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Chapter One


Prologue

London, 1811

All vampires are selfish creatures by design. Monsters, created to feed on the very kind they were before they died.

This un-natural state turned many vampires into truly sadistic creatures, but that was when Fate stepped in. To give a reprieve for the souls able to find peace in their immortality.

Vampire unions are too explosive to have only two souls joined. The strongest shape is three pieces combined. 

So, legend proclaims that all vampire unions should fall into ménage relationships. Three generally, although four is sometimes necessary. 

Without all three or four of the vampires united, the others feel incomplete and often fall into a depressive state. When, and if, they do find their third or fourth, the souls rests happy forever because they’ve found their final piece. 
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Chapter One
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A WHORE’S BLOOD WAS not Nathaniel’s first choice of food source. They were malnourished and often abused, but this one was simply delicious. Her blood was thick and sweet, well worth the money he had paid for her.

Nathaniel sucked once more before extracting his fangs from her neck. Pain pulsed in his jaw at the mental strength it took to cease, but that was the price he paid. The whore’s heart had begun to slow and he didn’t want to kill her. She would be a great source of blood in the future, and his conscience couldn’t handle the death of another human this century.

The girl’s lips trembled in a strange sort of smile, then she staggered away. He watched her go and was unsurprised when she turned around to stare at him with horrified blue eyes.

She hadn’t asked any of the normal questions, and he’d been truly surprised she’d agreed to this so easily. 

“You’ll be fine, my dear. You won’t perish, and you won’t become like me. Thank you for your services tonight.” Nathaniel bowed and smiled charmingly at her. 

A ghost of a smile lifted her lips as she turned and ran for the brothel from whence he had obtained her.

“I hope you didn’t fuck her, too. She had the scent of at least ten other men on her.”

Nathaniel shivered with longing and let his eyes close as he enjoyed the sensation. Despite the crude words, his long-time lover’s whispers moved over his skin like a caress. 

He had missed that voice almost every single day, but he’d missed the feeling their connection gave him even more.

It had been far too long since they’d been together.

He turned slowly, enjoying the anticipation of the first time he’d lay eyes on his lover. He leaned back against the stone wall and smiled towards the voice he knew so well. Normal human eyes wouldn’t be able to see the tall blond vampire within the shadows where he hid so well. 

His eyes, however, were not human.

“Michael. Hungry, my love?”

Nathaniel pushed off the wall and walked across the alley, moving closer. His cock hardened as he moved, the whore’s recently ingested blood increasing his already ravenous lust.

Michael, the blond bastard who kept leaving him alone, smelt divine to Nathaniel and tasted even better. There was no point denying it, nor playing hard to get to punish Michael for being absent for so long.

There was no greater punishment for either of them than being apart. He didn’t know why his lover kept testing it. Michael would disappear for decades at a time, his whereabouts unknown, while Nathaniel waited stoically at home. These separations were intentional, Nathaniel was sure, and the hurt they caused him, immense.

Nathaniel didn’t stop moving forward until he had pressed his whole body up against the other vampire, his mate. The one who completed him, made him whole. Filled him with love and need and fire. 

Nathaniel moaned as his blood sang in recognition and his cock throbbed in anticipation.

He dropped his head and sucked Michael’s beautiful bottom lip into his mouth. Michael’s breath hitched as Nathaniel bit down softly. 

He grabbed Michael’s tight ass with both hands and pulled him in closer, grinding his hardening cock against his long-time lover in welcome.

Finally, Nathaniel felt Michael’s control snap, and he threw his arms around Nathaniel’s neck and kissed him back. Michael thrust his tongue between Nathaniel’s teeth, and Nathaniel groaned as Michael’s taste exploded across his palate. 

Damn, that feels so good.

Michael turned quickly and reversed their positions, pushing Nathaniel up against the solid stone wall and tearing Nathaniel’s breeches open.

Now that he’d started it, Michael always finished it.

“It’s been a while, Michael,” Nathaniel panted, spreading open the flap on his breeches as his lover dropped to his knees. It had been three-hundred-and-two days since he’d last seen Michael’s dear face, but he would never admit to his lover than he had been counting.

Michael looked up with a hungry expression in his blue eyes, darkness enfolding them. 

“Too long.”

Wet suction engulfed the end of Nathaniel’s cock, and he moaned with pleasure. His head fell back against the wall as he slid his fingers into Michael’s thick hair.

Michael moved on him with expert rhythm, taking almost all of Nathaniel’s length into his mouth and cupping his balls with a warm palm.

His orgasm was already racing down upon him. He gasped with the effort and pulled Michael’s head back, forcing him to look up.

“I’m going to come. Is that what you want?”

Michael shook his head and stood up, opening his own breeches and exposing his long, thick cock.

“No, I want to fuck you tonight.”

Nathaniel’s balls throbbed with having to push off his orgasm, but his body tingled with anticipation. He dominated with all other males, except Michael. They shared the role, and each knew what the other needed. Michael wanted him more tonight, he could feel it. And Nathaniel was happy to give it to him. 

Nathaniel turned around, braced himself against the rough wall and dropped his head down on to his arms. He spread his legs a little and waited for his lover.

It had been months since he’d been with a male, and just under a year since he’d seen Michael. His ass was going to be sore in the morning, but he didn’t care. His need for his mate had always overruled any fear of discomfort. As he felt Michael’s lips press against his ass, he moaned in appreciation of the thought to prepare him in such a way. Michael’s wet tongue rimmed his asshole, loosening him, readying him.

Nathaniel could feel Michael’s love for him flowing through their physical contact, and he shuddered to think of how much more was to come.

Nathaniel tilted his hips in invitation and soon felt two saliva-wet fingers sliding into him. He groaned and pushed back against Michael’s digits. It burned a little, but soon turned into a pleasant throb. Then a wanton ache that would soon need to be satisfied.

He groaned as the need for completion grew. No-one but his mate could make him feel this way. Empty and yearning.

“Fuck me, Michael.”

He spread his legs wider, groaning in relief when Michael moved up and away from him. He didn’t look over his shoulder but could see in his mind’s eye an image of Michael opening his trousers, pulling out his long, beautiful cock.

He shuddered where he stood. Excitement fluttered in his belly. The damp chill of the stone wall beneath his palms proved a dramatic contrast to the heat racing through his body. 

Then Michel’s cock head pressed between his cheeks and slid against his entrance. He wanted to cry out in relief. Finally! 

Nathaniel pushed back with his pelvis, eager for the feeling only Michael gave him.

Michael’s strong hands gripped his waist, and thrust inside him, joining them together. Pain burst through Nathaniel as the head of Michael’s cock speared him.

Then his lover slid the rest of his cock inside. 

Hot pressure moved through him, quickly followed by the most intense pleasure imaginable. There was nothing like the feelings a vampire received from his true mate.

The pleasure. The love. The true perfection of the moment. 

Michael was Nathaniel’s true mate, and he thanked God for him every single day.

Even if a creature like him supposedly wasn’t meant to believe in a deity.

“Fuuuuuck...” Nathaniel closed his eyes and dropped his head down, squeezing his ass tightly around his lover. Despite the cold and the dark surrounding them, heat engulfing him.

Sex with Michael defined Nathaniel as a person. The passion and love for his mate consumed him on a daily basis. It had for centuries. If only they could make their relationship work as well as the sex.

Michael’s deep voice moaned in his ear before saying, “You better not have let anyone else in my ass.”

Nathaniel groaned and ignored the possessive statement. Let his lover worry about the answer to that rhetorical question. He was aching for the deep ass fucking that only Michael gave him. 

No, that he only allowed Michael to give him.

Even for the years he endured alone, he never craved the intimacy and possession that being on the bottom brought him.

His lover pulled back and thrust deep again. Stars splintered on the edges of Nathaniel’s vision. Pleasure tingled down the backs of his legs, but Michael had stopped again. 

He curled his hand into a fist and lightly thumped it against the brick wall.

Oh, stop torturing me.

“Tell me, Nathaniel, now!” 

Nathaniel let his head fall back so that it touched Michael’s shoulder, teasing out the moment a little longer. 

He whispered to his lover. “You’re the only one who has ever fucked me, Michael. And the only bastard who ever will.”

Michael bit into his neck with full penetration, the pain of his fangs both sweet and possessively sexual. Nathaniel’s big, grumpy, vampire mate wanted all the words but never returned them. That saddened Nathaniel now and always had, but he knew his lover’s limits and he had to respect them. It was part of loving Michael.

Michael began to move deep and fast, thrusting in the exact right way to push Nathaniel over the edge in record time.

Nathaniel put his forehead back down on his arms and tilted his pelvis up for Michael’s penetration. That was what he needed, what he craved.

He reached down with one hand and wrapped a palm around his own shaft. He was swollen to the point of throbbing. It would take no time at all now.

“Ahhh...” The swell of heat rose and rose, tingles of anticipation sparkling through his belly and along his legs. 

His balls tightened, and his cock tingled.

Then it hit him like a crashing wave.

Nathaniel cried out as his orgasm swept him up, his seed shooting through him, and out, blasting the wall, the ricochet effect within his body just as
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