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    Dear Reader, 
 
    This series might get a little dark. 
 
    It might break your heart. 
 
    There’s no guarantee that happiness. 
 
    There is only death. 
 
    Hanleigh 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    INSTINCT 
 
    His was to bite me. Mine was to run. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Prologue 
 
    I knew it. Everything about him was dangerous. I didn’t need a brain to tell me that. It was clear in the way my entire body reacted to him. It wasn’t just telling me to be careful, it outright demanded that I run for my life. 
 
    Except my feet were glued to the ground. I was completely incapable of moving even an inch. 
 
    His stare was deadly. It told me that as much as my instinct was to run, his was something altogether more sinister. His instinct, whatever it was, was one that warranted mine. 
 
    In that moment, with that small distance between us, I knew that I should run. Every cell in my body was screaming at me to run for my life. But logically I knew I’d never win. Even on that very first day, I knew I couldn’t outrun him. 
 
    I knew I wouldn’t live. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter One 
 
    Everette 
 
    It’s been a long time since I was human. So long in fact that I can no longer recall the once precious memories of that small, insignificant fraction of time. The things that once mattered deeply to the human me, are long gone and completely forgotten. 
 
    I don’t remember my sister’s name or the sound of my mother’s voice. Neither can I recollect the face of the woman I once loved. 
 
    All I have now is time, blood and death. 
 
    Too much time. Never enough blood. And a death that comes to everyone but me. 
 
    Sitting in an almost completely hidden corner of the café, I watch her as she busies herself behind the counter. I can smell her blood from here as it pulses through her veins. 
 
    If I was human, the scent of her blood would be unnoticeable. Instead, I’d notice her large, sparkly eyes or something equally sickeningly sentimental. Or I’d lose my mind over her tiny waist and long legs – just like the human men around me. 
 
    I’m not the only one watching her. They are too. Dozens of them. Some sat alone, their eyes focused on her. Others in packs, talking about her in hushed voices so that she won’t hear as they place lots on the size of her breasts. 
 
    I’m not the only one that wants her. Nowhere close. But I’m the only one whose interest is deadly. 
 
    Another waitress approaches my table and asks for my order. She’s pretty, her blood is pulsing just like the other waitress, but it’s not the same. 
 
    Ordering an Americano, I barely look her way before returning my attention to the woman behind the counter. 
 
    Her hair is jet black and piled on her head in a bun. It’s messy, like she shoved it up on her way to work after sleeping in. If I had to guess, I’d say she’s about twenty-five or twenty-six. 
 
    There’s a book on the counter beside her and she keeps, as if instinctively, reaching for it. The pages are old, worn, some turned at the corner. It’s a book she’s read not once or twice but countless times. 
 
    “Farah, why don’t you take your break?” another employee says casually, his voice low. 
 
    She smiles at him, seemingly not registering the effect that small gesture has on him. Her hand once more reaches for the book, this time picking it up. Then she’s walking out from behind the counter. 
 
    A sea of eyes follows her as she makes her way across the room. 
 
    She walks right past my table and the scent of her blood is so potent that I almost follow her through the door labelled “staff only.” 
 
    Killing her would be quick. Easy. Done before anyone even noticed. But that would be a waste. Her blood was made to be savoured. 
 
    My eyes trained on the door, I wait, hopeful that she will return. I begin to count the seconds as I struggle to control myself. If I was a lesser Vampire, I’d be long gone through that door and Farah would already be dead. 
 
    More like stone than a person, I force myself to stay in my seat, barely even breathing as I wait impatiently. The other waitress returns with my coffee and I don’t so much as look at her. 
 
    She tries to make conversation, commenting that she’s never seen me here before. I don’t tell her that she’s right. I also don’t tell her that I followed Farah here. She’d be calling the police within seconds, not that they’d do her any good. 
 
    Another human calls out to the waitress and she has no choice but to leave me alone, her face crestfallen. 
 
    *** 
 
    It’s almost an hour later when Farah returns, her book still in hand. Her eyes meet mine for a split second as she walks past my table again. I see fear there and it’s exhilarating. 
 
    My eyes follow her as she returns to her place behind the counter. I’m practically salivating at the mere idea of drinking her blood as I lean back in my chair, playing with my signet ring, seemingly at ease. I might look calm but I’m not. Nowhere close. 
 
    It would take seconds; I could be across the café in two, my fangs at her neck in half and she’d be dead in another three, long before the others around us would even realise that something was wrong. 
 
    The temptation is almost unbearable. 
 
    Standing, I pull out my wallet and drop a couple of notes on the table to pay for my coffee. Then I take a step towards her before hesitating. I tell myself not to waste her blood; a quick death just wouldn’t do her taste justice. 
 
    So, instead, I make to walk past her, telling myself that I can wait. Reaching out quicker than she can see, I take her dog-eared book from where she’s left it on the counter before making my way towards the door, all the while telling myself that I must not look back. It would only take a brief moment of hesitance for all my self-control to crumble. 
 
    Crossing the road, I settle in to wait for her shift to end. I lift her book to get a better look at it. My lips twitch when I see the cover. Her book is about Vampires. 
 
    It’s almost laughable. Only humans would fancy themselves in love with their natural predator. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
    Everette 
 
    I wait for her outside, long after the café closes, hardly inconspicuous as I stand in the pouring rain with an umbrella overhead, next to a bus stop sign. 
 
    I don’t care though. 
 
    It doesn’t really matter if I’m seen. The whole world could notice me, even find out that I’m a Vampire, and I’d still get away with killing her. 
 
    That’s just the way the world works. 
 
    The humans naively believe that they rule the world but what they don’t know is that their politicians all work for us. We decide who lives and dies. We decide who deserves to be punished. We decide it all and give them the illusion of choice. They would be grateful if they knew, either that or scared out of their minds. 
 
    That might be more likely but they should be grateful. 
 
    Without us, they’d destroy the planet and destroy each other. They thank the bloody politicians for the empty prisons after all. What they don’t know is that crime of any kind is a capital offence. 
 
    We kill, devour and destroy anyone who breaks the law indiscriminately. 
 
    The humans don’t realise, of course. They have no idea until they break the law themselves by which point it is simply too late. 
 
    We’re the hidden elite, the people concealed behind the tinted windows of the expensive cars that the humans gawk at on the streets. 
 
    The list of the world’s richest people is over ninety percent Vampire. Occasionally, new money will rise up the ranks but it’s never long before they’re turned. It only takes mingling amongst the world’s elite once or twice to realise that nothing is as it seems and then there’s no choice. 
 
    There’s no going back. 
 
    You could say that there are two death sentences for the humans; crime and money. Both will get you killed, if becoming a Vampire can really be called death. 
 
    Then there are the unlucky ones, those that run into a Royal like me. The only vampires with the authority to feed as we wish, we are definitely the most dangerous for the humans. 
 
    Fortunately, we also tend to have better self-control than the younger ones. Although, we often choose not to use it. 
 
    Farah is one of those unlucky ones. I will bring her death; it’s only a matter of time. 
 
      
 
    Farah 
 
    It’s dark when I leave work. I’m irritable as I pull my coat’s hood over my head. I’ve lost my favourite book and now have nothing to read on the bus home. 
 
    Something across the road catches my eye and my heart begins to pound in my chest as I recognise the man there. 
 
    He’s stood perfectly stock still and I think he’s watching me. My fist clenches around my handbag as I begin to feel uncomfortable when he doesn’t look away. 
 
    I’d felt him watching me earlier within the café, but I’d ignored it, just like I always ignore the others. Being watched and flirted with isn’t new to me. The men that frequent the café do not seem to have the words ‘sexual harassment’ in their vocabulary. 
 
    But I’d never felt scared or unsafe with them, not the way I do now. 
 
    I consider hailing down a cab so that I can escape his attention but a quick glance up and down the street tells me that I’d have to call one and that would mean waiting here longer. 
 
    My eyes returning to the man across the street, I see what he’s holding. I’m furious as I see my book in his hand. 
 
    It’s reckless and probably the stupidest thing I’ve done in a long time. What’s more, I know it but that doesn’t stop me. I step out, onto the road and cross. 
 
    I can feel my temper rising, my brows lowering. I’m glowering at him as I tell myself that I’m going to give him a proper rollicking. 
 
    Except I don’t. 
 
    Words escape me when I’m stood directly in front of him. Perhaps, it’s fear that stops me speaking. I’m tongue tied or something, completely incapacitated. 
 
    I want to run. I need to get away from him, but my feet won’t move. I should be shouting at him and demanding that he return my book, but I can’t. 
 
    My breath catches in my throat as he steps towards me. I’m not sure what I expect him to do. Attack me? What I don’t expect is for him to move so that he can shelter me underneath his umbrella. 
 
    “Hello Farah.” The tenderness in his voice surprises me. His tone is so divergent from the way his presence makes me feel. His voice makes me want to trust him but everything else about him, terrifies me. He’s intimidating, scary even. 
 
    He steps closer again and I feel an icy cold wash through me. I should run, run away from him as fast as I possibly can. But the glint in his eye, tells me that I won’t get away. He’ll catch me. 
 
    I don’t know what he wants or what he plans to do to me, but I’m scared that whatever it is, I might just let him. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
    Everette 
 
    I smirk down at the angry woman stood before me. She’s clearly scared, I can smell the fear on her, but she’s not going to show it. 
 
    Her eyes flitter between watching me and looking down at the book that I’m still holding. I could give it her back, but I won’t. 
 
    I’m tempted to play the part of one of the Vampires in her book and win her heart before I take her life. It would be too easy to lure her with my inhuman charms, only to drink her dry. 
 
    “I like your book,” I tell her, completely deadpan. 
 
    She doesn’t know how to respond, that much is clear from the confusion in her eyes. 
 
    “Er,” she begins but stops short. 
 
    “It doesn’t seem particularly realistic though,” I continue. 
 
    “Realistic? How could it be realistic? Vampires aren’t real.” She finally finds her voice. 
 
    I don’t tell her that she’s wrong. What would be the point? She’d just think I’m crazy. 
 
    Stepping towards her so that there’s barely any space between us, I lean forward to whisper in her ear, “the world is full of monsters.” 
 
    So close to her neck, I can see her jugular artery pulsing. I can feel the warmth flowing off her skin, a mixture of heat and pheromones more intoxicating than I’ve found in a human in a long time. She smells amazing and I lick my lips, anticipating her taste. 
 
    She jumps and I feel my mouth move into another smirk as I smell the fear pulsing through her veins. She doesn’t reply as she stumbles back, practically falling off the curb. 
 
    I reach out, grabbing her by the arm and twirl us around so that she’s now safely planted on the pavement with me between her and the road. It wouldn’t do to have my next meal become roadkill. 
 
    Her eyes are wide as she clutches to my arms, digging her nails into my shirt sleeves. Her touch is like fire and I don’t want to break the contact. 
 
    It takes her a second or two to realise that she’s the one keeping us there and not me. For a moment, it looks like she’s about to tell me off for touching her, when she suddenly let’s go and once more steps back. 
 
    The new distance between us is strangely disappointing. 
 
    She’s going to ask for her book and then she’s going to leave. That’s not really a problem. I’d planned to follow her anyway, and yet right now that doesn’t seem like enough. I want to talk to her. I want to tease her, taunt her even before ripping her flesh apart with my fangs. 
 
    One bite for the road, I think to myself, even though I know that one bite will never be enough. I’ll bite her and devour her. And then I’ll leave her here, dead on the street. 
 
    That’s why I really can’t bite her now. 
 
    I take a step towards Farah again, forcing her to step back. I don’t stop though until her back hits the brick wall behind us. Hands at her side, she clings to that wall, as if for dear life. 
 
    She’s shaking slightly and I wonder if she knows just how dangerous I am. 
 
    “Please,” she whispers and I don’t think she even knows what she’s asking me for. Her voice is a mixture of lust and fear, and it’s intoxicating. 
 
    I take a final step and take one of her hands in my own, raising her wrist to my lips. I kiss her pulse point, relishing in the way I can feel the flow of blood beneath the surface of her skin. 
 
    She whimpers, silently begging me for more, or perhaps begging me to let her live. 
 
    It’s painful as I do my best to restrain myself. I mustn’t bite her, I tell myself on repeat but it doesn’t drown out the need to taste her. I allow one fang to scratch along the soft surface of her wrist, breaking the skin just enough to make her bleed. It’s only a drop, but my tongue laps at it eagerly as she leans into me, shivering. 
 
    She’s still scared. She doesn’t understand. But it’s clear that she wants more too. I consider giving in. I could control her mind with compulsion, force her to get in my car, but I’m not sure she’d survive the journey. 
 
    Her scent would most likely overwhelm me in the confined space. 
 
    Instead, I pull back. I drop to a crouch, quicker than I should if I don’t want to scare her, so that I can pick up her book from where it has fallen onto the ground. 
 
    It’s slightly wet and so I give it a quick wipe with the hem of my sleeve. Then stand back up so that I can hand it to her. She accepts it with a shaky hand. 
 
    “Go home, Farah,” I say, my voice coated in a compulsive magic that she won’t be able to refuse. 
 
    She nods her head and then, as if on their own accord, her feet begin to move. I watch as she crosses the road and begins to walk down the street. 
 
    I don’t like watching her leave, especially when I’ve not bitten her yet. Until I’ve made my mark, she’s fair game. Of course, there aren’t that many Royals in London. She’s unlikely to come across one and yet the idea makes me strangely uneasy, filling me with a jealous, possessiveness that I rarely ever feel for my prey. 
 
      
 
    Farah 
 
    I let myself into my home, unable to remember exactly how I got here. I remember crossing the street to reclaim my book and I remember him kissing my wrist. 
 
    He’s pretty weird, old fashioned even. 
 
    Now alone in the safety of my flat, I still can’t wrap my head around how he made me feel. He clearly terrified me, though I couldn’t place why. I just knew he was dangerous and yet, I’d felt something else too. 
 
    Interest? Lust? 
 
    Whatever it was, I tell myself that I shouldn’t let myself feel it again, as if I could control myself. Just the idea of his kiss to my wrist, makes my skin tingle. I’d have let him do so much more than kiss my wrist, if he’d wanted to. 
 
    He probably could have asked for anything and I’d have done it, without hesitating. Flushed, I open my bedroom window slightly to let in some air. Glancing down at the street below, for a second I think I see someone across the road, but looking back there’s no one there. 
 
    Laughing at myself, I step away from the window. I don’t know why I expected him to follow me home. I should feel relieved but instead, I feel slightly disappointed. 
 
    I want him to kiss me again. I want more than that, but I’ll probably never see him again. I tell myself that that is a good thing; he’s dangerous and I don’t want him. 
 
    But as I settle down in my bed, my fingers brush along the place where he kissed me. The touch makes me shiver as I remember how I reacted to him. 
 
    Closing my eyes, I try to ignore the aching heat between my legs. Yeah, I really don’t want him at all. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
    Everette 
 
    I sit on Farah’s bedroom windowsill as she sleeps. She really shouldn’t have left her window open. Who knows what sort of evil creature is lurking out there? Then again, none could be as depraved as me. That thought brings a smirk to my face. 
 
    The poor girl accidentally ran across the devil and here I am thinking that she needs to close her bloody window. 
 
    It’s amusing, watching her toss and turn, knowing that I’m the reason for her restless night. I don’t need to be able to read her mind to know that she’s dreaming about me. 
 
    The air is thick with her arousal as she wraps her legs in the sheets, until she’s tangled up beyond belief. The sight is alluring, and I almost get to my feet so that I can close the distance between myself and the sleeping girl. 
 
    Leaning back, I twirl my signet ring on my finger as I consider how best to enjoy her. 
 
    The possibilities seem infinite. I could invade her dreams, have her pining for my bite, even yearning for her own death, but then I wouldn’t get to taste the fear in her blood, something I crave almost as much as the blood itself. 
 
    I could wake her now with a surprise attack to her neck. She’d struggle, of course. She’d probably even scream. She’d definitely die though and that would be a waste. I won’t be satisfied with only one bite, even if that bite does bleed her dry. 
 
    I could lay my claim, take just one bite and leave, only to return tomorrow and the next day, and the day after that. Except I’m not convinced that I could. All the self-control in the world would not be enough to have me leaving this room after biting her. 
 
    It’s almost laughable. I’ve never put so much thought into how to eat my prey before. 
 
    Climbing down from the sill, I cross the threshold, the last barrier between us, as I enter her room. The humans would never be able to get a decent night’s sleep if they knew that the monsters they fear aren’t restricted from entering their homes. Stupid humans and their myths designed specifically to make them let their guards down. 
 
    I make my way towards her bed, before perching down on the edge next to the sleeping girl. Taking her wrist in my hand, I feel her pulse with my fingers. In her sleep, she foolishly, curls her body towards me, now at ease. 
 
    Humans are the only prey on the planet that fail to recognise their predator. It’s as if they are drawn to danger. Perhaps it’s simply evolution. I am everything she probably wants in a mate, except like the female praying mantis, I’ll be her destruction. 
 
    She moves again, wrapping an arm around my waist. Farah has me surrounded by her body, her head next to my thigh on one side and her knees on my other side. She looks so innocent, curled in the foetal position, completely unaware that her life is at risk at this very moment. Silly child. 
 
    I stay longer than I should, watching her sleep, all the while keeping my fingers trained on her pulse. I don’t move. I sit as still as a statue, until I can’t take it anymore. 
 
    It’s almost sunrise when I release her wrist and go to leave, but the still sleeping girl, reaches out to me and grabs my arm, whimpering under her breath. 
 
    It would be all too easy to stay. It would be even easier to put her in my car and take her to my house. People would worry about her for all of a week or two. They’d cry when her corpse is found, but it would all be forgotten quickly. 
 
    Everyone is forgotten eventually. 
 
    But that’s not a fate I think I want for her. The idea of her being forgotten feels unsettling, wrong somehow, although I can’t explain why. 
 
    I take one last look at the still sleeping girl and climb back onto the window sill, escaping through the open window, into the night, before jumping down to the shrubbery below. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
    Farah 
 
    I wake with a start, shivering from the cold. Pulling the covers around me, I burrow my head into my pillow, not yet ready to get up. The sun still hasn’t fully risen and so I don’t even bother to check the time, as I close my eyes again. 
 
    I feel strangely alone as if someone else should be beside me and my mind returns to the strange man that I’d met the day before. 
 
    I’ll probably never see him again. I should be relieved. I’d gotten the distinct impression that his intentions were of a sinister nature. I’d certainly not felt safe. He had definitely given off serial killer vibes. And yet, I’d felt strangely drawn to him. More than that, I’d wanted him. 
 
    I’d wanted him to kiss me. I’d waited there stupidly, staring up at him and all I could think about is how much I wanted him to kiss me. 
 
    Sighing, I roll over onto my back and stare at the ceiling above. I’m probably not going to be able to fall back asleep, not when my mind is full of unhelpful thoughts about some nameless stalker. 
 
    The fact that I’m giving him even a moment’s thought is ridiculous. I should be considering calling the police, not thinking about kissing him. 
 
    He stole my book only to wait outside in the pouring bloody rain, just to give it back to me. I might not know his name but there’s one thing I know for sure. He’s not normal. 
 
      
 
    Everette 
 
    Sitting here is tedious. I’m in the same café from yesterday and as much as Farah’s blood sings to me, there’s only so many times I can watch her make an Americano. 
 
    This morning when I left her room, I didn’t go far. I waited in my car, just up the street out of sight, for her to wake and go about her business. 
 
    I’d been impatient, anticipating the moment when I’d be able to talk to her again. The moment when I’d be able to create a coincidence or blatantly walk up to her. Either would work. But neither was possible while she remained in her apartment. 
 
    I was frustrated when she didn’t leave her home until well after lunch, seriously considering re-entering her apartment and outright kidnapping the girl. 
 
    When she finally left, it was only to return to the café. I didn’t rush to follow her in, instead taking my time parking my car. As true as it might be, I wasn’t ready for her to know that I was following her. 
 
    Entering, after what felt like an age, I had approached the counter to place my order. A smiling waitress had offered to take my order at the table but I refused her, looking for an excuse to talk to Farah. 
 
    Talking to her was something I had been anticipating since the night before and there was no way I was going to give up this chance. Farah’s eyes locked with mine when she heard my voice, causing her to spill the coffee she was pouring, scolding her hand in the process. 
 
    I had to stop myself from rushing to her side. I wanted to check her hand and treat the burn. Not that I knew why. 
 
    It’s not like the burn would taint the taste of her blood. 
 
    As I kept my feet planted, I felt my lips twitch upwards. I was pleased to see she was nervous. 
 
    I was displeased when she just brushed off her colleagues’ help and continued as if she wasn’t hurt. Her hand was bright red and would no doubt blister. 
 
    I waited with more patience than the others in the queue. Although I enjoyed making her nervous, I didn’t want to see her hurt. 
 
    When it was finally my turn to order, I gave her a wide smile, doing my best to ignore the glare that I receive back. 
 
    “Hello Farah,” I said seductively. 
 
    The other women in the queue were busy whispering about me but I pretended not to hear them. Those sorts of whispers follow us Vampires around everywhere we go. 
 
    Apparently, the humans find us fascinating. 
 
    She didn’t respond to my greeting, instead rudely asking what I wanted. Chuckling slightly, I refrained myself from answering honestly. 
 
    “An Americano will do for now,” I told her, lacing my words with more meaning than her silly little human brain would probably pick up. Her eyes widened and I wondered for a brief second, if perhaps her puny brain wasn’t that small after all. 
 
    Now hours later, I’m sat in the same corner as the day before. The only difference is that today she’s watching me too. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
    Everette 
 
    Farah is doing her best to pretend my being here, doesn’t bother her. But she’s flustered, a pink blush rising up her neck and reaching her cheeks. 
 
    After another day of just watching her, my patience is wearing thin and I can feel my self-control begin to waver. The rest of the café’s staff watch me, intrigued as to why I’ve spent my whole day in their little café. 
 
    Unlike many of the people around me, I haven’t brought a book or a laptop to keep myself busy. My whole focus has been on Farah. All day. 
 
    There are things I should be doing; emails I could be replying too. Just because I’m a Vampire doesn’t mean I don’t work. It just means I do it more efficiently than most humans. I could check the stream of emails that has caused my phone to buzz on and off all day, but that would mean looking away. 
 
    I won’t look away. Not until I’ve marked her and maybe not even then. 
 
    One of the other baristas approaches my table, a wide smile brimming her face. “We’re closing now, Sir.” Her voice squeaks nervously. 
 
    Nodding my head, I pull out my credit card to pay my tab, all without taking my eyes off Farah. 
 
    She’s pulling on her coat. Apparently, she’s not closing tonight. A mental picture of walking her home flits through my mind but I refuse to entertain it. I don’t want to date her. I want to kill her. 
 
    Farah glances my way hesitantly before grabbing her bag and making a dart for the door, eager to escape while I’m tied up paying. 
 
    Chuckling to myself, I let her go. It’s not like she’ll get far. I’m a lot quicker than her. 
 
      
 
    Farah 
 
    I bolted out of there so quickly that now I’m two streets away and struggling to breathe. I don’t know why I bothered to run away. I should have just reported him to the police. Except he technically hasn’t really done anything wrong. At least nothing serious enough to actually get him in trouble. 
 
    I can hardly report him for stealing my book. 
 
    Stalking, however… If he keeps it up, I’ll definitely report him for that shit. 
 
    “The police won’t help you,” a voice says from behind me. It’s a voice I would recognise anywhere, a voice I dreamt about all last night and anticipated hearing most of the day. It’s a voice that scares the fucking bejesus out of me. 
 
    My heart plummets and I spin around to face him, only to realise that he’s far too close for comfort. 
 
    His eyes are molten silver and inhumanly beautiful. Instead of doing the sensible thing and stepping away from him, I lean forward, drawn to those eyes. 
 
    I’m not even sure that I’m actually breathing until he looks away momentarily, breaking whatever spell his eyes have me under. 
 
    Looking back, he asks, “can I offer you a lift home, Farah?” 
 
    My eyes automatically follow the hand he is holding up, gesturing towards an expensive car. 
 
    Shaking my head, I don’t speak. I’m not convinced I even know how to speak anymore. I avoid looking at him. I don’t want to be pulled in by those eyes or distracted by his chiselled jawline. 
 
    Up close, he’s as close to perfect as any man can be. 
 
    “I promise I won’t bite,” he says so lowly that I can barely hear him over the sounds of the traffic, “unless you ask me too, of course.” 
 
    I want to tell him that I’d never in a million years ask him to bite me, but then my mind wanders off to a world of its own, one right out of my fucking book and I’m picturing myself begging him to do just that. 
 
    Pinching myself, I try to organise my thoughts long enough for me to form an actual sentence. 
 
    “I don’t need a ride,” I tell him, surprised by how resolute I sound. 
 
    My instincts, common sense and every other possible intuition I possess is telling me to get the hell away from him, but my body seems to be on shut down and no longer listening to me. 
 
    I stand there unmoving, my lip held between my teeth, my mind coming up blank for all those reasons that only moments ago had made it seem so pertinent that I escape him. 
 
    “Would you like me to bite you, Farah?” The seductive tenor of his voice sends a jolt of electricity through me, making my insides clench needily. 
 
    “N-no,” I manage to stutter out. It’s a lie and the pleased look on his face, tells me he knows it. 
 
    He chuckles dryly before leaning forward slightly. This time I hold my ground. Why should I always be the one on the retreat? Holding out his hand, he says, “I haven’t introduced myself.” 
 
    He says it with such condescension that it’s hard to believe he’s as young as he looks. He looks no older than thirty-five and yet there are times, brief though they might be, where I wonder if he’s not actually just really good looking for his age. He talks more like someone inching towards sixty. 
 
    “How old are you?” I blurt out. I couldn’t care less what his name is. It’s not like I plan to see him ever again, but his age is something bizarrely fascinating. 
 
    “Old enough that you won’t be able to guess,” he replies with a smirk. His hand still outstretched; he looks down at it meaningfully. 
 
    “Er…” I look down at his hand too. The last thing I want to do is touch him. I’m scared as to what feelings that small, inconsequential touch might inspire. 
 
    I take it anyway. The words that I should say, that I will call the police if he doesn’t leave me alone, remain unsaid, as I stand there holding hands with him. He doesn’t shake it. This isn’t the greeting I’d been anticipating. Instead, he raises it to his mouth, kissing my palm gently. That small kiss sends tingles coursing over the surface of my skin and up my arm, until they reach my chest, where my heart begins to pound haphazardly against my ribcage. 
 
    “You didn’t answer my question, Farah.” His words sound like a censure. “Do you want me to bite you?” 
 
    He waits with a benign smile on his face, my hand still against his lips. 
 
    “You didn’t answer mine either,” I reply. “How old are you?” 
 
    “In some ways, I’m not much older than you and in others, its as if I’ve lived long enough to have done and seen everything.” 
 
    “You avoided the question,” I whisper. 
 
    Bemused, he nods his head. “At least I gave you an answer. Now, I’ll ask one last time, Farah. Do you want me to bite you?” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Farah 
 
    I am so close to telling him that I’d like him to bite me and yet I can’t understand why. In an attempt to stop myself from saying anything as stupid as ‘yes please’ I keep my mouth firmly clamped shut. 
 
    He steps towards me and I stumble backwards but he grabs me by the waist, pulling me against himself. My heart is pounding in my chest as I struggle to get free. 
 
    “Let me go,” I demand, lacking sincerity or the confidence to pull away. 
 
    “I don’t want to,” he tells me. 
 
    One hand on my waist, he lifts the other to my neck and leans down so he can kiss me. I try to push against his chest, but he’s too strong. My hands meet a wall of hard, unmovable muscle. 
 
    His lips on mine begin to move, his tongue licking a path along my lips. I exhale in surprise and he takes that as permission to thrust his tongue into my mouth. His hand at my neck, quickly fists in my hair, pulling harshly. 
 
    Nothing about this kiss is gentle. It’s forceful and demanding and I hate it but I equally love it. 
 
    I want to tell him to get the hell off me but I also want to beg him to kiss me more. 
 
    He steps towards me until my back meets the cold metal of his car door. Pushing me against it, he bites down softly on my lip and I taste the coppery tang of blood. 
 
    Gasping, I whimper. I’m scared by my own reaction to him. I kiss him back then, grabbing a hold of his shirt so that I can pull him closer still. 
 
    He chuckles into my mouth, before beginning to pull away. 
 
    “No,” I practically cry out, abandoning the self-control that I’ve been clinging to. 
 
    He lifts me with surprising ease and moves me about two foot to the side so that he can open the car door. 
 
    Holding it open, he smiles down at me. I’m leaning against the back door, trying without much success to get my breath back. 
 
    “Get in,” he demands and this time I don’t hesitate. 
 
      
 
    Everette 
 
    What the hell am I playing at? 
 
    I shouldn’t have kissed her. There’s a human saying that fits this situation perfectly; ‘don’t play with your food.’ I can still taste her blood on my lips, but more than that I can still taste her saliva on my tongue. 
 
    I want to kiss her again. 
 
    The urge to bite her and my new desire to kiss her are equally compelling as I force myself to ignore the girl who is sat beside me in the car. My hands are strained against the steering wheel, as I try to focus all my attention on driving even though it usually takes less than a fifth of my mental capacity. 
 
    She’s quiet and I wonder if I should say something. Except, I don’t usually talk to my food either. My ears are full of the sound of her heart pounding against her ribcage. 
 
    I’m silently chastising myself that I should have just bitten her the very first time I smelt her blood, several weeks back, instead of allowing myself to become so completely infatuated with the scent, exposing myself to it, day in and day out, for weeks on end. 
 
    I’d been scared to waste it. She smelt too good to drain in one go, but now weeks later, even the idea of spilling any of her essence feels wasteful. 
 
    When we pull up in front of her apartment block, I do my best not to look at her. I’m scared that if I look at her, I’ll kiss her. If I kiss her, I’ll want to do more. 
 
    I can’t afford to forget that she’s human. 
 
    I want to eat her not fuck her. 
 
    “You haven’t told me your name,” she says so quietly a human wouldn’t hear her. 
 
    “Everette,” I tell her, my voice coming out rougher and less controlled than I’d like. 
 
    “Thank you for the lift, Everette.” 
 
    Her hand reaches for the door handle and I count to five in an attempt to stop myself from preventing her from leaving. 
 
    I watch her walk up the steps to her building before resting my head against the headrest.  
 
    Driving away a moment later is surprisingly difficult. Everything inside me feels compelled to stay by her side. I can’t tell what it is that’s drawing me to her though. Her blood? Lust? Or something else entirely? 
 
    For the first time since the first time I saw Farah, I decide to spend the night at home, sleeping in my own bed, for the few hours of sleep that my immortal body actually needs. 
 
    *** 
 
    Leaving the city and Farah behind, my mind begins to clear. I speed through the country roads and arrive home much quicker than any human could. 
 
    The driveway is dark and the lights are all off when I arrive home. The large, sinister house looks like something out of a gothic novel. Farah would probably love it, thinking it the perfect setting for her favourite book. 
 
    I park up on the gravel drive and stride towards the door. It opens before I reach it and my housekeeper greets me. 
 
    “Sir,” she says, “welcome home.” 
 
    She’s human. Her family have been in my servitude for over six generations. If I wanted to, she’d like me bleed her dry. And I’ve never been more tempted than I am now. I’m so focused on my craving for Farah that I could lose myself to my appetite far too easily. 
 
    Instead, I remove my coat and hand it to her with a single nod of thanks, before crossing the hall and entering my study and closing the door behind me. 
 
    Once more alone, I crumple into the chair behind my desk and close my eyes. 
 
    Sybil, my housekeeper, knocks a moment or so later. 
 
    “Enter,” I say gruffly. 
 
    “You looked like you needed a drink, sir,” the middle-aged woman says as she walks towards me, carrying a tray with a single glass of red liquid. 
 
    Sybil is about as unphased by my lack of humanity as it is possible for anyone to be. She lowers the glass to my desk with a steady hand before bowing her head and turning back towards the door, not waiting to be thanked. 
 
    I down the warm blood in one go, easing my parched throat. My thirst somewhat quenched, I allow my mind to wander back to Farah. 
 
    My eyes closed, my head resting on the back of the chair, I reach down and unbutton my trousers. Pulling out my dick, I begin to work my hand up and down the shaft, imagining Farah’s hand is the one touching me. 
 
    I picture her there between my legs on her knees, begging for me to fuck her mouth. The image is enticing and I feel a moan rise up in my throat. I try to keep it in. I try to control myself as my hand’s movement becomes frenzied. 
 
    Imagining her mouth around my cock, I pump my fist around it one last time before coming harder than I have in a decade or perhaps more. Head lulling back, I frown. 
 
    “Don’t play with your food, Everette.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Farah 
 
    After that first meeting and the bizarre forty-eight hours that followed it, my life seemingly returns to normal. I go to work each morning before returning home much later. The days are tedious and mundane. 
 
    Frequently, I catch myself looking for him, my eyes straying to the table where he’d sat watching me or the bus stop where he’d waited for me. I scan the cars that pass me on the street as I walk home each night, wondering if there’s only tinted glass and a bit of tarmac between us. 
 
    But I never see him. 
 
    I can’t tell if it’s disappointment I feel, or if it’s relief. I think it ought to be the latter. Although I fear it’s the former. He didn’t even tell me his name and strangely the fact that he’s still a nameless stranger bothers me. It shouldn’t. Not when everything within me told me he was dangerous, even when I had first met his eye across the café. I’d feared him in a way I’d never felt before. Even now, days later, I can still feel the adrenaline pulsing through my veins, as if at any moment I will need to run. 
 
    The way he’d looked at me had been predatory. 
 
    I can still feel that stare, as if he’s still watching me now. The street lights above my head are bright and yet I feel like I’m walking down a darkened alley. The sound of my own footsteps is almost deafening against the silence around me. There are barely any cars, no people walking. The city is almost dead. 
 
    I try to distract myself from the growing unease in my stomach by pulling out my phone and a pair of headphones. It’s hopeless but I have to at least try to drown out the silence with some music. 
 
    Humming along to the music, I continue up the road, not really sure why I’m so nervous. I feel on edge, scared even, my pulse racing and my eyes straining as I search the shadows for something, though I know not what. 
 
    I hear a noise behind me over the sound of my music and turn abruptly, yanking the headphones from my ears. 
 
    The road is clear and my sense of unease grows as I feel my heart pound against my ribcage. I’ve never been one to get scared, often putting myself in danger’s path rather than more wisely avoiding it. My parents always told me I was reckless. They’d said it with the tone of an endearment, never once chastising me for it. 
 
    My parents were too gentle, too kind. They’d never even raised their voices at me growing up. But someone used that goodness against them, killing them for their generosity. 
 
    They’d met a young woman at the airport. She’d been covered in bruises, some a fresh blue while others were yellowy green. They’d offered to escort the woman to the police station, they’d wanted to help her, but she’d told them she was too scared. So they had taken her home, let her live in their house, feeding and clothing her. They did it all for her and then one night, while they were sleeping, she let her ex-boyfriend, the one who’d given her those bruises, into the house. 
 
    He beat her senseless, almost to the point of death, but that was nothing compared to what he did to my parents. He stabbed them in their sleep, leaving them to bleed to death. 
 
    I still can’t believe that this is the world we live in, a world where the best of humanity can get their killed. 
 
    The generosity they showed that girl left their only daughter alone in this cruel world. 
 
    Pulling my coat around myself, I turn back in the direction of my apartment. Putting one step in front of the other, I tell myself to ignore the fear that is making me feel queasy. 
 
    I just need to get home; I’ll be safe there. 
 
      
 
    Everette 
 
    Avoiding Farah is exhausting. It doesn’t help that I’m not completely sure why I’m bothering to avoid her at all. I should just drink her dry and be done with it. 
 
    And yet that’s not what I want. 
 
    I shouldn’t be thinking about her at all. I should have bitten Farah the first time I saw her, draining her blood dry and been done with it. 
 
    Then I wouldn’t be so conflicted now. 
 
    Staying away from Farah is harder than I had expected it would be. It’s been almost a week since I last saw her and I’ve barely stopped thinking about her for more than few seconds at a time. 
 
    They say that human men think about sex every seven seconds. Well, I think about Farah far more than that. 
 
    I’m fucking obsessed. 
 
    And it’s not just the idea of drinking her blood. It’s everything. It’s the look on her face when I’m close to her, the sound of her voice when I scare her, the way she looks for me almost instinctually… It’s everything. 
 
    And that bothers me. 
 
    Because I shouldn’t be thinking about anything other than how good it will feel to have her warm blood trickling down my throat and into my parched body. 
 
    Sighing, I tell myself I have no choice but to go to her. I need to take her life so that she’ll stop haunting me. 
 
    With that thought in mind, I climb into my car and drive towards the café where she works. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Farah 
 
    My pace quickens when I hear footsteps behind me. A silly little voice in my mind tells me it is probably HIM and that I don’t have to be afraid. Except even if it is him following me, I don’t know him well enough to believe that I’m safe. 
 
    More than that, I’m almost certain that he is anything but safe. He’s the epitome of danger. 
 
    And there’s still the chance that it’s not him. 
 
    I’ve not seen him in days and there’s no reason to believe he would randomly show up now. 
 
    Looking through the glass of one of the shops I pass, I search for a person in the reflection, I search for him. But he’s not there. Instead, there’s another man. He’s younger, bulkier and his face is set in a disapproving frown. 
 
    His hands in his pockets, he looks almost bored. 
 
    I try to ignore my unease and continue in the direction of my apartment, keeping my attention on the road in front of me. I take the long route, choosing not to walk down the alley way that would get me home almost ten minutes quicker, opting instead for the well lit high street. All the while, telling myself that the man is not following me. My fingers clutch around my phone in my pocket, shaking slightly. 
 
    When he’s still walking behind me some five minutes later, my heart begins to pound haphazardly in my chest as I feel panic rise up within me. 
 
    The pathing stones are uneven and I stumble. 
 
    But I don’t fall. There’s a hand holding me up, strong and firm and terrifying. I try to pull back but his grip doesn’t loosen. 
 
    I gulp in as much air as possible, preparing to scream. 
 
      
 
    Everette 
 
    Anger boils away in my stomach as I make my way towards her, completely ignoring the Vampire now hunting my prey. Spotting me, he groans, knowing that any claim he might try to make will be denied. 
 
    I might not know him but he certainly knows me. 
 
    He begins to slink away back into the more crowded streets, presumably seeking out a replacement meal. 
 
    Farah trips and I reach out to stop her falling. It’s instinctual. Almost as natural as biting her. Not that that makes sense at all. 
 
    She tries to pull away, without even raising her eyes to look at me. 
 
    “What are you doing, Farah?” I ask, my voice entertained, a perfect mask for the fury that is still raging within me. 
 
    Her eyes dart to mine and I can’t tell if she’s relieved that it’s me that is holding her or terrified. I hope it’s the latter. 
 
    She doesn’t speak. She doesn’t look like she knows how to and her expression is endearing. Not that I’d tell her that. 
 
    All the fight seems to fall away from her body and she slumps against me. The sudden warmth surprises me and I enjoy it more than I should. 
 
    I stand still, Farah’s limp body in my arms, staring down at her. My eyes rove over her face before settling on her neck. I struggle to ignore the internal demand to bite her now. A jealous passiveness boiling in my veins. 
 
    But I want her awake. 
 
    I want to see her squirm, enjoying the sensation of the blood leaving her veins until it’s suddenly too late, only then will she try to fight, only when she feels her life coming to its close. 
 
    It’s an evolutionary advantage that a Vampire’s prey cannot resist. With the very first burst of pain, there is a release of endorphins, easing the pain and giving the prey a building sense of euphoria. 
 
    With Farah in my arms, my eyes trained on the blood pulsing in the vein just below her skin’s surface, it’s impossible not to imagine the way she’d react to the ecstasy my bite would give her. How she would cling to me wantonly. 
 
    I wouldn’t stop. I wouldn’t be able to, even if I wanted to. 
 
    And then one by one, her veins would begin to collapse and the natural drugs that my bite would give her would no longer be able to function. 
 
    Then and only then would she realise that something is wrong. She would start thrashing, scratching and fighting, trying to escape, but it would all be pointless. 
 
    It wouldn’t last long. As quickly as her fighting would start, it would end. And I’d be left with a corpse, not unlike the limp body in my arms right now. 
 
    That idea leaves me feeling surprisingly irked. 
 
    Pulling Farah’s body closer to my chest, I consider my options. The only thing I know for sure is that I will not wait any longer. It’s not because her blood is too tempting but rather that I won’t let anyone else anywhere near her. 
 
    She’s mine. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Everette 
 
    Lowering a sleeping Farah onto a couch, I step back and perch on the edge of the coffee table next to her. I shouldn’t have brought her here. It might not have been my wisest decision but I can’t bring myself to regret it. 
 
    I want her here. 
 
    I lose track of time as I wait for her to wake up. Wrapped in a blanket, she curls up into the foetal position. I watch her closely, taking in every single minute change in expression. 
 
    My eyes notice more than any human’s would but still I feel wary that I might miss something. I see Farah’s breathing shallow and her eyes flicker beneath her lids as she dreams. 
 
    Human eyes would never catch that, I smirk to myself. 
 
    I notice the slight pink tinge of her cheeks and the darkness of her lashes. 
 
    Rubbing the back of my neck with my hand, I close my eyes for a moment, trying to collect my thoughts. I breathe in deeply even though I don’t need the oxygen rich air that fills my lungs, before standing to my feet. 
 
    Crossing the room, I make my way towards the desk that sits directly in front of the large bay window. I take a seat behind the desk and power on my laptop, forcing myself not to look back at the sleeping girl on the couch. 
 
      
 
    Farah 
 
    I wake with a start, sitting up abruptly. It’s dark and I can hear the gentle sound of fingers clicking on a keyboard. Looking around, I search for the source of the sound, my eyes finally settling on Everette – I think it’s him – barely visible in the glow of a computer screen. 
 
    “Everette?” I ask, my voice barely a whisper. 
 
    He looks up, his eyes expressing his surprise at finding me awake. I stay still, suddenly nervous, as he approaches me. I don’t know what I expect to happen that my heart is racing so fast. 
 
    He sits on the edge of the coffee table opposite me and leans forward, so close that I can smell his own personal scent in the air between us, an earthy mixture of sandalwood and coffee. 
 
    I smile at him, not that I know why, waiting impatiently for him to do something. I want him to touch me or kiss me or something. Anything at all. 
 
    But he doesn’t move. Instead he just sits there, his legs spread apart, his elbows on his knees and his chin resting in one open palm. 
 
    I watch him eagerly, anticipating his next move, fearful that it may never come. 
 
    “You should have slept longer,” he tells me, his voice carrying a lilt that I hadn’t expected. The softness of his tone and the almost boyish grin on his face confuses me. 
 
    Then he’s leaning forward, far slower than I’d like, until his lips are only centimetres away from mine. I feel compelled to close the small space, lifting my lips to meet his. 
 
    The second our lips touch, I feel electric tingles move through my lips and across my skin. I can’t stay still. I need to touch him. 
 
    I practically lunge myself into his lap, deepening the kiss, my tongue darting into his mouth. 
 
    He chuckles lightly as he brings his hands to my shoulders, pulling me back slightly. 
 
    “Not yet, Farah,” he tells me firmly, pushing me back towards the couch. 
 
    “But…” I begin to grumble but he just shakes his head as he tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear. 
 
      
 
    Everette 
 
    I don’t know why I’m pushing her away when I finally have her exactly where I want her. She’s far past the point of no return. There’s no escaping now that I’ve brought her to my house. 
 
    And yet, I feel like I have to give her a choice. 
 
    Why I don’t know. She’s my prey and as prey, her opinion is pretty much null and void. 
 
    I’m not going to let her go. I will bite her. There’s no escaping that now. But I’ll let her pick between a quick and slow death. 
 
    I want to keep her alive as long as possible so that I can truly relish in the taste of her blood, but more than that I want to explore the other feelings that are bothering me. I want to understand why I feel so insistent that she shouldn’t die, why the idea of her cold corpse in my arms is so heart wrenching. 
 
    I consider explaining it all to her, but I’m sure that will just scare her and waste precious time. 
 
    “What would you say if I told you the monsters in your book are real?” I ask her gently. 
 
    She meets my eye with more confidence than she should in this situation. Licking her lower lip, she inches towards me, moving into my personal space. There’s a heat in her eyes that suggests she’s not actually listening to me, too focused on her own lust. Although there is also something there that makes me question if she knows what I desire too. 
 
    I wait for her to answer but she never does and quickly I grow impatient. 
 
    “Farah, are you listening?” I ask her almost irritably. 
 
    The adorable smile that curls her lips in the next second cools my temper almost instantly. In one fluid motion, I lift her into the air, and move so that I am now sat where seconds ago she was sitting, and then lower her back onto my lap, her legs on either side of me. 
 
    Her work skirt rides up her thighs ever so slightly and I have to pause for a second, trying to ignore the way my body responds to having her so close, my trousers growing uncomfortable. 
 
    If the sudden change in position surprises her, she never lets on, as her gaze meets mine once more, her eyes moving quickly from my eyes to my lips and back again. 
 
    She doesn’t say anything. She doesn’t need to. I know what she wants, what she needs. And I don’t have the energy to resist her anymore. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Everette 
 
    With just the tips of my fingers, I lift her chin so that I can kiss her again. This kiss is softer than the last as I pull her body closer, leaning back in my chair, as I try to force myself to take it slow. 
 
    My hand brushes along the smooth length of her thigh, smirking at the way my touch brings goose bumps to the exposed flesh. 
 
    Always eager, Farah’s tongue meets mine as her warm lips move with my cooler ones. Her fingers inch towards the hem of my shirt, untucking it from my trousers and then her hands are on my skin, touching my stomach. 
 
    Her touch causes my fangs to lengthen, pushing out further from their gums. It’s not only my fangs that react though. My dick is throbbing, demanding to be released from its restraints. 
 
    It doesn’t help that Farah is rubbing her pretty little arse back and forth on my lap, right above it. It’s pure torture. 
 
    She pulls away from the kiss, breathing heavily, resting her head on my shoulder. Her neck is right there and I’ve never wanted to bite her more than I do now. 
 
    I brush her hair back from her shoulder as she moves closer still, pressing her chest against my own. I feel the warmth pouring off her skin and I practically taste the pheromones she’s letting off in the air around us. 
 
    My finger moves to her collar, tracing her vein through the fragile layer of skin. My breathing is harsher than it should be. It’s not like I’m struggling for breath. I lower my mouth to that vein, dropping several small kisses to the spot before allowing my teeth to sink into her flesh. 
 
     I feel her body tense, her fingers wrapping around my arms, nails digging into my shirt. But almost as quickly, I feel her body loosen up once more. 
 
    It’s hard to focus on her, when I can taste her blood. It’s indescribably sweet, an almost heavenly nectar. I feel a new found power surging through my body as I literally ingest her essence. The taste is addictive, far sweeter than I’ve had in years. 
 
     I fight the temptation to give in and take her life. I feel the change in her body before she does, stopping just before she has the chance to begin fighting me. I don’t want to scare her. 
 
    I want to bite her again and again, taking her to the edge of death over and over before finally taking her life 
 
    Lapping at the wounds my fangs have given her, I use my venom to close them. Then I kiss my way up her neck and back to her mouth. 
 
    She’s sluggish as she tries to respond to my kiss. I caress her neck soothingly with slow and gentle circles, trying to ease any leftover pain. 
 
    Gradually she seems to return to her senses as I cup her face in my hands. Her eyes are hooded, sleepy but beneath that I can see that she’s afraid. She doesn’t understand what has just happened, but she knows that she’s in danger. 
 
    Ironically, I’m probably less dangerous to her now than I was a few moments ago. I lick my lips, enjoying the taste of her blood that stains them. She sits astride my lap, completely petrified, simply incapable of obeying her instinct to run. 
 
    Her lips are quivering and she’s clearly close to tears. Her breathing comes sharply and I can hear her heartbeat’s faltering rhythm. 
 
    I should pull back, give her time to adjust, time to accept that what I am. 
 
    But I can’t. My bloodlust might have been quenched for now, but there are other desires that have still gone unmet. 
 
      
 
    Farah 
 
    I’m struggling to think straight, trying to rationalise exactly what has just happened. I can hardly believe it. I should be pushing him away, running for the door. 
 
    I knew he was dangerous. I knew it the very first time I met him and yet I’d stupidly ignored it. 
 
    Now though, climbing down from his lap, I stagger back. I know I should run, but my feet refuse to obey me. They’re glued to the ground and I am seemingly incapable of moving as I stare down at him. 
 
    He hasn’t moved. He’s just sitting there, gazing up at me, his stare deadly. It tells me that as much as my instinct is to run, his is something altogether more sinister. 
 
    He could kill me. He probably will. 
 
    I should run. I should fight. I should tell him that I want to live. Or perhaps I should scream, hoping that someone will rescue me. 
 
    But logically, I know I’ll never win. 
 
    “Farah, calm down,” he tells me, reaching out to me. Giving off an aura of perfect tranquillity, he pulls me back down into his lap and my body obeys him. 
 
    I don’t speak, sitting there in his lap, still on edge, almost waiting for death to come for me. 
 
    “I’m not going to hurt you,” he says and I almost laugh aloud at the idea of him saying that he won’t hurt me. 
 
    He forces me to meet his eye, lifting my chin softly. His gaze is softer than I expect, almost longing. He doesn’t speak again for the longest time as I just stare at him, losing myself in his iridescent eyes. 
 
    It’s almost laughable that I’ve been so completely unaware of what he is. Looking into those supernatural eyes, eyes that swirl a mixture of cobalt and violet. It’s only now that I see him for what he truly is; a Vampire. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Everette 
 
    I’m not sure why I’m putting in so much effort to placate her fears. Especially when her fear tastes so good. I rub soothing circles on her back with one hand while the other keeps her face in place, so that she won’t look away. 
 
    When she seems more settled once more, I clutch onto her hips, pulling her closer again so that she’s once more resting against my body. I delight in the warmth of her body against mine. 
 
    Something passes between our gazes, something unspoken before I slowly pull her face towards mine so that I can kiss her again. I move far slower than I want to, nervous that I might scare her again. But as slowly as I try to go, the kiss is quickly deepened as it re-ignites the passion within her. 
 
    When her hands begin to wander once again, I take it as my cue to move forward. I pull her shirt over her head so that she’s now sat on my lap in her skirt and bra. 
 
    She looks needy and decadent and I’m overtaken by a primal desire to not only claim her as my prey with a bite but to claim her in countless other ways too. 
 
    As my fingers reach for the clasp on her back, my mouth moves down her neck, along her collarbone peppering her skin with a trail of kisses until I reach her cleavage. 
 
    I’d laughed at the human men in the café for having ogled at her breasts, and yet here and now with them on display before me, I find myself sympathetic with them. 
 
    Tracing the line of her silk bra with my nose, I breathe in her scent, forcing myself not to rush. When the bra falls away, I’m left in awe of the sight that’s before me. 
 
    Naturally, I want to bite her again. I want to dig my fangs into her nipple and make her scream. But I won’t. Not yet. 
 
    Instead, I use the tip of my tongue to run a path around her left breast, spiralling in towards her nipple before sucking forcefully on it. The temptation to bite down is almost excruciating, especially when she lets out a loud, agonising moan. 
 
    My voice is hoarse when I tell her to stand up. She obeys immediately without hesitation and I get to my feet as well. She seems to know what I want as her hands go straight to my belt, beginning to unbuckle it. 
 
    I remove my shirt and then my trousers and boxers so that I’m stood naked before her. 
 
    She’s quiet, not saying anything as she takes in the sight of my weeping cock. I’m not small. I don’t think there’s a Vampire alive who is. Not that we make a habit of comparing measurements. 
 
    Lowering to my knees, I reach beneath her skirt to remove her knickers and then I’m pulling her back down onto my lap, her skirt still on. 
 
    If I was human or a better man instead of the monster that I am, I’d ask her if this is what she wants. I’d give her a way out. I’d let her leave. 
 
    But I’m not and I have no intention of stopping even if she begs. I feel like I should warn her that yes, I am a Vampire but unlike the Vampires in her storybooks I’m not agonising over my own soul or the ethics of drinking her blood. I’m not looking for her to love me or hoping that she will somehow save me. I’m perfectly happy being the monster that I am. 
 
    What’s worse, is I am perfectly content with being her destruction, her undoing. 
 
    Her core is wet as my dick slides against it, impatient to be inside her. Using my hands on her hips, I encourage her to move, enjoying the friction and the electricity that runs through every single one of my nerves at her touch. 
 
    Then I lift her gently so that she’s hovering over me before slowly bringing her back down so that my cock slowly stretches her. I hear the hiss of pain that escapes her lips and in an attempt to distract her, I bite down on her lower lip, releasing a wave of endorphins into her system. Immediately, her body relaxes and the hiss of pain becomes more of a needy whimper. 
 
    This was never a part of my plan. I’d never intended to fuck her. My goal had always been her blood and yet now that I’ve drank from her veins I know I’ll never be able to quench my thirst for her, I’ll never have enough. 
 
    I guide her movements using my hands on her thighs, all the while thrusting into her quicker than a human ever could. 
 
    Her body is like a drug, much like her blood. One touch will never be enough. Clinging to her, I turn so that I now have her pinned beneath me on the couch, her thighs wide open for me. 
 
    Her fingernails dig into my skin as she claws at my back. I’m in a heady trance as I pound into her over and over again. She’s lucky I don’t bite her right now, because if there’s no way I’d be able to control myself. I’d kill her for sure. 
 
    I’m so lost to the feelings and pleasures that her body inspires. She’s driving me crazy, wrapping me up in a soft cocoon of pheromones and sensations. 
 
    Farah’s back arches and I feel her tight walls begin to pulse, sucking me in deeper, almost claiming me the way I want to claim her. She lets out another of those soft, little whimpers before I feel her body give way to an orgasm. 
 
    Her eyes meet mine, seeing more of me than I think I want as my defences are lowered by the intoxication of impending climax. 
 
    I blink twice before saying, “I’m going to bite you.” 
 
    I don’t wait for her to consent. I don’t care to hear her try to refuse. I know I’m a monster but I couldn’t give a flying fuck. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Farah 
 
    I don’t have time to try and pull away before his fangs break through the thin membrane of skin on my neck. My head is fuzzy and I begin to feel dizzy. The bite doesn’t last as long as the last one and before I know it, it’s over. 
 
    I feel surprisingly safe as Everette flips us around so that I’m now lying on his side with my head resting on his chest. Inhaling the musky scent of sex and sweat, I try to catch my breath.  
 
    I don’t know what to make of everything that has just happened. I don’t know if I should be angry, terrified or what. 
 
    “Sleep Farah.” 
 
    The words are a demand, not a request and I feel my eyelids obeying him long before my mind is willing. With a thousand questions in my mind, I fall into a restless slumber. 
 
      
 
    Everette 
 
    Watching her sleep, I consider my options. If my intention was to keep her alive, then bringing her here was probably unwise. 
 
    Now that I’d had a taste of her blood, I’d crave more and more, my thirst never fully sated until I kill her. That’s the destiny before us and yet surprisingly, that isn’t enough. 
 
    With a grimace, I extract myself from her embrace and leave the room and the sleeping girl behind. Making my way down the hall, still naked, I enter my bedchamber. 
 
    I slip on some clothes before perching down on the side of the large fourposter bed that dominates the room. My mind wanders to Farah and I picture her tied to one of those posts. 
 
    Sighing, I lie back and close my eyes. 
 
    *** 
 
    Much later, I hear a knock at the door. I don’t bother to answer, knowing that no one in my house would dare bother me without a response. 
 
    Except I hadn’t been counting on Farah. 
 
    The door opens giving way to a sudden burst of sunlight. For a Vampire that doesn’t need to sleep, I sure seem to do a lot of the stuff. 
 
    I try to ignore the returning darkness when she closes the door behind her and the pitter of her feet on the hardwood floors. It’s only when I feel the mattress give way to her weight that my eyes dart open. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she says, remarkably calmly. 
 
    “For what?” I ask, not knowing to what she is referring. 
 
    “Disturbing you.” 
 
    I bark out a quick guff of laughter before allowing myself to lower my head once more to where it had been resting on the bed. I’m surprised by how utterly undisturbed I feel by her presence here in my room. 
 
    Reaching for her, I notice that her skin is cold. She shivers against my touch. Exasperated, I reach for the edge of the duvet, pulling it away from where it is tucked beneath the pillows. 
 
    “Get in,” I tell her. 
 
    She does as she’s told but then quickly tells me that she probably shouldn’t be going to bed at nine in the morning. Her tone is almost sarcastic and it’s reminiscent of the angry girl I first met outside the café, after stealing her book. 
 
    I pull her back into my arms, now under the covers, and ask her if there’s something she’d rather be doing, a smirk on my lips. 
 
    We lounge about for the next hour or so before her stomach rumbles and I’m reminded that there are human needs that need to be met. It’s been a long time since I last considered the needs or even wants of a human. 
 
    “Hungry?” I ask her. 
 
    I might be dressed but she’s still naked and so I go to my wardrobe and find her something to wear. I hand her one of my t-shirts and a pair of shorts that will undoubtably be too big for her. 
 
    She dresses quickly, pulling on the drawstring of the shorts to keep them on her hips. She looks like a little kid in my overlarge clothes, especially with the nervous expression on her face. 
 
    Taking her hand, I lead her towards the door. 
 
    “Where are we going?” she asks, holding back, her feet firm on the ground. 
 
    “Aren’t you hungry?” 
 
    “I…” Her eyes dart between me and the door. “Do you even have food here?” 
 
    Chuckling, I nod my head. “I have human servants.” 
 
    It’s clear from her expression that she’s surprised, but she accepts my words none the less and follows me out of the room. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Farah 
 
    I follow after him throughout the house, taking in all the details that I can. It’s a large house, so large in fact, that I’m not sure I’d actually call it a house so much as a manor or palace. 
 
    We’re quiet. He doesn’t speak and I make no attempt to force a conversation. It’s only when we suddenly enter the kitchen that he finally speaks, but it’s not to me but rather a middle-aged woman who is working diligently at the stove. 
 
    “Sybil, what are you cooking?” he asks as he guides me towards a stool at the breakfast bar. 
 
    “Will you actually eat it, Sir?” she returns his question with one of her own. 
 
    “Not likely,” Everette replies as he sits on the stool next to my own, “but Farah will.” 
 
    Sybil turns her head towards us, smiling at me sweetly. “Is there anything you dislike, dear?” she asks. 
 
    Shaking my head, I struggle to answer her. I’m gobsmacked. I just can’t believe how comfortable she is with Everette. She obviously knows what he is and yet she doesn’t seem even the smallest bit scared. 
 
    “I can eat anything,” I answer her eventually. 
 
    “That’s good,” she says, offering me a wide, friendly smile. “Dinner will be ready in just a few minutes.” 
 
    She doesn’t seem surprised by my sudden appearance or by my humanity and I find myself wondering if Everette regularly brings girls back to his house. I almost giggle aloud as I realise that I’m jealous. I should be worrying that Everette is planning to kill me but no, I’m jealous that I’m not the first girl he’s killed. 
 
    Fuck’s sake! I’m clearly off my bloody rocker! 
 
    My eyes wander around the room as I try to fight the urge to look at Everette. I have a lot of questions for him, but I can’t possibly ask them in front of… Sybil. 
 
    I almost jump out of my skin when I feel his hand on my thigh. My eyes meet his abruptly as he squeezes my thigh almost encouragingly. 
 
      
 
    Everette 
 
    She’s overwhelmed. That much is obvious. 
 
    What isn’t so obvious is why I care. It shouldn’t matter. I’ve practically kidnapped her after all. 
 
    “Why did you bring me here?” she suddenly asks, nervously glancing towards Sybil. 
 
    I don’t really know what to tell her. I can hardly tell her the truth, that even I don’t know what I’m doing. 
 
    “You weren’t safe,” I tell her, my honesty surprising me. 
 
    “Am I safe now?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She doesn’t bristle or try to get away from me, instead she just sits there, accepting my answer. 
 
    Her voice is a whisper, strangely at contrast with Sybil’s clattering of dishes, when she asks, “will you hurt me?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Do you want to?” 
 
    I don’t answer her immediately. I don’t want to disappoint her. Which is completely ridiculous. Why the hell would I care about the feelings of an insignificant human? 
 
    Except I don’t think for one second that she’s insignificant. 
 
    At least not to me. 
 
    “Yes, I do,” I tell her sincerely. 
 
    Again, she doesn’t bulk even though she should. She should be running for her life, trying to escape the ultimate predator, instead of preparing to eat dinner with him. 
 
    “Farah,” I begin. I don’t know exactly what I want to tell her. Sighing, I stop myself. There’s no point telling her that as much as I want to hurt her, I won’t. It would be a lie. 
 
    I want to tell her to leave, while forcing her to stay. I want to bleed her dry but I want her to live. My thoughts are a contradictory mess and so I choose to stay quiet, ignoring the building tension between us. 
 
    Sybil plates up two dishes of pasta. She knows I won’t eat it, but she gives it to me anyway. It’s not that I can’t eat it but rather I just don’t want to. There are very few things that the humans eat or drink that us Vampires enjoy. 
 
    In fact, there may only be one; alcohol. 
 
    The rest is all pretty much tasteless. Some meats taste better than others, the richer the better, but nothing tastes as good as blood. 
 
    I toy with the food on my plate as Sybil leaves the room. I know I should say something to Farah but I haven’t got any idea what I can possibly say to her. I can’t change the facts. 
 
    “Will you hurt me?” she asks again and the emotion I hear in her voice, gives me cause to turn towards her. 
 
    I hate it. That sound. That pain. 
 
    “Farah, I can’t promise I won’t.” 
 
    “You’re not going to let me leave, are you?” 
 
    I don’t deny the truth in her words. 
 
    “Do you want to?” I ask instead. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I breathe out heavily, relieved by that one tiny little word. I might kill her, I will almost certainly hurt her, but she will not leave. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Farah 
 
    Foolish! Stupid! Idiot girl! 
 
    I should tell him that I want to leave. But no. I just sit here, eating my bloody dinner. When I’m finally finished, feeling sick to my stomach, I push away from the breakfast bar, the bar stool screeching against the stone floor. 
 
    Everette frowns. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    It’s almost as if he’s scared that I might actually leave. Not that I’d have much chance of leaving anyway. He’d obviously catch me. 
 
    “I need to go to the bathroom,” I mumble back. 
 
    “Oh,” he replies. “I’ll show you the way.” 
 
    He stands to his feet, taking my hand and leading me from the room. 
 
    “Would you let me go if I wanted to?” I ask him before I can stop myself. 
 
    He pauses, considering the question. 
 
    “Probably not,” he answers. “I’d like to tell you that I would but I don’t think I can.” 
 
    Nodding my head, I’m hardly surprised. It’s not like I expect to survive this visit to his house. 
 
    “Do you intend to keep me here?” I ask another question. “Locked in here?” 
 
    “Is there somewhere you would like to go?” 
 
    “Work?” 
 
    “You don’t need to work anymore, Farah.” 
 
    “I like working.” 
 
    His eyes are thoughtful as he looks down at me. 
 
    “You can come and go as you please,” he says between gritted teeth, “so long as you come back.” 
 
    I don’t know what to say to that except, “you’d find me anyway.” 
 
    “Yes, Farah, I would.” It goes unsaid that he’d be angry and that I’d be punished but the message is received all the same. 
 
    “Will you kill me?” 
 
    “Not today,” he answers almost sarcastically, “but if we have to continue this conversation much longer that might change.” 
 
    “So, I can work?” 
 
    “Yes, Farah, you can do whatever you like,” he replies irritably, “within reason.” 
 
    Everette 
 
    It’s a huge concession, one I can’t explain. I have no idea what I gain from letting her come and go as she pleases. Probably nothing. Except her willingness. 
 
    Logically, I know that she’s actually safer outside of these walls than she is within them, especially now that I’ve bitten her. I’ve claimed her as my prey and so no other Vampire would dare to try and take her. 
 
    But that does nothing to ease my disquiet. 
 
    Farah is unexpectedly demanding as she tells me that she needs me to take her home to pick up some clothes. A quip about keeping her in a perpetual state of undress is on the tip of my tongue, but something about Farah’s facial expression tells me she won’t appreciate it. 
 
    What’s more surprising than her demand is that I don’t seem to mind as I lead her down the hall towards the front door. It doesn’t bother me at all that I’m about to play bloody chauffeur for a human. 
 
    I even catch myself opening her door for her, playing the part of a fucking gentleman. 
 
    This isn’t quite what I had planned when I decided to bite her, I hadn’t been planning to move her into my house or to fuck her. Nothing I’m doing makes sense anymore. 
 
    “Do I have to stay at your house?” she asks. 
 
    I don’t really have an answer for her. I’ve not really thought this through. Last night, I acted on impulse, reacting more to the jealous, possessiveness that I’d felt. 
 
    “I’d like you to,” I admit. 
 
    “Okay,” she agrees. 
 
    My fingers tighten on the steering wheel. I should tell her to get out of the car and then drive away, leaving her to live her life freely, without fear. 
 
    But I won’t do that. 
 
    I’m too selfish, too in-human… 
 
    My craving for her blood will eventually kill her, of that I’m certain and yet there is no way in hell that I’ll let her go, not when I can enjoy the taste of her blood every day, relish in her body over and over again. 
 
    Pulling up in front of her apartment block, I turn to face her. My words are not comforting, they’re not intended to be. 
 
    “I may kill you, Farah. I’m sorry,” I rub my hand over my face, “I’m sorry but I can’t go back now.” 
 
    I’m not sure why I’m apologising when I don’t regret any of it. I knew from the very first time I smelt her blood that I would be her downfall. 
 
    “I’ve tasted your blood,” I say softly. “I’ll never forget it. I’ll always crave it.” 
 
    With those words, I climb out of the car and move faster than her eyes can see to her side of the car so I can open the door for her too. She doesn’t let me see her surprise. But I hear the way her heart races in response. 
 
    Taking her hand, I lead her into the apartment to collect her things, so that I can reintroduce her to the world that she thinks she knows. 
 
    I’ll show her everything and relish in her completely and when I’m done, I’ll either kill her or change her. 
 
    That will all depend on whether or not I still desire her. Something tells me, I will always crave her. 
 
      
 
    To Be Continued in CRAVING! 
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