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Lina hadn’t fed in weeks and was getting to the point where she needed blood. With a jaded eye she leaned against the pillar in her main sitting room, simply observing the men in front of her. Hopefully there would be someone looking for trouble—it would give her an excuse to drain them dry. Being over four hundred years old, her blood needs were minimal. Which meant she could wait for the perfect smell, the exact perfumed skin she desired to entice her to feed. Tonight, wouldn’t be one of those such moments, it seemed.

A high-pitched squeal from the back corner caught her attention.

She moved there, swift as lightning, before another sound could be made. “Take your hands off her, now.” She gripped the wrist of the slovenly dressed gentleman who was sliding his hand up the inside of Marie’s thigh and tried to rein her temper in. It wouldn’t be good business to harm him in front of everyone. Especially as she wanted to maintain her reputation of being a hospitable hostess.

However, Lina despised the gentlemen that came into her expensive, well-run brothel and treated her girls like common dock tarts. They may be whores in a whorehouse, but they were selling their wares and craft, and deserved to be chosen respectfully and then taken to a private room.

The man, whom she knew to be drunk and well into his late forties, turned up his lip. “I’m paying for her. I’ll do whatever I like.”

Lina smiled, her fangs tingling in her gum line and threatening to reveal themselves. Only years of focus and training stopped them from sliding out of her mouth with menace. She didn’t want to have to move towns again. There were rules about vampires exposing themselves, after all. “Sir, after you pay, you may take Marie to her room. But know this, I do not allow my girls to be hurt.”

Lina used a small amount of her real strength to squeeze the man’s wrist bones together. They made a sickening crunch which was very satisfying and made her crave more. How good would it feel to break his legs? she mused.

He groaned and nodded as he removed his other hand from Marie’s thigh.

Marie stood awkwardly and flicked her skirts down with practiced ease. She’d been born a noble lady but had since fallen on hard times. 

Lina felt sorry for the gentle, well-mannered soul and tried to avoid giving her to men like him. “Actually,” she said, her decision made. This man will not have Marie. “Jane?” Lina turned and snapped her fingers, calling out to her most experienced whore. 

Jane was as tough as nails and could withstand even their roughest clientele, though Lina promised her a rescue whenever needed. Jane pressed her full breasts that were barely covered by her chemise, into the gentleman’s side. “This way, sir,” she said batting her eyelashes. “You’ll love my room.”

The man looked back at Marie’s beautiful face, then down at Jane’s with a grimace.

When compared to slender and young Marie, Jane was certainly plain and definitely older, but she was buxom and what she lacked in youth and beauty she made up for with skill and enthusiasm. She was reliable and ensured each client left satisfied with their visit.

Lina smiled without humor, knowing exactly what the man was about to say. She wasn’t a mind reader like the others of her brethren, but she had empathy and had been reading facial expressions, body language, and scent cues for centuries. “I know you want Marie, sir, but these are my premises, and you will abide the mistress of the house. I can promise you; Jane will not disappoint.”

Jane dropped a hand to the man’s crotch and began to rub him while she whispered promises of pleasure into his ear. 

They were gone in mere moments. 

Lina inhaled deeply, relieved, and found her nose filled with the most incredible of aromas. It was akin to a mixture of honey and ambrosia, the nectar of the gods. It looked like she wouldn’t have to make do with just anyone’s blood tonight. Her ideal prey had arrived. She turned slowly, forcing herself to enjoy the hunt, to anticipate and savor the first time she looked upon him—whoever he may be. 

And there he was. Her prey was beautiful, but then, they always were. Perhaps not to everyone’s taste, but always to hers. Though this one in particular was tall, broad, and handsome—a man who could easily steal the heart of anyone. He smelled simply divine, his warm blood pumping along his veins in time with his heart, an intoxicating rhythm that called to her as strongly and surely as any siren song. Yes, he will do just fine. “Can I help you gentlemen?”

There were four men in total in their company, all about thirty years of age. The other three were all red faced and overweight, with long foppish hair that reached to their shoulders. 

Lina placed her hands on her hips and glanced up from under her long, dark lashes as she sashayed towards them. People considered her beautiful, she knew that without question. Preserved at a perfect age for both sexual appeal and beauty, her maker had been very clever, and she thanked him for the precious gift of immortality often.

Her gentleman stood in front of the assembled group and spoke for them all.

“We heard you were the best madam in all of London. My friends would like a woman each, please,” he said as he bowed to her with an almost imperceptible shudder, the scent of his arousal rolling off him in waves. 

Her body quickened in response, and she salivated. “Of course, gentlemen. Please, come in, and find a girl you like. She will then escort you to her room.” Lina indicated the women around the room and smiled invitingly at her newest patrons. 

She ran a clean and upper-class brothel. Each girl had her own room, her own sheets, her own toys, and Lina guaranteed their safety. She knew how hard it was to make a livelihood as a single female and could sympathize with every one of her girls. She couldn’t get them out of this life because she needed to also make a living too, but she could keep them safe and in enough coin to live comfortably. They only needed to whisper her name and she would be there. 

As a vampire her hearing was exceptional, her strength unsurpassed by any human living or dead. No man hurt one of her girls and got away unscathed. She believed firmly that unsavory behavior should be rewarded with an equally adequate deterrent.

Each of the men surrounding her prey left him and found a girl. None of them felt dangerous. They just reeked of arousal and alcohol, which was a good combination for an easy night.

Her man remained standing in the center of the room, watching her with a lustful gaze.

“Do none of my girls catch your eye, sir?” she asked, twirling a lock of her long red hair tantalizingly around a slender finger.

The gentleman looked straight at her, his shoulders tall and proud. 

She held his gaze, admiring his green eyes—the unique and beautiful way in which they were smattered with flecks of intriguing yellow.

“No, thank you. I am here to make sure everyone gets home safely.”

Lina inhaled sharply, her stomach tightening with need. His voice was deep and soothing, and he didn’t desire any of her girls, which pleased her immensely. No gentleman had ever said no to her before, and so she assumed that if she offered herself, now, she would not be refused. He was beyond handsome; in fact, his face was remarkably beautiful, like an angel carved in stone by a great artist. And his scent intoxicated her more with every breath she drew. Sweet, yet strong, and deliciously forbidden.

Surprised by the strength of her reaction, Lina tried to hold her breath, but to no avail. Her body was still responding with more than just blood hunger. She had not lusted after a human physically in a very long time and had quite truthfully forgotten what it felt like.

Usually when she fed she would wait until her chosen prey had fallen asleep with one of her girls, then she would take the blood she needed. They were none the wiser and she was left satisfied. This one seemed special somehow, though... and she hadn’t fucked a human in so long. Perhaps it’s time once again?

She stepped closer to him and spoke directly into his ear. “I am clean, though I can’t guarantee your safety. Would you like to spend some quality time with me tonight?”

The scent of his lust spiked at her suggestion, but Lina also sensed shock.

“Thank you, but no,” he answered formally with a tight throat.

A real gentleman, how unusual. Undeterred, Lina drew back and smiled her most seductive smile. “Wait until all of your friends are settled and come find me. I have something I would like to show you.”

The man’s eyes widened again and his nostrils flared. He was picking up on her scent, which was always a positive sign. 

Lina needed blood, but she was also uncharacteristically aroused. This man would be perfect for satisfying both her cravings. She flicked her magnificent red hair and walked across the room to her only male servant, swinging her hips in a provocative way as she went. “Look after everything for me, will you dear? But do call if you need me, I won’t be far away.”

Charles nodded; he’d witnessed her strength before and wouldn’t hesitate to call for her.

Lina’s gentleman strode up to her unexpectedly and bowed with an exaggerated flourish she didn’t deserve given her station as the madam of a brothel. “Is there somewhere that I might wait for my friends? Somewhere more private, perhaps?” he asked hopefully, gesturing to the heavy petting and drinking going on around them.

“Of course, sir.” Lina inclined her head, took his arm in the polite fashion, and guided him along the short hallway. Her belly trembled with nerves, the kind she hadn’t experienced in decades. The feeling was as unusual as it was welcome and refreshing. When they reached the door to her underground room, she pressed her eternally youthful and supple body into his, pushing him into the wall. 

He was solid and warm, a perfect combination.

“I know you want me, my lord, there is no need to fight it.” Lina reached up and ran the backs of her nails gently down his smooth face as she swayed her hips against his hardening cock. Her own body responded to his obvious arousal, heating, and preparing itself to take him. “I will take you out of yourself and give you pleasure the likes of which you have never felt.” She leaned forward and nipped at his earlobe, using her tongue to taste the saltiness of his skin. “You need only give me the chance to show you.”

Lina felt the shiver that went through her prey and was surprised by the intense rush of need she felt for him. She saw human men as her sustenance and livelihood, and usually no more. Yet, on this occasion, she was amazed at how much she was earnestly looking forward to pleasuring this one.

The gentleman drew a steady breath and used his hands to slowly ease her back, looking her directly in the eyes once again. He seemed hesitant but determined to follow through with his chosen path. “If it pleases you, my lady, I have reconsidered and would like to take you up on your generous offer.” He trembled as he spoke, his natural instincts serving him well. He was afraid and yet so inexorably tempted by what she promised that he couldn’t resist.

Lina smiled at her beautiful prey, most pleased. She was no lady. Certainly not the sort he was used to dealing with anyway. “This way, my lord.”

Lina unlocked the door that led to her underground bedroom, her private chambers, her daytime resting place, and her playroom for the vampiric men she took to her bed. She began to descend the steps, feeling his anxiety escalate as they made their way down. By the fifty-seventh step, the last one, his fear thickened the air like a pungent smell.

“Where are we?” he asked.

“My dungeon.” Lina felt her prey’s flicker of arousal, beating against the fear still surrounding him like a dark cloud.

“Have I been bad, my lady?”

His teasing tone lit a long dead fire in her belly. It had been too long since she had spoken to a human like this. 
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Lina’s pussy was wet and aching for him already. But the question remained... play with him? Or just fuck him? She watched his face as he glanced around the well-lit room.

Fascination and fear warred for dominance over his expression as he took in the chamber’s beauty.

“Do you have a lot of responsibility, my lord?” Lina circled her prey and pulled his tailored jacket down and off his shoulders, draping it on a nearby wall hook. 

He didn’t even put up a token resistance, increasing his appeal to her. 

No weak lord this one. He wants to play!

“Yes, I do my lady. Why do you ask?”

“It’s Lina,” she crooned, before she began unbuttoning his shirt. Dropping her eyes to her hands, she felt marginally embarrassed that she had told him her name so easily; but with what she had in mind for him? My lady would just not do.

“Benedict.” he offered.

Lina looked up at his charming face and her breath caught in her throat. His smile was exceptional. Human beauty, for the most part, was fleeting and of no real interest to her, but this one was simply remarkable. With a square and masculine jaw, lovely, thick short-cropped brown hair, and the smoothest, cleanest skin—he was simply divine.

His shirt dropped to the floor, and she sighed as she circled him again. He had the body of a hard-working laborer, not a lay-about English lord, that much was evident. He
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