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Prologue

Seven months
ago.

Laureline and her sister Rochelle
sauntered into the parlor of their bordello. Christof Rosenbaum sat
on the sofa, sipping at the drink their butler cum Protector,
Stefan had served him. Lori and Shelly eased up behind Christof,
but he didn’t rise for them.

“Christof, dear, how have
you been?” Rochelle slid her hand around him, slipping her fingers
between the buttons of his shirt. She nibbled at his ear then
slowly licked downward, scraping her fangs along his
neck.

Lori watched on as Christof shifted in
his seat, his cock growing conspicuously beneath his dress
pants.

“Shelly, love, you must
stop before I take you right here in front of your sister.”
Christof’s voice cracked with desire.

Lori giggled. “I wouldn’t mind
watching.”

He peered over his shoulder as Stefan
returned, this time with drinks for Lori and her twin. “For you,
Mistresses. I hope it pleases.” He handed each of them a glass and
bowed in veneration.

“Dearest Stefan,
everything you do pleases us.” Rochelle smiled sinfully, but Stefan
retreated too quickly to notice.

Christof turned to Laureline. “Lori,
you may watch, join in, or whatever strikes your fancy,
love.”

Lori smiled at him, holding in another
giggle as she and Shelly sashayed to the front of the sofa where he
could admire their bodies, his gaze roaming provocatively over each
of them.

Shelly offered her hand
for a kiss. “Given how much you contribute to our grand Estate, it
is about what strikes your
fancy, not ours.”

Surrounding him on the sofa, they
placed their drinks, and his, on the table and skimmed their hands
over him suggestively, stopping to give extra attention to his cock
from time to time. Within seconds, his vampiric features emerged as
he became too aroused to keep them hidden.

It was the normal routine, not just
with Christof, but with any customer of the bordello, provided one
of them wasn’t otherwise engaged.

He threaded his fingers through
Laureline’s hair and pulled her to him firmly. He kissed her with a
force that would have bruised a mortal’s lips.

She feigned pleasure, moaning into his
mouth and rubbing his cock harder. Then, she pulled back slightly
to watch as her sister attempted to drive the male into a frenzy,
dragging her fangs along his neck again and grabbing onto his cock
possessively.

Before, Lori had thought this was
simply something her sister did to make Christof feel special, like
they did for all the bordello’s customers. But lately, Lori
questioned Shelly’s motives.

After another moment, Shelly moved to
stand in front of him and eased him out of her sister’s grasp.
“Come, Christof…”

“Hell, I almost did
already.” He latched onto Shelly’s hand with a similar
possessiveness.

Neither would ever admit that anything
was different, but Lori noticed all the small details the two tried
to hide, not only from her, but from themselves.

Lori giggled as she rose, urging him
up with her. “I guess this is where we go our separate ways.” She
snaked her hand behind his head and guided him down to her
breasts.

He sank his fangs into her flesh. This
time, her moan was real, and as he drank from her, she held his
head tightly to her.

Behind him, Shelly continued to slide
her hands along his body, stopping once more at the most important
part to work it over thoroughly.

He removed his fangs and licked away
the remnants of crimson clinging to Lori’s breast. Another moan
emerged from her lips, and he quickly seized the moment to plunge
his tongue into the deepest recesses of her mouth.

As Shelly continued working him from
behind, a wave of her sister’s jealousy hit Lori for the briefest
moment.

Lori ended the kiss before her sister
got her panties in a twist. “It’s time for Shelly to take over from
here…unless you prefer something different this time.”

“Ah, Lori darling, such a
tempting proposition. Unfortunately, I doubt I could handle the two
of you at the same time tonight.” He clasped her hand and raised it
to his mouth then kissed it softly.

Shelly quickly turned him toward her,
grabbed his tie, and led him to the foyer and up the curving
staircase.

In truth, Lori was grateful that
Christof hadn’t wanted her to join in on the fun with him and her
sister. Not that she thought he would after all these years, and
with the strange recent developments Lori had noticed happening
between them.

There was somewhat of an unspoken
agreement with her and Rochelle, anyway, especially lately.
Christof was off limits, other than a little foreplay, which suited
Laureline just fine for tonight.

She actually had someone else on her
mind, and she called to let him know of her availability the moment
Rochelle had led Christof away.

Then, Lori touched up her makeup and
hair while she waited for the sexy Viking vampire that had captured
her attention lately. Not in the same way it was between the two
upstairs. It was simply that the male she was waiting for was a fun
fuck. Someone she didn’t have to fake it for.

Before long, Donovan Evanko sat
waiting in the parlor, much like Christof had been earlier, glass
in hand. She had no idea what the men preferred to drink. Not her
area of expertise. Stefan took care of the whims of their
clientele. But she did know what they favored in other
areas.

And Donovan always liked the sex with
Laureline to be a little rough—and so did she. Being older than him
made her stronger, able to take whatever he gave.

As the owner of the sanguinarian
nightclub, Nocturnal Surrender, he undoubtedly had an endless
supply of willing humans to feed upon and take to his bed if he
chose. For some reason, though, he never struck her as the type to
use women in such a way. Mind control to obtain sex? No, definitely
not him.

She admired his long blond hair as she
slinked up behind him. How she loved grabbing it and riding him
ruthlessly. Warm desire pulsed through her at the thought of him
inside her, filling her completely.

He didn’t turn to look at her when he
said, “I'm glad you called." After setting down his drink, he stood
and strode around the couch.

Laureline braced herself. The desire
in his eyes let her know foreplay was not in the cards with
him.

Donovan’s eyes shifted from pale blue
to silver and his fangs descended the second he stepped in front of
her. She reacted in kind.

He grabbed her waist and pinned her
body to his then kissed her with searing dominance. She moaned into
his mouth as his fangs punctured her lip. Her core throbbed when he
sucked at the drops of blood.

Holding her firmly with one hand, he
trailed the other up her back and into her hair, fisting it tightly
as he devoured her mouth again. He turned and guided her until he
pushed her into the wall.

She gasped from the
force, and from
the tantalizing feeling of his erection grinding against her. She
wished their clothing wasn’t in the way, but at this rate, they
would be lucky to make it upstairs before that happened. Although,
with Rochelle otherwise engaged, and with the staff’s well-trained
discretion, it wouldn’t matter.

He can take me right
here.

Donovan’s hands slithered downward
until he lifted her dress. Then he grabbed her legs and hoisted her
into his arms. She wrapped her legs around him, thankful the new
position allowed his cock to press against her clit. Pulses of
longing surged through her each time he thrust forward.

At times like these, she hated her job
as a courtesan. She’d rather have torn his pants off and forced him
inside her. But this was about him. Nothing could happen until he
was ready, even if she died from need in the meantime. She hadn’t
been servicing him long enough to take control—yet.

He feathered kisses along her jaw then
her neck. His fangs scraped a trail of white heat down her throat,
and she ran her nails up his back, trying not to shred his shirt in
the process. He groaned into her flesh.

“Please, Lori… Now…” His
voice was hoarse as he inched their bodies apart.

She reached between them and undid his
pants with preternatural speed. His fingers slipped into her
panties, his touch roughly arousing, and her breathing hitched. He
yanked the fabric to the side and shoved his shaft into her without
any further delay. She’d barely had the chance to guide it and get
her hand out of the way.

He slammed into her repeatedly with
the most exquisite force, clutching her hair in one hand and
gripping her ass firmly with the other, squeezing at times.
Completely dominating her. She gave herself over to him, enjoying
the rhythmic friction of his hard cock gliding in and
out.

Finally, he eased his hand toward her
throat, encircling her neck and rubbing his thumb up and down the
front. She had told him she liked that during their last encounter,
hoping he’d remember. Though she didn’t need to breathe, she
allowed his firm grip to make her gasp for air, spiking her desire
to new heights.

Her core throbbed harder in response.
“Yes, Donovan… That feels…so good.”

Too good…

She would never tell him,
but he was the best fuck she’d had in her long life. And she was
thankful men usually wanted to ensure they pleasured the woman, even when they
paid for sex—at least the type of men who could afford hers and
Rochelle’s services.

Donovan kissed her again, moaning into
her mouth with each thrust. Her back slammed against the wall, and
the pictures hanging above them rattled. He shifted his hand under
her ass until his fingers teased her rear entrance.

She squeezed his shoulders and bit
down on his lip, close to climaxing. His blood had her soaring
higher until he pulled away with a groan.

He released her throat and fisted her
hair once more, turning her head to expose her neck. He swooped in
and bit down with such force that she screamed out his name as the
muscles in her core clamped down around his cock.

His body shook almost convulsively
from his orgasm as he drank from her. Her orgasm exploded, too. His
shaft pumped into her relentlessly. He eased his fangs away and
sucked for another moment then threw his head back and grunted with
his release.

Lori panted as her body rode the
ecstasy for what seemed like eternity. He didn’t stop. If anything,
he rammed into her harder. Faster.

She grabbed his long hair and pulled
him close with all her strength, and then sunk her fangs into his
neck.

“Oh, fuck yes…” He slowed
his pace as if to savor the sensation of her drinking him
in.

Fire tore through her veins as she
sucked in his blood. Though her orgasm had ebbed, it fired back to
life the second she had bitten down. She bucked against him,
wriggling and jerking to feel every inch of his cock, but he held
her so tightly against the wall she could barely move.

By the time she released his neck,
both of them had stilled. The look of contentment on his handsome
face let her know he was as sated as her.

Yes, it had been quick and dirty, but
it was also fiery and consuming.

After one more powerful kiss, he set
her on her feet and helped straighten her dress. She waited while
he did up his pants then she led him to the door in
silence.

Vampiric features now hidden, his
icy-blue eyes pierced her as he raised her hand to his lips.
“You’ll have another visit from me soon. I promise.”

When he turned to walk out, she
smacked his designer-suit-clad ass. “You had better keep that
promise, Evanko.”

He smiled, nodded, and strutted to his
vehicle.

She closed the door and
ogled him through the window with a deep sigh. And you’d better not wait for me to call next
time.

The sight of him walking away, his
long, sexy hair, the way he wore that suit—and how it hugged his
tight ass perfectly—made her decide to play with him a little
longer before allowing him to leave.

~***~

A wave of desire nearly knocked
Donovan off his feet as he headed to his Escalade.

Was Lori toying with him, trying to
get him all hot and bothered so he would run back in there and
ravish her again? He had business to attend to and couldn’t afford
a longer visit no matter how much his cock begged for
it.

No. He was being ridiculous. She had
never opened herself to him before, never dropped the shields that
hid her emotions and thoughts from other vampires. Why would she
now? Surely it went against everything a woman in her position held
proper. Not to mention that it was something most vampires never
did unless they were extremely intimate—emotionally—with each
other. That description absolutely did not fit for Donovan and
Laureline.

Screw it.
He needed to return home and prepare for the next
Enforcer meeting. His Sweeper Team had much to present to the Lead
Enforcer.

He yanked his keys from his pocket but
was blasted by another punch of desire. The keys clinked to the
ground as he stumbled. After regaining his footing, he snatched up
the keys and turned to see Lori staring at him through the parlor
window. Her eyes were silver and her fangs extended. And she
appeared to be giggling.

She acted like she was in heat for
him.

Stop thinking so highly of
yourself. You’re one of far
too many to be special.

Not that he wanted
anything more with her—or any woman right now. Too much shit was
about to go down since the Hunters seemed hell-bent on finding a
way to take vampires out for good. He had to focus on his job of
helping the Enforcers, and
he still had a nightclub to run.

Nocturnal Surrender was his baby and
nothing, not even first-rate courtesan pussy, could keep him from
his responsibilities.

He turned back to his vehicle, hit the
unlock button, and reached for the handle, only to be bombarded
once more by Laureline’s seductive yearning.

This time, his cock sprang to life and
threatened to guide the way. He trembled as her longing rolled over
him, increasing his own to unfathomable heights.

Shit.

He locked the door, looked back to
her, and his inner vampire emerged. Although he could already see
well in the dark, the night turned bright as day when his eyes
shifted. His fangs ached as they descended.

She will pay for
this.

He stormed into the mansion, not
ringing the bell or waiting for Stefan to greet him. After slamming
the door behind him, he burst into the parlor. Laureline now lay on
the couch, one leg bent at the knee leaning against the backrest,
foot flat on the cushion, and the other leg draped elegantly over
the side, leaving her slightly open for him.

She twirled her long
auburn curls and giggled. “Did you need something, Donovan?”

Red lace panties peeked out as her
dress rode up her creamy thighs, enticing him further. He took a
deep breath then quietly shut the French doors and locked
them.

What kind of game was she
playing? It made no sense. But whatever the case, he would play
along. For what he had paid, one quick fuck wasn’t enough anyway.
Although it was magnificent—and what he normally preferred—he really could go
for more of a stress reliever than that. Maybe another, gentler
round would do the trick.

When he faced Laureline, she skimmed
her hand along her thigh, pulling her dress higher and exposing
more of the red lace beneath.

Donovan groaned as he stalked toward
her. “I don’t know what you’re up to or why, but don’t think I’m
above reaping the benefits.”

“Oh, I am counting on it.”
Her hand moved upward, gliding over her stomach then breast and
finally stopping at her lips. She licked her finger and slid it
back down along her throat—her smooth, delicious throat. “What are
you waiting for?”

He yanked off his tie, stripped out of
his dress shirt, and freed himself from the rest of his clothing in
record time. His cock stood at attention, ready for Lori’s
command.

No matter how much he liked to think
he was in charge because he’d paid for a service, it was an
illusion. The sisters always had the situations under their
control. The clients believing their satisfaction came first was
the true illusion.

Armed with that knowledge, he kept his
guard up and didn’t allow her actions to fool him into thinking
this was anything more than business.

Her gaze burned into him as she ogled
him unashamedly, licking her finger again. His cock throbbed and
the urge to tear off her clothes shot through him.

Instead, he kneeled beside her and
feathered kisses along her luscious thighs, eliciting moans of
approval from her. She lifted her hips slightly, invitingly, and he
inched toward the lacey barrier.

Just as his mouth neared the Promised
Land, his cell phone rang. He wanted to ignore it, tried to ignore
it, but the ringtone let him know it was the Lead Enforcer, Olivia
Fournier. His boss. Scrambling to his pants, he mumbled apologies
to Laureline. His gut knotted at her seeing him submit to
Olivia.

Hard to play the powerful
and confident seducer like this.

He grabbed the phone from his pants
and reluctantly touched the screen to accept the call. “Hello,
Olivia. I’m sorry, but now is not a good time. Can I call you back
in about an hour or so?”

“No. I must meet with you
immediately. Are you at your club?” Olivia’s sensual accent didn’t
take the edge off her tone.

Something was definitely
wrong.

“I’m not at Surrender. It
will take me at least half an hour to get there.” He dressed
slowly, his shoulder pressing the phone to his ear as he gave Lori
an apologetic look.

Olivia continued hammering him with
orders while he fought to put on his clothes without dropping his
cell.

Lori pouted and sent another wave of
desire crashing into him. He nearly tripped as he stepped into his
pants, and the phone fell to the floor.

He shot Lori a glare and bared his
fangs then slid his pants on before picking up the phone. “Olivia,
I’m sorry to cut you off, but I have to go. I’ll meet you at
Surrender.” He shoved the cell in his pocket then zipped and
buttoned his pants and fastened his belt.

Laureline still lay sprawled on the
couch, dress above her hips, but now her delicate fingers brushed
over the lace panties. “Don’t make me take care of
myself.”

His cock stirred
again. Is there time for another
quickie?

Olivia’s voice echoed in his head,
giving him the unwanted answer.

He strutted back to Lori, leaned down,
and moved her hand aside, replacing it with his own and stroking
her firmly through the lace. “I promise to make this up to
you.”

How the hell did I become
responsible for pleasuring her?

Brushing that concern aside, he kissed
her and slipped his fingers inside her panties. She gasped into his
mouth and moaned, her hips rocking as his fingers slid in and out
of her wet pussy. After what she’d done to him, she deserved to be
left wanting.

When the muscles deep inside her
clamped down on his fingers, he pulled them out with vampiric
speed. She broke away from their kiss and hissed.

For once, Laureline wasn’t giggling.
She panted and writhed. Using strength far greater than Donovan’s,
she shoved him to the floor and straddled him. In a flash, she
pushed his hair aside, turned his head to expose his neck, and bit
down with amazing force. She drank from him as she ground her pussy
against his hard cock through their clothing.

He should have known better than to
fuck with a vampire nearly twice his age.

Within seconds, she moaned and
shuddered. She released his neck, threw her head back, and yelled
his name as she continued to rock atop him.

Donovan’s body filled with need as he
watched her climax. His cock ached to fuck her.

He had to reassert his dominance.
“It’s my turn now.”

When she slowed and quieted, he took
the opportunity to roll her over. He freed his cock and pushed her
panties to the side then shoved in deep. She clawed at his back and
lifted her hips to meet his thrusts.

It didn’t take him long after she’d
worked him into such a frenzy. He devoured her mouth, his tongue
diving in deep, and then shifted his attention to her neck. Just as
his orgasm ripped through him, he bit down and drank.

The second his fangs glided in, her
core clamped down on him, pushing his climax to the limit. It
rocketed through his whole body, tingling from head to toe. He
sucked in her blood. His cock pulsated with his release.

She yelled his name as her muscles
clenched and unclenched around his cock. He drove her into the
floor as he fucked her relentlessly until her orgasm
subsided.

He loved the fact that he’d made her
come three times within half an hour.

After releasing her neck, he kissed
her once more, helped her up, and finished dressing.

So much for slow and
gentle. Maybe next time.

“Thank you for taking care
of me before leaving.” She stood on her toes and pressed a quick
kiss to his lips then giggled.

No matter how long he lived he’d
probably never understand women. “Don’t think we are through here.
I have every intention of making you pay for that little stunt.” He
grabbed her and pulled her close, fisting her hair and taking her
mouth with dominance.

Afterward, she nipped at his throat
and grinned. “As I said, I am counting on it.”

He left smiling and satisfied. And
wanting more.


 


One

Present day.

If Laureline had to sit through one
more of these boring-ass Enforcer meetings about the impending doom
coming at the hands of the Brotherhood of Hunters, she was going to
rip out her own immortal heart.

While the new Lead Enforcer, Alexander
Mitchell, droned on, she stared across the table, eyeing up the
man-candy that was Donovan Evanko. Memories of him fucking her like
there literally would be no tomorrow flashed through her
mind.

The things that vampire could do in
bed—or anywhere—made her head spin. She licked her lips but had to
stifle a moan at the thought of all their past
rendezvous.

Now that she was an Enforcer again, it
meant she was his superior even though he was in charge of his own
Sweeper Team. He was beneath her now, her subordinate.

Oh how she would love to make him
submit.

Every so often he made eye contact
with her, surely remembering the same things as her. Once more, he
looked over at her, his handsome face hiding the fire she knew
lurked inside. At first, she wasn’t sure how she’d felt about him
growing out a short, scruffy beard, covering up that youthful,
innocent—yet completely deceiving—look of his. But it was a turn-on
now.

That long blond hair and those cold,
blue eyes made him seem like he belonged on stage, fronting a rock
band like his brother, Bastian, did on occasion.

Donovan could definitely pull off the
leather pants with no shirt. And she could lick those chiseled abs
of his.

Actually, she had. Many
times.

But all that changed the minute her
grandsire had drafted her and Rochelle back into the Enforcer ranks
a few weeks ago.

At that very moment, their bordello’s
doors had closed. Not that she hadn’t already been planning to
leave the family business and run off to a tropical island
anyway.

She had been completely ready to walk
away. She hadn’t been ready to join the fight for vampires’
survival.

She winked at Donovan and ran her foot
up and down his leg under the table. She’d love nothing more than
to tear off his clothes.

His cocky grin was breathtaking. She
couldn’t help but use the superior powers her grandsire’s blood had
gifted her with to feel his emotions.

Although he had his guards
up, blocking his thoughts and feelings from normal vampires,
she—and the other true Keepers in the room—would be able to hear and feel them if
they chose to. And he was none the wiser.

She should have felt guilty for
invading his privacy, but it gave her a thrill to have one up on
him, even if he had no idea about it.

The lust she stirred in him was
palpable, still, she stopped her ministrations so his arousal
didn’t spike, causing his scent to change enough for every vampire
in the room to notice.

She dipped into his mind to hear all
the naughty things he wanted to do to her—right there on the table.
In front of everyone.

Donovan Evanko wasn’t the calm and
collected vampire he led the others to believe. She knew it because
she chose to invade the privacy of his thoughts and feelings where
the rest of the Keepers respected that privacy, mostly.

Besides, that was what he got for
paying for her services at the bordello. He came to her for
satisfaction. It was only fair that she delved into his psyche
while he used her body.

Yes, she had enjoyed it immensely
every time they were together, but she had to make it even more fun
for herself. Eternity could become so monotonous, after
all.

Getting paid for sex could, too. It
was why she had been ready to travel the world again, starting with
the Caribbean. Winter would hit Langsville, Pennsylvania soon
enough, and she had intended to be long gone by then, sipping rum
and having her every whim catered to by a group of hot, nearly
naked men. Or maybe completely naked.

Instead, she was here with the teams,
gearing up for another raid on the Hunters. They had gone over the
details of what they knew about the Hunters’ plans ad nauseam. She
could recite them in her sleep at this point.

At least the Enforcer Team she led
would be paired with Donovan’s Sweeper Team.

They would be leaving Langsville
behind for a while for this mission since the others had destroyed
the Hunters’ nest in town not long ago. Unfortunately, they would
only be heading to a colder area north of Langsville.

She’d much rather stay here with the
casinos and the night life if she couldn’t head south for the
winter. At least she could party, suck on some tourists’ necks at
Nocturnal Surrender, and invade Donovan’s mountain Compound
whenever she wanted.

As the meeting wrapped up, she caught
a glimpse of her sister clutching her fiancé’s hand. Ever since
Shelly had hooked up with Christof, she had been much easier to
deal with—and much more agreeable to putting their courtesan days
behind them.

Christof had also been given the
Elders’ blood, had taken the oaths to become a full Keeper and
Shelly’s new Protector. The poor son of a bitch.

More power to him, though, if he could
handle Shelly’s moods. Although, Lori was grateful her sister had
survived the recent attack by that vengeful ghost,
Elise.

If anyone was going to throttle her
sister, it was going to be Lori.

The Lead Enforcer closed the meeting
with one final request. “I’d like the lead pairs of each set of
teams to spend this weekend strategizing your teams’ attacks and
then report back to me. We leave Monday night, so I want full
reports from each of you.” Alex then adjourned the
meeting.

She was glad that bitch Olivia had
been demoted months ago. If she had still been the Lead Enforcer,
Lori would have told her grandsire to go pound salt when he’d said
he wanted her and Shelly to be reinstated as Enforcers.

Alex, on the other hand, she could
take orders from any day. And she had on multiple occasions when
he’d come to the bordello with Christof.

Ah, what lovely memories.
Time to add to them.

She looked back to Donovan and cocked
an eyebrow then mouthed the words, “Your place or mine?”

His icy stare bore into her. As
everyone made their way out of the large meeting room in the back
of his nightclub, she remained seated. Waiting. And he didn’t move
an inch, either.

Just when she thought he might jump
across the table and make good on those naughty thoughts, Alex came
back into the room.

The Lead Enforcer ran a hand through
his shaggy brown hair and let out a sigh. “Look, I’m sorry to have
to say this, but Akori wanted me to tell you two to cool things
down for now. He wants you to focus on work this weekend and
nothing else. I guess he’s upset at what happened with me and
Olivia, and then with Christof and Rochelle. He doesn’t want any
more of our personal lives getting in the way of taking out the
Hunters.”

Leave it to her grandsire to ruin her
fun. “Oh, so Shelly gets to play house with Christof and get her
kicks, and you and the bitch get to be happy, but we have to remain
celibate and frustrated?” She looked around the mostly empty room,
knowing damn well Akori would be spying on them, likely seeing
everything through her own eyes with the sire-line link. “Thanks
grandsire. I love you, too.”

Donovan sat back in his chair, arms
crossed over his chest, teeth gritted. He wouldn’t dare speak
against the Lead Elder, but now that everyone knew Akori was her
and Shelly’s grandsire, she had nothing left to hide.

Scratch that. She had a lot to hide
about her powers and the Elders’ true secrets, at least to anyone
who wasn’t a full Keeper, which Donovan wasn’t. He was only a
partial Keeper, privy to the knowledge that there are other realms,
and that the Elders came from the Marumar realm, but he had no idea
of the extent of their powers or that Earth-bound vampires were
shunned by the Marumar ruling High Council.

He also had no idea that the full
Keepers—herself, Shelly, and many of the Enforcers included—had the
same powers and knowledge as the ruling Elders.

“Well, I’m just the
messenger, so you can take it up with Akori if you need to.” With
that, Alex vamp-raced out of there, obviously wanting to stay out
of the middle of family business, especially where the Lead Elder
was concerned.

So what if her grandsire ruled over
all vampires? That didn’t mean she had to like it when he threw his
weight around to cut into her personal life. She had sacrificed
enough already.

She kicked her feet up onto the chair
next to her and clenched her fists. She wanted to say so much more,
but she sat in silence.

Akori had forbidden them to be
together. Whether she liked it or not, she had to obey her
grandsire. It still sucked that she and Donovan had to pay for what
the rest of them had done.

The others had been stupid enough to
pair up and fall in love. She wasn’t worried about things like
that. She just wanted to have fun. With Donovan. Love was the
farthest thing from her mind. He was just such an amazing fuck that
she wanted to get a little action on the side while they kicked
Hunter ass.

Was that too much to ask?

Apparently so. Thanks
again grandsire.

She didn’t want to pout, she was much
too old for that, but she had given up her life once before when
Akori had wanted her and Shelly to become Enforcers. She had done
her time. Now he’d basically commanded it of them again.

The least he could do was let her have
a life, too.

The sound of Donovan’s chair scraping
against the floor pulled her from her thoughts. He stood there
staring down at her, his long, tall form sexy as sin in those tight
jeans and t-shirt. The man looked just as good no matter what he
wore or didn’t wear. His expensive suits, his casual clothes, his
naked body. Whichever way, he was swoon worthy.

And now she had no way of enjoying
it.

How in the world could she spend the
entire weekend alone with him and not hop in bed with
him?

“So how do you propose we
go about this?” He leaned down, palms flat on the table, and waited
for her to take charge as the senior team member.

She didn’t have to read his mind to
understand the double meaning in his words. It wasn’t just about
the mission. It was also about figuring out a way to keep their
hands off each other.

She let out a frustrated laugh. “Your
guess is as good as mine.” She shook her head. “This isn’t right.
We know that every time we go out on a mission we could die, and
now he wants us not to live in the meantime…”

His stare roamed over her body,
burning into her in all the right places.

She rose slowly and matched his
posture, leaning over the table and coming eye-to-eye with him
despite the difference in their heights. “If you look at me like
that one more time, I’m going to ignore what my grandsire wants in
favor of what I want.”

He sucked in a deep breath and blew it
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