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 Chapter 1


It was Friday
night and the Irish Leprechaun Pub and Sports Bar was packed. No
one watched the game. They watched the door.

Newcomers were
chatting and drinking a pint or cocktail and the only ones in the
pub to know the score of the local football derby.

The old-timers
were gossiping and the regulars faked an interest in the game.

But the
bartender and waitresses were not fooled. The closer the clock
ticked towards nine p.m., the more the anticipation rose.

The owners
attempted to sit back and enjoy the fruits of their labour, but
they too were as tense as overstrung piano wire.

Two minutes
after nine, everything changed.

Her name was
Solange Devereaux. She wasn't tall enough to be a supermodel,
neither was she short. Her body was blessed with too many curves
for the runway, but photographers literally drooled when she
entered their studios.

Her usual denim
mini skirt teased the top of her knees. If you were very lucky she
might have bent over a table to chat to someone and the slit at the
back might have flared to give you a glimpse of the black thong
that nestled intimately in those luscious curves – curves that
completed neat legs, to flare into hold-me-while-you-fuck-me hips.
Anyone who has had the pleasure to grip those hips during sex would
tell you that you wouldn’t find such perfect hips anywhere
else.

Her blouse
never showed so much as an inch of cleavage, but an overactive
imagination was not required to appreciate her womanly assets
caressed by silk and lace.

Was her face
worthy of launching a thousand ships? Her eyes the bottomless pools
of pleasure as sung by poets of the centuries? Her person graceful
and elegant as she made her way between the tables?

The debates
raging to answer these questions continued and more fights have
broken out in disagreement over Solange than any other subject in
all the bars in the city.


* * *


Eyes followed
her to the bar. Men eyed her figure with sex in mind – old men with
indulgence, young men with bare restraint. The adult male knew.
Solange owned her sexuality. Submissives were ready to do her every
bidding while alphas understood her needs and relished her
confidence.

Women jealously
bared their teeth and claws which they carefully tried to hide
behind snide and bitchy remarks.

Younger men
were chastised by their girlfriends and were made to leave soon
after.

Old men watched
her conquer the room with barely a flick of an eyelash.

The alphas
waited. Some with more patience than others.

Solange took
her time. Eagle eyes watched at the bartender.

Her choice of
drink reflected her mood, and they well knew it.

Was she going
break their hearts with a flirty Chardonnay?

Leave them
hanging with a luscious Cabernet?

Tease them
mercilessly with Sex on the Beach?

Or take them
all the way to a Screaming Orgasm?

She could not
be pinned down or prescribed to. Those who had tried were still
licking their wounds.

Begging for
forgiveness would have resulted in the ultimate penance – her
pleasure – but those instances were the stuff of legends.

With a flick of
a well-practiced wrist, silky strawberry curls moved across her
shoulder to come to rest on her ass.

Several sighs
floated into the air, some in exasperation. Tension ramped up in
anticipation of what she would have once she turned around.

What would she
be holding in her hand? Disappointment or ecstasy?


Solange knew
she had a reputation as a flirt and a cock tease, and it didn't
bother her. She knew her place in the world, both as an acclaimed
astrophysicist and as a woman.

Here only a
handful of people knew what she did for a living, and even fewer
knew that the choker she wore around her neck was more than just
decoration.

Oh, she was a
flirt and cock tease, and loved every moment of it. It was for this
exact reason that she was collared by two vampires. They tapped
into the sexual tension and emotions that she whipped up when she
worked a room. Hell, she got off on it too. The stronger the
emotions – envy, jealousy and anger – coupled with sexual tension,
the more charged her vampires became and the higher her pleasure in
their bed.

Steven and Jake
had been friends forever and sharing a lover was a way of life to
them. That she was pleasured and owned by two such skilled lovers,
only added to her arousal and her own secret smile.

She could
practically feel the tension in the air surrounding her as she
chatted with Jake Moorefield, acting as the bartender tonight,
while trying to make up her mind about her drink.

The heat in his
eyes kept on distracting her, and she shifted her feet
restlessly.

“You are
playing the room well tonight, sweetheart,” he said in a low voice
so that only she could hear him. His words made her pussy clench in
anticipation. Later on she was going to get the fucking of her
life, and she couldn't wait.

Jake's eyes
never strayed below hers, and she knew he did it on purpose. Those
dark pupils took on an inhuman glow for a moment to tell her that
he knew what she was feeling. A small smirk lifted the corner of
his lips before he turned away to reach for a bottle behind
him.

She wasn't
alone at the bar, but the other patrons kept their distance.
Probably because Jake was doing his mind control thing on them.

She smiled at
the three men watching her.

Taking the
glass of her favourite French Merlot directly from Jake's hand, she
swayed towards the three.

Placing her
hand under the chin of the first, she arched an eyebrow towards his
two younger friends. “Drool is so unbecoming, don't you think?” she
asked in her huskiest voice.

Ignoring his
snickering friends, she took a sip of the wine and ran her tongue
over her lips, as her free hand went to his knee and slid up his
thigh to cup an impressive erection.

Giving him an
affectionate squeeze, she stepped away from the bar.


Steven Giles
tracked his lover from the bar as she swayed her hips to the music
playing on the overhead speakers.

His eyes caught
Jake's but he didn't do anything to indicate that there was a
problem when she stepped away from the three men. His sensitive
hearing picked up the “bitch” two of them said as she retreated.
Amazing how some were quick to judge, he thought to himself
spotting wedding rings on their hands.

The guy whose
cock she felt up only smiled. He knew what she was about.

Solange was now
about two tables away from where he sat with his feet up, keeping
an eye on the floor. Their staff were competent and trustworthy,
but they weren't stupid enough to leave a place with a liquor
license in human hands. They could control rowdy patrons with a
mere thought and very little bloodshed.

Automatically
her steps slowed and her hips added a sexy sway when her eyes found
him watching her.

The little
witch knew he was so hard he was about to pop the buttons on his
jeans.

When she
reached him she stopped, knowing better than to crawl all over him
like some horny teenager.

“Enjoying
yourself?”

She grinned and
raised her glass to him. Then the notorious flirt blushed. He loved
that about her. There was an innocence about her that few people
noticed or cared about.

He glanced at
Jake joking with a couple of patrons at the bar. Jake had spotted
Solange in a bar across town and told him that she would be perfect
for the two of them.

While he had
had his doubts, three years later, he barely remembered what they
were. She was, simply put, perfect for them.

He curled his
finger for her to come closer.

When she paused
next to him he took her glass, and gently pulled her to sit on his
lap.

Aware that
people were watching with interest to see if there would be more
flirting or maybe covert sex going on, he handed her back her glass
and put his arm around her waist to keep her close.

“Are you
okay?”

Solange closed
her eyes as she leaned against him. “Just a little tired. It's been
a long week.”

Steven nuzzled
her temple for a few moments. “Relax. Enjoy your wine. Let me take
care of you.”

She nodded. It
was the best feeling when Steven or Jake were in this kind of mood.
She had no qualms of there being sex involved at some point, but
for now she was happy to just be.


* * *


Steven kept an
eye on the crowd slowly getting drunk. Jake had been relieved by
their normal bartender, and was making his way over to them holding
another round in his hands. Neither of them drank anything stronger
than red wine, and kept their own cellar with a selection most
collectors would kill for.

After handing
Steven his glass, Jake leaned over and caressed a sleeping
Solange's cheek, before taking the free chair at their private
table.

Taking a sip of
his wine, Steven eyeballed his friend and partner.

“We should
insist on her moving in with us,” he muttered. “We can take better
care of her if she lived with us.”

Jake winced as
he shifted in his chair to get a more comfortable spot. Steven
sympathised. They might be vampires but damn, some days they just
felt old.

Solange gave a
soft moan and nuzzled Steven, before settling down once more.

Both men's
faces softened as they watched her.

Jake raised his
glass, plonked his booted feet next to Steven's on the table, and
took an appreciative sip. “Yeah, we should work harder to convince
her. Since she discovered that galaxy with the black hole, she has
been in such demand that I don't think she sleeps much either.”

“How did two
bums like us get to be so lucky anyway?”

Jake raised his
glass. “Because one of us had a lucid moment and spotted it when it
presented itself.”

Steven grinned
and leaned closer to tap his glass to his friend's. “I do have my
moments.”

Jake shook his
head.


Solange rubbed
her eyes as something moved and woke her up.

“Sorry, honey,
did I wake you?”

She touched
Steven's cheek and shook her head, before smiling at Jake.
“Hi.”

A noise drew
their attention.

Steven shook
his head at Jake. “Enjoy your wine, I’ll take care of it.”

He shifted
Solange in his arms, got up and gently put her on Jake's lap. “Stay
with Jake, sweetheart. I won't be long.”

Solange bit her
lip as she watched Steven stroll into the midst of what looked like
an argument about to become violent.

She felt Jake's
arms tighten slightly around her. “He’ll be okay,” he said, but she
could see that he too watched the group with a grim expression.

Steven was the
more powerful of the two and could exert control over a larger
group of humans. They watched him keep a calm voice, and speak in
low tones to the rowdy group. They were not paying attention to his
words, but that was not important. His power manifested itself in
the lowest frequencies his voice generated, and the closer he came
the greater the effect he had on the group.

When he came to
a halt, five men were glaring at each other, with three women
looking ready to claw each other’s eyes out. But nothing went
beyond threatening body language.

“He is good,”
Solange whispered, hoping that it was the end of it. She hated
violence and didn't want anyone to get hurt. Especially when they
got drunk and stupid.

Steven snapped
his fingers and two waitresses appeared at
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