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Chapter One

 


"You're mine. Mine I say, and if I
can't have you, then no one ever will."

The evil cackle filled her mind, and
Suzanna thrashed in her sleep. The dark aura invading her slumber
morphed into the ice cold, ethereal beauty of her sister Ayala.
Red, talon-like fingernails formed into claws; her platinum tresses
covered the sneer on her face, and ancient chants filled the air.
Gooseflesh broke out over Suzanna's exposed arms, and she curled
into a protective ball on her bed. Dream-Ayala filled her vision,
the blood moon behind her silhouetting her slender frame, until her
white hair shimmered red. Deep slashes of crimson spread across her
long ivory dress, like rivulets of blood. The man on the floor rose
from the ground, the blade of the knife deeply embedded in his
broad chest, his piercing blue eyes penetrating through the
swirling mists surrounding them all. Tears slipped down Suzanna's
cheeks, and her legs kicked the covers off the bed. In her dream
she was running, her lungs burning, her feet like concrete, and she
gasped for air, desperately trying to reach the man she loved. He
stretched out his hand, but just as their fingers touched the image
faded, Ayala's cruel laughter the only sound on the empty
moor.

Pain sliced through her, and Suzanna
woke up screaming. Moonlight bathed her bedroom in its eerie light,
and she swung her legs off her bed.

"Jesus, enough already."

It seemed sleep would elude her again.
It was the same every year in the run up to Halloween. For as long
as Suzanna could remember the nightmares came without fail,
torturing her night after night. It was one of the reasons she
hated All Hallows’ Eve, as Ayala kept insisting on calling it. Her
sister embraced all things Halloween with reckless abandon. Then
again she wasn't plagued by recurring nightmares. Suzanna padded
barefoot down the steps and ran herself a glass of water at the
kitchen tap, gazing out of the window onto the moonlit garden as
she did so. Her new neighbor was awake, too, if the light spilling
out through his open kitchen door was any indication. He intrigued
her in ways she couldn’t even begin to explain to herself. The
house next door had been boarded up for as long as she could
remember. A month ago there had been a flurry of activity as
workmen came and went for a while. She hadn't seen her neighbor
move in. In fact he'd given her the fright of her life, when she'd
hurried home after a night out with the girls from the office.
Slightly inebriated, she had dropped her keys, and he'd appeared
next to her seemingly out of thin air, holding her keys in his
large hands.

Her shriek of surprise had died in her
throat, as she had to look a very long way up into the most amazing
blue eyes she had ever seen. His smile had dazzled her, and the
slightly accented deep rumble of his voice had given her delicious
tingles all over.

"Forgive me. I didn’t mean to startle
you. I just moved in next door, and you seemed in need of
assistance."

Suzanna blushed remembering her
stuttered response.

He'd simply smiled at her, unlocked
her door, and guided her inside her house with a murmured, "Stay
safe. Beautiful young ladies should not be out at night by
themselves."

She had been too stunned by the
encounter to utter one intelligible response, and by the time she'd
yanked her door open again, he'd been gone.

Come the morning Suzanna hadn't been
at all sure she hadn't imagined the encounter, especially as the
house next door still gave the same neglected appearance. Heavy
metal shutters covered the windows and doors, but the house came to
life at night. Light flooded into her little postage stamp garden,
and she had stolen many a glance at her neighbor's impressive
physique.

Suzanna had assumed that her new
neighbor must work nights, but if he did, then he must work from
home, as she'd never seen him leave for work. She'd lost count of
how many times over the last week she'd stood in this very spot
just watching him. With her own house in darkness, her heart
racing, her skin clammy, after yet another terrifying nightmare,
somehow, knowing he was mere yards away going about his nightly
business had calmed her. Why she should feel safe with an enigmatic
stranger was a mystery, yet she did. He often came out and looked
across at her as though he knew she was there.

A crash upstairs made her jump, and
she bit back a screech. The spitting bundle of fur racing towards
her and out through the cat flap hardly resembled her staid old
moggy, and the fine hair on Suzanna's arms stood to attention as
the room temperature dropped several degrees. She screwed her eyes
shut and willed her breathing to slow down. Was she still dreaming?
She had to be. She sensed the black aura of her dream behind her,
its icy tendrils snaking around her, and terror froze her in place.
Her limbs grew heavy, and her heart beat slowed to a dull, painful
thud. Spots danced in her vision, and her lungs burned with the
lack of oxygen. Just as the mists swirled to enclose her, the
kitchen door popped off the hinges and crashed into the cabinets on
the other side of the room. Cool night air engulfed her, and
Suzanna gulped in the cold, life-giving breeze in huge sobs. She
clung to the counter, tears clouding her vision, an ice cold vise
still sitting on her chest.

"Invite me in, now!"

The deep commanding voice broke
through the pain filled haze of her consciousness and she obeyed
the steely command instinctively.

"Co—come in."

A manic screech rang in her ears
following that barely audible whisper, and the vise hold on her
body ceased. She collapsed against the hard, tall frame of her
neighbor with a sob.

"Easy, there, I've got you. Can you
stand?"

"I … I think so. Am I still
dreaming?"

His chuckle vibrated through her, and
she screwed her eyes shut again, this time in embarrassment. Here
she was clad in nothing but her bunny, flannel pajamas, having had
a sleep walking induced nightmare, and her hunk of a neighbor had
to come to her rescue. She locked her knees and put her still
shaking hands on his bare chest. A jolt of awareness shot through
her system at the simple contact, and heat stained her cheeks. Oh
good God, he was wearing nothing but low slung jeans, the hard
ridges and valleys of his abdomen clearly visible in the bright
light of the approaching super moon. Already the almost full orb
hung much lower in the sky. Two days from now, at Halloween, it
would be red, and full, and so close you could touch it. The world
would go a little bit crazy, and if she lived through the night the
nightmares would finally stop.

Where did that thought
come from. If you live? Melodramatic, much?

Ayala's fancy stories were getting to
her, and the man still holding her in a protective stance was, too.
Her nipples beaded against the flannel of her top, and arousal
pooled low in her belly, as his clean, dry scent suffused her. It
stirred something achingly familiar deep inside her soul, and she
risked a quick peek up at him. Suzanna lost herself in the hypnotic
quality of his azure gaze, its depths shimmering with concern and
unmistakable male interest. She sucked in a breath, and hastily
stepped away, crossing her arms over her boobs, lest he noticed how
he affected her. The whole situation was embarrassing enough
without her body betraying her lecherous intentions towards her
neighbor. So what if he was six foot five of drop your sopping
panties male perfection? That didn't mean she had to give in to her
baser urges, or that he would even be interested in her. Men always
preferred Ayala's obvious beauty and outgoing nature to Suzanna's
own shy, reserved response. She had lived in Ayala's shadow all her
life, her sister's light complexion and platinum locks a direct
contrast to the raven mass of Suzanna's long tresses, which
resembled the darkness residing in her soul. A darkness that seemed
intent on destroying her this year once and for all.

Suzanna shivered, and instantly her
savior rubbed his hands up and down her arms. The friction created
by those long fingered hands sent another tingle of awareness along
her frozen skin down to her core. She clamped her thighs together
to relieve the resulting ache in her pussy, and her voice was far
huskier than she would have liked, when she tried to make light of
the situation.

"I'm sorry. You must think me a right
lunatic. I sleepwalk, you see, and somehow I spooked my cat, and …
Oh God. … I screamed, didn't I, and—"

Her voice trailed off, and her eyes
widened as she took in the devastation to her kitchen door. Clean
busted off its hinges it lay in a mangled heap on the floor. How on
earth could he have done that? They were supposed to be fire
doors—at least that’s what the estate agent had stressed they were
when she'd rented the place. Security had been important to
her.

"You did scream. I was concerned, and
I fear your door has borne the brunt of that. Forgive me for my
heavy handedness. I don't normally bust down a lady's door, when I
haven't even had a chance to introduce myself. The name is
Drake."

He took a little bow and flashed that
incredible smile of his. It lit up his face, and Suzanna couldn't
help but smile back. What a ridiculous pair they must make. She in
her pajamas, he in just his jeans, grinning at each other in the
moonlight like besotted teenagers.

Drake extended his hand with another
little bow, and she took the proffered hand without hesitation.
Another jolt of recognition hit her, and her smile faded. He
tightened his hold on her hand for a second, before he released her
and shrugged his huge shoulders.

"I am sorry about the door. I
will fix that for you, but I am not sorry about finally getting a
chance to speak to you."

"Oh?" She cursed herself inwardly for
her seeming inability to string a coherent sentence together when
he was around.

"Yes, I have been meaning to introduce
myself, but I keep odd hours, and you seem to get little enough
sleep as it is."

A fresh wave of heat stained her
cheeks. Had he been watching her? Otherwise how would he know
that?

"I didn't want to intrude on your
privacy, and for my part I am sorry if my being awake at night has
contributed to your sleep problems."

"Oh no, that's quite all right,
really. It's been quite comforting to know someone else is close by
actually. It gets lonely here."

The isolation had spoken to Suzanna
when she had first seen the place. Set at the end of a long road
there were only two houses this far out of the village. The peace
and quiet had been soothing, until the nightmares started again.
But there was no way she could have stayed at Ayala's place for one
minute longer than necessary. Suzanna had needed her own space,
away from Ayala's picture perfect life and the string of boyfriends
she'd paraded in front of her. The offer of a pity fuck to shake
her out of her miseries, as Ayala's latest boy-toy had called it,
had been the final straw. Suzanna might not be God's gift to
mankind, but she would die a virgin before she took on Ayala's
leftovers.

"A penny for them." Drake's deep voice
shook her out of her musings, and she forced a smile on her
lips.

"They're not worth even that, I can
assure you."

She sucked in her breath when he
leaned closer and tucked a strand of her hair behind her
ear.

"Why don't you let me be the judge of
that, Suzanna?"

"You know my name?" Startled, she
pulled back and put some distance between them.

"Yes, again forgive me. A parcel was
delivered yesterday, when you weren't in. I haven't had a chance to
bring it over yet. But being that we are both awake now, and you
cannot stay here until I've fixed that door I broke, why don't you
come over to my place? You can warm up, look at that parcel, and I
can prove to you that I am not an axe murderer. I have a spare
bedroom, so you're very welcome to stay there. It's not safe for
you here with the door all busted in."

****

God she was beautiful in this form.
Her slate grey eyes pulled together in a frown as she studied him
from under her heavy lashes. Hair the color of a raven's wings
framed her heart-shaped face and fell over her slight bosom. Her
delicate skin flushed a delightful pink, and he wondered how far
down that blush went. Embarrassment and unwilling arousal had been
written all over her expressive features ever since he'd stopped
the darkness from claiming her again.

He had all but given up hope of
finding her in this life-time. His quest to locate her had taken
him all over the continent. The knowledge that the blood moon
coincided with All Hallows’ Eve this year and that it would be at
its closest and most potent at this ancient portal had finally
brought him to the tiny village of Havensport. He had sensed her
presence the minute he'd set foot on the clay earth, which held
ancient secrets. Experience had taught him to tread carefully. If
he made his move too early, the darkness would claim her before he
had a chance to set her free, and the hunt would start all over
again. Such had been the case for centuries, and he could not fail
this year. It was his final chance to break the curse that kept
them apart, or he would lose her forever.

He ground his teeth together and
forced his hands to unclench, mindful of the way she still studied
him. If only he could persuade her, but his powers were useless on
her. She had to come to him out of her own free will. He ached to
feel her touch, to protect her, to claim her as his, but for that
he had to earn her trust.

Her cat padded back into the kitchen
and meowed her haughty annoyance. Suzanna's attention diverted to
the bundle of fluff. He'd made friends with the animal over the
last week, feeding her scraps of fresh fish, and the woman in front
of him visibly relaxed when Puss wound herself through his legs. He
picked the feline up, and she settled into the crook of his arm
with a contented purr, fixing her green eyes on her
mistress.

Suzanna smiled and tickled the cat's
neck.

"I guess you're not, an axe murderer,
that is. Puss here is one of the best judges of character I know."
A shudder went through her as she glanced to the stairs behind him.
"And besides, I don't want to be on my own tonight. Perhaps it's me
and my overactive imagination you should be worried
about."

She bit her lip and looked up at him,
her vulnerability raising every one of his protective instincts.
Hoisting her cat higher in one arm, he offered his hand and smiled
when she took it. Her small hand trembled in his, and he rubbed his
thumb over her soft skin in an effort to further reassure her. She
exhaled slowly, and her scent surrounded him as he tugged her
closer. She smelled of heather, and sunshine, and hope for the
future.

"I'll take my chances. Let's go. I
have a hot chocolate with your name on it."

He smiled to himself as his
supersensitive hearing picked up her mumbled words.

"Sheesh, if I'm dreaming still, please
don't let me wake up."

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Suzanna wrapped her frozen hands round
the mug of hot chocolate and inhaled the sweet fragrance. She was
on her own in Drake's house, the man himself having disappeared up
the garden path, swinging an enormous tool box. She sniggered in
remembrance. That box wasn't the only tool he'd been carrying. Once
they'd hit the stream of light coming from his kitchen, Suzanna had
had a hard time keeping her eyes off that impressive bulge in his
groin. It seemed the man was in proportion all over.

She took a gulp of her chocolate and
fanned her flaming cheeks. He was merely a Good Samaritan, and
helping out a neighbor. Right now, he was securing the door to
ensure no unwanted wild life would wander into her house in the
dead of night. He was not interested in her in that way. She was
wearing bunny pajamas for pity's sake. Unless he had a cuddly toy
fetish, these would hardly send him into a lustful frenzy. No, that
was all her problem. Drake with his long, toned frame, chiseled
features, mob of unruly blond hair, and those crystal blue eyes
that seemed to look right into her soul, as though he knew her. He
turned her insides to mush and her libido into
overdrive.

As far as she could tell with her
rather limited experience, he wasn't even trying to turn her on,
even if she did wonder why he hadn't bothered to slip into a
tee-shirt. It was chilly out, the temperature having dropped
considerably since she went to sleep earlier. Unease tied her gut
in knots. Thank heavens he'd turned up when he did. There was no
logical explanation for what had happened to her, at all, and it
frightened her witless.

The darkness outside seemed menacing,
as though it was just waiting for the right moment to claim her,
and Suzanna screwed her eyes shut and brought her knees to her
chest. As a child she used to curl up under her duvet, safe in the
knowledge that no one could get her there. How she wished she could
go back to that childish faith.

The cool touch to her hand had her
eyes fly open, and she stared into Drake's concerned
gaze.

"I've secured the door as best I can.
No creature is going to try to make a nest in your living room, but
I don't think that's what you're worried about, is it?"

She shook her head and forced the
words past her parched throat.

"No, not really, but you'll think me
insane."

"Try me, Suz."

****

His chest tightened with the surge of
emotion, seeing her eyes widen at the shortening of her name.
Something almost like recognition stirred inside the swirling mists
of grey, before confusion and fear replaced the fleeting hope. He
cupped her chin, and she drew in an unsteady breath. Her heart rate
picked up. Her scent increased, and he shifted imperceptibly to
ease the ache in his groin. He'd been half erect ever since he'd
held her in his arms, and being this close to her, his cock
strained against his fly, and his jaw ached with the effort it took
to not show his true self.

"I've been around a long time. Nothing
you could say would surprise me."

She frowned and pursed her lips, an
action that made his cock jump and made him want to suck that lip
into his mouth and kiss her worries away.

"You don't look much older than I so I
doubt that."

He smiled, leant in, and swiped his
thumb over the lip she was worrying with her teeth. Her pupils
dilated, and it took every ounce of his self-control to not react
when she licked her lips in a self-conscious gesture he remembered
all too well. She might be in a different body, but this was his
Suz, and he had to protect her, or die trying.

"Looks can be deceiving." She nodded
and blushed a delightful shade of pink. The bunnies on her chest
danced with her rapid intake of breath, and Drake swallowed a
curse. Did she have any idea how many “fuck me hard” signals she
was sending out? No doubt she would be mortified to know how easily
he could read her. He'd spent the last week researching her life in
this timeline, and if there had been any romantic or even sexual
entanglements, he hadn't found them. His cock hardened to the point
of pain at the thought of being the one to unleash all that banked
passion he sensed, and he bit back a groan.

"You haven't opened your parcel." He
stepped away from temptation and gestured towards the little
package he'd left for her on the table.

She shook her head and
sighed.

"I don't need to. I recognize my
sister's writing. No doubt it's some ridiculous outfit she wants me
to wear to her Halloween party, and I'm not going."

"Why not?"

She glared at him and gave the parcel
a shove that would have sent it tumbling to the floor had his
lightning fast reflexes not kicked in. He caught the package in
midair and winced at the incredulous expression on her
face.

"Wow, is this where you're telling me
you're some hotshot basketball player, and I've made a complete
fool of myself by not recognizing you?" A fresh wave of heat
stained her fair complexion, and she hid her face in her hands.
"God, you are, aren't you? That's why you're so goddamn tall, and
you look so familiar. I'm such a klutz."

She pushed away from the table,
sending her chair flying across the tiled floor. She would have
flown out of the door had he not stopped her. His hand enveloped
hers over the door handle, and the shock of connection zinged
through his veins. She froze and hissed out a breath, whilst the
darkness outside howled its displeasure. He pulled her away from
the door, just as something hit it with enough force to rattle the
door frame.

She shrieked and all but jumped into
his arms, her soft breasts crushed against his bare chest, her
fingers digging into his biceps. His hands went to her hips in an
effort to steady her as another thump hit the door, and the inhuman
wail slowly subsided.

He pulled her closer into his body,
absorbing her shivers of terror.

"I'm not dreaming that, am I? There is
something out there, right?" She choked back a sob and raised tear
stained eyes to his face, only to pull back in horror at the sight
of his fangs, which had run out in response to the threat at his
doorstep.

"Oh God, I've lost the plot for sure
this time."

****

Suzanna stood frozen in place, unable
to believe what her eyes were telling her, even as the rational
side of her brain clicked the puzzle pieces into place. His pale
complexion, the coolness of his skin, the heavy shutters on the
windows, and the fact that she'd never seen him in daylight all
pointed to the glaringly obvious. Her drop dead gorgeous neighbor
was indeed the undead. She backed away slowly, all too aware that
she had nowhere to go. Something or someone was outside wishing her
harm, and her rescuer was a fucking vampire.

This is why she hated Halloween. All
the crazies came out to play, and she was caught right in the
middle of it all. She scanned the room for anything she could use
as a potential weapon and came up empty handed. Besides, had she
not witnessed his speed mere seconds ago? And why the hell did she
have the completely crazy notion to run her fingers over those
lethal looking fangs?

Another crash against the window this
time had him move in a blur of speed, and all over the house the
heavy metal shutters clanged shut, effectively shutting them off
from the outside world. That horrifying wail started up again, and
Drake's answering deep growl vibrated through her bare feet. She
wrapped her arms around herself and suppressed a groan. Clearly she
was as fucked up as the rest of the night, because that sound shot
straight to her pussy. Arousal soaked the plain cotton panties she
wore under her pajamas. Drake's nostrils flared, and his eyes
sought hers. Heat rolled through her veins at the sheer animal lust
and leashed aggression she read in his darkening eyes, before he
clenched his fists, shook his head, and retracted his fangs with an
audible click.

His broad shoulders slumped, and she
had to strain to hear his whispered words.

"I'm sorry. I didn't want for you to
find out this way."

He turned away, and she couldn't help
herself. Something indefinable made her move towards him. She
stepped closer and ran a hand over the tightly bunched muscles in
his back. A shudder went through him, and emboldened by his
reaction, she stepped closer still. She slid her hand around his
waist, and he interlinked his with hers and pulled her around to
face him. His other hand cupped her face, and he sighed, his cool
breath ruffling the loose strands of her hair falling around her
face.

"You're not running away
screaming."

He raised their linked hands over his
heart, and she leant into the palm cupping her face.

"I wouldn't get very far if I tried,
now, would I? Not with whatever is out there." She held her breath
at the fury contorting his features as his fangs ran out just a
little, and her pussy contracted in response. This was insane. She
didn't react like this to men, ever, only in her dreams. Come
morning she could never remember the pleasure inducing shadowy
figure; only the nightmares remained—nightmares that now invaded
her waking hours and had her facing a real life vampire.

"Besides, if you wanted to eat me, I
dare say you would have done so by now."

The hold on her hand grew painful, and
the deep growl pitched her arousal higher still. Damn that was
sexy.

"You have no idea how much I do want
to eat you."

The growled words should have sent her
screaming, but they seemed to have the opposite effect on her
wayward body. She gave in to instinct and standing on tiptoes ran
her free hand through his slightly too long hair and tugged his
head down. He went as still as a statue when she touched her lips
to his and whispered, "Then eat me."

He let go of her fingers and cupped
her face with both of his large hands. The intensity of his gaze
held her spellbound, until she forgot all about where they were,
what he was, and what was waiting for them outside the shuttered
house. All that mattered was the insistent throbbing between her
legs, the blood rushing in her ears, and the need to be claimed by
this man. It's as though she'd waited all her life for this moment
in time, the connection she felt to him so strong it took her
breath away. The room swayed, and she would have fallen had he not
chosen that moment to pick her up and set her on the kitchen table,
sending the parcel and her cup of chocolate flying. Splatters of
the dark liquid shot up the kitchen wall, but neither took any
notice.

Drake ran his index finger over the
rapidly beating pulse point in her neck, and his fangs ran out
further. Her insides clenched in excitement, as he ran that digit
lower, over her collarbone, until it skimmed the top of her breasts
visible in the V of her pajama top. Her breasts grew heavy, and her
nipples turned into little hard bullets straining against the
fabric. She instinctively rocked her hips to grinds her aching
pussy into the hard table top, but his hand on her thigh stopped
her.

"Don't. When you splinter it will be
under my hands and tongue, so I can eat your cum, and then bury my
cock so deep inside you, you'll never want me to leave."

His voice held an edge of steel, and
he pulled her legs apart and placed his hand on her moist core. His
smile turned wicked at her instant moan, as a fresh wave of her
juices turned the crotch of her flannel nightwear as damp as her
panties. He inhaled sharply and stroked her through the fabric with
slow, measured movements that had her squirming anew. His other
hand expertly unbuttoned her top until her breasts fell free, and
she gasped when he blew across the tight nipples.

"Drake, please." She didn't know what
she was begging for exactly, too caught up in her body's reaction
to the sensations overtaking her. Drake claimed her mouth in
answer, his tongue exploring her mouth with a breathtaking
tenderness that brought tears of joy to her eyes. The slight sting
from his fangs added another dimension to the experience. His hand
massaged one breast and then the other, before he broke the kiss,
whilst his other hand kept up the maddening strokes to her pussy.
She ground her clit into his hand, desperate for him to increase
the pressure and to free her of the clothes she was wearing. She
moaned her frustration when he released her instead. Drake used
both hands to push her breasts together. She clung to his shoulders
and locked her ankles behind his butt. He smiled against her skin
and scraped his fangs along the sensitive skin of her neck and down
towards the valley between her breasts. His tongue delved between,
and his thumbs brought the already hard nubs of her nipples into
aching peaks of sensation. By the time he sucked one of the
sensitive bullet points into his mouth, she was once again
shamelessly thrusting her hips into his groin, the resulting
friction against her clit having her pant her arousal.

"Please, Drake, I need to … oh God …
yes, yes."

She fell apart when he bit down, and
his fangs sank into her breast. The most intense orgasm she'd ever
experienced coursed through her veins, every strong suck against
her nipple, shooting straight to her empty pussy. Drake's deep
growl as he thrust his still covered cock against her vibrated
through her, and she shuddered against him. He released her nipple
with a pop and wiped the trickle of blood off his chin with another
growl at whatever he saw her in her expression.

She shrieked in surprise when he
whipped her pajama bottoms and panties off with lightning speed so
that her bare pussy hit the cool surface of the table. He licked
the trickle of blood trailing down her quivering lower tummy, and
her eyes fell shut at the first contact of his tongue on her tender
nether lips.

"You're so wet for me, and you taste
fucking spectacular, Suz. Come for me again." The vibrations of his
deep voice zinged along her sensitized nerve endings, and he set to
work in earnest. She collapsed onto her back, unable to keep her
body upright under the onslaught of his clever tongue and fingers.
He lapped at her juices, his tongue tunneling inside her aching
channel. His thumb circled her clit in faster and faster movements,
designed to drive her over the edge at hurtling speed. As her
orgasm hit, he pushed three long fingers into her vagina. He spread
his fingers and pushed deeper, taking her virginal barrier with one
deep thrust. She cried out at the sharp pain, and he bit down on
her inside thigh, sending her tumbling into the abyss once
more.

She was dimly aware of his murmured
apology, before he lifted her and pinned her against the wall. She
automatically locked her legs around his now bare waist, and held
her breath when he teased his throbbing cock along her wet
folds.

"Forgive me, I can't take this slow."
He pulled back enough to look at her, and she gasped when he raised
his blood stained fingers to his lips and licked them
clean.

"I don't want slow. Please.
Just—"

She screamed in surprise when he
thrust deep, filling her to the hilt. He gave her no time to
adjust, his cool, hard shaft inside her driving her need for him
sky high. He pounded her into the wall, every forceful thrust
waking up unused nerve endings, as her pussy clamped around him,
and her body eased his way by gushing more of her juices. Their
flesh slapped together as he set an ever faster rhythm. Hovering on
the edge of yet another orgasm, Suzanna splintered apart when he
grew bigger inside her, and with a feral growl shot his seed deep
in her core. His bite to her shoulder sent her body into overdrive
as wave after wave of white-hot flames of sensation coursed through
her, and she screamed his name before the world went
black.
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