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      I had a vampire to catch and the guy behind the front desk of Golden Touch Auto sure as hell wasn’t going to give me what I needed to do it. He never managed to raise his eyes above my shoulders, so I stared at his chest right back. The name tag there read Ted.

      “Hey, Ted. I’m here to see Max,” I said. “Can you go get him?”

      “Max…?” Ted asked.

      He looked like he was trying to get my shirt to pop a button by will alone. I considered granting his wish, but then this was going to take all day.

      “Maxwell Ferguson,” I said, enunciating carefully. “Big shoulders, short blond hair, nice ass? He’s been working here for like five years.”

      “Uh…”

      “Just tell Max that Lily needs to see him. I’ll be waiting out behind the shop.”

      I made Ted repeat the message back to me – twice – in case the poor guy didn’t have any blood left in his head and then I went out­side, leaving him to stare at the tire rack instead of my rack. I circled around the bland little concrete cube of a building to the parking lot in the back, where the GTA guys stored the cars that still needed work, or whose owners had skipped out on the bill.

      The Golden Touch Auto garage chain had to field a dozen or more complaints about the name – in case you don’t get out much, GTA also stands for grand theft auto – but someone up in the corporate office didn’t seem to think it was worth the paperwork to change. Or maybe they thought it was funny.

      Probably not, though. Suits, in my experience, had a tendency to smother one’s sense of humor. Another good reason to get any­body wearing a suit undressed quickly.

      Outside the garage, the breeze off the bay was cool and damp. The water was too far away to see, but close enough that I smelled salt. I leaned against the sun-warmed concrete of the auto shop and pulled out my phone while I waited. I opened the notes I had taken on my new bounty and scrolled through them. It doesn’t hurt to check over information in my profession. Missing a single detail might get me killed.

      But then Max came out of the battered steel rear door and I pocketed my phone again. He never kept me waiting long. Unless I asked him to.

      “Hey there,” I said.

      Max wrapped his thick, muscular arms around my waist and gave me a tight hug. He smelled like sweat, engine grease and that strong orange soap they use for cleaning up the really nasty oil and shit. Max had thoughtfully washed his hands before coming out to meet me.

      “Did you bust up your car again?” he asked.

      “Nope,” I answered. “The i10 is fine. But I’m working tonight.”

      There was that mix of worry, pride and pleasure on Max’s face that I saw every time I had a job. He always looked like that when I told him about a new mark, his blond head lowered and studying me with dark blue eyes, his mouth caught somewhere between a smile and a frown.

      “So what is the world’s sexiest bounty hunter chasing down to­night?” Max asked.

      Not that he had ever met any of the other hunters. Although in my opinion, Max wasn’t wrong about me being the sexiest.

      “A vampire,” I said.

      “Vampire?”

      One of Max’s eyebrows rose a little. He knew what I did and the world I lived in, but sometimes he still had a hard time believing it. Just between you and me, I do occasionally exaggerate for effect. It makes Max smile, and I adore his dimples.

      “You’ve hunted them before, right?” he asked.

      “A few times,” I said. “Don’t worry, I know how to deal with a bloodsucker.”

      “Where are you going?”

      “There was a sighting at a club downtown called Midnight, apparently. The College thought it was a solid enough lead to post a bounty on the bastard. There’s a decent price on his head and it gets better if I can find his maker.”

      “Are vampires dangerous?”

      “Nothing I can’t handle. Besides, I’m just checking the guy out tonight.” I grinned at Max and winked. “A stake out.”

      He laughed at my lame joke. Ah, there were the dimples.

      “Alright, Lil. What do you need?” Max asked.

      “Your cock in my mouth.”

      I smirked and dropped to my knees, undoing Max’s zipper as I went down. I felt his long dick already half hard in his well-worn and oil-stained jeans. I freed his length quickly, before it could reach full size and become impossible to maneuver with anything like grace. Hey, I’m a professional. I take this shit seriously.

      I leaned in close to inhale the masculine scent that was so Max: sweat and musk, oil and orange. His cock was hot and heavy in my hands. Now that I had his dick out in the open, I pumped it a few times and licked my lips as it grew rapidly in my grasp.

      “Uh… do we really have to do this behind the garage, Lil?” Max protested.

      Only Max uses that nickname. Everyone else calls me Lily. Except at the College, where they insist on using my whole name – Lilith Quinn. Names are powerful magic, they say.

      Whatever. I prefer sex.

      Max was still modest, even after all these years, but a long, low groan considerably undermined his complaint. I could have dragged him inside, I supposed, back into the GTA garage to ride him on top of one of those rolling boards they use to get under the cars, but I thought Max might object for real. Instead, I answered with a little moan of my own as I closed my mouth around his cock.

      Max rose swiftly to full hardness between my lips and I went to work on him with my tongue, getting his dick nice and wet. I could already feel it building inside me, that hot tension that I can only describe as bright golden energy. Pure power. Fuck, it was good. It always did and I wondered if normal human girls felt like this, too.

      Without releasing him from my mouth, I grabbed Max’s hips and shoved him back against the concrete wall. I held him there while I worked my lips up his shaft. Deep-throating a guy like Max isn’t for the faint of heart, but I’m a veteran little cocksucker.

      His dick slid past my tongue and down my throat. I swallowed against Max’s length and would have smiled as he groaned louder, except my mouth was distorted into a perfect pink O around him. He wasn’t complaining now, was he?

      I took Max’s hand and pulled it over to the top of my head until he got the idea, curling his strong fingers into my red hair. I pressed my palms flat against his tensed, muscular thighs and concentrated on bobbing my head up and down over him. Fuck, I loved sucking cock. The feel of silky skin over hardness beneath made my heart and pulse pound, stoking the fire inside me.

      Max guided me along his thick shaft and I was more than happy to let him set the pace. He never pulled my hair and always seemed to know when I needed to breathe. Or when I wanted to be gagged with his dick.

      I let Max fuck my mouth. Saliva ran down his length and left dark wet spots on his jeans. Max leaned against the wall with his head back and his nice square jaw clenched to stifle any excessive noise. It might not have seemed like it to the casual observer – and I wondered if there were any of those around – but I was actually the one using Max right then. The lust boiled off him in waves and joined the hot, rising flood inside me. I felt it filling my body, felt the burning flush in my cheeks and between my legs.

      The peak was coming. Max pushed his cock faster into my mouth, shoving the big blunt head deep down my throat. His warm scent was growing stronger and I smelled the tangier notes of my pussy soaking through my panties. I could hear Max’s heart poun­ding even against the backbeat of power tools from inside and someone blasting Mastodon from the garage stereo.

      I opened one of my eyes just a slit and could pick out the thread count of Max’s jeans. My senses were becoming better, sharper – far beyond that of any human. Just what I needed to spot a vampire through a thick crowd or even follow the bastard by scent, if I had to.

      Max removed his hand from my hair and I gave him a long, slow suck from root to tip, then pulled my lips off his dick with a loud and satisfyingly wet smack of sound. I grabbed his slippery cock and started stroking.

      “Come on, Max,” I purred up at him. “Fill my mouth with your creamy cum. I need it.”

      “Yes, Lil,” he grunted.

      I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue as Max groaned in pleasure and relief. I pointed him at my lips, but didn’t bother to make sure it all went in. Semen gushed from his cock and pooled on my tongue. It splashed all across my lower lip, too, and dripped down my chin. By the time Max was done, my cheeks were streaked in white and my mouth was full to overflowing. I looked up at Max and showed him my mouthful of thick, sticky spunk before swallowing it all.

      Max sagged back against the concrete, panting hard. I wiped my face with my fingers and sucked them clean, then glanced down at my shirt. The black fabric was wet and sticky with the mess that had missed my mouth, so I unbuttoned the shirt and pulled it off. Luckily, I had thought ahead to wear a tank top beneath. It usually paid to dress in layers in case of unexpected weather and cum­stains.

      I stood again and raised my arms over my head, stretching. The energy flowed through me and I felt fucking amazing, ready for anything.

      Max tucked away his slowly softening cock – I was tempted to suck another load out of him for the fun of it – and zipped his jeans closed. Is it just me or is a guy zipping up his pants really hot?

      “Thanks,” I told him.

      Max smacked my butt smartly. “Do you need any more, Lil?”

      “No, I’m great,” I said. “Tonight, I’m only watching. I don’t have to throw a car… yet. That was just what I needed.”

      “Any time, Lil.” Max gave me another hug and then turned back toward the auto shop, waving. “What are friends for?”
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      I had taken a picture of the bounty from the College notice board. An email would have been a hell of a lot easier, but the wizards of the College still use parchment for pretty much everything. Not paper, but actual parchment. I don’t even know the difference, but they sure do. I was just lucky that any of the wizards were willing to use a telephone.

      There wasn’t much on the College wanted poster besides the name of the nightclub – Midnight – and a description of my sus­pected vampire – tall, dark and handsome. Not terribly helpful, but I had caught worse with less.

      I parked my silver i10 across the street from Midnight and settled back in the driver’s seat to watch the doors of the club as the sun disappeared behind the glass towers. Sunlight gave way to red neon and the flickering yellow glare of the arc-sodium streetlights. But the College’s description of my suspect could have been almost any one of the men queuing up behind the velvet ropes and staring pensively down the line at the big slab of Midnight’s bouncer. So I reviewed what I knew about vampires for something useful in finding one.

      It starts with demons, like so much bad shit does. They can’t come to our world without being summoned. Not anymore, at least. Even when called up from the Nether by a sorcerer worth their silver salts, demons require a lot of binding and power to keep around for long. But a demon can feed some of their blood to a human and voila, they have an agent in the mortal realm. Specifically, a vampire.

      That vampire could give their blood to another mortal and create a new vampire, who could do the same. The power grows more diluted with each generation, but even a vampire four or five times removed from their original demonic blood donor can lift a full-grown man in one hand and set a new shot put record.

      But vampires are voracious. The tainted blood that gives them their speed, strength and immortality eats through the vampire, paradoxically killing them. So they need to drink more and more blood to fuel the power burning through their undead bodies. Blood from a demon is ideal, of course, but enough human blood will do the trick.

      Personally, I still prefer how I get my powers… Although they do say that a vampire’s bite is better than a hit of the best Ecstasy in the world. But I’d never tried it and experimentation didn’t seem like a smart idea. The College comes down like a ton of bricks on demon summoners with damned good reason. And as real-world agents of the demons, vampires are high on the College’s hit list. A well-paying hit list, I might add.

      I didn’t give the club much attention until the sun went down – I came early for the parking space – and not just because only losers show up before nine o’clock. The stories about vampires burning in the sun are true. I don’t know why. One of the College wizards could tell you… if you’ve got a few hours to waste. But even though the forest of skyscrapers had long since plunged all of downtown into a premature twilight, no vampire could rise until the sun had set over his resting place. And then he still had to get himself all dolled up for clubbing.

      My dashboard clock read 9:32 in cool blue slashes of light by the time the bouncer even started letting people past the velvet chain. Midnight was – unsurprisingly – a goth club. Everyone was dressed in black leather, black vinyl, black lace, and more black. There was white pancake makeup, too, and a fuckload of eye shadow in a wider array of colors. Some of the more moneyed goths showed off custom porcelain fangs, too, just to make my job that much harder. I had to watch closely, but that blowjob I gave Max had sharpened my eyesight to roughly that of a golden eagle.

      Most of the fanged men shuffling slowly through the line out­side Midnight were too pink-skinned and breathed too convincingly to be the real thing. But I snapped a few photos of guys whose pallor didn’t appear to be makeup or whose chests rose only shallowly. After a few hours, I’d built up a list of about twenty men who fit the rough description of my vampire. I was going to have to narrow that down considerably before kicking some ass.

      Somewhere around two in the morning, I spotted a familiar face exiting Midnight. Again? I swiped through my saved photos and there he was – a tall, dark-haired guy leaving the club with his arm around a girl in black lace. The timestamp was 10:44 pm. There was another one from about midnight of him going back inside. Now he was on his way out once again, this time with a blonde in a vinyl dress that she must have painted on.

      Someone had quite an appetite. But was it for pussy or blood? I needed to know for sure. I wasn’t about to put a stake through some poor human guy’s ribs just because he had struck out with his first date.

      He took the girl back to his car – a slick black Ferrari like an obsidian spear-point with an eight-cylinder engine jammed in­side. I noted the license plate as he walked around to climb into the driver’s side. I threw my car into gear and pulled out behind him. Thanks to my enhanced eyesight, I could follow the Ferrari almost a block away without losing him. I got stuck on the wrong end of a red light once, but quickly picked his plates out of the late-night traffic and resumed my tail.

      He pulled into the garage of a glass spire of upscale condos, not unlike the one I called home. I parked my i10 behind an empty Prius and made sure I had a good view of the building. I wanted to watch the place for a while to see if my suspect left again. And if the girl did.

      As it turned out, I was both luckier and unluckier than that.

      I spotted him up on the third story, in a corner loft lined with floor-to-ceiling windows. He didn’t bother to close the blinds. He probably didn’t think he needed to and I had to admit that the view outside had to be nice. The streetlights below reflected off the glass and would have made it hard for most people to see anything in­side, even with binoculars.

      But not me.

      My potential vampire led the girl into his living room and wasted no time in peeling her out of her shiny black dress, leaving her wearing nothing but shoes and lacy red panties. She swayed a little on her platforms, which meant she was either drunk or an amateur – a pro can run down a werewolf in four-inch high heels. Guess which one I am.

      I couldn’t fault her enthusiasm, though. She swiftly stripped the guy out of his black silk shirt, then went for the front of his tight leather pants. My breath caught when she went down to her knees and unzipped them to let his hard cock spring free. The girl licked her very red, very shiny lips as she caressed his growing length. My angle wasn’t the best, but it was good enough to kindle wet heat between my legs.

      My suspect pulled the girl up after only a few strokes. Her technique didn’t look bad, but he seemed impatient to get to the main course. He yanked off her crimson underwear and thrust one hand between her legs, fingers swiftly finding and entering her eager, wet pussy. He twisted them inside her, then slipped them out. They were glistening and shiny wet.

      He lifted the girl up as though she weighed no more than a paper doll. She was shorter than him by a head, but had plenty of softly sensual curves and a pair of full, blushing breasts. Not a large woman, but not a tiny one, either.

      Abnormal strength – vampire warning sign number one. Max could have picked the girl up like that, but what about this guy? He was tall, long and lean under that pale skin. Was he just wiry, or was it something more? It wasn’t enough for me to go kicking down his door.

      The maybe-vampire pressed his beautiful blonde conquest against the window with her legs wrapped around his waist and slid his cock up into her. Despite only a short bout of foreplay, she was dripping wet. Though to be fair, so was I. The guy was damned sexy in that lanky, gothic way.

      The girl’s head fell back and pale curls flew around her shoulders. I couldn’t hear anything – the condo’s soundproofing must have been great, because my hearing was every bit as good as my vision – but her red lips were parted in what had to be a loud moan as he began to pump himself deep into her. My suspect held her up against the window, fucking her brains out with the city and her legs spread out before him.

      I couldn’t stand watching anymore, but neither could I stop. Not yet. I needed more information.

      So I unbuttoned my jeans and kicked the driver’s seat back a little. The lowered angle let me slide one eager hand down my pants, and incidentally gave me a better line of sight on the girl’s round ass pressed against the window. She left glinting smudges of sweat and wetness every time her pale lover slammed his dick up between her legs.

      My pussy was achingly hot and waiting for my hand, so I didn’t make it wait long. Damn, I was wet. I had soaked right through my panties, so I shoved two fingers down between my legs and got to work. They had a head start there in the loft and I felt like I needed to catch up.

      I matched the guy’s pace as he leaned into the blonde, driving his cock in deep and fast. My slicked pussy tightened and I gasped in pleasure. None of that searing energy like with Max, though. It takes two, as they say, to tango. I can’t charge up off my own fingers, but I still had plenty of energy from sucking Max off, enough to keep my senses honed to a razor edge and pick out every dripping, thrusting detail of the show going on above.

      What I needed now was to get off or I was going to go crazy. As the blonde woman’s head fell forward against the guy’s shoulder, her mouth open and eyes squeezed shut in bliss, I pulled slippery fingers from my pussy and attacked my clit.

      “Oh, fuck,” I moaned as I came.

      I really hoped a police officer didn’t come by right then to notice that I hadn’t fed the parking meter. I didn’t mind the casual ob­server cruising by on a bike even at this hour, but a cop tapping on the car window was going to ruin my fun. Unless they were cute.

      I writhed and my hips rose up off the driver’s seat as I rode the bright, sweet waves of orgasm rippling out from my core. The pleasure surged again and I shivered to see white spunk oozing down the window where the girl’s round ass was jammed against it. My suspect still held her suspended off the floor. When he had finished pumping his load into her, he brushed back her honey-blonde hair and nuzzled her shoulder. A little post-coital necking?

      Even with my perfect vision, I caught only a brief flash of white fangs before he was sinking those sharp points into the girl’s neck. A spray of crimson painted the glass.

      “Oh, fuck!” I shouted. I bolted upright in my car and yanked my hand out of my pants.

      He was a neat eater, but the jugular pumps a lot of blood, especially when you’ve just been well fucked by a vampire. He closed his lips over the wound swiftly and the girl twitched. One of her high heels had fallen off and her toes curled in helpless ecstasy at his bite.

      I grabbed the door handle and began to fumble through my glove box, searching for the nine-millimeter pistol I kept there. But then I stopped. Jugular bleed-out takes about three seconds. Four if you’re a big guy. Maybe ten if a vampire is drinking down the blood and slowing the flow. By the time I could get up into the condo, the girl would be long dead.

      At least her death was a pleasant one, though I couldn’t feel very good about that. The girl’s head lay back against the window. Her arms had fallen from around the vampire’s neck and dangled limply at her sides. She was already gone.

      “Fuck,” I sighed.

      I made myself release the door handle and sat back. Why didn’t I have some sort of stake-launcher? Not that I thought a piece of wood could have pierced modern tempered glass, but for a mom­ent, I cursed my lack of James Bond-style toys.

      I zipped my jeans closed and drew a deep breath. Okay, I knew I had the right guy, and that meant his ass was mine. I snapped a few more pictures while the vampire pulled his pants back on and then scrubbed the window clean, but my phone’s camera didn’t have sex-powered eagle-vision and the photos were utter shit.

      Oh, well. I pocketed my phone. I had gotten a good enough look to pick the bloodsucker out of a crowd the next time he went hunting. And his demonic thirst would compel the bastard to hunt again soon.

      Not tonight, though. My vampire pulled the curtains closed and didn’t leave again, but I remained until dawn just to be sure.

      A two human a night habit suggested that this guy was pretty high up the vampiric food chain. So how was I going to get him? Storming his apartment by day was one option, but not my favorite. When I was all charged up, I could kick down even a heavily re­inforced front door with no problem. Big, messy public break-ins were harder to clean up, though, even for the College wizards.

      But maybe I could get invited into the vampire’s condo.
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      The next day, I pulled the dust cover off my Alfa Romeo and found the keys in the bottom of a drawer. I didn’t want someone to recognize my i10 and get suspicious. I doubted anyone had noticed me the night before, but it didn’t pay to be careless. Careless vampires and bounty hunters both got weeded out pretty quickly by the College. My vampire mark had probably been around for a while, and I intended to do the same.

      I drove out to Midnight early again and parked across the street. Once more, I remained in the car long enough to start getting restless and fuck around pointlessly with my phone as I wondered. What if my vampire went somewhere else to hunt tonight? He would pick up some other mortal girl who had no idea those fangs weren’t for show.

      The night was growing dark and a thick, damp fog rolled in off the bay to blanket the streets in gray. The power Max gave me had burned off hours ago. It only lasts about a day. Less if I have to use a lot of it. No more super senses or strength for me, at least not until I got laid.

      I knew that I could have accosted Max at work again or picked up some random guy – which was never difficult – but I was saving myself for someone special. I wanted to use my vampire’s own sen­suality against him. It was the least I could do for the countless girls he had seduced and killed.

      Still, I was beginning to worry that I had missed something important. But then I spotted the slick black Ferrari sliding through the mist like a prowling panther. I let out a relieved breath. There he was.

      While my vampire cruised down the street in search of a place to park, I climbed out of the Alfa Romeo. Now that I was certain my target was on the hunt, I wanted to be inside and in position by the time he arrived.

      I stalked down the long line of made-up goths waiting outside Midnight like a row of black cornstalks. I had made sure to fit right in, wearing a tiny vinyl skirt so shiny that it reflected the red neon lights of the nightclub and so short that it barely managed to cover my ass. My matching corset wasn’t comfortable, but it cinched my waist nicely and shoved my tits together into some truly impressive cleavage. I’d applied black eyeliner and smoky charcoal eyeshadow, along with deep red lipstick the color of dark cherries.

      My boots were knee-high leather and buckles, with thick heels that added a few inches to my height. I’d left my hair down and it fell almost to my waist. It was going to be a bitch to comb later, but I was willing to bet that it looked damned impressive streaming out behind me like a red banner.

      The same big, muscular bouncer was on duty that I saw the night before. He held up a hand the size of my head before I even got close and tried to wave me off.

      “Back of the line is that way,” he told me in a basso rumble.

      I didn’t retreat. I sauntered right up to the bouncer and smiled when his eyes drifted down into my cleavage and then stuck there. I leaned across the rope and brushed my hair back over one shoulder to make sure it didn’t fall down and conceal anything I might need.

      “I’m on the list,” I said.

      I gestured to his clipboard and moved in closer, pretending to look over it. My breasts grazed the bouncer’s thick arm and I pointed to the bottom of the page.

      “See, I’m right here,” I told him.

      Here was a discreet but firm squeeze of the bouncer’s crotch right through his dark jeans. I liked the feel of the impressive bulge there, but I was here on business, not pleasure. Though I’ll admit that I can sometimes have trouble telling the two apart.

      The bouncer’s desire gave me a warm little jolt of power. I was going to need a lot more than that before the night was over, but it still felt good.

      “Oh… yeah,” he said with a tight edge to his voice. “Yeah, there you are. Go ahead.”

      He unhooked the rope and – to a chorus of groans and protests from the club-goers still waiting in line – waved me forward. I gave the bouncer a well-deserved wink, then stepped through the shiny black glass doors and into Midnight.

      Inside, the nightclub was a vortex of strobing lights and scented smoke stirred by the twisting and swirling of black-clad bodies. The Midnight bar was a slab of dark glass under contorting lines of red and purple neon. A DJ with violet streaks in her hair and flowing lace sleeves stood between banks of speakers pounding out a mix of Switchblade Symphony turned up so loud that maybe some dogs down the street were enjoying the lyrics, but the patrons of Mid­night – which now included yours truly – were left with only the throbbing bass.

      I swung my hips with the beat a little – not really dancing, but I had to admit that the driving tempo was infectious – and made my way to the bar. Dancing is fun and all, but the bar is where hearts are broken and mended and then broken again. It was where I did a lot of my work, too. I ordered a vodka cranberry, since half the club seemed to be drinking them. But I had only taken a couple of sips when three different men asked to buy my next one.

      “Make her a Black Widow,” the tallest one called over the bar. He had long, curly brown hair that had a distinctly tortured artist look to it.

      “Don’t let the name fool you,” said the man on my left. This one was shorter, but more muscular, with bare arms covered in a thick jungle of tattoos. “A Black Widow’s pretty much just grape juice.”

      “That’s what you say about wine, too,” Tortured Artist said with a disdainful sniff.

      “It’s true about wine,” Tat Sleeves insisted. He tapped the glass counter for the bartender’s attention. “Two manhattans.”

      “That’s kind of a heavy drink for so early in the evening,” I said. Not that I don’t like whiskey, but I was working.

      The guy with the tattoos looked me up and down, then gave me a confident grin. “You seem like the kind of girl who can handle her alcohol.”

      Liar. I mean, I can handle more than a few beers, but I doubted that Tat Sleeves actually thought so. He was just trying to get under my skirt. Even if I didn’t already have other plans, I would have blown him off. Any man who tries to get a girl drunk just so he can fuck her doesn’t deserve her time. But the third guy, this one with dark skin and gold eyeliner accenting his cat-like eyes, slid up next to me with a charming Cheshire smile.

      “This could get pretty messy,” he said. “You’re going to have guys fighting over you all night.”

      “It happens,” I told him with a shrug. It did.

      The newcomer laughed and said something I couldn’t hear over the pounding music, then leaned close to repeat himself when I didn’t immediately answer.

      “You’re going to need a few more vodka crans to make it through the night,” he said into my ear. “And I’d be happy to do the honors. My name is Raven.”

      “Don’t you have class tomorrow, kid?” Tat Sleeves asked a little too pointedly.

      Raven flushed a bit, but he didn’t back down. He wanted me too much to be put off that easily. I felt the smoldering heat of his lust, and that of the other two men. Another little perk of being Lily Quinn. I’m not a telepath – I couldn’t tell you who in Midnight was feeling guilty or had a secret or anything, but I can pick out any spark of desire. It only works when that lust is directed at me, though. If you want someone else, all it tells me is that you need your eyes examined.

      All three men simmered with desire, along with a dozen others who hadn’t worked up the courage to approach me yet. So much for trying to keep myself available… I was used to it, though, and would just have to hope that my vampire was aggressive enough to wade through rival suitors to get at me. And that he wouldn’t settle for easier but far less hot prey. Vampires are powerful and arrogant, but they’re also predators – they want their hunts to end in success.

      “Care to dance?”

      The question came from the guy with the nice smile, Raven. I considered accepting his invitation, if only because I might be more visible on the dance floor and I had some moves that would tempt even the dead. Trust me – I’ve done it.

      But I didn’t need to. My vampire sat at the end of the bar with a full drink in his hand. He was already watching me. When had he arrived? He wore a black silk shirt unbuttoned to display an ornate crucifix lying against his pale chest.

      Before you ask: no, crosses don’t bother vampires. Their demon masters were around long before Christ got nailed to one and the symbol means absolutely nothing to them. Now, if you can get your hand on an actual piece of that cross, give me a call.

      I dropped my gaze before the vampire could catch my eye and looked away. No seductive lip licking or sucking suggestively on my straw. Tonight, I was playing the part of prey, not predator.

      “Care to dance?” Raven asked again.

      “I’ve had too much to drink,” I answered.

      I hadn’t, of course, but their demonic blood means that vam­pires have the same sort of sharpened senses as I do when I’m all pumped up on sex. I was pretty sure my target was listening to every word, even through the pounding music.

      Tat Sleeves stepped in. “Want to get out of here, then?”

      I gave the vampire a shy sidelong glance and smiled, biting my lower lip. The vampire’s dark eyes were still fixed on me. Good. Tat Sleeves caught my look and followed it to the other end of the bar. He straightened and scowled. Cracking an impressive set of knuckles, Tat Sleeves stalked down Midnight’s bar toward the vampire. I took another sip and watched over the rim of my glass.

      Tat Sleeves said something that I couldn’t hear and gestured back toward me. He waited a moment, and then his face went red and he seemed to repeat himself with more force. I wondered if the guy was really going to start a fight over me.

      The vampire finally looked away from me and turned slowly to Tat Sleeves without saying a word. His pale face was hard, his eyes very dark. All he did was stare.

      It took only seconds for Tat Sleeves to feel it. Humans always do, though each of their reactions differ. Some are drawn to the power, even if their brains are screaming at them that it’s dangerous. For them, that only makes the draw more powerful. That’s usually how people react to me.

      But Tat Sleeves wasn’t turned on anymore. He felt the presence of a predator, that unknown monster out in the darkness that cave­men built up big fires to keep at bay. He gave me a last sor­rowful glance and then spun away to slink off across the club. I made sure I wasn’t looking when the vampire returned those dan­gerous dark eyes to me. Raven and Tortured Artist had vanished off into the strobing lights and perfumed fog, too.

      Smart boys.

      I ordered another drink. It didn’t take long to mix some vodka and cranberry juice, then the bartender placed the red cocktail in front of me. A pale, long-fingered hand slid a bill across the shiny black glass of the bar.

      “It’s on me.”

      I felt the heat of his desire kindling. The sexual energy comes later, but I could taste the lust like precum on my tongue before tasty spunk fills my mouth.

      The vampire leaned over my shoulder and I caught a scent like cold, wet stone. Like a graveyard statue after the rain. I didn’t smell any blood, though, so I didn’t think that he had fed yet tonight. I was to be his first. And last, if I had any say in the matter.

      “Thanks,” I said, finally looking up into his eyes. They weren’t brown or blue, but a deep, unnatural red-purple color that wasn’t con­tact lenses. “Who are you?”

      “You can call me Incubus.”

      A demon of lust. It had to be a fake name, but I doubted Raven had given me the name on his driver’s license, either. Everyone here had some kind of dramatic, gothic sobriquet. It was part of the game. I smiled and covered it with a sip of my new drink.

      “My name’s Lilith,” I said. He would probably assume my name was just as fake as his. “Thanks for the drink, Incubus.”

      I dropped my voice a bit when I said his name, let it come out a little breathless. Incubus leaned against the bar beside me, his back to the shelf of bottles. He was tall and long-limbed, his skin pale and as smooth as porcelain. His thick black hair was long enough to lie on his shoulders. Incubus looked out across the seething, indistinct mass of the club crowd.

      “It’s a pity you aren’t dancing,” he said. “I suspect that you’re amazing.”

      “I’m pretty wobbly,” I lied to the vampire. “If I go out there, I’ll just make a fool of myself.”

      “I doubt that.”

      I tugged on a lock of my bright red hair in an uncertain gesture and gently bit my lower lip again to make it look like I was thinking.

      “I… It’s these shoes,” I protested weakly. “They aren’t much good for dancing.”

      Incubus smiled to display blindingly white teeth. His fangs were small and sharp. The vampire’s tongue flicked out over them. I squeezed my thighs together and felt heat there. Sometimes being the prey was a lot of fun.

      “You could take them off,” Incubus suggested.

      “I like it with my boots on,” I said.

      I couldn’t quite manufacture a blush, but I did duck my head in nearly sincere embarrassment. I really didn’t want to take the boots off. Incubus laughed softly, a sound like rustling velvet, and leaned in close so he didn’t have to shout over the music. He brushed my long hair away from my ear so he could speak into it and I shivered when he did.

      “I like your boots, too,” he said. “You know they call those fuck-me shoes, don’t you?”

      “They do?” I whispered back.

      “Do you want to be fucked, Lilith?”

      Yes. Yes, I did. My pussy pulsed with liquid heat.

      “Is it that obvious?” I asked.

      “It is to me.”

      Incubus took my hand and I let him lace his fingers through mine. He pulled me off my barstool and led me across the dance floor, toward the door. The air smelled like sweet sandalwood and sweat. Dancers melted aside to let us pass. I leaned close against Incubus, maintaining the pretense that I’d had a few drinks.

      “Your hand is cold,” I said. It would have been stupid not to say something.

      The vampire waited until we had passed through the doors and outside before answering. The bouncer watched us go. I think he might have been disappointed, but he didn’t interfere with Incubus. I doubted that the vampire had stood in line, either.

      “It’s a cold night,” Incubus said at last.

      We had been inside the club long enough for that not to matter, but I laughed like it was funny. I was supposed to be a little drunk, after all, and shivered for effect. Well, mostly for effect. It really was cold outside and my outfit didn’t cover much.

      “Warm me up,” I said.

      I paused at the curb and tugged Incubus’ hand to stop him, too. I pressed myself against him and turned my face expectantly up­ward. My vampire did not disappoint.

      His lips were cool and his teeth were hard. I opened my mouth and flicked my tongue across them, lingering over the sharp points of his fangs. Incubus’ breath was cold and fresh, no oxygen sucked out of the air by his dead lungs, but his tongue was lively as it met mine. He bit my lower lip and held it with his fangs. My heart pounded. Incubus was a good kisser, but for a second, I worried he was going to bite me right here on the mist-shrouded street.

      The vampire broke our kiss after a moment and inhaled deeply. He was smart enough to be able to fake the need for air. Then he smiled at me and revealed his fangs again. They were longer now, ready to feed. I totally gave him a fang-on.

      “Where’s your car?” I whispered.

      I pulled impatiently at Incubus until he led me in the right direction. My skirt did nothing to block the chilly air as it hit the wetness that drenched my panties, making me feel feverish as the night sucked away my heat.

      Incubus led me down the hill to his Ferrari and unlocked it with the click of a button as we approached. He opened the passenger door for me with deliberate care and I wondered how old he was, if the monster that called himself Incubus was from one of those bygone generations that so easily mixed their chivalry with casual sexism.

      When I had climbed in, Incubus slid into the driver’s seat on the other side. He turned the engine over and it purred like a contented tiger as he pulled out into the night. Thoughtfully, Incubus cranked up the heater and my cold leather seat warmed swiftly. I squirmed around to watch the vampire as he drove. I already knew where he lived, anyway.

      “So would you think I was a total slut if I took off my panties?” I asked.

      Incubus smirked and glanced at me out of the corner of his eye. I spread my legs as much as my tight vinyl skirt would allow.

      “Yes,” he said.

      “Good. I wouldn’t want you to get the wrong idea about me.”

      I unbuckled my seat belt and lifted my ass. I hiked my skirt up high enough to reach the lacy waistband of my thong and slipped it off down my long legs. The scrap of underwear got hung up for a second on the heel of one of my boots, but then I pulled the cloth free and brandished it triumphantly. The lace was dripping wet. I held the thong out toward Incubus and his smile widened into a hungry predator’s grin. He obligingly took a deep breath and gave me a satisfying groan of pleasure.

      I touched my wet panties briefly to Incubus’ lips and he licked them hungrily. I slid the wet fabric down his chest until I got to the waist of his tight leather pants, then tugged on his belt and shoved my thong inside. His cock was as hard as a steel rod, but there wasn’t enough room to stroke him. I tucked the damp thong around his dick.

      “Please tell me we’re almost to your place,” I said.

      Incubus ignored a red light and threw the car into a sharp turn that made me squeak in surprise. He chuckled as I stared. We raced down a ramp into the parking garage, green-yellow lights flickering overhead, and then glided smoothly to a stop in a numbered space.

      My deadly date helped me up out of his car and then led me through the garage to the patterned steel doors of an elevator. I slid my hand down his back to grab his ass, but Incubus had to pull away to retrieve his wallet. He removed a keycard and unlocked the elevator. When the doors chimed and parted, I stepped inside and retreated to the corner of the elevator to clasp my hands in front of me, chastened. I became a perfectly demure little goth waif again, waiting to be pounced upon by my pale, dangerous hunter.

      And Incubus pounced on me. My back hit the cool mirrored wall of the elevator – vampires do have reflections, by the way – and I thought of the girl he had fucked up against the window the night before. I remembered his cum dripping down the glass, and then her blood. Incubus wasn’t going to get another chance. This was his last fuck.

      A three-story elevator ride didn’t leave time for much more than a deep, desperate kiss. Incubus grabbed my ass possessively and pinned me close against his hard, cold body. I didn’t stop him and I’d be lying if I said I wanted to.

      The elevator chimed once more and opened onto a nice hallway. Our footfalls were whisper-quiet on the soft gray carpet. In­cubus held me close again, his cold hand cupping my ass beneath my skirt and brushing long fingers over my hot skin.

      He led me to a slick black-finished door that he unlocked with a keypad. I made sure not to watch his fingers. I didn’t want to make Incubus suspicious. Instead, I busied myself running my hands over the lean muscles of his chest.

      The door clicked and then Incubus was pushing me through. I caught only a few brief glimpses of the place, but I guessed that the furnishings alone were worth half a million dollars. There was a stylish gold and amber Klimt painting – an original, not a print – tastefully lit behind thick UV protection glass on the wall. I had the distinct feeling that Incubus had bought it new.

      “Beautiful,” the vampire said, drawing back just enough to in­spect me by the colorful city light glowing through the windows.

      I turned a slow circle for Incubus and felt his eyes raking over my body: hot, predatory and possessive. He seized my hips and pulled me to him, then raced his hand up my back to unlace my corset and free my breasts. I stretched my arms up over my head, displaying my naked chest and hard pink nipples. I stayed like that, posing for the vampire, and waited. Incubus’ fangs were even longer now and he unzipped my skirt so fast he almost tore the vinyl in half. I gasped, but didn’t cover myself.

      “Leave the boots on,” Incubus said.

      I moved my hands down and ran them over my shoulders, tits and belly, but stopped with an effort just before reaching my pussy. The lips were shining in the dim light and I ached to be touched.

      “My turn?” I asked.

      Incubus nodded, his dark purple eyes riveted to my naked body. I grabbed his shirt and yanked it open. Buttons flew across the tasteful carpet and his eyes widened a little, but he didn’t protest. I raked my nails down his chest with a throaty purr of pleasure and his cold white skin didn’t redden at all under my fingernails. I re­moved the crucifix necklace and dropped it to the floor.

      The vampire answered my purr with a growl and shoved me down to my knees. I knew what he wanted and was happy to give it. I attacked his belt and pants. Finishing what I had begun in the car, I pulled Incubus’ straining dick free as his clothes pooled on the floor, and he gave a small groan of satisfaction in response. Incubus’ cock was just as long and hard as the rest of him.

      My thong was still tangled around him. I wrapped my fingers through it and stroked the wet lace up and down Incubus’ dick. It took only seconds to coax another low growl from the vampire. I smiled and sucked the crown between my lips. I tasted my pussy on his smooth skin and felt a thin veneer of heat from my touch, but beneath that, Incubus was like cold, pale marble.

      Playing with ice cubes is for amateurs – for a real thrill, try a cool vampire cock on your hot tongue.

      My whole body throbbed with hot desire and the power was building inside me now, just like with Max. I wanted Incubus and he wanted me. Desperately. I licked my way down his dick and up again, following my caressing tongue by stroking my sopping wet panties along his length. His balls were tight between his long legs, and were full and heavy when I massaged them.

      “Not yet,” Incubus said when I felt the lust peaking inside him, as sharp as his long fangs. “You told me you wanted to be fucked.”

      He grabbed my wrist and effortlessly pulled me to my feet. His dick trailed down between my breasts and then along my belly as I rose. Incubus kicked his pants away and led me over to an expensive-looking couch upholstered in a dark wine red color. Too bad we were going to make a mess all over it.

      The vampire shoved me down, facing away with my knees on the edge of the couch. I clutched the back and my ass thrust out behind me, right at cock level. Incubus seized one of my boots, pulling and spreading my legs apart to stare at my bare, dripping pussy. But he wasn’t fucking me yet. I arched my spine and raised my hips imploringly. I wanted him inside me. I needed him to feed the hot, powerful pleasure building between my legs.

      Incubus tossed my thong away and grabbed my hips. His hands were strong and he held me still, unmoving. I let out a long sigh as he pressed the tip of his cock to my slit and pushed slowly inside me. He was hard and cool against the feverish, wet heat of my pussy and I had to grip the back of the couch tightly to keep from shoving myself into Incubus, to let him remain in control.

      It seemed to take a sweet, agonizing eternity before Incubus was entirely inside me, his balls heavy against my clit. I rocked gently, trying to play the passive pet, but I needed this. Incubus wound one of his hands through my red hair and began matching my thrusts, pumping his hips against my ass as our bodies came together again and again. Our rhythm built like feeding a fire. The sexual energy built, too, welling up and pouring through me.

      I screamed as I came and bucked harder than I intended to. If Incubus hadn’t been holding my hip and hair, I might have writhed right off the couch. He pulled me back and held me close against his alabaster chest as I rode the wild waves of my orgasm.

      Incubus released me when I came down from the peak and I pulled myself up off his cock, then stood on shaky legs. I may have been trembling, but I didn’t feel weak. The lust coursed through me, into every part of me. It wasn’t the orgasm, precisely, that em­powered me. The energy I get out of sex isn’t from how many times I cum, or even how many times my partner does. I can get off with a practiced lover, but still receive only half the power that I do from a fumbling but truly enthusiastic virgin. It’s about what they give me, what they put into the sexual act even when my pussy isn’t full of dick.

      Incubus wasn’t at all bad. He was very good at this, in fact, but I was dinner first and a fuck second. I needed more.

      “May I ride you?” I asked as shyly as I could manage when stark naked, with sweat and wetness running down my legs to streak my buckled black boots.

      Gracefully, Incubus arranged himself on the couch with the pale marble pillar of his cock thrusting up from his lap. I climbed over his hard thighs and spread my legs astride him. I reached down between us and guided his thick, slippery shaft into my pussy. Incubus wrapped his arms around my waist and settled his hands on my ass. He lifted me and set me down again, guiding me as I bounced on top of him. I gasped and wound my arms around him, riding the vampire.

      Incubus leaned forward to suck my nipple into his mouth, but I pulled back. I had to stay away from those fangs. I was curious about what the wizards said, about how good that bite felt, but not curious enough to bet my life on it. I arched my back and braced my hands against Incubus’ chest instead, using him for leverage to work my hips up and down.

      “You’re going to make me cum,” I moaned as the pleasure built again. “Make me cum. Make my pussy gush for you!”

      The vampire grabbed my hips and rammed me hard onto his dick. I didn’t even need to bounce – Incubus lifted me easily up and then slammed me down until my thighs tensed and I writhed on his cock.

      “Yes!” I screamed. “Oh, fuck!”

      My whole body quivered like a plucked harp string and Incubus groaned. His balls went tight against my buttocks each time he pulled me down and his cock twitched inside of me. And then it throbbed and pulsed like a second heartbeat. Thick heat flooded into me – the only heat I had felt from Incubus all night. He held me in an iron grip, his dick buried as deep inside me as it would go, and filled me.

      The vampire’s load oozed from my body, running over our skin in white tracks like wax dripped from a candle. I panted happily and struggled to catch my breath. Incubus hooked a finger under my chin and looked at me with dark red eyes.

      “Come here,” he whispered.

      Incubus pulled me closer into what might have been a kiss. But his fangs were bared and long, like those of a rattlesnake about to strike.
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      “Oh no you don’t,” I said.

      Incubus was pulling me down toward those deadly white fangs. How many freshly fucked girls had melted into that embrace? No more.

      I planted my hands in the center of the vampire’s pale chest and drew back. Incubus wrapped his arms around me and tried to pull me close again, but I didn’t move. His supernatural strength was im­pressive, but my own strength coursed through me now and he couldn’t overpower me.

      “What the hell?” Incubus asked.

      I reached down into my left boot. The great thing about those chunky, buckle-covered goth boots is that there’s plenty of room to hide important shit in them – like a sharp wooden stake. I yanked it free and Incubus’ dark eyes went wide. He tried to throw me off, but I clamped my knees around his waist and held on.

      Incubus bared his fangs and let out a feral hiss, like the most pissed-off Halloween cat you’ve ever seen. I pointed the stake at him and the fucking vampire hit me. His stone-hard fist slammed right into my temple and rocked my head to one side. It hurt, but not as much as it would have a human woman, who probably would have been trying to scoop her brains up off the floor about then. I’m not that easy to stop, not when I’m all charged up.

      Incubus’ punch opened a gash beneath my left eye, but no sooner had it begun to bleed than I felt the wound closing and the pain fading. Incubus’ eyes grew even bigger and he tried to backhand me, but I caught his wrist and bent it backward.

      “A gentleman never hits a lady,” I told him.

      The brittle snapping sound informed me that I had broken the vampire’s wrist, and he yowled in pain. Incubus’ bones shifted and tried to knit under my fingers, so I tightened my grip. I raised the stake again.

      “Shut your fucking mouth, vampire,” I told him. “Or I put this through your cold, shriveled little heart right now.”

      Incubus stopped screeching.

      “What the fuck are you?” he gasped instead.

      “I’m the bitch who can pull your cock off with my pussy if you don’t answer my questions. What’s your name?”

      He hesitated and I gave him a warning squeeze down below. I didn’t really know if I could yank a guy’s dick off with my Kegels, but let’s just say that my vampire wasn’t getting his piece back until I gave him permission.

      “Chris,” he groaned. “Chris Miller.”

      “Not that one. Your real name. The one that you were born with, whenever that was.”

      His mouth fell open to display his fangs, but they were slender needle points once again. The poor vampire couldn’t get his fangs up anymore and I doubted there was a pill for that.

      “Jacob Milliner,” he answered at last.

      “Good boy.” I eased the pressure on his cock and wrist a bit. “How many have you made? How many of your bloodsucking off­spring do I need to kill?”

      “I…” Jacob gasped. “I shared my blood three times, but…”

      “But what?”

      “The damned wizards. Bounty hunters killed them all twenty years ago.”

      That was before my time. I gave Jacob another squeeze to be sure, but he repeated the same answer. That was convenient. I liked convenient, but I had another question.

      “Now, who made you?” I asked.

      No answer. I tightened up again and Jacob Milliner let out an­other shriek. I released his wrist and grabbed him by the throat, then leaned in close.

      “You tell me or I’m going to tie your dick up like a fucking bal­loon animal, Jacob Milliner,” I hissed.

      “No,” he wheezed. “I… I will not betray my master!”

      Another hard squeeze and I pulled the vampire’s face up right to mine.

      “Fine,” I said. “Do you want a poodle or a silly hat?”

      Jacob writhed in my grip, but I had him by the metaphorical balls. And the literal ones, too. I didn’t know how old Jacob was, but old enough that he was far more used to being the predator than the prey. He couldn’t hold out forever.

      “…Conrad Whitaker, the first of our line. Directly blooded,” he said at last.

      I frowned. The name seemed familiar, though I couldn’t place it. But Jacob wasn’t
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