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Take Me,

Taste Me

Young and beautiful Amery Whitehouse never asked to be born. She was her mother’s unfortunate accident, who was a lower-class hooker selling her body to eat.

After her mother’s death by overdose of Laudanum, Amery became a serving girl to Madame Divine, the owner of a house of ill repute, and her girls until she turned eighteen. Still a virgin and pretty, she was destined to be auctioned off to the highest bidder.

Rich and devastatingly handsome Gregory Hayworth had patiently waited for Amery’s eighteenth birthday, knowing that her beauty and innocence would be up for sale. He would bid an exorbitant amount, craving her innocence and her pure, unadulterated blood, not only for a night but forever. 

For Gregory Hayworth, forever was a long time because he was immortal and a vampire. He wanted more from Amery, he wanted love. Could she be the one he’d been waiting for?

Will his brother, a vampire named Trager, upset his plans for Amery? And will Quandra, the vindictive female vampire who created them, try to destroy them all?

Take Me, Taste Me is book number 5 of The Vampire Memoirs.
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1890 Red Hook, Brooklyn

Amery Whitehouse tried to push her overabundant breasts into the extremely tight-fitting bodice of her dress. The gown was scarlet satin with a large bustle, and it was beautiful, making Amery feel almost regal. Almost was the keyword because she wasn’t much of anything, just an orphan, poor, and now she’d be auctioned off to the highest bidder.

She was sick to her stomach at the thought of being ravished by a stranger but had no choice. It was this or be thrown out onto the street, where she would have to sell herself for pennies.

Amery was born on the wrong side of the tracks, in Hell’s Kitchen. Her mother, a young hooker, died of an overdose of Laudanum and Opium at the age of seventeen. Amery was only six months old when her mother died and was discovered by her mother’s partners, two hookers, who, with the grace of God, managed to stay off drugs. Rita and Destiny worked together as a team, luring men to their rooms, knocking them out, and robbing them. 

Because of their little scam, they moved from one sordid house of ill repute to another, avoiding arrests.

For the last ten years, her keepers resided in a whorehouse in Red Hook, Brooklyn, and now the two aging hookers were no longer useful and had to pay Madame Divine what they owed. They didn’t have the money, so they offered Amery as payment on her eighteenth birthday. Her virginity would be auctioned off to the highest bidder. 

Divine agreed and estimated that Amery would make more money than all of her whores put together. She was tall, slender, and surprisingly sophisticated-looking, with sable hair accenting her stunning green eyes. Her skin was blemish-free; her features were more than pretty, and many considered her a rare beauty. Tonight, Divine was sure that her virginity would bring more than enough money to pay off what Amery’s guardians owed. 

Madame Divine rubbed her hands together because tonight she was the talk of Red Hook, and already had the money spent on new gowns and jewels that Amery’s deflowering would bring. The hard-skinned, uncaring Madame couldn’t care less about Amery and only wanted the money the young woman would put in her hand.
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Gregory Hayworth was a rich entrepreneur and was one of the most sought-after single men in New York City’s elite. However, he never formed any lasting relationships and frequented Madame Divine’s house of pleasure. 

Gregory Hayworth epitomized male beauty and grace. Tall, dark, and handsome was an understatement describing the rich entrepreneur. He was also a mysterious man who only conducted business at dusk. Over the years, he’d acquired incredible wealth and invested in the creation of Central Park in 1858. The year Central Park was proposed, he was thirty-three years old and was named George Hansen.

Thirty-two years later, now known as Gregory Hayworth, he still was only thirty-three years old.

Gregory would always look thirty-three years old because he was an anomaly and a vampire.

Tonight, he would be outbidding all of Madame Divine’s invited clients. He wanted the young beauty named Amery Whitehouse. He’d wanted her since he’d seen her, acting as handmaiden to Madame Divine’s top whores. 

She was petite, always smiling, and quite lovely. He became excited every time she was close. Her nearness caused his gums to ache, his skull to throb, and his crimson-colored eyes begged to appear. 

At those times when he checked his hands, his nails were noticeably longer. He had to take control; changing in a room full of superstitious humans would cause a riot, and he’d never get his hands on Amery. 

Fools, all of them, what would happen if Amery fell into the wrong hands? He snickered, not that his hands were the right ones. Tonight, he’d taste Amery in more than one way. Tonight, he’d give her the greatest gift, immortality. But would she want it? He hoped she’d embrace the opportunity. 

Gregory Hayworth was a vampire, an elite creature, rich and powerful even among his own kind. So many would sell their soul to lie with him for one night, let alone an eternity. 

When he heard about the young woman named Amery’s ridiculous auction at Divine’s house, he was determined to buy her. She was the woman he wanted. Virgin blood was rare in the city, and Gregory would pay an exorbitant price to have her.

He turned to the whore beside him. His dark, sapphire blue eyes seared into hers. His handsome veneer made every whore swoon, his dark hair, perfect pale skin, and tall, muscular form made Divine’s whores fight to be the one he’d pick for the night. They also knew he’d pass them money for themselves because he was disgustingly rich. “Dafney, would you be so kind as to refresh my wine?” He smiled, displaying a set of perfect white teeth.

“Yes, of course, Mr. Hayworth.” She scurried to refill his empty glass.

He grinned. 

The stunning redhead was one of Madame Divine’s well-cared-for whores. Little did she know that during their sexual games and her breathtaking orgasm, he’d pinched the artery with his
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