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Rachel’s heart hammered a frantic, rabbiting rhythm against her ribs as her heels clicked across the ancient stone of the manor’s threshold, the heavy oak door sealing behind her with a resonant finality that made her breath hitch in her throat. The air inside was different—cooler, denser, perfumed with centuries of polished mahogany, extinguished candles, and something darker. Something predatory. She had come here willingly. She had signed away her evening with a scrawl of ink, agreeing to terms whispered through a velvet veil. Her body, her blood, her submission—for one night.

She thought she had known what to expect.

She had been wrong.

He stood at the far end of the parlor, framed by velvet curtains the color of dried blood and the guttering amber of dying candlelight.

Adrian.
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He was beautiful the way a blade was beautiful—lethal, gleaming, precise. Tall and honed with lean, coiled muscle wrapped in pale, marble skin that seemed to drink the dim light and reflect nothing back. His shirt was unbuttoned to the waist, revealing a hard, sculpted chest and the sharp, shadowed architecture of his abdomen. Dark hair fell past his shoulders in silken, obsidian disarray, and his eyes—those luminous, predatory crimson eyes—tracked her approach with the patient certainty of something ancient and insatiable. He did not blink.

“You came,” he said. His voice was a low, cultured rumble, a vibration that seemed to originate in the pit of her stomach and radiate outward through her bones.

“I came,” Rachel repeated, her voice thin but deliberate.

He moved. Not walked—flowed. One moment he was a statue against the curtains, and in the space of a heartbeat he stood mere inches before her, a cool wave of night air, cologne, and something metallic washing over her senses. He circled her slowly, his gaze dragging over her like a physical touch, inspecting his evening’s offering. Rachel had worn precisely what he’d sent: a slip of crimson silk that clung to her generous breasts with devastating tightness, nipped in at her flared waist, and cupped the heavy swell of her hips before skimming midthigh. Her dark hair cascaded in loose, trembling waves past her shoulder blades. Her skin, usually warm and sun-kissed, prickled into gooseflesh under his gaze, her nipples tightening into obvious, traitorous peaks against the thin fabric.
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“Look at you,” he murmured, stopping before her. He lifted a hand, cool knuckles grazing the side of her neck where her pulse thundered visibly. “So alive. So flushed. Your heart is singing to me, Rachel. I can hear it. Thump-thump. Thump-thump. A little drum calling my name.”

Rachel swallowed hard, her lips parting. “Are you going to kill me?”
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A slow, sharp smile curved his lips, revealing the elegant, lethal elongation of his fangs. “Not tonight. Tonight, I am going to teach you the difference between fear and rapture.” He cupped her jaw, his grip firm and proprietary, tilting her head back until she was trapped in the crimson snare of his gaze. “Tell me you want this. Tell me you want me to feed, and to fuck, and to ruin every soft inch of you until you cannot remember your own name.”

The crude precision of his words sent a shock of liquid heat straight to her core. Rachel’s knees weakened. “I want it,” she whispered, and then louder, braver, “I want you to take me. Please. Ruin me.”

His pupils bloomed, black eating the crimson until his eyes were voids ringed in fire. “Then you shall have precisely what you begged for.”
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He moved with supernatural speed. One arm banded around her waist like an iron bar, yanking her flush against the cold, unyielding planes of his body. His other hand tangled viciously in her hair, wrenching her head to the side to expose the vulnerable, arched column of her throat. Rachel gasped—not solely from the sudden sting of his grip, though it was merciless, but from the devastating realization of how very small she was in his hold. How thoroughly owned she already felt. Her breasts crushed against his hard chest, the silk doing nothing to dull the sensation of her peaked nipples dragging against his skin.

His mouth descended. She felt the brief, shocking wet heat of his tongue tracing her thundering pulse point, swirling once, twice, as if savoring the bouquet of a fine wine. And then—fangs.

The penetration was bright and cataclysmic. Twin needles of exquisite fire sank deep into the tender flesh of her throat, unerring and purposeful. Rachel cried out, a sharp, wounded sound, her hands flying to his shoulders, nails digging into unyielding muscle in a desperate bid to anchor herself. The pain was vivid, crystalline, a white-hot spear of sensation that should have made her scream, should have made her flee. But then his cool lips sealed over the wounds, and he sucked.

A sound escaped her, wounded and obscene, echoing in the dark room.
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The pain did not fade. It transformed. Something in his saliva, some dark alchemy of his vampiric nature, flooded her bloodstream and turned the burning sting into a rushing river of liquid, molten heat. It surged from her throat straight to her core, bypassing thought and reason, making her clit throb with brutal, insistent demand. Her knees buckled, but he held her upright effortlessly, an unyielding pillar as he drank deep, rhythmic pulls that synced perfectly with the frantic staccato of her heartbeat.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her body arching instinctively against him, seeking friction, seeking more. Shame licked up her spine in fiery trails at how quickly she was unraveling, at the way her hips rolled and ground against his thigh like a bitch in heat. But she could not stop. The sensation of being drained, of his greedy, wet pulls at her neck, was obscene and divine and utterly consuming. Each draw of his mouth sent a fresh pulse of arousal soaking through her silk underwear.

Adrian groaned against her neck, the vibration sending fresh shocks crackling through her nervous system. His free hand slid down the curve of her spine to grip her ass with punishing ownership, kneading the flesh roughly through the thin silk before sliding lower to lift one of her thighs around his hip. He pulled her harder against him, and she felt the rigid, heavy, terrifying length of his cock straining against his trousers, pressing like a steel bar against her stomach. Even through fabric, the sheer size of him made her breath stutter in her lungs.

He drank for what felt like an eternity, and when he finally wrenched his mouth away with a wet, filthy sound, a thin rivulet of crimson traced her pale skin like a ribbon of decadence. His lips were stained red, his eyes burning like banked embers stoked back to roaring life. He licked the blood from his mouth with obscene delicacy, his gaze never leaving hers.

“You taste like sin,” he growled, his voice rougher, less human. “I can hear every filthy thought in your head, Rachel. I can smell your cunt weeping for me. You want to be used. You want to be shattered and stuffed full and bled dry while you scream.”

“Yes,” she whimpered, cheeks burning with scalding humiliation because he was right. The need inside her was base, ravenous, and utterly without pride.

He spun her around with a strength that made her dizzy and marched her toward the low, velvet-draped chaise lounge in the center of the room. With a casual show of inhuman power that made her gasp, he gripped the neckline of her dress and tore. Silk shredded like tissue paper, falling away in crimson ribbons to leave her completely naked and trembling in the flickering candlelight.

“Arms behind your back,” he commanded. “Now.”
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Rachel obeyed, her breasts thrust forward by the posture, her entire body exposed. He stepped back, surveying her with a predator’s patience. She knew what he saw: the heavy, full weight of her breasts tipped with dark rose nipples tightened into aching, swollen peaks; the inward curve of her waist; the flare of her wide, fertile hips; the soft plane of her stomach trembling with frightened breaths; and lower, the dark, slick curls between her legs already glistening with evidence of her arousal, coating her inner thighs.

“Perfection,” Adrian hissed. He closed the distance, gripping her breasts with both hands, squeezing with a roughness that made her cry out. He treated her flesh like clay to be molded, pinching her nipples between cruel fingers, rolling them until the pain made her vision blur and her eyes water, then soothing the hurt with strokes of his thumbs that sent violent electric currents straight to her womb. “These tits were made to be bruised,” he informed her, his voice brooking no argument. “This flesh was made to be bitten and marked. This cunt was made to be broken open by my cock. Do you understand?”

“Yes—yes, sir,” Rachel gasped, the honorific falling naturally, desperately, from her lips. The pain of his pinching grip made tears spring to her lashes, yet her core clenched around nothing, desperate and empty, weeping a fresh rush of arousal down her thigh.

He chuckled darkly, the sound resonating in her marrow. “Sir. I like that.”
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He shoved her backward onto the chaise. The velvet was decadently cool against her overheated, flushed skin. Before she could adjust or draw breath, he was upon her, his body a cage of lean, predatory muscle and glacial skin. He shoved her thighs apart with rough, proprietary hands, spreading her completely open to his ravenous gaze. Rachel whimpered, shame burning hot in her cheeks as he stared at her exposed sex, her folds swollen and glistening, her clit a throbbing, visible pearl.

“You’re absolutely drenched,” he observed, his voice dripping with dark amusement. He dragged a single, cool finger through her slit with devastating slowness, from her dripping entrance to her clit, circling lazily. “Already sobbing for me. How pathetic. How exquisitely beautiful.”

He brought his finger to his mouth and sucked it clean, groaning as if tasting something finer than the finest wine. Then his large, elegant hands were on her knees, pushing them up and out, folding her until she was utterly vulnerable, her cunt and the tight pucker of her asshole both displayed for his inspection. The position was degrading, uncomfortable, and it made her throb harder, her arousal leaking onto the velvet beneath her.

Adrian stood, freeing himself with quick, economical movements.

Rachel’s breath left her in a rush, her mouth going dry. He was magnificent and terrifying—pale, heavily veined, and thick enough to make her inner muscles flutter in anxious, terrified anticipation. The head was flushed a dark, angry red, weeping a bead of pearly moisture that he smeared against her inner thigh with possessive deliberation.

“This is going to hurt,” he warned, not unkindly, but with a hunger that made her stomach flip and her cunt clench. “And you are going to thank me for every brutal inch I give you.”

He gripped her hips with bruising strength and thrust into her.

No prelude. No gentle stretching. Just one brutal, claiming plunge that buried him to the hilt inside her clenching, unprepared heat.

Rachel screamed.
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The stretch was cataclysmic. He was too big, too thick, splitting her open with a violence that made tears spring from the corners of her eyes and spill freely down her temples into her hair. Pain radiated from her core, sharp and uncompromising, a white-hot burn that made her back arch off the chaise in a futile attempt to escape the invasion. Her hands clawed at the velvet beneath her, knuckles white, her legs trembling where he held them forced wide.

“Adrian—please—it’s too much—you’re too big—” she sobbed, her voice breaking.

But he was already moving, withdrawing with a wet, filthy sound before slamming back in with a force that rattled the heavy chaise and drove the air from her lungs. His hands gripped her hips with inhuman strength, lifting her lower body to meet each punishing, devastating stroke. The rhythm was merciless, a brutal claiming that turned her thoughts to white static.

And then, as the pain crested toward the edge of unbearable, he leaned over her and struck again.

His fangs pierced the soft, generous swell of her breast, right above her hardened nipple.

The dual assault—his enormous cock battering her cervix, his mouth sucking hard and greedily at her breast—shattered something vital inside her. The venom hit her bloodstream instantly. A supernatural euphoria exploded through her nerves like a detonation, rewriting the pain into raw, devastating, impossible pleasure. Her back arched violently off the chaise, a guttural, broken wail tearing from her throat. Suddenly, the brutal stretch felt sublime. The battering pain became necessary nourishment. She was burning alive from the inside out, and she never wanted it to end.

“That’s it,” Adrian growled around her flesh, his voice distorted, guttural, completely animalistic. “Take it. Take my cock while I bleed you. Feel how perfectly you’re being ruined for any other man.”

He changed angle, dragging the thick, ridged length of his erection against her front wall with every vicious, grinding thrust. Rachel’s eyes rolled back until only the whites showed. Her body was no longer her own—it was a vessel for his hunger
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