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Author’s Note
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The “clothes pegs” mentioned later in this story are not the metallic-spring, plastic or wooden clips we see today. In the past, our foremothers used pegs cleverly carved from a single piece of wood, split up the center and smoothed, with a knob on the top. They would be pushed down over the clothesline and a corner of the clothes, securing them in the fresh air to dry. They were often peddled by gypsies traveling the countryside in exchange for food and other goods. Today they are mostly collectors’ items, prized for their workmanship and the smooth patina of age, although many families still cherish one or two handed down from mother to daughter over several generations. These pegs are also sought after by craftspeople, since their shape is perfect for converting into small dolls.

The stories of the Hampshire Vampires came to life many years ago, from another publisher, now long defunct. They have been substantially revised and re-edited for this edition.
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Prologue
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Somewhere in the south of England,

October 1816

“Sshhh...”Tim Cooper obediently closed his mouth on the words he’d been about to utter. The stink of gunpowder enveloped him, his heart pounded as his ears rang with the echo of the shot and he knew without a doubt the blame would be assigned to him.

A harsh voice bellowed around the darkly shadowed patch of road. “Yer riches, man. Quickly now, lest there be more bloodshed this night.”

Inside the carriage there were faint sounds of distress, a whimper and a moan from a voice soft enough to be a woman’s. On the box, the driver sat immobile, eyes wide as he stared in shock at the five horsemen surrounding the coach.

Beside him—the ultimate horror. His companion, shot in the belly, crumpled in a still and bloody heap on the wooden seat.

The highwaymen held silent as the occupants of the coach readily saved their skins by divesting themselves of whatever valuables they had with them.

Finally it was over and the carriage waved away, accompanied by sighs of relief from just about everybody involved. It had been an abortive robbery involving bloodshed, something that had never happened in the past and shouldn’t have happened on this night either.

And it was all Tim Cooper’s fault.

“Back to the inn.” The voice was low and commanding. It was also tightly furious, and Tim felt a shudder of apprehension shoot down his spine. Then he lifted his chin. There was no way these unimportant country bumpkins would intimidate him. He’d get his share from tonight’s haul and be off in the morning to London. Somewhere his good looks and talents would be appreciated.

Firm in his resolve, Cooper turned his mount and followed the others as they swiftly took to forest paths only they knew, vanishing into the darkness like the wraiths from which they took their name.

The “Midnight Shadows” had claimed another victim—but this time they had broken their steadfast rule of no violence. Blood had been spilled. Their leader knew that such an occurrence would not bode well for their future as a functioning band of highwaymen. It would attract untoward attention, something they’d tried and succeeded in avoiding up to now.

The cellar beneath the inn housed many secrets, not the least of which was the cache of riches they hoarded, only taking what was needed and even then only using the most bland of their pickings. Jewels were carefully wrapped and stored, the first of their haul having been taken to London and fenced over a year after their acquisition. Gold could be melted down in small batches—and, in fact, was “cooked” quite regularly by the blacksmith in their midst.

Their leader knew the “Midnight Shadows” were neither criminals nor killers. They were men trying to survive—to keep food on the table and a roof over the head of their families. They were men who had returned from fighting Napoleon to a land that lauded them as heroes and then offered them nothing to keep them alive or even cared if they died.

Jobs were scarce, children starved and the winters would surely claim more lives amongst the newly destitute. Robbery wasn’t noble, by any stretch of the imagination, but it kept the little ones fed at the cost of mere baubles from those who would not miss them. And it brought hope to a few who had all but given up.

Including their leader. Who was, at this moment, wondering if the whip was still in its place, coiled against a far wall of the cellar.

Tonight, it would administer discipline and reinforce a rule that had never been broken until a weapon had misfired. A weapon that should have been cleaned, primed and ready—and wasn’t.

Tonight that whip would taste Tim Cooper’s blood.
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Chapter One
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Sir Nicholas Blaine slid from his tired horse and tied the reins loosely around a convenient post, glancing at the eastern sky where there were no signs of dawn light creeping beneath the scudding clouds. He knew it was getting near time for him to sleep. To seek the darkness that protected him from the rays of the sun—and extinction.

Or maybe, thought Nick, he should just lie down in front of this tiny inn and let the searing brilliance claim him. Roast his pale flesh to a crisp and boil the blood that still moved through his veins in a strange silent flow of hunger and shadows.

Maybe it was time to surrender the tiny spark of existence he had left. To depart in an inferno of exploding particles and finally attain a merciful—if unspeakably painful—death.

He was weary of riding, weary of seeking out gloomy dark places to shelter, weary of this hellish existence. Weary of being a creature lost in some vague world that neither permitted him his final rest, nor the ordinary joys that humanity took for granted.

He was weary of being a vampire.

And for the millionth time, Nick Blaine cursed his cock for getting him into this mess in the first place.

He hammered a fist on the closed door, uncaring if the innkeeper slept. This night he would spend what little money he had on a room. He would rest on something resembling a bed in whatever luxury this downtrodden place could offer.

In surprisingly short order the door creaked ajar onto a wavering candle and a bleary eye assessed Nick. “Wotcher want?”

“A thousand gold guineas, five women to pleasure me and an estate to rival the Devonshires. But I’ll settle for a bed.”

A snort that might possibly have been a laugh greeted Nick’s lightning-fast response. “A bed I can do. The rest—”

“Yes. I sort of assumed that.” Nick eased past the innkeeper into the ill-lit interior. “I care not about the room, man. I’m weary enough to sleep on a wooden settle in a corner, but I’d prefer a mattress in a dark and silent room. ‘Tis all I require.”

“‘Tis all ye’ll get. Come wi’ me.” He turned and led Nick up a set of dusty stairs to the second floor, pausing outside a thick ungainly door. “This’ll do yer, then. See the missus on the morrow about payment.” He pushed the door open and promptly departed, taking his candle with him.

Nick curled his lip, guessing that the innkeeper would derive some wry amusement from hearing his “guest” blundering around in the darkness. Probably trying to teach wayward visitors that the proper time to arrive at a hostelry was before the host had retired for the night.

In this instance, the man was doomed to disappointment because Nicholas Blaine could see in the dark. It was one of the many changes he’d come to accept since being savagely mauled and bitten by the most incredibly sensual woman he’d ever met.

He’d not known when he first saw her that she was one of the most evil as well.

*~~*~~*
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It had been snowing, that delicate light snow that dusts the world with fairy magic and glistens in the moonlight that follows.

Sir Nicholas Blaine had attended a conference in Europe, invited by a friend he’d met in London at another meeting of like-minded scientists. Those who were fascinated by the workings of the human body but cared not for the job of healing it or dissecting it.

They were “pure” researchers, taking information from diverse sources and assembling it into patterns that made sense, theories that explained how humans lived, thought, reproduced and survived.

It was heady stuff for Nick, a man who’d grown up with a fascination for all things germane to human existence. He’d read the great philosophers, devoured scientific tomes from past ages and met current practitioners. He loved the idea that there was an underlying principle to life—an explanation that would perhaps one day make all things clear to him.

He’d delved into the workings of the human body—poorly understood at best, although improving. He knew things, he’d seen things—for his time, Nick Blaine was an enlightened young man with a remarkable intellect.

And he was also a handsome young man with plenty of money at his disposal. So his tour through Europe was one of gaiety, scientific discourse—and pleasure. There were always women glad to dance with the attractive Englishman, and always women glad to do even more.

He’d gone from bed to bed, enjoying life to the fullest, pleasuring his partners in the way he’d learned from his physical researches. Women, he’d discovered, were seriously maligned by the current way of thinking.

They could very easily orgasm—in fact he believed they should—provided they were stimulated in the correct physical locations. He saw nothing wrong with this notion, unlike many of his peers who made it plain they believed their wives utterly incapable of such improper and lustful responses.

He shrugged. ‘Twas their business, not his. He noted he was seldom without female companionship, however.

The one time he was alone found him on his way to a small eastern European resort—Rogaška. He’d heard of the beneficial mineral waters and thought he might stop there if he had chance.

An early snowstorm made the chance a necessity.

Tucked into a valley, the Rogaška estate had drawn him, lured him with its lights and the soft mist that wreathed its many windows and the trees, most now bare of leaves as the winter set in.

He wondered if the mist was from the hot springs—if there was a chance he might still be able to bathe in the waters—and gladly rode to the magnificent chateau where a warm greeting awaited travelers like himself.

There were many visitors, even at this time of year, and Nick found himself content to rest a while, explore the surroundings and enjoy the convivial atmosphere. He’d been there several days when he finally got to see the mineral springs. A quiet space had been designed around one of them, more of a cave-like surrounding than a formal bathing room. It was empty when Nick broke away from one of the several rambunctious parties to investigate. He’d had enough wine to last him for some time, and wanted nothing more than to ease his body—and the headache he’d probably have to endure the next morning—in the calming waters.

He stripped and slid into the little pool with a sigh of relief. It was really quite delightful.

“It is lovely, is it not?”

The soft voice surprised Nick and he jumped, only to sink to his chin in confusion as he stared at the woman on the far side of the water. “Er...I...”

She laughed, a lilting sound that shot through Nick’s body to his cock. He hardened beneath the steaming water, his gaze glued to the luscious curves revealed by the light silk chemise and the tumbling curls of ferociously red hair that framed her face.

“I’m sure you will not mind if I join you. Such pleasure is all the better for being shared, wouldn’t you agree?”

Nick was pretty much bereft of speech at this point, staring helplessly as the woman began to disrobe. The cloak she’d brought with her was tossed aside and with minimal effort the silk gown pooled around her shapely ankles.

She was nude—totally and completely nude—and the sight drove every other thought out of Nick’s head. When she stretched her arms high to pin her hair up out of the way, he thought he’d come right then and there.

Skin whiter than milk coated every single inch of her, reflecting the candlelight off what seemed like yards of glorious legs. Her breasts were full and rounded, lying softly against her body, distended downward very slightly from their own weight. A weight he yearned to learn with his hands.

Her nipples were hardening buds surrounded by a small island of darker skin, peaks that called to his lips. Nick swallowed compulsively, already imagining those breasts in his mouth.

From there it was no distance at all to her pussy—the fiery red curls on her mound illuminating the vee of her thighs where he swore heaven would be awaiting him.

As if she knew his lustful thoughts the woman smiled, a seductively welcoming expression, accompanied by a slight parting of her legs—a quick flash of pussy lips shining and swollen pink.

Nick ached. Cock hard and distended now, he squirmed on the ledge beneath the water, wondering if she was offering herself to him, promising things only to tease and arouse him, or if she would name a price before he could fuck her.

Whatever she asked, she could damn well have it.

Nick couldn’t remember a woman this magnificent baring her body so shamelessly—so alluringly. He couldn’t recall such an overwhelming sense of urgency grabbing him by the balls. He hungered—for her body, her breasts, her pussy—for everything he could lay hands and mouth on.

He wanted to take her with a fierce desire that threatened to erase his natural gentility. He wanted to fuck her, to take his pleasure in her. He needed to do this, whether she found pleasure in it or not. For once, his need to bury himself in a woman’s sex overrode every other instinct he possessed.

It was wild, it was hot and it got hotter as she stepped gracefully down into the swirling and steaming pool that separated them.

“What’s your name?” She stood still for a moment, water lapping around her thighs.

Nick had to unscramble his wits to answer her. What the hell was his name? “Nick. Sir Nicholas Blaine. I’m from—”

She waved a hand. “It doesn’t matter, Nick Blaine. You’re here now. That’s what’s important.” She paused. “That—and this.”

Slowly, she raised her hands from the water and poured little rivulets down over her breasts. “You want to fuck me, don’t you?” The slight accent made her words even more appealing.

Nick nodded, then cleared his throat. “Of course. You are incredibly beautiful.” He surprised himself with his ability to actually string several words together.

Her hands slid to her shining wet nipples, rubbing them, pinching them, arousing them to even more rosy hardness. “I know. I love that you’re looking at me. It’s exciting.” She lifted her breasts toward him. “I am blessed to be able to find favour in your eyes. Because I like to fuck too.”

“You do?” Nick dragged his gaze from her breasts with difficulty, eventually managing to look her in the face. She was well-nigh perfect—full lips parted over perfect white teeth, skin clear and unblemished and her eyes—strangely dark. He’d expected green, but they were so dark he could not make out an iris or a pupil. They were striking, but no more so than her body.

“I love fucking, Nick. It makes me feel alive. Wanted. Desirable.”

Leaving her breasts, her hands went once more to the water and this time she showered the soft curve of her belly. Trails of glistening moisture rippled down to her pussy, dappling the red hair with diamond droplets.

His gaze moved, like a lodestone to north, following the water as it trickled over her. “Do you like fucking, Nick? Fucking until the world disappears and there’s nothing but heat and skin and the urge to come?”

“Yes. Oh yes.” Nick moved, his cock throbbing and pulsing with eagerness. “I like fucking.” He stood, letting his arousal break the surface of the water, showing her his male length with as much unselfconscious pride as she was exhibiting.

“Mmm.” She smiled as she eyed his swollen and purpling erection. “It looks like you’d be very good at fucking. With this.” A hand reached out and softly splashed a little water over his cock.

“I’d be honored to demonstrate...” Nick remained still, vestiges of sanity insisting that he let her make the first move, no matter that he could have ripped into her without any more conversation at all.

“My name is Thérèse. Shout it aloud when you come inside me, Nick. I shall scream for you.” She backed away until the edge of the pool hit her spine then paused. “Take me. Now. Any way you’d like, anything you’d enjoy.”

Her brilliant black gaze held him in thrall as she delicately spread her pussy lips wide in invitation.

Nick groaned, a lost man. In more ways than he’d realized as he fell to his knees and sucked her clit into his mouth.

They’d fucked right there in the pool, with her straddling him, riding him to her first orgasm and screaming his name into the darkness that surrounded them as she’d promised. He’d come too, and yet it hadn’t been enough for either of them.

Within moments they were touching again, this time Thérèse scratching Nick, digging her nails into his arms until she drew blood, desire boiling past civilized behavior into the fundamental need to mate.

He nipped her shoulder and she moaned her pleasure, turning in his arms and thrusting her ass against him even as she pulled him tight to her spine. “This way, Nick. It gives me great pleasure.”

He thrust his cock into her once more, slicking through the juices she wept so profusely. She bent over, resting on the side of the pool, reaching back and parting her ass cheeks with a sharp tug. “Here, Nick. Take me here. Make me feel it, damn you.”

Ripped from his touchstone of familiarity, Nick fell into a new and arousing cavern of lust.

A mad hunger burgeoned within him, erasing any thoughts of gentility, any vestiges of courtesy or chivalry. He grabbed his cock and sought her tight ring of rosy muscles, deaf to anything but the need to fuck.

She accepted him without a check, tight now, almost too tight for his hardness. It was enthrallingly arousing and she moaned her pleasure. “God, yes...more.”

Her white ass cheeks shone with sweat and water and obeying a blind impulse, Nick lifted his hand and smacked her—hard.

“Yes...oh God, Nick—yes—more—harder—” She sobbed out the words, her ass pushing against him in demanding thrusts, laughing and groaning as he obeyed her.

His palm came down sharply on the whiteness of her skin, leaving marks where he struck and the sound of his blows echoing over the bubbling water around them. She drove him higher, needy cries and mewls of pleasure greeting his every pounding slap, encouraging him to hit her again and again until her ass was red and glowing with heat from his rough punishment.

He was near his peak, balls hard between his legs, cock quivering with the need to erupt and flood her darkest places with his come.

She trembled too, muscles shuddering, breath panting harshly beneath him. Nick reached beneath her and savagely plunged his fingers into her body, thrusting again and again into her as he took her ass with his cock.

She screamed, a long howl of delight as she sank into great shaking spasms of orgasm around him.

He shouted her name as he exploded. “Thérèse...” Nick released his come, spurting hotly into her ass, muscles clenching and easing only to tighten again as his balls spewed their cargo down his cock and into the woman he held.

His world faded down to her ass and his orgasm, all else disappearing into the darkness. He barely noticed her straighten before him, so lost was he in his release.

He vaguely felt her tug free of his cock, but the warmth of the water in the pool cradled him as he softened and pulsed his final eruption. His knees weakened and he stumbled a little, glad of the shelf now as he collapsed wearily onto the natural seat it offered, closing his eyes in exhaustion.

He sensed Thérèse as she drifted to his lap and straddled him once more, dappling a soft kiss on his ear.

“Mmm.” Automatically his arms lifted to hold her close and he opened his eyes with difficulty.

She smiled at him, catching him by surprise. Two long fangs lay pristinely against the swollen ruby lips.

He blinked and opened his mouth to speak.

It was too late.

He felt the first sharp ripping pain of her bite against his neck and the words on his lips became the beginnings of a scream, cut off before it could betray his agony.

At that moment, Sir Nicholas Blaine lost the only life he’d ever known, his existence swirling around him and dissipating into dark curls of blood diluted by the waters of the pool.

And yet he did not die. He became a creature who now slept in shadows and roamed the darkness.

He became a being who could be mistaken for a man—yet was not. Something that survived but did not live. He became something he despised and yet could not willingly end.

He became a vampire.

And it was this vampire that attempted to rest on a lumpy mattress in a darkened inn several long years later, only to be disturbed shortly thereafter by the sounds of horses, muffled but discernable to his vampiric and extraordinary sense of hearing.

Several persons were arriving at the inn and doing so in a manner that could only be described as surreptitious. Nick’s curiosity got the better of his tiredness.

After all, what did he have to lose?
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Chapter Two
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Nick moved silently from his room through the inn, making less sound than the walls and woodwork of the building itself. Creaks and groans from ancient timbers masked the passage of his feet as he followed the clinking jingle of harness and the thudding of hooves.

Although there was a perfectly usable barn not far away, Nick realized that these riders were much closer. The horses were turning, their saddles creaking as their riders dismounted.

All this Nick could hear from the ground floor—and he knew it was happening below him in some well-concealed cellar. There was the unmistakable snick of a bolt being drawn back, the gentle groan of a door opening and then the shuffle of feet as people passed through. The horses were left, snorting and whickering softly, apparently munching on something to settle them down.

Nick acknowledged that this was, of course, none of his business. The fact that his otherworldly abilities allowed him to hear all of it, not to mention listen in on conversations that might follow, didn’t mean that he should eavesdrop where he was not invited.

However, Nick’s curiosity had never quite been extinguished. His body might have changed but his brain still worked very well. At least it did during those times when it wasn’t cluttered with hunger, depression or the scent of blood.

Fortunately, at this particular moment his thoughts were clear and unfettered although tired. And even through his exhaustion, his interest was still aroused by the unusual arrival of several people who were immediately squirreled away in a secret hiding place.

Logically, there had to be an entrance from the inn itself to the lower domains. Anybody worth his salt would have made sure that escape was possible both to and from the cellar without anybody knowing about it. Thus Nick would start searching for this egress and perhaps learn more of the odd goings-on.

It took him all of three minutes to locate the false back on a cupboard in the aged kitchen. He saw no one during that time—apparently those below stairs were not anticipating any threat of discovery from above.

Nick seldom made use of the abilities his “changing” had wrought. His night vision and his enhanced hearing he took for granted, ignoring them most of the time. His strength he reined in, knowing that it was out of kilter with his appearance. He could snap a mortal neck with his bare hands, but to do so was to invite inquiry and consequent disaster.

His sense of smell did little for him other than tease him when he hungered. The remaining differences he’d noted were scarcely of use. Until now. Until he needed to creep unseen into a cellar containing people he’d prefer to observe rather than meet face-to-face.

Deliberately, Nick relaxed every muscle in his body. After his “change”, he’d spent some time analyzing the phenomena he’d become. Then the science had given way to the emotional depression and the consequent pain of realization. But those early experiments had stayed in his memory—to be recalled as needed.

Now, he was glad of it. Focusing his concentration down into a place filled with whirling shadows, he knew he was blurring in appearance, blending with his surroundings, becoming something that might have been glimpsed from the corner of an unsuspecting eye, only to disappear when looked for. A cloud of particles that resembled a human body—and yet was not.

The bitterness threatened to rise in his throat and distract him, but Nick fought it down, deliberately focusing on what lay beneath him rather than the crushing weight of his curse.

And as he silently rippled down the old spiral staircase into the gloom at the bottom, his mind thrust all other thoughts away in order to absorb the scene.

Across the dimly lit cellar stood a man with his back to the room, naked to the waist, arms bound with ropes and hooked high on the wall above him. Around him was a silent ring of other figures, far enough away that one tall individual had room to move.

And as he did, the brittle, harsh crack of a whip made them all jump. None more so than the man whose back the thong lashed.

A pitiful whimper racked him.

“Take your punishment, Tim Cooper.” The tall figure flicked the whip once more, voice cultured and low. “You broke a rule tonight that could mean death for all of us.”

“You have no right...” The man choked out an oath.

“The Leader has the right. We gave it to him.” Another man spoke and turned away from Cooper. “Best you learn that now before you get us all dancing with the nubbing cheat.”

Nick recognized the cant. Somebody had done something that could result in the ultimate punishment—death by hanging.

And as the whip fell once more, breaking the skin and bringing a shower of bloody droplets away with it, he realized the perpetrator must be the unfortunate Tim Cooper. “‘Tis your job to clean and prime our weapons, Cooper. We all have jobs that are equally important.” The leader flexed an arm. “You failed at yours this night. A weapon discharged accidentally because it was not prepared. A man may have died because of it. That is completely your fault, you fool.”

“So what?” Cooper shuddered a little but lifted his head.

Nick could sense the anger building within the man hanging against the wall. He was in the wrong, yet was one of those who would refuse to acknowledge it. Things, thought Nick, were probably going to get rather ugly.

“So I will not see our group jeopardized by one idiot who’d rather drink than attend to his assigned task.” The whip fell once more with unerring accuracy. This leader of theirs knew his way around the leather. Nick was impressed.

“We cannot linger, Hermes.” An older man spoke up. “Our evening’s take has been secured and we’ve doled out the necessary.”

The men reached for their coats and masks. This was truly a gathering of “gentlemen of the road”—highwaymen—thieves who would waylay travelers and relieve them of their valuables.

Hermes, their apparent leader, nodded. “Go along then. We’ll not meet again until the sign appears.”

“What about him?” One man nodded at Cooper.

“I’ll take care of him.” Hermes’ voice was firm. “He’ll see the error of his ways or not be a part of our group again. ‘‘’Twill be his decision. One of you take his horse and leave it outside Dame Wandle’s. He won’t be needing it again tonight.”

Nods and murmurs of approval greeted this statement. Within minutes the cellar was empty but for Hermes and his captive, the only sounds coming from the outside area where the horses had been tethered.

“Well, Cooper. I must now educate you so that you understand what discipline is. What it means.”

“As if a yokel like you and your mates could teach me anything.” Cooper spat on the floor to the side of his feet. “Give me what’s mine and I’m gone. History. I’m for London where there’s real money to be had, not this pittance you dole out as the whim takes you.”

The whip lashed down, harder this time, curling around Cooper’s ribs and probably catching his nipple. He coughed back a cry. “Lashing me won’t help you. I know things. I can talk to the right people. You should be careful about what you do to me. I doubt Mistress Swain would care for that hulking husband of hers to be deported or hanged, would she? And what about their brats? They’d starve, wouldn’t they?”

In spite of the blood dribbling down his spine, Cooper still ranted on in what was probably an adrenaline-fueled attack of bravado. Threats poured from his lips, venomous and cruel, increasing in tempo as the lashes from the thong drew deeper welts across his back and shoulders.

It could have rendered him senseless, scarred him for life or loosed a flow of blood that would eventually have killed him. The fact that his whipping did none of those things was clearly escaping Cooper’s notice.

It wasn’t escaping Nick’s. He took a long look at “Hermes”—an apt choice of names, since Hermes was the God of Thieves.

Quite tall and lean, the skill of his whipping arm was undeniable. What little light there was proved insufficient for Nick to distinguish colouring or facial features clearly at first glance, but what he could see told him that this man was not a local farmer or tradesman. There was breeding in the shape of the face, a flash of clear skin in the candlelight and a definite lack of country accent in the voice. It occurred to Nick that the highwaymen had chosen their leader well—someone who could command, plot and organize with common sense and intelligence, and a person not afraid to administer punishment when necessary.

All qualities prized by those who followed him. Except for Tim Cooper.

“You should be thanking me.” His voice was a hiss now, but still defiant. “What’s one servant more or less to that arrogant bastard?”

Hermes sucked in a breath and released it on a sigh. “The answer to that is obvious to anybody using the brain God gave them.” Once more the whip flicked, catching Cooper’s neck this time and leaving a small red mark. “While the ignominy of being robbed by highwaymen is something most of the upper classes wish to conceal lest they appear weak and stupid, killing is a crime. Punishable by death.”

“And what do you think would happen if I said you or one of the others did it?” Cooper’s voice was sly now, betraying an edge of craftiness that made Nick clench his teeth.

Strangely enough, that was the reaction from Hermes too. Teeth clamped on each other so hard Nick could quite clearly hear the grinding of the enamel surfaces.

“What the fuck am I to do with you, Cooper?” Apparently Hermes was running out of options.

“Not so smart now, are you?” Cooper snarled the words over his bloody shoulder. “Think a few lashes with your toy are going to shut my mouth? Think again.”

Both heads swiveled as the sound of








































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SAHARA KELLY

?[he Hampshire Vampires - Book Two





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





