do it, you know,” he said, giving me a frown. “Now your 
chances are only fifty-fifty of gettin’ cured.” 
“I know,” I said quietly. “But…well, I knew you didn’t want to because of what happened to you when you were younger. And I didn’t want to see you do it, either. 
Rape is such an ugly thing there’s just no way to justify it.” 
He smiled grimly. “I s’pose that’s one reason you’re ready to get outta this life, huh? Because of the way things went between us the last couple of times I bit you.” He looked away. “I’m sorry if I was rough, Kristen. I’m just not…not used to being gentle. I guess because I always let the thirst build up until I’m about to explode and I need it fast and hard.” 
I felt a shiver go through me as his words evoked our first time together. But it bothered me that he thought I wanted to be cured because of him. 
“Joe,” I said, reaching up to cup his jaw and turn his face to mine. “This isn’t about anything we did together—all of that was consensual. Even the club in a way. I knew when I dressed in those clothes and agreed to follow your orders what might happen and it…frankly it excited me.” I felt my cheeks heating at the admission but I made myself go on anyway. “I’ve never been with a man who demanded as much as you do,” 
I told him. “But…but I’ve never been with a man who made me feel so much, either.” 
Here’s the part where I tell him I care about him, that I don’t want this to end even if the
cure works, I thought, but the words just wouldn’t come. I was still too hurt by the way we’d parted last time and the fact that he hadn’t called me after all that we’d done. And I wasn’t willing to risk looking like a fool in case he didn’t feel the same way—which was a distinct possibility considering the aforementioned behavior on his part. 
I looked into Joe’s dark eyes, hoping to see the same feelings I was struggling with flickering in their depths. But all I saw was pain. 
“So it’s not me, it’s you, huh?” he asked softly. Plainly he didn’t believe a word I’d said. “Never mind, baby.” He sighed. “Let’s just go inside and get this over with.” He was out and around to my side before I could protest and he swung me into his arms just as he had the other night. I reflected that a girl could really get used to being carried around like this. One thing was for certain, I was never going to find a man strong enough to lift me as if I were a feather pillow again. Then I pushed the thought out of my head. There was a very good chance that I would never be with Joe again after tonight and I wanted to make what might be our last time memorable. 
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“Joe?” I murmured in his ear as we went in the front door. “If this doesn’t work, if I’m not cured after you bite me, can I…can I still come to you when the need—” 
“Of course you can,” he rumbled. “I wouldn’t have it any other way, baby.” 
“Good.” I sighed and snuggled against him, putting my head on his broad 
shoulder. So at least we had that settled. But there was something else I wanted to ask. 
“Joe?” I said, looking up at him. “Look, I was wondering, even if this does work, can we still…would you want to still go out?” It seemed like a stupid way to phrase things—
after all, we were far beyond the dating stage by this time and had been from our first sexually charged encounter. But I didn’t know how else to put it. 
Joe looked sad. “I’m sorry, Kristen, but feeding and sex are pretty much one and the same thing to vamps. It’s as the song says—you can’t have one without the other.” 
I felt my lip begin to tremble and made an effort to stop it. “Couldn’t we…couldn’t we just try, though?” I asked in a small voice. “I mean, couldn’t you bag it all the time?” 
“Not indefinitely. Bagged blood doesn’t have the vitality of what you get from a live donor. Eventually I would have to drink from someone else—some fang freak. And even if I didn’t fuck her, you’d know somethin’ sexual was happening between me and her. You wouldn’t like that.” 
“No,” I admitted. “I wouldn’t.” I wanted Joe in my life but I was not into open relationships. 
He sighed and sat down on the couch with me still in his arms. “And every time I was with you, I’d be remembering how sweet your blood tasted, how good it felt to bite you and feel you come in my arms when my venom hit your system. I wouldn’t even be able to kiss you without worryin’ I’d cut you with a fang and re-addict you.” 
I had to admit everything he said was true. But I had never dreamed it would hurt so much to hear the truth. “So I guess this is it—if the cure works,” I said, almost hoping it would fail. 
“I guess so.” He didn’t sound any happier about it than me. 
“How will I know?” I asked, looking down at my hands. “If it worked or not.” 
“You know that little spark of need that’s always there, burning inside you, even after I’ve just bitten you?” he asked, taking my hands in his. 
I nodded. It was true—like a drug addict, I was always thinking about the next fix even when the last fix had happened only moments before. 
“Well, you won’t feel that anymore if this works,” Joe said. “So don’t worry—you’ll know.” 
“Okay.” I sighed and snuggled up to him on the couch, baring my neck but he 
frowned. 
“Aren’t you forgettin’ something?” 
“What?” I looked up at him uncertainly. 
“It’s been a whole week since the last time I saw you. What’s your need like right now?” 
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“Oh.” I thought I understood what he was saying. “It…it’s pretty bad,” I admitted, feeling my cheeks heat. 
“Then I’d better be on the safe side and make you come before I bite you,” he murmured. “Just in case.” 
“Just in case,” I agreed breathlessly. I was already unbuttoning my blouse but Joe stopped me. 
“Let’s take this someplace more comfortable and take our time.” He picked me up again and headed down the hallway to my bedroom. When I looked up at him in 
confusion he grinned, showing his fangs. “Sometimes I get tired of fucking up against the wall and over the damn couch,” he explained. “I thought maybe we could try something different for a change—like the bed.” 
“Mmm, sounds nice.” I smiled as he put me down on the aforementioned bed and once again reached for my buttons. But Joe shook his head. 
“No, baby, let me. I want to take it slow tonight. Want to show you I can do gentle too, not just hard and fast.” 
“I like hard and fast sometimes,” I whispered as he began to slide me out of my clothes. “But gentle is nice too.” 
He showed me exactly how nice it could be as soon as he had me down to my skin. 
I felt a little shy about being completely naked in front of him, especially while he was still dressed. But the look in his eyes once my last stitch of clothing was removed took away all my lingering doubts. 
“God, you’re beautiful,” he breathed, cupping my breasts in his hands and 
thumbing the nipples lightly. 
I bit my lip and looked up at him. “Even though I’m, uh, extra-curvy?” I asked, using his words. 
“Especially because you’re extra-curvy, baby.” He smiled and kissed me lightly on the mouth. “Ya know, back in my day it was a lot easier to find women with your shape. Now they all want to be so damn skinny and the ones who do have a nice full ass and big breasts have to feel ashamed of it.” He frowned. “So fuckin’ stupid.” 
“I agree,” I moaned as one large hand slid from my breast to caress the curve of my hip. “It is stupid, but I don’t want to talk about it anymore.” 
“Oh?” He spread my thighs and cupped my naked pussy in one large hand. “So 
what do you want to talk about?” 
“D-don’t want to talk at all,” I stuttered as he parted my cunt lips and began stroking the sensitive bundle of nerves at my core. “Just want you to take off your clothes and love me.” 
“I’ll be more than happy to love you all night, baby,” he whispered. “But first I want to spread your pretty pussy and make you come.” 
“Oh!” I gasped breathlessly as he continued to stroke me with one gentle finger. He seemed to know exactly how to touch me to make the fire inside me burn out of control. 
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Slowly, with infinite patience, he stroked along the sides of my clit, dipping often into my wet entrance to get more honey and then stroking upward to continue his tender caress. The whole time he touched me he watched my face—almost as if he was memorizing me, wanting to commit our time together to memory in case it was the last time. 
To be honest, I was doing the same thing. I watched him watching me as he 
explored me with his fingers, holding my cunt lips open so that he could stroke my sensitive bud. There was an expression on his granite features I had never seen before—
a look of sadness and regret. I wondered if he was regretting what he was and wishing he were a normal human man so we could stay together no matter what. I knew that was what I was wishing. But there was no point in wanting something that could never be, I reminded myself even as I gave in to the pleasure he was giving me. 
When at last my back arched and the first orgasm flowed through me, Joe leaned down and kissed me, eagerly catching my cries in his mouth. “God, baby,” he 
whispered hoarsely as I pressed up to meet his hand. “You’re so beautiful when you come. So goddamn fuckin’ gorgeous.” 
“Joe, God!” I gasped but he was already in action again. He pulled my hips to the edge of the bed so that my legs dangled off the side. I struggled up onto my elbows and looked down as he slid into a sitting position between my thighs. “You don’t have to—” 
I began but he shook his head. 
“I want to, baby. Been wantin’ to taste your cunt again ever since the last time I went down on you. You’re so sweet and salty and wet—I wanna eat you again before I make love to you.” 
His choice of words wasn’t lost on me but I didn’t have a chance to think about it much before he buried his head between my thighs and began to lap and suck my wet sex. 
“Joe! Oh, God— Joe!” I moaned as he ravaged me with his tongue. He seemed to be everywhere at once, licking, thrusting inside me and then pulling back to trace circles and spirals around my swollen clit. I was already oversensitive from my last orgasm and when he finally pushed two long fingers deep into my pussy and began to pump inside me I lost it again. 
Moaning and thrashing, I clawed at his shoulders and neck and bucked up to meet his oral assault. The orgasm was so good, so intense, it almost rivaled the ones I had when he bit me. In fact, I was waiting to feel his fangs in my inner thigh after he made me come for the second time but it didn’t happen. 
“Joe?” I asked breathlessly, when he pulled away at last, his lower face wet with my juices. “What are you doing?” 
“Undressing. Ya know, baby, it occurs to me this is the first time we’ve seen each other naked. The first time we really took the time to do this right.” His eyes softened. 
“Wish I would have taken the time before.” 
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I started to tell him not to worry about it but the sight of his now nude body took my breath away and stole the words out of my mouth. 
Joe naked was even more mouthwatering than Joe clothed if that was possible, with long, muscular legs and narrow hips that framed his heavy cock, which was already hard. Looking closely, I saw that the beautiful colorful tattoos decorating his arms also extended down his sides and across his lower abdomen, painting his rippling muscles and moving like colorful waves when he took a breath. 
“They’re gorgeous,” I murmured, getting up on my knees to stroke his washboard stomach. “I’ve always meant to ask you where you got them. Even before I really knew you, I mean.” 
“They’re tribal tattoos. We were shipwrecked off Cape Horn for almost a year—this was before I was turned,” he explained, looking down at the way I was stroking his skin. “Our mast broke in a gale and one of the local tribes befriended us. We stayed until we could cut and shape a new mast—took a hell of a long time since the ship’s builder had been washed overboard in the same storm that took the mast in the first place.” 
“Well, they’re beautiful. You know, I could hardly take my eyes off them the first time I brought my car in,” I murmured, looking up at him. 
He looked amused. “I know. I wondered what was goin’ on in your pretty head 
when you saw me. I wished…for a minute I wished things were different so I could ask you out.” 
His admission touched me deeply. “I fantasized about you too,” I admitted. 
“Wondered what it would be like to trace those tattoos with my tongue. Like this.” I leaned forward and lapped gently at the crest of color that decorated his lower abs. Joe groaned softly and buried a hand in my hair as I licked my way downward, blazing a trail to where I really wanted to be. 
His cock was long and hard and so thick I knew I would never get it all in my mouth. Still, I was determined to try. I started by lapping away the tiny beads of pre-cum that had gathered at his slit, tasting him as he had tasted me, savoring the delicious salty, bitter flavor that spread over my tongue as I did. His shaft pulsed in my hand, hard and soft at the same time like a bar of iron covered in velvet. His skin had the texture of rose petals when I rubbed it against my cheek and felt him brand me with his heat. 
He moaned again when I placed a hot, open-mouthed kiss on the head of his cock and then began to suck him. As I had supposed, he was too big to take all at once but I found by concentrating and going slowly, I was able to get quite a bit more of him into my mouth than I had thought possible. My jaw felt stretched to the limit as the velvety head of his cock rubbed over my tongue and bumped gently at the back of my throat but I loved it. Joe guided me carefully, fucking my mouth with a controlled sensuality that made me want him more than ever. 
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Who would ever have believed that this man who had slammed me up against the wall and fucked my brains out the first time could be so slow and gentle? Yet he was. 
But I didn’t have time to marvel at it because he was already pulling away and laying me down on the bed. 
“Don’t wanna come in your mouth, baby,” he whispered in my ear as he got into position between my thighs. “Wanna come in your pussy when I bite you.” 
“Yes,” I moaned, opening myself to him, offering everything I had. “Yes, please.” 
“So beautiful,” he groaned as he guided the head of his cock to my wet entrance. 
And then he was sliding inside me, filling me with himself. 
I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to stand the intensity, but he leaned down and whispered in my ear. “No, Kristen. Open your eyes. I want to look into your beautiful eyes while I love you.” 
I opened my eyes to see him staring at me intently as he slid into me inch by thick inch. At last he was all the way in, with the head of his cock pressing hard against the end of my channel. But instead of starting to move, he held himself still inside me, watching me, his dark eyes filled with emotion. 
The intimacy was almost too much and I found myself wanting to look away or 
close my eyes. Never had I felt so naked, so vulnerable with a man as I did then, with my legs spread and his large muscular body covering mine while his thick cock pinned me securely to the bed. 
“Oh, Kristen,” Joe breathed at last and there was a regret so deep in the way he said my name that it made my throat ache with unshed tears. Then, finally, he began to move inside me, using slow, deliberate thrusts that seemed designed to make me crazy. 
I moaned and moved with him, arching my back and tilting my hips to meet each penetrating thrust as he worked inside me, pushing us both higher and higher to the inevitable point of no return. The entire time Joe held my gaze with his, never once faltering in his rhythm. I looked up at him, biting my lip to keep from crying out as he pressed into me, opening me hard with each pump of his muscular hips. It felt as if he were reaching for my heart with every inward stroke of his cock and I didn’t know how much longer I could stand it. 
It felt so good to have his body both on and in mine, his hard chest rubbing relentlessly against my sensitive nipples and the shelf of his pubic bone pressing my overstimulated clit. And yet, there was an emotion here that neither one of us wanted to acknowledge, even in the midst of our pleasure. A feeling that was tearing me apart even as he drove me higher and higher and closer and closer to the edge. 
At last I couldn’t take it anymore. “Joe!” I moaned, wrapping my legs around his hips and pulling him even closer. He understood because he gripped my ass in his hands and began to speed up, bucking inside me with an increased intensity that made me gasp and writhe under him. 
“Give me your neck, baby,” he ordered hoarsely, pistoning into me. “Let me bite you now. It’s time.” 
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Feeling a strange mixture of reluctance and desire, I tilted my head to the side and bared my throat for his glistening fangs. Joe growled and dove forward, as quick as a cobra striking. I felt the needle-sharp sting of pain followed by the wash of impossibly intense pleasure and then I was coming, coming so hard that I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move, couldn’t think. I could only cling to him as he thrust inside me and try to ride out the storm that was threatening to drown us both. 
Joe gave a final deep thrust and tightly held me to him, his muscles turning to steel as he pulsed into me, filling me with his cum as he had filled me with his venom. Then, and only then, did he finally withdraw his fangs. 
“God, baby,” he groaned in my ear as we lay wrapped together, our limbs 
entangled and his cock still buried deep in my pussy. “That was incredible. Never…it’s never been like that for me with anybody else.” 
“Me either,” I admitted, squeezing him tight, never wanting to let him go. 
“And…and it never will be again.” 
He drew back from me a little, searching my face anxiously. “What do you mean?” 
I tried to hold back the tears but I couldn’t completely do it. They welled out of my eyes and ran down the sides of my face in warm, wet trickles like blood. 
“It’s gone, Joe,” I whispered in a broken voice. “The need. It’s gone.” 
And with it went my one chance of happiness, I realized. Gone forever because Joe was about to leave my life and never look back. 
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Chapter Eleven 
It was nine o’clock in the morning and the clinic was slow that day—just routine coughs and sniffles and a few well-baby visits so I was sitting in my office catching up on some paperwork. 
“Dr. Kristen, why are you so sad?” A little voice broke my concentration and I looked up from the chart I was writing in to see Emily, one of my patients, staring at me with concern in her big brown eyes. She was seven but she had an old soul in her skinny little body. Our appointment was over but her mom was busy making small talk with the receptionist, leaving Emily to come wandering back to see me. 
“Why, Emily, I’m not sad,” I lied, trying to smile at her. “And you shouldn’t be either—you didn’t even get a shot today, remember?” 
“I know.” She nodded but she was frowning. “But you are sad though—I can tell.” 
“Okay,” I said, putting down the chart. “Just how can you tell?” I was anxious to hear what she said because I had been battling depression for the last four months—
ever since the last time I’d seen Joe. If Emily could see the outward signs of my inward struggle, it meant I was losing the battle. 
She cocked her head to one side and considered me gravely. “Well, you move real slow and your eyes are always looking far away,” she said at last. “You act like my mom did after my grandma went to be in Heaven. I could always tell when she was sad, even when she wasn’t crying. She told me sometimes something hurts so much you can’t cry—is that true, Dr. Kristen?” 
“Yes, honey,” I said, trying to speak around the thick lump that had risen in my throat and refused to go down. “Your mom is right about that.” 
“I knew you were sad.” Impulsively she ran forward and hugged me. “Did you lose someone you love too?” 
“I guess you could say that I did,” I murmured, stroking her brown curls. “I guess you could.” 
“Well, don’t worry, Dr. Kristen. Someday you’ll see them again,” she said with a child’s absolute faith. “I know you will.” 
“I hope you’re right, Emily,” I said, trying to smile at her. “In the meantime you better go—your mom is waiting. 
“Okay.” She gave me a big, sunny smile and ran back to where her mom was 
holding out a hand. I returned her goodbye wave and felt my heart squeeze in my chest as she followed her mom out the door. 
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Once she was gone, I shut the door to my office and put my head in my arms. Oh God, it hurt and Emily was right—it hurt too much to cry, not that I hadn’t shed plenty of tears in the last four months. 
This is crazy, I told myself for the umpteenth time. You were with him for less than a
month—you ought to be over him by now. Besides—look how good you’re doing. Your life is
finally back to normal. 

Yeah. Normal and boring. Depressingly boring. It wasn’t as if I missed calling the hotline every week to see who wanted a donor—I had to admit I didn’t miss that part at all. No, it was Joe—he was what I missed about my brief adventure into the world of vampirism. I missed the sexual charge I got from being in his arms and I missed talking to him. I wished we would have had more time. I wanted to talk to him more about his fascinating past, wanted to curl up with him in his reading room and talk about all those books. I just wanted to be with him. 
But we couldn’t be together—not anymore, not now that I was cured of my 
addiction, I reminded myself. There was no way for us to be together since I didn’t want to be an addict and he couldn’t help wanting to bite me. Since the last time we’d been together—when he’d cured me—I hadn’t even tried to contact him, knowing it was useless. Besides, I reminded myself, he didn’t really care, not enough to form a
permanent relationship. Not even if you’d stayed addicted.  I thought about the times he hadn’t called, the way he’d thrown me out of his house after I had dug a little too deeply into his psyche. 
And yet…there was something about him that I missed. His wit, his rough charm, the way he’d been willing to protect me at all costs, to heal me despite the pain from his past. He had an old-fashioned code of honor you simply couldn’t find in modern men. 
Not to mention the way he’d liked me just the way I was—extra-curvy. I would never have to eat another Jenny Craig meal or slurp another Slim-Fast if I was with him. 
But you can’t be with him, I reminded myself. Not unless you want to go back to being
addicted.  Right, and of course I didn’t want that, not when my recovery was going so well. If this was a twelve-step program I would be all the way to step twelve by now—
whatever that was. Hell, I could be in a venom anonymous group standing up right now saying, “Hello, my name is Kristen and I’m a venom addict but I’m four months clean.” Four months miserable was more like it. 
I sat up and rubbed my temples and my eyes happened to fall on the calendar that was hanging on my wall. One of the drug reps who comes around from the 
pharmaceutical companies had given it to me and it showed pictures of happy children engaged in various activities. Since it was January, this month’s picture was of three kids making a snowman. Like we ever saw snow in Tampa but still, it was cute. 
It wasn’t the picture I was thinking of when I looked at the calendar though. I was wondering if Joe had given into the thirst yet and called the hotline. Had they sent him a pretty little fang freak, some hot little thing dressed in too-tight jeans and a halter top with a long graceful neck and two percent body fat? And had he crushed her to him, taking her up against the wall the same way he’d taken me that first time? Just the 78 
Kristen’s Addiction 
thought made me jealous as hell. I didn’t even know the imaginary girl and I hated her with a passion. Whoever he was with, if it wasn’t me, it wasn’t right. 
Then I made a decision. If a seven-year-old child could see that I was in pain, that I was at the end of my rope, then it was time to do something about it. What, I didn’t know exactly, but I knew I had to take some action or I would go crazy. I’d had enough of moping around, wishing I were dead. 
If this was what the rest of my life as a non-addict would be like, maybe it was time to reconsider my stance on addiction. 
* * * * * 
This is stupid, I told myself as I threaded my way through the leather-wearing crowd at The Dungeon. What am I doing here?  I was pretty sure Joe wouldn’t be there—
he had said that it wasn’t really his scene although he had certainly played the part of the dominant Master to the hilt. I shivered as I remembered being led through the crowd on the end of his leash, knowing that he would do anything he wanted to me at any moment. That was another thing I missed about him—the way his touch set me on fire, the way he pushed me past my comfort zone and into a place where only pleasure and submission remained. God, I missed that so much. 
I had long since given the kinky submissive clothes back and I didn’t have anything remotely like them in my own wardrobe. Trying to look as if I belonged, at least a little, I had compromised by wearing a black skirt and blouse with black calf-length boots, purchased especially for this occasion. Not bad, if I said so myself. My long blonde hair looked even paler against all that black and my eyes were pale green, ringed with the heavy eye makeup I’d put on for the occasion. 
The crowds of people swayed around me and I picked my way through their midst, turning down a few offers as I went. I wasn’t interested in being spanked or submitting to anyone but Joe. Without him, all the kink going on around me just seemed hollow. 
At last, I spotted someone I recognized. Samantha was sitting at the bar, nursing a red wine and talking to a young woman with light brown curls and a spiked black leather collar. As I made my way up to her, I saw a flicker of surprise in her dark eyes. 
“Well, well, Kristen.” She smiled, showing her fangs. “I never expected to see you again after the way you dumped Joe. Decided you want to come over to the dark side?” 
I couldn’t figure out if she meant lesbianism or vampirism but anyway, I wasn’t in the mood for small talk. “I didn’t dump Joe,” I said, frowning. “He told me there was no point in trying to see each other after he healed me. So I guess you could say he dumped me.” 
Samantha shook her head. “Honey, he didn’t dump you—he let you go. You 
know—like that corny saying about if you love something set it free and if it comes back it was meant to be and all that shit?” 
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“What are you saying—that he’s hoping I’ll come back to him?” It was exactly what I wanted to hear but I was so afraid it wasn’t true I didn’t dare let myself get excited. 
“Hoping. Moping. He looks like shit, I can tell you that. So if you’re asking if he’s over you, the answer is a definite no.” 
“But…but…” I shook my head. “Joe didn’t care that much about me—he couldn’t 
have. I mean, the way he acted…” 
“Explain.” She took a sip of wine, her eyes fixed on me. 
Haltingly I told her about the night he’d thrown me out—although to be fair he had apologized for that—and the way he hadn’t called even after what I considered extremely kinky sex. I didn’t put it that way but Samantha got the picture anyway. 
She threw back her head and laughed. “You breeders. He probably thought you just wanted him for the venom. Would you expect your drug dealer to call you just to chat unless he knew you wanted more drugs?” 
“Well, no…” I said hesitantly. 
“And did you ever bother to call him or go see him unless you needed a fix?” 
“No,” I said. “But he should have known I didn’t just want him for that reason—
that I liked him for himself.” 
“And how was he supposed to know? You didn’t call him. Didn’t tell him to forget getting you a cure from that rogue because you’d rather stay with him as his permanent donor.” 
“No,” I said. “But I did ask him if we could stay together after I was cured.” 
Samantha shook her head. “That’s like telling him you wouldn’t mind staying with him if he could just stop breathing oxygen. It’s impossible to separate sex and blood for us. Just can’t be done. Even when you’re just having a little snack and your thirst level is low, the desire is still there.” She sat back against the bar and took another sip of wine. “So given what you’re telling me here, how do you expect Joe to know how you felt about him?” 
“I don’t know,” I said desperately. “But…but he should have known.” 
“Look, honey.” She reached out and patted my cheek gently. “Men are stupid. Even fairly bright ones like Joe. Why do you think I switched to women in the first place? We are by far the superior sex. Isn’t that right, Sophie?” She looked at the young woman with curly brown hair she’d been talking to before I sat down. 
Sophie nodded and smiled. “Yes, Mistress,” she said shyly, looking at Samantha from under startlingly long lashes. 
“Exactly.” Samantha nodded, pleased with herself. “So he probably figured if you couldn’t love him the way he was then there was no point in trying.” 
“But…so you think he wanted me in his life?” I asked uncertainly. I felt as if I were back in high school, asking if a boy liked me, but where else could I turn? 
“Honey, I know he did. Didn’t you hear what he said at the trial? He told the judges you had a claim of the heart on him.” 
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“I didn’t…I thought that was just a figure of speech,” I said. 
Samantha blew out a breath in obvious exasperation. “It is a fucking figure of speech, Kristen. It means he loves you. Sophie here has a claim of the heart on me, don’t you, sweetheart?” She leaned forward and exchanged a lingering kiss with the other woman. When she drew back she was smiling and the young woman was blushing in a pleased sort of way. “Sophie has been my lifelong donor for over a hundred years now,” Samantha said, smiling at her. “We found each other in Victorian England and discovered we both have a naughty love of spanking. Well, I like to spank people and Sophie likes to get spanked. It works out nicely for everyone.” 
“You’ve really been together over a hundred years?” I asked, staring at them. 
Samantha nodded and Sophie spoke up. “Good years too. I have never regretted going against my father’s wishes that I marry a young man of respectable birth. I ran away with my Mistress instead and I have never looked back.” She had a slight, lilting English accent that was lovely to hear. 
“Sophie is my lifelong donor and my first slave. I have others as you know but she is first in my heart.” Samantha smiled and drank another sip of wine before turning her attention back to me. “But you know, I don’t think Joe even wanted anyone else—just you. Before he met you he was just bagging it until he couldn’t stand it anymore and then every four or five months he’d call and we’d send him a donor.” 
An idea occurred to me and I felt my heart starting to beat harder. “Do you know if he’s called the hotline since he and I, uh, broke up?” 
Samantha frowned. “You know, I don’t think he has. It won’t be long though—he isn’t made of stone.” 
“Do you…could you let me know when he does?” I asked, my heart in my mouth. 
“So I can go to him instead of some anonymous donor?” 
“Honey, are you crazy? Are you looking to get re-addicted?” Samantha looked 
worried. “He always waits ‘til he’s at a nine or a ten. There’s no way he could keep from biting you when his thirst level is that high.” 
“I know,” I said and swallowed hard. “Samantha, that’s what I want.” 
“I don’t know…” She shook her head doubtfully. 
“Please.” I leaned forward on my barstool and took her hand. “Please, I want what you and Sophie have. The last four months of my life have been miserable. I keep telling myself I’ll get over him but it isn’t getting any better. I realize now how stupid I was to ask for that cure in the first place.” I took a deep breath, putting my heart into the words. “Samantha, I love him.” As I said the words, I knew they were true. I did love Joe and I didn’t care how that looked either in my world or in his. I loved him even though I was a doctor and he was a mechanic and I loved him even though he was a powerful vampire while I was just a lowly human. I loved him and I wanted him back. 
And I was willing to do anything to get him—even get re-addicted. 
“Aw, honey…” She patted my cheek again and sighed. “All right, I’ll do it. But you need to stay by your phone and be ready to go. As I said, it won’t be long if I know Joe.” 
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“Thank you. Thank you so much.” I smiled at her and leaned forward to kiss her cheek impulsively. 
Samantha licked her lush red lips and gave me a suggestive smile. “Mmm, sure you don’t want to come over to the dark side, honey?” 
“I’m sure,” I said laughing with relief that she would help me. “I just want Joe.” 
“Well, that’s what I thought. I’d offer to bite you myself but I know you’d rather have him do it.” 
I felt a shiver of desire go down my spine. “That’s exactly what I want.” 
“And deep down he wants it too—but he’s going to be pissed as a bear when he realizes I helped you fall off the wagon. He really thinks he’s done the best thing for you—curing you and sending you back to your noble life of saving innocent children, blah, blah, blah.” She frowned and took another sip of wine. “In fact, if I know him, he’s going to do everything in his power not to give in to temptation. He’s just stubborn enough to want what he thinks is best for you even if it’s killing him inside.” 
I thought of what he’d been willing to do to get my cure and had to agree with her. 
“That sounds like Joe,” I admitted, frowning. “What am I going to do?” 
She grinned. “Make it impossible for him to resist, honey.” 
“How?” I asked, twisting my hands together. 
“Well, to start with, you need some decent clothes.” She looked disdainfully at the plain black button-down blouse and black skirt I was wearing. “I’ll send a slave over to your place tomorrow with a whole new outfit—something even better than last time. 
Something that shows a lot of leg and a lot of throat.” 
“Oh,” I said faintly, wondering what in the world could be “better” than the tiny black leather skirt and the red bustier I had worn my last time at The Dungeon. 
“And then,” she continued. “You need to know how to handle yourself. You don’t want to just go up to his door and throw yourself at his feet. You have to be confident, sexy… irresistible.” 
“If I knew how to be all that, I wouldn’t still be single,” I pointed out. But Samantha only smiled. 
“Well, then isn’t it lucky for you that you have such a fabulous teacher?” She pointed to herself. “Don’t worry, I’m going to teach you everything I know about seduction. And that’s a hell of a lot.” 
“I just bet,” I murmured and settled down to listen. If Samantha had any insights on how I could get Joe back, I wanted to hear every word. 
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Chapter Twelve 
A knock on my door at ten ‘til midnight startled me as I was dozing on my couch with a book in my lap. I was supposed to be boning up for a conference I was going to about pediatric leukemia in a few months but I had somehow picked up a cheesy romance novel instead. The novel had a wasp-waisted woman with flaming red hair holding on to a chiseled man wearing a kilt and presumably nothing else on the cover and the content was just about as deep. Still, I enjoyed a break from reality once in a while and this kind of book was about as far from reality as I could get. 
It had been a week since my conversation with Samantha at The Dungeon. A whole week, in which I sat around on pins and needles every night, waiting for her call. But every night I was disappointed. I remembered Joe telling me that he could sometimes go for up to six months without actually taking a human donor and I wondered if I could wait that long. I was so anxious to see him now since I knew how he really felt that I even considered going by the garage again. After all, the Audi was making another funny sound and that seemed like the perfect opening. But I recognized that it would be a mistake to go before Joe was at the very height of his thirst so I held myself back. I needed him so thirsty, so hot that he couldn’t possibly turn me down, even for my own good. And so I waited. And waited. And waited. And still no phone call. 
Nothing until this knock on the door in the middle of the night. 
I roused myself from the couch, wondering if whoever was outside might be Joe. If it was then I fully intended to scrap the seduction I was planning and just fall into his arms. That was where I wanted to be more than anyplace else. Being held in those muscular, rock-hard arms was like being wrapped in bands of warm, living steel and I missed the sensation so much sometimes I thought I would die. 
Smoothing my hair nervously, I went to the door, calling, “Who is it?” If it wasn’t Joe or someone I recognized, I wasn’t going to open up. 
“It’s just me, honey. Hurry and open up.” Samantha’s voice on the other side of the door dashed my hopes, but when I opened up she looked so excited, I felt them coming back again. 
“You heard from him,” I guessed as she hovered on my doorstep, her arms filled with packages. 
“He just called ten minutes ago. Quick, invite me in.” 
“Oh, sorry.” I had forgotten that a vampire can’t enter your home unless you let them. “Come in,” I said, swinging the door wider so she could get in with the load of packages she was carrying. I wondered what was in them. 
“I have something for you but we have to hurry—he’s needing it bad,” she said, bustling in and depositing her stuff all over my couch. “Are you ready for this?” 
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“Absolutely.” My sleepiness was completely forgotten now. All I wanted was a chance to have Joe in my life again. “Let’s get going.” 
“Hang on, honey. You’re not going anywhere until we get you changed.” 
“All right. I have the outfit you sent over for me in the closet. I’ll go get it.” I started to leave the room but she stopped me with her hand on my arm. 
“No, no, forget those rags. I have something much more exciting here.” She nodded at the packages on my couch. 
Considering “those rags” consisted of a very expensive thigh-length black leather dress that was so tight I couldn’t breathe in it and some platform hooker heels, I couldn’t imagine what she had in the packages. Whatever it was I hoped I could exhale while wearing it. 
“What is it?” I asked, going over to the couch. The packages were mostly bags with names I didn’t recognize. From the first one, Samantha pulled out a lacy black garter belt, some tiny black lace panties and thigh-high hose to match. And from the second bag, a pair of calf-length black boots. They reminded me of the pair I had been wearing the night I’d seen her at The Dungeon except that they were made of butter-soft suede and they had spiked heels that would make me a good three inches taller. I eyed them apprehensively, hoping I would be able to walk in them. 
Samantha paused for a minute. “You like so far?” 
“Very nice,” I said nervously. “But I can’t help noticing you haven’t shown me anything to cover my upper half yet.” I was hoping she wasn’t going to send me to Joe’s garage topless. I really wanted him back but I wasn’t sure I had enough nerve to do that. 
“Because I was saving the best for last,” she said, digging in the largest bag. “Ta-da!” She pulled out a slinky gown in a gorgeous deep red color that took my breath away. 
“Wow.” She handed it to me and I admired the way the heavy, silky fabric draped over my arm. It slid and danced like a live thing in my hands, anxious to be worn. “Is this satin?” I asked, still admiring it.” 
“Mmm-hmm. And it’s just your size. I ordered it right after you and I had our last talk at the club and it just came in today. Isn’t it gorgeous?” 
“It’s stunning,” I said warmly. “Samantha, you shouldn’t have gone to so much trouble.” 
She waved at me dismissively. “No trouble, honey. I’m just a romantic at heart. I like a happy ending as much as anybody. Well, what are you waiting for—try it all on.” 
I gathered everything up and brought it into my bedroom, only to return a moment later. “Uh, Samantha? I think you forgot to give me the bra that goes with the garter belt and panties,” I said. 
“Oh, you can’t wear a bra with that dress.” She frowned. “Just look at the neckline.” 
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I looked more closely at the dress and realized she was right. It had a plunging neckline that would show skin almost to my navel and a cowl back that would hit well below my shoulder blades. My God, I thought apprehensively. How the hell am I supposed
to keep this thing on? 

“There are some little spaghetti straps hidden under the arm draping,” Samantha said, reading my mind. “And don’t worry if they slide off, you’re not going to be keeping this dress on for long if I know Joe.” 
“But…but I can’t go out without a bra—my breasts are way too big for that. I need support,” I protested. 
“You came to The Dungeon that first night sans bra,” Samantha reminded me. 
“Yes but I was wearing a bustier. It gave me support,” I protested. “I mean, my boobs felt like fruit on a tray or something but at least I wasn’t wobbling all over the place.” 
“And that breasts-on-a-shelf look is very hot,” Samantha acknowledged. “But so is the ‘wobbly’ look. Listen, honey, take it from me—there’s something about seeing a beautiful woman in a slinky gown and knowing she doesn’t have a damn thing on under it. When Joe sees your big, luscious breasts and your ripe nipples under that red satin, he’s going to lose it. Trust me.” 
“Well…all right,” I said doubtfully. “But I reserve the right to feel ridiculous.” 
“Honey, you won’t look ridiculous—you’ll look gorgeous. Now hurry up and put all that on—remember, Joe is waiting.” 
I thought of him waiting by his door, getting more and more worked up, and 
shivered. Samantha was right—I needed to get going. Returning to the bedroom, I put everything on. It all fit perfectly except the panties, which were positively indecent. 
They consisted of a tiny black lace rectangle with strings at each of its four corners. I put them on as well as I could, noting that the rectangle was barely wide enough to cover my mound. The black fabric sat above the strings which framed my pussy lips rather than covering them in any way. There was so little to them that I wondered for a moment why I should bother putting them on at all—but I had my answer once I did. 
They were naughty and lacy and incredibly erotic. Just wearing them made me feel sexy and ready for anything. 
I strutted in front of the mirror for a moment, watching the way my full breasts swayed under the soft red satin. The material felt cool and silky against my aroused nipples, making them stand up under the thin dress. The neck was low enough that the creamy inner slopes of my breasts were revealed and the hem was high enough that the tops of the thigh-high hose were revealed if I wasn’t careful. The boots hugged my calves beautifully and looked great with the dress. To my surprise, they weren’t hard to walk in at all, although they gave my movements a certain, sexy swagger that I hadn’t had before. 
I brushed my long blonde hair until it draped over my mostly bare back and 
shoulders like a shimmering waterfall and touched up my makeup. Altogether I looked 85 
Evangeline Anderson 
ravishing, even if I did say so myself. Much hotter than the first night I’d show up at Joe’s door wearing my sensible work clothes and white lab jacket. There was no way he could resist me—I hoped. 
I stalked back out to the living room where Samantha was keeping busy looking through my photo albums. When she saw me she put down the book of pictures from my family’s annual trip to Busch Gardens and gave a long, low whistle. 
“You like?” I asked, twirling in front of her. 
“Honey, I love.” She stared at me approvingly. “You’re gorgeous.” 
“Thanks.” I smiled shyly. “Well, I guess I better get going.” 
She glanced at her watch. “Uh-huh. He’ll be pacing like a bear in a cage by now—
time to drop the bomb. Come on.” She took my arm and walked me to the door, 
snatching my car keys from the side table and shoving them into my hand as we went. 
“Now remember what I told you, play it very calm and cool. Don’t beg or argue—Joe’s too damn stubborn for that. Just let him see plenty of throat and thigh and seduce him with that hot body of yours. Okay?” 
“Got it,” I said and I really did feel hot and confident as I said it. I slid into my silver Audi and gave her a smile. “Thanks again, Samantha.” 
She made a shooing motion. “Don’t thank me, just go to him, honey. And have a hell of a time.” 
* * * * * 
My heart was pounding so hard I could almost see my chest vibrating under the silky red dress as I pulled up outside Joe’s garage. Was I doing the right thing? Or was I walking into the lions’ den? I had seen Joe angry before and I wasn’t in a hurry to see that rage directed at myself. And if he thought I’d come here trying to trick him… But
I’m not here to trick him—I’m here to seduce him. There’s a difference, I argued with myself. 
Right, and there was no time like the present. 
Because it was January, it was actually cold for once. As I crunched over the gravel drive, shivering, I remembered how I had felt the first time I rang his doorbell. How hot I had been, how filled with need—and I realized I felt almost the same way now. Under the thin dress my nipples were hard with desire and my pussy was wet and slippery, swollen with the need to have him touch me, taste me again. My pulse was pounding in my ears and I had the urge to just bang on the door and throw myself into his arms. But I had to take it easy—take it slow, I reminded myself. Samantha’s advice was still fresh in my mind so I rang the doorbell and waited sedately like a good girl. 
Joe must have been standing just inside because he opened the door at once. “You the donor?” he asked, before he saw me. 
“I might be,” I purred, stepping out of the shadows cast by the door and stalking up to him. Even in the spike-heeled boots he was still a good head taller than me and I had to look up to meet his gaze. 
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His dark eyes widened when he saw who I was, then narrowed as they swept over my outfit. “Kristen?” he asked, disbelief thick in his voice. 
“In the flesh.” I smiled at him, thinking that he looked better than ever. He wasn’t even wearing a shirt tonight—just a pair of faded blue jeans that clung to his muscular ass and thighs like a second skin. 
“What are you doing here?” he demanded. 
“I just dropped by to say hi,” I said, batting my eyelashes at him innocently. 
“Right. You just stopped by to say hi wearing that.” He scowled at me and I felt my heart skip a beat. Still, I was determined to play it cool. 
“Okay, you got me,” I said, smiling up at him. “The Audi is making a really funny noise and I was hoping you’d take a look at it.” 
“Fine.” He started out toward the car but I put a hand flat against his bare chest to stop him. His skin felt smooth and warm and I had the sudden urge to touch him all over but I restrained myself. 
“Not right this minute. I haven’t seen you in four months,” I protested. “Why don’t we catch up a little first?” 
He frowned. “Kristen, you’re not exactly catchin’ me at a good time here. I, uh, just placed a call to the hotline.” 
“Well, you’ve probably got a little time before your donor shows up then,” I said smoothly. “So let’s talk.” 
“What do you wanna talk about?” he demanded, crossing his arms over his chest. 
“I just want to know how you’re doing.” I stroked his chest again and was pleased to see a muscle in his jaw twitch. I was definitely affecting him, no matter how hard he tried not to show it. “But we can’t have a really good conversation out here. Aren’t you going to invite me in?” 
“I shouldn’t.” The muscle in his jaw jumped again and his hands clenched at his sides. “I shouldn’t let you in and you shouldn’t want to come in. If you’re smart you’ll run as fast and as far as you can from me, Kristen. Run right now.” 
“It’s freezing out here,” I murmured, ignoring his warning. “Can’t I just come in for a minute to get warm?” 
“Fine.” He stood to one side and waved me into the narrow hallway where he had taken me the first time. “But don’t say I didn’t warn you.” 
“I won’t,” I said lightly. I walked past him into the reading room and settled myself on the red leather sofa where he had gone down on me the second time we were together. Just the memory of it had me so hot I was sure I must be wetting the couch with my juices. I wondered if Joe could sense how hot I was for him and if he felt the same. When he followed me into the room and sat opposite me, I cast a furtive glance at the crotch of his jeans and saw a reassuring bulge there. Oh yes, he was feeling it all right. Now to make him feel it so much he couldn’t resist me. 
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“So, how have you been?” I leaned forward, making sure he could see straight down the front of my slinky gown. I felt a cool breeze play against my nipples and knew that the gown had gaped enough for him to see my breasts. 
“How do you think?” Joe growled, but he was having a hard time keeping his eyes on my face instead of my throat and chest. I swished my hair over my shoulder so the side of my neck was temptingly bare. 
“I don’t know, that’s why I asked,” I murmured, crossing my legs so that the tops of my thigh-high hose and the black lace of the garter belt were visible. “I’ve, uh…been thinking about you a lot,” I confessed in a low voice. 
“I think about you too, baby.” He reached out to stroke my cheek and then drew back abruptly. “Look, we really shouldn’t be havin’ this conversation. Are you warm enough yet? Maybe you should go.” 
“Throwing me out again?” I asked, giving him a little smile. “Did I strike a nerve somehow, admitting I missed you?” 
“You just said you thought about me—not that you missed me,” he pointed out. 
“But I do,” I said, scooting closer to him so that my thigh was rubbing against his. 
“Very much.” 
“Kristen…” he began, but then he shook his head. “Goddamn it, I can’t take this. 
You need to leave. Now.” 
“Do you have any new books?” I hopped up, ignoring his last remark and went to the bookcase directly across from the couch. Very deliberately, I bent over at the waist to examine the bottom shelves. I could feel the cool air against my mostly naked ass as the short dress rode up my thighs. Not content with the sight I presented yet, I spread my legs, angling my pelvis so that my pussy came into view. I heard Joe’s low exclamation of lust as my swollen pussy lips parted, giving him a glimpse of my slippery pink inner cunt. 
Suddenly he was by my side, jerking me up by one arm. 
“What the hell do you think you’re doin’?” he demanded angrily. “And why the hell did you come here tonight not wearing any panties?” 
“I do to have on panties—see?” Boldly I lifted the hem of my dress and showed him the tiny black lace rectangle that only partially covered my mound and left my pussy lips on display. 
“Those…those are…” He seemed at a loss for words. 
“They’re very soft. Would you like to feel?” I took his large hand and led it down to the juncture between my thighs. This wasn’t exactly the smooth seduction I’d planned but I was so damn hot I couldn’t help myself. And judging by the way Joe was touching me, he couldn’t either. He cupped my pussy in his big hand for a moment and then I felt him part my cunt lips and thrust two large, thick fingers deep inside me. 
I moaned, unable to help myself. God, it felt so good to have his hands on me again, to feel him touching me. 
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“Does that feel good, baby?” he rumbled, looking at me intently. “Did you miss me finger-fucking your little pussy?” 
“Yes,” I moaned shamelessly. “You have no idea how much I missed it. How much I missed you, Joe.” 
He withdrew his fingers slowly and slid them into his mouth. As he sucked my honey off them his eyes never left mine. “Your pussy tastes so sweet, baby.” 
“Almost as sweet as my blood,” I whispered. 
Abruptly, his eyes hardened. “Goddamn it!” he growled. He dragged me back to the couch and he sat me down on it hard. I felt like a naughty child who is about to be punished. But the fear I felt at his anger was almost completely eclipsed by the desire rising inside me. It seemed as if I could still feel his fingers thrusting into me, fucking me, and I wanted more. 
“Joe,” I said, “I came here tonight to see you for a reason.” 
“And I’m sure I can guess what,” he snarled. “You miss your fix.” 
“I miss you,” I said, frowning at him. “And you forget, I’m not addicted anymore.” 
“No, but when you were that was all I was good for.” He frowned savagely and crossed his arms over his chest. 
“Bullshit,” I said bluntly. “You gave me the venom I needed—that’s true. But that wasn’t all I wanted from you.” 
“Oh yeah, I forgot you valued my mechanical skills.” His deep voice was sarcastic. 
“Joe…” I reached up to touch his arm. “I wanted you. I wanted to get to know you but you wouldn’t let me in.” 
He shrugged off my hand. “What was the point in letting you in, in letting you get close, when all you wanted from the moment you found out I was a vamp was to be cured?” 
I was beginning to lose my temper. “I wanted to be cured before I found out what you are because passing myself around to everybody and anybody who wanted a 
donor made me feel cheap and disgusting. But you…Joe, you never made me feel that way when you bit me.” I reached up to touch him again and this time he let me. “I miss the way I felt with you. I…I never would have given it up if I thought you cared. But you were so closed, so hard to know. And we’d have this amazing sex and you 
wouldn’t call afterward…” 
“I thought you just wanted me for the venom. That you were just biding your time until you got the cure and you could go back to your neat little life and forget me and everything else associated with being a monster,” he said, scowling. 
“You’re not a monster,” I told him. “The rogue who bit me in the first place was a monster, but not you. You told me yourself you don’t take unwilling blood.” 
“Which is exactly why you oughta leave. Now. ” He sat down beside me on the couch and leaned forward to grip my shoulders in his large hands. “Kristen, on a scale of one to ten, tonight my thirst is at an eleven. And then you show up here, dressed like 89 
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this.” His gaze roved hungrily over my body, making me feel hot and cold at the same time. 
“I dressed like this for you,” I told him softly. 
Joe groaned. “I’m telling you, baby, you’re playin’ with fire. You need to get out of here before I do something we’ll both regret.” 
“Like what?” I asked challengingly, shifting forward in his grip so he had a better view of my breasts. 
Joe released me and sat back on the couch with a low moan. He ran both hands over his hair and closed his eyes tightly. “Look, I know what you’re thinkin’,” he said. 
“You’re thinking you can show up here dressed to kill and have a fuck for old times’ 
sake. But I’m tellin’ you, baby, it can’t be like that. If I fuck you, I’ll have to bite you. 
And then you’ll be addicted all over again.” 
“Joe, look at me,” I said, scooting over so that I was practically sitting on his lap. I took his chin in my hand and turned his face toward me, forcing him to look into my eyes. “I’m not afraid of you,” I told him. “Not a bit.” 
“Well, maybe you should be,” he growled. In one swift motion he pulled me up so that I was facing him and straddling his lap. “You keep pushing, Kristen, you’re gonna be right back where you started.” 
“And where is that?” I looked down to where his thick shaft was straining against the faded denim of his jeans. He was rock-hard and throbbing for me, I could tell. 
Deliberately, I lowered myself until my wet, open pussy was rubbing against that thick ridge. 
Joe groaned and crushed me to him, bringing my mouth to his in a punishing kiss. I could feel the edges of his fangs pressing hard against my lips but he didn’t break the skin, didn’t leave so much as a scratch. Damn, I needed to try harder. 
Reaching up, I let the straps of my dress fall down my shoulders, baring my breasts completely. Then I pulled all my hair to one side, baring my throat, and leaned forward to press myself against him. The hard muscular planes of his chest met my full breasts, rubbing against my ripe nipples and making me moan. But it wasn’t enough. I rubbed the side of my neck against his mouth, letting him feel the rapid thrum of my excited pulse and at the same time, I rode his cock, pressing myself against his hard shaft like a cat in heat. The rough denim felt wonderful against my swollen clit and I knew I was about to come whether he did anything or not. 
I had never felt so sensuous, so sexual, as I did right then. I was a temptress, a succubus, and I had my man right where I wanted him—almost. “Joe,” I whispered in his ear as I rubbed against him. “Why don’t you do it? You know you want to.” 
I could feel every muscle in his big body straining with tension. There was a fight going on inside him between what he wanted and what he thought was right. I knew which side I wanted to win. 
“Kristen,” he warned, his deep voice rough with lust. “If I do this…if we do this, there’s no going back. You know that.” 
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“I know,” I whispered, still working myself against his cock. God, if only he would put it in me! “I don’t want to go back,” I told him. 
He took a deep breath and cupped my cheek, making me look at him. “I want to, God knows I do, baby. But I don’t know if tonight is the right time for it.” 
“What? Why?” I was getting annoyed at his self-restraint. I wanted him so badly I felt as if I were about to burn up with the heat of my desire. “What is it?” I demanded. 
“Why can’t we tonight?” 
“Because.” He gritted his teeth. “I can’t be gentle right now. I need it too much and I don’t want to hurt you.” 
“Oh, Joe.” I leaned forward and kissed his mouth softly. “You won’t hurt me. And besides, who said I wanted you to be gentle?” 
My words seemed to make the decision for him because he let out a low growl and reached for his zipper. His jeans sprang open and he grabbed me around the waist, positioning me so that the broad, plum-shaped head of his cock was directly below my slippery pussy. 
“Last chance, Kristen,” he warned, thrusting upward so that his pre-cum coated my inner cunt. “Last chance to back out. Once I put my cock inside you I’m going to bite you too—I won’t be able to help it.” 
“Then don’t help it,” I said, and with one swift move I tilted my pelvis and impaled myself on his thick, throbbing cock. 
My pussy was so wet with need that he easily slid inside, despite his thickness. We both gasped at once as he pierced me and for a moment I thought he was going to leave bruises on my hips as he gripped my body. Then he pulled halfway out and slammed in again, bottoming out inside me and making me cry out in mingled pain and pleasure. 
Joe didn’t stop what he was doing to ask if I was all right, didn’t try to be gentle in the least, but that was fine with me. I wound my arms around his neck and leaned in to him, spreading my thighs wider to give him easy access to my cunt. I could feel him spreading me, stretching me with each brutal thrust, and I welcomed the pleasurable pain of his entry completely as he fucked into me again and again. 
“Take it,” he was growling as he rammed himself into me. “Take it all, baby. Take all my cock in your sweet little pussy. Open up and let me fuck you. Let me ride you hard.” 
“Yes,” I moaned in his ear, beyond caring what I was saying. “Yes, fuck me, Joe. Do it hard. I want it—I want you. All of you.” 
He seemed to understand what I was saying because one of the hands on my hips moved up to the back of my neck. Roughly, he pulled me down so that my bare, vulnerable throat was within reach of his mouth. 
And then he bit me. 
I moaned and arched against him helplessly as the venom I had once so despised rushed through me. Every cell in my body opened up to receive his essence and I felt an 91 
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inexpressible feeling of relief. It was as though I were a dry and barren land and the rains had finally come. I was pierced at both ends, his fangs buried in my neck and his cock filling my wet cunt, and it was exactly what I wanted. It was amazing. 
As my orgasms started, I felt Joe’s throat working as he drank from me. His arms were wrapped around me like warm iron bands, holding me close, as though he never wanted to let me go. I felt the same way. I just wanted this to go on and on forever. 
He had taken control of the situation now, holding me firmly in place as he fucked into me. He held me so securely that I wasn’t able to move, even to thrust back. The only thing I could do was to spread my thighs wider and open my pussy to him. The only thing I could do was let him fuck me. 
At last, I felt him pull almost all the way out before thrusting back into me as hard as he could. I moaned as the head of his cock kissed the end of my channel and then he was holding me rock-solid and steady, with his shaft buried in me to the hilt as he pulsed into me, filling me with his hot cum. 
One final orgasm rushed over me like a tidal wave and I felt my inner muscles squeezing him, trying to milk every last drop of his seed into my open pussy. We stayed like that, locked together and straining against each other for what felt like an eternity. And then he pulled his fangs out of my neck and we collapsed against each other, gasping. 
“God, I’m sorry,” he said when he could talk again. “Didn’t mean to…I shouldn’ta done that.” 
“Why…why not?” I was still trying to catch my breath and I panted a little as I talked. 
“Why not? Because now you’re addicted all over again. You’ll have to be comin’ to me every week for venom.” 
I raised an eyebrow at him. “Is that a problem for you?” 
“Not for me, no. But I know how much you hate it.” He frowned. 
“I only hate it if it isn’t with you. With you, it’s pretty much the best thing I’ve ever felt,” I told him. 
“Really? So you don’t mind that you’re going to have to come around every week?” 
“I hope to come around a lot more often than that.” I leaned forward and looked him in the eyes. “Let me ask you something, Joe,” I murmured. “Have you ever had a permanent donor before?” 
“No.” He searched my eyes with his, looking for my meaning. 
“Well,” I whispered, stroking his cheek. “How would you like to?” 
“I’d love to,” he said gruffly. “But I don’t think it’s a good idea.” 
“What? Why not?” I demanded. 
“Hey.” He raised one hand in a don’t-shoot gesture. “It’s not that I don’t want you, because I do. I want you like crazy, baby. It’s just that, well, you’re a doctor—your 92 
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friends and family would never let you live it down if you got into a permanent relationship with a mechanic.” 
“I don’t give a damn about that,” I said coolly, still stroking his cheek. “After all, what they don’t know is that you’re an immortal—incredibly strong and fast. A big, bad vampire. And I’m just a little, puny human. Besides…” I kissed him gently on the lips. 
“It’s not so easy to find men who like us extra-curvy girls. I like that you like me just the way I am.” 
“Baby, I more than like you,” he murmured, stroking my hair. “I love you. I wanted to tell you before but I didn’t think you felt the same.” 
“I do feel the same, now,” I said. “I couldn’t let myself before because I was so sure you were just helping me out of a sense of obligation.” 
He snorted. “As if ‘obligation’ would make me bite another male.” 
I squirmed uncomfortably. “I know what you did for me, Joe. And…I’m sorry I 
asked you to do it. Sorry I took the cure at all.” 
“I’m not,” he said, kissing me gently on the lips. “Because now we know where we stand.” He looked thoughtful. “I always knew you would be trouble. Even before you showed up at my door that first night, I could tell.” 
“Is that why you always kept me at an arm’s length?” I asked, curiously. “Because you were attracted to me?” 
“Uh-huh. I used to see you comin’ in that clunker of a car and groan to myself because it was so damn hard to keep my hands off you.” 
“That doesn’t seem to be a problem now,” I murmured looking down to where his hands were now cupping my breasts. 
“No.” He thumbed my nipples idly, making me squirm. “It doesn’t. And since I can’t seem to keep my hands off you or my cock out of you…” He thrust up and I felt his still-hard shaft pulse inside me again. “How about another ride?” 
“With pleasure,” I murmured, pressing myself against him. I couldn’t wait to feel his venom racing through my veins and his cum filling my pussy again. 
I had finally learned that love is the sweetest addiction of all. 
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