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This book is a work of fiction. All contents, including names, places, and events are the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to persons, living or deceased, or to businesses, locations or events are completely coincidental.

None of this work may be used, reproduced, exchanged or transmitted by anyone, except the person the book was purchased for. Any reproductions of this book in any part or any form must be done with the express written permission of the author or not at all.

Thank you for respecting the work of this author.

Note:

This book is best read after Legend of the White Werewolf, The Forgotten Ones because it is a spinoff series. Every book in the Legend series is available free.

Special thanks to Janet MacDonald for the excellent job she did on the cover and for doing it as a favor for me.

This book is dedicated to authors, illustrators, publishers, editors, and all of the people it takes to get a book out to the readers as well as to the readers who make it all worthwhile. 
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Excerpt from Aunt Daisy’s Book

They are cousins of the moon, vampires and werewolves. The moon pulls them both and the night frees their wild side. Blood is magic to them and feeds their spirits. They are different, but they have much in common. When they feed each other, it strengthens them both. The blood of the werewolf is like candy to vampires, while the spit of vampires is a healing drug to werewolves. This makes it seem odd that they avoid close ties with each other until you know that only the oldest and strongest vampires can resist the bloodlust that werewolf blood can cause. This bloodlust makes a vampire go crazy and drain every last drop from the werewolf they feed from. That’s why a vampire feeding from a werewolf is considered forbidden and dangerous. 

The offspring of a mating of the two is rare, but powerful. It is so rare that only one case has ever been confirmed. That creature or hybrid roamed the countryside wreaking havoc until both races joined to end the reign of terror. Legend says that the next one born will be a champion of peace and bring hope to his people. It will be born of a female werewolf and an old and powerful male vampire.
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Chapter 1


Flavor of the Night



She looked at the handsome man beside her, wishing he was someone else. He was a skilled lover, he just wasn’t the lover she wanted even though he reminded her of the one she desired in some ways. It was getting harder for her to go to the lounge downstairs to find a man or more specifically a vampire for the night. The hardest part was looking across the room to see Simon with the next flavor of the night. She shared his room, but they had separate beds. It tore her heart in two, but she had to admit Simon didn’t want her. The man next to her moved, he was fully rested now, with an admirable hard on jutting out in front of him. He moved up against her sliding his hand over her breast. 

His fingers squeezed her nipple lightly and Julian whispered against her ear, “Ready to go again, Sweetheart?” he asked as he pressed his length against her belly.

That was one of the things you could count on a vampire for, they had excellent stamina and bounced back quickly no matter the pace you set for them. Roc had heard that was true of all the supernatural races but she stuck to vampires, at least as far as she knew. It wasn’t really a conscious decision, it had just seemed to work out that way.

“Always,” Roc replied, giving no hint to her dark thoughts. 

At least she could lose her mind in pure carnal pleasure. The man was built exceptionally well even for a vamp. He was tall, broad shouldered, and hung like a Russian racehorse. She was sure he was supernatural because naked he looked more enticing than any human man she had ever seen. She couldn’t always tell if someone was a vampire, even though she had taken many of them to bed over the years. She would stick with one, if she could get the right one. She needed to forget Simon for now because it was too embarrassing when you called a lover by someone else’s name. To her everlasting shame that had happened once or twice. Simon was an obsession she could never move past.

Her lover’s hand slid down to her pussy. He slid between her silken folds to the hard little nub in an effort to prepare her for their next session. He swirled his finger in a circle and it slid easily with the spit he used as lube. She moaned and began to tense, she really was very responsive. He continued to work her clit until she was gasping, then he used his other hand to insert a finger sliding it in slowly. He added another and she moaned with pleasure.

He was so hard, he couldn’t wait any longer. He positioned himself between her legs. He breathed in deeply, the scent of her arousal filled the air telling him she was ready too. She was still slick inside from the remains of their combined cum from their last go round less than a half hour ago. He placed the head of his cock at her entrance and slid it in a little at a time. She squeezed tightly around him giving him the most delicious resistance every inch of the way. She was so hot and slick that when he had just a little farther to go, he slammed it home. He thought he might cum from the sheer joy of her muscles pulling even tighter as they constricted around him. Her legs came around his waist locking in place around him and pushing him in just a little deeper. She bucked up against him and he almost lost it. 

“Oh, damn, Baby. That feels too good. Slow down a little. I want to fuck you all night long,.” He said

The man walking by the door seemed to hear and a sick look came to his face. It was his own fault really. He loved her, had loved her the first time he had seen her. But he decided he couldn’t keep a human lover. Losing her to old age after mating with her would just be too hard, but this was killing him inside a little at a time. He had thought about turning her, but he could lose her that way as well. He hurried back down to the bar. A few drinks would help him through this. She’d be back in their room by dawn. She always was. He’d kicked the girl he’d picked up out of his room after his needs were seen to. A little sex and a little blood were all he needed. She’d been alright, but she could never be what he wanted. He wondered if he had made a terrible mistake so long ago when he decided not to claim Roc.

Roc felt the tension building, she was so close to getting off and she could tell he was close too. She felt the first wave hit her as she moaned and arched up to meet him as he shouted his release. She didn’t even realize he was drinking from the back of her neck, until the waves of pleasure subsided. That answered one thing, he was a vampire. All these years, she’d never remembered being bitten. It didn’t hurt, it just throbbed a little in a sensual way. She knew a bite wouldn’t hurt her, it would be healed before tomorrow and it was at the back of her neck where her hair would hide it. The quick healing was caused by something in their spit. It surprised her, though since she knew she’d been marked a long time ago. She didn’t really know who, how, or why, but she had a mark on the back of her neck that showed she was protected from feeding. It was just two blue lines representing fang marks. One of her lovers had told her about it. It had annoyed him, but he had honored the mark because he said an old and powerful vampire had placed it there. It had pissed her off, but since she had no idea who left it, she couldn’t do anything about it. As far as she knew, none of her lovers had ever bitten her mainly because of it.

“You’ve got some sweet blood, Baby. How about we meet again tonight?”

She paused while she was dressing. “I don’t know if I’ll be here then or not. Let’s just take it as it comes.”

He got out of bed naked and walked over to her. He pulled her to him and gave her a hot, hard kiss. “Just don’t forget me.” He smirked like he didn’t really think that was possible. Maybe not so much conceited as convinced? Yet he couldn’t hold a candle to Simon. He looked deep into her eyes and she forgot she’d been bitten, she would come back to him since she felt compelled to. She felt a little off now, like this was all a dream.

She nodded as she finished dressing then she left the room without a backward glance. The vamp was arrogant, of course she couldn’t deny he was a real stud. It was unlikely she would ever see him again since she had already forgotten she had ever met him.

It had been a month since she had left her regular life behind to hide out with a vampire. Being with a vamp might be hard for some, but it was the hiding out that was killing her. Simon looked up as she entered the room.

“Have a good time?”

“It was alright. How bout you?”

“Everything was just fine.”

She went to the bathroom to shower and put PJs on. She settled into her bed hoping she would be able to sleep. She was always so aware of the vampire on the bed next to her. Her heart beat a little faster and her breath came a little quicker. Thirty years and he still caused the same reaction in her. She’d been eighteen when she and her cousin, Ariel, snuck into the bar in St. Louis. It was summer and they were there for a shopping trip. A friend was getting married and they were bridesmaids. Always a bridesmaid never a bride. All day they had tried on dresses looking for the perfect gowns to please their picky friend. They had fake IDs, so why not have a little fun? Ariel hadn’t even noticed him, but she had fallen in love the second she saw him and it had changed her whole life. 

They were never even formally introduced since she had been afraid to make a fool of herself. He hadn’t even seemed to care enough to meet her. But she had always been aware of him. She hung out in his clubs, at first she was hoping just to catch sight of him. Later, it was helpful to her writing and picking up her lovers. No white picket fence dreams with three kids and a dog for her. No man would ever measure up, so why stick with just one? Once she had discovered Simon was a vamp, she thought why stick with men at all? Vampires were lustier, built to please a woman. Hot, nasty sex became the key to replacing the love that would never be.

At some point, she must have fallen asleep. Simon shook her arm and she looked up through half open eyes. “It’s time to wake up. I’ve decided we need to move on. We’ve been here too long.”

At the back of her mind, there was a thought about someone she needed to see. “We should stay here one more night.” She was agitated about leaving, she really needed to stay. She had unfinished business.

Simon looked at her with surprise as he could see she resisted leaving. He touched her arm, looked in her eyes, and calmed her.

“It’s alright. We must go.”

He wasn’t above using his powers of persuasion. It seemed to work immediately. It made him wonder why she was so reluctant and who that vamp was she had seen last night. In his mind were the memories of all the vamps he had seen her with over the years. His favorite memory was the first time he saw her. She had been so young and innocent. She had come in with her female cousin and they had both left without a male. It wasn’t for lack of offers, many vampires had tried to take them home. He wanted to believe it was the impression he had made on her that made her want to give him a chance to claim her. She came back about six months later, the first few times she came in she left alone. He supposed she got tired of waiting on him but it might even be the female she saw him with. She hooked up with one of the local gigolos and was rarely alone after that. It twisted his heart in two but humans just weren’t for him.

Oh, well. He’ll just have to find me. Whoever the hell he was. The memory was leaving rapidly and the need to see him was losing its importance.

“Alright. Let me get up and I’ll get dressed.”

She could no longer remember why she had wanted to stay. Simon moved away reluctantly and she wondered what was wrong with him. When she was ready, a bellboy came up and loaded their bags. They ate breakfast at the hotel restaurant with Simon eating with her. He still ate food and his body derived a certain amount of energy from it, but blood was a requirement while food wasn’t. He enjoyed food so he ate often and it also gave a semblance of normalcy. Someone who never ate but looked like Simon would stand out in any group.

They pulled out of the hotel and headed to the highway. “I’ve spoken to Ariel. We are heading that way. It seems there is a ritual they can complete that will turn you into a wolf. Ariel believes it will be smart to do it so you can protect yourself in an attack. I also have some bad news that I really don’t want to tell you. Promise you won’t cry.”

“How bad can it be? I promise to be tough and not break into tears,” she assured Simon.

“Your Aunt Daisy died so we’re headed to Ariel’s for the funeral. If you agree, you’ll do the ritual afterward. It’s your choice.”

“Damn. I was so sure she would make it to a hundred. I’ll miss the old girl.”

Roc seemed to take it well, but Simon saw the underlying sadness she fought not to show. He was just relieved she hadn’t cried. Crying women made him uncomfortable and if Roc cried it would be so much worse. Her emotional strength was just one of the many reasons he loved her. If she changed to wolf, maybe they could be together after all. For now, they had a long drive to make. Roc would work on her book so it would be a boring trip for him. Luckily, he had the memories of many lifetimes to sort through to keep him busy, he also had decisions to make. Roc had her laptop out and worked hard until they stopped for lunch. After lunch, they filled the tank with gas and hit the road.

Now that they were on the road again, he retreated into his mind while she worked using her skills to make his world come alive for her readers. He went far into the past, he hadn’t gone back so far in a long time. He was a born vampire, there were few of them left these days. He could remember the moment of his birth and he could smell the damp rock walls and dirt floor in the cave he lived in with his parents as if it was happening now. His parents had loved him so much and no one had ever given their love so freely to him since. They had sacrificed themselves to save him when fear had run rampant among humans. He had been a teenager when the hunting party had found them. His parents had held them off while he escaped and he had never seen them again. He snapped out of his reverie because it was time for another stop. They took a bathroom break, filled up the tank, and he picked up drinks and a few snacks to eat on the way.

He had many reasons to hate humans, but he didn’t allow those reasons to rule his emotions.  Many of his fellow vampires either hated or tried to rule humans, but he just wanted to live in peace. It was odd that the ones that thought humans inferior and in need of a master were often those that had been human once themselves. Vampires had existed as long as man had, maybe longer. Many supernatural historians thought magical beings came first, but the accounts of those times had long been lost so no one would ever know for sure. He had never met a being, other than his parents, older than he was and he was from a time when humans had just begun to live.

The time of his birth was ancient and he had lived through so many changes that humans had enacted. He had lived through persecution, war, and pestilence. Of course disease was easy for a vamp to survive, but the fearful reactions of the humans to disease wasn’t. He had moved to the new world with the pilgrims, a new world, for the new way he wanted to live. There was much land so a vamp could spread out, keeping away from the ignorant and the superstitious. 

He had built a good life for himself then, he had a good life now except he had no one to share it with. He glanced over at his writer, yes, he had always considered her his. She was hard at work spinning her seductive web for her readers. Her books were bestsellers with readers anxious to get the next installment of ‘vampires for dummies’, that was the way he thought of it. She took the lives vamps lived and broke it down into terms the average human could understand. She added a touch of glamour to make it read worthy. At one time he would have said she made up the love aspect, but he had to be honest with himself, he loved her and always had. He’d been too stubborn to admit it and had foolishly thrown away years of happiness by denial.

Now that she was becoming a white wolf, maybe they could claim some happiness for themselves. She could always write another book about it. He smiled as his eyes slid over her again, he couldn’t seem to get his fill of her. He thought it possible that he never would. He looked at her mouth and realized she was talking, she must be talking to herself because she wasn’t looking at him nor could he hear a thing even with his exceptional vampire hearing. It was getting late now and they would stop for the night soon, this time, they would just get one bed.

Roc looked around the hotel room. It was nice, but not over the top. There was just a king size bed in a room that screamed couple. The parking lot was nearly empty, so she was sure they weren’t booked up. Why had Simon picked a room with only one bed? After all these years, why would he decide to try his luck with her now? Men were confusing, male vamps even more so.

At the hotel they had left behind, a single male vampire looked for his prey. He had spent the previous night with her and left her compelled to see him tonight. Where the hell was she? He had plans for her beyond just the pleasure he intended to take from her and the feeding he would get. Her blood had been sweet past all expectations and he craved more of it. Her body had given him more pleasure than he could imagine, he was thousands of years old and could imagine a lot. It wasn’t just the way her body called to his, nor was it just the skillful way she had pleasured him; no, part of it was that he was taking what Simon wanted. It added levels to the enjoyment that was already immense.

Perhaps he was overly confident and hadn’t planned for all outcomes. He wanted to screw her until all she wanted was him. Julian would rub Simon’s nose in the way he had taken his woman from him and made her crave his touch. Had he become so blinded with the result, he had forgotten to keep tabs on what was going on? His people had found out Roc was going home for a funeral, that was alright. He would have another chance soon.

Simon came into the room. “I thought we might get room service tonight,” he said it in a low sexy voice full of promise. 

What the hell is going on with him? Now he’s interested? I’m hitting middle age and he wants to have an affair now? It would be funny if it didn’t piss her off so bad. The food came and the waiter set it on the table, he also put a candle on the table and lit it. This whole thing was just mind-blowing and she was torn between kissing him and ripping his head off.

“Why now?” She couldn’t help herself, she just had to ask.

“What do you mean?” He knew what she meant, but he stalled hoping a good answer would come to him.

“Oh, come on! One bed, room service, and you’re using your sexy bedroom voice. Why did you suddenly decide I’m worth seducing?”

“I’ve always wanted you. I just couldn’t get involved with a human. I knew if we were ever together like that, I would never get over you. You would grow old and leave me.”

“And that’s changed how?”

“You’re a white wolf. If you go through the ritual, you will regain your youth and you will be nearly immortal. You can be killed, but old age won’t claim you.”

“So it’s only love if it’s forever?”

“Let me ask you something. If you met the perfect man but you knew he was dying of cancer and would be gone in five years or less, would you have a relationship with him? How about if it were five months?”

“I’d like to think I would because I’m a romantic at heart. But we know what you would do.” 

“But we really don’t know what you would do, do we? Are you going to throw away forever out of some kind of romantic outrage? I know you feel the same way I do and I know my unwillingness to be with you has hurt, but do you really want to turn your back on happily ever after?”

“I just can’t get over this level of anger that quickly,” she said as she turned her back to him. He walked over to her putting his arms around her and pulling her back up against his chest as his mouth moved to her ear.

“We’ll take it slowly. You don’t have to commit to anything. Just try to enjoy tonight for now,” he whispered to her, his hot breath fanning her ear. Why couldn’t this have happened thirty years ago?

“I have to eat regardless.”

He smiled when she said it believing he had scored a victory. He knew he was really old enough to know better. He had ordered Italian, the fettuccine Alfredo was perfect. It was one of her favorite dishes and she wondered how he knew. The dessert was delicious, bananas foster, yum. Simon ate, but it was more like just tasting since he could live without food, but he enjoyed it. Blood was what he needed and he had craved a taste of her blood for so long, he knew it would be rich, thick, salty-sweet like she was. He felt his body come alive as he thought of sinking his fangs into her soft skin and drinking his fill. His arousal was so complete, she probably could smell it. She looked at him and their eyes met, she must know his cock was hard as a rock just for her. He had used substitutes since he had met her, but they had never given him true satisfaction. He imagined how wonderful it would feel to finally sink deep inside her, faster and faster until he found his ultimate release.

She would try to make him wait since she wanted to punish him, and he knew he deserved it. The problem for her would be that she desired him every bit as much as he wanted her and he could smell it. The musky, wild scent of her need only added to his. Too long, they had both waited too long for this. She was eating her dessert so slowly, but anticipation would make his satisfaction that much stronger. She could play her games all she wanted, but by the end of the night, his need would be slaked. A shiver ran through him, it had been so long since he had allowed himself to feel like this. It was almost like he was human and not since he was a child had he let his emotions run so free. How would he compare to her many lovers? He had never cared before, but he wanted to satisfy her as no other ever had. She would be his forever and he would be hers.

She drank her coffee slowly, making him wait. It was cute, but he could feel her shivering. Finally, she was done. “I’ll just go change into a sleep shirt,” she informed him.

Why wear anything at all? His thought brought on images of her naked beneath him. His whole body shook with need. She’s killing me slowly. He knew she would be well worth whatever she put him through. She finally appeared freshly showered wearing the ugliest sleep shirt she had. It didn’t matter to him. He was only interested in what was beneath it. He decided to play her game. He took a shower and put on his PJ bottoms. When he came out, she looked disappointed, but there was no need to be. Tonight was definitely their night.

Roc had moved the room service cart outside and turned off most of the lights. He turned off the last one and moved to the bed. He could hear her heart beat. It was pounding wildly. You would think by now she would know you can’t hide anything from a vampire. He slid in under the covers on his side. He moved toward the middle so he would be close to her. He listened to her heart beat as it slowly came under control. Once she was relaxed, he moved even closer to her. He shifted onto his side so he could trail his hands down her body leisurely. At first, he simply stroked her lightly. He could feel her pulse as his fingers moved over her neck. As he continued lower, he could feel her heat even through her sleep shirt. He could hear her heart beat speeding up. His fingers itched to touch her naked skin. Instead he cupped her covered breast. He palmed it, rolling its weight in his hand. His fingers slid across it, drawn to her already pebbled nipple. He tweaked it then he enjoyed her low moan in response.

He wanted nothing more in that moment than to slam his hot turgid cock deep into her depths, but he wanted to go slowly so they could both savor this first time. It needed to be special to her so she would stay with him. To bind a woman like Roc to him needed to begin with an exceptional experience. He couldn’t risk losing her. He knew he would never feel this way about another. He rolled her nipple gently between his fingers and leaned in to give her a kiss. His kiss was demanding and she responded with enthusiasm. He pulled off her shirt then slowly started to kiss and lick his way down her body. When he came to her breasts, he sucked each one of her nipples into his mouth in turn. He started gently then he drew them in harder. He withdrew his mouth from her breasts so he could trace his way down to her thighs with his hot, moist tongue. She moaned and she arched toward him anticipating where his trail would take him. As he reached the junction of her thighs he paused a moment to breathe deeply taking in her magical female scent.

His mouth watered with the desire to taste her. He saw that his breath against her nether lips was causing goose bumps to pop up all over her as he felt shivers run through her. He lazily slid his tongue along the approach. Once he reached the top he found her special spot, the nucleus of her pleasure. He worried her clit as she moaned and gripped his hair to ensure he couldn’t get away. He pushed a finger into her and she moaned loudly in approval. He added another finger to prepare her for what was to come. She fit his fingers like a glove stretching only enough to allow him access. He continued to work her. She was beyond clear thinking wanting only the sweet release his skillful tongue could provide. He didn’t mind, that was his intended conclusion as well. He continued working his tongue faster and faster until in a screaming frenzy she reached her peak.

She was soaking wet and ready for him now. He shifted so he was posed above her but between her thighs. His enormous and rigid cock was at the entrance to her juicy pussy as she arched wildly needing him to fill her. He slowly slid inside her tight little opening. He let her adjust to him before he moved in further. Finally he was completely inside her and the feeling was euphoric. “Oh, my God. You feel so damn good!” Why had he not done this before?

“”You are incredible.” He replied meaning every word. Could he have held back had he known it would be this good? Probably not. He started to slide in and out carefully so he wouldn’t hurt her. She was writhing under him asking for more. He sped up, loving the way her muscles gripped him so tightly. He didn’t know how much longer he could last. “I’m so close, Baby. Just a little more.”

“Oh, dear Lord.” She said and he felt her start to stiffen right before she exploded all around him. The muscles in her pussy contracted tightly around his cock squeezing just right to send him over the edge as well. They both screamed as the intense pleasure hit them causing them to grind their hips together. They continued to spasm and jerk against each other as wave after wave of bliss rolled over them. When Roc could finally speak she said, “Incredible!”

“Absolutely.” This was so much more than he had ever felt before. He rolled off her and snuggled up close. He just wanted to touch her, to hold her. She was his and he would never let her go.

“It was just like my wildest fantasy. What’s your fantasy?” She asked still breathless.

“You don’t want to know.”

Of course that made her want to know more than ever. She worked on him wearing him down. Finally he agreed to tell her. “It’s you naked on your knees sucking my cock. When I cum, I pull out and spray all over your face.”

She seemed stunned for a moment. “You’re kidding me. What kind of fantasy is that?”

“A hot, dirty one. It’s a man’s fantasy and we all have one just like it. It’s purely sexual and not remotely romantic. Ask any man and if he’s honest he will tell you he has one just like it.”

She shook her head in disbelief, rolled a little way away from him and tried to go to sleep. He looked at the back of her head. “I hope you don’t think we are done yet.”

*****
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Roc

She turned to look at him to give him a piece of her mind. It was a tactical mistake. He pulled her to him and kissed her until she was breathless. It made her forget her irritation with him for now. His magic fingers stroked her giving pleasure everywhere they touched. Her body came alive in a way it never had for anyone else. She had always known it would be different and special with Simon. Maybe in some ways he was right about mating a human when he was immortal. Having known how it could be, how could she ever think of life without him? Still it seemed extreme to walk away from love, which is what this had to be. Why had he never offered to change her? Most vamps were once human.

He took his tongue tickled her ear. His breath blew on it giving her shivers. He nibbled her ear lobe further distracting her from her thoughts. His mouth continued downward leaving a path of moist heat to her breast. He swirled his tongue around her nipple watching it harden and then sucking it into his mouth. He gave equal treatment to the other one. She moaned, there was no way to hold back. He continued traveling downward lavishing her body with attention from his hands, lips, and tongue. He bypassed the junction of her thighs traveling down one leg, then up the other as she writhed beneath him. He finally came back to the place he had missed to concentrate on her need. She arched up at him, wanting him to attend to the burning desire that radiated from between her legs.

*****
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Simon

He knew what she wanted. He had built up the anticipation so he could quench her desire. He had to make her need him. He slid his fingers to her clit finding her slick and hot waiting for his touch. She shivered as he made contact. His fingers circled slowly as she mewled softly from frustration. “Faster!” She couldn’t wait any longer. He used his other hand to stroke her then inserted one finger into her depth. She was so wet, he added another. He continued to work her clit and slide his fingers in and out until she screamed her release.

Simon was now unable to hold himself back any longer. He repositioned himself between her open thighs. His cock ached so badly, once he was in position he just slammed it in. She cried out with pleasure as he fully filled her in an instant. Her body throbbed with the desire she felt for him. He made her feel full and complete. He started moving, sliding slowly out then back in. The friction was delightful and tension started to build. The need grew stronger, multiplied exponentially until they were burning with the urge to fulfill it. “So close!” Roc moaned.

“Cum for me Baby. Right. Now.” Simon demanded. Her body bucked suddenly then froze briefly before twitching when wave after wave of almost agonizing pleasure rolled over her. As Roc’s pussy gripped him, Simon felt his cock begin to shoot hot streams of cum deep inside her. His muscles jerked as ecstasy washed over him drowning him in a sea of pleasure. This time when they found release, they were so tired, he pulled her tightly up against him and went to sleep.

An irritating noise like a buzzer kept going off and it was driving him nuts. He opened his eyes, even though he didn’t want to. His eyelids felt like they were rubbing against sandpaper. He had been truly exhausted last night, or should he say early this morning when they had finally finished. Sleep was a restorative thing with vamps and they could do without it for long stretches of time; but when they finally succumbed to it, it was usually a long deep sleep. He hadn’t really been sleeping these past nights. He had pretended to, then watched Roc sleep. He’d be fine once he turned off that damn alarm and got up and around.

Thank goodness it had gone off. No, Roc had turned it off. It probably bothered her as much as it did him. Now that they were both awake, he had needs that had to be met. “Come here, Sweetheart.” Roc looked like she considered refusing. He knew she didn’t like orders and he had made decisions for them years ago based on his fears. She probably felt he still needed to be punished for that. “Please.” He thought she would give in since he asked nicely. She walked over to him. He took her hand and pulled her down on top of him. He rolled over so that he was on top. He preferred this position for feeding. “We don’t have much time, Baby, but I need you now.” He thought that would make her feel good. Not the time part but the need you now part. He lowered his lips and kissed her passionately. He moved his hands up to stroke her breasts.

If only he had the time to love her slowly, to take his time to explore her body as he wanted to. Instead he would have to give her pleasure and feed quickly so they could leave. “It’s alright. Just do it now.” She assured him almost as if she had read his mind. They were already naked so that would speed things along. Just from being near her he had a raging hard on ready to go. He slid his hand down between her thighs to see if she was ready. He smiled when he discovered she was sopping wet from anticipation. He ran one finger along the seam where her nether lips met. He gently slid it inside feeling a delightful wetness surround it. He slid to her clit moving her dew with him. It made his finger glide as he circled her clit until she released a needy moan. He worked her up until she was on fire. He slid his straining cock balls deep into her slick sheath and she groaned with pleasure. He felt the muscles in her pussy contract around him as
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