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        Book 1 of the Doms of Darkness series

      

        

      
        A master vampire takes what he wants, when he wants it.

        The moment I saw her, I knew I had to have her.

        The perfect pet.

        Mine to tame. Mine to pleasure. Mine to protect.

        A woman I could mold into my future queen.

        But she’s not as helpless as she seems.

        Will she take her place as my mate?

        Or will she lead me to my destruction?
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      AMANDA

      

      I pushed my half-eaten chocolate raspberry mousse cake away and collapsed against the back of my seat. “I can’t possibly eat another bite.” The café where we had staked our claim smelled like dark roasted coffee, sugar, and cigarette smoke. I looked out the window and gazed lazily at the fashionable men and women walking down the street. They were so lucky to live here.

      “You’re such a lightweight, Amanda. Gimme.” Meghan reached across the table and grabbed my plate. “I never want to leave Paris,” she mumbled around a mouthful of mousse.

      I don’t know how she did it. We met at the hostel last week, and ever since then all we had done was sight see and eat. My new best friend and I had a plan to eat our way across the city before moving on to the next country on our Euro trip, where we were going to do the same thing all over again. While most tourists came to Paris for luxury shopping, we were here for the food and whatever tourist traps we could sneak into on a backpacking budget.

      Suddenly, Meghan let out an ear-piercing scream. Her fork clattered to the floor, and she knocked over her cup of coffee. She clutched at her throat. Panic filled her eyes.

      “Meghan!” I tried to reach across the table, but my arms moved like they were filled with lead. Her mouth opened and closed, but no words came out. Blood sprayed out between her fingers. The mist of blood splattered onto my face.

      I jerked awake, falling back to reality from my dream of a life that didn’t exist anymore. Every muscle and bone in my body ached from sleeping on the cold concrete floor. My stomach threatened to turn itself inside out from the smell of piss, blood, and vomit. Screams from several cells down the hall from mine bounced off the stone walls in a never-ending echo. There was a sickening thud and then it was silent.

      My cellmate covered her ears and rocked back and forth with her head between her knees. I stood up on my tiptoes and peered out of the tiny street-level window in our cell.

      It was futile, of course. Time had no meaning in this place. Once the vampires figured out how to get rid of the sun, it became impossible to tell how much time had passed. Even the moon disappeared without light from the sun. With nothing to light up the inky black sky, eternal darkness took over the world.

      Keys jangled, and a metal door screeched in the distance. The hairs on my arms stood up in warning.

      Not again.

      I crawled back to the far corner of the cell and shrank down into the shadows as low as I could. I wrapped my arms around my knees and buried my face in my knees. If only the stone walls would swallow me up, so I could disappear. Silently, I prayed that they would ignore me and walk past my cell.

      Heavy footsteps clomped down the hall, closer and closer. I made out two sets of footsteps. The guard who watched over the prisoners walked with a shuffling gait. The customer looking to buy a human from the merchandise on display in the dungeon walked with steady, sure steps. The human captives here were being sold off to vampires like cattle to be slaughtered. Whose turn was it going to be today?

      The footsteps stopped suddenly. Male voices mumbled too softly for me to make out what they were saying. They were standing on the other side of the door.

      I held my breath until my head pounded. Maybe if I kept perfectly still, they wouldn’t see me.

      “That one.”

      No, no, no, no.

      The squeaky lock turned, and my cell door swung open with a groan. The guard came in first, followed by another vampire, who I guessed was today’s buyer.

      I darted my eyes around the room, looking for an escape route, but the two demons blocked the only way out of the room. The space closed in on us. Their large bodies took up all the room in the tiny cell.

      The buyer was stylishly dressed, in a well-tailored gray silk suit that must have cost more money than I had in my bank account. His strong features were closed, revealing nothing about him. If I didn’t know that he was a monster, I would have said that he was the most beautiful man I had ever seen.

      The burly guard grabbed me by my arms and hauled me to my feet. I struggled, but it was less than useless. In fact, my resistance seemed to excite him. The demon tightened his grip painfully around my arms and flashed his fangs in my face. The smell of raw blood and decay was overwhelming. I was smelling the scent of his last meal. A captive just like me. My stomach turned violently. I wrenched myself out of his grasp and threw myself against the wall.

      “Filthy whore!” The vampire guard growled and raised his hand to hit me. I squeezed my eyes shut, but the painful blow never came.

      I opened my eyes and saw the guard’s feet floating above the ground. The buyer had one hand wrapped around the guard’s throat. The buyer flashed his fangs and his copper eyes glowed as he squeezed the guard’s neck. Bone and tissue ground together, the noise echoing in the cell. Even though vampires didn’t need to breathe, their flesh still bruised and their bones still broke. The guard clawed uselessly at the hand around his neck.

      “You do not ever touch what is mine,” he rasped around his fangs. He threw the guard to the other side of the room. My heart thudded at his strength and speed. His movements were quick, almost too quick to be seen with the human eye. The guard must have weighed over two hundred pounds, but the buyer tossed him aside like a crumpled ball of tissue without messing up his expensive suit. Despite his refined and regal exterior, there was no doubt that he was a warrior. A killer draped in fine silk.

      “I-I’m sorry, Master Diamantis.” The guard started to get up, but one look from the master vampire had him down on his knees again. The guard kept his eyes on the ground and bowed his head to the floor as he spoke, “She is to your satisfaction, Master?”

      The master vampire paused to examine the goods he was buying. He swept his eyes up and down my body. Crossing my arms, I hugged my stomach. Though I could not imagine why. What he saw must have satisfied him.

      “She will do. Have your sire arrange the settlement with my men.”

      “Yes, Master, anything you command.” The guard cowered and bowed his head in subservience and backed out of the cell. Without giving me another glance, he backed out of the cell. He tripped over his feet, eager to get away from the powerful vampire.

      I was all alone with the buyer now. Fear chilled my blood. I looked up into the cold, stony eyes of the vampire who bought me.

      The vampire who was now my owner. My master. He was going to own and use me, and I was going to obey.

      Or at least that’s what I was going to make him think. As soon as I had a chance, I was going to make my escape.
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      AMANDA

      

      The vampire who bought me was tall, so tall that I had to crane my head back to get a good look at his face. His sleek dark hair was as impeccably styled as the rest of him. His steely eyes seemed to glow in the dark like amber, and his chiseled face gave nothing away about what he was thinking. Only the thick muscles that bulged beneath his expensive suit hinted at his real strength. This was no ordinary vampire. Every bit of him oozed danger and power.

      He tightened a fist in my hair and pulled my head to the side, exposing my neck to his gaze. Though I willed myself to remain calm, I could not control the panic that made my heart beat faster, and my blood pump harder. His eyes focused on my jugular. I might as well have put myself up on a platter and stuck a straw into my throat.

      He inhaled deeply, flaring his nostrils as if to savor the scent. “I heard there was a virgin for sale, but I didn’t believe it until now. Pure women are a rarity these days.” My cheeks flushed with heat. Nineteen years old and I was still untouched. I was embarrassed with myself for being such a freak, and disgusted that he could smell it on me.

      He buried his fingers in my hair and yanked my head back until I met his eyes. I bit back a cry of pain. There was no way I was going to give this demon the satisfaction of hearing me cry. I stared into his eyes without flinching. This was the first time I had been close enough to look an undead in the eyes. The emptiness and the lack of life I found made my blood run cold.

      Every instinct in my body screamed out to run, to get as far away from him as possible, but I forced myself to stay still. Running would only make him hunt me like prey. I had to beat the vampire at his own game. It was the only way I was going to survive.

      “What’s your name, virgin?” His deep voice bounced off of the stone walls of the prison, making him sound even louder and more intimidating than he already was.

      I clenched my hands into fists until my nails bit into the flesh of my palms to keep from panicking. I couldn’t escape or fight him. My only choice was to comply.

      “Amanda,” I said through gritted teeth.

      He sighed. “Amanda, sir.” His large frame invaded my personal space until he had pinned me in place against the hard wall. Despite the cold chill in the room, warmth spread through my body. His body dwarfed mine and completely surrounded me. The way he looked at me made me feel exposed. The corners of his mouth twitched knowingly.

      “Let me make one thing clear. You’re mine now,” he whispered into my ear. His breath was as cold as the damp air in the room. “I own you. You are mine to use, however I want. You’re new at this so I won’t punish you, but from now on you will address me with proper respect. Do you understand?”

      I nodded numbly. He gripped my chin firmly and gave me a sharp stare. The warning was clear in his eyes. My eyes stung with tears. “Yes, sir.” My teeth chattered as I spoke.

      “That’s better.” He pulled off his jacket and draped it across my shoulders.

      The jacket was huge, and the edges hung down to my knees. Even though his dead flesh did not radiate heat, a strange heat spread over me as his scent covered my body.

      “Come.” He kicked away a rat that scurried across the cell. “This place is filthy.”

      I cringed. The last shower I had was before my capture. I must have smelled revolting. He walked out of the cell without sparing another glance at me. Apparently I was supposed to follow him like an obedient dog.

      Weakened after days of eating nothing but stale bread, my foot caught on an uneven stone. I stumbled, but he caught me in his arms before I hit the ground. A yelp escaped my mouth as he swept me up in his arms. I wrapped my arm around his neck so I wouldn’t fall. His thick neck felt as large and hard as a tree trunk under my hands. The musky scent of him was strangely pleasant, something animalistic and yet sharp and dry. His scent was all over his jacket, and now it would be all over me.

      We stepped across the metal bars that kept me imprisoned for so long, and I breathed a sigh of relief. I closed my eyes for a moment and let myself imagine that I was a new bride being carried across the threshold. Something awakened inside of me. Although I was afraid of him, another part of me wanted his strength and protection. My heart beat fast and painfully hard in my chest, as if it wanted to make up for his own lack of a heartbeat.

      We emerged out of the underground dungeon in a dimly lit parlor. It was the type of place that oozed money, privilege, and power. The dark wooden furniture was antique, the soft leather aged, and the ceiling was covered in an ornate hand-painted mural. Exactly the type of place rich people or rich vampires would go to buy a living blood donor.

      A fire burning in the hearth was the only source of light. I guess vampires didn’t need any help seeing in the dark. My eyes adjusted to the darkness. The room was filled with vampires feeding and fucking their human captives. Moans and the obvious scent of passion filled the air. My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t look away.

      A male vampire with long blond hair lifted his head from the woman he was drinking from while he drove into her from behind. Blood continued to dribble out of the wounds in her neck, but the grimace on her face wasn’t from pain. His eyes locked onto mine as he licked the blood off of his lips with a lascivious grin.

      “Alex! I see you’ve found one of our products to your satisfaction.” He pulled out of the plump woman and walked over towards us. His engorged shaft pointed at us and bobbed with each step. I flushed with embarrassment. Even in the dark room, I could see every bit of detail of his glistening rod. I looked away and studiously counted the threads making up the fabric of Alex’s jacket.

      “Theo.” Alex’s grip on my thigh tightened painfully. I winced. My skin was going to be covered in finger-shaped bruises tomorrow. Assuming I would live to see tomorrow.

      The vampire stopped next to us and took a long, deep breath. Even up close, his poreless skin was luminous in the dark. “She’s so fresh and sweet.” He snapped his teeth like a shark. “A ripe, juicy peach.”

      I let out a yelp and clenched the jacket tighter around my body like a shield. Alex let out a deep rumbling growl in warning. “She is mine.”

      Theo chuckled as he walked past us to the bar and poured himself a shot of cognac. A spark of triumph flashed in his eyes as he studied Alex. The unspoken tension between the two vampires was thick enough to be cut with a knife. He gave Alex a look of consideration. “Our customer’s satisfaction is of utmost importance to me.” He raised his glass and took a sip.

      Alex nodded in acknowledgment. “To many more prosperous dealings between the Aurelian clan and Diamantis clan.” I wasn’t an expert on vampire society, but I had a feeling that a dangerous situation had just been averted.

      Suddenly there was a commotion and shouting from outside. A bunch of burly vampires burst in through the door. Seeing as they were covered in blood and soot, whatever news they brought with them was not good. The leader of the group walked over to Theo and whispered something in his ear.

      Theo let out a loud growl and threw his shot glass at the stone fireplace. It exploded in a shower of glittering shards.

      “Idiots!” Theo slammed the vampire’s head repeatedly against the bar counter until the wood split with a loud crack.

      “Sire, please!” The vampire grunt fell to the ground. The rest of the thugs stayed far away near the door. “W-we were ambushed during our roundup.” He cowered as he pleaded his case. “The coven…”

      “What happened to the merchandise?” Theo’s voice was deceptively calm despite the violence he had just unleashed.

      “We’re leaving. Do not make a sound,” Alex whispered. He moved carefully, shielding me with his body, but it was not enough to hide the carnage that was going to unfold. We had just made it past the group of vampires at the door, who were all frozen in place, in fear that their master would turn his anger onto them.

      “Close your eyes.” For reasons I didn’t want to examine too closely, I did as Alex commanded. I clenched my eyes shut and wished I had a way to cover my ears.

      “The human cows got away.” The beaten vampire had barely gotten the words out before there was a sickening crack and squelching sound.

      How I wished I could forget the sickening crack and squelch of a vampire getting its head ripped off. My traitorous eyelids flew open just in time to see Theo throw the lackey’s severed head at the wall. The body dissolved into a thick pool of black sticky substance that looked like tar. The smell was even worse, it was like lifting the lid off of a garbage can after the contents had been baking in the summer sun for weeks.

      I squeezed my eyes shut and buried my face against Alex’s chest.

      “I told you not to look,” Alex growled in my ear. Walking down the front stairs without looking back, he carried me towards the waiting limo.

      “I’m going to savor every drop of blood I drain out of those witches when I get my hands on them.” I could still hear Theo’s angry rant when Alex dumped me onto the leather seats. He slid in next to me and slammed the door shut. The limo began to move and carried me away from the place where I had lost my freedom.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      AMANDA

      

      The hum of the car was almost enough to put me to sleep. After so many painful days sleeping on the ground, the plush seats felt amazing. I closed my eyes and for a moment dreamed that I was seven again and on a road trip with my family. The world dipped and I was falling through space. I jolted awake. The limo must have hit a pothole.

      Wake up!

      I had to stay awake. I grabbed a bit of my forearm and pinched it hard. Alex was too busy scrolling through his phone to look at me. I was not a cherished wife sitting next to her husband. I was a bought plaything. I couldn’t forget that if I wanted to stay alive.

      We cut through central Paris, and the destruction I saw filled my heart with dread. The ornate historical white stone buildings that ran along tree-lined boulevards were now ruined, smashed into rubble or burned to the ground.

      Bodies dangled from the Eiffel Tower. A warning to all those still living who dared defy the bloodsuckers. In front of the tower, corpses littered the grassy knoll, where Meghan and I ate many croissant and baguette picnics and drank too much cheap wine. The empty eyes of an unlucky guy’s bodiless head stared down at me from on top of a lamppost. His gaze accused me of the crime of living while he was dead.

      I swallowed down the bitter bile that rose up my throat. My heavy eyes slammed shut, blocking out the horror outside. I might have been safer inside the prison than out here. Even if I did manage to escape, where would I go?

      Meghan and I had been separated at the airport when the vampires swarmed the building. We booked the first flight out of Paris as soon as we heard about the vampires on the news, but it was already too late.

      I felt awful just thinking it, but I hoped Meghan died quickly and painlessly. It had to be better than being tortured by the vampires or becoming an owned pet.

      My hands flew to the necklace under my shirt. I traced the sterling silver outline of a curled-up cat. My sister, Rose, had a necklace with the same pendant that fit together with mine like a puzzle piece. Where was Rose when the vampires came? She would have either been at school, or knowing my sister, she was most likely playing hooky with her friends. Rose was so trusting and always saw the good in others. She would have been a prize find for the vampires.

      Tears stung my eyes at the thought of my little sister, defenseless and in pain. Before I left for Europe, I promised Rose that I was only going to be gone for a couple of months. That turned out to be yet another broken promise made in our family.

      That was, unless California was still safe from the vampires. No. It wasn’t possible. If the vampires really did get rid of the sun, the United States would have fallen under their rule, just like Europe.

      It was unlikely, but the nagging thought lingered at the back of my mind. There was a slim chance that Rose was alive. I had to have faith that she was still out there, and we would be reunited again. But how was I going to get back to California?

      As if he sensed my distress, Alex wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me across the seat until I was pressed against him. He stroked his hand down my thigh as if he was petting an anxious dog. I jerked my leg away from his touch. He laughed and let me be, but he still held me close.

      Think!

      I had to figure out a way to get to Rose. That meant I had to get away from Alex first. A big problem since my new keeper was the possessive, controlling type. Then there was the problem of finding a way across the Atlantic and then all the way home. If flying was still an option, all the planes would be controlled by vampires. If I got captured again, there was no guarantee I would even live long enough to end up being sold again.

      No. I had to stick with Alex.

      My stomach churned. To be his sex toy was vile and disgusting, but if I wanted to see my sister again, it was my only choice. I had to seduce Alex and if not earn his trust, then at least not raise his suspicions. I had to play the long game and bide my time while I arranged a way back to California.

      The car pulled off of the freeway and turned onto a road flanked by fields on one side and a heavily wooded area on the other side. We had left Paris behind, and we were now in the surrounding countryside. Was he taking me to a secluded castle where he could do anything to me and no one would hear me scream?

      The human coven, that’s it!

      Theo’s words echoed in my mind. The witches were powerful enough to thwart the vampire’s human smuggling operation and rescue other humans. I had to find a way to get to the witches. It was a risk, putting all of my hopes on a group of people I had never met before. My parents never thought I was worthy of their attention, why would a group of strangers come to my rescue? The risk didn’t matter. I had to do it for Rose.

      The road outside gave way to loose gravel. My earlier guess was not too far off. Except the word castle did not do the building justice. It was a palace. An impenetrable palace made of white stone and studded with turrets that reached proudly up to the sky. The palace we were approaching was fit for an emperor.

      We drove through a grand metal gate which was flanked by heavily armed guards. More guards patrolled the top of the three-story stone walls that surrounded the property. They all carried machine guns, which didn’t make any sense, since vampires couldn’t be killed with bullets. My stomach dropped as the realization hit me. The guards weren’t there to shoot vampires. They were there to shoot human escapees.

      The car pulled up onto a circular driveway and stopped in front of a long staircase that lead up to the castle’s grand entrance. A regal man and an equally elegant woman descended the grand marble steps to meet us. Judging by their milky complexion and cold eyes, they were undead too.

      The two of them examined me with curiosity and obvious hunger. I clutched the jacket tighter around myself. Every instinct shouted at me to run away as fast as I could. I was a sacrificial lamb who had stumbled into a den of wolves. Only Alex’s glare kept the two of them at bay. He towered over all of us and I took a tiny step closer to him for safety.

      The female vampire was lovely. Her emerald silk gown draped and hugged her slim but curvy figure in all the right places. Unlike my boring mousy brown hair, her golden hair seemed to glow like moonlight. She had a sweet, innocent face that would not look out of place in a classical painting of cherubs and angels. She smiled, but it did not reach her icy blue eyes.

      Her companion was broad-shouldered and almost as tall as Alex. His features were light, whereas Alex’s were dark. He walked with a rock star swagger. His outfit was all black, from his leather boots, tight jeans, and even his ripped t-shirt.

      The male vampire licked his lips. “So kind of you to bring us a takeaway meal, Alex.” To my surprise, he had an American accent. All the vampires I had met so far had spoken some unidentifiable European accented English.

      Alex slapped him across the back of the head. “Back off, Grant. She’s mine.”

      “I’d probably give you indigestion anyway.” I squared my shoulders, uncertain of how the three vampires would react. Did I really just say that? I hope they didn’t test that theory.

      Grant paused for a moment and then barked out a laugh. “You picked a spicy one!” He bit his bottom lip and grinned mischievously. “Little girl, I think you’re going to fit in just fine.”

      The female vampire raised an eyebrow and gave Alex a questioning look. Alex’s own expression was unreadable. Somehow, I didn’t think this was what he was expecting when he purchased me.

      Too late for buyer’s remorse. That’s what you get for buying me like a quarter horse.

      “Giselle, take Amanda upstairs to her quarters and help her get cleaned up. Grant and I have some matters to discuss about the Aurelians. And no snacking this time. I mean it”

      Snacking?

      Alex placed his hand on my cheek and stroked my lip with his thumb. Somehow, this touch was more intimate than his hand on my thigh. “Go with my sister. I will come by to visit you later.” And with that, Alex disappeared into the limo with Grant.

      Giselle ran her eyes up and down my figure, obviously finding me lacking by the way she sneered. Her fangs descended and she snapped her teeth together in a biting motion that reminded me of a viper. I jumped back instinctively. Her laughter tinkled in the silence.

      “Relax. I would never betray my brother’s wishes. You smell like a barnyard anyway.” Giselle gave a suffering sigh and rolled her eyes. “I always end up as his pet sitter.” Her transformation from predator to petulant teenager was instantaneous.

      She didn’t spare me another glance before climbing up the stairs into the castle. “Hurry up.”

      I guess that was my cue to follow. Despite my wariness about what she did last time to warrant a warning from Alex, I didn’t want to stay by myself outside with the scary heavily armed vampires patrolling the grounds.

      Terrible images flitted through my mind as I followed her. Was I going to be locked in another dungeon? Or maybe chains and manacles were Alex’s kink?

      Giselle’s heels clicked a steady pace as we walked down a grand marble hall. It was almost as big as the halls of the Palace of Versailles, only without the gaudy gold décor. We passed by a large painting that might have been a Rembrandt, hanging among the paintings on the walls. Vampires mingled in the various rooms leading out of the main hall. Like a bunch of sharks who caught the scent of fresh blood, they all swerved their necks and stared as we walked by. Were they a part of Alex’s family like Giselle? And just how were vampires related to each other?

      As if she read my mind, Giselle glanced at the jacket I clutched around myself. “Our master’s scent will tell the rest of our clan that you belong to him. You shouldn’t have to worry about getting bitten.” Her pace didn’t slow even as she spoke to me.

      “Shouldn’t?” Panic filled my voice. That did nothing to reassure my fears. I picked up my feet in a light jog after her. She moved quickly and gracefully, almost floating over the floor.

      “Vampires have a clan hierarchy, but we’re not exactly known for our obedience.”

      Right. I clutched the jacket closer and quickened my pace. I didn’t really want to test the effectiveness of Alex’s scent as vamp repellent.

      As we went deeper and deeper into the castle, the number of vampires hanging around grew smaller, until I noticed that Giselle and I were the only ones in this side of the building. We stopped outside a room one door down from the end of the hall.

      Giselle opened the door and ushered me inside. “This is your room.”

      I marveled at the lush surroundings. The bedroom was fit for a queen. A large wooden four-poster bed took up most of the room. At the other side of the room, there was an exquisite vanity table full of every bottle of expensive lotion and potion a girl could ever wish for. I ran my fingers along the wallpaper. Only it wasn’t made of paper, but actual threads of gold and hand-stitched embroidery.

      On the bed, there was a tray of cheeses, sliced meats, and fruit. A nightgown was laid out at the food of the bed. I wandered over and fingered the lacy see-through fabric of the nightgown. There was definitely no doubt as to why Alex bought me. The only question was what was going to happen after he defiled me and took his pleasure with my body. Was he going to drain my blood and let the other vampires share my corpse?

      Giselle gestured towards the nightgown. “You are to shower, change into this, and wait for Alex to return.”

      “I suggest you start cleaning up before Alex returns. You do not want to keep him waiting if you know what’s good for you.” She slipped out of the room and turned the lock from the outside before I had time to react.

      I ran to the door and tugged on the door knob. Even with the weight of my entire body, the door stood firm. There was no way to lock or unlock the door from the inside. I flung open the balcony window, but that was a dead end too. The room was five stories from the ground. There was no way I was going to survive jumping from that height. A fall from here onto the rocks below meant certain death. Though my new cage was lined with silk, I was a prisoner once again.

      It was foolish to hope for an easy escape. A master vampire like Alex did not become powerful by overlooking such obvious details. My growling stomach reminded me of more immediate concerns. The colorful foods beckoned me from the other side of the room. Might as well fuel up. I wasn’t going to get very far from here if I was running on empty.

      I devoured almost all the food on the tray until my stomach was about to burst. I had forgotten how good food could taste. I eyed the bottle of wine, but resisted the temptation. I needed full control of all of my senses tonight. Too bad, because some liquid courage would have been nice. Full and sated, I flopped down on the bed.

      So sleepy.

      It was a struggle to keep my eyes open as my heavy eyelids drifted downward. My toe caught on a bit of fabric. It was the lingerie. Giselle’s parting words echoed in my head. I snapped awake. Right. I still had to clean up and get dolled up for Alex. As much as I loathed myself for complying with my own subjugation, the hope of getting back to my sister in California propelled me out of bed toward the bathroom.

      I flicked on the lights and frowned at the woman who stared back at me in the mirror. I was filthy, like a rat creature dragged out of the sewers. My skin, which used to have a sun-kissed California glow, was a sallow greenish tint. Dark circles hung underneath my eyes. The bruises contrasted sharply against my gaunt cheeks. My pale lips were dried and cracked. I brought my hand up and touched the back of my head. The tangled hair hung in a matted clump. Rummaging through the drawers, I found a wide-toothed comb and attacked the mass of hair.

      Ugh. Why me? Who in their right mind would buy me?

      The nagging question bothered me as I brushed away the weeks of fuzz growing on my teeth. Alex was a master vampire. He must have his pick of groupies, human and undead, who were willing to screw him.

      Women who would be far more willing than me. I spit out the toothpaste and grimaced at the thought of what was going to happen tonight. Whatever he wanted to do to me, I had to endure and bear it. I had to wait until he let his guard down for one moment. Just one moment, and then I could make my move. The promise of freedom and seeing Rose again was all I needed to harden my nerves.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      AMANDA

      
      The giant bathroom had both a tub and a shower. Each was tempting in its own way. The tub looked more like a pool than a bathtub, but the shower wasn’t shabby either. With a rainfall shower head up above and multiple jet sprays on each wall, the shower was large enough to fit an entire football team.

      A shower was exactly what I needed. I couldn’t wait to scrub away everything that had happened to me. Stepping inside, I turned the water to the hottest temperature possible. The water rained down on me with stinging droplets until my skin turned red from the scalding heat.

      I let out a sigh as my muscles loosened and unknotted under the pounding hot water. This was the best shower I had ever had in my life. The bathroom filled with steam and everything in the room disappeared inside a white cloud. I wet my hair under the jet of water and poured a bunch of shampoo onto my head. Suddenly, a masculine, muscular body pressed flush against my back. I jumped and tried to pull away, but strong hands held me in place.

      “Shh, my little virgin. It’s only me.” Alex worked his fingers through my hair, massaging my scalp and working up a lather. Tingles shot down my spine. Was it from his gentle fingers on my scalp, or from being unable to see with my eyes closed? He sluiced water over my head, covering my eyes with one hand while he washed the suds out gently.

      Hair now cleansed, Alex turned me around. I opened my eyes and stared at his chest. He was so much taller and bigger than me. If he wanted to, he could break me with a single hand. I swallowed the lump in my throat, aware of my own fragility.

      He was still pressed against me, his large body invading my space. Under the jets of hot water, his icy cold skin heated up until he was as warm as a living man. For a moment, I could forget that he was a vampire, and we were a normal man and woman. Alex grabbed a loofah and poured a generous amount of shower gel on it. He built up a lather and started scrubbing from my shoulders down my back.

      His erection poked at my belly, and I was thankful for the steam that obscured my view. There were some things I wasn’t ready to acknowledge yet. The size of the hard length pressed against my stomach left no doubt as to his generous size. If I could see what he looked like and how large he was, I would have run away screaming.

      How was he going to fit inside of me?

      Alex moved down my back and paid extra attention to my bottom, caressing and squeezing my cheeks more than needed to get them clean. I let him indulge himself without protesting. He owned me and had every right to touch me. As far as things an evil bloodsucking undead demon could do to me, this wasn’t too bad.

      It was kind of nice, being pampered by such a handsome and powerful man. I moaned as his firm hands massaged away the tension in my body. As if he could sense the false sense of security he had lulled me into. His fingers squeezed and parted my cheeks before he slid down and circled my back hole.

      “No.” I gasped and tried to clench my legs together. A determined soapy finger circled and pressed firmly before slipping in. I cried out at the painful intrusion and tried to squirm away. I only succeeded in rubbing myself against his rock-hard shaft. He twitched against my torso. The bastard. He was getting off on my pain.

      Alex let out a low chuckle. “Relax, little girl.” He withdrew his finger. “You’ll be begging me to take you there soon.” Even as I bristled with indignation at the suggestion, he moved on to soaping my belly, testing the weight of my breasts and tugging on my hard nipples. I supported myself with my hands on his broad shoulders as he knelt and washed my legs and feet.

      The heat in his eyes when he looked up scared me to the core. There was only one part of me that he hadn’t touched yet. I was not in control here. Whatever he wanted to do to me, I was going to endure. He flashed a wicked grin, letting a bit of fang peek out between his lips. He was going to do more to me than just touching and bathing me. Much, much more.

      “Sit.”

      I blinked in confusion. It took a moment for my lust-addled mind to make sense of his command. There was a tile-covered ledge at the other side of the shower. Once I was sitting as he commanded, I watched him prepare a foamy lather in his hands. What was he doing?

      The question was answered when he turned around with a blade in his hand. I started to get up, to get away from him but a warning growl kept me in place. The punishment for disobeying his order would be severe.

      Pinned in place by fear, I got a better look at the blade in his hand. It was an old-fashioned safety razor. He could slit my throat in one swipe with the blade. I gulped.

      Alex got down on his knees in front of me. “Lift your legs up.”

      Reluctantly, I placed my feet up on the ledge. I was completely exposed to his gaze. The only person who had ever seen me in this position was my gynecologist. I cringed at how vulnerable I was in this pose.

      He made a low rumbling sound in approval and spread the lather on my curls. “Hold still.”

      I gulped and nodded. I took in rapid, shallow breaths. My eyes focused on the shiny blade in his hand. Each scrape of the blade against my intimate flesh made my center throb in time.

      “Beautiful.” Alex splashed water over my newly bare flesh. Sliding up my calves, his hands parted my thighs. Nimble fingers slipped between my folds, aided by the water and soap. My heart raced and I clenched in anticipation. No man had ever touched me like this before. Heat built up between my legs, a burning, unreachable itch that I wanted him to scratch for me.

      Alex let out a rumbling growl. To my surprise, he did not penetrate me with his fingers. He nudged my legs further apart and hoisted my legs up onto his shoulders. Alex mumbled an approving noise as I leaned back against the cold tile wall.

      He buried his face against my center. “So fucking pure.”

      With his face hidden in the valley between my legs, all I could see were the dark tresses on the top of his head.

      He wasn’t going to…was he?

      My girlfriends had gossiped about oral sex and how much their boyfriends hated going down on them. Nothing they said could have prepared me for the real thing. The first touch of his tongue to my sensitive bud sent a rush of heat down my limbs.

      I grabbed a handful of his hair and tugged. The position was shockingly intimate. We hadn’t even kissed yet! Alex gave my inner thigh a warning nip. I cried out at the sharp jolt of pain.

      “Be still,” he rasped. “This is mine now. Never hide what belongs to me. Do you understand?”

      I nodded dumbly. He bit my thigh again. I had displeased him.

      “Yes…” I swallowed hard at the warning in his gaze. “I understand, sir,” I added quickly. That seemed to be the magic word he was looking for.

      “That’s a good girl. Open wide for me.” He forced himself impossibly closer to my intimate center. His thick neck and shoulder muscles pried my legs apart. With my feet high in the air, pinned in place by his shoulders, I was unable to reject him in this position.

      I closed my eyes and willed my trembling body to still. Could he sense how anxious I was? There was no way he couldn’t hear my racing heartbeat.

      His cool tongue lapped at my outer lips, fanning the flames building between my legs. Liquid heat poured out of me, but something was missing. I twisted my hips, seeking something I didn’t know. His hands pressed down on my hips, holding me still.

      Bit by bit, he moved closer to my untouched entrance. My fingers fisted in his hair when his tongue came inside me. Entering and withdrawing over and over again, he mimicked what he was going to do to me with his thick shaft.

      “Please…” I had no idea what I was begging for, but it was something only he could give me.

      Alex took pity on me. He licked up my slit to my sensitive spot, sucking on the swollen bud and circling the tip with his tongue until my toes curled. Heat rushed out from my core, spreading across my nerves to my entire body. Never had I felt something this good.

      He feasted on me like a greedy starving man. His tongue swirled faster and faster, mimicking the rhythm of my racing heart. Pleasure flooded my body as wetness gushed out from inside of me. Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, his fang nicked my labia. I shattered into a million pieces. My core clenched rhythmically on emptiness. Nothing had ever been in me, not even my fingers. Yet, I knew that I needed something large to soothe the ache inside.

      I panted heavily after my orgasm. Wow. I guess one advantage of a vampire lover was his lack of needing to breathe. Alex pulled back and rested his chin on my pubic bone.

      He licked his lips and grinned. “Delicious. You were made for this. You were made for me. My little fuck toy.”

      I clenched my eyes tightly in shame at the shot of pleasure his words stirred inside of me. I had to remember what was important. Freedom. My sister. How was I going to escape if I lost control so quickly under this demon’s wicked tongue?

      Folklore spoke of women selling their souls to evil, losing themselves to darkness, all for the promise of unimaginable pleasure. The darkness
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