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A Paranormal Erotic Romance novella from 

NY Times and USA Today Bestseller

Caridad Pineiro

When Vampire Adrian runs across enchanting barmaid Eliza he gives her a once in a lifetime choice: die of a fatal illness or become his consort.  Eliza chose a life of servitude to the handsome vampire, but she did not expect that she would come to lust after him.  Worse, she never expected to fall in love with him.

Eliza is tired of waiting for Adrian to see her as more than his consort. She’s even more tired of watching Adrian pleasure his many human companions.  Eliza wants nothing more than to love her vampire master, but Adrian thinks she wants her freedom to spend her life with her human lover.  But then Adrian surprises all three of them with a sensual evening that changes everything.
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The first time Eliza had realized the moan was one of pleasure and not pain, she should have walked away from the peephole.

But she hadn’t.

The peephole had been placed in the wall after a so-called Slayer had tried to stake her master. Adrian had subdued the overly eager and decidedly naïve young woman. In time, the Slayer had come to realize that Adrian was not only one of the white hats, but an excellent lay.

Despite the truce struck with the Slayer, Adrian had decided that the peephole was necessary for safety’s sake along with the loaded tranquilizer gun in Eliza’s nightstand.

Luckily she’d not had a reason to use the gun, but the peephole had been another thing. Peering in it had almost become an obsession.

She used it way too often, drawn to it by the sight of Adrian and his lovers. Unable to yank herself away from her gorgeous master as he pleasured yet another willing woman before taking his sip of their blood as compensation for the wicked satisfaction they found in his arms.

Eliza imagined herself in those arms more than she should.

It was wrong, she knew. She was here to serve Adrian and keep his home, not to love him. But after nearly two hundred years of being his consort, it was hard to deny that was exactly what had happened.

Eliza had fallen in love with Adrian.

She loved him and lusted for him, she thought as she peered through the peephole once again and watched him move over the body of his latest companion.

The young woman was a lithe strawberry blonde with surgically amplified breasts that barely moved as she lay on the bed with Adrian’s big body snuggled between her long thin legs. Tanned skin which would one day be leathery contrasted sharply with Adrian’s pale alabaster perfection.

As Adrian lowered his head to suckle her breasts, Eliza’s nipples tightened in response and her sex grew heavy and damp with need.

Bracing one hand on the wall, she tugged at the belt for her robe. The silk fabric fell open and even that subtle movement of smoothness against her body dragged a breathy sigh from her as she imagined it was Adrian’s skin along hers.

She reached up, stroking the hard nub of her nipple in time to Adrian’s movements. Mimicking his actions as he loved the woman wrapping her legs around him and urging him on with loud almost theatrical moans.

Sucking in a rough breath of her own, Eliza plucked at her nipples until the empty throb between her legs became nearly unbearable.

She shifted her hand downward just as Adrian likewise moved, placing a line of kisses along the woman’s midsection as he headed to her center, his ebony head of hair dark against the nest of reddish curls at the juncture of the woman’s thighs.

Midnight and blood, the milieu of her vampire master.

Eliza could watch no longer as the scene grew too intimate to bear. Too painful.

She stumbled back toward her bed and sat on its edge, her body quivering with unfulfilled passion. With a shaky hand she fumbled with the handle of her nightstand drawer and removed not the tranquilizer gun, but a delicately carved phallus of peachy-colored marble.

Closing her hand around the cool handle of the dildo, she spread her legs wide and brought its thick tip to her nether lips. She shifted her free hand down and caressed her swollen clitoris, bringing a rush of damp heat along her cleft. Quickly she dipped a finger down, spreading the moisture all along her lips and the cold marble. She pretended that it was Adrian’s skilled fingers doing so. That it was his cock growing warmer and thicker as the head of it breached the tight sheath of her vagina.

Moaning, she slowly pressed the dildo forward, allowing her canal to adjust to the fullness. Pausing as the hilt of the handle warned that it was time to retreat and begin the slow steady dance that would take her to completion.

As she continued to rub and play with her clitoris, drew the dildo in and out, she sighed, painfully aware that her actions would bring only physical release and emotional emptiness without Adrian.

No matter that she yearned for more, she was his consort and Adrian would never see her as anything else.
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Adrian jerked his head up at the whimpered hint of pain.

Eliza.

His heart tripped in his chest at the thought that she needed him, but then the faint smell of her arousal wafted to his ultra-sensitive senses.

Not pain, but satisfaction. The heat of his passion was replaced by anger when it occurred to him that she was making love with the human again. That her long-time boyfriend was with her in the room just beyond his bedroom.

“Adrian? Is something wrong?” questioned the comely strawberry-blonde beneath him.

He forced a smile and his attention back to the very willing woman in his bed. By all standards she would be considered beautiful and yet she barely managed to stir his interest. It was all he could do to maintain his erection, but he would not break from the unspoken rules of the game.

Sexual satisfaction in exchange for blood.

“Nothing, my love. I just wish to please you,” he lied and to prove his point, bent his head and licked the hard points of her nipples before teething one gently.

She murmured her pleasure, dragging her fingers into his thick hair to hold him close as he continued his ministrations. Her nipples were tight little nubs against his lips, her breasts full and lush.

Too full, he thought, imagining instead the perfect mouthful of Eliza’s perk breasts. Wishing he could taste them and wondering if they would be sweetly tart like the wild strawberries of their native Ireland.

He groaned at that thought and his partner mistook it, reaching down to encircle the head of his cock and guide it to her moist center.

Trembling, he tempered his need as the vampire inside came awake, responding to the musky smells of their sex and the heat of the woman’s body.

His own body warmed, the arousal of the vampire spreading beneath the surface of his skin.

His companion wrapped her legs around his thighs and brazenly urged him closer, possibly unaware that as his passion grew, it would unleash the animal that lived beneath his too-human looking shell. An animal that would want its taste of her lifeblood in exchange for the desire she would savor.

Adrian answered her plea, burying himself in her depths until he was pressed tight to her center. Grinding his hips, he shifted ever deeper, the action rubbing the crisp curls at his center along her clitoris.

She grunted her approval and he pulled back sharply before plunging forward, his actions almost violent as the vampire asserted ever greater control. A long, guttural moan erupted from his playmate. A moan of deep pleasure.

“More,” she urged and dug her fingers deep into his hips, her nails cutting into him from the force of her grasp.

With that pleasure/pain, he released the animal which reared back and slammed into her so forcefully it drove her upward on the bed. But she didn’t complain, if anything, she welcomed it, begging him to continue. Her eyes were almost wild as they met his and the neon green of the vampire confirmed who was now in control.

“I knew when I saw you. I knew,” she rasped breathlessly and sat up to trail a series of bites long his collarbone before she whispered against the shell of his ear. “Bite me, Adrian. Mark me.”

With an angry roar, he released his fangs, exposing his true face to her, but there was no fear in her eyes. Only a feral and satisfied kind of gleam. Not totally unexpected. After all, he had picked her up in the Blood Bank, one of the downtown bars where humans came in the hopes of soliciting an encounter with one of his kind.

Little did she know that he was not only physically dead, but emotionally lifeless as well. Her young and vibrant body might be experiencing pleasure, but the satisfaction he took and gave was empty.

Meaningless.

Bending his head, he dragged the edges of his fangs along the pronounced line of her collarbone. She was rail thin, her body lacking the comforting curves he preferred. She sighed and dropped her head to the side. Slipped her fingers through his hair to hold him close as he continued with his travels, shifting to where her pulse beat rapidly, powerfully, beneath the sensitive points of his fangs.

“Bite me, Adrian. Please,” she keened and he could no longer keep the animal in check.

He sank his fangs deep and the rich metallic taste of her blood, spiced with her passion and redolent with life, filled his senses. He drank deeply, pulling at her skin with his mouth until her body shivered beneath his and a hesitant breath escaped her.

Ripping himself away before he took too much, he gently urged her down against the mattress. Her eyes were dilated and slightly unfocused, but the passion of the bite was there in the flush of color along her skin. Although she seemed slightly dazed, it didn’t stop her from reaching up and grasping her nipples with her fingers. Tweaking them and shifting her hips to admonish him to finish what he had started.

He rocked his hips back and then drove forward, dragging a gasp of pleasure from her. Closing his eyes, he began that ancient rhythm, spurred on by her soft cries and the energy racing through his body from his feeding.

Over and over he moved, but as he did so, another face filled his vision. Another woman’s name slipped from his lips as his companion’s climax pulled him to his own.

“Eliza,” he called out and dropped down onto the woman beneath him. Thankful that between the bite and her release his companion had passed out. He had no desire for after-sex chit-chat or explaining why someone else had been in his mind and heart as he had been fucking.

If he was lucky, the combination of the bite and her satisfaction would erase the woman’s memory of these last moments. If he was lucky, he thought as he ripped himself away from her limp body and hurried from the room.

A warm bath and another feeding from one of the blood bags in his refrigerator would bring control to the vampire. Hopefully by then his companion would be gone.
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“Your boss is a major dick,” the woman said as she sat on the edge of the bed while she slipped on wickedly dangerous stilettos.

Eliza bit back what she wanted to say, aware that Adrian would not approve. Plastering what she hoped was at least a neutral smile to her face, she said, “Can I get you anything?”

The woman rose from the bed and came to stand before Eliza. Between her natural height and the four-inch heels she wore, she towered over Eliza who was just inches over five foot. Glaring down at her, she said, “I guess you’re his lap dog? Or should I say his bitch?”

Eliza clenched her fists so tightly, her nails dug tiny crescents into her palms. She wanted nothing more than to punch the vicious and slightly smug look off the other woman’s face, but somehow managed to rein herself in. It was important for Adrian’s guests to leave hale and hearty to avoid any kind of repercussions from his little trysts.

“I’ll show you out,” Eliza said calmly, earning a nearly braying laugh from the statuesque woman.

“What’s the matter? Your boss afraid that I’ll tell him what a lousy fuck he is? I didn’t even come,” the woman whined.

Something inside of Eliza snapped. Her fist was headed for the other woman’s jaw when it was seized in a rock-hard grip.

“Adrian,” she breathed in a surprised gasp as she faced her master.

He smiled at her warmly and dipped his head. “No need to defend my honor, a chuisle.”

My love, she thought, wishing he’d mutter the Irish endearment at a much more intimate moment.

Facing last night’s companion and offering a frigid look, he said, “I’m sorry I disappointed.”

The woman’s earlier bravado faded in the face of Adrian’s commanding presence. She stammered uncomfortably before finally saying, “I don’t remember you leaving. I don’t remember much of anything toward the end.”

As Eliza considered the sudden deflation of the woman’s pique and Adrian’s intense stare, it occurred to her that he was using some of his vamp powers to dominate the woman. He had clearly bitten her earlier, creating enough control over the woman to head off this confrontation.

“I’m sorry for that, but it’s time for you to go.” His tones were smooth and calming, like the waters of a still lake.

“I have to go,” the woman repeated almost blankly, all earlier bluster and bitchiness erased by Adrian’s mental possession.

“Let me show you the way,” Eliza said, gently grasping the woman’s forearm and guiding her from Adrian’s bedchamber and to the front door of his brownstone. For good measure, she escorted her to the curb where despite the late-night hour, she managed to flag a cab and bundled the woman within.

Eliza returned inside, knowing what would be expected, but was surprised as she entered Adrian’s bedroom and found him spreading fresh sheets on the bed.

He was in a robe and just out of the shower, his damp hair even darker from the moisture and falling forward to obscure his gorgeous face as he did one last tuck of the fitted sheet.

“There, all done.” He straightened and looked at her, stealing her breath away as he always did.

Nearly black shoulder length hair framed a face of sculpted lines, full lips and blue-grey eyes that reminded her of the North Atlantic. That gaze was stormy tonight, matching the tight lines of his body as he placed his hands on his hips.

“Did I do something wrong?” she wondered, sensing the anger shimmering beneath his surface.

“No, a chuisle. It’s not anger at you, but at myself,” he confessed, aware that he had made a mistake with his choice of tonight’s companion. She had been too brassy and demanding. Almost too eager for the encounter. He should have realized that disappointment coupled with such high expectations might bring problems.

“Why did you choose her then?” Eliza asked, clearly aware of the reason for his pique.

“She seemed...right,” he lied, but not just to Eliza. To himself as well.

When he had seen those reddish curls, so much like Eliza’s, he had been drawn to the woman. As she had faced him, her greenish eyes so similar to his consort’s, he had let himself get caught up in the fantasy. A mistake.

“Maybe just a little bit bossy,” Eliza replied with a trill of laughter, obviously trying to defuse his guilt.

Adrian likewise chuckled and added, “You mean bitchy, don’t you?”

He grabbed the top sheet from a nearby chair and with a flourish, let it unfurl over the bed. Eliza grabbed the far end of it and together they stretched it across the length of the king-sized bed.

“Why is it that men always think that when a woman is assertive, she’s bitchy?” Eliza teased as she bent to tuck in the edges of the sheet.

The movement caused the edges of her robe to gap, providing Adrian a glimpse of those breasts he had desired earlier. Her nipples were a berry red and tight. His mouth grew damp with the thought of their sweet taste against his lips and his balls tightened with desire.

He straightened, but as Eliza’s gaze dipped, he quickly folded his arms before his crotch, trying to hide the jut of his almost painful erection. With an uncomfortable cough, he finally responded to Eliza’s observation.

“I like women who have steel in their backbone, but there’s no need to be as hard on the outside, a chuisle.”

“Don’t call me that. I’m not your love. I’m not anyone’s love,” Eliza blurted out, but then quickly dipped her head and murmured an apology.

Adrian hated seeing her cowed and unhappy.

He stepped around the edge of the bed until he stood beside her. Tucking his thumb and forefinger against her chin, he applied gentle pressure to urge her face upward. 

“Tell me what’s wrong, Eliza.”

Eliza met his gaze and wanted to drown in the emotion shimmering there. Adrian might not love her that way, but she had never doubted that he cared for her. It had been that caring which had saved her life.

“How long has it been now, Adrian? I lose track sometimes,” she said sadly. Truthfully. With no one to love, one day came and passed much like the next.

“Two hundred years, six months and three days,” he answered almost too quickly.

With a harsh laugh, she replied, “I didn’t think time mattered to an immortal.”

Adrian stroked the slight dimple in the center of her chin. Softly he said, “You matter to me, a chuisle. I didn’t save your life so that you could be miserable.”

“Why, Adrian? Why did it matter to you whether I lived or died?” Eliza pressed, but Adrian didn’t respond.

He shook his head and stepped away from her, all traces of emotion gone from his features, except for his eyes. They were a stormy grey, giving evidence to the turmoil beneath the calm surface.

“I don’t remember,” he said, but it was a lie.

They both remembered all too well how they had come to this point in time.

How they had both come to be so miserable.

***
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Ireland, 1811

There was a timelessness about the place that somehow made being an immortal easier to bear.

Rolling waves of thick sod were a green so deep they were almost blue. The ocean of grass was broken up here and there by the charcoal grey of stone fences lining the drives, the spots of beige from the herds of sheep and a moving blur of brown as a horse ran freely across the landscape. Luckily it was overcast, with clouds thick as cotton which blocked the worst of the sun’s rays, allowing them to travel during the late afternoon.

Home, Adrian thought, although it had been nearly a century since he’d set foot here and while the countryside might not have changed all that much, his people were long gone.

“Still beautiful, isn’t it?” said his friend, Jamie Fitzgerald, as they rode along the byway to town. They’d met over fifty years earlier while working the nightshift on the New York docks and had bonded, both because they were Irishmen far from their land as well as vampires.

“Gorgeous,” Adrian replied, the lilt of a brogue returning after the two weeks they had spent roaming the countryside, trying to recapture what had once been theirs. America had been kind to them and they were both flush with cash and immortality.

“Aye, Adrian. I’m glad we did this,” Jamie replied, gently nudging his horse with his boot heel and urging him into a slightly swifter pace in his haste to reach the nearby town.

By the time they arrived at the quaint village, dusk had settled in deeply, creating shadows along the streets. Many of the shops along the main avenue were closed, but several pubs were open and ready for business. But first they headed to a small bed and breakfast located along a street so narrow, most wouldn’t even call it an alley. The lane was barely big enough for their horses, who pawed the ground nervously at the confined space.

In the middle of the street, however, an arched doorway led to a large open courtyard where they tethered their animals. Another vampire friend had mentioned the innkeeper was known to be discreet and as they entered, it became clear why: the lady behind the counter was like them.

They were quickly assigned rooms and the mistress of the house arranged for a stable boy to care for their horses and get them settled.

“Here’s the rules of the house: No feeding, fighting, or fucking in my place. It’s how I keep it safe for our kind,” the innkeeper said in a tone that brooked no disagreement and as if to make sure her guests kept her rules, she was only too accommodating in providing them the names of places where they could go to fight, fuck, and more importantly, feed.

The pub where they could get a sip of sustenance was set well off the main avenue in an area where he and Jamie had to sidestep redolent refuse and the occasional drunkard lying in the gutter. The homes here lacked the care of the others they had passed earlier, with shingles that sagged in need of repair and grey dingy exteriors begging for a fresh coat of paint. The faces of the people that peered out from behind a window or lingered on a stoop were as dismal and hopeless and bland.

Maybe it was that dim light of humanity that permeated the area that somehow made her stand out as they entered the pub.

Her bright red curls were caught up with a ribbon as green as her eyes. Creamy skin bore a sprinkling of freckles, like cinnamon dusted on whipped cream.

She greeted one patron with a smile so bright and welcoming, it yanked a similar smile from the vampire, providing a display of deadly sharp white canines.

She seemed unfazed by the revelation and continued with her task, placing a glass with something crimson before her customer.

Blood, Adrian knew from the smell that wafted through the air along with the hum of power he sensed coming off those in the establishment.

With a tap on Jamie’s forearm, he motioned to an empty table close to where she was working, hoping she would come and serve them.

He was not disappointed.

No sooner had they sat, she appeared, the scent of her as clean and fresh as the laundry his mother had used to hang just outside her door.

“What can I get you?” she asked, clutching a small serving tray to her midsection. She was petite and thin with a bright flush along her cheeks. Too thin, Adrian thought and as he opened his vamp senses, the static in her life force registered. She was not well.

“What have you got, a chuisle?” Adrian asked.

The endearment made her flinch, like a whipped dog who had unexpected kindness from an abusive master.

“Beef, goat, and pig blood or if you’ve got coin,” she said and rubbed long elegant fingers together, “there’s human, including fresh from one of the girls.” With a jerk of her head which freed some smaller wisps of hair along her temple, she gestured toward the side of the pub where assorted women were preening for attention. A vampire approached one and after an exchange of money, the two walked through a door into a private section of the pub.

“Beef will do,” Jamie jumped in, slamming some coins on the scarred oak surface of the table.

The young woman scooped up the payment and walked away to fill their order.

“Why do you think a girl like that is here?” Adrian wondered aloud, earning a loud guffaw from his more boisterous friend.

“Did you not notice, Adrian? Open your senses, boyo. The taint of death is all around her.”

He had noticed, all right, but he had not wanted to believe. But as she waited for their drinks to be served, a bout of coughing seized the pretty young woman. It was so powerful she doubled over and grabbed a nearby towel to cover her mouth. When she was done, she slowly straightened, her skin paler than before but with an unhealthy flush along her cheeks. Bright blotches of blood stained the towel in her hand and drew the attention of the vamps in the room.

“She’s got the serg, Adrian. No ordinary place would want one of her kind.”

Consumption. It would take her soon, Adrian acknowledged sadly, recalling the thrashing of her life force. Like a dying fish attracted sharks, a vampire could sense that weakness in their prey.

He made no additional overtures as she served them, but in the days that followed, he found it impossible not to keep returning to the pub for another glimpse of her and a little parry of words. He’d found her wit to be sharp and that smile that came so readily lightened the long nights filled with memories of what had once been there for him in Ireland.

On their last night in town, when he had gone for a final taste of her unique essence, she was not there.

“Is Eliza working tonight?” he asked the pub keeper while he craned his head around to see if he had maybe missed her.

“Eliza won’t be coming back, lad. Best you not waste your time on what can’t be,” the man replied.

“Where can I find her?” he pressed, earning a sharp rebuke from Jamie.

“Adrian, you heard the man. Nothing you can do will make a difference,” his friend warned.

Adrian had watched his entire family die from a fever that had swept through the town. Something in his gut refused to let Eliza die now that he could offer a choice his family had not had.

Jamie seemed to understand what he would do, and after Adrian had gotten Eliza’s address and left the pub, his friend stalked after him, warning of the lunacy of his plan.

“You barely know the chit. You plan on being stuck with her for eternal life? What about all the other women for you to enjoy?” Jamie went on and on and on, hot on Adrian’s heels until they were at the door to Eliza’s home.

Adrian hesitated there and Jamie misunderstood. “Thank the Lord, ya’ve come to your senses.”

But instead, Adrian looked his friend squarely in the eye. “We’re rich now, Jamie. I’ve got a fine house and it would be nice to have a consort to keep it and me.”

“Not a woman, Adrian. Especially not a woman like that. One who will tempt you with every beat of your undead heart.”

Adrian said nothing. He just walked up the steps and knocked on the door of Eliza’s home, his mind made up.
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“Do you regret the choice you made?” Adrian asked, stroking his thumb once again along the perfect dent in her normally resolute chin. Wishing he could reach up and trace the edges of those full lips that had tempted him for so long.

“I was not ready to die if that’s what you’re asking,” she said with determination and a hint of brogue which always rose up when her emotions were frayed.

Was that what he was asking or was there more he needed to know? Adrian wondered.

“I’ve treated you kindly, have I not?” he pressed, the Irish awakening in him as well.

“You’ve been a thoughtful and honorable master,” she replied, ducking her head down to avoid his gaze, almost as if she was afraid of what he might see there. What he wanted to see there.

He once again tilted her face upward. “Is that all I am? Your master? Not a friend?”

The perfect little tongue he so wanted to taste darted out nervously and licked her lips. She stammered, obviously discomfited and for a moment, a glimmer of something he had hoped to see flitted through her gaze.

“Aye, Adrian. Ya’ve been a friend. That I cannot deny,” Eliza replied, a trifle breathlessly before she stepped away and ran her hands down the sides of her robe. She clenched her fists there tightly, as if restraining herself before she said, “I’ll get your meal so you can rest.”

“I’ve already fed. I had to get the taste of her out of my system,” he confessed, somehow feeling sullied by his latest adventure. Swiping his tongue across his teeth and lips as if to erase the last of his companion from his being and mind.

A flare of color stained Eliza’s cheeks. “If she disgusts you so, why did you fuck her? Do you not have any self-respect?” she challenged, her Irish temper flaring up and lashing out.

Jealousy? he allowed himself to wonder for only a moment before he spread his hands before him and offered up the only answer he could.

“What more does a man like me have?”

You could have me, Eliza thought, but bit back that retort. It would only complicate things between them and considering they were bound together forever unless Adrian released her from her duty, it was best not to make things unpleasant between them.

Turning on her heel, she left him standing there, hands outstretched as if in pleading. A hang dog look of misery on his too handsome face.

While his “day” would soon be over, her day had just begun. Besides making sure Adrian would have enough blood bags for another feeding, she had to prepare for her date tonight with her very mortal boyfriend.

Unlike Adrian, she did have other possibilities for happiness, something she kept on reminding herself about as she went about her daily chores. Hating that each and every task brought memories of her vampire master and the fact that he was alone in that big empty bed.

***
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Jamie slammed the shot of Irish whiskey before him and nudged him in the ribs with a meaty elbow.

“Drink up, boyo. It’ll help you forget last night’s mistake,” Jamie teased.

Adrian smiled and picked up the shot. He downed it in one quick flip of his wrist before slamming it on the surface of the bar and signaling for the barkeep to refill his glass and Jamie’s. But despite his actions, he said, “Do ya not remember drink is what led to that mistake?”

Not that he was being entirely truthful with his friend. Vampires had an incredible tolerance for liquor, so being that far in their cups to lead to such a bad choice would have been difficult. But it was easier to blame the alcohol than to admit the truth about last night’s disastrous assignation.

“Ya never were a good liar,” Jamie replied as he swept up the fresh shot of whiskey in one big hand. Taking a smaller sip, he peered over the rim of the glass at Adrian, resolve in his golden gaze.

Adrian recognized that stance after so many years of friendship. He knew that Jamie was like a pit bull when he latched onto something and yet he tried to steer his friend away from the discussion that was long overdue.

Adrian swiveled on his stool in the Irish pub they frequented when they wanted to avoid the vampire clubs and looked around for Jamie’s latest squeeze. “I don’t see Moira tonight.”

“She’ll be here later.” Jamie took another, almost thoughtful sip of his whiskey.

Moira was a vamp like them and if she wasn’t here now it meant she was out for a bite and maybe more.

“If it bothers you, why don’t you blood bond with her? Offer her your protection?”

Jamie laughed harshly. “You know these modern women. The last thing Moira wants or needs is my protection.”

“Aye, I know, Jamie.” Moira was a youngster in vamp years, having been turned less than a decade ago. With that youth came ideas far removed from those of their times. It was a generation gap far beyond what whoever had coined the term might have imagined.

“Have you asked her?” Adrian continued, wanting to help his friend through his romantic plight.

Jamie shook his head vehemently, sending the curly locks of his sandy hair into motion. “And scare her off? I’d rather be miserable.”

Which was something Adrian could well understand and accept and so he left it alone, content to just sit and sip the aged Irish whisky with his dear old friend. Enjoying the pub and its fare which brought memories of home and of Eliza.

No, not Eliza, he battled with himself as he finished yet another shot and finally began to feel a slight buzz of lightness. Although he was Irish and
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