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      A Fling in Vampiropolis

      Selena Illyria

       

       

      Determined to have fun and relieve some of the stress from her job, Nevada Justice decides to take a vacation to one of the few all-vampire cities in the U.S., Vampiropolis.

       

      What she doesn’t count on is meeting vampire Lucian Sandros and having a hot, steamy affair with him -- or falling in love. But it can’t last, can it? After all, this was just a fling in Vampiropolis. Now it’s time to go home.

       

      What will Nevada do when Lucian hunts her down in Normalville to claim her for his own?

       

       

       

      Prologue

       

      Nevada Justice sighed as she walked into her hotel room, shopping bags in hand. The glittering lights of Vampiropolis, one of the few all-vampire cities in the U.S., sparkled outside her window. The plush carpet muffled her footsteps as she trudged further into the room.

      “Will this be all, miss?” She turned to see the bellhop, who had helped her with the rest of her shopping bags, place her purchases gently on the floor.

      “Yes, thank you.” She dropped her bags, reached into her purse for a twenty and handed it to the young vampire, who grinned.

      “Thank you, miss.” He bowed and left, closing the door gently.

      The only sound in the room was the gentle whoosh of cold air slipping through the vents. The sounds of the city below didn’t reach this far up. Walking to the window, she took a deep breath as she looked down from over one hundred stories up. The view was frightening and exhilarating at the same time. She could barely make out the lights of nighttime traffic below.

      She would miss this place. One more day and then it was back to the life she led in the normal world, where paranormals were a rarity. Vampires, werewolves, and other creatures of myth hardly ever graced the world of “normals,” as mortals were called. They chose to stay in the little niches they had carved out since being exposed in the 1900s. It was normals who came to their cities and gawked at what “paras” considered normal.

      Nevada was one of those normals who had come to gape at the unfamiliar and brush elbows with the creatures of myth. Her mom and friends thought she was crazy for even considering going to the vampiric city. When she announced her plans, they all tried to talk her out of her trip, but she’d held her ground. She needed a vacation and places like London, Honolulu and Rome didn’t appeal to her the way Vampiropolis did.

      Vampiropolis was dark, sexy and mysterious -- all the things those other cities weren’t. She wanted something different, and so far she had gotten it. From shopping in the couture boutiques of the exclusive Blood District to eating at A Positive Deli everything had been different.

      The aura around these places was unique. A person felt safe and catered to, even if she did have a pulse. In all the places she visited, she had been treated with courtesy, respect and consideration. Where she was from, Nevada was lucky if a man opened the door for her. But that’s what she got for working at what was considered “the boys’ club” of magazines, The Blue Sheets -- a magazine covering everything from politics to money, all aimed at wealthy men.

      This vacation was about relaxing and having some fun. So far she had the relaxing part covered. Although it was fun to sightsee and shop, she hadn’t really experienced the city. She’d done all the touristy things. Now she wanted to go where the locals went to eat, drink and dance.

      Nevada gathered her bags and brought them to her bedroom. Looking around, she knew she would definitely miss this bedroom. It was almost as big as her apartment. The cream and white silk wallpaper glowed softly in the golden light of the brass lamps. The black wood furniture was polished to perfection. Sinking down on the black silk duvet of her bed, she picked up the phone and dialed down to the concierge’s desk.

      “Concierge, Miriam speaking. How may I help you?”

      “Hi, yes, this is Nevada Justice in room 10009D. I was wondering if there were any places in the city you could recommend where locals go to have a good time?”

      “Let me see, there’s the Mint and Blood Club on Howler Avenue. It’s where most locals go to have an excellent meal, with dancing afterward. How does that sound?”

      Nevada thought for a second. “No, I want something simple, like a bar.”

      “Ah, I have the perfect place for you. The Silver Stake Pub. It’s only a block from the hotel. Not only do they have an excellent assortment of domestic and international beers, but a variety of liquor as well. Their specialty is the Silver Kiss. I highly recommend trying it. I won’t tell you what’s in it though, bartender’s secret recipe.”

      “What is the atmosphere like to normals?”

      “Friendly. They don’t mind a few new faces, whether normal or para.” Nevada could hear the smile in Miriam’s voice.

      “Great, could you have the directions ready for me in about an hour?”

      “Of course, Ms. Justice.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Thank you for calling.”

      Nevada hung up the phone. Excitement coursed through her veins. She was finally going to experience a part of the real city.
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      The pub buzzed with life. Activity was everywhere in the bar, and this was where Nevada wanted to be. Taking a seat at the bar, she waited for the bartender to notice her. In awe of just how many bottles were stacked on the wall, she couldn’t help but wonder how they got to the topmost. There was so much about vampires she didn’t know. Did they really float, or was that a myth? Did they need to drink blood all the time or only once in a while?

      “What will it be, miss?”

      Startled, she looked up to find the kind-faced bartender looking her over. She blushed at his scrutiny. “I’ll try the Silver Kiss, please.”

      He grinned. “One Silver Kiss coming up for the beautiful lady.”

      “Thank you.”

      “No thanks required.”

      She turned around to look over the pub. There were people playing pool and darts, standing around tables drinking or eating.

      “Here you go, Blood Kiss, one Silver Kiss.”

      “Blood Kiss?” She took a sip of the clear drink in a martini glass and her eyes widened and her taste buds exploded. She could taste sweetness, fruit and something salty, and the afterburn of the alcohol was nice.

      “That’s what we call normals here -- Blood Kiss. It’s an endearment.”

      “Oh.” She blushed again.

      “How’s your drink?”

      “Delicious! This is really, really good.”

      “A Silver Stake Pub specialty.”

      She slowly savored her drink and once she was done, she ordered another one, much to the bartender’s amusement. “You can call me Shawn by the way, Blood Kiss.”

      “Okay, Shawn.”

      “And you can put all her drinks on my bill.”

      She shivered. Her nipples hardened as a man’s voice cascaded over her body. She turned to the source of the sexy voice and her jaw dropped.

      Standing right next to her was the most gorgeous man she had ever seen. He was tall -- had to be at least 6' 9" -- with long ash blond hair in a braid down his back. She could see earrings with a variety of feathers and hoops along his ear. His lips were sensuous and full, and he showed off a row of bright white teeth. He reached over and brushed back a strand of her hair. “I’m Lucian Sandros.”

      He had pale, hooded ice green eyes, and she noticed he had a faint tan. How did he tan? He was a vampire, right? He leaned forward and she inhaled the scent of pine.

      “I like the sun just like anyone else.”

      His breath tickled her ear and she shivered. “You read my mind.” She cursed herself for sounding so breathless.

      “Are you asking or telling me I read your mind? And yes, if you’re asking.”

      She jerked back. “Don’t do that. Get out of my head.”

      “Nevada, interesting name.”

      “I said, get out of my head.”

      “Sorry, I just wanted to know your name.”

      “You could have asked.” She turned back toward the bar, picked up her drink and took a sip.

      He leaned forward, brushing back her hair over her shoulder, whispering in her ear again. “Would you have told me if I asked?”

      “Maybe.” She tried to ignore the way his nearness was making her crazy. Her stomach tightened, her panties were soaked, and her pussy clenched, wanting to be filled. Her body had never reacted this way.

      “So where is your boyfriend this fine evening? Why would he let a beauty like you out on your own?”

      “I don’t need a man to escort me anywhere.”

      “So, you’re single.”

      “I never said that.”

      “You don’t have to say it.”

      “And why don’t I have to say that?” She turned her head to find him only a breath away from her face. She jerked her head back but he leaned forward and kissed her. Pulling back, he grinned.

      “Asshole.”

      “Thank you. Another beer, Shawn.”

      “You got it, Luc.”

      “So, what brings a beauty like you here alone on a Friday night?” He still hadn’t answered her question about why she didn’t need to say she was single.

      She let it pass, concentrating on this new conversation. “Can’t you guess?”

      “You want excitement and sexiness, all of those things I can give you.”

      “I doubt it.”

      “I promise I can give you exactly what you need.”

      “Look, Luc or whatever your name is, I’m fine. I’m enjoying my time here. I don’t need you trying to pick me up.”

      “Luc, back off, man, she doesn’t want you,” the bartender intervened on her behalf and she smiled softly in appreciation.

      “See, Shawn agrees with me.” Nevada tilted her head in the bartender’s direction.

      “You just don’t know you want me.”

      “I know I don’t.”

      “Feisty. I like you. Most normals we get in here just gawk and act all wide-eyed. We need more like you.”

      “You can tell I’m a normal?”

      “Of course.”

      “Does it show?” Nevada tucked her hair behind her ear in a gesture of nervousness.

      “Relax, mavro mou roda, no harm will come to you. We don’t harm normals here, right, guys?” There was an uproarious “Yeah!” that went throughout the pub. She blushed and ducked her head in embarrassment.

      “See, we like normals, especially beauties like you. Now are you going to dance with me, or should I wait until you finish your drink?”

      “I don’t dance,” she lied.

      “You don’t dance. Well then, I’ll be glad to teach you. Come on, finish your drink and let’s dance.”

      Nevada took her sweet time finishing her drink and was about to order another one when Lucian grabbed her hand and pulled her off the stool. She landed against his chest. She pulled back but he wouldn’t release her hand. “Let go.”

      He pulled her forward. “Uh-uh, I’m not letting you go, not until I teach you how to dance.”

      “You’re going to teach me how to dance, are you?”

      “Yup.” He pulled her toward the dance floor and she followed reluctantly.

      He pulled her close, lowering his head, his mouth near her ear. “Hold tight, don’t want you to get jostled.”

      “You just want me to hang on to you.”

      “That too.” He laughed and she found herself biting her lip. His laugh was deep and rich, like a man who enjoyed life, reveled in it to be exact. She found herself loving his laugh, looking into his eyes, which twinkled with mischief. “Stick with me and I’ll show you how to have a good time, a really good time.”

      “Really, you think you know what I like?”

      “Oh, I do, mavro mou roda, more than you know.”

      She held up a finger, which he bent his head and kissed. “Stop that. And no reading my mind.”

      “I don’t have to read your mind to know what you like and what you want, love.”

      She raised an eyebrow. “Why? Because you’re a man?”

      “No, because I love women and know how to treat them.” Luc’s hands slid further down her waist.

      “How? By forcing yourself on them?”

      “Come now, I wouldn’t force myself on a woman.”

      “What do you call this?”

      “I call it being forward.”

      “Well, you’re too forward,” Nevada shot back.

      “Fine, then I’ll pull back. How’s this?” He took a step back, so there was more than a foot between them. His face was set in a rigid expression, but she could still see a twinkle in his eye. She couldn’t help but laugh. He took a step forward and enveloped her in his arms again. Leaning down, he spoke next to her ear. “I got you to laugh, point for me. Come on, mavro mou roda, give ole Lucian a chance.”

      “Promise not to read my mind, and I will.”

      “I cross my undead heart, I won’t read your mind.” He crossed his heart and held up two fingers. “Scout’s honor.”

      “Somehow, I don’t think you were a Boy Scout.”

      “You’re right. They kicked me out for being too much fun.”

      “And what, pray tell, was your kind of fun?”

      “Do you really want to know?”

      “Yes, just in case I need to make bail.”

      He threw back his head and laughed. “Don’t worry, you won’t need bail. All my fun is legal. Well, the stuff I’m willing to tell you is legal.” He spun her around and looked over her head. He gave a small nod and suddenly the music changed from fast and upbeat to slow and sexy.

      “I’m taking a wild guess I’m not the only woman you’ve done this with.”

      “Jealous?”

      “No. I don’t know you well enough to be jealous.”

      “Damn. What do I have to do to make you jealous of those faceless women I may have done this with?”

      She laughed. “Nothing. I don’t get jealous.”

      “Really. Let’s test that theory.” He looked over to her left, and she followed his gaze to a tall, voluptuous woman standing at a nearby table. The woman nodded at him, smiling and baring her fangs. Nevada looked up and found that he was looking the woman over with interest. She felt both self-consciousness and annoyance rise up in her and pinched him on his side. He looked down, an eyebrow raised. “What?”

      “What do you mean ‘what’? You’re supposed to be my date until I tire of you. What kind of date are you?”

      “Until you tire of me? Excuse me, my dear? No, no, you just proved my point. You got jealous.”

      “I did not get jealous.”

      “You did, and you know it. You look so adorable.” He leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips.

      “Stop that.” Nevada glared at him.

      “Stop what?”

      “Kissing me.”

      “Sorry, nope. Besides that wasn’t a kiss, that was a peck.”

      “I call it a kiss.”

      “Semantics. I call it a peck, you call it a kiss. Enough arguing. Let me teach you how to dance. Follow my lead.”

      He started to move from one side to the other, and she couldn’t help but laugh. “That’s how you dance?”

      “What? What’s wrong with that?”

      “Uh, here, try this.” She closed her eyes and moved with the rhythm.

      “So you lied. You can dance. You should be spanked for that.”

      Her eyes flew open when he brushed his lips against the shell of her ear. She shivered when she felt him nip her earlobe. “I don’t do spanking.”

      “Oh, if you’re with me, you will.”

      “I’m not with you.”

      “You say that now.” He pulled her closer to him until she felt the press of his erection against her stomach. “But I’m sure I can change your mind.” He softly brushed his lips against her neck. “I know I can change your mind.” He kissed his way up the other side of her neck. “Give me a chance to change your mind.”

      He brushed his lips against hers. He looked into her eyes, and she could see that they had darkened to an emerald green. He leaned down and nipped her lips, causing heat to course through her body. Her nipples ached as her panties became even more soaked. “Come on, Nevada, take a walk on the wild side. I can show you things you’ve never seen before.”

      “What would you show me?” She cursed herself for yet again sounding so breathless.

      “Everything you’ve been missing and so much more.” He leaned down and kissed her. This time it wasn’t a brush against her lips or a peck. It was a passionate, devouring kiss. Her mouth opened and his tongue slipped right in, exploring, sliding, slipping, teasing her own tongue. Their heads rolled from side to side. She wrapped her arms around his waist, pulling him close. He nipped and licked her lips, and she answered him. They only pulled apart long enough to catch their breath. He leaned his forehead against hers, his breath fanning her face. “I want to fuck you so badly. Say yes, let me spend the night with you.”

      She squeezed her thighs together, trying to stem the ache that his words brought on. Her inner walls clenched as he rubbed his erection against her belly, letting her know how much he wanted her. She debated with herself. After a few mental arguments, she finally gave in. “Yes, show me what I’ve been missing.”

      He gave her another devouring kiss before taking a step back and holding out his hand.

      She licked her lips, trying to soothe the sting. “Let’s go back to my hotel room.”

      “Wherever you want me.”
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      They stumbled into the elevator. He couldn’t keep his hands or lips off of her. Luc managed to pin her to the back of the cab with his body, and he kissed his way up her neck. “What floor, oraia?”

      “One hundred, I’m on the hundredth floor.” She arched her back when he found her nipple through her shirt and rolled it. Somehow he managed to push the button and kiss her while his hand massaged her breast. Their tongues twined and twisted with each other. He placed his hand on her ass, caressing her high, rounded bottom before giving it a firm smack.

      She jerked her head back. “What was that for?”

      He reached up and brushed her hair out of her face. “No good reason.” He grinned at her devilishly before running his hand over her bottom. “Don’t worry, you’ll like it. Just like you’ll love it when I handcuff you to the bed.”

      He grabbed both her hands and brought them over her head, holding them in place. She wriggled, trying to get out of his grasp, but it was no use. He leaned forward, putting more of his weight against her, until she couldn’t move. He ground his hips against her, letting her feel his hardness. Luc nuzzled her neck. She gasped when she felt the light scrape of fangs against her skin. Her heartbeat picked up. Her body flooded with heat and her pussy contracted.

      “Admit it. You like this. You like what I’m doing to you right now.” He kissed her pulse point lightly before nipping her. He licked the sting and sucked her skin until it hurt.

      “Luc.”

      “Say it. Say you want me, you want to fuck me just as badly as I want to fuck you. I knew the instant I saw you I wanted you. I wanted you in my bed, moving with me, under me, above me.”

      She opened her mouth to respond when suddenly the cab halted and the lights flickered. “We’re stuck.” A slight sense of panic crept up inside of her.

      “Yes, we are.”

      The lights went out and she let out a squeak of fright.

      “I’ll take care of you. Let ole Luc take care of you.” As the emergency lights came on, he began kissing his way down her chest, the dim light his only guide. He slid his hands down until they covered her breasts. He kissed her through her shirt. He squeezed her breasts, massaging them while he rained kisses on her stomach through the fabric. He slid his hands down and then shoved the shirt up to expose her abdomen. He licked a line from the bottom of her rib cage to the waistband of her jeans, pausing to swirl his tongue in her navel. He kissed his way back up, shoving her shirt up her chest until her lace bra was exposed.

      “Nice, very nice. I’ll buy you a new one.” Before she could protest, he ripped her bra apart, exposing her breasts to the cool air in the elevator. He pushed the cups aside and latched onto the dark chocolate peak of her nipple. He nipped the sensitive nub gently, sending electricity and heat through her body. She moaned, arching her back. He flicked the tightened peak lightly before taking it between his teeth, tugging it gently, then sucking it into his mouth.

      “Luc, oh God.” He flicked her other nipple with his thumb and index finger before taking it between his digits and rolling the sensitive nubbin. He continued to suck her breast, trying to take in as much of her mound as possible. Her hands threaded through his hair, urging him closer. Her inner walls clenched and released, yearning to be filled by his cock. Her clit ached, demanding attention. “Harder, Luc, harder. Suck me harder.”

      He obliged her, even pulling back to lave her nipple with his tongue before sucking more of her breast into his mouth. Heat and sparks showered her on the inside like the cast-off from a sparkler. She wanted more, needed more. “Luc.”

      He switched his attention to her other breast, showing it the same kind of consideration. His hands slid down to her hips. He pulled back enough to unbutton her jeans before pulling down the tab of her zipper and yanking down the heavy material until her lacy black thong was exposed. He inhaled the scent of her desire, deeply. “You smell so damn good I could eat you, and I will.”

      He got down on his knees. Lifting one foot, he removed her stiletto and then did the same to the other foot before pulling down her jeans the rest of the way. She stepped out of them and looked down at him. Her body was on fire. She took off her jacket, whipped off her top and shrugged out of the remains of her bra, standing before him in only her thong. His eyes took in the sight of her body exposed. He licked his lips. She could see his fangs glint slightly.

      “You’re so beautiful.”

      She felt her face heat at the awe in his voice. He spread her legs and kissed his way up from her calves to her inner thighs. He breathed in her scent when he got to her crotch. His tongue licked her lace-covered slit. Luc found her clit, flicking it through the rough fabric. She moaned and bit her lip as her core clamped down. More moisture soaked her panties. She pushed her hips toward him, wanting him to do more, but all he did was continue to flick her.

      She sucked in a breath when she felt him scrape one of his fangs against the sensitive bud of her clit. He pulled his face back, took hold of the elastic sides of her thong and pulled them until they snapped, exposing her hairless mound. He flung the fabric away, placed one of her legs over his shoulder and buried his face between her thighs. He ran his tongue over her slit, teasing her with light touches. He parted her nether lips, exposing her clit and the folds of her labia to his gaze. He groaned, running his tongue along her folds before sucking one and then the other into his mouth. His thumb came around and circled her clit lightly, occasionally pressing down before continuing his torture.

      “Luc, please.” She wasn’t sure how long she could take his torture. She wanted him inside of her. She took her breasts in her hands and plucked and rolled her nipples. He held her hips in place, preventing her from grinding her pussy in his face. “Luc, fuck me.” She pinched her nipples again. Her head tilted back as she became lost in pleasure.

      He pulled back, his lips covered in her juices. “Tell me you want me. Say it, say that you want me.”

      “I want you. I want you so badly.”

      “I don’t think so.” He brought his head forward and sucked her clit into his mouth, flicking it with his tongue as he increased the pressure of his mouth. His thumb caressed her bare mound with gentle pressure.

      “Luc, I want you. Fuck me.” He didn’t stop. Instead, he kissed his way lower until he was at her entrance, her cream sliding down her thighs. She was so wet, so ready for him. He growled as he licked away the traces of her desire. He rimmed her entrance before slipping his tongue inside. She moaned as he fucked her with his tongue. “Fuck me harder.”

      His tongue moved faster. He circled her clit as hard as he could with one thumb while the other continued to caress her mound with a bit more pressure.

      “Yes, Luc, fuck me with your mouth.” She moaned as he continued to pluck and roll her nipples. He stopped using his tongue and replaced it with his fingers; first one digit, then two. He reached around, running his hand over her ass, then he smacked one cheek. Heat bloomed inside of her, increasing her pleasure. “Oh God.”

      “God can’t help you here, love. But I can.” He caressed the other cheek and gave her another smack. Her muscles tightened around his fingers, and the heat inside of her increased as her pleasure grew. She moved up and down, riding his fingers. Luc rotated his fingers. He pressed down on her clit as he smacked her ass again. She increased her speed, riding his fingers harder and faster.

      “Luc.”

      He inserted a third finger inside her channel, her juices slipping down his fingers and over his hand. She could feel her orgasm building. He pushed her over the edge when he pressed down on her mound and pinched her clit. Her channel quivered and clamped down on his fingers as she cried out. He kissed his way up, not stopping the motion of his fingers, letting her ride out her orgasm. As his mouth covered hers, he swallowed her screams. She stopped riding his fingers and he slowly pulled out of her. He stepped back and slid his fingers into his mouth, licking them clean. Once they were free of her juices, he leaned down and kissed her, wanting to share a bit of her musk.

      “Next time you come, I’m going to be deep inside of you.” Luc gave her one last kiss and smiled as he watched her trying to keep herself standing. He shrugged out of his coat and wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her close. He placed his coat around her shoulders, which on her reached the floor.

      He gave her another kiss and leaned her against the wall. She pushed her arms through the sleeves and held it closed. Luc gathered her clothes and hung them on his forearm before leaning against the wall, his gaze intent on her face. She felt so relaxed and sleepy. She didn’t want to fall asleep just yet. She wanted another round with him. He reached over and brushed her hair away from her face. “When do you leave?”

      “Day after tomorrow.”

      “Well then, I have one more day with you.”

      The elevator jolted and started to move as the lights were turned up. A voice came from the speaker. “We apologize for the technical glitch.”

      The phone rang and Luc answered it, then turned to her. “What room are you in, love?”

      “Room ten thousand nine.”

      “Ten thousand nine… Yes, Nevada Justice. Okay, I’ll tell her.” He hung up the phone and returned to her side. “You’ll get your next night free.” He bent down and kissed her on the cheek. The elevator dinged and the doors slid open. “Come on. It’s time I fucked you properly.”
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      Somehow she managed to walk back to her room and open the door with Luc trailing behind her. She made her way through the living room area and into her bedroom. Nevada sank down on the bed and watched Luc stride through the doorway. Her heart beat faster and faster with each second that passed. Although she felt relaxed, she was also nervous. She had one more day in Vampiropolis and she couldn’t help but wonder if she should really be having a fling now.

      Luc dropped her clothes on a nearby chair and explored the room. He looked in drawers and in the armoire, and she lifted her eyebrow in response. “What are you looking for?”

      “Something to relax you fully. You look tense.”

      “You can tell that?”

      “Of course. I notice everything about you.” That comment made her even more nervous than she had been before. He came back to her and crouched down. “Let go of my coat, love.” She looked down and for the first time realized she was clutching the sides of the coat closed. “Relax, love, relax.”

      She felt her fingers relax and fall open. Her arm fell to her lap and her shoulders slumped. Her body became liquid and her heartbeat slowed even though she could feel panic rise within her. “Luc?”

      “I’m not going to hurt you. You just need to let go, stop worrying about whatever it is you were worrying about. Let’s get this coat off of you.” He reached into the opening in the front of the coat, his callused hands scratching her sensitive skin.

      “So soft,” he whispered. He leaned forward and kissed her neck, making his way down. He pushed his hands back and the coat fell off of her shoulders, exposing them to the cool air of the room. He kissed one of her shoulders, nipping the skin softly. “So beautiful.”

      His hands slid down to cover her breasts. She looked down. The contrast of his tanned hands against her milk chocolate skin was so erotic to her. She gently shrugged out of the coat until she was free of it. Reaching behind him, she took hold of his braid, found the end and pulled the leather thong free of his hair. She ran her hands through the golden mass. His hair was so soft, so silky against her palms.

      She moaned when he took the hardened peak of her nipple into his mouth and sucked gently. She grabbed handfuls of his hair and urged his head closer. “Luc,” she breathed.

      He released her nipple with a pop and kissed his way to her other peak, taking it into his mouth, scraping the tip lightly with his fang. She arched her back as electricity skittered through her system. He let go of her nipple and kissed his way down her stomach. Placing a kiss on her bare mound, he looked at her. “Move to the head of the bed and lie back.”

      She did as he asked, crawling to the head of the bed while giving him a good view of her ass as she went. Turning over, she lay down and watched as he picked up his coat and put it with her clothes. He then reached back and pulled his shirt up over his head, exposing his rippled abdomen and hardened pecs. His arms were long, slightly muscular, covered in what looked like tribal symbols and runes.

      She watched as he bent down, taking off one shoe and then the other. Standing, he undid his belt, unsnapped the button of his jeans and pulled the tab down. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pushed down. His cock sprang free, the tip already showing a drop of pre-come. He reached down and took hold of his shaft, pumping it slowly. He used his thumb to smear the come over the head of his cock, already an angry purple. Veins ran up the sides of his long, thick cock. She guessed he was at least eight inches.

      “Look at me, love. See how hard I am, how much I want you.” He continued to pump himself as he walked slowly toward the bed. “Do you like what you see?”

      Nevada licked her lips and nodded.

      “I need to hear you say it. Tell me that you like what you see, that you can’t wait for me to fuck you.”

      Nevada swallowed. “I love what I see, and I can’t wait to fuck you.”

      He laughed. “Aren’t I the one that’s supposed to do the fucking?”

      She smiled at him. “We can fuck each other. Better?”

      “Much.” He released his cock, which bobbed gently. He got on the bed and crawled toward her, his eyes never leaving hers. He stopped when he reached her feet. Taking one foot in his hand, he kissed the arch, then her ankle. He continued to kiss his way up her leg, then her mound, pausing to let his tongue flick out and tease her clit. Her hips rose off the bed. Her body was on fire from his teasing.

      He traced her curves, covering her breasts again, massaging them gently as he kissed his way up her body. He kissed the valley between her breasts, up her neck and along the edge of her jaw before kissing her lips. He looked into her eyes, hands now on either side of her shoulders. He held himself over her. She arched upward, trying to feel his body against hers, needing that contact.

      “I must tell you, it’s been a while since I’ve been with a lover. I have no diseases since there isn’t anything that can harm my kind.”

      “Same here, about the lover part. I have no STDs.”

      “I want to feel you, all of you surrounding me. Would it be all right to not use a condom?”

      She paused, her body slowly lowering to the bed. She had become so lost in the passion and need that she hadn’t once thought of protection.

      “Are you on the pill? I do have condoms if you want me to wear one, or we could just stop right now.” He moved away.

      She had become so caught up in wanting him she hadn’t even thought of pregnancy, though she knew vampires could in fact have kids. Reaching up, she caressed his cheek. “We don’t have to stop. I’m on the pill. Now, I want to fuck.”

      She focused on the here and now. She wanted to be with him, not think about things that might not even happen. She concentrated her attention on him, loving the look of desire in his eyes, knowing it was all for her.

      “Thank you, oraia,” he said, kissing her lips softly.

      The kiss started out soft but soon became passionate, devouring. His tongue dueled with hers. He nipped her bottom lip, sucking the sensitive flesh into his mouth, running his tongue over her bruised flesh. He lowered his body to hers. His erection pressed gently against her stomach. His seed mixed with the sweat of her body.

      Nevada’s pussy throbbed, demanding to be filled. She wrapped her legs around his hips and rubbed her slit against his shaft, letting him feel how wet she was, how ready she was for him. Pulling back, she looked him in his eyes, which were now almost forest green. “No more teasing. Fuck me.”

      He gave her one last kiss before lifting his hips a bit. “As you wish.”

      He reached down and positioned himself against her entrance. Without hesitation, he thrust into her. She winced at the invasion. Her inner muscles clamped down, resisting him.

      “Relax, mavro mou roda, relax and breathe. I won’t hurt you.”

      She took a deep breath. “Sorry, it’s been that long.”

      “It’s okay, love, I understand.”

      She let her body relax in degrees as he patiently waited until she was ready. Her vaginal walls relaxed and he thrust forward slowly until he was fully seated inside of her. The pain subsided. She could feel his cock throbbing. She squeezed her inner walls and he moaned. He pulled out of her and she groaned, not wanting him to leave her. When he was still about an inch inside of her, he thrust forward again and she arched her body.

      Nevada’s hardened nipples rubbed against his chest, adding to the delicious sensations ricocheting through her. She raised her hips, giving him deeper penetration, allowing him to hit her G-spot. Every time the head of his cock rubbed over that spot her pleasure increased, and she swore she saw stars. She closed her eyes, tilting her head back.

      “Look at me. Watch me as I fuck you, agapi mou. Open your eyes!”

      She couldn’t resist his command and her eyes flew open. She gasped. His eyes were now completely black and she could see his fangs had fully extended. He thrust harder and harder, faster and faster.

      “Is this the way you want it, oraia? Am I fucking you the way you want?”

      “Yes! Harder, Luc, fuck me harder.” She moved her hips, meeting his thrusts, the sounds of heavy breathing and wet flesh slapping against each other filling the room. He slowed his pace, much to her displeasure. “What are you doing? Fuck me!”

      He chuckled and rotated his hips, his cock rubbing against her inner walls in a circular motion, then thrust into her again. He repeated his actions, giving her a new sensation. “Touch yourself while I fuck you, agapi mou.”

      He raised himself to his knees. He took hold of her hips, holding her in place. She raised her hand, her fingertips brushing the valley between her breasts gently. Splaying her hand, she ran her open palm over her stomach. Raising her palm, she let her fingers brush over her bare mound, pressing down gently just over the beginning of her slit. She moaned, moving her fingers down further. She found her clit and stroked it lightly. Pressing her palm down on her mound, she increased the speed of her stroke, changing her methods to circle her fingertip over the aching bundle of nerves, her fingernail gently scraping the tip. He hadn’t moved in all that time, holding himself still inside her, watching her pleasure herself.

      “Aren’t you going to fuck me?”

      He looked up, meeting her eyes. “Oh, yes, yes I am.”

      He pulled back and thrust into her hard, until his cock head hit her cervix. She drew in a breath at the sharp pain. He paused and once she recovered, she nodded. “Fuck me harder. I want to scream.”

      He growled, let go of her hips and leaned his body over hers. “As you wish.”

      He brought his head down to hers. His lips smashed hers in a possessive, demanding kiss as he thrust into her harder and faster than before. Her fingers moved faster on her clit, bringing her climax closer and closer. She felt it coiling and coiling, tighter and tighter inside her. She pressed down on her clit and her orgasm broke over her. Her inner walls contracted, her legs became stiff, and her body arched. Her lips broke from his, mouth open in a silent scream, eyes closed.

      Luc brought his head to her shoulder and bit down. She screamed his name as she came again. Once, twice, three times before he spurted his hot come into her womb, her walls squeezing him as he continued to thrust, wanting every drop of his seed inside of her. He released her shoulder and licked the wound. She felt weak and exhausted.

      “Luc,” she whispered before sleep claimed her.
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      She woke up to Luc placing butterfly kisses on her collarbone and up her neck. Her eyes fluttered open and she yawned.

      “Morning,” he murmured as he brushed a stray hair out of her eyes.

      “Morning.” Another yawn took her over and she arched her back. She tried to move but found herself trapped. He was on top of her, pinning her to the mattress. “Luc.”

      “Yes?”

      “Get off of me.”

      “No.”

      “What do you mean, no?” She didn’t need this right now. She was not a morning person and playing games of any kind this early in the morning was not her cup of tea. She arched her body again, but he wouldn’t budge. She tried scooting to the side and found that he was holding onto the sheet.

      “Luc!”

      “What?”

      She looked at his face and scowled. He was smiling at her. “I have things to do today and lying around in bed isn’t one of them. Get off of me.”

      “No.” He leaned down and kissed the tip of her nose.

      She wriggled until her hands were free from under him. She was pleased to find they weren’t asleep. She placed her hands on his chest and started pushing only to have him laugh, the vibrations traveling through her hands, down her arms to her shoulders below.

      “Aren’t you going to ask me why I won’t move?” He took another kiss from her lips.

      An idea came to her. She prayed for it to work. “I don’t care. I just want you off of me and I have to pee.” Success! The word screamed through her mind as he let go of the sheet and rolled to his side.

      She scrambled off of the bed and made a beeline for the bathroom. Once there she closed the door and blew out a breath. She made her way to the shower and turned it on. She put the toilet seat down and sat on the edge to wait for the shower to get hot enough.

      Muscles she hadn’t used in a while ached. Her body felt thoroughly used, and her shoulder throbbed in the exact spot where he’d bit her. She looked down but didn’t see the puncture wounds. Shaking her head, she sighed. She was leaving tomorrow. After her shower, was she supposed to go out there, thank him and then show him the door? Let him use the shower and then kick him out? She ran a hand through her now wild hair. She stood up, ready to get into the shower, and the door opened. She stumbled back, almost bringing down the plastic curtain and falling into the tub.

      Luc stood in the doorway in all his naked glory. His cock was hard, the head already an angry purple. “I was tired of masturbating, waiting for you to return.”

      Her body throbbed to life and she swallowed, picturing him in bed stroking his cock, hips rising off the bed as he fantasized about her. His cock bobbed gently as he approached her. “Ready for another round, oraia?”

      “Uh, I don’t know.” He stopped in front of her and she scrambled up. “I’m not sure how this works. Today is my last day and then I go home. How does a fling work?”

      He chuckled and shook his head. He leaned forward, reached out and wrapped an arm around her waist, bringing her against him. She bit her bottom lip to keep herself from asking him to fuck her again when she felt his erection press against the soft swell of her stomach.

      “Don’t think, just have fun. How about this? One of these days I’ll visit you in the city of normals and we’ll have a fling there, then we’ll be even. One fling here and another there.”

      “You want to visit me?”

      “Yes, I do.” He leaned down and kissed her. “Very much so. Are we going to waste that water or shower together?”

      “Shower.”

      He laughed and stepped back. She missed his warmth and presence against her immediately. Something was brewing between them and she couldn’t put her finger on what it was. It was more than just sex. She felt something for him that she couldn’t identify. He stepped around her, pulling back the plastic curtain to reveal the spray from the showerhead.

      “After you.” He gestured with his hand toward the tub. She pushed aside all thoughts of Luc and what was happening as she got into the shower. The spray hit her and she shrieked.

      “What’s wrong? Is there a bug?” He got into the tub quickly.

      She sighed and shook her head, grabbed the edge of the curtain and pulled it closed. It was too late. “I got my hair wet.”

      “So?” He shoved his hair back, ignoring the fact that the feathers in his earrings were getting soaked.

      “It’s going to take about an hour or more to dry my hair, get it perfectly straight and then style it.”

      “Is that all?”

      “What do you mean, is that all? I have to go through a lot of trouble to get my hair looking the way I want it to. It’s a pain in the ass, especially since I let it get long.”

      He reached out and ran a hand through her now wavy hair. “I think it looks beautiful straight or like this. In fact, I dare you to not do anything to it.”

      She stared at him in shock. If she didn’t do anything to it, her hair would be a mass of knots and a frizzy, afro-puff mess. She’d have to keep it in a bun the whole day. He moved forward, forcing her back until she hit the wall. His hands came up on either side of her face. “Come on, I’ll make it worth your while. How about if you don’t do anything to it other than comb it, I will take you out to dinner?”

      She raised an eyebrow. “I like to eat but not that much. My hair is worth more than a measly dinner.”

      “Measly dinner! I think not. I was going to take you to Premiera. But if you don’t think it’s worth your time, I can think of something else.”

      Nevada’s jaw dropped. Premiera was an exclusive, four-star Greek restaurant. You had to wait months to get on the waiting list and then wait over a year to get a table. “No, no, I’ll do it. I won’t do anything to my hair, I swear.” She looked at him, eagerly waiting for his response. He turned his head away but she could see a smile form on his lips.

      “It’s a deal. I’ll take you to Premiera.” He leaned down and kissed her lips again. “Now let’s get cleaned up so I can take you shopping.”

      “Shopping?”

      “Yes. I plan on showing you the real Vampiropolis, not the tourist traps.”

      “Okay.” She pushed his chest, trying to get him to move back, but he wouldn’t budge.

      “Luc.”

      “What’s the magic word?”

      “Luc, please move.”

      He moved back, allowing her to step directly into the spray. He reached around her and grabbed a bottle of shampoo. She heard the top flick open and a soft squirt. The top flicked closed and suddenly Luc had his hands in her hair, massaging the shampoo into her scalp. She sighed as heat rolled through her body. He turned her around and slipped behind her, rinsing the thick mass of waves and curls that her hair had become. He turned her around again and began working conditioner into her hair.

      “Luc, this feels wonderful. Thank you.”

      “I’m glad you’re enjoying this.”

      He massaged in the conditioner, working it from root to tip as he had done with the shampoo. Once he was done there, he washed her body, caressing and massaging her from head to toe.

      Slowly he worked his way up, starting with her feet. By the time he got to her hips she was so aroused she was tempted to tell him to hell with getting clean, she wanted to get dirty again. She cried out when his thumb made contact with her clit, gently stroking it.

      “Luc.” Her voice breathy, she looked down. He was on his knees, his soaked hair covering his face. “Eat me, Luc. I need your mouth on me.”

      He growled and shook his head. “No, not now. We have to get clean and then we’ll have more fun.” Much to her frustration, he removed his thumb. He reached over and squeezed more liquid soap into his hand and worked his way up. His hands on her were pushing her to the brink. He didn’t even massage her breasts, he just washed them carefully. He touched her everywhere, leaving her in a state of frustration. Even having his hands on her was enough to incite the flame burning within her. After she was rinsed he looked down at her, but she wasn’t looking at his face. Instead she saw his cock, erect, the head an angry purple, come oozing from the tip.

      She grabbed the bottle of liquid soap and squirted the clear gel into her hand. She rubbed her hands together, intent on at least getting one of them off.

      “You’re already clean. Let me finish up here and then we’ll go.” He sucked in a breath when she took hold of his cock, squeezing him none too gently.

      “Shut up. One of us is getting off in the shower and since it won’t be me, it has to be you.”

      “Nevada, I can do that myself,” he said through gritted teeth.

      “Didn’t I tell you to shut up?” She eased up the pressure and stroked him slowly, savoring the heat and hardness in her hand. He was already slick from the water, but adding soap to the mix allowed her to glide her hand up and down his shaft more easily.

      “Nevada.” His hands were clenching and unclenching at his sides as he growled out his warning.

      “Yes.”

      “Stop that. I don’t need you to help get me off.”

      “I know, but I want to help.” She flicked her thumb on the underside of his crown and he moaned. She then brushed her thumb lightly over the bulbous head of the shaft, smearing the pre-come. It was arousing to have this power over him and to know she was giving him pleasure. She felt his cock throbbing in her hand. Her own inner walls clenched with the need to be filled by him again, to feel the silky slide of his shaft inside of her, moving her closer and closer to orgasm; to feel the pain and pleasure he brought her as he pounded her pussy and then filled her with his hot come. She reached down and worked her clit as she stroked his cock, changing things up by adding a twist of her hand at his root before working her way up again. Luc seemed to give up trying to get her to leave as his hips moved forward, his cock slipping in and out of her hand easily.

      “That’s it, baby, fuck my hand. God, you have a beautiful cock. I can’t wait for you to fuck me again.”

      He placed a hand against the back wall, leaning forward a bit, thrusting into her palm, increasing his pace. Watching the erotic contrast of her mocha-colored skin moving against his pink cock only served to fuel her arousal.

      “You love this, don’t you? You love that I’m giving you a hand job right now. Later, I want to give you a blow job, to get on my knees and take as much of you in my mouth as possible. To feel you fuck my mouth, swallow every drop of your come.”

      “Oh God, Nevada.”

      She looked up into his face and found his eyes closed; he was biting his lower lip, his fangs digging into the sensitive skin. She could see him trying to hold back, trying to stay in control. She remembered being pushed over the edge, feeling his fangs sink into her shoulder as he bit into her, giving her another orgasm.

      “You want my blood, don’t you? You want to drink of me as you fuck my hand? Then take it, take my blood.”

      He let out a growl before pressing her into the wall with his body. She didn’t let go of his cock or stop rubbing her clit. “Gynaika, ti mou kaneis…”

      He bit into her shoulder. Her inner walls clenched, her stomach tightened, her legs quivered and her toes curled as an orgasm burst forth from her. She felt something hot hit the underside of her breasts and stomach before running over her hand. She was slowly losing consciousness, but she didn’t stop pumping him until his balls were empty of his seed.
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      When she woke up, she found herself fully dressed. Sitting up, she reached up and found that her hair was even styled into a messy bun with curly tendrils surrounding her face and running down her back.

      “You’re awake. Great, we can leave.”

      She looked around to find Luc sitting in a chair across from her bed. He closed the book he had been reading and stood up. He wore a pair of worn jeans that were baggy but still hugged his hips, a green cable-knit sweater and brown boots. His hair was pulled back and his earrings glimmered in the late morning sun. He picked up a coat that wasn’t the one from yesterday. This one looked like a worn bomber jacket with the leather cracked in some places.

      He seemed to read her mind. “I went back to my place and got dressed there, then returned to wait until you woke up.”

      “You dressed me?”

      “It wasn’t easy. I kept wanting to undress you and fuck you until you woke up, but I was able to control myself.” He looked pleased with himself. She felt her panties get moist at his words. She needed to get out of here before she gave into the urge for another round with him.

      “Let’s go then.” She slid off the bed and looked down at her outfit. She was wearing her brand new red and black floral corset, black pencil skirt and a pair of knee high black boots that had buckles on the side. He had laid out her new cropped black leather jacket at the end of the bed. She shoved her arms through the sleeves, grabbed her small leather purse, and walked into the living room. She didn’t even stop to look in a mirror to see if she had makeup on. All she cared about was being with Luc.

      They rode down the elevator in silence. She left her room key with the front desk, and they headed out onto the busy sidewalk in front of the hotel. He held out his arm and she slid hers through it. “So why this outfit?” She couldn’t help but feel seductive. The corset pushed up her breasts and the skirt emphasized her ample hips.

      “Because I knew you would look beautiful and sexy in it, and I wanted to show you off.”

      She threw her head back and laughed. “What am I, a horse?”

      “No, you’re a beautiful woman who I want men to look at, drool over but know that they can’t touch, because you’re mine.”

      “Possessive, aren’t you?”

      “You’re damn right I am.”

      “And a bit of a jerk, showing me off like a prize. What if I didn’t want to be shown off?”

      He leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, causing shivers to run through her body. “Then we would be back in the hotel room, your skirt would be shoved to your hips, your panties would be ripped off, and I would be fucking you from behind, while spanking this delectable ass of yours.”

      He caressed her bottom and then smacked it to show his point. Heat burst inside of her and her knees nearly gave out. “Stop that,” she hissed.

      “Stop what? I only speak the truth.” He took her earlobe between his teeth and tugged gently.

      “Luc, stop that!”

      He chuckled. “For now.”

      He pulled back and straightened up, but his hand never left her ass, caressing it occasionally, helping stoke the spreading heat. They got to the end of the street and waited for the light to change. Suddenly someone knocked into her, and she stumbled sideways into Luc.

      “Watch where you’re going. You could have gotten my woman killed,” Luc growled to the vampire who had bumped into her. The vampire blushed and muttered an apology.

      “You’re damn right, you should be sorry.” Turning to Nevada, he looked her over, worry in his pale green eyes. “Are you all right, agapi mou?”

      “Yeah, I’m fine. What did you just call me? I keep forgetting to ask you what you’ve been saying to me in Greek.”

      “You know it’s Greek?”

      “I have a friend at the magazine I work for who does international news. I’ve heard him use the same words you say to me, to his girlfriend, but he’s never told me what they mean.”

      “I’ll give you a lesson at dinner.”

      “Why are you making me wait?”

      “Because waiting enhances the pleasure.”

      “Or because you just want to be a pain in the ass.” He pinched her bottom. “Ow. Why did you do that?”

      “No reason.”

      The light changed and they crossed the street. They made their way toward the shopping district in Gothic Cross Square. He took her from one shop to the next, sampling local delicacies and sweets. He took her to all the exclusive boutiques she hadn’t thought of going into before today.

      “It’s six o’clock. We have a half an hour before we have to get to dinner.”

      “Shit, I don’t have a dress.”

      “Then let’s get you a dress, shoes and accessories.”

      “But, Luc…”

      He cut her off. “Don’t talk to me about money or I will spank you right here, right now. Now let’s go into Celia Simone’s Boutique.”

      She closed her mouth and followed him to the store. He opened the door and gestured for her to precede him. She gasped in surprise, awed by the elegance. The walls were covered in gray silk with silver threaded through. A large chandelier glittered overhead, causing rainbows to dance on the walls in the softly lit room. Overstuffed armchairs covered in gray silk threaded with red were scattered around the room. A large gray, white and black fireplace sat against one wall, a fire blazing away behind a delicate, intricate, filigree grate.

      Nevada looked around in wonder. “This place is beautiful.”

      “Thank you.” Nevada jumped at the sound of the voice behind her.

      Whirling around she was confronted by a tall woman who looked about six feet in heels, ash blond hair pulled back into a tight bun. She had hooded icy green eyes, a thin, straight nose and full lips. Her makeup was understated in soft grays and pinks. She wore a ruffled button-up gray blouse and a long, dark pink, floral prairie skirt and a pair of strappy silver stiletto heels.

      “Lida.”

      “Lucian.”

      “Nevada, this is my sister Lida. Lida, would you bring out some dresses? She’s a size 8. Something sexy and yet elegant. We’re going to Premiera after this. Please bring some shoes and jewelry as well.”

      “That’s how you greet your sister?” the woman queried.

      Nevada turned to him in shock. He raised an eyebrow at her. “You’re so formal.” Turning back to Lida, who had a small smile on her face, she said, “I’m sorry. Hi, I’m Nevada. Your brother’s… erm…”

      “Woman.”

      Nevada blushed at the possessive tone in his voice. “I’m his date, not his woman.”

      “You say date, I say woman, whatever.”

      She turned and glared at him. He shrugged and walked away, setting her shopping bags down. Sinking into a chair before the fire, he rifled through a bag and brought out a book, much to her annoyance.

      “Ignore him. I’m his date.”

      Lida smiled at her softly. “It’s okay, my brother is an asshole. He’s just pissed because I cleaned him out in poker.”

      “Cheated, she cheated during poker,” he called out.

      “You say cheated, I say cleaned up,” Lida yelled back.

      Nevada chuckled, liking Lida more with every second that passed. Lida gestured to a nearby chair. “Have a seat. I’ll get you some champagne and strawberries, and I’ll have the girls start bringing out dresses.”

      Nevada sank down in the chair indicated and glanced over at Lucian, who was smiling as he read. “Relax,” he said, “enjoy it.”

      “Stop trying to talk dirty to my new client. This is a reputable establishment.” Lida appeared with a silver tray. On it was a flute of champagne and a bowl of strawberries. She placed the tray on a side table.

      “Thank you.”

      “No problem.” Lida sank into the chair next to Nevada’s and clapped her hands. Women walked out wearing a variety of dresses in every color and style, some that had just been shown on the runways of Milan and hadn’t even made it to the States yet. Nevada was having a hard time choosing.

      “I prefer her in red.” Nevada jumped in her seat. Lucian was standing next to her, eating a strawberry. She hadn’t even heard him approach.

      “How long have you been standing there?”

      “Long enough. Try a strawberry, they’re delicious.”

      “Stop ordering her around.” Lida picked up a strawberry and bit into it before continuing. “I think she would look divine in that green Grecian gown. It’s delicate and sexy, very similar to the one that woman wore in that movie about those warriors.”

      “Ah, yes, I saw it. Do you have it in red?”

      “Ignore him. Red is his favorite color. Ooooh, how about that purple jersey dress? It would hug your curves and gives a nice hint of cleavage.”

      “I don’t want just a hint of cleavage,” Luc interjected.

      “Gee, bro, I didn’t know you were going to be wearing the dress, and as for Nev, if she showed any more cleavage she’d be arrested. Do you want those police officers ogling your date?”

      “My woman, and no. Nev?”

      “What? I can’t give her a nickname? Boy, you’re selfish.” Lida rolled her eyes.

      Nevada watched the interaction between brother and sister and couldn’t hold back her laugh. “You can call me Nev, Lida.”

      “Thank you. What do you think?”

      “I’m torn. The Grecian dress is divine, and I do have a function coming up where I have to hobnob with politicians. And I just love that jersey dress. There’s also that midnight blue strapless corset dress with the black laces.”

      “Oh, you have great taste. I must take you bargain bin shopping with me.”

      “Lida.”

      “What? Why do you have to hog her? She’s my new friend. You go find a friend, spend some time with them, while I show your date the town.”

      Luc growled. “Bite me.”

      “Gladly.”

      He leaned closer to Lida. “I’ll tell Ren you’ve been abusing me.”

      “What will Renato do? He can’t kick my ass.”

      “Says you.”

      Nevada ignored the siblings and got up to inspect each of the dresses up close. She ended up adding a backless halter dress in a deep green, small black mini dress with a gold filigree design and an off the shoulder jersey dress in a pale gold with cutouts at the waist to her list of possibilities.

      “So which one, oraia?” Luc slipped his arms around her waist and nuzzled her neck, placing a gentle kiss over her pulse point. Her heart beat faster.

      “I can’t decide. How much time do we have?” She cursed silently. Her voice was breathy.

      “We’re already late but that’s okay, they’ll hold the table for us.”

      “What?! Um, okay, okay, I think I’ll go with the off the shoulder dress in pale gold.”

      “Calm down, love. Don’t worry about it. Lida?”

      Nevada turned her head, looking for Lida. Lida appeared, stepping through a curtained off section of the store. “What, oh-pain-in-my-ass?”

      “I’ll take the gold dress, the midnight blue one, the purple one, the red one, the Grecian, the black mini dress and that mini baby doll dress, the one in pink.”

      Nevada was speechless.

      “We need shoes and accessories.”

      “Luc, that’s too much.” Nevada tried to argue with the stubborn man.

      “Don’t make me spank you right here and now. Take it up with me later.”

      “But --” He silenced her with a demanding kiss.

      “Oh, ewwww. Stop, I’d like to think of you as a monk or something,” Lida returned, face scrunched up in disgust.

      “Lida,” Luc said, a warning in that single utterance.

      “What?” Lida asked, trying to look innocent.

      “Shoes, accessories, chop, chop,” Luc ordered.

      “Was that supposed to make me move faster?” Lida asked, arms crossed over her chest.

      “Yes,” Luc said, throwing a glance over at Lida.

      “Sorry, it didn’t work,” Lida said, smiling impishly.

      “Lida,” Luc growled.

      “That doesn’t make me move faster either. Sorry.” Lida then turned slowly, motioning the models to follow her. They were left alone. Night had fallen outside and the lights of the chandelier had become brighter. Nevada looked over her shoulder at Luc.

      “Luc.”

      “If it’s about the dresses, don’t say anything.”

      “Thank you.”

      He brought his head down and kissed her softly on the lips. “I’ll come to town for the function thing. When is it?”

      Nevada nibbled her bottom lip. This fling was not going the way she thought it was supposed to go. “You want to go to the fundraiser with me?”

      “Yes, is that a problem?”

      She didn’t answer immediately. Part of her wanted to see him again and again and again, get to know him, spend time with him. And yet another part of her argued that she didn’t have time for him. Her life was hectic enough as it was. Having a boyfriend would be nice, but she wouldn’t have time for him, if things went in that direction. “Um, in three months.” She would have more than enough time to cancel. It would also allow the side of her that wanted to get to know him to hope and dream of seeing him again while her more practical side had a way out. “You don’t have to, really.”

      “I want to. Now why are you hobnobbing with politicians?”

      “It’s my job. I work for The Blue Sheets magazine. I’m their political reporter.”

      “Ah, so you’re not a politician’s daughter or something?”

      “Nope. Why do you ask?”

      Lida returned with her assistants, who held velvet boxes and shoes of all styles. “Take your pick.”

      Luc gestured toward the models, and Nevada left Luc’s arms to examine the jewelry and shoes. She hated large ostentatious jewelry, so she chose delicate pieces, one filigree necklace, a black silk drop choker with jet beading, a black pearl chain drop necklace and an antique jet necklace with matching rings, bracelets and earrings. She also chose two pairs of strappy sandals in black and gold. When she was done Lida and the models left.

      “So, have you enjoyed your day so far?”

      “Yes.”

      “Good, I’m glad.”

      “You didn’t answer my question, why would it matter if I were a politician’s daughter?”

      “No reason.” He didn’t look at her when answering, which caused her to think he was lying.

      “Luc?”

      He placed a finger to her lips and brought his arm around her shoulder, pulling her close. “Nevada, let’s just enjoy your last day here with me. Don’t change for dinner. I’m sure they’ll make an allowance for your attire. We’ll get the dresses, jewelry and shoes packaged, have them and these bags delivered to the hotel and take a cab to the restaurant. It will be faster.”

      “What are you hiding?” Her curiosity had kicked in, not letting her allow him to duck out of answering her.

      “I’m not hiding anything.” He stepped away from her, his arm dropping away.

      “Luc, don’t lie to me.”

      “I’m not lying.”

      “Well, you’re not telling me the truth either.”

      “Leave it alone.” She jerked her head back at his tone. She opened her mouth to say something but he didn’t give her a chance. “Lida?”

      Lida came through the curtain, eyebrow raised.

      “Pack up all those dresses, shoes and jewelry and have them delivered to the Abstract View Hotel, along with these bags. We’re going straight to dinner.”

      “Yeah, yeah, order me around like a bell hop. I’ll make sure everything gets there in one piece.”

      Lida stepped forward. Nevada stared at Luc, who refused to look at her. Lida extended her arms and wrapped them around Nevada, who returned the hug. Luc cleared his throat. “We’ll be late.”

      Lida let go and stepped back. She stuck her tongue out at her brother. “I was saying goodbye to my new friend.”

      “You were just doing that to irritate me.”

      “Whatever works. Bye, Nev, we’ll go shopping sometime soon, okay?”

      “I’d like that.”

      Lida handed her a card. “My home number is on the back. My work, cell and email address are all on the front.”

      Nevada looked down, shocked. Lida was the owner of the boutique.

      “Come on, let’s go.” Luc grabbed her hand, pulling her to the door.

      Turning her head she called out, “Bye, Lida, I’ll call you later.”

      “Bye, guys. Luc, behave.”

      “Yeah, yeah.”

      Once outside, Nevada pulled away from him. “What is going on with you? You didn’t have to be rude to your sister.”

      “How I treat my sister is none of your concern.”

      “What the hell is your problem?”

      “I have no problem.” A taxi pulled up to the curb and Luc stepped forward and opened the door, looking at her expectantly.

      “You know, suddenly I’ve lost my appetite for Greek.”

      “What are you saying?”

      “I’m saying, keep acting like this and there will be no seeing me after this.”

      “All because of some imagined omission on my part?” He looked at her in disbelief.

      “That and being an ass.”

      “I am not behaving like an ass.”

      “Well, you’re behaving like something.” She folded her arms, waiting for him to say something, anything to change the atmosphere.

      “You know, suddenly I don’t want to have dinner with you if you’re going to act like a petulant child.”

      Her mouth dropped open. She watched as he slipped into the cab and slammed the door, rocking the car. The taxi took off, leaving her in front of Celia Simone’s Boutique, angry and confused. She turned and opened the door of the store and walked in.

      “Lida?” she called out. She had no idea how to get back to her hotel. Suddenly she couldn’t wait to get back to Normalville.
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      Nevada flopped onto her bed. The bags from shopping earlier sat at the end of her bed. The boxes of dresses, shoes and jewelry were stacked neatly on one side of the room, next to the dresser. Lida had insisted they be delivered even though Nevada hadn’t wanted to bring them. She didn’t want anything Luc had purchased for her. Lida sat in a chair that just this morning had been occupied by Luc.

      “My brother can be an ass. I’m so sorry.”

      “Partly my fault. I pushed, but I don’t like being left out of the loop. Bad enough the guys at my job do it to me, I don’t need some vacation fling doing it too.”

      “Is that what Luc is? A vacation fling?”

      Nevada blew out a breath. “I don’t know. I feel something for him. I want to get to know him but… I don’t know.” She was so confused and had no desire to examine her feelings at the moment.

      “Change of topic,” Lida suggested.

      “Shoot.” Nevada brought herself up to a sitting position and looked over at Lida.

      “Pizza, movies, alcohol and girl talk.”

      “Oh, that sounds great. Let me shower and change.”

      “I’ll be back. I need to get out of this outfit. I look like a Victorian schoolmarm, ready to beat someone’s ass.”

      “Yeah, some hot guy’s behind.” Nevada laughed as Lida gasped.

      “How did you know I was secretly a dominatrix?”

      “I guessed.”

      “Go shower, I’ll be back with food and alcohol.”

      “Great. Lida?”

      “Yeah, new friend?”

      “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.”

      An hour later found Nevada wrapped in a thick, fluffy, white hotel robe, dressed in a pair of pajama bottoms and an old, worn, dark green soccer jersey. Her hair hung down, curly and damp. She plopped down on the bed, grabbed the remote control and switched on the TV. She flipped through the channels, waiting for Lida to get back. Finally, there was a knock on the door and a muffled, “Let me in, I come bearing junk food and alcohol.”

      Laughing, Nevada got off the bed and opened the door for her. Lida was now wearing a pair of worn jeans, a sweatshirt that said Suck it in dripping red letters and sneakers. Her hair was up in a messy ponytail and her face was makeup free, making her look younger and more innocent. She had a pizza in one hand and a large brown paper bag filled with alcohol in the other. Nevada took the paper bag and Lida brushed past her into the room. The scent of cheese pizza filled the air.

      “I forgot to ask you what toppings you like so I just ordered cheese. You do eat cheese, right? You’re not one of the calorie-conscious women who eat cheeseless pizza, are you?”

      “Nope, I love to eat, as evidenced by my big ass.”

      “Oh, please. At least you have an ass. It’s awkward being assless.” Nevada burst out laughing and Lida laughed along with her. “Yes, I suffer from assless syndrome. My ass ran away from me long ago and hasn’t returned. It’s so sad.”

      Lida put the back of her hand against her forehead, tilted it back and sighed heavily, drama queen style. “It’s so hard being assless, but wait. There are pills for my asslessness. I can take two pills of Booty Grow and overnight I will gain a J Lo booty. But the pills may cause sexual side effects, delusions of grandeur, sleepless nights, blood clots, sneezing fits, aching joints, migraines, the difficulty of walking if the new booty inflates so much that you have to lean forward to accommodate the new weight, which will lead to back pain and possible death. But it’s okay, because finally I will have a bon bon to shake. Although if I’m truly dead, me and my new ass damn well better fit in that coffin.”

      Nevada was rolling on the floor in giggles, gasping for air. Lida sank down on the floor and opened the cardboard box. Taking out a slice, she bit into it and chewed, allowing Nevada to regain control of herself.

      Taking in a deep breath, Nevada rummaged around in the paper bag until she found a bottle of tequila. “Oh yeah. Pizza and tequila, my favorite combination.”

      She got up, found some cups and brought them back, filling both with the alcohol. They toasted each other and swallowed a healthy dose. Nevada’s face scrunched up as she felt the burn. “Wow, I’m awake.”

      Lida laughed. “So am I. So, can I ask you something?”

      Taking a smaller sip and then reaching for a slice, Nevada nodded.

      “Why did your mom name you Nevada? I mean, not that it’s not a great name, but Nevada Justice sounds like a western as well as a porn star name.”

      Nevada laughed. “My mom was one of those weird people. She was determined to make sure I was named after the state I was born in, to give me some place to belong to. She never had that permanence. She was always moving around.

      “She was a foster kid whose parents just left her one day with no explanation. They just dropped her off at Child Services and took off. No one knows where they went or who they were. All she knew was her name, Carolina Justice, that’s it. The social worker on her case thought that she was abandoned by a teenage mother who couldn’t handle the responsibility of a child, so she left her. My mom moved from foster home to foster home but she was lucky. She didn’t end up in any bad homes. Luckily the people who took care of her were good to her.

      “She grew up with a mishmash of beliefs and ideas. She grew up determined to fight for people’s rights and not let anyone be jerked around. She was great. She may have been a bit out of it on painkillers but she wanted me to have a home or at least a place of origin. I got teased a lot growing up for my name, but I was proud of it so I didn’t mind so much unless people got cruel.”

      Lida smiled. “You’re proud of your mom. What about your dad?”

      Nevada frowned. “Don’t know who my dad was. I asked but all my mom would say was he was someone who was important who didn’t want children, and that I shouldn’t worry about him. It hurt but I never looked for him. Sure, I’d love to know who my dad was but I don’t want to interact with him if that’s how he felt about me.”

      “How did you get the political beat?”

      “My mom. She’s a lawyer, put herself through college and law school while taking care of me. It was hard but she did it. She wanted to fight for the little guy, people who didn’t have much and were screwed over. She always taught me that public figures in politics had a responsibility to the public to serve them, and when they didn’t, they should be called out for it even if you get death threats or looked upon as a troublemaker. Always speak up and don’t always trust the government.

      “And before you ask, no, my mom wasn’t a conspiracy theorist. She just doesn’t trust everything the government tells the public. She raised me to think for myself and ask questions. I’ve been doing the political beat since high school. On the student council, worked on my college paper, worked at a newspaper covering world events. But when I got passed over for too many stories that I’d fought hard for I decided to try something different.

      “I saw an ad for The Blue Sheets magazine and went for it. They didn’t want me at first. The reporter I replaced was a kiss ass, which I’m not, so they were hesitant. But their other candidates were just scandals waiting to happen so they went with me. I’m always butting heads with my editor, but he always eventually sees it my way.”

      Nevada laughed. Lida smiled.

      “So, what about you? The boutique is yours. Do you do anything else other than clean your brother out in poker?” Nevada took a bite out of her pizza and watched emotions dance on Lida’s face.

      “Well, I started the boutique to keep myself busy. Our family owns Premiera, but I’m not the best cook in the world, and my people skills at times need, um, let’s just call it tuning. I loved fashion and my parents gave me the money to pursue my dream of opening my own boutique. I used the money, and my friends Celia and Simone invested. I decided to call it Celia Simone’s because at the time, when Vampiropolis was young, my parents were very well known and influential. I didn’t want people coming to my shop because of my parents so I named it after my friends. Other than the shop and family, I have no life.”

      “So married, boyfriend, girlfriend, anyone?”

      “Nope, none of the above. Although I do like men, even if they can be asses at times.”

      “Tell me about it.” Nevada decided not to ask about Luc. He would have to be the one to do the explaining, not his sister.

      “So, what movie should we watch? Oooh, let’s watch porn, it always makes me laugh.”

      “Okay, let’s see what we got.” Nevada wiped her fingers on a napkin and grabbed the remote control. They went through the menu and started scrolling down porn titles.

      “Oh God, this is just too much. We don’t even have to watch the movies. We can just read the titles and get a good laugh.”

      Nevada shook her head. “Slippery When Wet? Hard Hats? Bend Me Over ’Cause I’ve Been Bad? Come on! Couldn’t they have been more creative?”

      “Oh, oh! Go back, go back. Men in the Sack! Oh, oh, we have to see that! Order it, order it!”

      Nevada laughed and ordered the movie. They both sat back and watched it, laughing all the way through. Three hours later, after watching two more movies, they were still laughing.

      “Oh God, that was soooo awful, it was good. I really needed that. Thanks, Lida.”

      “You’re welcome. You look tired. I’ll clean up and you get to bed, okay?”

      Nevada yawned. “Okay, thanks.”

      “Are you all packed to go tomorrow?”

      “Yes, all packed.”

      “Good, now off to bed with you. Go on, shoo shoo.”

      Nevada yawned again, nodded and went into the bedroom. Shrugging off the robe, she pulled back the covers and crawled under, but she found that she couldn’t fall asleep, even though she felt tired. Her mind continued to run, her thoughts going from Lida to Luc. She hated that they had argued, and that she might never see him again. Sighing, she closed her eyes, wishing she could go to sleep, wishing that Luc would stop finding his way into her dreams.

      * * *

      Nevada watched her luggage being loaded into the trunk of the taxi that was taking her to the airport. The end of her vacation was bittersweet. She wished she could see Luc again before she left, but her plane was leaving in two hours, and she had no idea where he was at this time of day. But she was happy that she had gotten to have breakfast with Lida, who promised to visit her in Washington, D.C.

      Lida did try and get her to take the dresses, shoes and jewelry with her, but Nevada refused. She instead left them at the front desk, asking the clerk to send them back to the boutique for her, which he agreed to do. Nevada had half hoped that Luc would come to the hotel to try and stop her from leaving, but it was time to go. She slid into the back of the cab, the driver took off, and she didn’t look back.

      Three hours later she was in the air on her way back to Washington, D.C.
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      Three Months Later

       

      “So this is what normals do? They wait around all day and eat junk food?” Lida asked as she popped another onion ring in her mouth.

      “Sorry about this. I’m just waiting for them to tell me yes or no on my article. As soon as they tell me what the hell they’re doing, I’ll take you out to lunch.” Nevada looked down at her watch. “Make that a really late lunch,” she said, groaning at the time.

      “It’s okay. It’s just back at Vamp City we like to work hard during the day and play at night. We’re used to moving fast.” Lida let out a yawn. Her friend put her five-inch stiletto heel adorned feet on Nevada’s desk, crossed at the ankle, and tapped one foot to a rhythm only she could hear. She reached up and stretched, showing off her Yes, they’re real T-shirt. Nevada burst out laughing and shook her head.

      “What? They are real. I’m just not saying what ‘they’ are,” Lida said, smiling.

      Nevada smiled. “Thanks. I’m so sorry about all this. I know, I know. Vamp City moves faster than Normalville, but what can I do?” Nevada let out a frustrated sigh. “Let me go up there and see what the hold-up is.” Nevada rose from the visitor’s chair and straightened her jacket. “I’ll be back in a few.” Nevada headed for the stairs.

      “If you pass by a vending machine, could you get me more of this junk food that may help me grow my ass?” Lida called out as Nevada’s foot touched the first step. Nevada turned to look at her friend.

      “What? I still need help growing my ass. Those damn pills didn’t work. Could you get me more of these cheesy puff things and more of those corn chip things? I need all the help I can get.”

      Nevada burst out laughing when she saw the look on the face of the very conservative William Trevor, who was sitting at his desk next to hers. His face glowed a bright red. It was a struggle climbing up the stairs while trying hard to control her laughter. She almost slipped when she heard Lida say, “You know, Poindexter, you need to get a sense of humor if that embarrassed you. I could tell you all about the time I got a tattoo on my ass and the tattoo artist kept accidentally touching my boob. God, that was a great night of sex.”

      Nevada hung onto the banister for dear life, picturing the look on William’s face. After gaining some semblance of control, she managed to get to the top of the stairs only to almost fall over the railing when Lida’s voice floated up to her. “Oh God, what that man could do with his tongue. He was quite talented. I never thought I could come just by him doing…”

      “Please, please, miss, stop talking. This is a highly inappropriate conversation to be having with a stranger,” William pleaded.

      Tears slipped down Nevada’s face at Lida’s response. “Oh, sex with a stranger, now that is hot! If I weren’t seeing someone right now, who knows what kind of trouble I could get into.”

      “I… I… I have to go. Excuse me, miss,” William stuttered.

      “My name is not ‘miss.’ It’s Lida and if you ever want someone to help loosen you up, I can recommend someone,” Lida called out.

      Standing tall, Nevada wiped away her tears and drew in a deep breath. She marched over to her editor’s office and knocked on the door. Her editor, Darren, and her fellow reporter, Aaron Spencer, were deep in conversation. Both men looked up, annoyed, as she strode into the room.

      She could feel the tension in the air. Seeing their faces, knowing that she would have an uphill fight to get her story in this month’s issue, she made her decision. She might love what she did, but she didn’t love who she worked for, or the way they treated her.

      Sighing, she made her way to Darren’s desk, deciding to give him one last chance. “Will you or won’t you run the story? I gave you everything including audio and video of the incident. My source is willing to go on record once the story breaks. What more do you need?” she asked, prepping herself for a fight.

      “Nevada,” he started.

      Nevada shook her head and held up her hand. She spotted her signature tiger-striped case with her thumb drive -- her notes and the audio and video as well as the 911 call -- and snatched it up.

      “Hey!” Aaron exclaimed, reaching out to grab her arm.

      “Touch me and I’ll scream,” she said coolly. He glared at her as she pocketed the thumb drive.

      “Nevada, what’s going on here?” Darren asked, confusion clear in his eyes.

      She sighed, wondering how he had gotten his job. “I’m tired. I’m tired of all the crap that gets thrown at me for pursuing a story with passion, for not compromising the truth, for not kissing someone’s ass and worrying about someone’s rep. I’m tired of being left out of the loop by the ‘all boys club,’ and I’m tired of fighting you over every story I give you. It’s exhausting to be ignored or treated like a child, to be disrespected left and right by colleagues whose work I had admired and despite their treatment of me, I still do.” She paused to take a breath.

      “I have nine job offers on the table. Nine offers from people who are willing to let me report my way. They like my work, they like my blog, they like me. They want me, female bitch and all. They want my uncompromising, honest reporting style. They want me despite the fact that I don’t kiss ass or want perks. I can’t take it here anymore. I can take a lot, but the disrespect, the constant fighting over my stories and the ‘all boys club’ are just exhausting, and I don’t have time for it. So consider this my resignation. And when some other paper scoops you on this story, and trust me they will, you guys will look like you’re behind the times.”

      With that she turned and left, her limbs feeling shaky as she shut the door behind her. She could hear the shouts and yelling begin, but soon the noise was drowned out by a loud rushing sound in her ears. She managed to make her way down the stairs to find Lida waiting for her.

      “I just quit my job,” she said.

      “Yes, you did and good for you, too,” Lida replied.

      “I just quit my job.” Nevada repeated.

      “Come on, let’s go out to celebrate. You can get your stuff later.”

      Lida grabbed Nevada’s hand and pulled her toward the door. All the while, numbness began to settle in. Despite the fact that she had wanted to quit, it was still quite shocking to her that she had just quit. Her head couldn’t quite wrap around what had just happened.

      “Which job should I take?” Nevada wondered out loud.

      “I know what you won’t be doing. You won’t go back to that conservative, misogynistic crap shack, got it?”

      “I have bills to pay. I need to pick a job and fast. Living in this city is expensive. Which paper or magazine should I go with?” Nevada groaned.

      Lida shook her head, ash blond tendrils shaking this way and that. “This is what you’re going to do; you’re going to accept that job from the Vampiropolis Gazette, you’re going to move to Vampiropolis, and you’re going to finally live your life the way you want, and write the way you want. Got it?”

      Nevada blinked and looked up into Lida’s pale green eyes. “How’d you know about the Vampiropolis Gazette?” Lida grinned and Nevada got a sinking feeling.

      “I’m a vampire.”

      “You didn’t sub my work to them and ask them to…” Nevada stopped when Lida looked offended.

      “I wouldn’t do that. You and I are a lot alike. We both want to make it on our own, no help, just the merit of our hard work. Although…” Nevada’s sinking feeling returned. “That is something Luc would do.”

      That simple statement caused emotions that Nevada had tried to bury to surface and collide with each other. She had avoided the topic of Luc with Lida since leaving Vampiropolis. It was too confusing and painful. Although their time together was brief, it still meant something to her, and removed from him, she was able to think clearly.

      She had felt it was stupid to react the way she had. She hadn’t thought, just flown off the handle, but he had been rude in response. They had both acted like children, and there was no way they could go back to the way it was. She stubbornly refused to ask Lida for Luc’s phone number, and as far as she knew, Luc hadn’t tried to contact her. So they were at an impasse, both too stubborn to make the first move.

      “Do you think that he would really do that?” Nevada asked quietly.

      Lida paused and Nevada felt uneasy. “Well, he does know the owner of the newspaper, and it would be his weird way of getting you closer to him without admitting it. Renato told me that Luc does have your phone number. He got it from the hotel on the pretense of having something of yours, and you had already left. But as far as I know, he has yet to use it.”

      Nevada let the information sink in. If he had been responsible for getting her this new position, he had just given her a reason to turn down a good job. As much as she had been leaning toward taking the job with the Vampiropolis Gazette, if she hadn’t gotten it on merit, she couldn’t possibly accept it. She didn’t want to deal with the shit that came with accepting any job under those conditions. No doubt people would think she slept with someone to get it. Her reputation was important to her. She’d worked hard building it. She decided that she needed to find out just how she got the job.

      Lida waved a hand in her face. “Earth to Nevada, you there? Don’t make me start using your head for knock, knock jokes.”

      “Don’t you dare. Let’s go. I’m hungry and tired, and I want to get drunk before deciding my options.”

      Lida grinned. “My favorite way to spend a day, eating and drinking. Let’s go, friend.” Lida grabbed Nevada’s hand and dragged her down the street.

      “And while we’re eating, you can tell me who you’re seeing. You didn’t mention that last time we talked,” Nevada said.

      “Oh, you mean the gorgeous man who likes to paint in the nude at night but during the day works at Premiera? Yeah, I’ll tell you all about him,” Lida said giggling.

      * * *

      “What am I going to do, Ren? I can’t get her out of my mind, and now Rudolfo has informed me that he extended an offer to her to join the V.G. How the hell am I supposed to function with her so close to me?” Luc asked.

      He got up and paced, running his hand through his hair in frustration. It had been three months since he had been with Nevada, and yet it seemed like only yesterday. He could still feel her, taste her, smell her. The yearning to be with her was driving him crazy. It was bad enough he’d taken blood from her. Her life essence was something he had come to crave. No one else’s blood would do. He found himself turning away prospective blood donors all for the sake of tasting her blood yet again.

      “It’s your fault, you know. You can’t let go of the past,” Renato said, leaning back in his plush leather-bound executive chair.

      “Don’t…” Luc warned.

      “No. This is ridiculous, Luc. It’s not her fault you can’t get past --”

      “Don’t mention her name, Ren. You do and I leave,” Luc threatened.

      “Antheia. There, I said it. Deal with it,” Renato stated.

      Luc growled. “You know how I feel about her. You just had to…” He didn’t finish, instead letting out a frustrated sound and flopping down in the visitor’s chair.

      “Yes, I know how you feel. Everyone in the city knows how you feel about her. Everyone remembers. Hell, babies know about you and Antheia. She fucked you over. She walked out on your marriage. Hell, Mother would stake the bitch if she could get away with it, and let’s not bring up what Lida does when that woman or any of her friends come into the shop. The point is everyone has moved on but you,” Renato stated calmly.

      Luc hated that his brother was right, and yet it still hurt him. “But, she… she --”

      Renato interrupted. “Yes, she lied to you. She told you that she was having your child when she wasn’t pregnant at all. She also used her political connections to make our lives a living hell when we tried to open our restaurant, but we got past it. She’s a lying whore, we know, but you need to realize not all women are horrible, spiteful creatures, and you treated Nevada horribly.”

      “She wouldn’t drop the subject,” Luc sulked.

      “She didn’t know she was rubbing salt in a still open wound. You didn’t tell her,” Renato reasoned. He held up his hand when Luc opened his mouth. “Don’t make excuses. It’s your fault you’re frustrated and craving her blood. It’s also your fault that she’s not talking to you. You didn’t pursue her. You have all the tools necessary to go after her and yet you don’t. You want to whine, cry, sulk, and blame everyone but yourself. Why the hell would a woman as vibrant and filled with life as Nevada want to be with you?”

      Luc raised an eyebrow. “How do you know what she’s like?”

      Renato smiled and didn’t answer immediately, causing Luc to squirm. Finally, when Luc thought he would lose it, Renato answered him. “I had the pleasure of meeting her. I told Lida I wanted to meet her, and Lida brought me along with her to Washington, D.C. She didn’t know who I was, of course. I introduced myself by my middle name and Lida didn’t push the subject. I had business there anyway so it wasn’t a hardship. She’s quite lovely, very much my type, too. Do you think she’ll like me as much as she does you?”

      Luc looked like he was about to launch himself over the table and Renato held back a laugh. “Calm down. She only has eyes for you, much to my disappointment. No, listen, bonehead, she will be attending this political gala tomorrow night. It’s some sort of fundraiser hoopla thing, black tie event. Lida will be there as her plus one. Nevada didn’t want to go alone and Lida needed a break from the boutique. Here’s my invite. Go in my place, have a good time and go after your Blood Kiss.”

      “Thank you,” Luc said simply.

      Renato shrugged. “It’s nothing. Although if you don’t come back with her, I will stake my claim on her, got it?”

      “If you do, you’re dead.”

      “You’d kill your own brother over a woman?” Renato asked, looking shocked.

      Luc laughed, knowing his brother was only pretending. “No, but you’d wish I had,” Luc answered. He stood up and left Renato’s office. “She will be mine,” he vowed as he came to a stop at the elevators. A plan formed in his mind as he punched the down button. He looked at the invitation. Just as he had hoped, the gala was not only black tie, it was a masquerade.
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      “Are you sure this is the right dress? I mean, it’s a bit short,” Nevada asked, tugging the hem down as much as she could.

      Lida had dressed her in a dark red ruche dress with gold and ruby straps. The dress hugged her figure and only came up to mid-thigh. She felt like she would stick out like a sore thumb. Lida, on the other hand, had chosen a bright jewel toned emerald halter dress with a plunging neckline and a skirt that flowed out and came up to mid-calf. Her hair was an elegant bun on the top of her head, while she had insisted Nevada wear her hair naturally curly, arranged in a messy bun with tendrils of curls framing her face.

      “Oh, we’ll be fine. We’re going to be the best dressed women in there. Now come on, lady, you’re going to go in there and tell everyone you meet that you no longer work for that crappy sheets magazine and that you’ve accepted Vampiropolis Gazette’s offer. And don’t forget to tell everyone that the conservative guy has crabs, and that your former editor-in-chief and his crony are lovers into BDSM, okay? Okay. Let’s go.”

      Lida grabbed Nevada’s hand and pulled her from the limo. Nevada nearly stumbled and fell on her strappy, ultra thin, stiletto heels. She sighed. After getting severely drunk, Nevada had called up Rudolfo Thomas and accepted his offer. Things moved quickly after that. Lida then made several trips to the store to pick up packing supplies, food and alcohol as they packed up Nevada’s belongings. Nevada couldn’t believe just how much stuff she had and how much she needed to throw away.

      Lida made it clear that until Nevada found an apartment, she would be staying with her, and there would be no arguments. Although she got several calls from Darren, she didn’t return any, instead focusing on the pampering that Lida had insisted she needed. For three hours Nevada was exfoliated, massaged, plucked, waxed and pampered until she thought she would go crazy. Normally she liked her beauty in small doses but Lida insisted they go full throttle, and Nevada was just too hung over to disagree.

      In between green tea and facials, Nevada learned about Lida’s new boyfriend, a painter who worked at Premiera during the day. The man loved to paint in the nude and leave practically filthy messages on Lida’s voice mail. She played several for Nevada and the woman plucking Nevada’s eyebrows.

      Nevada wasn’t sure how to feel about the messages. She found them sweet and yet arousing. She found herself wishing Luc would do that for her. She loved it when he talked dirty to her, but all thoughts of Luc were pushed out of her head when Lida announced to her that they would be dining before the gala at the ultra hip and exclusive La Belladonna restaurant, the new hot spot where all the young trendy people went to eat.

      Although the delicious dinner was complemented nicely by the excellent service, nothing could calm the nerves she was feeling at the thought of walking into the party as a guest and not a reporter. She itched to have her pen and pad but they were currently all taped up in a box in her apartment. An apartment she dreaded going back to because of all the boxes.

      She was pulled from her thoughts when she heard a deep voice ask, “Invitation please.”

      She looked up to find a bald man with an earpiece, wearing a black suit and no expression, staring at her. “Oh, hold on a second.”

      She rummaged through her bag until she found her invite. She handed it to the man and waited while he looked for her name.

      “You know, you look like a young Yul Brynner,” Lida remarked as her eyes narrowed at the man.

      He glanced up momentarily before looking back to the list. “Who?” he asked, his finger moving down the list of names.

      “Yul Brynner. You know, Magnificent Seven? The King and I?” Lida let out a frustrated breath.

      “Didn’t John Wayne do Magnificent Seven?” he asked.

      “Don’t insult me. That man just played the same role over and over again. Yul Brynner was an actor.”

      “Don’t insult The Duke,” the man advised, finally looking at Lida. Nevada became very nervous.

      “Don’t insult Yul Brynner, and I won’t insult your precious Duke. I don’t suppose you know who Charlie Chaplin was?” Lida inquired.

      “Nope.”

      “Valentino?”

      “The designer?”

      “No. The Sheik? Son of the Sheik? Ever heard of those films?”

      “No.”

      “Ooooh, people today don’t know good actors anymore. You can have your Matt Damons or George Clooneys, I’ll take Yul Brynner, Charlie Chaplin and Valentino,” Lida declared dramatically.

      Nevada looked around Lida to see a long line of people, all of them watching the scene unfolding. Several women clapped, which brought Lida out of her rant to realize where she was. A blush spread across her cheeks. “Oh, I’m so sorry about that,” she apologized before she turned and quickly rushed inside with Nevada on her heels.

      Lida burst out laughing when they stopped at a large table featuring a display of what the fundraiser was about that night. Nevada couldn’t help but join in. “Only you would get into an argument over Hollywood actors at the front door of a gala,” Nevada declared.

      “I try.” Lida smiled. “Let’s go find the buffet table, but first we must don our masks. It is, after all, a masquerade.”

      Sighing, Nevada placed her black mask with gold beading, sequins and feathers on her face, tying the back to keep it in place. Lida made her way around Nevada to make sure the mask was tied properly before raising her own mask to her face. She had opted for a half mask attached to a carved wooden handle.

      In a large mirror both women examined their appearance before nodding in approval. “Okay, let’s go,” Lida said.

      They made their way into the grand ballroom, weaving among the partygoers as they looked for the buffet table, unaware that they were under observation.

      * * *

      Luc wandered among the partygoers, keeping an eye on his sister and Nevada throughout the room. His size allowed him to see over the top of even the tallest man in the room. He tried to ignore the way his body reacted to her, the way her scent wafted over to him, her presence rolled over him. He could feel himself getting hard. His fangs threatened to burst forth. He wanted to drag her to a private place and claim her over and over again.

      He told himself he needed to wait, but when he saw a man approaching her, every instinct within him told him he needed to go over there and stake his claim. He watched with narrowed eyes behind his simple black mask when the two embraced.

      “Hey, bro, spying on Nev?” He nearly jumped at Lida’s sudden appearance.

      “Don’t do that,” he grumbled, gritting his teeth.

      “Why? It’s fun. So I’m guessing Ren gave you his ticket so you could try and win Nev back, am I right?” She popped a cocktail sausage into her mouth.

      He didn’t say anything, resisting the urge to use his hearing or slip into her mind.

      “So did you really rig that job for her at the Gazette?” she asked as she popped another cocktail sausage into her mouth.

      “No. Rudolfo read an article she did on the scandal with the money from campaign funds going to shell companies to fund private ventures. He became intrigued and asked around and sent her an offer. I had nothing to do with it,” he stated, his eyes never leaving Nevada’s form.

      “You know you should just go over there, tell her you’re here. It’s much easier than playing stalker all night. And a bit less creepy,” Lida whispered before disappearing into the crowd.

      Luc watched as the man Nevada was talking to held out his arm in an invitation, which she accepted. They made their way to the dance floor and started to sway to the music. Luc’s eyes narrowed. He didn’t even realize that he was moving toward the dance floor, people moved out of his way left and right. He stood before them as they swayed, oblivious to his appearance.

      “May I cut in?” he growled.

      Nevada’s eyes met his and widened. Her mouth dropped open and she audibly gasped. “Lucian?” she asked, her voice slightly breathy.

      “In the flesh, agapi mou. May I have this dance? You will excuse us?” Bowing to her dance partner, he took Nevada’s hand in an attempt to lead her away.

      She yanked her hand out of his and stepped back. “You can’t just come here and expect me to dance with you just because you dress up and ask.” She placed her hands on her hips and glared at him.

      “Oraia, not here. Let us go somewhere to talk?” he said coolly, trying to stay calm.

      “Fine.” She turned to her dance partner. “It was nice seeing you, Robert. Send my love to Jacob and Sam.”

      She leaned up and kissed Robert on his cheek and brushed past Luc. He inhaled. The seductive scent of desire mingled with her perfume. He spared her dance partner a glance before trailing after her. She stopped in the entrance hall, but it wasn’t secluded enough for him. What he had to say was intimate, for her ears only. He couldn’t risk Lida or anyone else overhearing them.

      “Not here, oraia. There is a lot I need to tell you and I don’t want to be interrupted or overheard.”

      She took off her mask and was silent for a moment before she finally spoke. “Fine, where?” Her arm dropped to her side.

      He resisted the urge to reach out and trail his fingers over her skin. He longed to brush his lips against hers. But the expression on her face clearly said she didn’t want to be touched. He sighed, his head dropping. “We can go back to your house or my hotel room, whichever makes you comfortable.”

      “We’ll go to your hotel room. My house is currently a mess.”

      Hope bloomed inside of him, warring with arousal. The thought of being alone with her close to a bed caused images of what they had done to overwhelm him. All his plans scattered as desire rose up inside of him. But she threw cold water over his need.

      “We are not sleeping together. We are going to talk, and then I’m going to go home. Got it?”

      He reluctantly nodded.

      “No, I need to hear you say you won’t try anything. That we will talk and that’s it.”

      “Yes, agapi mou, we will do it your way for now.”

      She opened her mouth to say something. Instead, she brushed past him and headed toward the exit. That gave him some hope, but he tamped it down, wanting to deal with the here and now.

      * * *

      Silence enveloped them in the car on the way to Luc’s hotel. Nevada wasn’t sure what to say. Her stomach was in knots, her heart beat erratically. She was nervous and yet aroused. She snuck a peek at him out of the corner of her eye. His hair was longer and he still had on his mask. Her eyes trailed over his form. He was wearing a tux minus the tie, the top button undone. She wanted to unbutton his shirt and kiss every inch of skin she exposed. She wanted to slide her hand down to his crotch and massage him into arousal.

      She squirmed a bit at the thought of sucking him off in the back of the cab. She could practically taste his salty sweetness on her tongue. She groaned inwardly. She was acting like a cat in heat, not a rational woman who needed to get some things out in the open with her ex-lover. She needed to try and get a hold of her arousal and focus, but it was so hard. She wanted to bury her face in his neck and inhale his scent, taste his lips against hers and feel his hand running up and down over her breasts and ass.

      She turned her attention to the back of the head of the cab driver. She jumped when she felt Luc’s hand on her thigh. She turned her attention to Luc.

      “I’m sorry,” he said, not removing his hand from her thigh. He didn’t increase his grip, just rested his hand there, heat blooming from the area. She wanted to squirm but wouldn’t let him see how he was affecting her. Instead, she focused on his face. Big mistake. His eyes were a dark green, almost black. She knew that look. He was aroused and wanting her. Her panties were not just moist, they were wet. Her clit throbbed with need. She wanted to be filled by him, to feel every inch of his hard length pounding into her, hard and fast.

      She swallowed, trying to control her breathing, but it was difficult. He was making her feel hot and light-headed. She licked her lips and took a breath. “What?” She tried to sound calm and cool.

      “We’re almost at the hotel. Are you hungry? Do you want dinner delivered to the room?” he asked softly.

      Her stomach growled, answering his question. He gave her a big grin. He finally removed his hand and took out his cell phone, ordering dinner for the both of them. By the time he hung up, they had pulled up outside of the hotel and Nevada was already having second thoughts about agreeing to go back to his room with him, even if it was to talk.
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      The elevator ride up was torture. He wanted to reach out and touch her, pull her against him, feel her curves against his body, repeat what they had done in the elevator in Vampiropolis, with the only difference being that this elevator had floor to ceiling mirrors. He wanted to turn her around and take her from behind, watching in the mirror as he fucked her. Every thrust, every withdrawal, every moment reflected back at them, four times over. He resisted the urge to groan, glancing at her out of the corner of his eye while trying to discreetly adjust himself. He was so hard he could probably pound nails into walls.

      Her eye caught his and she looked down. He could smell her desire, taste the sweet tanginess on his tongue. He wanted to reach over and press the emergency stop button, but didn’t. He wanted her in his bed, showing her the various positions he could use to take her to orgasm. The elevator cab stopped and the doors slid open. Grabbing her hand, he pulled her with him to his room, reaching into his pocket and pulling out his hotel key.

      He was relieved that he didn’t hear her protesting. He fumbled with the key in the lock before he got it right. The light turned green, and he nearly tore the knob off trying to get the door open. He pulled her into the room and kicked the door shut with the heel of his shoe. He was about to pull her to him for a kiss when she held up her hand. “Lucian, wait, we need to talk.”

      “Can’t talk, I need you,” he murmured, as he shrugged out of his jacket and started to pop the buttons on his shirt. He watched her lick her lips and he groaned aloud. He ignored his shirt and made his way over to her. He took her face into his hands and kissed her, silencing any protests she could have made. Her mouth was so sweet. He had missed this taste so much.

      His mouth moved over hers with abandon. The tip of his tongue ran over the seam of her lips over and over again before she finally gave in and opened her mouth to him. She groaned as his tongue plunged into the wet, moist heat of her mouth. He slipped his free arm around her waist and pulled her to him, grinding his erection against her stomach, showing her how much he wanted her. They broke apart just long enough to take a few gulps of air.

      “I’ve missed you so much, agapi mou. I’ve missed you so much and I’m not going to let you go ever again,” he murmured against her mouth before taking her lips for another demanding kiss. He broke away and swore loudly in a string of curses in Greek as a persistent knocking at the door indicated their food had arrived.

      “I’m sorry, oraia, I have to get the door.”

      Her stomach growled and she burst out laughing.

      He smiled at her, reaching up to remove his mask. “I guess food has taken precedence over kissing. Let’s eat.”

      “No, leave the mask on. I’ve always had a thing for men in masks.”

      “All right, love, as you wish.” He turned toward the door, stepping back to let the waiter wheel in the food, and handed the man a large tip as he left. “Now we eat and then we make love, yes?”

      “No, we still need to talk.”

      “Why?” he asked, knowing he sounded like he was whining.

      “Because things were said and we need to clear the air. I have a few questions for you and I expect answers. Got that?”

      He sighed, shoulders dropping as he willed his erection to go down. “Tell that to my cock.”

      She raised her head and looked at him, an eyebrow raised. “Keep this up and the only action your cock will see is with your hand. Comprende?”

      He smiled at her, loving her sass. “Yes, my Blood Kiss, I get it.”

      “Good, now help me eat all this food.” She picked up a plate of chicken stir fry.

      He strode over to the tray and picked up a plate of his own and gestured to the dining room table. Nevada waited until she was halfway through her meal to ask the question that had been bothering her the last three months. “Luc, why do you hate politicians’ daughters?”

      She watched him nearly spit out his water. He managed to stop himself, swallow and set down the glass, carefully. He looked up at her and smiled. “You don’t waste time, do you, agapi mou?” he asked.

      “No. I want to know.”

      He pushed away his plate and settled back, eyes on her. “Before my family moved to America, I was in love with a woman. It was, to me, the best time of my life. I had a woman I loved, family, and I was about to start a new venture. I thought nothing could have improved it, but I was wrong. The woman I loved told me she was pregnant with my child.”

      He paused to take a sip of water. Nevada felt uneasy. The tone with which he talked about this woman made her wonder if he still loved her, and if they did have a child somewhere out there. Tears threatened to blur her vision, but she managed to hold them back.

      “I insisted before we leave for America that she and I get married, and she agreed. This was wonderful for both our families. You see, her family and mine were very influential and very wealthy. So a marriage between our families was a good match. Two weeks after the marriage we traveled to America.

      “Vampiropolis was still a young city with many people looking at it with disdain and hatred. We had buildings burned down, rocks thrown through windows, death threats and so much more. But to me it didn’t matter. As long as I had my family I could manage it. After four months we got Premiera up and running despite many disruptions, mostly from her, though I didn’t realize that at the time.

      “I was so elated I didn’t see the downfall ahead of me. I came home one day to find her in bed with a mortal from a nearby town. After a lot of yelling, I left, but then I returned. I felt I had to because she was carrying my child. I would catch her every few days with mortals but would always take her back because as far as I knew she was carrying my child. And then one day, my world crumbled.

      “I came home to find her in bed with my best friend, a man who had helped me build Premiera. He had briefly dated my sister. He was like family to me. There he was fucking my wife, in our bed, her moans of ecstasy, her cries of passion as she begged him to fuck her like I couldn’t. I stood there in the doorway in shock.”

      He paused again as he seemed to marshal his emotions. By this time she wanted to rip out the nameless woman’s eyes and stick her foot up his former best friend’s ass. He took a breath and continued what was surely a difficult story. She wanted to stop him but couldn’t.

      “I was so angry I knew that if I stayed, both of them would be dead, so I left. There are days that I wish I had killed them, especially her. But I didn’t. I just kicked them out, promising to take care of my child any way I could. She asked me, as she packed her things, why it was I never questioned her pregnancy, why I never pushed for more details about our growing child. I had no answer for that. I honestly had never stopped to think about anything beyond the fact that she was pregnant and we were in America. She had always told me that some women didn’t show much during their pregnancy. And I had accepted all of her lies, like the lovesick fool that I was.

      “When I told her my reasons for not questioning her too closely, she called me a stupid man and then told me she had never been pregnant. That the only reason she had told me she was pregnant was so that I would marry her and she would go to America with me. She had no desire to continue pretending to be the good girl her father wanted her to be. She felt that in America she would be free to finally do as she pleased as long as she had a stupid husband to string along. She admitted using me and told me that she would secretly sneak off after I had made love to her, to fuck another man so she could finally come.”

      She opened her mouth to stop him but he shook his head. “I have to tell you, not so much because you asked, but because it needs to be said. I need to say it.” He looked up at her and she saw the raw pain in his eyes. “Please, let me finish this, oraia, I need to finish this.”

      She nodded and he continued. “We filed for divorce much to her father’s disappointment. At first he refused to believe my reasons for leaving his daughter, but after seeing her with her new beau, he couldn’t deny what I told him. I left out certain bits so that the woman at least had some dignity in the eyes of her father. She didn’t deserve it but I did it.

      “For years that woman tormented me, flaunting her new lover in my face. Telling everyone who would listen that I was a horrible husband who was inconsiderate of her and didn’t know how to satisfy her. She even went so far as to say I beat her a few times, something looked down upon by our kind. She stopped after both my mother and sister threatened to show her what a real beating felt like.” He chuckled.

      “I know it’s silly but after her I didn’t trust women much, and came to loathe women who were daughters of politicians; after all, they grew up in an environment that breeds lies, deceit and corruption. It’s hard to know who is telling the truth or not, and yet ironically, Renato, my brother, is a politician.

      “You asking me if it would matter if you were the daughter of a politician brought up old wounds that hadn’t healed. I haven’t let them heal, as was pointed out to me. She messed me up pretty badly. I became someone who, after achieving my success, wanted to have fun, live life with no strings attached, but then you came along and had me rethinking things.” He said the last part quietly, and she almost fell out of her chair, leaning forward trying to catch every word he was saying.

      “You make me want to try to love again, agapi mou. You make me want to try again for everything I’ve missed. Are you willing to help me move on and live?”

      She almost cried. “I’m sorry for acting like a brat that day,” she blurted out.

      He laughed and shook his head. “I ask you to help me try and move forward, and you say you’re sorry for behavior that I helped instigate?” He stood up and walked around to her chair, holding out both his hands to her. “Come, love, let’s go to bed. I want to make love to you, not have sex or fuck you, but make love to you. Would that be all right?”

      Tears blurred her vision and all she could do was nod, not being able to find her voice. He took her hands and pulled her up, then bent down and picked her up, carrying her to the bedroom.
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      His body was on fire. He was wearing too many clothes and so was she. After the emotionally draining telling of his past with Antheia, he needed to be inside of Nevada, lose himself in the softness of her skin, the scent of her desire for him. He just wanted to be with someone who cared about him the way he knew Nevada did.

      Looking at her sitting on the bed, he crouched down, reached out and caressed her face, fingertips tracing the contours and curves of an image that had become dear to him. He couldn’t possibly see himself complete without her. This was not like with Antheia, where he was so blinded by love that he couldn’t see the forest for the trees.

      He knew he was falling in love with Nevada. Where Antheia had acquiesced quietly, Nevada challenged him. Where Antheia used her beauty to enthrall him, he found himself drawn to Nevada’s strength of conviction, honesty and passion. Where Antheia offered him just sex, Nevada gave him intelligence, understanding and laughter. The two women were so different and for the first time, looking at Nevada, he couldn’t for the life of him remember why Antheia had meant so much to him. He didn’t want to probe too deeply into the past. He wanted to concentrate on what was before him, a future with her.

      He reached down and undid first one shoe and then the other, careful not to just rip the straps in his eagerness. Lifting her foot, he kissed the arch all the way up to the ankle, placing a gentle kiss in the sensitive area.

      “Stand up and turn around love, let me undress you.”

      With that soft command she did as he asked. Standing, with shaking hands he undid the row of hooks and eyes, silently cursing his sister for choosing a dress so complicated.

      After he’d gotten all that undone, he found himself confronted with a zipper instead of skin. He made a mental note to inform his sister that the next time she was dressing Nevada she should consider something easier to undo. Once the tab was pulled down, he stood back, letting the silken confection fall to the floor.

      She stepped out of the dress and stood before him in only a silken, black thong. He licked his lips, breathing in deeply. The scent of her arousal now more evident with most of her clothes off, he dropped to his knees in front of her. Hooking his thumbs into the waistband on either side of her hips, he pulled the tiny piece of fabric down, exposing her bare mound to him. He resisted the urge to place her leg over his shoulder and feast on her pussy when she lifted her leg to step out of the thong.

      Looking her nude body over, he was awed as always, gaze roving over the dips and hollows, the gentle swell of her stomach, her breasts just the right size to fit into his hands. Placing his hands on her hips, he caressed up and down the length of her body before putting a hand on her stomach, giving her a gentle nudge so she sat on the bed. Her legs fell open to reveal the already glistening lips of her sex. He wanted to run his tongue over the plump petals, take each into his mouth, sucking and nibbling until she begged him to fuck her.

      Instead he stood up and finished unbuttoning his shirt, pulling it out of his waistband. She reached up to help him undo his belt, but he brushed her hand away. “No, oraia, if you touch me I will lose control. We have to go slowly.” His voice was a husky growl.

      He watched her turn over onto all fours and make her way toward the head of the bed, his eyes glued to the exposed lips of her pussy and her rounded ass that just begged to be fucked. He gritted his teeth, trying to rein in his passions.

      She made herself comfortable among the high pile of pillows, spreading her legs to show him her desire. She licked a fingertip and trailed it down through the valley of her breasts, over her stomach, dipping it into her navel and then over her mound to delve between her slick folds. His breath caught as she slowly rubbing herself, her eyes never leaving his.

      He swore, hands pausing in their action to remove his belt. “Nevada, keep that up and we won’t go slowly,” he warned.

      “You said you wanted slowly but at the rate you’re moving, I’ll have come already and wouldn’t have needed you.” She smiled, her eyes narrowing to slits.

      He let out a growl. He climbed back on the bed and made his way toward her, stopping in between her legs. He leaned forward and kissed her passionately. He could feel her hand continuing to rub her clit.

      “Stop that,” he ordered as he pulled his head away.

      She shook her head, smiling at him. “No, if you’re not going to fuck me, I’m going to have to take care of the problem myself.”

      He leaned forward and kissed her lips before moving down to her neck. “Don’t make me have to tie you to the bed.”

      “Mmmm, that sounds nice, but oh, you don’t have anything to use.” She gasped when he scraped his fangs against her pulse.

      “You underestimate me, agapi mou.” He moved backwards off the bed. Leaning down, he picked up the belt and snapped it in his hands, the sound causing her to jump and scoot up into a sitting position.

      “You wouldn’t.” Despite the look on her face, she was breathless.

      “Oh, but I would, agapi mou, I would, if you continue to disobey me. I would, of course, also have to spank you as well.”

      She squirmed on the bed and he smiled at her devilishly. “Now, do I have to tie you to the bed or are you going to behave?” He watched her reaction with pleasure.

      “I’ll behave, Luc, I promise,” Her eyes were downcast, showing her submission.

      “And if you don’t, I will have to punish you, understand?”

      “Of course,” she said, despite the fact that she continued to rub her clit, her finger moving faster over the engorged bud.

      “Vixen,” he growled and climbed back on the bed, moving toward her. He pulled her hand away from her dripping folds. Bringing her hand to his mouth, he kissed the tips of her fingers before slipping each digit into his mouth, nibbling and sucking the sensitive pads. She moaned and squirmed. He released her fingers and moved her hand over her head, then grabbed her other wrist and did the same thing.

      “Now, hold on and don’t move your hands from the headboard, understand?”

      “Yes, Luc, I understand.”

      “Good.”

      He lowered himself onto his stomach, pushing her legs further to make room for him, then taking her legs and placing them over his shoulders. He grabbed her hips and pulled her forward toward his mouth. Using his thumbs, he spread her slick folds, exposing the hardened nub. He flicked his tongue out, slowly teasing her clit before increasing his speed. She moved her hips against his face as he feasted on her aroused flesh. His eyes rolled up to watch her. Her eyes were closed, back arched, breasts thrust forward.

      His tongue licked a path from her clit to her entrance, moving downward to flick over the rosebud of her anus and then back upward. Every swipe of his tongue pushed her further toward the edge. He pulled back, chin glistening with her juices. “Don’t come, do you understand? Do not come, not unless I am inside of you.”

      Nevada looked down at him in disbelief. “Luc, how am I supposed to do that? You’re driving me crazy,” she said, raising her hips toward his mouth, silently begging for more.

      “Just don’t come,” he said, before burying his face between her thighs. She cried out when she felt the brush of fangs against her clit. He continued to push her further and further toward orgasm. He pressed his tongue down on her clit before plunging two fingers into her sopping center, thrusting them in and out, increasing the speed. She moaned as her walls clenched and unclenched around his digits. He then removed his tongue and nipped her clit, then scraped his fangs over the sensitive bundle of nerves. Her walls clamped down on his fingers. He knew she was close to coming.

      “Luc… I can’t stop it. Luc…” Her legs trembled as she cried out his name.

      Luc pulled away from her sex, nuzzling her thigh before sinking his fangs into the artery. She cried out again, her back bowed and body stiffened. He drank her sweet life essence from her, as the metallic taste of her blood hit his tongue. He swallowed as much as he could before lapping at the puncture wounds until they closed. He withdrew his fingers from her wet channel and slipped them into his mouth before placing her legs gently back on the bed. He loved the taste of the cocktail that was made from her blood and cream. After one last lick he climbed up her body, licking her juices off of his lips and wiping the rest away with the back of his hand. He stopped, his face hovering over hers.

      “You’ll have to be punished for that. I wasn’t inside of you,” he murmured before kissing her softly.

      “Luc, I couldn’t help it… and then when you bit into me…” She shivered, the tips of her nipples brushing against the hardened planes of his chest. He kissed her lips again.

      “That’s no excuse. I told you not to come unless I was inside of you. I’ll give you a moment to rest and then your punishment begins.”

      She sighed as he slipped off the bed and walked over to the closet. He threw the door open and pulled out his suitcase. He unzipped the main compartment and threw the lid back. She gasped as he revealed to her an array of silk scarves, blindfolds and handcuffs, both fuzzy and metallic.

      “Just in case you were being difficult…” He held up a pair of metallic handcuffs.
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      Nevada was breathless. It had always been one of her secret fantasies to be tied and pleasured by a gorgeous man, and it looked like she was going to get her wish. She bit her lip to keep from begging him to tie her down. She could feel herself becoming wet again.

      “I’ve been very bad, Luc. I need to be punished. I need to be held down and fucked for what I’ve done,” she said softly, her hands gripping the headboard above her.

      “Let go of the headboard, get on all fours and close your eyes,” he ordered. She did as he asked, waiting with bated breath.

      She felt the bed dip and soon after the glide of silk against her back and over the cheeks of her ass. She then felt the silk against her face before she felt it pressed against her forehead and the bridge of her nose. He had just blindfolded her. His hands caressed her back and down over the cheeks of her ass before moving upward again, into her hair. His fingers slid into the curly depths, massaging her scalp. Pins slipped from her hair as strands fell to her shoulders. He removed his hands and took the pins out of her hair. A soft ping sounded as each pin hit the nightstand.

      She felt her hair fall down around her shoulders before his fingers returned to massaging her scalp again. She moaned, tilting her head back for more of his touch. His hands moved downward to her neck and then her shoulders, his touch setting her body on fire.

      “So beautiful,” he murmured as he trailed kisses along her spine. She felt his chest against her back, his nipples brushing against her shoulders, his cock brushing against the seam of her ass. She lifted her bottom, rubbing it against his shaft, teasing them both. She gasped when she felt the sting of his hand against one of her butt cheeks. “Behave,” he growled.

      The sting of the strike was being replaced by heat that spread through her body, fanning her arousal. She bit her lip to keep from moaning as her folds became slicker with her juices. He ran his hands over her ass, squeezing the mounds before smacking her on each cheek again.

      “Stop moving,” he ordered.

      She stilled, longing for his touch. She felt his chest brush her back again, his cock sliding against the crack of her ass again. She felt him take her wrist and heard the tell-tale snick of the lock of the handcuffs, first one wrist, then the other. His hands dropped away as she tested her restraints. Sure enough, he had handcuffed her to the bed. She gripped the spokes of the headboard, preparing herself for what he had in mind. She guessed he was going to take her from behind.

      “As much as I want to make love to you, you are far too impatient, and I now see I need to do something a bit different to satisfy both our needs.” He caressed her ass once again. She then felt the head of his cock brushing against the lips of her pussy, already slick and ready for him.

      “Luc, please, fuck me, claim me, make me yours,” she begged. He continued to tease her, rubbing just the thick head of his shaft against her clit. “Don’t tease me, Luc, fuck me. Please, I need you inside of me,” she begged again.

      She felt him at her entrance as he thrust only the head of his cock inside of her. With the blindfold on she couldn’t dip her head to look between her legs if she wanted to. She wanted to watch him slide inside of her. She gasped when he slid his hand into her hair and took hold of a large clump of hair, pulling her head back. He leaned over her, his body pressed to hers with his other hand gripping her hip. He withdrew the head of his shaft and then with one thrust he was inside of her. She cried out as her walls clamped down on him.

      “Yes, now fuck me, hard,” she pleaded. Much to her agitation he instead moved slowly inside of her, occasionally rotating his hips so that his cock rubbed over her G-spot, increasing her pleasure.

      “Faster, I need you to fuck me faster,” she demanded. He chuckled, brushing his lips over the shell of her ear.

      “So demanding, agapi mou. As you wish,” he murmured before withdrawing and slamming into her. He pounded into her, not holding back, while whispering in her ear how sexy she was, how beautiful she was to him and how he wasn’t going to let her go. He reached around to rub her clit in time with his thrusts. Her climax kept building and building until she felt like she was going to explode. He pushed her over the edge when yet again he bit into her, this time in her shoulder. Fire exploded inside of her as she came. He rode her as her body shook and his thrusts increased in speed.

      He rubbed her clit as she came down from her high. He let go of her head, which sank down between her shoulders, her chin resting on her chest as he continued to pound into her. He came inside of her, thrusting once, twice, three times, releasing an almost animalistic cry as he came. He continued to pump into her, his hand dropping away from her over-sensitized clit. His breath coming out in harsh pants, he pulled out of her before moving to the side.

      Reaching out, he unlocked the handcuffs. Her arms fell and her body moved forward, her head just seconds away from hitting the headboard. She was too exhausted to break her fall. He used his increased speed to throw away the cuffs and wrap an arm around her waist, bringing her gently down to the bed, rolling her on her side.

      She was breathing hard. Her mind was blown apart. She had never come that hard in her life. She couldn’t move, her limbs were so heavy, and she wanted to sleep.

      “It’s okay, agapi mou. Sleep now,” he whispered as he removed the blindfold. He pulled her hair away from her face to place a kiss on her shoulder.

      “Bastard, I told you not to read my mind.”

      He chuckled, a sexy sound, tugging at the last remnants of arousal.

      “You can punish me later,” he promised.

      “Oh, good,” she said sleepily, “I get to beat that sexy ass of yours and torment you until you can’t take it anymore.”

      “Yes, my love, you can.” He kissed her shoulder again before sleep overcame her.

      Many times during the night they came together, whether making love slowly or having hard, pounding sex. When morning came, all they could do was lie in bed, neither one able to move. She was pretty sure she wouldn’t be able to walk without assistance. She hurt in places where she hadn’t ached in years. He had taken her from behind and above. At one point during the night she was on top riding him, watching him come.

      She felt better than she had in years. She was moving to a place she loved. Now she was with a man she was falling for. Turning her head she smiled, managing to reach over to brush some strands of ash blond hair away from his face. He turned his head, reached up and took her hand, placing a kiss on her palm and then the back of her hand before pulling her to him to hold her in his arms.

      “Morning, my lovely. Are you ready to go back home?” he asked, his morning stubble brushing against her cheek. She thought of feeling that stubble someplace else and shoved the thought down. She was too tired, but it didn’t stop her pussy from throbbing to life.

      “I have to finish packing and get ready to move.” She sighed and moved to sit up, pushing her now wild hair away from her face.

      “I will pack up and help you. I’m so glad you’re coming to Vampiropolis.”

      She turned to look at him. “I’m glad too.” He ran his fingers over her bare shoulder and arm.

      She moved down to kiss him. He lifted his head to meet her halfway, their lips touching for a soft kiss before she pulled away. “Let’s go take a shower and then get over to the house.”

      She slid off the bed and held out her hand to Luc. They showered and left the hotel after he packed up everything and paid his bill. Back at the house they met Lida, who couldn’t resist poking fun at Luc.

      “Hey, bro, I see you finally got your act together. Now if only you could get a personality to match, we’d all be grateful.”

      “Lida,” he warned, but instead of sticking around, Lida dashed further into the house where they could clearly hear her packing.

      “Calm down, Luc. The faster we get packing and finish, the sooner I can move.”

      They worked in silence. By the end of the day, sore and exhausted, she sat on the couch in between Luc and Lida. She admired the stack of boxes and sighed. She could never have guessed that one trip to Vampiropolis would change her life. She couldn’t wait to start her new life in Vamp City with her new job, new friend and new boyfriend. Life could not be much sweeter than it was at that moment.

       

       

       

      Selena Illyria

      In a man’s letters his soul lies naked.

      -- Samuel Johnson
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