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Praise for BLOOD DEEP


“A must-read … The sex is imaginative considering the constraints Page has placed on the heroine. Fortunately the two hunky supernatural heroes are more than up to the challenge!”

—Romantic Times




“The power of love is at the very core of this immensely erotic and thrilling love story. The characters are intense and decidedly sexual, but at the same time their vulnerability is what makes them stand out. The ménage component of this story is exceptionally well done.”

—Coffee Time Romance




“Ms. Page is a great storyteller, and she always manages to draw me in from the very first page. This story had enough surprises to keep me on my toes.”

—Just Erotic Romance Reviews




“A New Queen of Erotic Romance”

—Romantic Times



Praise for BLOOD RED

2007 National Readers’ Choice Award Winner for Erotic Romance


“A blazing path into forbidden dreams …”

—Romantic Times BOOKreviews




“Ms. Page weaves an erotic and suspenseful tale that … puts you on a sexual roller coaster and doesn’t let you off.… If you’re a lover of vampire romance, curl up on a cold winter night with Blood Red to warm your heart!”

—Just Erotic Romance Reviews (Gold Star Award)




“An erotically charged tale … a wonderful action-packed story that combines suspense, intrigue, horror, bondage, and yes, a whole lot of sex.”

—Coffee Time Romance







Praise for BLOOD ROSE


“Page’s Blood Rose has scorching love scenes to make you sweat and an intriguing plot to hold it all together.”

—New York Times best-selling author Hannah Howell




“Blood Rose is an action-packed, sexy paranormal overflowing with suspense, horror, and romance. Sharon Page is a master of the ménage—prepare to be seduced!”

—Kathryn Smith, USA Today best-selling author




“The female protagonist is completely believable, and the two vampire-slaying heroes … are simply hot! This is a thoroughly entertaining read.”

—Romantic Times




“Buffy the Vampire Slayer meets Regency England! Two sexy, to-die-for heroes, a courageous heroine, and a luscious ménage make Blood Rose a sinful treat.”

—Jennifer Ashley, USA Today best-selling author




“A chilling tale of vampires with loads of suspense and intrigue combined with searing erotic heat … the magic of pure sexual steam that can only mean one thing—it’s another winner from Sharon Page!”

—Renee Bernard, USA Today best-selling author




“Intriguing paranormal romance along the same lines of Laurell K. Hamilton’s early work … magic, mischief, and ménages.”

—Fresh Fiction



Praise for SIN

2006 National Readers’ Choice Award Winner for Erotic Romance


“How do you have an orgasm without sex? Read Sin by Sharon Page! … Thoroughly wicked, totally wild, utterly wanton, and very witty in its execution, Sin is the ultimate indulgence.”

—Just Erotic Romance Reviews (Gold Star Award)




“Strong, character-driven romance … extremely sensual and erotic.”

—Romantic Times BOOKreviews




“Sinfully delicious. Sharon Page is a pure pleasure to read.”

—Sunny, New York Times best-selling author of Over the Moon (anthology) and Mona Lisa Awakening




“Sharon Page blends history, emotion, and hot, hot, hot sex within an amazing love story. Blazing erotica!”

—Kathryn Smith, USA Today best-selling author




“An erotic page turner that must be read only in an air conditioned room as the book is hot hot hot … Sharon Page is now on my ‘must be read’ list.”

—Romance Junkies



Praise for BLACK SILK

2008 Romantic Times’ Reviewers’ Choice Award for Best Historical Erotic Romance


RT TOP PICK 4½ Stars: “This wonderful, well-written Regency has emotion, blindingly hot sex, complicated characters, and a surprise ending.”

—Romantic Times BOOKreviews




“I can sum this novel up in one word: wow! … Not only were the encounters burn-your-fingers-hot but also emotional and romantic.” Gold Star Award!

—Just Erotic Romance Reviews



Praise for HOT SILK


“With an interesting plot, likable characters, suspense, sexual adventure, and romance, this story satisfies.”

—Romantic Times BOOKreviews




“A delightfully sensual story of love … Outstanding read!”

—Coffee Time Romance
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Prologue

Dartmoor, 1820

“This is the pool, milord. The one yer brother looked in afore he vanished.”

Heath Winthrope, Earl of Blackmoor, swung off his mount. Ahead Tom, the moorsman who had led him here, pointed down to a tiny pond, encircled by a ring of granite boulders.

A full moon hung blue-white and plump in the sky. They stood high on the moors, alone, surrounded by quiet, dark hills of waving grass. Heath’s jaw tingled as it always did before his fangs erupted. So as he crossed over the granite stones in long strides, he kept his face turned away. No point in letting poor Tom find out what he really was.

Heath rested one foot on a large rock and looked down at the small pool. Ripples on its surface sparkled beneath streams of silvery light. “You claim that the reflection seen in this pool will be the next person to die.”

Tom pulled off his cap, twisted it in his hands. “Aye, milord. That’s the legend, it is. If you look into the water you will see the face of the next person who will die. Young Mr. Winthrope was a bit foxed, milord, and determined to prove the legend to be just a myth.”

Christ, he was going to have to take a look. Heath leaned over and frowned at the reflection he expected to see.

It was his face. Unchanged for the last ten years. He still looked to be a man of eight-and-twenty. His face was unlined, his features sharp and cleanly cut, his silvery-green eyes bright and cocky with eternal youth.

Tom stayed far enough back so his face would not reflect. Heath stared at the image of his unsmiling face. The magical powers of this pool were, as he suspected, nothing more than myth—

The water to the right of his image bubbled suddenly. The turbulence stopped and a woman’s face appeared beside his in the pool. A bewitching face. Blue eyes, large yet full of intelligence and lively delight. The face was oval, the cheeks smooth and ivory. The hair was like spun gold pouring over slim shoulders.

Through the shimmering veil of it, he could see her neck, a long, smooth column of white.

It was like the sight of a bottle of port to a drunkard, or the scent of opium smoke to a fevered addict. His fangs burst forth.

He could see more of her now. She was naked, possessing two perfect ivory breasts, topped with peach-pink nipples. A smooth belly. Generous hips.

He was hard with desire and fiercely hungry for her throat.… Then he blinked. Bare breasts and a bare neck reflected beside him?

Heath jerked around. His normally slow heartbeat became a hard pulse in his throat. Tom, lurking behind a granite boulders, looked up fearfully. Around, the Dartmoor hills stretched, empty and still. Up here, he could see for miles—right to where his estate house sprawled, surrounded by a stone wall, lichen-covered trees, and the little white dots of slumbering sheep.

There was no nude woman behind him.

Tom peered at him, uneasy and curious. “Whose face did you see, milord?”

How could he see the face of a woman who was not even there?

Right, Heath. And how can you be a vampire—cheating death and surviving by drinking blood? “I looked into a moonlit pool of water. I saw my own face, of course.”

Tom gave a strangled grunt of dismay.

Heath groaned. “Bloody hell, man, I am not going to die next. I can assure you of that. Your tale is nothing more than a faery story, meant to frighten and entertain.”

Of all the men in England, he was the least likely to have a sudden and untimely death. He’d already done that bit and had escaped the final reckoning. He was now immortal. The undead. Nosferatu.

But the woman …

Cold unease gripped his heart. How could he be seeing her reflection? Had he actually seen someone who was going to die? Who was she? He didn’t know, so he couldn’t warn her to be careful around carriages, firearms, and unknown plants.

Then his throat tightened. In the reflection, the woman ran her hand down his chest as she lowered to her knees in front of him. Her hands deftly released his cock from his trousers. And Heath had the astounding experience of watching from a distance while a beautiful woman sucked his cock deeply down her throat. Hell …

The water bubbled again. This time his reflection disappeared. The woman was now reclining on a chaise, her hand draped over her curvaceous hip. There was a man standing beside her. But it wasn’t him. It was his brother Raine, who had been missing for a fortnight. His brother was gazing at the beautiful blond woman as though he loved her.

Was he looking at the reflection of a woman who had harmed his brother? One who had also disappeared? He didn’t know who she was, so why had he seen her sucking him?

Whoever she was, he had to find her.


1

London, Two weeks later

As a mortal man, Heath had adored women’s breasts. They seemed to be a stroke of genius. Plump, bouncy, and tempting, and all the fun of playing with them pleasured the woman, too.

As a vampire, he found them irresistible.

For the ten years he had been Nosferatu, one of the undead, he’d been plagued with the yearning to sink his fangs into a woman’s breasts and taste her succulent blood that way.

He’d resisted. But hell, it had been hard.

And now, he was standing in a brothel’s salon while some foolish woman thought to tempt him by baring her generous bosom. Henna-red curls bounced around her face. She flashed a coquettish look to him beneath thick lashes, pursed her scarlet lips, then let her silk wrapper slide from her shoulders.

He knew he should look away. The gesture would annoy her and she would move on to other prey. Half the men in the room were watching that scrap of silk as it fell from her shapely shoulders and snagged on the swell of her generous bosom. She gave him a wicked smile. Then she shimmied to make the fabric fall free. Two stunningly large breasts popped into view—full, ivory white, and topped with nipples rouged to an erotic scarlet.

Blinking, blazing hell.

The two vampires who sat in front of the courtesan traded lusty smiles, then bent to the two full breasts on offer. But neither men suckled the aroused nipples; each drove their teeth into the plump sides of her breasts. What they wanted was blood.

The seductive, coppery tang of it filled the salon.

The woman gave a sensual moan of pleasure. Her head fell back. The vampires knew how to take enough blood to give her a thrilling sexual sensation. They wouldn’t kill her. They would show her unfathomable delights by lightly drinking her blood, while stroking her nipples and her hot, wet cunny.

Years of abstinence reared up inside Heath. His cock reared in front of him.

No. He would not let himself give in to temptation.

Watching two men experience his fantasy had him taut as a bowstring and ready to snap. His hand closed too tightly on the glass of brandy in his gloved hand. With a delicate ping, the glass shattered. He dropped the remnants to a table and glanced around. Where in blazes had Julian gone? He needed to get out of here.

With her red-blond curls, this woman was not the one he was looking for.

He had made it to the door when the madam of the place, a demoness of some sort, sashayed out of the shadows and planted her buxom body in his path. “Ah, my lord. Have you only come to feed tonight, or do you wish to indulge in other pleasures as well?”

“Neither.” Heath cleared his throat, hiding the two weaknesses that tried to claim him. Lust and hunger. “I’ve come in search of my brother.”

Her plucked brows drew together in a frown. “But your brother is not a vampire, is he?” The stout woman was about forty. A stomacher crushed her belly flat and pushed her enormous bosom upward in a shelf of whitened flesh. That was the specialty of this brothel. The women within possessed the largest breasts in London.

“He is now. A mistake on my part—” He stopped. Christ, there was no need to explain his private hell to a madam. Swiftly he gave a description of Raine.

The woman shook her head. “No, he has not been here. But you must feed, my lord. I can sense the anguish within you.” She reached out for his arm.

And though he had immeasurable power, Heath jerked his forearm back like a frightened boy. “I do not need it,” he said curtly. “I wanted to find out about a woman. One who was involved with my brother. Blond—her hair is a dark gold. Very lovely. Blue eyes. Large ones.”

“That could describe many of my girls. You shall have to look through them, my lord.”

He glimpsed the madam’s thoughts. Visions hit him. A thousand personal, useless visions—of gowns, jewels, the location of the keys to her locked drawers, the bare chest of a footman she slept with. Then one image came forth and pushed all the others away. A man’s face—with auburn hair, laughing green eyes, a spray of freckles across his cheeks. Raine. And then he saw himself, with his brother.

Raine had followed him here once. A year ago, while his young brother had still been mortal and had no idea what he’d been walking into.

In her thoughts, the madam would naturally conjure up the last time she had seen Raine. Which meant what she had told him was the truth.

He saw images of several blond women in her head. Her thoughts flowed easily to him. He wants a blonde. Sally? She has blue eyes. If he wants a specific girl … how can I tempt him to choose one of mine instead?

Heath drew back from the madam’s thoughts, the shutters in his mind falling back into place like iron doors. Clang. Clang. Clang.

“Come.” She moved to his side, a bright smile on her crimson lips. “Let us find the woman you are searching for tonight.”

He knew the game. She wanted to give him a reason to stay, to peruse her voluptuous, half-naked tarts in the hope he would find one he couldn’t resist.

“No, thank you. I’m not looking for a woman to fuck, but for one to question.”

“How … odd. My lord, I sense great agony in you. I know you do not wish to feed, but I fear it is becoming painful for you to deny yourself any longer. How long has it been since you took blood?” she asked sympathetically, but he knew her concern was feigned.

“A week.”

“That is far too long. Dangerously so. Surely you know that, my lord.”

“I have gone longer.” Three months. That had been the longest. And he’d been left so weak, he’d thought he was going to die. Then a servant had wakened him, had told him Raine was dying. That had forced him to leave his bedchamber, drink enough blood to regain strength, and then race to his brother’s side to give him eternal life instead of lose him forever.

It had been months since he had come to a place like this—a brothel where the negotiations for blood were as common as those for pleasure. He had sworn he never would again. Not after the last time, when he had lost control.

The longer he tried to go without blood, the more violent the hunger became. It was irresponsible of him to walk amongst the human world without slaking his thirst for blood in the … kindest way he could. He should accept the offer here, where he could ensure the safety of the woman who let him take her blood. But he turned away and strode for the door.

Julian, come out from wherever you are. We are done here.

And he cursed the vampire council for sending Julian Tremaine with him. Tremaine was supposed to be his overseer, but Heath spent most of his time looking after the lad.

The madam chuckled behind him. His preternatural hearing easily picked out the sound, even as he heard Julian Tremaine’s footsteps racing down a hallway. “You will be back,” she murmured to herself.

No, he’d drive a stake into his own heart before he weakened.

The last time he had fed at this brothel, he had escorted a voluptuous lass to the bedchamber. The girl had flopped on the bed, swept back her hair to bare her throat, and waited for him with dead and resigned eyes.

He’d never lost an appetite so quickly in his life. This became an addiction for the women, like gin or opium. They needed to be bitten, to know the pain, to feel the earth-shattering pleasure of climaxing while being fed upon. The prostitute had told him, with whimpers, that her last client had been brutal and rough. She had clutched his arm, despair in her eyes. She was terrified, but she needed him to take her blood.

He had done it, despite his revulsion—with this world, mainly with himself. The girl had cried while he did it, and her emotions flowed to him, making her blood taste sharp as vinegar, foul as rotting fruit. He had paid her extra, a few gold sovereigns he had tucked in her closed fist, and placed against her heart. Since then he had fed from animal blood. It left him weak, unsatisfied. But it meant he did not have to touch a woman who truly did not want to be touched.

Heath shook off the maudlin thoughts and strode to the bottom of the stair. He was here only in his search for Raine and for the woman he had seen in the pool. He grasped the banister and barked up the stair. “Julian, get your arse down here. I’m gone.”

A servant hastily opened the door to him. Heath jumped down the front steps and strode away from the house. Three brothels along this street catered to the “nocturnal brother-hood”—the male vampires of London who chose to slake their thirst with the willing and leave their meals alive.

“Heath, wait—” Julian came running out of the brothel, retying his cravat, though the placket of his trousers still flapped where one button was undone.

Heath rubbed his temple. “Your trousers.”

“Oh, right. I was in the middle of something. Could you have given me a few more minutes?”

“You were in the middle of someone. And no, I could not give you more time.”

Julian licked his lips, flicking away a trace of blood. “She tasted good, but I hadn’t got to the best part, where I got to be deep in her while I was drinking and she was coming around me.”

“Another time.”

Julian scowled. He was a youth. Only two-and-twenty. A pup within the nocturnal brotherhood, he had not even spent a full year as a vampire. “You promised me I could. And in return I agreed to look the other way about your activities tonight. This is not one of our five crime scenes.”

This had to be the vampire council’s sadistic idea of a joke. Julian had been assigned to ensure he completed his mission: find a succubus who had killed five English peers. But Julian was young, rebellious, and obsessed with sex. Julian was so like Raine, Heath had been forced to spend every moment of those nights reliving the mistakes he’d made with his brother.

They were supposed to be examining the places where the men had died, questioning other men who knew the victims for a description of mistresses and lovers. Track the succubus down, in other words. But he had to find Raine.

The vampire council would have him destroyed if he did not unearth the demon before the next full moon. But the council had also issued a death warrant on his rogue brother. And his brother’s existence came first.

Julian’s lower lip protruded in a pout. He did up his trousers and drew out a cheroot from a pocket. “What exactly are you looking for?”

“A woman.”

“They had those back there.”

“Not the one I wanted.”

“How can you be so certain?” Julian protested. Holding a match to the cheroot stuck between his lips, Julian looked longingly back toward the brothel. “We should have stayed there longer, to ensure we explored all the women and made sure none of them were the succubus we’re supposed to find.”

“I was able to determine that without wasting time, Julian. And for the love of Hades, don’t make that pouting expression again.”

He couldn’t let Julian know the truth. Tonight he wasn’t searching for the succubus. He was looking for the woman he had seen in the pool. And he had to ensure the council did not find out what he was doing. He couldn’t reveal any clue that might lead them to Raine first.

Most vampires feared the vampire slayers who worked for the Royal Society for the investigation of Mysterious Phenomena. But Heath feared the vampire council more. The slayers knew it existed but since it destroyed vampires they left it alone. But it had grown more dangerous.

“What is a succubus exactly?” Julian puffed his cheroot. “The old vampires on the council never told me.”

“A woman who can drain your soul while she’s fucking you.”

The lad stared, still holding the lit match. “Blast!” He waved out the flame as it burned his finger.

Heath shook his head at the naive shock on Julian’s youthful, good-looking face. “You should be careful whom you drop your trousers for.”

“What would a succubus want with us, Blackmoor? We’ve got no souls to drain.”

It was a good point. He had no idea what happened when a succubus made love to a vampire. The council would know. They filled themselves on rules and legend and lore. “Let’s make our way to another brothel. This one is a scene of one of the crimes—” He stopped. A soft sound floated to his preternatural hearing.

A second gasp of fear rippled from the shadows of an alley. A street flare threw light upon a sign. Derwent Lane was the name bestowed upon the narrow space that could barely let two people pass by each other. The light annoyed Heath; it prevented him from seeing as well as he could into the dark length of the alley.

The sound had come from a woman. A subdued, frightened cry of pain.

He doubted it would be the woman he was looking for; he’d scoured London for a week searching for her. He would hardly stumble upon her so fortuitously. But becoming the undead did not mean a man left his honor behind.

Heath stepped into the opening of the alley.

“Come ‘ere, love.” The harsh, raspy male voice broke in on Vivienne Dare’s tumbling thoughts as she hurried down stinking Derwent Lane, rushing further into the depths of Whitechapel.

She looked up just as a brute of a man stepped out of a doorway and blocked her path. He was huge, large enough to fill the narrow lane. A leather apron splattered with dark stains covered him. He crossed his arms over a massive barrel chest and leered as his piglike eyes swept over her. “Ye smell pretty, lass. How much for a quick swive against the alley wall here?”

The stench of blood and butchered meat hung around him. It turned her stomach. But what frightened her most was his size. Vivienne knew what a man that big could do.

She felt for the pistol in her pocket and wrapped her hand around the smooth handle. She wore a long cloak with the hood pulled low. A tangled gray wig hid her blond hair. She had drawn wrinkles on her face with kohl. She should look like a wizened crone.

But the butcher seemed to know otherwise, despite the shadows, her makeup, and her stooped walk.

This kept happening to her, no matter how she disguised herself. Five times already, on her journeys to the apothecary, five different, large, dangerous strangers had pursued her. Each time she’d had to fight for her life. But she’d never faced a man this big.

He licked his lips, moving toward her. His apelike arms swung at his sides. “Come on, dearie.” Smirking, he ran his hands over the front of his apron, mimicking the shape of an erection. “I’ve got a long pole and it’s all for you. Now be a good girl. I don’t want to have to hurt ye.”

But he did. Want to. She knew it. She could see it in his lecherous, mocking grin. In the wild excitement lighting up his small, ugly eyes.

Just stay calm, girl, and think.

She had escaped this world. Had pulled her way out of the slums and into Mayfair’s glittering ballrooms with her wits, not simply her tits. She had become London’s most exclusive—and expensive—courtesan. Then she had walked away from that world. For her daughter’s sake. For Sarah’s sake.

She had vowed she would never let a brute touch her—or hurt her—again.

And she did not have time to waste. She pulled out the pistol, extended her arm, and took a bead on the stained apron. “Step aside and let me pass.”

His eyes took on a wild, hungry, fanatical gleam. “Put that toy away and let me ‘ave at ye.”

Toy. Was he mad? Dear God, she had thought this would make him retreat. She did not want to shoot him. But she couldn’t lose time, precious time Sarah might not have—

The ape of a man lunged for her in her moment of distraction. Her finger was nowhere near the trigger, so the pistol was pulled from her hand with more ease than taking off a glove. All because she couldn’t kill him. Now he would rape and kill her. And Sarah would never get the medicine and she wouldn’t live through the night—

No.

Vivienne slammed her fists against his wall of a chest. They bounced off, but it gave her momentum to hit him again. Her gun flew from his grasp and clattered across the cobbles. She kicked at him, driving her sturdy boots into his shin.

“Shit! Whore!” he shouted. And his fist came at her like a brick and snapped her head back so sharply, she fell against the wall. Tears sprang to her eyes. She’d never known pain like this.

And his fist was coming again—

She slithered down the wall and his hand smashed into solid brick. He howled in sheer fury. He was going to kill her and he might not pause long enough to swive her.

Vivienne darted to the side, but he caught her stupid cape and hauled her back. Her wig plopped to the ground, and he leered at her.

“Ye’re a pretty one. My, my, this is going to be fun—” Silver flashed. He’d whipped a knife out of a pocket on his apron. The tip of it pressed against her cheek. And bit in.

She lifted her knee and drove it into him. Drove it into his male parts and the knife cut into her as he jerked downward with pain. His other hand dropped to cradle his wounded balls. And his eyes went wild with fury.

The blade slid down her face, opening a slash that leaked hot, wet blood. Stinging pain rushed from her cheek. Her legs wobbled, but she hit at his arm to push the knife away.

Suddenly her attacker took flight.

He soared through the air, down Derwent Lane, and landed with a thud in the unfathomable dark. His knife had gone with him.

And she was staring at the bricks across from her, frozen in place, even as she knew another man was now standing beside her. A man who had just picked up her attacker, who must have weighed fifteen stone, and threw him down the alley. And the man who had rescued her was not even breathing heavily.

Her knees threatened to dissolve like sugar in water.

“So I save your life, and you won’t even look at me? Not even to reward me with a pretty smile?” His voice was soft, deep, cultured, gentle—the sort of voice a rich peer used when he wanted to coax a woman into his bed. Far different than the harsh, clipped, cold tones they used when they wanted to shove her out.

It was a tone of voice Vivienne knew too well. And right now, it made her shake. She kept her face away from him in the shadows, her gloved hand at the gash in her cheek. She had to play sweet and demure and rescued, but she had to get away. “Th—thank you. Thank you for saving me. I apologize there will be no smile. And no payment. But I must go—”

“I don’t expect payment, little one.” His hand braced against the wall near her head. “Rescue is a service I perform free of charge. Or obligation.”

Suddenly she felt a spurt of dizziness, and her vision blurred. It vanished almost instantly, leaving her blinking, trying to get control of her thoughts.

The man stared at her as though she had two heads. He reached for her chin but she jerked her head away. “Who are you?” he growled. “What are you?”

He was blocking her way out. She looked down the alley to the butcher, who was still sprawled on the ground. Not moving.

“Struck his head rather hard,” her savior remarked. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a tall, glossy beaver hat. Crisp cravat cinching a stark white collar. Many-tiered great coat. He exuded wealth and the casual arrogance that went along with it. “If he’s fortunate, he’ll wake up in a few hours with a bad headache. If he’s not fortunate, he won’t wake up at all.”

She swallowed hard.

“Now, tell me what you are—”

She twisted away and ran down the narrow lane toward the inert body, guessing he wouldn’t expect this. Not for her to run toward the man who had tried to attack her. She tried to jump over the fallen body, but couldn’t. Her boot landed on his arm and she lost her balance and fell forward.

A strong hand wrapped around her wrist and she was pulled hard against his male body. Sandalwood. Leather. Horse. Man. She smelled all those things in the dizzying moment she was clamped against her rescuer’s chest, her face buried against him. “How?” she gasped.

“I’m a vampire, little one. I can move with great speed when I want to. And when it is necessary, I can fly. But you must know that. You’ve blocked your thoughts to me.”

“I what? Y—you’re mad,” she cried, her voice muffled. Dazed, shocked, she reared back and looked up at the elegant beaver hat, the snow-white collar points.

He was smiling at her, smiling as though she was a tasty morsel he intended to devour. Suddenly the smile vanished. His gloved hands closed roughly around her arms. “What did you do to my brother?” he barked at her. “And where the hell is he now?”

“W—who?” she gasped.

Silver eyes. His eyes were a strange, reflective silver, and they dilated as he took in the sight of her face. She could taste the blood from the cut, tracking slowly along her lips. His lips were beautiful, she noticed madly. Perfectly shaped. His lower lip was very full, and his face was exotic and sensuous and filled with fury and suspicion.

“My brother,” he growled. “I know you were his lover. And I know you aren’t mortal.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” She shoved at him.

He blinked down at her. His hat hadn’t even wobbled.

He moved her, pressed her back to the brick wall, and leaned in as though preparing to push his mouth onto hers in a kiss. “No!” she jerked her head to the side, turning her stinging, bleeding, cheek to him. She was not going to let him have her mouth.

His tongue came out as his face neared hers. Gently, the tip of it touched the top of her wound. A strange flow of heat began there, flooded her skin, and seemed to flood her brain. He traced the entire length of her cut, setting her skin ablaze in his path. She didn’t understand why. She didn’t want his touch.

He stopped where the wound did. On her throat. And he suckled there. Vivienne had to let her head drop back against the wall. Sensation roared up. She felt something she hadn’t felt for years and years. Need. Desire. Hunger.

No. Sarah needed her. And the thought of Sarah, at home and sick, speared Vivienne like a blade. She fought him and he let her go. And smiled softly as he settled his hands against the wall on either side of her shoulders, trapping her. “There. All better. You are far too beautiful to be marked up like that.”

She drove her knee up but something stopped her, pushed it down. It had to have been his hand, but she hadn’t seen it move—his hands were still braced beside her head.

Icy fear rippled down her spine. The cut no longer hurt. She put her fingers to her cheek, took them away. There was no blood. But the wound hadn’t scabbed over. Her skin felt perfectly smooth. There was no sign there had even been a cut.

“As perfect as I imagine you were to start with,” he said softly.

“How did you do that?”

“Vampire. I can heal. I can move so swiftly you will not see it. Some of the benefits, of which there are, sadly, very few. Now tell me about my brother. You saw what I did to him.” His chin jerked toward the unconscious butcher. “You had better start talking to me.”

His mouth became a harsh line. The silver eyes narrowed, and she knew she was looking at a man who could become very cruel when he wanted to.

She’d seen enough of that to know. She knew men. Other courtesans always had their eye on the prize: they looked at the jewels. Vivienne had always looked at the gentleman’s eyes as she received his gift. What was there? Joy? Pride? Guilt? The look a man got when he was preparing to run? All gifts were bribes. Either to ensure a woman was thoroughly snared, or to buy a man’s way out of trouble. She had survived, flourished, rescued herself because she wasn’t a courtesan who stared at her own face in the mirror. She looked at the man.

That was how she knew when a man was angry. Or when he was stripping off his masks, letting his cruelty show. Preparing to be violent.

“Let me go. Please,” she begged, even when she knew how futile it was to beg a man. “I don’t know anything about your brother. I have to get to an apothecary’s. My daughter is sick, she is dying. Please, won’t you just let me go?”

He shook his head, the selfish bastard. “I can’t, my love. Not until I find out the truth.” His gloved hand closed roughly around her arm.

“She’s dying, you bastard!” she shouted at his handsome face. “Dear God, let me go.”

“I’ve discovered God is not very dear, love. And I can’t let you go.”

Sheer panic gripped her. Then boot soles clicked sharply on the cobbles and she saw another man enter the mouth of the alley, framed by the meager light. “She’s telling the truth about her daughter, Heath. I can tell.”

“Can you, Julian?” Her captor’s voice was tight and filled with suspicion.

“I saw it in her thoughts.” The blond man was completely serious even though she knew he must be speaking utter rubbish. No one could read thoughts.

“She is really afraid for her daughter’s life, Heath,” the man called Julian went on. “And she is telling the truth: she is on her way to an apothecary’s.”

“Indeed.” Heath, the man who had her captured, spoke so coldly it made her shiver. “All right, I will escort you to get your medicine, then take you home. After that, we can have a little discussion.” His eyes looked cold as ice shards.

Suddenly his words penetrated. “Go with me! But that’s impossible.”

“No, love. It’s your only choice.”

“Heath—”

“We will help the fair lady with her task, Julian. I believe she needs our protection.”

“And the investigation?”

“Can wait for a little while. I think a sick daughter is more important.”

“You are supposed to be working for the council, not helping some damsel in distress by healing her child.”

Vivienne gaped at Julian. She could see now he was a tall, handsome man in his early twenties. With pale blond hair, and large eyes, and the beauty of an angel. But his eyes were reflective, too. She swung around to the other man. Heath. “You could heal my daughter, like you healed the cut on my cheek?”

“I don’t know. There are some things even a well-meaning vampire can’t cure. Let’s get the medicine first, my dear, and then get you home to your child.” He turned to the other man, Julian. “If I can heal a young mortal girl, I have to do it. All you have to do is keep it quiet from the council.”

Vampire. He must surely be mad to think he was Nosferatu. They were the stuff of faery stories, tales meant to frighten people. Vampires did not really exist.

But he had done three completely impossible things with her. He had effortlessly heaved an enormous man down an alley without even disturbing his hat. He had made her wound disappear with his tongue. He had moved so quickly she had not even seen him.

How had he done it?

There were illusionists in London. Could he be one of those? No. He had actually done those things. They weren’t tricks.

And after she got her medicine, he expected her to take him home. To let him inside, so he could ask about his brother.

Heavens, what if his brother was one of the men she had been forced to seduce? One of the five peers who had mysteriously died afterward?

Julian hesitated. “All right. I had a young sister who died of scarlet fever. I would have given anything to save her. Try to help this girl; I won’t tell the council.”

It sounded as if the younger man should be in command, but Heath obviously was. And Heath suddenly grasped her by the elbow.

“Come, my dear. Lead the way. Julian and I will ensure you get there safely.”

And Vivienne knew, once again, she had no choice but to let a man take charge and obey his command. But she’d learned a thing or two. She would let him believe he was in control, until she had her chance to break free.

No sign hung from the front of the shop. No name was painted upon the dirty window. But through the layers of grime, a few bottles could be seen. One lamp burned low, which meant Mrs. Holt was there.

Waiting for her, no doubt. Vivienne had never seen anyone else come in.

She stopped and turned to her rescuer. Heath had frightened away two other ruffians who had approached her. She might not have reached here at all without him. “You will have to wait outside. I do not know if Mrs. Holt will serve me if you come in with me. And I have to get this medicine.”

“Why wouldn’t she serve you? I’m an earl. I’m not accustomed to shopkeepers wanting me to stay outside.”

An earl. “Oh dear God, please.”

“And I believe you intend to slip out the back.”

“Oh,” she sputtered. She shoved him aside and stalked toward the door. His boots cracked sharply against the floor behind her. A tiny bell tinkled. And the door in the back opened, and Mrs. Holt shuffled out. “You are late, my dear. What has kept you?” The woman peered from behind tangled curls of gray-brown hair. “Ah, I see what has. Well, my lord, you may wait in the corner.”

Mrs. Holt knew this man was a peer. She shivered, but charged forward. “I need Sarah’s medicine.”

“Of course.” Cackling, Mrs. Holt took the vial out from a small glass-fronted case behind the counter. It was the same size as the others. Only three days’ worth of doses.

“Could you not give me more? Please, please. I’ll pay anything.”

Gnarled hands pulled a shawl tighter. “Three. Or none at all.”

“What is the price for the next one?” Like a canny whore, Mrs. Holt always demanded to be paid in advance of the drug. Equally intelligent, Vivienne had refused at first. Then Sarah had gotten so sick with a fever that climbed and climbed. Sarah had been about to die. And Vivienne had raced back here and promised to pay any price for the drug.

Mrs. Holt had not asked for money or jewels. Instead, she had demanded Vivienne seduce the young, handsome Earl of Matlock.

The woman had to be mad. But that night, distraught with fear for Sarah, Vivienne had put on a revealing gown, had found the young man in Covent Garden, and she had dazzled him until he couldn’t remember his own name. She had vowed she would never be a courtesan again, but she had seduced a man she didn’t even know, and their first encounter had been up against the theater wall.

Mrs. Holt had given her enough of a dose for one day. And outlined the “arrangement” they would have. If Vivienne slept with the man for a month, Mrs. Holt had promised, she would be given enough medicine for three days at a time. At the end of each vial, if not more often, she had to take her lover to carnal ecstasy—the price for the next allotment.

It seemed madness. What possible payment could this be?

What could Mrs. Holt gain from her sexual adventures with a string of young gentleman?

But she had done it. Now those men—the five men who had been her lovers—were all dead. And an earl wanted to know what had happened to his brother.

She wished she knew what the medicine contained. But she had taken it to a dozen apothecaries in London, and none could determine what was within it.

Mrs. Holt inclined her head. “The price is the same as always.”

“Who—who will it be?”

Mrs. Holt glanced at the man waiting in the corner. And crooked her finger so Vivienne had to move closer. “His name is Lord Blackmoor,” she rasped. “This particular man will be very hard to seduce.”

Vivienne lifted a brow. She had yet to find the man who could resist her. She knew every erotic trick there was. Once upon a time, she had wished she could engage in them for love. But all that mattered now was Sarah. She slipped the vial into a secret pocket inside her bodice. “I am very, very good at seduction. Where will I find this gentleman?”

“Oh, this one you won’t find, dearie.”

Vivienne gritted her teeth. “Then how do I seduce him? Mrs. Holt, do not play with me, not with Sarah’s life at stake. If she dies, I—” Her heart screamed with pain. She was tired of this witch’s games. She hated this woman who controlled her like a puppet by dangling Sarah’s life in front of her eyes.

“He will find you. I believe, in fact, he already has.”
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He had been transformed into the undead by drinking a quart of blood from a stranger’s neck, had been given a demonic curse, and condemned his brother to endless darkness, yet this almost knocked Heath off his feet.

The voluptuous blond woman was supposed to seduce him, as payment to this old crone for the vial of medicine. And the blonde was the seductive beauty he had seen in the pool with Raine. The one who had slithered down his own body in the reflection and taken him into her hot mouth.

With his heightened vampiric senses, he’d heard the entire conversation from the corner. Heard the blonde’s cool, crisp voice become angry, desperate, frantic, frightened. And the old woman answer her, brimming with power, confidence, and the damn perverse amusement he’d discovered permeated the demon world.

The old woman wasn’t mortal. She could shield her thoughts from him.

Just as the blond beauty he’d rescued could. He’d tried to open the gates to her mind and read her thoughts, but he had seen nothing but a void. Which meant her thoughts were blocked to him, and apparently not to Julian.

None of this made sense. But as the blonde shoved past him and ran out the door, Heath had time for one swift glance back at the apothecary’s mistress. She smiled at him, a smile that flashed surprisingly white teeth. He moved to her in the blink of eye, but when he reached her untidy counter, she was gone.

What did this woman know about him? Obviously a few things. Why else would she warn he would prove hard to seduce? After all, he carried a curse—one that prevented him from ever gracing any woman’s bed twice.

He’d heard the blonde ask what the price would be this time. Did it mean she had seduced other men for the medicine? Was it too mad to speculate she could be the one who seduced and killed the five peers? That his two quests were connected?

“Let me go!”

He jerked around as the blonde kicked wildly at Julian’s shins. He had to intervene. Julian, the pup, didn’t yet know his own strength, and he’d grasped the woman’s arm so hard, she had dropped to her knees. The younger vampire was white faced and looked ready to rip out his own heart in remorse.

Heath stalked out the door, letting it slam in his wake. He could return to the apothecary later. “Let her go, Julian. And love”—he turned to the blond woman—”don’t try to run. I warn you it will be a futile gesture. I’ll catch you again. Easily. You told me you’re desperate to return to your daughter, so I’ll take you there. In my carriage.”

Her chin went up, but her eyes flicked around, seeking escape. Her mind was still eerily closed to him. And he didn’t know why.

“I have a carriage. I do not need your help.”

He bowed before the trembling blonde. The woman must know she had no way out, but was only looking more fierce as a result.

“This has nothing to do with help, my dear. You may not have noticed, but you are now my prisoner. Until I get the truth out of you, I’m not letting you go.”

Her eyes widened with fury, snapping at him with blue fierceness. The same eyes he had seen in the reflection. “And who in hell do you think you are?” she demanded, all explosive fire.

He didn’t play with fire anymore. He moved in the night, eternally cold, eternally dark, eternally deadened. “Ah, little one, you have no idea how apropos your question is. But haven’t you guessed? I’m Blackmoor. The man you are supposed to bed. Now, tell me who you are.”

The girl in the giant bed looked fragile. Like one of the porcelain dolls his daughter had treasured.

Heath knew pain again, a swift, sharp slice of it. He knew what it was like to lose a child. Meredith. His daughter. Someone he had vowed to keep safe forever, to protect from everything. When he’d first held his little girl in his arms, he had vowed she would never even have anything to pout about.

And now she was gone.

All he had were memories, but they were laden with pain and guilt, like thorny briars twisted around his heart. Memories, for a vampire destined to live for eternity, were tenuous things that slowly drifted away.

The blonde pushed past him, crossing the bedroom with soft, swift steps. She sat on the edge of the bed and tenderly stroked her daughter’s pale face. Real lines dragged at her lush mouth, not ones she had painted on. “Sarah? I have your medicine, dear. Let’s help you to sit up so you can drink it.”

Heath folded his arms across his chest. Retreated into shadow. He’d sent Julian back to the apothecary after he’d learned the blonde’s address. So he was alone here with the woman, her daughter, and her sleeping servants.

He watched her. Ariadne used to touch their daughter this way, with a mother’s unique combination of love and firmness. It hurt like blazes to watch, but he couldn’t look away.

“No,” came the plaintive cry from beneath a heavy counterpane and snow-white sheets. “It’s horrid. Don’t want anymore. Hate it. Hate it.”

Her mother tried for a soothing smile. But her lips wobbled. Tendrils of blond hair cascaded down her neck. She was a beautiful woman. At this moment, holding her daughter’s hand, she shimmered like an angel.

“Well, we do not have a choice, Sarah.” He heard the sharp rise in her heartbeat. She was terrified for her child. “You must take it. To get well.”

To stay alive.

He could not hear the thought, but he could guess it. She hadn’t given him her real name when she had finally given it to him in his carriage. My name is—is Mrs. Tate, she had said. She had been too distracted, too filled with fear for her daughter to lie convincingly.

On their way up here, he’d let her go ahead while he examined invitations left on a table beside the door. She was Vivienne Dare.

He remembered there had been a beautiful courtesan known as Miss Dare. Bosomy. Elegant. Lovely. The type of enticing, voluptuous temptress who made a gentleman so desperate to get her, he would sell his soul to have her in his bed. Or, at the very least, bankrupt his estate.

One night with her and a man was said to be addicted to her forever. No other woman could ever measure up. Heath had been married then, faithful to his wife, and he had been traveling the world. So he hadn’t paid much attention. But he could understand why Miss Dare was said to be so addictive. She had a demon’s lure.

Now she had a dying daughter. And from the look of the young girl’s elegantly appointed bedchamber, Vivienne Dare possessed fantastic wealth.

So what had she wanted with Raine? She wouldn’t have gotten a soul from him. Or even expensive gifts.

“Come on, angel.” Miss Dare helped her daughter sit up. She clucked and coaxed like a mother hen.

He liked this view of Miss Dare. Her skirts were tucked beneath her generous bottom. In profile, her nose was an adorable little curve, her cheeks softly sculpted. Her mouth was truly enticing. It never stayed still.

Miss Dare poured fluid from the vial to a silver spoon and replaced the stopper. Her daughter was an ethereal beauty. Long golden hair spilled around the pretty, faery-like face. She had big blue-green eyes, a button of a nose, and funny little pointed ears that made her look like a wee elf. But she must be at least sixteen, if not older. She was so thin, he’d thought her younger at first.

Miss Dare wrapped her arm around the girl’s shoulders. Her face took on the lines of a mother’s sorrow, even as she forced another soft smile to her lips. “It won’t be so bad. A quick swallow. Then we’ll give you a cup of chocolate, and you’ll have something sweet to drink.”

“Don’t … want … chocolate. Want … want sleep. Darkness. Please.” The girl clutched her mother’s arms. Stared up with blank, stricken eyes.

He heard Miss Dare’s heart skip a beat. Whatever her daughter meant, she had not said these words before. And Miss Dare was scared.

“Open up and one quick swallow and it’s all done.” Miss Dare slipped in the spoonful of medicine.

The girl struggled. Sputtered. But, with maternal firmness, Miss Dare held her daughter’s jaw closed, so the child had no choice but to swallow. Then she put her palm to her daughter’s pale forehead.

“I’m not so cold anymore, mummy,” the girl whispered.

“Oh, that is so good, my love,” Miss Dare whispered on a sob. She hugged her daughter.

Heath’s heart gave a twist in his chest.

Outside the bedroom, in the hallway, footsteps whispered. Heath jerked his attention to the door as Julian appeared on the threshold.

“Did you get the crone from the apothecary?” he asked softly.

Julian shook his head. “She was gone when I got back there. The shop was locked up, Heath. I broke in—”

“Broke in. Hell, the woman will know that when she returns.”

Julian’s lower lip went out. “I was careful. I picked the lock, and I didn’t touch anything. She won’t know. Place is grungy and disgusting. There were jars of stuff she must use to make her medicine.”

“Anything unusual? Eye of newt? Any animals in any state of evisceration?”

“There weren’t any animals. Just powders and liquids.” Julian nodded toward the bed. “What’s wrong with the girl?”

“I don’t know. Can you sense she’s dying?”

“I can hear her heart.” He gave a young man’s jaded shrug. “It’s weak and slow. Can you heal her?”

“I don’t know. But I am going to try.” A young girl’s life? It wouldn’t begin to balance the evil he’d indulged in as a vampire, but it would be a start. “I’m going to need some time alone with the lady and her daughter.”

Julian frowned. Then he gave an abrupt nod. He turned on his heel and left, his greatcoat flapping around him like a bat’s wings.

Vivienne sat with her back to Heath. She’d discarded her gloves—funny, he hadn’t noticed her do that—had thrown them on the floor.

She held her back straight and tense even as her hand flowed over her daughter’s long curls, stroking, reassuring, loving. Her gaze never left her daughter, she never turned, but he knew she was aware of him.

He waited while she felt the girl’s forehead again. She pulled up the bedclothes, smoothed and fussed, and tucked her daughter in securely.

It was hard to imagine this woman had once been known for her ability to drive a man mad with her clever use of a riding crop, her tongue, or even just her smile.

Harder to imagine she was a demoness.

She crept backward, carrying her candle, and only when she had retreated past the bed did she turn to him. Raw hope blazed in her large blue eyes. “Can you do anything, do you think?”

“Come. We need to go somewhere private. Quiet. Where we can speak of what is wrong, what could be done … and what you’ve already done.”

Sarah was safe again. Safe for a few days. And now Vivienne had to pay the price for this temporary miracle. That price was striding behind her into her drawing room, exuding all the masculine smells she knew so well. Sandalwood soap that had been lathered over his bare skin, witch hazel slapped to his cheeks after a shave, the polish rubbed into his leather boots, the rich earthy scent of his sweat.

She remembered his mad claim that he was a vampire. But he smelled like a live, healthy, carnal man.

Vivienne moved shakily to the brandy decanter. She wanted to ask him about Sarah, but she had to seduce him first—though all she yearned to do was fall onto the rug in front of her, shut her eyes, and sleep.

“Would you care for a drink?” she asked, keeping her tone throaty and sultry.

A chair creaked slightly as Heath settled into it. He stretched his endless legs out straight before him. His friend Julian had left the house. “Don’t trouble yourself, love. Warmed brandy and fluttering lashes won’t work. I’ve resisted some of the best.”

There was no one better than she was. “Perhaps it is a thank-you for the rescue on Derwent Lane. Perhaps I want nothing more than to serve you, please you in this simple way.”

“You’ve a pretty voice and you are a delectable woman, Miss Dare. But I don’t believe you want to thank me for that.”

Miss Dare. He’d used her real name. How had he known?

“I know you were with my brother. And now he’s missing.”

Before, when he’d demanded to know about his brother, he had grasped her arms hard and she’d expected violence. Even that had not been as terrifying as the way he kept his voice restrained now—like thunder before a storm that could fell a mountainside.

“I don’t know anything about your brother,” she repeated on a frustrated rush of breath.

“Indeed. Lord Matlock. Did you sleep with him?”

She jerked and brandy splashed to the inlaid table. How had he known about Matlock? “Yes,” she answered, feigning composure. “Though that is none of your business.”

He fired four more names at her suddenly, watching her with a steady, penetrating, unblinking gaze. Lord Wentworth. Cavendish. Beltane. Avers.

She had retreated behind the table, her gloved hands clutching the decanter, and his gaze settled on her grip. He must know she was holding it like a weapon.

“Were they your protectors?”

“No,” she whispered. Then she saw a way out. “Yes. And they were all peers—so it is obvious I never bedded your brother.”

“The pattern of the deaths has intrigued me. You sleep with a man for a month. A fortnight later, on a full moon, he dies of an attack of the heart. Matlock died in a boxing ring. Wentworth in a gaming hell. The third, Cavendish, in a brothel.” He counted on his long, elegant fingers. “Fourth during a horse race. Fifth in his wife’s bed.” Even in the dark, his eyes gleamed. Two silver disks, glittering like a predator’s eyes.

The last one made her blush. She had normally taken unmarried protectors. But with the last man, she’d had no choice. No matter how much she had protested, Mrs. Holt had been unmoved. “I have done nothing,” she said. “And I’ve hurt no one.” But was that entirely true?

“So you expect me to believe it’s a coincidence that five of your lovers are dead?”

“They all died naturally. Their hearts gave out. Men do die, my lord. They drink excessively, they live hard, and they die.” She set the decanter down with a harsh clank. “Who is your brother, my lord? How could you think I’ve had anything to do with him? I do not even know who he is.”

“His name was Raine. Raine Winthrope.” Pain vibrated in his voice. “Brother to the Earl of Blackmoor.” He took a deep breath. “He looks like me, only he is more handsome.” He grinned at that, lines cascading around his sensual mouth. But his eyes threw light back at her, cold and untouched by his brief show of amusement.

Fear slithered through her veins. What would happen if she could not pay Mrs. Holt’s price? “Why do you think I had anything to do with your brother? Or his disappearance?”

“I saw you.”

Her hand tightened on the glass decanter. “You could not have done. It is impossible. I have never been with him. I do not know any man named Raine. And I have never before seen any man who looked like you.” Which was true. All her lovers had been delectably handsome, but none had eyes that shone like moonlight in the shadows or a smile that made her legs jelly, or displayed a lithe, animal grace even without moving at all. She’d never seen a man with dark auburn hair and a strong chiseled jaw. With such sharp cheekbones and oddly slanted auburn eyebrows.

“Then how could I have seen you standing at his side?”

“Quite possibly because you are mad?” she threw at him. Inwardly she cursed. Hardly a way to begin a seduction. “I didn’t mean that,” she said softly. She moved to him, letting her hips sway, using the walk that was said to mesmerize men. And he stared at her every step of the way. “Not after what you have done for me. Of course it has not escaped my notice either that my former lovers were killed. But I didn’t do it.”

One tug of his hand ripped his cravat in half. His collar points fell away from his throat, exposing pale skin, skin that seemed to glitter in the light. She watched him swallow. “And you believe I’ll accept that?”

“Why would I have done it? I would gain nothing by killing those men. They were … friends. I cared for them. I didn’t get any money when they died. I had no reason to hurt them.”

Light fell over her, cast by his reflective eyes. “So who do you think did it?”

She had the sense he was playing with her. “I don’t know. Perhaps they could have been poisoned. Perhaps that was why all their hearts gave out. They were titled. Someone benefited from their deaths.”

“True. Who is Sarah’s father?”

She blinked. Why on earth would he ask that? “You can’t think Sarah’s father killed those men out of jealousy. I was a courtesan. Men didn’t love me. They possessed me for a little while, until a shiny, new temptation came along.”

“You said you were a courtesan. I thought, pretty one, you still are.”

“I—I’m not. I accepted nothing from those men. I didn’t ask them to buy me.”

She could feel his gaze. She poured brandy, but for herself. “Why not?”

“I have everything I need.” Except Sarah’s health. Except the certainty my daughter will live.

“You seduced them to pay the old crone for her medicine. Why would she ask that of you?”

“I don’t know. Don’t you think I’ve asked that a thousand times? And she says nothing in answer!”

She stood only a couple of feet from his boots now. She moved around them, to the side of his chair, and she lowered herself to her knees.

Men liked submission. Just doing this, this one simple gesture, and she would normally have a man. A little bit of submission could put a woman in control.

He shook his head, a rueful smile quirking his lips. “There is no point trying to seduce me when you look like you’re going to collapse with exhaustion, love. Go to bed. Go to sleep.”

She had to do this. Had to. But he got to his feet so swiftly, she didn’t see him move. “Come to bed with me?” she asked desperately.

“I don’t sleep until dawn, my dear. You will want to be up in the day with your daughter. I’d love to fuck you until you’re screaming for mercy, but we’re not going to do anything tonight.”

Fuck you until you scream for mercy. She bristled at the coarse words. Hated the way her body grew hot at the sound of them, the way they rumbled in his deep and arrogant voice.

“Go to bed, Miss Dare. Brave, daring, Miss Dare.” Then, again moving like a ripple of wind through air, he scooped her into his big, hard arms.

She wasn’t brave. Desperate, perhaps, which made a woman do crazy things. Her hands closed on his waistcoat lapels. She’d intended to struggle, but he moved as though she weighed nothing. And strangely, she didn’t want to fight. She wanted to press closer to him.

She must coax him into her bed. She rubbed her cheek against his elegant waistcoat. And purred. “Please, please bed me.”

Men loved this. A woman humbled by need. Need for them. “Ah, I can only do it once, love. I’d much rather do it when you’re awake enough to ride me hard and fierce and rip your nails into my skin when you come.”

And with that echoing in her head, she saw her door fly open, pushed by his boot; saw her bed loom toward her.

He lay her down with infinite gentleness. “I need to undress.”

“That I can do, Miss Dare,” he murmured. Small buttons on her gown popped free, and he drew it down from her. She saw his jaw tense as he revealed her corset, her thin shift, the way her pink, round nipples strained against the fine muslin. “You are a temptation in every way, aren’t you?” he asked, his smile rueful.

“They are yours to play with however you wish. I’ve had a child, after all. If you like, you can be rough with my nipples. And I will enjoy it.”

His throat moved as he swallowed hard. “Another night. When we know enough about each other to actually like each other. How’s that?”

Then he unlaced her corset with speed, drew it over her hips. He tucked her feet beneath her sheets, pulled her counterpane right up to her chin. Suddenly the sleepiness fell away from her. “Sarah—” She hadn’t meant to speak aloud. Was Sarah safe around a madman?

“You are afraid for her. You don’t trust me.”

“I want you to stay in my bed.” She pushed down the sheets he had so conscientiously tucked in, exposing her naked breasts. Most men could be distracted from anything by the sight of breasts bouncing, swaying, jiggling, or simply lying there, nipples waiting for a mouth.

“Ah, I see. That way you will know where I am. And your daughter will be safe.” He pulled off his boots—boots sewn to fit like a glove to his muscular calves—in the blink of an eye. Normally it took a boot boy and a lot of struggling. Then his brow cocked up and he eyed her with an astuteness that cut like a blade. “All right. How naked do you want me to be?”

“Completely,” she instructed boldly.

Without countering, he took off his tailcoat. Beautifully tailored, but he dropped it to the floor like he would a rag. With a flash of moonlight on silk, his waistcoat followed. Then his shirt. White linen fluttered through the air like a disoriented ghost.

Moonlight splashed on his body, glancing off his straight shoulders, pouring over the pronounced curves of his pectoral muscles. His nipples puckered at once. Soft hair, also auburn, sprinkled the muscles and shot down toward a rock-hard belly.

His trousers came down next, of course, and he had to bend to yank them off. So for one breathless moment she couldn’t see—

Then she could. He wasn’t aroused. No, his member was soft and lay to the right, but even in its sleeping state, it fell quite far along his thigh. Good heavens.

“It grew,” he remarked casually. “When I became undead, interestingly, that was the one part of me that changed. A remarkable and often inconvenient four inches.” Then he winked.

He must be crazy to think he was a vampire. But he was a beautiful, strong, very well-endowed madman. She did not think his length inconvenient. It was rather intriguing.

But he climbed into her bed, on the side opposite her, as though they were an old married country couple and he expected to come to bed for sleep and warmth, not sex.

Nerves shot off inside Vivienne like a barrage of cannons. She had learned to take care of herself with any man, but with the attacker she’d encountered in the lane tonight, she had proved she wasn’t as invincible as she’d tried to become.

She rolled over toward Heath. She was so tired, but she reached out to his naked body. Why now, after years of being with men, should she feel awkward?

She was bedding a stranger. One with a title, but a stranger nonetheless. She always took care to know as much as she could about her lovers before she even allowed them to grace her bedroom. In the stews, she had seen what a man could do. Even gentlemen. The ones who smiled, who dressed well, and called a woman “love,” just before they would hit her in the face.

There was danger in this. Real danger. A woman could end up dead like this—and she was supposed to protect Sarah. And she’d grown up watching her mother having to have fleeting moments of sex with strange men for a few coins, to keep a roof over their heads.

Now she was doing it. Because she had to. To keep her own daughter safe.

She touched his waist, marveled at the solid feel of his muscles behind his soft skin for one breathless second; then he caught her wrist. He moved her hand back, where she wasn’t touching him.

“Tonight, love, you should sleep,” he insisted. “We touch when we’re ready.”

Ready? For what? She was quaking inside. Hot, bubbling, confused, yearning. And afraid. “Can you really cure my daughter?”

“I don’t know, and it’s too close to dawn. Let the medicine work tonight, and tomorrow night I will try.”

Tomorrow night. To pay her price she must seduce him night after night. But she’d never encountered an unwilling man before. He pillowed his arm beneath his head and smiled at her. And apparently intended not to lay a hand on her. But he made her feel anticipation and need, things she hadn’t felt for years and years.

Without even touching her, somehow, he was seducing her.

Vivienne expected to lie awake all night. Instead she must have gone to sleep the moment her head landed on the pillow for she found herself in Hyde Park on a sunny spring afternoon, in the hour before the ton went there. When courtesans came to flirt with gentlemen who would later be seen in the park with their wives.

She couldn’t be there in reality, so she knew, as dreamers did, that none of this was real. Arousal wound up in her, tighter and tighter, like silk stretched to a point where one more tug would snap it.

Even in her dream, she knew she had come here to seduce the Earl of Blackmoor. Something whispered that in her mind. And warned she would have to be scandalously daring to do it….

Dawn dragged him down into sleep. Heath had drawn the drapes in Miss Dare’s room to protect his skin from the sun. Then he had realized what she would do first thing in the morning: fling them open. So he’d left her bed and found a dark corner of the attic in which to give in to the day sleep.

One moment he had been staring into the dark, seeing every detail of the roof timbers, every flicker of dust in the air. Then he had been staring at the ripple of green leaves as sunlight dappled them.

He heard the clop of hooves, the nickering of horses, the shouts of gentlemen, and the tinkling laughter of young ladies.

He looked around in disbelief.

Hyde Park.

How in blazes had he got here?

He hadn’t. He had to be dreaming.

It wasn’t the fashionable hour. The pretty women were courtesans. The gentlemen were here to peruse the lovelies and select new lovers. He wasn’t riding. He was walking, bathed in sunlight, swinging his walking stick, aware of the swell of so many tempting breasts spilling over tight, low-cut bodices.

But the one thing that really aroused him? The feel of the sunlight on his skin, the way it made sweat trickle down his collar. The way it tempted him to strip naked and have his way with a bountiful woman on the soft grass.

A hand stroked down his back from behind, and as the hand slid down, his cock stood up. He turned, smelling a bouquet of sin: jasmine, roses, something sultry and exotic, and the rich, luscious smell of a woman’s arousal.

Miss Dare stood there.

He inclined his head. “Ah, you’re supposed to seduce me. Well, then, shall we find somewhere private?” In a dream, he couldn’t turn into a demon. Anyway, he couldn’t turn into one on the very first time….

“Why waste precious time hiding behind a tree,” she countered, saucy, sweet, tempting as the promise of eternal life when a man was dying in the dirt.

She rested her hand on his chest. And this time her body moved down first, while her hand slowly followed. It took him a minute to fully comprehend. She was sliding down his body, just as in the pool’s reflection. And all the men around him watched in astonishment.

“I want you. And I intend to claim you, my lord. Very publicly.” On her knees before him, she watched him. Her eyes widened, blue as sapphires, as the skies above Heaven, and she licked her lips. “I was warned you would be hard to seduce. So I had to think: how was I to tempt you into madness, when I was certain you’ve done everything?”

This was madness. This couldn’t be real. But she was gazing hungrily at his rigid cock.

“So I had to think very, very hard, my lord.”

He was very, very hard. Hard enough to be as thick as two short planks. He should have stopped her. The entire crowd had stopped—talking, walking, breathing—and watched. Watched her undo his trousers and pull them down, and bare his backside to the cream of good society. And he didn’t care. Didn’t care that his tensed buttocks were on display to all and sundry. He couldn’t because her fingers stroked his ballocks until he had to let his head fall back and growl to the heavens.

Then her mouth moved in for the proverbial kill.

Her wicked little tongue just rested against the crown of his cock. The barest bit of sensation, and it drove him mad.

“Now to pleasure you everywhere, my jaded lord,” she whispered.

He forgot to breathe as those lush lips parted and she took him in. His cock plunged into heavenly, unbelievable heat.

Then she sucked him. Sucked him hard enough to drag his brains out through his cock. He had to bow his head in submission, for her tongue was heaven and hell all wrapped up into one blissful package.

He could be the most controlled man when it came to sex.

Not now.

First he panted. Then he groaned. And as she took him to the hilt and licked and suckled him, he howled, like a wolf confronted with a big, blood-red harvest moon.

He heard the fast breathing of every man around him. He felt their envy like blades pricking his skin. He reveled in it. And she looked up at him, brimming with innocence. Hell, she was smiling around his rock-hard, swollen shaft, smiling knowingly.

He was her slave.

At this moment, if she’d asked for the moon, he would have started to build an impossible iron bridge.

God. Then he was on the brink. Knew he couldn’t hold back. Hastily, he took her hand and stopped her pleasuring him. He cupped her cheek and eased her back.

Her smile fell. “But you didn’t—”

“Not yet, Flower. I think you should be the one to come first.” He pulled her to her feet and dropped to his knees before her. His turn to supplicate before his goddess. He shoved up her skirts and two quivering cream-white thighs confronted him. Along with gold nether curls, already damp with her arousal.

He grasped her bottom and jerked her abruptly to him, burying his mouth in those springy curls, burying his face in her sweet-scented, eager little quim.

She tasted so very, very good.

He gave her one lick with his tongue before her hands gripped his head and she pushed his mouth hard against her. She screamed in ecstasy, jerked and jolted helplessly, and ground her juicy quim into his face.

His orgasm took him at the same instant. Took him and made him shout, jerk, and howl as his heart and soul seemed to burst, as his cock most definitely exploded, and the climax whipped him thoroughly and left him collapsed and gasping on—

The floor.

Vivienne cried out. She jerked up in her bed, covers tumbling away. She was dizzy with pleasure, her heart racing, her lungs fit to burst.

The dream had been so very real she could taste Heath’s earthy flavor on her lips. And she had truly climaxed.

Then she knew, even before she looked. The bed was empty beside her. He had gone.

“Well, Flower, I definitely was correct about you. You are no ordinary courtesan. No wonder every peer in London was mad to have you.”

The voice came from her doorway. He stood there completely naked, leaning on her doorframe. Arm propped, ankles crossed.

She stared at him. “What are you talking about?” His face was flushed and he was breathing hard.

“You, my dear, are a succubus. And if you will excuse me, I have to return to my sleep. Which you woke me from, Miss Dare, with your luscious dream. You are not to go anywhere, love, until I’m awake and can join you again.”
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