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To,



All you people out there that love monsters in all shapes and sizes.  These have been a blast to write.  I hope you enjoy this short story.



Love LoveBite Shorts xXx
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Foreword










You know all my trigger warnings are on my book description.  As a reader I want to know exactly what I'm getting myself into before I hit download.  I hope you enjoy this ride.  I have to admit it was just supposed to be the Monster Series by March but another 3 books popped into my head and wouldn't let go.  What's a girl to do but purge them from my brain?





If you want to see the list of what's to come, it's in the afterword.  





Enjoy Alexander and Holly's bloody story.  





Lots of Love





LoveBite Shorts xXx



Chapter 1




Alexander





The Past 1854





I

 glare at the traitors as they pile me into what could be my final resting place in Maxwell’s family graveyard.  They have reinforced cast iron on my ankles, arms and neck pinning me down inside the tomb.

“The Blackmore name will die out with you.  I hope you rot and die of thirst in here.  If you don’t, you will surely go mad.  This is my land no one will find you.”  Maxwell grins at me.



I hiss and try to raise my head but the chains and collar hold me in place.



“The blacksmiths did a grand job.  You won’t be able to move or break free from here.  Place the stone in his mouth.”



A man moves forward as I observe him.  He hesitates in fear.



“Get a move on, man.”



He has a large rock in his hand and tries to shove it into my mouth.  I bite into his wrist and flood him with my venom before sucking down as much blood as I can.  It’s not the best quality I’ve ever had, but beggars can’t be choosers at this point.  My venom will make him more complacent till I can mesmerise him.  I look into his eyes and it’s done.



There is shouting and screaming.  I let go of the man, making sure he is under my control.  I see an axe brought down on his head, blood splatters everywhere.



“He can bite and somehow control a person.  Hurry and get the rock in his mouth.  Gerald, you do it.”



In the end, after going through four of his men, they all hold me down and get the rock in place.



Maxwell leans down, smirking at me.



“Let’s see you get out of this one.”



He spits on me before he orders my top of the tomb sealed shut.



Eventually, I hear nothing.  No matter how much I struggle, I can’t remove the massive rock from my mouth or budge the chains, my strength is useless.



I look around me in the darkness.  I slump into the tomb.




How am I going to get out of this?




Chapter 2




Holly





Present Day 2022





I

 could sing and dance.  If I was capable of either, I would have.  Finally, I have it.  I have been eyeing this property for years.  An unlisted five-bedroom Georgian property.  I promised my Grandpa I would do it and I did.  Sadly, he had passed away before I could.  He left me with the majority of his estate and life insurance policy.  It is because of him I can finally buy the property.  It is a bittersweet situation.

My structural engineer told me it had a solid foundation and the current structure is sound.  I can renovate it to my heart’s content.  Since I work freelance from home, I will be able to oversee the work being done.  The builders have given me some prices till I decide who to go ahead with. 



The keys were given to me today.  Which is why I’m feeling so ecstatic.  I will move all my things from my apartment in the next few days.  I packed up my apartment days ago in anticipation of the move.  The property comes with an extensive piece of land, along with a small graveyard.  Some people might find that creepy, but I love graveyards.  I find them peaceful.  We went often to my grandma’s grave.  She heard everything me and my grandpa got up to as we spoke to her together.  I’m going to miss my grandpa so much.  I try to quell the wave of emotions.  I hope they are finally together and happy.



My exploration of the surrounding land will need to wait till the morning.  I look out of the windows and down the long driveway.  The large iron gates were closed and locked behind me.  It’s an excellent area, but living alone, you can never be too careful.  Especially when your siblings want to kill you for your inheritance.  I never knew Grandpa had set his will up the way he did.  I’ve got nothing but abuse from all my family since he died.



Even my dad has been awkward with me.  I remember Grandpa telling me shit would hit the fan when he died.  I had no clue what he meant at the time until we went to the solicitor’s office for the will reading.



I take a deep breath and exhale.  No point going over it all again.  It changes nothing.



I take a twirl in my new hallway and skip upstairs.  Dreams can come true.




∞∞∞




I’m ready to tackle the messy garden today.  I have my shorts and t-shirt on.  It is hot out there today or so my weather app tells me.  I throw my old trusty pair of converse shoes on.  Making my way to the back of the house.  I trek through the overgrown bushes and grass.  There is so much work to be done inside and outside the house. My apartment furniture comes today.  I’m so glad as my air mattress was so uncomfortable last night.  My neck is killing me.  I roll my head around to ease the ache.



I think I should have come with a machete for this jungle.  I know little about the owner other than he was a recluse.  There was a section in the land paperwork that stated a part of the garden near the family graveyard was never to be ‘disturbed’.  I’ve viewed many plot plans and I have never come across such a stipulation.  There was no explanation though, they had marked just the section off in the plan.  I pull the copy out to see if I’m in the right the section.  I look around.  There are just bramble bushes everywhere.  Then I see a small bit of cement or part of something built through a small section of brambles.



“What is that under there?  I can’t get to you today.  I’m going to need more than a machete at this point.”



I step back as the brambles are taller than me.  Rather than putting me off, it made me more determined to access what time has hidden.  I think I’m going to hit the books tonight. I need to find out more about this part of the garden, house, and its history.




∞∞∞




I sip my tea and balance my laptop on the sofa.  The Maxwell family has owned this house since they built it, from what I can gather in my research.  I read the covenant for the garden again.  In today’s time, it isn’t enforceable to a new owner.  What they did in their own family was their concern.  I checked the property title deeds on the land registry to make sure.



I’m intrigued by what they wanted to cover or protect so badly.  John Maxwell was the last of his line.  What did they want to protect so badly that the house never left their possession?  I think I’m going to invest in a chainsaw.




∞∞∞




Armed with a hedge trimmer chainsaw, gardening gloves and goggles.  I rev up the chainsaw and attack my enemy, thorny bramble bushes.  I should have worn a long-sleeved top, but it was too warm.  My arms are all scratched up and now I regret it. I uncover what looks to be a crypt or tomb of some sort.  Why on earth would someone’s grave be hidden or coveted then left in such disarray?  The other graves are nothing like this.  They seem well maintained.



There is a small wooden door.  I push on it, and it doesn’t budge.  No matter how hard I pushed on it.  There is a keyhole, so it must be locked.  I look around to see if there is anything that will help me open it.



“Argh.  I want to know what is inside.”



I would kick the door but I’m only wearing my flimsy converses.  I need to go back to the house and see what I can use to force the door open.  There is some writing on the grey stonework of the tomb beside the door.  I run my fingers alongside them.







Cave Ne Introeas


 
.






I pull my phone out and put it into the search engine.  It’s Latin for ‘be careful do not enter’.




Be careful of what?  Was this mere superstition?




“Screw it.  I’m getting my sledgehammer.”



I work my way back to the house, soaking up the sunshine.  It’s a beautiful sunny day, perfect for being outdoors.  I’m parched, so I go through the back to the kitchen to get a large glass of water first.  I make my way to the basement, where all my tools are kept ready for the renovation work.  Being a city girl I trust no one, I thought things might get stolen if I put everything in the outbuilding.  I see the sledgehammer leaning against the wall.



“You will do just nicely.”



I yank it up with both hands and put it over my shoulder.  It’s heavy.  Trudging back up the stairs, I make my way back to the tomb.



It takes several times to get it right, but I hammer into the lock and break some of the wood, it seems to have rotted.  I push on the door hesitantly with my foot.  Sunlight follows me through the doorway.  It’s dusty and full of cobwebs inside.  I poke my head in first.  It’s a small room and in the middle is a raised large tombstone.  They shaped the top like a coffin.  It has a large cross covering it from top to bottom.  As I look all around it, I see nothing written on it other than the shape or a cross.  No.  It has writing at the bottom.  I wipe away the dirt and   take my phone out to use the light.







Non Aperire


 
.






I check the meaning on my phone. 







Do not open


 
.






“Do not open.  Ah well.  In for a penny, in for a pound.”



There is no name or date of death.  Perhaps there isn’t a body inside maybe they buried some sordid family secret in here or a family treasure.  I go back outside to get my hammer.  My stomach clenched in nervousness and my heart is pounding.  It seems rather macabre of me but I just have to know.  Putting the hammer on my shoulder and bring it down on the stone cross.  I have to hit the stone another few times before it finally cracks.  I pause.  Nope, I’m doing this.  I’ve come this far.  I slam the hammer down one last time with all the strength I have.  The stone gives way.  I push the debris to one side to peer inside.  Fumbling to get my phone out of my pocket again I shine the light inside the tomb.  I see a body lying on its side.



I shine the light towards the top of the tomb.



It looks like a male.  His face is all grey and leather-like.  He looks well-preserved other than the small tear on his cheek.  They didn’t have embalming fluid back then.




How the heck is he so well-preserved?




I notice the mouth is open with a large stone or rock inside of it, keeping the jaw wide open.



“Oh, my God.  What the fuck is this?”



Shining my light on the face, I yank the stone out.  No one should be buried like this.  Before I can blink, I see two red eyes open and pain in my wrist.  I try to yank it back, but the fucking zombie is attached onto my wrist, snarling and hissing.  I feel the life drain out of me. 



My eyes droop.







Me and my damned curiosity


 
.






Is my last thought as I topple into the tomb as I lose consciousness.



Chapter 3




Alexander





T

 he everlasting silence is maddening.  The deep sleep is preferable to the times when I wake up.  I can deal with the darkness. The bastard knew what he was doing.  I won’t die and I won’t live, not that I’m alive as it is.  I simply exist.  The point of feeling anything is over for me. I have periodically gone into hibernation, for how long?  I don’t know.  Madness is setting in.  I thought I heard the voice of a woman many hours ago. 

I suddenly hear a constant loud whirring sound that seems to get closer.



Is that...is that a woman’s voice?




“Screw it.  I’m getting my sledgehammer.”




Such a sultry voice.  Such strange words.  Perhaps I have finally succumbed to the madness.



I hear banging noises.  Some more words are uttered, and I feel so excited yet disoriented.  I need to play this safe.  I don’t know who this lady is, but it sounds as if she is freeing me.




“Do not open.  Ah well.  In for a penny, in for a pound.”




The tomb is being smashed.  The sound is deafening to my ears.  Not only do I have a hunter’s instinct, but my sight, hearing and speed are all part of my strengths as a predator.



If I had a heart, it would have been pounding right now.  I lay as still as a corpse as a final resounding smash of whatever this lady uses smashes through the tomb.



I only hear one heartbeat.  She smells of blossoms, a summer’s day, soil and grass.  I sense she has some sort of light on me.  Difficult as it is to remain still but I can scent blood on her.    I feel my body involuntarily twitch.  It takes all of my willpower to contain my rampant excitement.  I need her blood.



“Oh, my God.  What the fuck is this?”



How can a lady use such foul language?  She must be a lower classed peasant.



I feel her pull the rock out of my mouth.  There is blood in her veins.  I hear it pulse around her body, the beat of her heart. I don’t know if it is the starved state I am in, but it smells like the sweetest blood I have ever come across.  As soon as she pulls the rock out of my mouth, I open my eyes and savagely I bite her wrist, flooding my venom in her to make her compliant and get her under my control.  I suck on her wrist like a newborn tasting his first meal.



I hiss and snarl like the animal I have become.



Her blood is like nothing I have ever tasted before.  As I drain her uncontrollably, I feel the strength building in my body. I watch as her eyes droop and she falls forward into the tomb on top of me.  I keep sucking part of my brain is telling me to stop or I am going to end up killing the very person who freed me after who knows how long.



With that thought, I pull back.  I listen for her heart.  There is a faint beating sound.  Her soft body, that was on top of me, slides and falls to the ground.  The chains on my wrists break as I yank them. I do not know if it is her blood or if the iron has corroded through time.  I pull my neck upright, snapping the chain attaching me to the tomb.  I rip the iron collar that was placed on me like I was a dog.



I jump out of the tomb in a fluid movement and lift the young woman in my arms.  I lick her wrist, catching the droplets of blood and sealing her wounds.  When I see how deep I bit her, I wince. Dropping her wrist, I carry her out of my prison.  The sun is blinding my eyes.  As I look around, I see the bastard's house. We reach the back of the house through the overgrown garden. I cautiously push the door open.  I don’t hear anyone else.  Making my way to what I remember to be the receiving room, I carry the woman through to the room and see a large fainting couch.  The irony isn’t lost on me, laying her down on it.  Looking around, there are many strange things in this house. 




How long have I been gone for?




I push her dark hair away from her face tucking it behind her ear.  Her cheeks are too pale.  I take in her delicate features.  Looking down at her body, she is wearing male clothing.  I admire the fitted white garment she wears her breasts strain against the material.  Her lace undergarment is visible to me. I feel my cock stir as my gaze goes down her hips.  She wears what looks to be riding breeches.  Her arms are bloody with scratches.  I look up to ensure she is still unconscious.  I take her arm and lick the dried blood from her.  Even though I received enough blood to regain my strength, I hunger for more.



She tastes and smells utterly delicious.  I have no idea why her blood affected me in this way.  It must be the deprivation of sustenance for so long.  I see her scratches disappear. I lick her other arm, ridding her of her blood and her small wounds.  She moans and her eyes flutter. 



I take a step back.  I have no desire to scare her.  Unless she is Maxwell’s descendant, then she will pay for what they did to me.  I will not hesitate to drain her till there is nothing left but a corpse.  The rage builds inside of me.  The thought of this woman being related to that traitorous bastard.  I take a step closer to her.





Chapter 4




Holly





W

 hy do I feel so weak?  I try to open my eyes for several seconds.  What happened to me?  It all comes flooding back to the fucking zombie.

I force my eyes open and see above me a man.  He is like the man in the tomb, but his skin is no longer grey and shrivelled up.  He looks like a normal man, but with a pale complexion.  I glance down at his clothes and my mouth falls open.  He is wearing a Victorian outfit of a shirt, waistcoat, jacket and fitted trousers.  I look up at his face and he looks enraged.  His eyes are blood red.  He looks like the Devil.  The rest of his features are human.  He has dark brown hair and looks bizarrely quite young, maybe late twenties or early thirties.



I freeze in fear.  Is he going to finish the job?  He bit me and then I felt faint with weakness, like he took all my life force from me.



“What are you?”  I ask in a whisper.



“Who are you?  Are you related to the Maxwells?”



I shake my head.



“What year is it?”



“2022.”



His eyes widen.  He takes a step backwards.  He looks around his surroundings now, no doubt taking in the room.



“I have been entombed for 168 years.  That sanctimonious bastard will be dead and buried by now.  Who are you if you are not related to the Maxwells?”



His laser-sharp demon eyes return to look at me.



“I-I bought this house after John Maxwell died and he had no other living relatives.”



I touch my wrist where he bit me.  Looking down, I see two puncture marks that seem to have healed rapidly.  The bite is on my vein.  It isn’t painful, just gross to look at. 







Oh my God, these look like a vampire bite


 
.






I look back up at him.



“You’re a vampire?”



He smiles at me.  It isn’t a friendly smile.



He steps closer towards me.



I try to sit up, but I still feel dizzy and I fall back onto the pillows.



“If you have lied to me.  I will bleed you dry and rip your throat out.  Do you understand?”



I quickly nod my head, a wave of nausea floods through me.  Closing my eyes as I feel the dizziness take over again.  When it passes and I look up at him again.  He is frowning.



“You need something sweet to drink.  Where are your maids or butler?”



“We don’t have house staff or servants anymore.  I guess machines replaced them.  Or it is the ultra rich who still keep them.”



“You are not a peasant if you own Maxwell’s house.”



I wrap my arms around myself anxiously.  I don’t want him to carry out his threat of ripping my throat out.  I just need to play along.



“Where are your beverages kept?”



“In the kitchen,  there is a large silver box shape with handles.  Pull it open and there are some drinks in there.”



“Do not move and don’t even think of running away.”  He says in an aggravated tone of voice.



I give a slight nod of my head, pausing as another wave of dizziness ensues, along with nausea.  My heart is thumping wildly.  I close my eyes for a brief moment.  When I open them, he is standing there with a glass and three bottles of drinks.



“How did you…”



I couldn’t have closed my eyes for more than a few seconds.  He is fast.  There is no way I could outrun him.



“Which one would you like?”



“Ginger beer, please.”



He pulls the metal cap off the glass bottle and pours me out the drink.  Instead of handing it to me, he lifts me upright with one hand and places the glass on my lips.  I open my mouth and take a sip as the cold drink runs past my lips.  I drink faster.  Like that’s the least of my worries.



“Slowly, or you will be sick.”



I slow my pace down.  Some of the ginger beer dribbles down my lips and my chin, then my neck, but I don’t care.  I feel some energy after a few moments.



He pulls the glass away from me.  Moving closer, he licks the ginger beer on my chin before licking my lips and nipping me with his sharp teeth.  Licking my lips, then he swiftly moves away from me.  He is on the other side of the room now.



I touch my lip and feel the slight wound, but it isn’t painful.  It happened so fast there was nothing I could have done to pull away from him.  I can’t help but imagine all the horrible outcomes with this bloody vampire.



“I will be back.  Do not leave the premises under any circumstances.”



I don’t have an opportunity to say anything as he is gone.



I’m trapped in my home now all because I had to ignore all the beware and do not open signs.



My stomach churns as I finally take it in.



I’m his fucking food.



I thought no supernatural creatures were real.  I know what I saw.  He was the grey, deathly corpse one second and now he is a pale-looking human.  Even if he has luminous red devil eyes.  Something about him draws me into him.  Even through my fear, I find him enticing.  Maybe he hypnotised me.



I look out the window.  It is still sunny.  I didn’t think vampires could tolerate the sun.  Perhaps he is still in the house.  Either way, I’m not getting up till I finish the entire bottle of ginger beer.  I feel a shudder go through my body.



I need to gain my strength and figure out a way of how to get away from this bloodsucking freak.



Chapter 5




Alexander





I

 am reeling from what the woman has told me.  I also needed to get away from her to feed before I end up draining her.  Gripping the iron bar of the gate, I pull myself up and jump over the gates.  The road is deserted.  There is only one house here.  I run until I get to some woods.  God, it feels good to be free to run again.  That bastard had me entombed for 168 years.  I want to rip someone apart.

I stop my feet digging into the soft leaves.  I pause as I listen for any motion or sounds.  I hear muffled voices a quick run from where I am.  As I run towards them, I mull over my options and think how useful this woman is to me.  I could have her as a blood slave or, even better, a thrall.



No, I shake off the thought.  I don’t want her mindless.



I see what looks like a campsite.  There is a fire burning as two men sit beside it cooking what smells like fish.   



I don’t mesmerise them.  I hold one of them by the neck while I drink from the other, throwing him down onto the ground when I am done and I drink from the one I grasp by the neck.   Their blood tastes nothing at all like the sweetness I tasted earlier.   As I finish drinking this substandard meal.  I turn to look at the man.  I mesmerise him into forgetting that he saw me. 



“What the fuck?  You fucking freak.”  Meal number one says.



He regains his faculties and charges towards me.  I swiftly grasp his neck and mesmerise him.  It takes no longer than a few seconds before they both have a slightly vacant look in their eyes.



Disgusted in myself for behaving like a wild animal, I drop the man to the ground.



I make my way back to the woman’s house.



I pause near the doorway.  She is still laying on the fainting couch.  168 year’s without a woman I feel my cock thicken as I scent her fragrance of blossoms again.  I stand there and take her in.  She has raven coloured hair; with tousled strands falling over her face again.  Her face isn’t as pale as it was before.  She has beautiful, soulful, dark eyes.  Her lips look reddened, no doubt from the nip I gave her earlier.



I walk through the doorway.



She looks up at my movement and her large dark eyes are like a trapped deer.  I can see the tremor in her hands.  As much as I want to alleviate her fears a larger part of me needs to exploit the situation to my benefit.



“What is your name?”



“Holly Carmichael.”



“Holly...my name is Alexander Blackmore.  You are going to help me adjust to this new world I find myself in.  I would prefer your acquiescence or I can simply mesmerise you and you will obey, but you will be in a trancelike state.”



I like her name.  It suits her earthy, floral fragrance.



She is frowning now.



“I don’t want to be hypnotised.  I can try to help you.  What would that entail?  And for how long?  Can you try to be a little…nicer?  You’ve made your point with your earlier threats.”



I slowly walked over to her, standing above her.



“I’m not a nice man.  So no I won’t be nicer.  You will have no male callers.  I have been without a woman for a long time, Holly.  I’ve tasted your blood, but I wish to taste your body.  All of it.”



She swiftly sits up on the couch with a panic-stricken look on her face.



“I-I will help you, but you can’t force me to be with you like that.”  She says as a blush creeps up her neck.



I stare at her using my mesmeric gaze on her.







Fuck it.  I want her


 
.






She blinks at me.



“What?  Why are you looking at me like that?”



I frown.  I try again, glaring at her.



She looks back at me, narrowing her eyes at me.




This has never happened before.








Fascinating


 
.






Humans are prey, our food.  We command and they obey.



I take a hold of her hand.  Looking at how small and fragile it looks in my larger one.  I feel her heartbeat increase.  I stroke her arm.  Grinning as I hear a little hitch in her breath.



“I think you will find, I will do as I please.  I won’t kill you.  You freed me from my prison, after all.  Your little cunny is going to be mine soon enough.  It won’t just be for my pleasure.  I have existed for over 400 years.  Just think of what I can do for you and your tight little hole.”



Her eyes widen, her breathing was heavier and her hand trembles in mine.  I inhale the first scent of her delicious arousal.



“I-I’ve never had sex before and I’m not about to be used by you or any other man.”




A virgin.  Is this why her blood tasted so sweet?




“You prefer women?”



“No, but...”



“Well, it’s high time you learned what it feels like to be impaled on a hard cock, Holly Carmichael.  You are of age.  Why aren’t you married or are you betrothed?”



I don’t like that thought.



I impatiently wait for her to answer me.



Her small pink tongue nervously licks her lips.



“I was too busy studying.  I never had time for dating.  We don’t all marry or have an engagement in advance anymore.”



I let go of her hand and sit on the couch.  I grasp her by the waist and pull her on top of my lap.  She lets out a gasp.  Her body is rigid as her muscles tighten.



“You are going to eat.  Then you are going to take these manly garments off for me.  I can hear your heartbeat.  You don’t just want me to fuck you.  You need me to.  My senses are not like humans.  I can smell your arousal, Holly.  You can lie to yourself, but you can’t lie to me.”



I push my hips up under her round ass so she can feel my hard cock press up against her.



Her sweet scent of arousal was now stronger.



I smile and bring my mouth to the pulsating vein on her neck and lick her before giving her a nip.  Her body is trembling against mine now.



“Don’t worry, Holly.  I will go easy the first time on your little virgin pussy.  After that, I’m going to pound the years of frustration I have accrued out in it.  I will ruin you.  You will never look at another man again.”



Chapter 6




Holly





H

 e has his arms around my waist.  I can feel his hard cock under my ass.  I never thought when I woke up this morning I would need to contend with a psychotic vampire who is determined to fuck me.  Me and my damned curiosity.

Dear God.  He can smell me becoming horny?  I try to pull myself up from his lap.  He simply tightens his arms around me.



“You should eat.  You are going to need your strength.”



I lift my head up and glare up into his crimson eyes.  He said he wouldn’t kill me and I don’t know if I should believe him, though.  He has been angry and frustrated, but he doesn’t seem to have any malicious intent from what I can gather.  Other than he wants me to be his minion.



His hand creeps under my t-shirt.  He strokes my breast through the lace of my bra before pinching my hardening nipple.  He brings his mouth down to mine as he licks my lips before bringing his mouth down onto mine.  Forcing my mouth open and pushes his tongue into my mouth.  I bring my hand up to his shoulder; I try to push him away.  He feels like a brick wall; he doesn’t budge.



He continues to kiss me, exploring every part of my mouth as he squeezes my breasts.



He suddenly pulls back.



“Hurry and eat or I will take you right here.”



He sits upright and stands up, forcing me to stand as I slide off his lap.  He had only been gone for around ten minutes, but nausea and dizziness are gone now.  I need to eat. I only had breakfast this morning, and I was in the garden for hours.  Not to mention this freak sucked out my blood.



He takes my hand and pulls me towards the kitchen.  He towers above me in height.  I’m screwed in every way possible with this…person, vampire or nut job?



“Why don’t I get a say in this?”  I say as I try to tug my hand out of his.  It just clamps down even tighter.



I look up at him.  His hair is dusty, but it’s a dark brown.  He is handsome.  I wouldn’t be surprised if he was a player in his time.  Even with his dust covered, filthy clothes, he has a condescending air about him.



“I can hear and smell everything your body does.  I can confidently say I know what’s best for you.”



I gape at him.  This guy must have been an aristocrat, the self-entitlement says it all.



“Were you a nobleman in your time?”



“I was a great number of things, but yes, my full name is Lord Alexander Blackmore.”



“Figures.  Are there others like you?  Vampires, I mean.”



“Yes.”



My mouth drops open. 




There are more vampires in England?




“Hurry and make your food.”



“Okay, okay.  Keep your pants on.”



“What age are you?”



“I’m twenty-four.  Dare I ask what age you are?”



“I am 29 years of age.  I have been since 1621.  Food.”



He motions to me.






“1621!  Oh my God.  You can tell me so much about history.  You lived through it

 

all


 
.”






“Later.”



“But…”



“Later!”



I clamp my mouth shut.  It’s no point arguing with him.



Such a moody zombie vampire.



I go to the fridge and get the ingredients for a sandwich.  My mind reeling with what he told me.  I mindlessly make myself a roast beef salad sandwich.  Maybe he has low blood sugar.



“Can you eat human food?”



“No.  I do not need it.”



“Can I ask how you were trapped?”



I see the fury on his face instantly appear.  His lips tighten in anger.



“It’s not something I wish to discuss at the moment.”



I put my sandwich on the plate and gather everything to put it all away and wipe down the counter.



I sit at the kitchen table.  Alexander comes and sits opposite me.  His red eyes are laser-focused on me.



I try to ignore him as I eat.



“You have any books on history in your home?



“Yes, mainly to do with architect though.”



“Why buildings?”



“That is what I do.  I’m an architect.”



A slow smile appears on his face.



“Why are you smiling at that?”



“I shouldn’t be surprised that women have come so far.  It’s good to see.  You said you were very studious?”



“Yes.  I always had my head in books.  I finished my studying early as I was a few years ahead.  It made university a little awkward as I was the youngest person there.”



“Fascinating.”



I glance up at him to see if he is mocking me.



His expression is intent and I see no mockery on his face.  I continue eating my sandwich and try not to think about what is going to take place after I finish.



“You are a most unusual lady.  Highly intelligent.”



I feel the heat in my cheeks as he compliments me.  It feels nice this stranger is taken by my achievements when my family couldn’t care less.  Except for my grandfather, he had always encouraged me to reach for my dreams.



“Finish your meal, Holly.  You will find I am not a patient man.”



I narrow my eyes at him.



“And you will find I’m difficult to boss around.”



“We shall see.” He said with a small smile lingering on his lips.



I finish the last of my sandwich and try to drag out washing my plate.



The next thing I know, I’m in his arms, being carried up the stairs at a speed I can barely comprehend.



“Where are your chambers?”



He pauses in the hallway.  I look up at him.  He is carrying me as if I weigh no more than a pillow.



“I’m not sure about this.”



“Which room Holly or I will choose?”



“The second door to your left.” I said through clenched teeth.



Before I know it, we are standing in my room.  I chose the master bedroom.  It is the largest room with an ensuite, but it has the best view of the gardens.



I blink and he is outside the ensuite.  He stands in the doorway, looking at our reflection in the mirror.



“Show me how the bathing contraption works.  It looks to be large enough for both of us.  Is it like the kitchen?  The water is available?”



He is already stripping off his jacket and waistcoat.



I weigh my options.  I can’t run.  He can overpower me within seconds.  He will not stop his demanding ways soon.  I sigh and my shoulders slump downwards in resignation.



I make my way into the bathroom and turn the shower on for him.  As I pull away, I feel him come up behind me.



“Take off your clothes.”



His voice is husky now.



“Holly, I haven’t seen or touched a woman in 168 years.  Vampires have a voracity to consume in all things, including pleasures of the flesh. My patience is slipping.  I don’t want to hurt you.  Follow my instructions or I will carry them out for you.  You will not like my methods.”



I hesitate for a moment, trying to control the turbulent roiling in my stomach.  I’ve always been a bookworm.  My focus was always on graduating and then moving on to creating buildings.  I’m a twenty-four-year-old virgin.    Now I’m at the mercy of a freaking vampire. I take a few deep breaths, trying to calm down.  My first time with a super strength vampire who claims to have an insatiable libido.  I should have just shagged Cameron from Uni when I had the chance.  It would have been a safer option.  I slowly move my hands to unbutton my jeans.



“Good girl.”



The shower is steaming up as I pull my jeans off.  I wear simple white cotton panties, which I peel off next.  I feel his cool hands rest on my hips as I jump in fright.  He pulls my t-shirt over my head.  He is tugging at my bra, unable to open it.  I reach back and unhook it.  He pulls my straps down my arms, flinging the bra on the floor.  He takes my arm and pushes me into the shower.



“I want you to wash me.  Touch me.”



I turn around to look at his naked body.  He looks like a normal man.  He must be over 6 feet tall at least.  His shoulders are wide, his muscles are well defined, but not bulky.  I glance downward and see his enormous cock that looks fully erect.  I hope it is.  It looks as thick as my wrist and is at least nine inches long.  His hand moves down to his cock as he strokes it slowly from the tip of its head to the base.  I look up at him.  His eyes seem brighter, more of an amber colour, with the centre still slightly red.



“Don’t worry, I will go easy on you, Holly.  I may be a monster, but I won’t harm you anymore than necessary for the first time.  Now wash me, everywhere.”



I use a skin sensitive natural body wash. I hope he enjoys smelling like geraniums.  I take the bottle and my pink shower puff loofah.  I can’t help but smile at using my girly loofah on a 400-year-old vampire.  I bring my hand up to wash his neck and chest, scrubbing him with rushed, unsteady movements.  He doesn’t complain.  I wash him when he lifts his arms. He doesn’t have much body hair. I wonder if that is a vampire thing.  I squeeze behind him and wash his back.



“There is shampoo there, the brown bottle to wash your hair.  I can’t reach your head.”



He takes the bottle, not using the cap at the top. He simply twists the bottle open and pours some on his hand before washing his, hair which had been full of dust.



I continue to wash his back.



“Wash my legs.”



I glance down at his wet ass that looks as if they would fill out a pair of jeans nicely.  My heart is going to give out. I feel as if it is pounding in my chest uncontrollably.



This needs to be done quickly. I slide the loofah quickly down his buttocks, giving them a quick wash.  I reach out for more of the body wash for the loofah before I start on his legs, bending down to wash down to his ankles.



“Kneel.  I told you I want you to wash me everywhere.”



I glare at his back for a moment, wondering if a stake through his heart will kill this fucker off.



I slowly kneel on the shower floor.





Chapter 7




Alexander





I

 am enjoying this indoor waterfall system.  It is so much better than waiting for servants to heat water and deliver it to my quarters for a bath.  If these are the types of conveniences available now, I can see why servants are no longer required.  I twist my head back slightly and see her slowly kneeling down.  I want her to get used to seeing me naked and to touching my body.  She is now kneeling down and washing the backs of my legs and ankles.  I  rinse the soap from my head and turn around.

“Wash my feet.”



She looks up at me with daggers in her eyes.



“Don’t worry, Holly.  I will wash you soon enough.  I will ensure I am just as thorough.”



She makes a snorting noise and bends her head back down to wash my feet.  Even tapping my legs, so I lift my foot up as she washes underneath my foot.  Once she has finished washing, she puts a hand down and is pushing herself up.



“No, I said wash all of me.”



Her mouth tightens as she scrubs my legs vigorously, as if to scrape off my skin.  I can’t help but chuckle at her pique.  I’m going to enjoy every aspect of tormenting this young woman.  Being left in the darkness for so long makes me feel sadistic.  Perhaps she is my reward.



“I hope you are going to be more gentle with my cock, Holly.”



She glares up at me again.  Her hair now soaked, she is looking more like a drenched kitten than a fierce woman.  She is using a floral soap on me.  I don’t care.  The bastard tomb taints my body and I want to wash it off. I take the bottle from the small metal shelf and pass it down to her.



“Wash my cock, now.”



She flings the loofah angrily into the corner of the glass door and takes the bottle from me.  I watch as she squirts some in her palm.  Putting the bottle on the floor, she keeps her head lowered and blindly reaches for my cock.



“Eyes on me, Holly.”



She raises her head up to look up at me.  Her dark eyes are as curious as they are apprehensive.  She looks so good, kneeling at my feet.  Perhaps I can keep her as my pet.  I may not be able to keep her in a trance, but she is no match against my agile strength.  There is nowhere she can run that I won’t find her.



Her small hands wrap around my cock.  I close my eyes for a moment, enjoying the intimate touch of another after so long.  She is tentative in her movements.



“Harder, Holly.  Like this.”



I take her hands and move them up and down my length, squeezing her hands on my cock so they grip me harder.  I let go as she continues to fuck me with her hands.  I open my legs in a wider stance.



“Wash my cock and my balls, then rinse off.  I want your mouth on my cock.  Have you sucked a cock before, Holly?”



Her eyes widen before she hesitantly shakes her head.



I smile at her.  A pure virgin gift.  Who am I to refuse this?



“I will show you how.”



“Oh, I will be eternally grateful, Master.”  She snipes back at me while scowling.



“Oh, you will be, Holly.”



I feel her hand gently rub my balls with her palm.  Before she curls them up and squeezes them.  Her other hand still working the length of my cock.  I let out a moan and grip the tiles on the side.  I let her explore my body.  She is still being too gentle.  I feel my balls tighten I take hold of her wrist and pull her hand off my cock.  I do not want to spill myself in this bath.  Forcing my cock down her throat will need to wait.



I pull her upright and reach down for the round ball she used to wash me with and the floral soap bottle.



“It’s only fair I wash you now, Holly.  You did such a wonderful job of washing me.”



I pull open the top of the lid as she did earlier and squirt a large dollop of the soap on the puffy ball.



“Wash your hair while I wash this stunning body of yours.”



She looks younger than twenty-four years old, being as short as she is.  I start from her neck, going onto her collarbone.  My thirst for her hasn’t completely died, even after drinking from the two men.  Her blood tasted different from anything I have ever had before.  I wash her large breasts, rubbing the ball over her light brown nipples again and again until they are like hard little pebbles.  I bend down and lick them, unable to resist, I suckle her nipple into my mouth.  The temptation to bite her is there.  I hold back.  I want her to be coming on my cock before I drink from her again.  She is going to be fucking delicious to drink from while my cock is embedded inside her.



Her hands grip my hair as she groans.  I smile against her breast.  This is one virgin I will always remember deflowering.  I slip my hand down her soft belly and feel her pussy.  She has a small patch of dark hair.  I slip my fingers towards her pussy lips that feel swollen.  Her little cunt is slippery with her sweet arousal.  I gently push my finger into her tight hole.  I slip in with ease.  Pushing a second finger in and suck her on her nipple harder as I fuck my fingers in and out of her tight hole.  I pull my head back slightly.



“I believe I told you to wash your hair, Holly.  I wouldn’t dally if I were you.”



I shove my fingers in deeper until I feel the small barrier.  I gently push against it, testing it.



“My little virgin whore.  You want this.”



She gasps out loud and refuses to look at me.



I pull my fingers out to taste her.  Not as sweet as her blood, but sweeter than any pussy I’ve tasted.  I swiftly wash her body, not missing a spot as she washes her long hair.  I turn her towards the glass door and wash her ass.   Squeezing the soap on top of her ass.



“Bend over and hold on to the glass.”



I rub the soap on the crack of her round, plump ass.  Rubbing it into her little asshole.



“All these virgin holes for me, Holly.  It is almost worth the wait if this is my reward.”



Squeezing out more soap, I force my fingertip into her ass.  The soap making it easier to violate her tight little hole.



She cries out.



“What…?”



“Shh. Easy, just relax your asshole for me.”



I push my fingertip in and out of her hole, watching as I stretched the tight ring for my finger.  I push deeper before adding a second finger into her abused little hole.



“Please.”



I drop the washing ball on the floor.  I used my hand and rubbed her little clitoris.  The benefit of having lived as long as I have is knowing every part of a woman’s body.  Even in a tranced state, I could bring a woman to orgasm.  I feel her push back against my finger.



“Thats a good harlot.  Fuck yourself on my fingers.  You like having my fingers in your dirty little hole?”



I push my fingers deeper into her asshole.  Hearing her moan in response.  My cock is so hard, I can feel my pre-cum dripping down.  I need to get her onto a bed before I burst.  There is so much I want to do to her.



I pull back from her body.



“I will bathe you afterwards properly.  I need inside you right fucking now.  Turn the water off.”



I watch as she turns around and turns the knob under the waterfall.  The hot water turns off instantly.



I open the door and pull her out.



“Towel?”



She walks over to a small cabinet and pulls out two towels.  I take one from her and dry her body.  Turning her around.  She is wrapping a towel around her head.  I use the towel to quickly dry myself off and run it over my head.



I scoop her up again under her knees and around her waist and take her through to the bedchamber.  I can feel her body trembling.



Fuck, I need to try to go slowly.



The towel on her head falls off because of the speed of my actions.  I have her lying on the bed in what feels like a millisecond.



“Part your thighs for me.  Let me see you.”



She opens her legs, raising her knees so I can see her little cunt.



“Do you play with your pussy, Holly?  It can’t have been easy, not having a hard cock in there all these years.”



Her face turns pink as she nods.



“Let me see your fingers inside your little hole.  Show me how you fuck your fingers inside of yourself.”



She eases two fingers inside her seeping little hole.  She sighs in relief, irritating me she is feeling pleasure and it is not from my hands.



I feel unhinged and irrational.



I dive onto the bed, pulling her hand out and bury my face between her outspread thighs.  I lick up her juices, savouring her taste on my tongue.  I keep lapping her cunt till I bring my mouth onto her clitoris and suck it hard.  She writhes on the bed, pushing her hips higher towards my mouth.  My teeth elongate in preparation to devour her.  I pull back.  It’s too soon.



I take my cock in my hand, yanking on it hard before squeezing the base, hoping I will not cum like a schoolboy.  I look up at her eyes that are half closed in desire, her cheeks flushed with colour, her wet hair spread across the pillowcase.



“Yes.  Now I think you are ready for my cock.  Aren’t you, Holly?”



“Maybe…If you were a little smaller.” She croaked out.



I smile at her fear.  It won’t stop me.



I cover her body with mine.  Feeling my hard cock rubbing up and down her pussy lips.  I take my hand and guide my cock into her tight little hole.  Pushing forward slightly inch by inch until I feel her barrier.



Letting go of my cock, I push her thigh, spreading her open wider.



“It will only hurt for a moment.”



With that, I force my aching cock into her till I feel the barrier give way to my cock.  Piercing her little virgin cunt open.  She cries out and grips my shoulder.  I hold still as she adjusts to my thick cock being inside her pussy.



“Okay?”



She licks her lips and swallows before nodding.







Thank fuck.  I need to move


 
.






I lean down and kiss her lips, not caring that she is tasting herself, deepening my kiss as I slowly fuck my cock into her another few inches.  She is gripping me so tight with her pussy, making it difficult to fuck myself into her.  I smell her blood.  Her virgin blood.



I pull myself out of her and I swiftly move down her body.  My cock is tinged with her blood.  I see a droplet dripping out of her pussy.  I grip her hips and pull her cunt to my face as I lick it off and plunge my tongue into her cunt.  Not wasting a single drop of her sweet, tantalising taste.  She is unlike anything I have ever tasted.  My saliva will help sooth her little cunt.



She rubs her pussy along my face as I bury myself deeper in her cunt.  When I can no longer taste anymore blood, I stop and get back to the task at hand.



I put her legs on my shoulders and bring my cock back to her pussy.  I push into her much easier this time.  Fucking into her harder than before.  I look down and see she has taken most of my cock.  I pull back and slam into her hard, no doubt bruising her, but I am past caring.  If I need to fuck her like an animal, I will.



“Alex, please.  I need-I need…”



“I know what you need, my little whore.  You need to be fucked harder.”



I push her legs down towards her as I bring my hands up beside her head.  I pull back my hips and fuck into the tightest little cunt I have ever been in.   The relief of being buried inside of her again and again is immense.  I speed up, fucking into her faster and harder.  Gasping as I feel her tight muscles massage my cock.  A gush of her arousal making it easier for me to continue at the punishing pace.



I pull back and slam into her again and again till I feel my balls tighten and my cum rising.  I reach between her legs, rubbing her little clit hard in a circular motion as thrust hard into her velvety cunt.  As soon as I hear her cries and her pussy strangles me, I push her hair back from her neck and latch onto her, piercing her neck as I did her cunt.  My cock buried deep in her hole.  Finally I spurt out my, release painting her insides with my seed again and again as I suck her sweet blood, releasing some venom inside of her which will enhance her orgasm.  I feel her cunt clenching around my cock again and again as she keeps cumming on my cock.  My cock continues to spurt out more seed than I ever have.  Perhaps 168 years worth.



I release her neck, conscious that I drank a lot from her earlier.  I lick the wounds, sealing the area with my saliva.  My hard cock is inside her. Looking down at her face, she looks serene, almost drunk with her eyes glazing over.



“You look as if you have needed that as much as I did.”



As her eyes focus, she brings her gaze towards me, sighing.



“I probably have.  At least you didn’t lie about your skills.”



I stiffen in offence at her questioning by abilities.  Women used to beg me to fuck them.  It must show on my face as she giggles.



She pats my cheek.



“Don’t worry if you want me to leave you an excellent review somewhere, just let me know.  We can post an advert for you ‘great with virgins’.”



“I have no clue to what you are prattling on about.  All I know is its offensive.  You are a cheeky little minx.  I’m going to have to keep you in line.”



“Good luck with that.  Many have tried and failed.”



I smirk down at her.



“I think you will find I am one of a kind.”



She opens her mouth to speak.  I pull back and push my hard cock back into her wet cunt.  I feel my cum seeping out as I ease my way back into her, pushing it all back inside of her.



Her pussy clamps down on me and she gasps.



“I have a fresh new pussy to break in first.  We can talk later.”



Chapter 8




Holly





L

 ater was at nighttime after he had fucked me another three times.  My poor vagina went from never having a cock to having one embedded in it for over three hours.  He ran me a bath and let me soak in between.  I was right.  He is insatiable.  His cock hasn't softened once.

I’m currently trying to detangle my hair in front my dresser.  Alex comes up behind me, placing his hands on my shoulders.  He is wearing my grandfather’s clothes.  Clothes I couldn’t yet give away to charity.  A blue shirt that looks a little short on the sleeves and some plain black trousers.



He looks at me in the mirror, smirking.



“How is your little pussy feeling now?”



“Sore.”



“There is no ointment?”



“I’m sure there will be, but I’ve never needed it before, so I doubt I will have any in my first aid kit.”



“I’m happy to lick it better for you.  You know my saliva will make it all better.”  He says as he plays with my hair.



“No.  No way.  That’s what you said last time, and you fucked me raw again.”



He shrugs his shoulders.



“It’s not my fault your wet little pussy wanted more.  By the end you were begging me to fuck you.”



I shake my head at him as I carry on, tugging my way through the tangles.



“I need you to update me on some things.  I have to see if I can find some of my coven.”



“They will be in London?”



He sighs.



“They might be or they might have moved on and returned.  We don’t age, so we usually went to various parts of Europe or America.  I am originally from London so I always return home.”



“I have some questions.  How can you walk under the sun and not burn?  Why can I see your reflection in the mirror?  Have you mesmerised me without my knowledge? Why are your eyes almost black now and not red?”



I see him smiling at me.



“There have always been many myths about vampires.  Most are false.  We can walk fine under the sun. It’s our eyes that are slightly sensitive to it.  We don’t burn.  I have no clue what you mean about my reflection.  I tried to mesmerise you, it didn’t work.  My eyes are no longer red because I'm calmer. Thanks to you and your tight little pussy.”  He says while smirking and giving me a wink.



My jaw slackens slightly.



“So you aren’t allergic to garlic?  A wooden stake through the heart won’t kill you?”



“Garlic doesn’t affect us.  We would need to be decapitated and burned to die.  We don’t have a functioning heart.”



“How did you turn into a vampire?”



“That’s enough of your questions.  I need you to update me on this century.”







Hmm touchy subject, I guess


 
.






“I think it’s better if I show you.  Just let me sort out this mop of hair first.”



He takes the hairbrush out of my hand and his hands are a blur in my hair.  In less than a minute my hair has been combed by the super horny freak.



“Wow, the speed must come in handy.”



“It does.  Are you hungry?  You need to keep up your strength.”



I roll my eyes at him.  If he keeps fucking me and sucking me dry, he will keep draining me of all my energy.



“You said your family name was Carmichael?”



I turn around to look up at him.



“Yes.  Do you recognise the name?”



“There was a family named the Carmichael’s in my time.  They were friends of one of my coven members.”



“Are you serious?”



“Yes.”



“My family is from London, minor Scottish nobility.  We have Scottish roots.  As far as I know, there have been generations that have only ever lived in England.  It could be the same family line.  What are the chances?”



“There is something different about your blood.  I’ve tasted nothing like it before and it gives me a boost of power.  It’s almost addictive.  When I left earlier, I couldn’t risk taking more from you.  I came across some men in the woods and their blood tasted almost nasty in comparison.”



“You just chewed on someone’s neck for a snack?”  I exclaim.



“Of course.  I mesmerised them afterwards.  They will have no memory and with my, venom there is no pain.  As you know, it can be most pleasurable.”



He leans down, pushing my hair out of the way and kisses my neck, inhaling deeply.



“You smell delicious.  No matter how many times I fuck you or feed from you.  You are like my personal drug, addictive.  Let’s get you some food before you end up flat on your back again.”



He pulls me up from my stool.



I agree.



I’m not sure my pussy can take his level of pounding again tonight.




∞∞∞




I sit at the kitchen table and I watch Alex tap away on my laptop across from me.  I made some pasta with some salad.  A quick but satisfying meal.  I was ravenous after that marathon sex session.  He didn’t even seem winded.  It felt like he could have fucked me throughout the night if I hadn’t been so tender.



“This is a lot to take in.  There have been so many changes.  It is a different world to what I knew it to be.  I can search for names on this internet?”



“Kind of.  You can search for a name but it has to be linked to some sort of social media account.  If you are all wanting to be inconspicuous, I doubt your coven members will have social media accounts.



“Can you drive one of these motor engine carriages?”



“Yes.  I have one in the garage.  It’s easier if you just call it a car.”



He nods as I make my way over to the laptop.  His arm comes out, and he wraps it around my waist, pulling me down onto his lap.  He does his dog like sniffing of me again.  I shift on his lap so I can face the laptop.



“What are your friends’ or coven members’ names?”



He is too busy rubbing his cock along my ass while holding onto my hips.



“Focus.  Names.”



“You call me bossy.”  He grumbles.  “Fredrick Goodwin and try Silas Harker.”



His hands come down on my thighs, and he yanks my legs apart.



“How sore are you?”



He caresses my pussy through my leggings.



“Too sore for your massive cock.  Let me do this or I will sit in a different chair.”



His arms lock around my waist.



“Try moving off my cock, if you can.”



I choose to ignore him and type in the first name.  There are no hits at all.  I try the second one.  There is a Facebook account.  There are no pictures and no posts on his wall.



“I’ve found something on a Silas Harker.  I am going to private message him with just your name.”  I send him a message just saying Alexander Blackmore from my own Facebook account.  I have my settings in private.  He won’t be able to see much.



“Hmm. that’s good.”  He kisses my neck.  Bringing his hands up to my breasts.  He inhales deeply yet again.



“I can smell your pussy, Holly.”



“Sniff away all you want, it doesn’t mean I’m going to take you again this soon.”



I let out a yawn.



“Fine.  Leave your laptop on.  After I see you to bed, I will go back on it.”



I nod.  Too tired for anything else.  He picks me up again and carries me.  My arms go around his neck.



“You don’t have to carry me everywhere.”  I murmur.



“I don’t have to, but I want to.”



He carries me into my bedroom, lying me down on top of the bed.



“I need to wash up first.  Come on, I will show you how you can brush your teeth, even your pointy ones.”



I show him my electric toothbrush.  I take a spare attachment out for him and watch him awkwardly brush his teeth for the first time using technology. 



I feel my eyes drooping.



He is watching me in the mirror.  He rinses his mouth and washes the toothbrush before putting it back in the ceramic cup for it.



“Let’s get you to bed before you fall asleep in the bathroom.”



I nod.  I don’t know if it’s the lack of blood or the sex, but I am dead on my feet.



He picks me up and throws me over his shoulder this time.  He slaps me on my ass.



“Ouch.  You know at some point there is going to be payback for all this abuse.”



He snorts.



“Of course.  I am trembling in fear of you, a five foot human.”



He throws me down on the bed before he strips off his shirt.



“I thought you were going to do some more studying.”



“I can do that later.”



I am in a t-shirt so all I do is take off my leggings throwing it onto the chair.  Alex is looking at my bare legs.  His nostrils flare as he starts sniffing the air like a bloodhound gearing up for the hunt.



“I need sleep.  Don’t even think about it.  You have sucked out all my blood and energy today.”



He pulls the covers back for me.  I dive straight in.  He pulls me up against his chest.  His hard cock is nudging against my stomach.  It is so strange he isn’t cold, but he isn’t warm either.  He has no heartbeat, no pulse, yet he is alive.  I cannot get my head around his existence.  I would never believe it if someone told me vampires exist.  I’d have questioned their sanity.



He wraps his arms around me tighter.



I fall asleep within seconds, feeling strangely secure in his arms.





Chapter 9




Alexander





A

 s Holly sleeps, I play with her hair and stroke her neck.  I don’t feel like leaving her, I feel the need to protect her and keep my eyes on her.  I don’t know what is going on with me.  Perhaps my mind has weakened being trapped for such a long time and remaining in such a dormant state of being.  I hear her strong heartbeat and her little sounds of breathing.  I put her through a great deal today.  My cock just won’t stay down.  Perhaps I should go to another room and use another shower.  Holly had told me all about the modern conveniences available.  I am so glad women do not need to wear unnecessary corsets and bindings.  I like this new easy access.

I need to go back to my search.  I need to see how much Maxwell uncovered.  My own household staff had betrayed me to him.  Maxwell, being a noble, had an influential position within Parliament. He came across the knowledge of our existence.  I had tried to warn the coven leaders that I had heard he was hunting vampires.  My warnings fell on deaf ears.  We are a haughty lot.  This could have been our downfall.   I hope the message Holly has sent is to the Silas who I knew so many years ago.  We had been a trio.  Sticking together and creating havoc together.  I had thought about Fredrick and Silas often when I was first buried alive in that horrid tomb, eventually giving up hope they would find me.  To destroy that thing, I need to speak to Holly.  I want to decimate it.






Holly is now snoring softly, making me smile.  I need to snap out of this fucking trance

 

she


 
has

 

me


 
under, like I am some kind of sap.  I think I would have been in an uncontrollable rage if I hadn’t fucked Holly.  The red in my eyes was an unmitigated fury.  It is a warning sign to other species and vampires alike to keep away or fight.






I slide out from under Holly.  Gently placing her head on the pillow.  She mumbles slightly and goes back to sleep.  Quietly, I close the bedroom door behind me.  I walk through the house.  It is in a state of disrepair, the Maxwell’s must have fallen on hard times.  Holly had shared what her plans were for her new home.  I knew she was clever when she told me she was so studious that she had never had time for men, but when she showed me her drawings, I saw how talented she truly is.  The best thing is she will wipe away everything from within the Maxwell home.  It pleases me to no end knowing that their lineage is dead.  I don’t even need to hunt anyone down to kill. 



Holly showed me the password that I put in.  Searching back through the years following the Maxwell line to see if I can see any other names that I recognise or search the associated names.  I find nothing.  I study some more of what this century is like and wonder where the others will be and if in these new times they can be more open, the 1800s were dull compared to what I see now.



I hear movement.  I freeze.  It’s coming in quick.  Too quick.  I rush to the front door, unlocking it and yanking it open, ready to attack, when I see a familiar face.



“Silas!  You never could sneak up on me.”



I grip him in a bear hug, lifting him up.  He hugs me back as he tries to crush my rib cage.



“Alex, where the fuck have you been?  I saw that message today and if I had a heart, I would have had a heart attack.  What the fuck?  Why didn’t you get in touch with us?  This is the last place I would have thought to look for you in.”



“Calm down.  Come in.  I will explain everything to you.  Where is Fredrick?”



His expression turns somber, and he shakes his head.



“They found his body burned to ashes, but his limbs and head were removed beforehand.  I only knew it was him because of his pocket watch.”



My expression hardens.



“We have much to discuss then.”




∞∞∞




“This Holly broke your tombstone?  She is still alive?”



I glare at him.



“Yes.  I stopped feeding on her when she collapsed.  Her blood, though.  I’ve tasted nothing like it in all these years since that bitch turned me.  I went to feed on some other humans and their blood tasted like shit in comparison.”



Silas rubs his chin thoughtfully.



“What?”



“A lot has changed since they had trapped you.  Vampires can do as they wish in the seediest of places where humans enjoy what we do to them.  We had dens similar, but nothing like the clubs available now.  Knife play, blood play, it’s a big hit with humans.  I discovered we can have blood mates.”



He pauses, looking at me with a serious look before continuing.



“I have my wife Georgina.  She has been with me for the last seventy years.  She is still human, and she hasn’t aged.”



“How is that possible, Silas?”



I gape at him in astonishment.



“It’s not very well known and for good reason.  We have children.  I am sure through time more vampires have discovered this, but to protect their mate and children, they have hidden or kept quiet in order to protect their families from some of the more depraved vampires.”



I frown, but then nod in understanding.



“How can we have children, though?  Is our seed not as dead as our bodies and souls?”  I ask still confused how this can be.



“It is to everyone but our blood mates.  I think Holly is your blood mate.  Does she smell irresistible to you?  Her blood gives you extra strength?  You can’t mesmerise her?”



“Yes!  Yes,  I tried to mesmerise her, and it didn’t work.  I didn’t want to leave her alone earlier.  You know me, Silas.  When did I ever care what a woman wanted of me?  As long as I got what I needed, I cared little for any of them.  Are you living in London?  I might need you close by.”



“No.  I live out in the countryside a few hours’ drive away.  You must come and meet my family, bring Holly.  I have taken Georgina to a few high-ranking events, but I keep her away from the coven.  Most of them presume she is a blood slave.”



“I don’t think I will leave here for a little while.”



Silas chuckles.



“I remember those days.  It eases off slightly, but the need to be close to your mate never truly goes away.”



“How has Georgina not aged, but you never turned her?”



“It’s as if we make them into newborns, but they don’t turn into vampires.  There are no adverse effects.  If anything they become healthier.  You will know if Holly is your blood mate soon enough.  I hope she is, you deserve some happiness.  It’s so good to see you, my old friend.  I am glad you survived that prick’s entrapment.”



“You too, Silas.  There were times I would awaken from my slumber and remember the sheer hopelessness of my situation.  I don’t know how I didn’t become mad or how 168 years passed.”



“There is a coven meeting if you want to come.  It won’t be for several weeks yet.  I will message Holly for either her phone number or yours.  All your belongings are safe in your house.”



“Still?  After all these years?”



“You think I would have let anyone sell your family home?  I would need to have seen your body with my own eyes first.”



I pull Silas into another hug.  This is what friends are never losing hope, even after all these years.




∞∞∞




Silas leaves a few hours afterwards.  Needing to go home to his mate, he refused to stay.  I look at the mantelpiece clock.  It is a little after three am.  Holly will still be sleeping.  I need some more of her pussy, but I should let her rest some more.  Resting my head on the cushion as I lay on the couch. I know if I am beside her in bed, I will be fucking her.  For most of the years they trapped me, I have slept out of necessity. I will just rest for a short while.




I am home, but it looks so different.  I walk into the house.  It is brightly decorated, and it looks modern.  I hear laughter in the dayroom.  I follow the sound.  Holly is lying on the floor with a young child.  I blink.





Is this real?





The child has my dark brown colour of hair.





Holly looks up.  She looks almost ethereal in her beauty.  Her dark wavy hair falls over her shoulders.  She smiles at me softly.  Her eyes look softer and more content than I have ever seen her.





“Look, daddy is home.”  She says to the child.





It is a little boy.  He turns to face me and I can see both of our features in his little face as he smiles at me.  I instantly freeze. This is my family.




I jerk awake.




Dear God.





Can this be?




I look at the clock.  It is nearly six am.  Swiftly sitting upright.  I close my eyes again.  I want to remember the images I had seen.  Silas said I would know if Holly was my blood mate.  I know for damn sure she is something.  Never in all my four hundred years of existence have I ever had a dream.  I had forgotten how startling it can be.







Holly


 
.






I practically fly up the stairs, quietly pushing the door open.  It is still dark in the room with the curtains blocking any of the dawn light.  I smell her scent of blossoms.  Silently, I push the door closed.  I do not need light.  I can see just fine in the darkness.  She is sprawled across the bed diagonally, sleeping peacefully.  My dream will become a reality. I take my trousers off and throw them on the chair.  I drag the covers down slowly.  Her legs are tangled in them.  I lay down in front of her and I push her onto her back gently.  She yawns and stretches her hands upwards, but her eyes remain shut.



I wait till she settles down again and I pull her little white knickers down her ass and legs.  Instantly I smell her sweet, musky little pussy.  I hold both of her thighs apart as I lick her pussy up and down, I use plenty of my saliva to ensure it will help if her pussy is still feeling tender.   



I look up.  Her eyes are still closed, her legs are lax.  Good.  She doesn’t get a say in this.  I spit on her pussy.  Rubbing my saliva into her, pulling her nether lips open, I admire her pink little hole.  Before I lick her again.  I slide my hands under her ass, gripping each cheek in a light grip. I hold her close to my face.  Running my tongue along her clitoris and suck it lightly in my mouth.  I push my hands up under her shirt.  Smiling when I realise she isn’t wearing her breast contraption.  I play with her breasts as I continue to suck on her pussy that is soaking my face.  I tweak her nipples gently as not to wake her up.



She murmurs in her sleep.  I let go of her, needing to be inside of her.  I bring my hard cock up against her little pussy.



Chapter 10




Holly





I

 wake up feeling my pussy being filled and the weight of Alex on top of me.  I can’t help but let out a moan of pleasure as I slowly awaken.

“Alex...”



“Shh.  I waited long enough for you to get your rest.  You just need to lie back and take my seed, like my good little whore.”



This filthy mouthed vampire makes me so angry and horny at the same time.  I look up at him to see if I can see any red in his eyes.  He is looking down at my wet pussy.  I feel his cock push into me.  I grasp his arms.



He looks up at me, grinning now.  I sigh in relief.  His eyes are his usual, almost black this morning.



He leans down to kiss me.  As he continues to push his cock further into me.  I breathe heavily into his mouth, gasping as he thrusts forward, slamming the rest of his cock inside of me, filling me completely.



I bring my legs and wrap them around his waist.  Pushing myself towards him.  I don’t know why I am feeling so horny and why I didn’t do this sooner.



“That’s it, my little virgin whore.  Take what you need.”



He tortures me by fucking into me slowly.  He nuzzles my neck, inhaling deeply.



“Alex, please, I need more.”



“Patience, Holly.”



He continues to thrust his full length inside me and pull out again and again.  I glare up and him now.



“Get on your hands and knees.  If you act like a bitch in heat, you will get fucked like one.”



He sits up, pulling his cock out of me.



I scramble onto my knees, not caring that I am acting like I’m in heat.  He needs to fuck me like he did yesterday.  I’m sure the asshole is torturing me on purpose.



I feel his hands stroke my ass before he slaps me.



I instantly feel the sting.  I don’t have time to say anything. His hand pushes my face into the pillows.



I feel him come behind me, hauling my hips up higher before he thrusts into me hard.  I put my hands up to stop my head from hitting the headboard as I cry out. 







Shit, he feels even deeper like this


 
.






“Is this what your pussy needed?  My hard cock?”



He is gripping my hips in a bruising hold.



“Yes, fuck me now!  Alex.”



He fucks into me hard and fast now.  I moan in relief.  I keep my head down, unable to do anything but take his pounding.  Pushing my ass back on his cock as much as I can.  He uses his hands to yank me back and forth off his cock.



I feel his hand drop from my hip and reach under me as he rubs my clit in small circles.



“I want you to soak my cock, Holly.  Do it.  Cum for me, my pretty little whore.  Be a good girl and take my seed.”



I wail as my orgasm crashes through me.  His cock continues to fuck me through my orgasm.  He pulls me up by my shoulder and bites my neck as I feel his cock erupt deep inside of me.  I clamp down on his cock as I feel his venom flood through me to heighten my pleasure to ecstasy.  He is like a drug.  I feel him sucking deeply, snarling like a rabid animal as he continues to cum inside of my pussy.  Overwhelmed by the sensations, I moan as I feel my eyes close.  I hope he doesn’t bleed me dry is my last thought.



I wake up again.  This time, I’m wrapped up in Alexander’s arms as he runs his fingers through my hair. My face is on his chest.



“I fucked you into a coma, it seems.” 



I feel his chest rumble as he speaks.  I stretch my body out.  My muscles ache but I feel content.



“I wouldn’t mind being woken up like that every day.  That was intense.”



I look up at him.  His expression is softer than I have seen it before.



“I can accommodate you with that request.  Are you hungry, or do you need more of my cock first?”



I glance down and sure enough, I can see the outline of his hard cock under the covers.  Sliding my hand down from his chest over his abdomen and under the covers.  I touch the tip of his cock before stroking him up and down.  Even when I wrap my fingers around him, I can’t enclose my hand around his girth. 







This house was a bargain for what I have got in return


 
.






I slide down the bed, taking the covers with me.  Looking up at him, his eyes are watching me intently.



I give him a small smile before I push his legs open to sit between them and I lower my mouth onto his cock.  Licking the large head before sucking the tip in my mouth.  Never in a million years would I have thought I would enjoy sucking a cock.  I wonder if I should tell him he has a pretty cock.



I hear him let out a groan.



I open my mouth as wide as I can to suck more of his cock inside of my mouth before I graze my teeth over him.  I can taste myself on him and it only turns me on more.  His hands instantly come to my head, pushing me further down, making me swallow more of his cock.  I feel the head of his cock hit the back of my throat.



“Such a good whore.”



He says in a husky voice.  “Take me deeper.  Keep swallowing my cock.”



I breathe through my nose, trying not to gag as he pushes my head further down his cock, pushes past the tight opening of my throat. I pause as I keep my jaw wide open.



“Fuck, your throat feels so good.  We are going to train it to take a good fucking soon.  Not this morning, though.”



He pulls my head off his cock.  The next second, I am flat on my back with my legs in the air and his cock is between my legs.



“I need your pussy again.  Let me check how wet your little cunny is first.”



He pushes his fingers inside of me.  Pulling out only to push more until he is fucking me with all four fingers.  I gasp and moan as he rubs my clit.



“Yes, look at your hole sucking up my hand.  You need more of my seed in here, Holly.”



He pulls his hand out and lifts my legs up over his arms, locking me in place under him.



As he pushes his cock into my wet pussy, I close my eyes. I swear he came so much inside me earlier I am soaked.  I moan out loud as he pushes his cock inside me inch by inch.



“Only a virgin yesterday and look at you moaning for more of my cock now.  You’re going to be the most perfect whore for me.  My mate.”



I open my eyes and he has such an intense look on his face, it’s almost psychotic.  Before I can think anymore of it, he pulls back and rams into me.



He brings his mouth down on my breasts as he sucks my nipple deep in his mouth.  I hold his head, gripping his hair, pushing his face down on my breast.



He fucks into me furiously now.  I can hear the headboard banging on the wall.  All I can do is lie here and take his punishing thrusts, gasping for breath.



“Rub yourself.  I want to watch you come apart.  Fucking now, Holly.”  He says against my breast as he sucks my other nipple before lifting his head up.



I rub my clit as he continues to pound into me.  He is fucking me so deep.  I feel my muscles tense as I cum again, my pussy clenching down on him again and again as I feel a spurt of liquid erupt from me.  His head drops as he bites my breast, sucking and releasing his venom into me once more.  He keeps fucking into me as he feeds before I hear him release me to roar out his release as I feel his cock jerk and twitch inside me, filling me with his cum.  He holds himself deep inside me.  Letting go of my legs.  I pant as I come down from my orgasm, but feel as if I’m floating from his venom.



I feel something thick and wet drip on my lips.



“Drink.”



I open my eyes and he is holding his wrist over my face as droplets of black blood ooze out of it.  I try to close my mouth, but he holds my jaw open.



“Don’t fight this, Holly.  This is our fate.  Neither of us can deny it.”




What the fuck is he talking about?




He holds my jaw for a few moments as I feel the viscous sludge slide down my throat.  My eyes open wide in panic, unable to get out of his grip.  I try to claw at his hand, but it feels like a steel clamp forcing my jaw open. 







I don’t want to be a vampire


 
.






“Shh.  It’s fine.  You won’t become like me, keep drinking.”



He lets go of my jaw after a few long moments.  I glare at him, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand still tasing his metallic nasty blood.  Rubbing my aching jaw.  I jump up to go to the bathroom to rinse my mouth out.  Grabbing my robe from the bathroom door, angrily putting it on.  I go back to the bedroom.



“What the fuck was that?”  I screech.



He is standing up now in all his naked glory.



He is smiling at me.







Fucking smiling


 
.






“You’re my blood mate, Holly.  Your scent, your blood, you are my human.  My friend Silas came last night.  He suspected you were my mate.  He is married to his.”



My legs suddenly feel like jelly.  I walk over to the bed in a daze and sit down.



“But…why did you make me drink your blood?”  I ask hesitantly.



“It completes the bond between us and it will keep you from aging.  If you weren’t my blood mate, you would have turned instantly started having symptoms of becoming a vampire.”



I look up at him incredulously.



“Why would you take that risk?  Why would you risk turning me into a vampire?”






“I am absolutely certain that you are my mate, Holly.  I have lived for so long and I have never felt or tasted anything or anyone remotely like you.  You were mine when I first heard your pretty little voice near my tomb.  You were mine when I first laid eyes on you and tasted you.  I just ensured that you will

 

always


 
remain mine.”








Chapter 11




Alexander





I

 watch as her mouth opens and her eyes widen in shock.  I went with my instincts after fucking her.  My seed will take root. She isn’t suffering, and she isn’t turning.  It only confirms she is my blood mate.  I have no regrets in forcing her to accept my blood.

“So what will I become?”



“You won’t change physically into a vampire.  You will remain human, you will just live longer.  My seed will take root in your womb.  I can only have children with my blood mate.  Never did I imagine this would ever happen.  How can I not be ecstatic, Holly?”



“Children?  I need coffee.  My head is spinning.  You’re a psycho, you know that, right?”



“I do not know what you mean.”  I look at her innocently.



I sit down next to her, gently putting my arm around her and pulling her closer to me. 



“I was alone for a long time before I was stuck in that tomb, Holly.  There is no way you were getting a choice in becoming my mate.  You were mine the second you broke through that tomb.”



She looks up at me, her eyes narrowing as she glowers at me.



“I need coffee and food before we continue this conversation.”



I lift her up in my arms and run downstairs to her kitchen despite her protests.



“Can I help?”



“No.  Sit down and stay out of my way.”



Holly isn’t a morning person, it seems.  I quietly sit down, deciding not to push my luck anymore this morning.



“Are you feeling okay?”



She mumbles something but it’s unintelligible, even with my hearing I can’t make out the proper words.



I watch her move around the kitchen, preparing her food and coffee before she sits down in front of me.  I watch her eat every morsel on her plate.  She clears the table and gets a second cup of coffee before sitting down again.



“Did you know I was your mate yesterday?”



“No.  I didn’t know they existed till I spoke to Silas.  He seems to think there have been blood mates since our kinds creation, but in order to protect mates and children our kind kept them hidden.  I would tell no one other than Silas that you are my mate.  This phenomenon would make vampires to take what others have or destroy them out of spite.”



“Children?  Will they be vampires or human?”



She asks as she unconsciously touches her stomach.



“Silas said his children are human so far, extremely healthy and strong.  They have had to teach their children to hide their strength.”



“You just expect me to accept this because you forced this on me?”



“I needed to do this.  It was an instinct I couldn’t ignore.”



I watch her intently.



She rubs a hand over her face.  Before getting up, holding her cup.



“I’m taking a shower.  I need to digest all this.”



She waves her free hand around in the air erratically.



“Once you have calmed down, can we go to my house?”



She turns and walks out of the kitchen, practically stomping her way back upstairs.



I wonder what set her off that time.




∞∞∞




I leave Holly alone all morning, listening in on her to make sure she is alright.  I doubt tension is good for the baby.  There is a warm glow inside of me. I never thought I could be a father.  This makes me ponder if not for that blasted tomb, would I ever have met my Holly?



Maxwell had said my line would end.  He will turn in his grave to know he ensured that would never be the case.  Now that I saw what our future could be like, I want it more than anything.  Holly will need to adjust.



I hear Holly coming down the stairs.  I jump up and go into the foyer.  She is wearing a yellow dress falling just over her knees.  It clings to her hips and flares out.  The neckline is modest, but the material hugs her breasts like a second skin.  Her feet have small yellow slippers on them.  She rummages through her bag.  Her long hair is open and falling over her face.



“You look beautiful in sunshine yellow, Holly.”



She looks up from her bag sharply before relaxing.



“Thank you.”  She says in an embarrassed mumble as she pushes her hair from her face.  I see a soft pink tinging her cheeks.



“Let’s go to this house of yours.  I want to check it out and you can do whatever you want.”



She is still grouchy.  I wonder if Silas maintained the house.  Maybe I need to fuck her till she is more compliant.



“Of course.  My house is in London.  Not terribly far from here.”



“You might want to put some clothes on then.  I left you some more of my grandpa’s clothes in my room.”



I nod at her and make my way past her to the stairs.  Inhaling her scent of blossoms as I pass.



I come back downstairs wearing a t-shirt and some breeches.  Holly is in the kitchen eating something in a long, round shape. I can smell salad and chicken from it.  It must be another type of sandwich.



“We can buy some clothes for you from the shops afterwards.”



“Yes.  Thank you.  I don’t feel comfortable in any of these clothes I have been wearing.”



We make our way to an outhouse.  Holly has a small contraption that opens the door and I see her car.  She pulls open a door handle, motioning me to get in.  I sit in as she goes around the car to sit behind a wheel.  She turns around to look at me.



“There is a buckle belt beside your head.  You need to put it on.”



I look around my seat and can’t see what she means.



She leans over me, her breasts press against my chest and pulls a belt from the side.  Unable to help myself, I wrap my arms around her.



I feel and hear her pulse as I kiss her neck, nipping her jawline before suckling on her neck.  Her breath hitches and her pulse quickens.  She smells so fucking good.



“Are you still cross with me?”  I whisper to her.



“Yes.  No.  Yes.”  She says before letting out a deep sigh.



She pulls away from me.



“You should have asked me or at least discussed it with me first.”



She pulls on the belt and it expands around me.  She clips it on my side and sits on her seat again before putting her own belt on.  I watch how she does it so I will know next time.



I say nothing because I’m not sorry for my actions.  I give her my address.  She looks it up on her phone before putting something on the small screen in her car.



She starts the engine and the car moves.  This is fascinating how far humans have progressed.  I learned a lot from the internet.  She uses another contraption to open her gates.



I look around out of the windows.  It’s a warm summer’s day.  London has changed so much.  There are so many people now.  Such a variety of people.  With so much traffic, it takes an hour till we park at my townhouse.  I struggle with my belt until Holly presses a button to release me.  Silas had brought me my keys yesterday.  I open up the doors after 168 years.  I smile, unable to believe I am back home.  He looked after my home.  It’s a little dull looking but clean and smelling fresh.



“How many floors does the house have?”



Holly asks as she looks around, walking past me, peeking into one room, then the next.



“Five floors if you count the cellar and attic.”  I say as I follow her.



“It looks as if time stood still.  All the decor is the same as you left it?”



I follow her to the day room she is in.  The same one I had dreamt about.  She is right.  It looks as if time had stood still.  It feels outdated now.



“Yes.  It is all still the same.  Come, I will show you all the property.”



We spend the next few hours with me, giving Holly a tour of the house.  Everything fascinates her.  I take her to the master bedroom.  She is going through my wardrobe looking at all my clothes.  I pull her arm and drag her to the bed.  Pushing her down onto her back.



“Alexander.”  She looks up at me with a glare.



Her legs dangle from the bed and I don’t hesitate.  I’m between them in a flash.



“Call me, Alex.”



I grasp her breasts, squeezing them before feeling for her nipples, and I pinch them.



“Alex, we don’t have time for this.”



“I disagree.  This is more important than anything else.”



I push my hard cock towards her cunt, rubbing my hard length up and down her.  She stifles a moan with her hand. I grab her hand, pulling it away from her face.



“No.  I want to hear your pleasure.  This is your fault for wearing this dress.”



I lean back and lift her dress up.  She is wearing yellow lace knickers.  Gone are the plain white cotton ones.



“Did you wear these for me?”



I slip my two fingers under the material and into her wet little cunt.



“No.  They went with my dress.”



“I think you're lying.  Your heartbeat sped up.  You are practically dripping over my fingers.  My dirty little whore.  Did your cunt need more of me?”



She lifts her hips up in response.  I smile down at her and push my fingers deeper into her.



“How do you take this dress off?  I don’t want to tear it.”



I ask impatiently.



She reaches to her side and pulls a little tab and it opens her dress.  I like this modern age indeed.  I stand her up and pull the dress off over her head, tossing it on the bottom of the bed.  She is wearing a yellow matching bra.



“Oh, I love yellow on you, Holly.  However, you always look best naked, though.  Take your undergarments off.”



I take my clothes off and flung them on the floor quickly so I don’t miss her stripping for me.



She reaches back and unhooks her bra before taking it off.  Before she reaches her lacey knickers, I am on my knees before her, peeling them down her legs.  Burying my face in her cunt, licking and sucking on her clit.  I grasp her ass cheeks in my hands, pushing her delicious little pussy into my face.  I thrust my tongue inside her, gently fucking her hole with my tongue.



Her hands are pulling my hair as she rubs her cunt harder onto my face.



I push her back onto the bed as I crawl over her and suck on her hard little nipples.



“Is this what my little harlot wanted?”



She nods her head.



My cock is leaking all over her thighs and pussy. 



Who am I to deny her?



I kiss and bite her neck before sucking on her tits.  She is writhing around erratically by the time I decide to put her out of her misery.  I love seeing her needy for my hard cock.



I turn her around so she is bent over the bed and her ass is on the edge.



“Tsk. Tsk.  You need to have those legs spread wider than that, Holly.”



Her arms are above her.  She grips the bed as she opens her legs wide.



“Much better.”



Looking at her round ass makes me wish I could explore her tight little asshole, but alas, I have no oil here.  I’m going to have to look in her kitchen when we go back home.  I slap her ass hard and immediately see her cheek turning pink.  Before she can protest, but I slap the other one. Swiftly filling her wet pussy with my fingers.



“Look at this lovely pink blush on your cheeks.”



“Maybe I can get the same blush on your cheeks if I try hard enough.” She says irritably as she brings her hands back to rub her ass cheeks.



“You would need to catch me first, then even if you did, you would likely hurt your hand trying to slap me.”



Before she can respond, I pull her ass cheeks apart, admiring my mate’s holes.  I will never tire of this woman.  She is unique, not just in taste and scent, but I admire her courage and intellect.  She will certainly never bore like so many other females did.



I spit on her asshole.



“What..?”



I answer her by pushing my finger into her hole.  If she is going to sass me, she had better learn it comes at a price.



“Alex.”



I shove my finger in deeper past her tight ring.  Pulling my finger out, I watch as her tiny hole closes up again.  I spit some more on her tight little hole.  Slowly easing two fingers inside this time.



“You were saying something?”



I push deeper, ensuring she can’t speak.  She simply pants, shaking her head.



I lean over hear body.  Till I reach her head.



“You’re lucky there is no oil here or I would have fucked this little virgin hole.”  I say, whispering in her ear.



I push as deep as can as I scissor my fingers inside her, stretching her out.



“Please, Alex.  It feels so wrong.”



I push her long hair away from her neck.  Licking along her shoulder and neck.



“Don’t you want to know what it feels like having all your holes filled?”



She hesitates.  I can see she is in two minds.



“It’s alright.  I need to seed your little pussy.  You’re going to carry the next generation of Blackmore’s.  We have centuries to work on this little hole.”



I deliberately fuck my fingers in and out of her asshole swiftly before removing them.  I watch as her little hole tries to close up.  Tempting as it is, I need to keep fucking her pussy till she is with child.



I keep her cheeks pulled apart as I spear her pussy with my cock.  Laying on top of her, I slowly screw into her back and forwards till she is moaning and pushing her little ass upwards.    I pull out of her and yank her up on her knees.  Standing beside the bed, watching my cock drip pre-cum all over the bed.  I wank my cock slowly until more drips out and I rub it all over her pussy lips, which are flushed pink, soaked and swollen now.



I hold my cock by the base and slide into her cunt.



“This is the tightest little pussy I have ever fucked, Holly.  Do you think I was about to give this up?”



I pull her back onto my cock by grasping her shoulders so she is almost in an upright position.



She cries out as she spreads her legs wider.



I watch as my cock fucks into her pussy again and again.  Her back arches, forcing her plump little ass to push up against my pelvis as I continue to fuck her.  I slide a hand gripping her breast, pinching her nipples hard before I massage it in my hand.  They are perfect, just like my mate.  I want to keep fucking her till her little body is ripe with my seed.  I won’t ever stop worshiping her body.



“You will take everything from me.  My cock, my seed in every fucking hole you have, Holly.  You are my mate and my dirty little whore.  What are you?”



I speed up my thrusts, ramming myself into her as deep as I can go.  If I wasn’t holding onto her shoulders, I’m sure I would have fucked her off the damn bed.



“Your mate and your whore.”  She pants out.



“Good girl.  Good little whores deserve to cum, don’t they?”



Letting go of her breast, I slide my hand down her abdomen and stroke her wet clit as I continue to spear her pussy.  I can feel my balls tightening as I feel my seed ready to be embedded inside her again.  She screams out loud as she soaks my cock with her pussy clamping down all around my cock.  I finally let go, groaning as I let go of her should and grasp her throat, pulling it upright and fuck my seed into her again.  Her scent is all around me as I feel my teeth elongate as my saliva gathers in anticipation of her blood.  I pierce her neck, sucking in her sweet, fresh blood.  I continue to seed her as I sate my need for her blood.  Never have I felt so complete in all my needs as with this woman.



No.  I have no regrets.  I would do it all again if it meant this woman was bound to me.





Chapter 12




Holly





H

 e is still gripping my throat with his teeth and his hand is still holds my head upright as I feel him spurting more of his seed inside of me.  He continues to rub my pussy as he releases his venom inside me.  It prolongs my pleasure again.  I feel myself cum again as my pussy contracts around his thick, hard cock.  I can’t seem to get enough of his dick or his venom.

He moans as he drinks from me before he keeps thrusting his hips in a rocking motion.  His teeth release my neck before he licks my neck and pushes me down on the bed as he collapses beside me, pulling me on my side while his cock is still embedded inside of me.



He is still a psycho, but one who knows how to fuck a woman.  Which makes me wonder how many years he spent fucking women in this very bed.



“Did you fuck other women on this bed?”



He chuckles.



“Is my mate jealous?”



I turn my head towards him, giving him my death stare.



“I told you I’m not a nice vampire.  If I fucked anyone, it certainly wouldn’t have been in my home.  You christened my bed with me.  I should thank you.”



I relax against him.  He is too pompous to lie.



I love his home.  It is like a time capsule.  It would need a lot of work done on it to bring it up to a modern standard.  I still can’t comprehend I’m his mate.  I’m too replete to worry about it all.



I sigh.



His arms tighten around my waist.



I elbow his rock hard ribs. I’m at a complete disadvantage.  His speed and his strength are at superman level.



“We need to leave if we want to buy you some clothes.  We can’t fuck the day away.  I have some sunglasses in the car for when you are outside in the sun.”



He grunts his response before he puts his face into my hair and smells me again.  I can’t help but smile.   I may be addicted to his cock, but he is just as addicted to me.




∞∞∞




After walking around in Oxford Street shopping for hours after going to my favourite Caribbean restaurant, we go home.  He was good company; he didn’t fuss or take forever in the shops.  For all his arrogance, he let me help him purchase his clothes and he picked a large screen iPhone.  He showed me items of rare Victorian jewellery and some bonds he has hidden in his home.  Those things alone make him extremely wealthy.  He just had nothing in today’s monetary currency.  I didn’t mind. 



By the time we get home, I am so tired.  It has to be because he is sucking my blood dry or fucking me into a coma every ten minutes.  Even when we were out, he couldn’t keep his hands off me, especially when another man approached me, even if it was a sales assistant looking to help us with our purchases.  He would practically hump my leg, holding me onto him.  At one point, I thought he was going to pee on me.  A psychotic, over protective zombie vampire who is amazing in bed.  Who would have thought it?



“Are you hungry?”



“No.  Let’s put your clothes away first and we can relax tonight.  Do you want to watch a movie?  I have a feeling you would love the Twilight Saga or Bram Stoker’s Dracula.”



I snigger, imagining him watching the movies and the insults he will perceive to be directed at his kind.



His eyes narrow on me suspiciously.



“Why do I feel you are poking fun at me again?”



“Oh, hush.  You will see what I mean if we watch either of those movies.”



We put away all his clothes, and he takes me into the shower and washes every inch of me.  It was sweet, as he knew I was tired.  I put the movie on in the bedroom.  I don’t last long and I fall asleep within the first hour.




∞∞∞




“I’m telling you, all these vampire movies are lies.  I can’t believe you have been making me watch such utter nonsense for days now.”



“Come on, you only have one more movie left in the Twilight Saga.  If you don’t like the movie, I can get you the last book.”



I chuckle, unable to help myself.  Every night we have been watching a movie.



He points his finger at me.



“You did this on purpose.  I do not want to watch or read lies.  Silas said that your pregnancy will be normal like his wife’s.  I don’t want to watch those deceitful lies in that movie.”



He walks over to me and wraps his arms around me.



“I don’t want anything to hurt you.  I can’t watch that without picturing that it’s you that could be hurting.”



“Movies are just make believe.  We can watch something else?”



He sighs in relief.



“Yes.  Anything without vampires.”



I guess Interview with the Vampire is out of the question then.  Shame.



“How about racing cars?  You will like Fast and Furious.”



“Anything at all that isn’t supernatural.”



We are settling down in bed when my phone rings.  Frowning, I check the caller ID.  It’s my father.  I answer the call.   



“Hi, dad.  Everything okay.”



“Fine.  Come and open the gate.  We are all waiting out here.”



“Uh.  Okay.  Give me a couple of minutes.”  I hang up on him and go to the bathroom to get my robe.



“Who was that?”



“My family is at the front gate.”



Alex is up like a shot and changed in seconds.



“You have told me enough about them.  I would like to meet them.”



His eyes flash red.



“You need to control yourself.  Your eyes just turned red.”



He blinks and nods at me, his expression going from angry to stoic.



“Where is the remote for the gate?  I will let them in.  You are not going outside in your robe.”



“It’s in the kitchen.”



I give him a small smile as we go downstairs.  He takes the remote from the kitchen.  I am glad Alex is here.  My family makes me nervous turning up at night unannounced.  They have not been in contact with me since the will reading.



A few minutes later, Alex walks through the door with my parents and my two brothers following.



My mum looks me up and down before she starts on me.



“Holly, I expected better behaviour from you.  You didn’t tell me you were dating.  You have moved someone into this house already?”



“Yes, mother.  I am a grown woman.  I can make adult choices myself.”



“For all you know, he could be after your inheritance.”  My father splutters.



“Actually, he is several times more wealthy than me.”



Alex walks towards me, standing behind me, holding onto my hips.



“If all you came to do is berate your daughter, you can leave now.”



“Listen here, young man.  This is our family business.”



Great, dad is on a roll now.



“She is more family to me than you are to her.  She is going to be my wife, and she may be carrying my child as we speak.  Now get to the point we were retiring to bed.”



My mother’s mouth is opening and closing like a goldfish now.



My brothers just stand in the background snickering like children.



I roll my eyes at the whole drama.



“Come into the living room.  Just tell me what this is all about.”



Alex sits next to me on the single couch, glaring at my family.



My father clears his throat.



“Holly, you know my father was near enough senile when he died.  He wouldn’t have wanted you to have that much of an inheritance.  It isn’t fair to your brothers.  You were clever.  You have a good job.  They need this much more than you.”



I feel Alex’s grip tighten around my waist.  I squeeze his hand, letting him know I am okay.



“Dad, Grandpa made that will years ago the solicitor confirmed it.  It was his last wish for me to complete this project on the house.  You know how much time I spent with Grandpa?  I visited him every single weekend, ensuring he was cared for and not isolated.  I loved him and he knew how much he meant to me.”



My mother’s face scrunches up as if she had sucked on a lemon.



Before she can speak, Alex lets go of my waist and stands up.



“Get out.”



“You can’t…”



“I will not tell you again.  Get out.  If any of you ever speak to Holly like that again, inheritance will be the last of your issues.  I will have no one upsetting my fiancée.”



He points to the door.



“Out now, the lot of you.”



My family all look to me.  I simply shrug my shoulders.  They never bothered with me.  It was only Grandpa who genuinely loved me.



My parents grumble as they walk out.



I lean into Alex.



“Thank you.  It’s nice to have someone on my side again.”



He leans over and kisses my temple.



“You will never be alone again and neither will I.”



“So, when did we get engaged?  Did I miss my proposal?  Was my ring nice?”



I feel his chest shake with laughter.



“I think you were still in a coma after a good fucking.”



“Still doesn’t explain why I have no engagement ring.”



“You can pick whichever one you want.  Like you said, I am no pauper.”



“Never mind. Let’s get back to our movie.”



“No. I need to fuck some of my frustration out into your little pussy first.”



I bolt up the stairs.



I barely reach the staircase when he picks me up and runs up the rest of the stairs, tossing me onto the bed.  It’s going to be another long night.



Chapter 13




Alexander





I

 t’s been weeks since her greedy family came around.  We have both been having renovations being done to our respective properties.  I am happy where ever Holly is.  Holly agreed with me and I destroyed the tomb.  I was happy to see the entire structure crumble into a pile of rubble.  No longer angry at my captivity.  I am much more settled in this century now.  I am more content than I have ever been.  Holly is like a balm to my tattered black soul.

I watch her hum as she cooks herself a meal.  I have been going out at night to get myself some top up meals.  Nothing tastes as good as Holly.  I have been discreet as I understand around the city there are too many cameras, so I take a run in the countryside.  It doesn’t take me long.  Sometimes I go for humans and sometimes cattle.  Neither of them satisfy my thirst or desire in a way that Holly does.



Silas told me I am safe to take Holly’s blood even if she is with child, as long as I limit myself.  He had no problems with Georgina’s pregnancies since he turned her.  We will attend the coven meeting with our mates.  I still don’t want to take Holly, but Silas assured me all will be well with the coven, they want to know what took place when Maxwell entombed me.  This may also put to rest if they were the ones behind Fredrick’s death.



Holly smells sweeter than normal.  Blossoms, yes but with a much sweeter scent.  I sniff the air again, ignoring the scent of garlic and herbs Holly is using in her food.



“Holly.  Are you sure you aren’t with child?  Your scent is different, sweeter.”



She freezes, stirring in the pot, before turning around.



“I can’t be pregnant that quickly.  I had a period.  Remember?  I couldn’t get you off me, no matter how gross I told you that sucking up my period blood was.”



“Hmm.  Like you didn’t cum all over my mouth then.  No.  You smell different.”  I sniff in the air again before I get up and walk towards her.  Bending down, I inhale her neck and gently squeeze her breasts.



She puts her hands over mine.



“My breasts do feel a little tender.  Alex, neither of the houses have been fully renovated.  I can’t be pregnant already.”



“Don’t panic, I can make sure the workmen finish mine off first.  It doesn’t have as much structural work being done to it as you have here.  I will take care of everything.”



“Oh, no.  Don’t mesmerise the poor men.”



I smile.  She knows me too well.



“I will pay them well.”



She shakes her head at me.



“You need to go to the physician tomorrow.”



“I can just pick up a pregnancy test from the local shops, Alex.  I won’t need the doctors yet.”



“No.  I want you to get checked to make sure everything is okay.”  I say as I scowl at her.



“Are you always going to be this bossy?”



“Yes.  With your health, always.”




∞∞∞




I pace up and down the floor in our bedroom as I try to listen into the bathroom, but Holly the sly little minx has turned the taps on and I cannot hear if she has taken the test yet.



“Holly, you have one more minute or I’m breaking down the door.”



“I’m just finishing, sheesh.  Calm down.”  She shouts back at me.



Finally, I hear the toilet flush and eventually, after several long moments, she opens the door.



“Well?”



“Alex, relax.  The test takes a few minutes.”



She hands me the plastic little stick that is going to tell me if I am going to meet my boy.  I never told her about the dream or why this is so important to me.  I still remember how I felt when I woke up.  The warmth and love in that dream felt like a visceral vision of our future.  She might think I am ‘psychotic’ as she calls me, but I know deep down that I want that little boy and more after him.



I keep looking at the white stick.  This feels longer than my time in the tomb.  I glance at Holly.



“How long left?”



“Another minute.”



I force myself not to pace.  I know it will only further amuse Holly.



Right before my eyes, the words pregnant appear.



“We are pregnant!”



I run to Holly, lifting her up and swing her around.  She laughs, throwing her head back as she wraps her arms around my neck.  Her hair is air born and looks wild as I swing her around, but it’s her happiness that makes me smile.



“I would have never have guessed that it excited you about having a baby.”  She mocks me, yet again.  Not that I care at this precise moment.



“Never mind that.  Where do you want to live?”



“I’m happy anywhere.  I love both properties.  This one has more garden space for children to run around in.”



“Yes, we can keep my house for exactly what it is, a townhouse.”




∞∞∞




I swear at this bastard tie.  Now a cravat I could tie.  This miserable piece of shit material is another story.  I fling it onto Holly’s dresser.



“What did that tie ever do to you?”



I turn towards Holly as she comes out of the bathroom.  I run my eyes over her top to bottom, twice.



She is wearing a long black dress with two tiny thin straps on her dainty shoulders.  It shimmers with crystals all along her luscious bodice.  There is a long slit on one side, almost to her hip.



She wears sparkling long earrings.  She has curled her hair and left it open to look wild and sexy.  There are some enhancements on her face, making her eyes look much bigger, but it’s her dark red lips that I can’t help but admire.  She looks stunning.



I walk over to her, grasping both hands.  She is wearing a sparkling matching bracelet.



“You look ravishing.”  I glance up at the clock.



“You know we still have time yet..”



“No, absolutely not.  You’re going to mess up my make-up and hair.”



She said adamantly.



I smirk.  She is going to her first coven meeting.  She will realise they feed and fuck anywhere.



“Fine.  I shall simply have to wait.  Can you help me with this deplorable bow tie?”  I grumble.



She walks to the dresser.  She is wearing black sandals that have small straps that tie halfway to her calves.  I quickly give my cock a squeeze, trying to rein in my desire.  I want those shoes around my neck when I fuck her later.  My protective instincts have been off the scale for weeks, ever since we found out she is pregnant.



She reaches the dresser.  I let go of my cock and admire her ass in that dress before she turns back towards me.



I walk over to her as she wraps the tie around me and ties it.



“Where did you learn how to tie a bow tie?”



I don’t like the image of her doing this with any other man.



“I used to do it for my grandpa.  When we attended shows or functions, I would go with him.  He never dated or remarried after my Grandma passed away.  I tried to accompany him whenever I could.”



“You have such a kind heart, Holly.  Your family are bastards.  Their loss is my gain.”



I lean forward and kiss her forehead.  Since I can’t devour her sweet lips.  She still smells like blossoms to me, but only much sweeter now.  I caress her stomach.



“How is my boy?”



“Our daughter is fine.”



My smile broadens.  If my dream was correct we will have a son first.  Holly told me we get to see a picture of our baby in two weeks.  I am excited enough for both of us.



“Maybe we will have twins, one of each.”



“One baby is just fine for now.”



She tells me as she adjusts my tie position.  I check in the mirror.  She has tied it perfectly.



“Let me call Silas.  They should be here shortly.  I don’t want to stay there longer than required.”



I call Silas, sadly they are only a few minutes away.  I’m sure I could have persuaded Holly for a quick tumble.



I put my black jacket on and take her downstairs.



Silas comes with a driver and a very long car.  I make the introductions and the ladies are whispering away as if we can’t hear every word they utter.



“You’re sure the women will be safe tonight?”



“I’ve taken Georgina several times and there have been no incidents.  After today, you won’t need to go if you don’t want to.  Just get it over with.  You know what they are like.  They would just get suspicious if you didn’t come and see them after all these years.”



“Hmm.”



I watch Holly chatting away with Georgina about her experience with vampire pregnancies.  She will remain by my side tonight.





Chapter 14




Holly





G

 eorgina has been amazing with what to expect in a supernatural pregnancy.  She has eased all my concerns that I had kept hidden from Alex.  He is more nervous than me.  We exchanged phone numbers.  There were many questions I had wanted to ask without the men’s weird super hearing.

She has told me all about their four children.  It still seems bizarre to me that Alex got me pregnant.  She explained to me they have dormant sperm and they can only reproduce with their blood mates.



I watch as Silas holds Georgina close to him.  They make a striking couple.  He is blonde and pale.  She has a beautiful shade of red hair and is just as pale as him.  She certainly doesn’t look like she has had four children.  Her age looks around twenty-six years old, but the truth is she is closer to one hundred. Silas looks around the same age as Alex.  I didn’t want to be rude and ask him how old he truly is.



We reach the hotel where the event is.  One leader owns the hotel, so they have two floors reserved for vampires and their blood slaves.  Apparently, that’s what I am tonight.  Alex told me how to act tonight.  I don’t particularly like acting like a mindless blood slave. Alex has a tight grip around my waist, otherwise his expression is relaxed.



I can see others are dressed in similar evening wear.  Security is right as guards are at the stairs, entrance, and exit points.  We walk into a grand hall.  It all looks rather civilised.  I thought I was entering the den of iniquity.



Three men approach our group.  Each of them dressed similarly to Alex and Silas in tuxedos.



“So good to see you alive and well, Alexander.  Silas told us of your troubles.  We will discuss this later, yes?”



“Samuel, it’s good to see you.”



They shake hands.



One of them men is staring at me with a creepy smile on his face.



“Who is this tasty morsel?”



“None of your concern, Duncan.”



The man looks at Alex in surprise, then a sly expression spreads across his face.



“It’s not like you to have a blood slave.  She must be good.  Do you mind sharing?  I have four you can choose from tonight, men and women.”



Alex grips my hip tighter, but smiles back at him.  His eyes flash red for a few seconds.



“That won’t be necessary.  I am content with what is mine.”



The man called Duncan brings his hand to mine, pulling it up to his lips.



“A pleasure.  What is your name?”



I pull my hand from his, wanting to rub my hand over my dress, but I don’t want to cause any issues for Alex tonight.  He reminds me of a sleazy older man with his greasy, dark, slicked back hair who thinks he is more devious than he actually is.  There is something very wrong about him.



“Holly Carmichael.”



He looks up sharply at me.



“Carmichael, any relation to Stuart Carmichael three generations ago?”



“I’m not sure my family is originally from Scotland, but there have been no one named Stuart in my family.  Carmichael is a common name.”



“Indeed.  I shall see you later, Holly.”



I look up at Alex, but he is exchanging a look with Silas who has a hostile look on his face as he turns towards Duncan.



I don’t quite understand the tension here.  I will need to ask Alex later.  This entire exchange has made me uncomfortable and cautious.  I’m surrounded by vampires who will have similar abilities to Alex.  I can see why Alex hadn’t wanted me to come.



The three men saunter away after some general chit-chat with Alex and Silas.



I lean up to Alex and whisper to him.



“What was all that about?”



He just as quietly whispers back.



“Later.  Just enjoy the night.  You don’t need to worry about anything.”



I nod.  Looking around, I try to see if I can tell who is a vampire and who is human.  It looks like there are male and female humans with vampires.  Alex leaves me with Silas and Georgina as he goes to get us all drinks.  Sadly, no champagne for me.  It looks like some people have been here for a while and look rather merry.



I wouldn’t want to let my guard down amongst this lot.



“Are you okay?”  Georgina asks.



“Yes, that was just a bit weird.”



“I agree.  I have never liked Duncan.  He gives me the creeps.  Samuel and Derrick are fine.  I’ve never met the rest of them and I don’t want to.”



Alex is back with us in a flash, three glasses of champagne and I get orange juice.



I sigh, wishing it was a mimosa, at least.



“It’s just a few months, Holly.”



Alex looks amused as he hands me my glass.



“Great.”



I take my glass from him.



The rest of the evening is pleasant.  Lots of vampires come and speak to Silas and Alex.  I have Georgina for company.  It worked out rather well.



A guard comes and whispers into Alex’s ear.  I don’t make out what he said, but Alex nods at him.



“Holly, can you stay with Silas?  Don’t leave his side.  I will be back shortly.  I’m just going to speak to some of the coven leaders.  It won’t take long.”



I nod at him.  I feel apprehensive that he won’t be with me in a room full of bloodsuckers, but I understand he needs to get this over and done with.  He had told me he had warned them about Maxwell, but it fell on deaf ears and Alex paid the price for it.



I chat with Silas and Georgina about their home in Peterborough.  We will have to visit them.  I want to meet their children.  Georgina said they look and age like normal children.  They eat and drink fine like humans even if they like their meat rare.  Their sight, strength and hearing are like their father’s.  It fascinates me that there are more children out there that are part vampire and part human.



Suddenly an alarm is blaring and panic shortly ensues.  I look around and everyone is rushing towards the exits, pushing one another to get out.



“Fire alarm,”  Silas says.



He grasps both of our arms and starts moving us towards a doorway at the side.  We are walking through a catering kitchen.  All the staff are deserting their posts and heading out a doorway as Silas is taking us.  We are heading towards a staircase when someone grabs my other arm yanking me backwards till I hit a hard body.  I am lifted and dragged backwards.  All I see is a blur until I’m in a dark room.



“You know, you remind me of the Carmichaels I knew.  They owe me, they owe me a great deal.  I think I should take it from you.  One thing I’m curious about.  You have another heartbeat.  I didn’t hear it at first till I bent down to kiss your lovely vein.  You’re pregnant.  What a prize.  Not only do I get to keep you, I get some lovely, fresh, young blood.”



I feel the vomit come up in me.  Holding my stomach, I back away.



“I don’t know who you think I am.  Duncan, but I will tell you, I am with Alex.”



“That doesn’t matter.  He has been gone so long he won’t be able to track you on the continent you will be in.”



Then he stares at me for what seems like a long time.  I can feel my heart pounding in my chest as I try to calm my breathing.



“Do you need to go to Specsavers?”  I ask.



“Interesting.  Why aren’t you in my trance?”



I try to keep my expression nonchalant.



“I’m wearing contact lenses.”



I can see he has had it with my lip as he angrily moves towards me.



Before I can say anything, I feel a blow to the side of my head and I fall into the darkness.










∞∞∞




I wake up in another dark room.  I turn around to see where I am and instantly the whole right side of my face lights up in pain.



“Ow. That fucker.”



“Brave words.”



I startle.  Looking up, I see Duncan moving out of a chair.  Inspecting him, he looks like in his forties, slimmer build than Alex.  His oily black hair is still slicked back.



“You’re a puzzle, Holly.  One I’m going to enjoy solving.  Tomorrow we will be on a plane far away from England and Blackmore.”



He walks towards the bed.  I quickly sit up, ignoring the pulsing pain in my face.



“Shame I had to damage this face. The rest of you, I don’t mind so much.”



He smiles, showing me his teeth; I see his sharp incisors lengthen.



Before I can move, he is on top of me and piercing my neck.  It feels nothing like when Alex feeds on me.  All I feel is more pain.  He rips open the top of my dress.  I try to push him off, but he is so strong I cannot budge him.



“Master.”



He carries on drinking from me, rocking his hips against me.  He pulls his head back, snarling at the person I can’t see.



“What the fuck is it?  Can’t you see I’m busy?”



His bottom lip is smeared with my blood.



“It’s Derrick.  He said it’s urgent.”



He gets off me and moves out the door in the blink of an eye.  I hear him locking the door behind him.  I pull my dress up over my naked chest the best I can.  Quickly sitting up, I look around if there is anything practical to wear.  I touch my neck.  It’s still bleeding and painful to the touch.  This guy is a complete asshole.



There is nothing but a bed and two chairs in the room.  There are bars on the outside of the window.  Making my way to the window to  look outside, I see this house is high on a cliff and waves are crashing along the edge.  I’m not in London anymore.  It looks much colder, the skies are grey and bleak.



I make my way back to the bed and pull the sheet off the mattress to cover myself.  Gross, but it will have to do.



Touching my neck now, I felt no more fresh blood from where he bit me.  I have no way of defending myself from him.  If I leave the U.K. tomorrow, I don’t know where I will end up.




Where are you, Alex?






Chapter 15




Alexander





S

 amuel is on the phone with Derrick.  I am pacing up and down the room as Silas sits with Georgina.  He couldn’t let go of Georgina to get Holly back.  I understand this, but my frustration is at its limit.  All we know is that a vampire took Holly whilst I was with Samuel, Derrick, and some other members of the coven.

Samuel hangs up on the phone and turns towards us.  His jaw is clenched tightly, his expression is grim.



“Well?  Where is she?  Is she okay?”  I snap at him.



“We are taking my plane.  She is in Scotland.  We need to move fast.  I will come with you.  I want you to tell me more about blood mates.”



I hesitate.  We only confided to Samuel about Holly to express the urgency in retrieving her.



He holds both his hands up.



“I mean neither of you nor your mates any harm.  I have lived longer than both of you and have never heard of this miracle.  If anything, I want to know how I can find my blood mate.”



I look over at Silas, who is looking at Samuel.  He glances over at me and nods.



“Fine.  Let’s go.  I will explain on the way.  I’m warning you now if Duncan has harmed Holly, no member of the coven will stop me from tearing him apart.”




∞∞∞




We ran to the City Airport to avoid the traffic from being stuck in a car in Central London.  The small plane was waiting for us.  It is just Samuel and myself in the small cabin.  His guards remained in the cockpit.  He plays some classical music on a loud volume.  I frown at him.  Now isn’t the fucking time for the frivolous luxuries he is used to.



He taps his ear with his finger.



“I don’t want anyone listening in on this conversation.”



“I agree.”



After I explain everything that took place between myself and Holly, Samuel sits back in his seat with a stunned expression on his face.



“I simply cannot comprehend that in all these years, no one documented this in our kind.”



“If you think of what they were protecting, do you blame them?”



“Indeed.”  He muses.  “You’re certain the child is yours?”



I roll my eyes at him.



“She was a virgin, and she hasn’t left my sight since she freed me from that blasted tomb.”



“Would you mind if I could see the baby once it’s born?  I swear to you, Alexander, I mean no harm to your family.  I myself am tired of being alone.  To me, this is a miracle.”



I finally nod my head at him.



Out of all the elder vampires, Samuel and Derrick have managed to retain some semblance of honest principles.  Silas seemed to agree.  I won’t divulge his story with Georgina.  That’s for him to tell.



“How long till we reach Scotland?”



I see an angry expression appears on Samuel’s face.  Glancing at his watch, he looks up at me, his eyes briefly flashing red.



“We should land in around twenty minutes.  We have been watching Duncan for a while now.  He grows bolder in his depravities.  This is just one more nail in his coffin.  Derrick is already there.  Keep up with me.  We will run to his castle.”



I shake my head.  It doesn’t surprise me that a pompous dullard is in a castle.  I just hope I get to Holly in time.



We stand in front of the small castle.  I rush forward towards the large wooden double doors, but Samuel wraps an arm around my neck.



“Wait.  Derrick is aware we are here.  He is going to let us in.”



“How did he get here so quickly?”



“I sent him.  We have known about this castle for a while.  This is where he brings his many conquests.  He has various hideouts across Europe, Mexico and America.  I feel responsible for your entrapment.  We want to help you in anyway we can.  We should have listened to you back then.”  He says with regret in his voice.



He lets go of me and jogs around the building.  Beckoning to me and his men to follow him.  The four of us run around to a smaller doorway.



He opens the door unhindered.  He makes some hand gestures to his men, which I don’t understand.  As we go through the doorway, I instantly scent Holly’s blood.



“She is bleeding,”  I said tightly.



“You can smell her blood?”  He asks as he sniffs the air.  “I can’t scent anything.”



“You deal with what you have to.  I am going after her.”



“I’m with you.  Derrick will wrap up the rest with our guards.”



“As long as he knows, Duncan is my kill.”



Samuel pulls out his phone and types in a message.  As soon as he is finished, I rush through the property at immense speed, racing up the staircase through the hallway, following her scent.  I pause at a doorway, listening for her heartbeat.  Turning the door handle, I realise it’s locked.



“Holly, move away from the doorway.  It’s Alex.”



I kick the door, watching it fly off its hinges and land several feet into the room.



I smell blossoms and her sweet blood.  She pops her head up from the other side of the bed.  I rush over to her, knowing Samuel has my back for the moment.



Lifting her up from the floor, I hold her tightly, stroking her back before pulling back to make sure she is unharmed.  I take in the sheet she is holding around herself; her bruised face and the bite in her neck with fury rising within me.  I want to bellow out in rage and hunt Duncan down, but I don’t want to leave her side.



“Are you okay?  Is the baby okay?”



She nods, grimacing.



“It was Duncan.  God, he is disgusting.  He was talking about drinking our baby’s blood.  Please, just get me out of here.”



She has one hand wrapped around a white sheet and the other on my shoulder.



“Did he...hurt you any other way?”



“No, he was trying to when someone interrupted him with an urgent message from a Derrick.”



I close my eyes briefly in relief.  Her injuries are minor.  It pains me she was hurt under my watch.  My mate.



I turn around to Samuel, who is looking at Holly as if she is a unicorn.  I narrow my eyes at him.



“Calm down, Alexander.  I am not going to sprite her away from you.”



He gives Holly a wolfish smile.  It mollifies me when he completely ignores him as she looks up at me.



“Your eyes are all red.  Please, let’s just get out of here.”



“We can’t be looking over our shoulders forever.  I need to end this tonight.  Here, put my jacket on.”



“No, my top is bare. I’m going to keep the sheet on and put your jacket over it.”



I try to control my rage at Duncan.  I need to ensure Holly and the baby are both well.



I rub her stomach, pushing the sheet out of the way, and it finally hits me.  The slight flutter I can hear isn’t part of her heartbeat, it’s the baby’s heartbeat.



I look back up at her, stunned.



“I can hear the baby’s heartbeat.”



Kneeling down, and place my ear on her belly.  I hear our child’s strong but rapid heartbeat.  I swiftly stand up and hold her close to me, grateful they are both safe.



“I can hear it too.”



Samuel is looking at us both.  His eyes are wide in amazement.



“I want to be the Godfather.  Tell Silas to get in line.”  He rubs his hands together, like some evil villain.



I chuckle at Samuel’s enthusiasm.  I feel more at ease now knowing he will keep our secret safe.  His phone vibrates.  He pulls it out to look at the screen.  All the amusement leaves his face.  He looks up at me, his eyes flashing red again.



“Let’s get rid of this piece of shit once and for all.  We need to release some people he has imprisoned here.  There are some minors.  No one else needs to know what took place here tonight.”



He swiftly moves towards the door.





Chapter 16




Holly





A

 lex keeps his arm around my shoulder before scooping me up and racing down the stairs behind Samuel.  I am so glad all the other older coven members aren’t sadistic freaks of nature.  I place my head on Alex’s shoulder, closing my eyes. He came for me in the nick of time. The thought of that bastard taking me away from Alex and hurting our baby after it was born had me terrified.

Alex tightens his grip on my waist and pulls me closer to his body.  When we stop, we are in a very extensive basement.  Cold, dark with a rotting smell, I look down a long hallway.



“What is this place?”



“This is the dungeons at the bottom of the castle.  We are in Scotland.”



I roll my eyes.  Of course, I’m in a castle.  Duncan is a sanctimonious prick.    



I squirm till Alex lets me down.  He keeps his hand on my waist. We walk by cells that have people inside them.  They must be human. Vampires would have the strength to break out of these cells.



I see some children in one of them.  I pull on Alex to make my way to the bars of the cell.  It looks like a mother.  She hugs her two children into each side of her.



“Don’t worry, we will get you all out.”



The woman glances at me warily.  Her face is smudged with dirt.  I can see her grip her children’s shoulders tighter.  Looking at their necks, I can see bite marks.



“Are you a bloodsucker?”



“No, I’m human.  We will get you all out of here.”



Alex comes up behind me.  The woman moves further back, dragging her children with her.



“Alex, we need to help them.”



“We will.  We need to sort out Duncan first.”  He looks past me, addressing the lady.  “We will be back shortly.  We need to make sure it’s all safe first.”



She hesitates before nodding swiftly.



Alex takes my hand and moves further into the hallway.  I look into the other cells as we walk swiftly.  I can see some people lying on small pallets and some people are looking through the cell bars at us.



“Oh God, Alex, this is horrible.  How can the coven get away with this?”



“It’s not the coven, it is just Duncan from what Samuel has told me.  It ends tonight.”



We stop at a door with a curved arch and a thick wooden door that is already open.  Samuel and Derrick are already there.  Duncan is down on his knees.



Duncan looks up at me and smiles.  His face has black fluid running down from his temple.



“Tell me, Alex, what’s so special about this little whore?  That you will get some extra blood from her child?”



Alex moves so fast it takes me by surprise.  He punches him repeatedly on his face.  Gripping him by his neck, he pulls his head up by his hair.



“You wouldn’t understand being the animal that you are.  I don’t know what happened to you, but you and your perverse ways end now.”



Alex pulls back. I glance at all of them and their eyes are all blood red.  Alex looks up at Samuel and Derrick.  He slowly nods his head at them.  He runs his hands through his hair. I can see him struggling to restrain the violence he feels.



He takes me by the arm and moves me out of the room.



“You don’t need to see this, Holly.”



“What about all these people here?”



“Derrick, Samuel and his guards are going to look after them.  The children are going to need therapy.  We will place them with one of ours so they can speak freely.  We can implement this with no one getting suspicious.”



He holds me close and hugs me to his side, kissing me on my temple.



I hear muffled shouting, then a horrid scream before there is nothing but silence.



I’m glad I didn’t witness what they did to him.  The thought of his dismemberment makes me shiver.  I just want to go home.



Alexander holds me tighter.



“You’re not leaving my side, ever.”



“Ew, I’m not going to the bathroom with you there or outside the door.”



“I’m going to be magnanimous and let you go to the latrine on your own.”



At this point, I don’t know whether to cry or laugh.  I feel a deep sense of relief that our baby is going to be okay.  This asshole might have railroaded me, but he is my asshole!



I decide to laugh, which is muffled against his chest.



“What’s so funny?”



“Nothing.”



He pulls back and looks at me with suspicion before his face softens.



“I can hear the baby’s little heartbeat. It’s like a tiny hummingbird at the moment.”



I place a hand on my stomach, feeling a little salty that he can hear our baby’s heartbeat.



Before I can say anything, Samuel and Derrick walk towards us.  I move closer to Alexander.  After Duncan, I’m going to be wary of all vampires.



Derrick has an expression of boredom on his face, but Samuel looks fascinated by me.  He has a huge grin on his face.



He rubs his hands together.



“Right, the rest of the team is en route to help these people so we can be on our way.”



He claps his hands together, rubbing them.



“Plenty of time to get to know our Holly and welcome her to the family.”



Alexander lets out a low, animalistic growl.



“Down Lassie.  Let’s go, Alex.  I’m so tired.” I say as I tug on his jacket.



Samuel is still standing there grinning like a fool.



Derrick rolls his eyes at us as he looks up from his phone.



“The car is waiting for us downstairs and the team is coming down the stairs to release everyone.”



“Before we go, can I see that woman with the children, please?”



We go back to the woman’s doorway.  On closer inspection looking past the smudges of dirt on her face she actually looks really young.  She still holds each child under her arm



“They took care of Duncan.  They are going to let you out and help you, okay?  Are these your children?”



She looks behind me at the men before heading back towards me.



She shakes her head.



“They came after they brought here me.”



The boy looks around ten or eleven. He is glaring up at me while holding onto the woman.  The girl looks around six.



Samuel comes over and stands beside me.



“We are sorry this happened to you.  I promise we will make things right with you all.”  He says in a very solemn tone of voice.



He suddenly starts sniffing.  Panicked, I turn around to look at Alex.



He looks surprised, then a realisation settles on his face.  He puts his hands on Samuel’s shoulders.



“Easy, old friend.  Who knows how long that depraved bastard has had her here?  She might be hurt.  Calm down.”



Oh, shit.  This woman might be his mate.   I look back at Alexander.



“Where are the keys to this hellhole?  I don’t want you to scare the kids by forcing it open.”  Alex asks the others.



Derrick rushes away in a blur, hopefully, to get the keys.  I look back at the woman, who is backing away from Alex and Samuel.



“We aren’t going anywhere with them.”  She says whilst nodding her head towards them.



“It’s okay.  I will stay with you till they can get you back home.”



“Holly, you need to rest.  Look at you, you’re dead on your feet.”



“God knows how long they have been here, Alexander.  Duncan was not sane look how scared these poor kids look.  It’s the least we can do.”



I whisper the rest, hoping only he can hear me not wanting to traumatise them anymore.



“Samuel is going to go nuts if this is his mate.  She is going to freak out and tell him where to go.  If she loses it, the kids are going to get upset.”



Derrick comes back and opens the cell.



The young woman doesn’t let go of either child as she goes through the door.



“Where do you all live?”



“I’m from Elgin further up north.  The children are from a local village.  They were abducted on the way home from school.”



I cringe.  Fucking Duncan.  I wish they could raise his ashes and kill him again.



Samuel is gazing at the woman, luckily she is facing me.



“I’m Holly. What’s your name?”



“I’m Charlotte.  This is Callum and his wee sister Andrea.”



I hear Samuel faintly whisper her name.



“We can take you all straight home, but I don’t know how you are all going to explain this.”



Derrick speaks up.



“We are going to set fire to the castle, and Duncan and his minions are going to take the fall.  Everyone is going to go home with an escort. We will pay you damages.”



Charlotte glares at Derrick.



“I doubt anything you do will help these children for many years to come.”



Samuel steps closer towards Charlotte.



“We will leave them with our details.  Whatever we can do to help them, I personally assure you it will be done.”



“I want to see the children go home first.”



“Of course, we can take you to get bathed, fed and changed before we take you all home.”



Charlotte looks at me.



I nod.  “They will do everything they say they will and more.  I’m coming with you.”



She slowly nods and moves closer to me, away from Samuel.  Who is now looking like someone kicked his puppy.




∞∞∞




I look outside the aeroplane window.  It’s been a long night, but we got everything done and almost everyone went home.  I stayed with Charlotte and the children.    We all got a shower and a change of clothes in a nearby hotel owned by Derrick.  He has a chain of hotels across Europe this had helped with the victims we found.  I got Charlotte’s phone number from her in case she ever needed me for anything or just to talk to me.



I lean back on my seat and it tightens its arm around me.  Alex has practically been carrying me around and refused to sit in a separate seat.  I won’t lie he is comfortable.



He lets out a loud sigh.



“I’m so sorry this happened to you, Holly.”



“It wasn’t your fault.  You didn’t know what level of crazy Duncan had become.  You have been stuck in that tomb all this time.”  I say to him, pausing slightly before asking him.  “Will Charlotte be okay with Samuel acting like he is?”



“Yes, I had a brief word with him.  He understands her fear, and he is going to be gentle in his approach.  Derrick stayed with him to keep him in check.”



I looked up at Alex in surprise.



“Derrick isn’t as big of an asshole as he lets other people think he is.”



“Wow.  This has certainly been an informative day.  Are you ever going to tell me how you became a vampire?”



I feel his body stiffen beneath me. 



“A woman decided she wanted me as her pet and she bit me.  She regretted her decision a century later.  Apparently, she had her eye on me for a while.  This is not the life I had wanted until I met you.”



“She is dead?”



“Yes, she died almost three hundred years ago.  It was a long time ago.”



I take the hint and relax back into him.



His hand gently rubs my stomach.



“I still can’t believe we have our baby with us, safe and sound.  Close your eyes and get some rest, Holly.  When we get home, you’re all mine.”



I shake my head at him before settling down.



I was exhausted and fell asleep straight away.





Chapter 17




Alexander





Five Months Later...





A

 fter almost losing Holly and our baby I may have become slightly overbearing.  I say this as Holly throws a vase aiming for my head.  I move to the side as the vase smashes off the wall behind me.  If I catch it she will just be more angry.  I won't be making the mistake of telling her to calm down again.

“Feel better?”



She scowls at me.



“I would have felt better if you had let me smack you in the head with it.”



She rubs her protruding belly.



My eyes drop down to her rounded tummy.  I still can't believe I will be a father in a few months.  My time in the tomb is like a distant memory now.



“Shall I get you another vase?”



“No, your head isn't worth any other vases.  Maybe some plates though.”



I chuckle.



She has been moody and uncomfortable so she gets a lot of leeway from me.  All bets are off after the baby is born.  I can hear a stronger heartbeat now like a galloping horse.  She never stops asking me if the baby is safe and if his or her little heartbeat is still beating just as loud.



All the renovation work has been completed we alternate and occupy both properties.  Holly has worked miracles with this property.  I'm in awe of her creativity and her skills. 



“Alex, you are driving me insane.  It's been five months, you need to give me some personal space.”



My eyes narrow on her.



“Never.  You're my mate.  Where you are, I am.  I almost lost both of you.  That is never going to happen again.”



“How are you going to be in two places at once?”



I frown at her.



“What do you mean?”



“When the baby goes to school are you going to be with me or protecting our child?”



“He or she will have a bodyguard at all times.”



She slaps her hand on her forehead.







She will get used to it


 
.






I make a break for it and lift her up into my arms and race upstairs with her.  When I stand her up, I don't hesitate. I tear her dress from the front.  It’s best to get ahead of her before her protests.



“Alex, I loved that dress.”  She says, but I hear no anger in voice.  Pregnancy hormones have made her into my little slut.  She can’t get enough of my cock.  If I didn’t love fucking her as much, I may have felt like her toy.



Stripping her underwear off.  I pick her up and put her in the middle of the bed.



“I will get you another ten.  Seeing you all fiery with our baby in your belly seems to have backfired on you.”



I make quick work of removing my clothes.



I push her legs wide open while I play with her large, swollen breasts.  Sucking her tits hard.  Her milk will flow out of these large nipples soon.  As I massage our baby, moving downward and I kiss her enlarged belly.  I always need her to know how much I love seeing her like this.  I may have given her my seed, but she is the one carrying and nurturing our child.



I plant my face into her pussy.  It is soaked, as always.  Such sweetness, if I remembered what honey tasted like, this is what it would be akin to.  I keep one hand over her rounded belly and push one hand under her ass.  It isn’t long till she is demanding more.



“Alex, please.  Enough, I need your cock.”



I hold her hips and switch positions so she is sitting on top of my stomach.  I feel her moisture on my abdomen.



“I want to watch my whore fuck herself till she screams.  I want to watch you ripe with my child riding me. I’m going to suck on your swollen tits and drive you insane with need.”



I watch as her eyes dilate and darken with lust.



Never taking her eyes off from mine as she lifts herself up and grasps my cock in her hand, pushing it towards her pussy as she slides down the length of my cock, using her weight.  She slams the rest of herself down onto me.  She digs her nails into my chest as she rides my cock like I told her to.  My eyes move to her swaying breasts.  I hold on to her ass cheeks and use her pussy as I take control of moving her up and down my cock.



“Who’s cunt is this, mate?”



“Oh God.  Yours, Alex.  Please don’t stop.”



“That’s right, it’s all mine.  If I say I’m always going to be with you to protect what’s mine.  You fucking take it.”



I raise my knees for traction as I fuck myself in and out of her faster.



“I want your tits in my mouth now.”



She leans upwards, pushing her breasts in my face.  I suck her nipples hard as I nip her soft breasts.



I use her cunt as hard and fast.  Feeling her leak her secretions all over my groin.  She is moaning and begging me to let her cum.  I ignore her as I continue to fuck her.  I want to enjoy her wet pussy and watch her ripe body on top of me.  Seeing her like this makes me feel like a caveman.



I feel her legs tighten around my hips and her pussy grasping my cock tightly.  I release her nipple.



“You can cum now, my little breeding harlot.”



I use her ass to keep slamming her on and off my cock.



She quickly puts one hand back on my chest as pushes her other hand between us and rubs her clit.  She flings her head back and her mouth opens in a silent cry as her orgasm crashes through her.  Her pussy ripples around my cock before tightening around me as I fuck into her one last time and cum deep inside her cunt.  I keep rocking her till she takes every drop of my seed inside of her. 



Elation rushes through me knowing this woman is mine forever.  Centuries, I have to breed her.  I will never fucking stop using her holes.  My perfect mate.















Epilogue




Holly





Three months later...





I

 look over and see Alexander holding Hannah on his chest.

“She will never get used to her crib if you keep sneaking her into our bed every night.”



“I see nothing wrong with her being closer to her food source.  It makes sense.”



He had been so certain we were going to have a boy; he had me convinced.  I should have just asked them to tell me at my later scans.  His was epic when the midwife told him he had a daughter.  They were cleaning Hannah up.  It’s the first time I’ve ever seen a vampire go into shock.  I have to say it’s been great for me.  He hasn’t been stuck to my side like glue.  Poor Hannah.  God help her when she wants to date.



He is a baby hog, though.  The only time I get with her is when she is feeding, and even then Alexander hovers over me.  She looks like her daddy, with brown hair and dark eyes.  In all the time I have known Alex, I have never seen him so utterly besotted.



He is a changed vampire.  As is Samuel.  He ended up staying in Scotland for months.  He wooed Charlotte as if it was the 1900s.  A proper courting.  Charlotte kept me updated and although we had a giggle at Samuel’s expense, she did eventually date him.  They are still taking things slowly, but I haven’t spoken to Charlotte for a few weeks.  The last I heard, they were coming down to meet Hannah.



I snuggle closer to my husband and daughter.  I want to enjoy these moments while I have them with her.  My little angel, who is a miracle new species.





Alexander







I hold Hannah over where my heart should be beating.  It still amazes me that a soulless monster like myself could have produced someone so perfect.  I take my eyes off the piece of my lost heart and look at my love.  She is stunning, as always, even when she has woken up.  The other piece of me.  Holly gave me more than I can ever repay her with.  My freedom, remnants of my soul, and a beautiful daughter.  I would have spent an eternity in a tomb waiting for my love.  Now I can’t wait to spend an eternity loving this woman and our children.  I pull her closer to kiss those perfect lips. 




The End.






Afterword


Hello Lovelies, ��



Thank you for reading Alexander and Holly’s story.  If you enjoyed your read please leave a wee review on Amazon.  It helps all indie authors and readers.  Leave me any notes for what you want to see more/less of.  It’s because of a reader request that I’m doing a special on Keeping Isabella who is part of Breeding His Personal Assistant.  Or you can PM me.  I’m on Facebook after four years! 



The next books are all available to pre-order will be as follows:



Keeping Isabella - Breeding Her Series 13th February



Psycho Alpha - The Monster Series 24th February



My Dark Psycho - Stand-alone Serial Killer 28th February



Aaron’s Pet - Standalone PetPlay (DARK and UTTERLY FILTHY) Just a warning on this one.  It is very different from the rest of my work.  15th March



Arrogant Alien - The Monster Series 26th March



All of these will be out by the end of March 2023



Last but not least.  I want to thank you all for the extraordinary kind words and love you have shown me.  I really am in awe of how much encouragement you have given me. 



Thank you to each and every one of you.  Till next time.  Stay Healthy and Stay Happy.



All my love,
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