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Tori McAdams was a sensible woman. She didn't believe in hocus-pocus, she didn't believe that crossing a black cat's path was bad luck. She had broken more mirrors than she cared to count and couldn't remember ever wishing on a star.
And she didn't believe in vampires.
But the petite little blonde in front of her obviously did. Her eyes were wide and frightened, and from time to time, got that oddly unfocused look of true fear. As a private investigator, Tori had learned to smell bullshit a mile away.
This girl truly believed somebody was stalking her, trying to turn her into a vampire.
Some sick fuck had done a real number on her. No telling what the back-story was, because the girl was getting more incoherent by the second. Jeez, what was she--all of nineteen?
Twenty-eight-year-old Tori suddenly felt very old.
And it wasn't getting any better as she sat up and took a closer look at the mark on the girl's neck--revealed as her head fell forward--the pixie-like cut of her hair falling away from the ragged gash.
Gash? Or teeth marks? Shit, now she was losing her mind.
But they really did look like teeth marks.
Tori knew she couldn't turn this poor kid out onto the streets--and young Dani Mitchell was too scared to go home. "He can get me there," she whispered, over and over again, when Tori had offered to take her.
So, reluctantly, knowing she had no other choice, Tori made up the little sofa bed in the small room beyond her office. God knew she had spent enough nights here after a late night stake out.
And she doubted the little thing in front of her was a danger. Dani looked about as dangerous as a wet kitten. It took a lot of soothing and hand holding before the girl would stretch out on the bed, but finally she fell asleep.
Tori collapsed into her chair with a sigh and rubbed her eyes with her fingertips. She yearned for a tall, cold margarita, her bed, and some aspirin.
Instead she sat up, reached for the phone, and started making calls.
The last one on her list should have been her first.
But Declan Reilly was somebody she tried to avoid whenever possible.
He made her itchy.
In the worst possible way. Hearing his voice was enough to harden her nipples, dampen her panties and have her verging on the edge of orgasm. He was sex incarnate--almost too sexy to be real, smart as a whip, and just the tiniest bit arrogant. He had wide shoulders, rounded with muscle, a powerful chest that tapered down to a flat, carved belly and narrow hips, strong legs that he covered with denim which encased them so well, showing him to perfection--especially that ass…Tori shook her head, forcing herself to concentrate.
But when Declan was in her thoughts, it was difficult.
A sexy Irish accent remained from the years he had spent growing up in Dublin and looking into his misty green eyes was almost enough to make Tori believe in leprechauns and faeries.
Almost, but not quite.
He had gone out of his way to make it clear that he found her very appealing. He flirted, he teased, he asked, he seduced. It didn't take much though; Declan was a seduction--with thick, wavy, blond hair that grew a little too long over his collar, seductive green eyes, a clever mouth, hands with wide palms, and long narrow fingers.
But Tori refused to give in.
She was tempted. Thinking of his hands, his mouth, the way he smelled, damnation, was she tempted.
But there was a flaw.
Only one that she could think of, but it was a doozy.
He was a cop.
No way, no how was she getting involved with a cop. No matter how mouth-watering he was.
He wasn't home. Tori blew out a breath as his lyrical voice floated over the line from his answering machine. She left a simple message, "Call me."
He was one of the few cops she could count on to get a fair shake. If her man had any similar crimes out there, she would know. She'd also find out if Miss Dani Mitchell was a fake.
And she'd get teased and tormented until she had to relieve her frustrations with her showerhead before she went to bed.
A girl had to do what a girl had to do.
She called the station, hoping maybe he had been called in or delayed. But his cheerful partner, Cy Grady, informed her that Declan was out of town for a few days. She politely refused his offer of help and whirled in her chair to study the sleeping girl lying just beyond the doorway.
With a sigh, she rose and slid her holster back on.
Might as well see if the so-called vampire was haunting the strip joint where Dani worked.
Agreeing to help Dani Mitchell was a choice that Tori wasn't certain she'd live to regret. Oh, the girl was the real deal. Her manager, well, ex-manager, had fired her a few nights earlier when she wigged out in the middle of a lap dance, screaming that the patron had bitten her, his eyes glowed, and he was a monster.
And since said patron had paid very well for that lap dance, the manager, being the gentlemen he was, had been pissed that Dani had gone stark raving mad in front of other customers.
Now, story confirmed, Tori was cornered in an alley by a man who moved faster than greased lightning.
"Where is my little dancer, won't you tell me?" he purred, crossing the alley like some giant slinking cat, his pale blue eyes seeming to pin her in place.
A cat? she wondered fuzzily.
Not a cat. A snake, a cobra--the kind that could freeze their prey with dread and devour them on the spot, fear holding them prisoner.
And Tori was afraid.
Deeply, mortally afraid. Some thick fog seemed to cloud her brain, the way it did when you were put under at the dentist's office. But laughing gas never made you feel so frightened or so scared.
Tori didn't get scared easily, but she was now--for no obvious reason.
She reached up, pressed her fingers to her temples, shaking her head. The slight fog faded, and with it, the fear. All that remained was the slightly edgy feeling caused by nerves.
"I'm not sure what you mean," she lied easily, shifting her body so that she could draw her gun without it being quite so obvious.
"My little dancer," he repeated. "I know you've seen her. I can smell her on you. I want her back." He spoke slowly, politely, with just the wisp of an accent in his voice…Spanish?
Smell her? "Can't help you," she said flatly. Even though the description she had gotten out of Dani had been basically worthless, she knew she was talking to the man who had been scaring her. "I really don't know any dancers."
"Do not lie to me," he whispered. It sounded like snakes. Like a snake hissing--no, like dozens of snakes slithering against other snakes.
"Not lying." She didn't really know Dani. Just because she was trying to help her out didn't mean she knew her.
He moved--from fifteen feet away to less than five--so quickly, in a blink. Her head was going foggy again. Fortunately, her reflexes weren't. She stepped back--one step, two--while lifting her gun and pointing it straight at the man's nose.
"Don't come any closer," she warned.
"Do you really think that silly gun can hurt me? Didn't she warn you? Tell you what I am?"
"A bullet that will rip your head from your shoulders will hurt you, I promise."
"Rip my head from my shoulders?" he repeated, sounding amused.
His voice sounded like honey now, sweet, addictive. He moved another gliding step closer, and she wanted it. Wanted him to touch her, to taste her. Wanted to hear his voice.
"Yes," he purred.
The honey was poisoned. She heard it and she narrowed her eyes. Concentrated. Focused.
The man's eyes narrowed and he cocked his head, studying her--puzzled.
"Get away from me," she said softly. "Now."
"No." He said it just as softly, an evil smile curling his mouth. "I think I've changed my mind. I don't want that silly little dancer now. I want you."
A sick ball of fear curled in her belly but she only arched an eyebrow. "Sorry. Charming as the offer is, I'll have to pass." Her arm was starting to shake. She couldn't keep that gun aimed at his angelic looking face much longer.
"It'll be fun," he promised, as if she hadn't spoken. "You will be a fun toy, not just an appetizing snack. I bet you're a good fuck, as well. I bet you've got a tight, wet little pussy. I'm going to enjoy finding out."
Color heated her cheeks and she fell back another step.
He laughed and lunged.
The bullet tore through his nasal bones, through his brain and out the back of his skull. He fell backward.
And lay on the ground, still breathing, still bleeding. Still living--and cursing her.
Tori ran.
She holed up in her office.
Tori had food, bullets, a shower in the back and spare clothes. She also had a crazy dancer in her bed.
She could handle this.
He hadn't actually started trying to come after her. He hadn't really been rolling to his knees as he swore at his in his ruined voice.
He had been dead. It was just her imagination going into overtime. He had just been so eerie.
So strange.
So scary.
He had scared her. Deep, gut-wrenching, pee-in-your-pants scared her. Tori paced the small confines of her office, trying to figure out what she was going to do.
Either he was what Dani had said or Tori had killed a man.
She whirled and grabbed the phone.
Declan.
She needed to call Declan.
He could help.
Of course, why she was so certain, she didn't know. But he could help. He would help.
She had his cell number, and she always had it with him, even on personal time. But it went to voice mail, damn it. Damn it, damn it, damn it. As the message played, she listened to the soothing melody of his voice, then left a message of her own.
"This is Tori. As soon as you get this, call me. Declan, I need you." She marked it urgent, sent it, and slammed down the phone.
Curling in her chair, she settled down to wait, her eyes on the door.
Stupid, fucking bitch.
The damned bullet had almost taken his head off, and that would have killed him.
Manuel prowled the confines of his rooms, cursing the blue-eyed bitch and the pain in his head while he healed.
It was a good thing he had his rooms close. His human had been with him, watching with veiled jealousy while he searched for his little dancer. The tall, slim man had gotten him back to his rooms before sunrise, and eagerly ripped open yet another vein for him. Manuel had been tempted to drain him. He needed the blood, needed the energy to speed his healing. But the human may yet prove useful. After all, he had gotten him back here, fed him and protected him.
Which meant Manuel would live to find her.
His human watched warily from the corner. He'd forgotten this one's name already. Not that it really mattered. He changed humans almost as often as he changed his mind.
He'd tire of this one soon. And either kill him or let him go quietly mad when Manuel left him to fend for himself. He could always feed without forcing the dependence on his humans, but it was such fun to watch the slavish devotion on their faces as he fed--as he brutalized, or loved tenderly--just depending on his moods.
Of course, when he left, the devotion stayed. And the human always went crazy without him there.
The woman--she'd been different. He didn't know how, or why, but she had been different. Each time he had tried to beguile her with his voice--first with fear and then with seduction--she had shaken it off, shaken him off. Yes, she was different.
Manuel had been looking forward to figuring out why. Stupid bitch. He would have used a different method with her--his normal methods tended to destroy a human's paltry mind--and he hadn't wanted hers destroyed.
But now…now, her blood was going to flow in a red river when he was finished.
He turned and pierced his human with a fiery blue gaze. His face was disfigured for now, disgustingly so. But when he whispered, "Come," the man rushed to him, falling to his knees to take Manuel's now exposed cock in his mouth.
While the human suckled and ate at his Master's cock, Manuel imagined it was her--that damnable woman, on her knees in front of him, her back bleeding from a dozen different stripes.
Her new roommate up and left her, after she had heard what Tori had to say. "He'll find you," she whispered. "I'm sorry. This is my fault."
Then Dani was gone, like she had never been there.
Tori dozed lightly throughout the day. Her phone rang half a dozen times but she never answered it. None of the numbers on the caller ID were Declan and he was the only one she would trust right now.
She ate sparingly, drank like a fish, orange juice, tomato juice, anything in the place that was highly acidic.
"Yes…that's it, make your blood toxic to him…"
"Oh, God. I'm as crazy as she is," she whispered, scrubbing her hands over her face. Then she reached for more orange juice.
The gallon that had been full that morning was now in the trash.
And she was guzzling down tomato juice.
"Next thing you know I'll be hanging garlic from the eaves and windows."
"Garlic isn't poisonous to vampires. It's all about the blood…you have to alter your blood."
Tori jumped--shit. Now she was hearing things.
"He's coming."
Groaning, she covered her ears with her hands, as though that would silence the insane rambling of her own thoughts.
The shadows in the room were thickening as the sun set. She refused to turn the lights on. Almost as if she were afraid it would make her easier to find.
But how could he find her?
"He will."
"SHUT UP!" she bellowed, pressing her hands to her temples.
"Fight. If he bleeds enough, it will weaken him and take him long to recover."
She really was hearing that voice.
"You've altered your blood...all the acid you've taken in has changed it enough that it will bother him--he won't be able to feed from you enough to recover. You've poisoned your blood and he can't drain you. You want him to take as little of your blood inside as possible. It will make his hold on you weaker."
It felt like an old woman's voice--like her grandmother…Alice. Alice Huntinghorse. She'd been the closest thing to magic that Tori had ever known. Alice's father had been Navajo, and a medicine man.
But although this woman's voice felt like Alice's…she didn't sound her. It was more of a feeling, a sense. That sense of wisdom. Of knowledge.
She felt like somebody wise. Like somebody ancient in more than years.
"Be ready, Tori. He comes now."
The sun had set.
Minutes crawled by while more advice was whispered into her head.
Sunlight weakens them. If they are ill or starving or newly changed, it can kill them. It takes time for the body to adjust to tolerate even the smallest bit of sunlight in the dusk. The early morning sun and the midday sun are the most deadly, even to the full Master vamps. And it will kill the lesser vamps.
There was more…
"When you wake up, eat."
"You won't want to, but eat. Anything. Everything. It will keep the change from completing."
"You will have to hide for a while."
"Silver can hurt them. Wood cannot, unless it totally destroys the heart, not just pierces it. Destroying the heart will kill. Taking their heads will kill them. Fire will kill."
"You may not be able to kill him now. You may want to die later. But you will live. And then you can become strong enough."
"I've lost it," Tori whispered, settling into the chair, gun in hand, making herself as small as possible while trying to block the voice in her mind.
"Use the gun. It hurt him before. Shoot his head, his heart, his throat, where the big arteries are. Bleed him. Fight him."
"Damn right I'll fight," she hissed, unaware she had started to rock. "I'm not ready to die."
A soft, sad sigh seemed to shimmer in the air. "You're going to."
And then the door flew open.
Tori started firing the second she saw those eerie blue eyes. Even when he took her body down, she continued to fire. Shooting with one hand until the gun was empty, while she clawed and struggled and kicked.
She hadn't tried to run. She needed to be here.
Here.
Here…
He tore into her throat and it hurt. Agony ripped through her as he started to feast.
He tore away from her almost the second he swallowed, bellowing.
He shot to his feet and kicked her in the side.
"What did you do?" he shrieked, his voice gone hoarse.
She lay there, bleeding from the wound in her throat, her blood seeping out on the floor. Picking her up, he hurled her across the room. Already near death, it didn't even hurt, though her blood sprayed everywhere.
All around, furniture flew and crashed, while the man, no, while the vampire bled slowly from half a dozen different wounds. Dark fog started to cloud her mind but she dragged her eyes open, unable to stop watching him.
And eventually, he stopped. Came to kneel beside her. "I cannot have you die too quickly, stupid bitch," he whispered, stroking her hair almost tenderly. "You hurt me, you know. How did you know to do that? Turning your blood into poison in such a way? All the acid in it burned my throat. You need to suffer more than just a quick bloody death." He mewled softly. "All that lovely blood wasted."
He used his teeth to open a vein in his wrist, held it to her mouth with an iron grasp when she tried to turn her head. "You'll suffer now. A newly turned vamp doesn't do too well alone. Some die even with a Master to guide and protect them. You will be alone. You'll suffer, and starve, and thirst, and die painfully," he crooned after she had swallowed the thick, bitter tasting blood.
Tori remembered nothing beyond that--nothing beyond trying to make herself vomit it back up.
She came to and stared around her. Lying on the floor in the middle of her destroyed office, she tried to remember what had happened. Why she lay in a pool of dried blood, why she was holding her gun. Why she hurt, oh, she hurt.
There was a deep, throbbing, burning pain low in her belly. With every slow beat of her heart, the pain worked its way up until it was in her head as well. By the time she was able to force herself onto her hands and knees the burning, tearing agony was eating into her brain, trying to force its way outside through her skull.
Pain stiffened her neck, making it difficult to move it, and inside her body hurt. It seemed as though her very veins and arteries burned.
She couldn't think clearly. Couldn't remember.
But that voice. She remembered it.
Eat.
Hide.
Eat.
Hide.
Eat.
Hide.
She ate a steak. Raw. She ate half a bag of potatoes. Chocolate cake. A bag of stale Cheetos. Anything she could get her hands on, she ate, even though every bite made her want to vomit. Even though she had to force herself to swallow instead of gag.
The food rebelled in her belly.
Her blood seemed to boil and burn in her veins as she crept away from the office late that night, slinking in the shadows, keeping away from the roads. She walked and walked and walked until she came to a tiny little shack nearly fifteen miles from her office.
Her father's little fishing shack, perched on the banks of the Ohio. She hid there, in the tiny little cellar underneath the house. She hid there and cried and ached and burned.
Declan Reilly was trying desperately to get drunk.
He'd been brooding in front of the fire, drinking steadily from the bottle of good Irish whiskey, while he stared into the dancing flames. He wasn't getting drunk quickly enough. It was hard for him to get drunk anyway, as evidenced by the two bottles he'd already put away, but he was putting up the good fight and trying his hardest.
Tori was gone.
Dead.
Tori McAdams, the sexy P.I. he had been trying to get close to for months. Everything about her drove him insane, from her tightly curled, long chestnut- brown hair to her big blue eyes. From her high rounded breasts and slim waist to her full hips and curvy ass, to the way she smelled like peaches and sex. But most of all, that stubborn, feisty spirit, and that soft heart she tried so hard to hide.
She was gone.
His eyes seemed to burn as his head fell back and he tried to block the images from his mind. Her neat, spartan little office had been destroyed, splattered with blood, human and not. He knew the scent. It had been faint and decaying, but he knew the scent. The blood of a vampire was hard to mistake, once you knew it.
There had been a good deal of it.
But even more of Tori's. Oh, God. Tori.
His hands clenched and the glass tumbler in his hand shattered. He closed his fist over the shards of glass buried in his hand, welcoming the pain.
He had failed her.
She had called, finally. She had called him, had needed him.
And he hadn't been here.
A weak, scrambling sound tickled his ears.
He almost ignored it, too caught up in his own grief.
But he got up, blood trickling down his fingers to fall on the floor as he walked to the front door and opened it.
She almost fell at his feet.
Declan stumbled and caught the lean brunette who tumbled into his arms, out of the pouring rain, dead-white and half unconscious.
It was Tori, who had been missing for a good week, and presumed dead after police discovered her office in a bloody mess, literally, blood and gore staining the walls, furniture smashed, filing cabinets overturned.
He hadn't been in town last weekend. And he had cursed himself. If he had been around, he would have found her, maybe before it was too late. He would have been with her when it happened, and he could have stopped it. And he had suffered through night after sleepless night, suffered through a rage more terrible than any he had ever known.
Tori, who had a left a terse, "Call me," on his work voicemail the night she was last seen by anybody. Followed by another, more urgent message on his personal cell phone: This is Tori. As soon as you get this, call me. Declan, I need you.
He had started lusting for flesh and blood, to find that bastard who had done this, and rip his guts out.
But by the time he had gotten back to town and been informed of what had happened, it was too late. The trail nearly cold, and all the clues he could have used were demolished under the heels of his fellow officers.
But she was here now.
It was Tori, who had rebuffed him in every way imaginable. And now she was on his doorstep, lying listless in his arms. Listless, pale and still. Humans had more movement than that, made more sounds.
Sharp hearing detected something.
Or rather, a lack of something.
Declan hissed, his eyes narrowing as he carried her to the couch and jerked her shirt open. Laying his head on her chest between her breasts, he listened.
Lub-dub.
Thirty seconds passed before he heard it again.
Lub-dub.
He leaned over, pushed her wet ringlets away from her neck.
Lub-dub.
He took a deep breath, forced himself to open his eyes and saw it.
The ragged wound, gaping and huge when fresh, now mostly healed, remnants of bruising. She had fought.
Had she been drained?
Or changed?
Draining was generally slow business. One vamp alone wasn't likely to have drained her to the point of killing her in one feeding. A new vamp could drain a person, fairly easily, because they were so starved, so hungry when the change first came.
Had she been attacked by a newly turned vamp? If so, that would make finding him a little easier.
It was possible, though, that two or three different vamps had done this. Or perhaps one vampire, feeding from her over a period of time. Yeah, that would do it. The messy bite at her neck could have very well been made at separate times, separate feedings. Maybe two bites, not one.
But if she had been bled so much as to put her in this condition, she wouldn't have been able to stumble to his door.
Changing usually took place over a period of time as well, the blood exchange taking place when the victim was near death, running so low on blood it gave a whole new twist on the term anemia.
His nostrils flared and he scented it along her skin now. The subtle musk of vampire. Nausea and rage roiled in his gut. Throwing his head back, he drew air into his lungs and forced it out through his nose until the blinding rage cleared a bit.
Then he lowered his head, and crouched back over her.
The clothes she wore were filthy. They were covered in blood and dirt and grime, but, with the exception of missing buttons on her shirt, relatively intact. Under her nails were tiny bits of flesh and blood--none of it her own. He blew a breath out between his teeth and tentatively reached for the zipper of her jeans. The heavy black cloth parted, revealing her ivory smooth skin, and lower, a small thatch of dark curls.
No blood there. No signs of bruising.
Then she probably hadn't been raped prior to being bitten, which happened, unfortunately, all too often. Most of the feral vamps he had known would have fed during the rape, or before.
Not after. It takes the fun out of it when your food lay there listless and broken. Ferals liked their sex painful and rough and bloody. Of course, he had killed a good many of the ferals he had known, so he had an extensive knowledge of them.
Not that all of the vamps were evil. A good number of them were decent people, like Tori had been. But the changing warped them, all too often, robbing them of what they needed to live happily. Some of them continued to live, unhappily. A few went on to live with some semblance of happiness.
Others ended their lives.
Others, while unhappy, were filled with a sense of purpose.
Suddenly her eyes flew open and her hands latched onto his shirt while she stared up at him wildly. She started to scream and he touched her cheek.
"Tori," he said quietly. "It's me…it's Declan. You're safe."
Would she remember him? Would she remember herself?
For a long moment, blue eyes stared into his and then she shuddered. Lashes swept down, shielding her eyes. "Declan." Her fingers curled, clutched at his shirt for a brief second before she fell limply back on the couch. "Declan…I found you. I found you, didn't I?"
"Yes…yes, you did."
She was weak, very weak.
"I found you." Her lids fluttered closed, only to fly back open as she stared up at him, her mouth all but bloodless, terror turning her eyes nearly black. "He…bit me. He bit--"
Her eyes rolled back and her head started to jerk, her body convulsing.
"Bugger," he muttered, rolling her onto her side, uncertain what else to do. Well, what he wanted to do was panic, but that didn't seem to be the answer. What was this?
The convulsions lasted for long, tense moments and then blood started to trickle from her mouth. A moment later, he recognized a telltale bulge from behind her lips. Her mouth was open and he could see it as it happened, as her fangs began to emerge.
Her heart rate started to kick up, erratic and broken sounding. Her skin seemed to burn.
She was dying, starving to death.
"This isn't right," he muttered, fear turning his heart into a stone.
She had been turned a good week, if Declan had figured right, and her fangs were just now coming? That's what he was seeing--he'd seen it enough times to know, too.
If her fangs were just now emerging, she hadn't fed. No wonder she was starving.
He wondered if she knew how to feed.
Her eyes closed and her head went limp, rolling toward him. He hissed and fell back. Her fangs had cut through. Pearly sharp canines on top and bottom, canines that she would learn to retract somewhat and hide.
If she lived long enough. She was sliding into an exhausted sleep, and at the rate she was going, if she didn't feed soon, it would get worse. Of course, she was probably going to snap at some point along the way and try to feed, but she was so weak now, she might not have the strength to feed from an angry poodle.
Declan sighed, his head falling forward. Long, shaggy, blond hair fell into his eyes as he tried to convince himself he was debating what the proper course of action was to be. But he was just trying to delay the inevitable.
He had been dying for a taste of her for months.
And now she was going to get a taste of him.
He grimaced wryly as he realized he was about to become a vamp's first meal. Lifting his wrist to his mouth, he used his own fairly sharp canines to rip his flesh before he held the bleeding wound to her mouth.
Tori was mostly unconscious and for a moment, she did nothing but lay there as his blood flowed into her mouth, down her throat. Then she gagged, choked. Swallowed. It happened again, and again. Long seconds passed before she did little else than gag and sputter and then Declan felt the sharp pain of her incisors cutting into his skin, felt her hands come up to hold his wrist greedily against her mouth. Her tongue lashed out, caressing his flesh. Her mouth felt like silk, hot wet silk, as she fed.
He knew the minute the monster inside her started to emerge. It called to the one inside of him, the animal that was part of him. His skin grew tight and itchy, his jaws started to ache.
If he'd have allowed it, in moments, the skin along his spine would have started to ripple, then pulse. Then his hair would have begun to thicken, and after that, the bones would have started to lengthen and shift before his change.
Declan forced himself to breathe slowly, steadily, forcing his body and mind into a light state of meditation as the ache spread to his shoulders, down his back.
Breathing slowly and evenly, he focused on Tori's pale, still face.
Can't change…
You have the control.
Wouldn't change.
You have the power.
And he did. Declan was power, a primal, powerful force that walked around in human skin.
Well, human skin most of the time.
Slowly, the urge and the animal inside him faded and he opened eyes that gleamed only slightly in the dim room, to stare into Tori's lovely alabaster face, once more alive and mobile.
Well, maybe alive wasn't such a good word. And her lovely, sapphire blue eyes were empty still, full of nothing but monster and hunger and greed.
"Let go now, Tori," he said softly, tapping her cheek with his free hand.
A low, sexy growl emerged from her throat. And her fangs slid a little deeper into his flesh. He blinked once, slowly, at that tiny, exquisite little pain.
"Let. Go." She'd drain him dry, if he let her. The bastard who did this had known damn good and well what he had done.
A new vampire was like a loaded gun--the potential for harm was huge. If she learned control, there was little chance for harm. But if she wasn't trained…she could be deadly.
Of course, a shifter had a better chance than the average human. With a wrench, he tore his wrist from her and got to his feet quickly, moving a pace or two away, out of reach of her seeking hands, and grabbed a discarded shirt. Tearing a strip of fabric from it, he tied a makeshift bandage around his wrist and watched her. She still reached for him, and started to slither in his direction.
"Tori."
Her eyes were glowing brightly; swirling pools of lust and hunger and need. He felt his own hunger rising, felt his cock hardening, felt the urge to mate, wildly, mindlessly, with her. Mate while she fed from him, and he fed off of her, until they simply couldn't do it anymore. Kinda made the idea of fucking to death sound rather appealing.
"Tori McAdams."
Those slumberous, heavy lidded eyes blinked and her head cocked.
"Tori!"
Her lids fluttered shut, then she shot to her feet, pressed her hands to her temples and started to scream.
Oh, God. Baby, what did he do? Declan thought helplessly, his feet moving in her direction, even though he knew it wasn't really safe. Not yet. Then the screaming stopped.
"What did he do to me?" she rasped out, touching her fingers to her mouth and gathering the drying blood. Staring at the red stain on her fingers, she keened, a low helpless sound.
"I'm sorry, Tori," Declan whispered.
"Sorry?"
"Sorry?"
"What the hell has happened to me?" she shouted, her hands clenched into tight fists.
"You've been bitten," he said softly.
Did she remember?
By the growing horror and disbelief in her eyes, most likely yes, she did remember.
"That man…" her voice trailed off and she swallowed, a loud audible sound in the silence of the room. "He was strong. Too strong. And his…he had…his eyes--" Her voice trailed off and she fell silent for long seconds. "His eyes glowed. Almost red. He was going to hurt me. And, at first, I wanted it. I wanted it." Her voice fell to a low, awful rasp as she repeated, "I wanted it."
So he had lulled her. A master, then.
This one had beguiled her.
"Tori, you did nothing wrong. He made you want it, hypnotism, if you will."
"He did something to my mind," she whispered, in a soft, almost singsong voice. "Made me afraid. Then he made me want it. Want whatever he wanted to do. And then I shot him."
"Shot him?" This wasn't something he had expected to hear.
"I shot him and I ran and he found me. He found me and bit me and beat me and made me drink his blood." She said each word slowly, as if it hurt, as if the words were pulled from her throat like glass.
"I am sorry, Tori. So very sorry," he whispered. She had shot a vamp? One who had beguiled her? Ran away and hid?
She whirled on him and shouted, "I just attacked you and you're telling me you're sorry?"
"You didn't attack me. I fed you--there's a difference. And yes. I'm sorry. Sorry this happened. Sorry it happened to you," he said quietly, deciding she was herself. Or as close to herself as she was likely to get for quite some time. So he moved a little closer. "Do you know what has happened?" It was no surprise, of course, that the vamp had found her after she ran. Vamps could track by scent almost as well as a wolf could.
But it was surprising that she had shot it. After it had beguiled her. Or tried to.
She hugged her arms tightly around her body, staring into the distance with blind eyes. "This isn't possible," she whispered. "Not possible. I'm going crazy."
"No." Declan started to reach for her and then he let his hand fall. "You aren't going crazy."
"What are you? Are you…like me?"
"I'm a wolf," he said quietly.
She laughed, a shrill painful laugh. "A wolf? The cop I've been lusting after for months is a wolf? Talk about a wolf in sheep's clothing." She whirled away and started pacing the room.
"A wolf," she continued to mutter under her breath. "Drinking blood. I'm out of my fucking mind."
Declan sighed. With quick, economical motions, he shed his clothes and waited until she caught a glimpse. And then a longer look, until finally she turned and stared at him, her eyes wide, shocked, and heated. Her pink tongue darted out to lick her lips. "What are you doing?"
He didn't answer as he fell to his knees and cried out as the heat raced along his skin, followed by a flow of fur. It hurt. It always hurt at first. But it was a delicious pain, much like her fangs sinking into his flesh. His face lengthened as a muzzle grew and his longish blond hair thickened and became denser. The flow of fur raced down over his body like a waterfall as his muscles enlarged and his body changed and shifted. The rippling fur obscured much of the change from sight as his arms stretched and lengthened. His chest widened and deepened as a fine pelt of fur covered it, thinning down to a silky pelt over his belly and groin where his cock thrust out--hard and thick and full--perfectly formed.
His hips were still lean and muscled, covered with that same silky fur that started to thicken as it flowed down his thighs, thighs that were heavy with muscle. Two sickening thuds filled the room as the bones in his legs reformed beneath the fur as it raced on down to his feet, covering them--larger, longer and broader, made better to run and jump and lunge.
It only took seconds, under a minute, and he was free. The animal inside him rejoiced while the human continued to watch his companion warily. If it had been another vamp, even one of the few he called friends, he never would have shifted in front of them. It left him helpless for a few brief seconds, and he couldn't ever let down his guard.
But this was Tori.
When he finally rose, his bulky body was just a few inches taller than it had been, but larger, more powerful, more muscled. His gait was slightly awkward. Standing on his hind legs in this form tested his balance a bit. But he could walk upright.
He cocked his head, staring at Tori.
"Holy shit. You meant a fucking werewolf."
"Not exactly were," he growled, forcing the words over his tongue. It felt so fucking awkward to talk in this form. "Wolf. Moon means nothing."
Her eyes trailed lower and lower, pausing on his hard cock. Declan growled deep in his chest. He couldn't help it. Just her scent made him hard, and the change always had a vaguely sexual feel to it.
But when she took a step in his direction, her pink tongue darting out to wet her lips again, he moved back. "Don't," he grunted, shaking his maned head.
"Why not?"
He closed his eyes, banished the creeping power. Changing back could be exhausting, but it was painless. Within a few heartbeats of time, he was sitting crossed legged on the floor, naked. And when he looked back at her, it was from human eyes. From human flesh. "It's not you who wants this," he said, staring at her while she stared at his straining penis. He closed one fist over his cock, dragging it up the thick, ruddy length slowly, his lids drooping as the rounded head was swallowed by the grip of his hand. A long, raspy sigh escaped him as he pumped his cock, staring at her for a long moment before his hand fell away. Declan rose slowly, shaking his head. "The vampirism has put something new inside you--a hunger you can't control yet--that is what wants this. Not you."
Dragging her eyes from his erection, she stared at him, her own eyes glowing softly, renewed vitality and life and health glowing in her face. And lust.
"You are wrong," she said softly.
"No. You don't want this, not with me."
Reaching out, she closed one slim, cool hand over his cock and squeezed. He hissed, his head falling back. He was trying to be a gentleman here. She was confused, had been hurt and had had her life ripped away from her. He was too decent a guy to take advantage of her, even if he fantasized about it for a few brief seconds.
But she was making it hard.
In several ways.
"You're wrong. I've always wanted you," she whispered heatedly, dropping to her knees in front of him. Her tongue darted out and she licked him daintily before lifting her shadowed eyes to stare at him. "I always wanted you. And I wanted to live a long, healthy normal life, with a family, and a man to love me."
"That was taken away, it seems. But I can have you. Can't I?"
A rumbling growl erupted from his throat when her wet, pink lips closed over his cock, and took his length down her throat. One hand came up and fisted in her damp curls, holding her back when she would have swallowed him down a second time.
He felt her fangs nick him as he pulled away, jerked her to her feet and whirled, pinning her against the wall. He stared at her, gasping for breath while she smiled lazily at him.
"Always?" he repeated. "If you've wanted me, then why haven't you been with me? I've made myself clear on the matter, haven't I? I knew you were attracted, but you stayed so damn far away."
She shrugged lazily. "I had a rule about not getting involved with cops," she said, the shadows drifting back into her lovely blue eyes while she trailed her hands up and down his side. "I had a lot of rules, and look where they led me."
"So, what? You want to fuck me because life fucked you over?"
"No. Because life has fucked me over, I think maybe I'll actually start living the way I've always wanted, instead of the way I always thought I should," she replied. Leaning forward, she nipped at his lower lip before staring up at him. "And I have wanted you since the day we met."
"Oh, well, then," Declan said weakly as her hands closed over his ass and pulled him against her pelvis. Son of a bitch, he was no bloody saint.
Declan's head lowered and he nuzzled at her neck, cuddled her close to him. Bending over, he tossed her weight over his shoulder and carried her upstairs. Depositing her on the toilet, he turned away and set the hot water to running in the shower.
He could feel her eyes on him as he knelt in front of her, stripping her torn, filthy clothes from her body--could hear the slightly elevated heartbeat that lust was causing--could smell the old sweat, the filth and blood on her, and the musk of the vampire that had changed her, the decaying scent of his blood.
And under it all he could smell Tori--the scent of peaches and sex, the scent that had driven him out of his mind for months.
"You have his blood on you," he said quietly, lifting her in his arms like a child and taking her into the shower. Lowering her to her feet, he reached for shampoo and lathered her hair while the water poured over her body, draining away in a swirl of muddy brown and rust red as the dirt and blood started to slough away. "His smell."
Her head fell back and she sighed in pleasure as his hands massaged her scalp, her neck, and her back before he rinsed the suds away. Declan smiled slightly when she jumped under his hands as he soaped her up-thrust breasts and gently curved belly.
She gasped and flinched, when he carefully cleaned the wound on her neck. He had saved it for last, soaping and rinsing it carefully before lowering his head to kiss the angry red flesh and fading bruises.
"It still hurts," she whispered roughly. "But when he did it, I thought the pain alone was going to kill me."
"He was angry. They usually save the pain for sex, not feeding. Most vamps, even the feral ones, will make the feeding pleasant," he said flatly, battling the rage down when her voice broke just a little. "You bled him, didn't you?"
Her lashes lowered and she nodded. "Not that it did me any good." Reaching up, she touched one sharp, pearly fang. "I couldn't stop him."
"Shh," Declan murmured, lowering his head and kissing her mouth. His tongue slid past her lips and caressed the fangs before going deeper to taste her. As the hot water continued to pulse down around him, he turned and backed her up against the wall, returning to kiss and nuzzle the scarred flesh at her neck before he dropped to his knees in front of her, his mouth seeking out one ruby red nipple and tugging at it with his teeth.
His other hand caressed and stroked her side, her hips and her ass. His palm glided down the length of her thigh, massaging and stroking his way down to her ankle as he started to kiss his way down her torso--to her navel and the tight curls between her thighs. He slid his tongue between her folds, and lapped at her clitoris as he lifted her ankle and draped her leg over his shoulder, opening her.
Above him, he could hear her heavy pants, the steady pace of her heart, smell the heavy scent of peaches that seemed to pour from her aroused body. Her nails dug into his flesh when he entered her vagina with his tongue. She came, hot and hard, the second he stroked his fingers between the cheeks of her ass.
Tori felt the hot, silken stroke of his tongue gliding between her labial lips, felt the caress of his fingers between her buttocks and she whimpered, burying her hands in his hair. The water pounded down on her torso, splattering her face and hair as he started to stroke, in and out, with his tongue.
She climaxed again with a tiny weak scream, her lungs begging for air, while she gasped and panted. He pulled away slowly, nibbling on her soft, tender flesh and flicking her clit a final time before he withdrew.
When he slid her leg back down, pulling away from her reluctantly, she collapsed onto his lap, his cock pressed into her belly. "You taste even better than you smell," he whispered, his voice deep, guttural. "God, I could eat you up."
"You just did." She lifted her head from his shoulder, her eyes glowing and blue and deep enough to drown in. And full of hunger again. The look in her eyes was growing less rational by the moment and something not quite human was lurking just behind her face.
Declan knew he hadn't fed her enough blood to satiate the urge inside her. He wasn't certain her control was good enough; hell, he knew it wasn't.
When she lowered her open mouth to his throat, he stopped her. "No," he rasped, catching her face between his hands. "Not yet." He wasn't about to let her feast on him while they fucked.
"Yes," she whispered, as her personality leaked from her eyes, replaced by the monster.
"No," he whispered, catching her mouth with his. She tried to bite him, but he withdrew before she could, returning a second later with more soft caresses while he pinned her hands behind her. She was still weak enough that it wasn't even a struggle to hold her still so he used his other hand to fondle her.
And eventually, lust won out over hunger. When he bent to kiss her, Declan shuddered in pleasure as she kissed him in return, her head falling back to allow him better access. When his tongue entered her mouth again she caught it and sucked it delicately, a low hum of pleasure rising from her chest. Carefully, he released her hands, ready to pin her again, but she only planted them on his shoulders and rocked her pelvis against him.
He grasped her ass in his hands and lifted her. "Do it," he whispered against her throat. "Take me inside. Aw, fuck." Her tight wet vagina closed over the tip of his shaft, sliding slowly down as she wound her legs around his waist. Bloody hell, she was tight and hot. How could she be that hot? Declan wondered, arching his hips and working his cock deeper inside her. The few female vamps he had been with had seemed cool until they leeched enough of his body heat to warm their blood, their body, their vaginas.
Opening his eyes, he stared into her lovely face, watched as color rushed to her cheeks. He'd wonder about that later, he knew. But for now…shit, this was Tori he was holding--Tori's firm ass he held in his hands, her breasts pushing against his chest as he slid the rest of the way inside her.
Tori who started to ride him, gripping his cock with the muscles in her pussy and stroking him while she rode him slowly. "So pretty," he mumbled, reaching up and shoving her wet hair from her face so he could nuzzle at her cheek and jaw, her neck and shoulders.
He stiffened when her lips brushed his throat, but she didn't try to bite. Instead, she kissed him softly, then her head fell back and she leaned back, bracing her shoulders against the wall, her pretty round tits lifting up. He leaned forward, pinning her against the wall and taking one nipple in his mouth as he dug his cock inside her.
"Declan…oh, hell. Declan, please, please, please." He bit down on her nipple as he drove inside her harder, riding her, listening to her moan and loving it. At the touch of his teeth closing on her flesh, she started to shudder and clamp down around his cock, her hot, wet tissues gripping him in a silken, steel caress that sent him tumbling over the edge. As she came, she milked him tighter, tighter…driving Declan just a little more with each rhythmic pulse.
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