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Chapter
One

ALASTAIR THORNE III (AXL)


My fingertips skate up her inner thigh, dancing over the soft expanse of skin. Her gasp is almost drowned out by the rustling of her skirts as I hoist them higher. If I had more time, I would have her naked, spread out on her plush bed with her legs apart so that I could admire her sweet delights before partaking in them. But alas, this night I must be quick.

“Alastair, my love,” she moans, her head tipped back to reveal the sweet-smelling skin of her décolletage. I inhale the scent of her French perfume, and my cock twitches in my pants. Such a welcome aroma after hours traversing the foul stench of the smog-filled streets of London. “We should not.”

I flick my tongue over the skin at the base of her throat and push her back against the wall. “But I must, Lynette. For I will be driven mad if I do not have you now.” I tug her undergarments aside and brush a knuckle through her slick, swollen folds.

She offers a small whine. “My father will be back shortly, and he—” Any further protest is cut off with a gasp as I sink my finger inside her cunt.

“I am not afraid of the viscount, little minx.” I gently work my digit in and out of her, and she moans my name. “Nor am I afraid of the duke.”

Duke Edmund Welsby—Lynette’s betrothed. A man stupid enough to believe her a virgin. But Lynette Blanchard is much too pretty to remain so pure and far too delicious for me to allow her to save herself for some stuffy duke more than twice her age. At eighteen years old, she is a ripe peach, and I plucked her weeks ago. Such a sweet, inviting little thing. It took me less than a week to relieve her of her virginity. How she cried through the pain of me taking her. Soft, genteel sobs that bubbled from her lips while her fingernails clawed a path down my back. The unadulterated shock on her pretty little face when she saw the blood between her thighs still makes me smile. I’ll take my fill of her and move on to the next, as I do with them all. At least she will know the meaning of true pleasure before her lifetime of servitude. For there is very little I do not know about wringing ecstasy from a woman’s body. My mother might call me a rake and a swine, but I am actually doing this young beauty a great service.

Lynette threads her fingers through my hair and tugs, arching her back and sinking farther onto my finger. Her arousal drips deliciously into my palm. Shame she is to become a duchess; she would make such an excellent whore.

“You’re so eager for me, Lynette.”

Her cheeks pinken with heat, and her lips part on a moan. “You make me feel things I never knew possible, my love.”

My love? I hold back a laugh at her sentiment for me. She has known me but four weeks, and yet she declares her love each time I see her. I am sure she would run away with me and forsake the duke—and all the trappings his luxurious lifestyle will afford—if I so much as hinted at the prospect.

“I can make you feel so much more. There is much more of your body I have yet to explore.” I rest my lips against the shell of her ear and slip a second finger inside her. I twist them, readying her for me. The cry she lets out—half pain, half pleasure—is enough to make my cock ache to enter her.

“Unfasten my breeches,” I order, my hot breath rushing over her skin.

She obeys instantly. So compliant. So desperate to be fucked, or perhaps simply to feel alive. Her dark brown eyes so wide and trusting as she lets me defile her. If the duke knew what I’ve been doing to his pretty little virgin bride almost every night for the past three weeks, he would never so much as look at her again. If he knew how she mewls when I fuck her from behind, how she writhes like a feral kitten when I have my mouth between her thighs … She would be cast out. Unclean. A dirty little whore.

Perhaps I should reveal our sordid little secret. I wonder what the meek little mouse would do if she were all alone on the streets of London. The thought is certainly an entertaining one. How quickly she would become one of the whores whom she no doubts looks down upon now. Her tight little cunt is pleasant enough that I would even offer her the occasional mercy fuck. But for now, I much prefer to have her while she’s clean and smells of wildflowers. Not to mention the convenience, comfort, and warmth of her father’s house.

Lynette’s trembling fingers wrap around the base of my shaft and squeeze tightly, exactly the way I like it. Such a quick study. It will be a shame to let this one go after she is married this next week. Or perhaps I will continue to fuck her once she is wed. That would be an even greater insult to the duke. Fat old bastard.

“I have no idea how you fit that inside me,” Lynette whispers, fluttering her eyelashes like she has reason to be coy after that has been inside her more times than she can probably count.

I bat her hands out of the way and lift her skirts higher before wrapping her legs around my hips. “I fit inside your wet cunt just fine, little minx.” To prove my point, I sink deep into her with one single thrust, stretching her tight heat around my cock.

A hoarse cry is ripped from her throat, sending a shudder of excitement up my spine. There is so little in life more satisfying than the pleasure that can be found between a woman’s thighs, even if it has gotten me into more trouble in my twenty-four years than most men get into in an entire lifetime.

Her arms encircle my neck, and she holds on tight while I rut into her, my palms squeezing and fingers digging into the perfect globes of her ass while I chase the release I so desperately crave. I bury my face against in her hair, basking in the vulgar sound of her wet channel accepting every inch of me over and over again. “I will always be the first man to have had you, sweet Lynette. You will never forget me.”

“Never, my love,” she whimpers.

“Even after you wear the duke’s ring, your pretty little cunt will always belong to me.” I pull out and drive into her with all my strength, and her teeth clash together.

Tears fill her eyes. “W-what will happen when I marry, Alastair? Can we still be together?”

“If you are a smart girl and find a way to smuggle me into the duke’s house, then perhaps we will.”

Her lip trembles and her walls ripple around my shaft. “I shall find a way.”

I dust my lips over her jaw. “But the night before your wedding, I am going to sneak into your bedroom. I am going to strip you bare.” She quivers beneath me. “I am going to take my fill of your entire body, and then I am going to spill my seed inside you.”

Her eyes go wide. “Y-you cannot.”

I arch an eyebrow. “I will, little minx. But you have no need to fear, for I will take you in a place that cannot leave you with child.” I slide a finger between the seam of her arse cheeks and press against her puckered hole, edging the tip inside her. She yelps and squirms, but that only makes me want to flip her over and fuck her there right now. “I am going to defile you in every single way there is, my little Lynette, and you will beg for my cock like a wanton whore. Won’t you?”

I roll my hips, sweeping the crown of my shaft over that most sensitive spot deep inside her. She mewls, clinging tighter to me. “Won’t. You?” I punctuate each word with another rock of my hips.

“Y-yes,” she cries before sinking her teeth into her luscious lower lip.

God, she feels so fucking good. I drive into her until her tight heat squeezes my length, rippling muscles milking my shaft and bringing me ever closer to the edge.

“Alastair.” Her warm breath ruffles my hair.

“Lynette!” The voice rings loud through the house and into the scullery, the location of this evening’s clandestine meeting. Her father’s voice.

Jesus fucking Christ!

Her breath stalls in her throat, and she scrabbles to get away from me, but I hold fast. “I’m so fucking close.” I grunt out the words.

Unfortunately, the sound of thundering footsteps headed our way is enough to break me from my stupor. Viscount Blanchard is not alone. And while I may enjoy taking risks with his only daughter, I am no fool.

I pull out of her, and a rush of her slick arousal drips from her channel. “You’d better hope the duke isn’t with your father wanting to inspect his virgin bride’s innocence, little Lynette, because your juicy cunt will give you away in a heartbeat.”

Her cheeks flush bright red, and she hurriedly fixes her skirts while I fasten up my breeches, glancing around for the quickest escape route. Without a word of farewell, I dart for the door and wrench it open. The cold blast of night air fills my lungs seconds before a meaty fist lands on my face, splitting my lip.

“Filthy cur,” the voice attached to the fist growls. A second punch is thrown. I’m too fast this time, and the blow glances off my jaw. Using all of my body weight, I barrel into my attacker. He loses his footing and stumbles backward, allowing me to make my escape.

I run through the dark streets, sticking to the shadows, and while I may be faster than most, I am no match for the army of men it appears Viscount Blanchard has summoned. Their loud voices, speaking of dismemberment and retribution, carry through the night air. Thundering feet and angry bellows chase me harder. So many of them that I am certain the duke has loaned some of his own men to the cause. Perhaps he has discovered what I have been doing to his dark-haired beauty.

Sweat slicks my brow. My heart booms in my ears like the erratic beating of a drum. I stumble, skidding along the mud for a few seconds before I’m able to right myself again. But the slip cost me valuable time. The men’s palpable ire grows closer. How many of them are there? A dozen? A full score?

If they catch me, I am surely done for. One look at Lynette’s face would tell her father what I was just doing to her. The viscount is no stranger to the pleasures of the flesh, for I have seen him in many a sporting house partaking in any young nymph willing to allow him to paw at her. And if, as I suspect, the duke was with him this night, a simple hand slipped beneath Lynette’s skirts would confirm her misdeeds, so soaked for me was she.

I stumble blindly around the bend into the alley in hopes of losing my pursuers, but I plow straight into a solid wall of muscle. I bounce off him like he’s made of granite and fall to the ground. Thanks to the lights installed upon the streets of London’s wealthiest, enough light is thrown into the alley for me to make out the man standing above me. And as I look up into his face, I am certain that my racing heart stops beating altogether. He is … mesmerizing.

Olive skin, dark hair. Square jaw covered by a neat swathe of beard.

Time stands still. I’m vaguely aware of the viscount’s and the duke’s men closing in on me, but I cannot bring myself to move as I stare into the face of the enigmatic stranger. Except he’s not a stranger. At least not entirely. He is the man I saw at the corner of Bond Street this last morning. The same man who watched me so intently that it sent shivers of both fear and excitement skittering up my spine. But at such close quarters, he’s even more mysterious. No, he is terrifying. His dark eyes glow like the dying embers of a fire. He cannot be much taller and is perhaps a tad broader than I, but his presence dominates the entire space around us. And yet, despite my fear, I am captivated.

The voices of the viscount’s men draw closer, and the stranger steps past me, disappearing into the shadows of the street I just ran from. The sound of screams and breaking bones and tearing flesh fills my ears, making my stomach roll. I screw my eyes closed, yet still, I do not move.

What feels like only seconds later, the shadow of the stranger falls over me once more. My eyes are drawn to his mouth where, even in the dim lamplight, the startling sight is unmistakable. Darting out his tongue, he licks the single drop of blood from the corner.

“W-what are you?” My breath is a fog in the cold night air.

He cracks his neck. “Some would say a monster. Others a god. What say you, Alastair Thorne?”

How the hell does he know my name? Fear crawls its icy fingers up my spine, but I can’t prevent my eyes from raking over his body, taking in his exquisitely tailored suit and shoes cobbled from the finest leather. I detect an accent in his speech, but I cannot decipher where it’s from. I have no idea who or what he is, but I find myself eager to know more. “What did you do to those men who were chasing me?”

“I stopped them.” His tone is clipped, giving me the impression that he believes answering such questions beneath him.

“Are you going to stop me?” My blood hums through my veins, buzzing beneath my skin.

His right eye twitches. “If I were, I would have done so by now.”

“How do you know my name? I saw you near Bond Street this morning. How long have you been watching me?”

He fiddles with the cuff of his shirt, giving off an air of disinterest.

I push myself to my feet, dust the dirt from my trousers, and try another question. “Why did you help me?”

That at least seems to spark his interest once more. His intensely dark eyes narrow. “You remind me of someone.” He glances around as though he’s heard something. “We need to leave.”

“We?”

His jaw tics, and he glares at me. “Unless you want to explain the mess of bodies around the corner. Or perhaps wait for the rest of the duke’s men to find you and string you up by your ballocks for defiling his soon-to-be-bride.”

He turns and marches swiftly in the opposite direction, forcing me to jog to keep up with him. As terrifying as he is, he’s right; neither of those outcomes sound the least bit appealing to me. I glance sideways at him. His jaw is set, and he strides with a purpose that both confuses and assures me.

“Where are we going?”

“To my lodgings in Whitechapel.” His response is brusque.

“Whitechapel?” I scoff, unable to hide my surprise.

He comes to a stop and turns to me, arching a thick dark brow in either amusement or disdain. It’s difficult to tell. “Do you not approve?”

I shrug. “It’s just not the kind of place I’d expect a gentleman like you to be lodging, Mr. …?” I pause, waiting for his name.

“What makes you think I am a gentleman, Alastair?” His voice is low and dangerous now, and icy tendrils of fear coil around the base of my spine. He may have saved me from the men who wanted to tear me to pieces, but I can’t help the feeling that I have merely traded one precarious situation for another.

I tip my chin anyway. “You dress like a gentleman.”

He snorts a harsh laugh. “The English put so much stock in what a man wears.” He reaches out and drags his index finger along my cheekbone, his touch leaving a trail of warmth in its wake. Despite my desire to pull away, I find myself fixed to the spot by his scrutinous gaze. “Is it not the character of a man which indicates his status—or lack thereof—as a gentleman?”

Despite the tenuous nature of my current situation, I bark out a laugh. If that were true, then I would be considered nothing better than a vagabond. “Who are you?”

“My name is Alexandros. But you may call me Sire or Master, whichever you prefer.”

I balk at the idea of calling anyone by such a title. Not even my father engenders that kind of respect in me. And this stranger may have saved my life, but he has most certainly done nothing to earn my respect.

His lip curls in a half smile, half sneer, and he cups my jaw in his hand. “That displeases you?”

I wrench my head, trying to free myself from his grip, but he is freakishly strong. “I serve no master, and I bow to nobody.” I snarl my response as anger begins to prickle beneath my skin.

“Oh, you do not need to bow to me, young pup.” He runs his tongue over his top teeth, and that’s when I see the glint of his⁠—

Terror clamps around my heart like a vise, and all the breath is sucked from my body. Are those fangs?

“But you will kneel.” He squeezes my jaw harder, pushing me down until I’m forced to my knees at his feet.

“What the hell are you?” I grit out the words.

He bends down, bringing his face close to mine. “That all depends on you, Alastair.”

Somehow, I don’t think that’s true, but I cannot stop myself from asking the question. “What do you mean?”

“I will be your end …” He licks his lips. “Or your salvation. Certain death or immortality. Which is it to be?”

I stare into his eyes, which are darker than tar, and I am unable to look away. He holds me there, transfixed, even as I fear falling into the chasm of nothingness that stares back at me. I am many things—most of all, I am a survivor. So I give him the only answer possible. “My salvation.”

He bares his fangs once more, which are sharper than a wolf’s teeth, and smiles. “I hoped you would say that.”


Chapter
Two

ALASTAIR (AXL)


I’m on fire. My skin burns while my blood boils through my veins. Was I caught earlier and tossed onto a flaming pyre? No. He found me. He killed those men. Then he … My body is wracked with violent tremors. There was pleasure. White-hot, soul-affirming, life-altering ecstasy. The kind that makes a man fall to his knees …

I shake my head, eyes screwed tightly closed as bone-searing pain bleeds through my ears. I’ve never known anything even remotely akin to this, and I am no stranger to pain, having endured the kind of beatings that not even grown men could withstand before I was old enough to use a razor.

But this is different. Surely this is hell. The one the self-righteous priest clutching his scriptures spoke of every Sunday morning. Fire and brimstone and agony.

My mouth falls open on a scream that makes no sound, and I feel my body twisting inside of itself as a million flaming needles pass through my skin.

And then there is nothing but emptiness and agony. An endless void filled with infinite misery, and I am certain that I must be dead. This must be the punishment for all my earthly sins.
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The pain has subsided, leaving behind only a trace of burning that is still seared into every cell of my body. However, in place of the unendurable agony is a hunger—nay, a thirst. One like I have never experienced in all my twenty-four years. It is not borne of the mortal need to find sustenance to survive but driven by an animalistic need to devour. I blink as my eyes adjust to the orange lamplight, which bathes the room in a fiery glow—perfectly apt given that I’m not entirely sure that I haven’t descended into hell. Nor am I certain that the man who brought me here isn’t Lucifer himself. But if the scene coming into focus right in front of my eyes is hell, then I renounce God and all the heavens, because it might just be the most depraved yet erotic sight I have ever bore witness to.

He is kneeling in the center of a four-poster bed and is surrounded by three naked women, but it’s his body which captures my attention first, covered in a thin sheen of perspiration that dazzles in the lamplight. Every inch is contoured with such hard edges that he appears to have been carved from the finest marble. A woman with thick black hair kneels on all fours in front of him, her back arched in pleasure as he ruts into her like an animal, causing keening moans to pour from her mouth. With his free hand, he holds another by her throat, his mouth buried against her neck and blood trickling down her collarbone and onto her breast while he feeds on her. I lick my lips, and a growl rumbles in my chest. Yet it doesn’t come from me, but from a strange new beast inside me who is desperate to be sated.

The scent of blood floods my senses, the coppery tang suddenly the headiest aroma I have ever had the pleasure of experiencing. She, too, the woman whose blood he is drinking, moans with unrestrained ecstasy. The third woman lies on the bed, her golden hair fanned out on the pillow and her eyes closed. I would think her dead if not for the heaving of her ample bosom and the contented smile on her face. Blood is smeared over the inside of her thighs, and she makes no attempt to cover or clean herself.

I leap up from the bed and into a crouching position, poised like a cat ready to strike at a field mouse. My heart is beating an erratic rhythm in my chest while my blood pounds so loudly within my ears that my head spins. I snarl and flick my tongue over my teeth. I’m surprised at the sharp bite against my flesh, but I am too feral with thirst to give it much thought. My eyes lock on the blonde lying prone on the bed—more accurately, the rich, sticky red substance smeared on her thighs that has me sniffing the air.

I growl and shake my head, yearning to do whatever necessary to sate this burning need that has such a hold over me, but something prevents me from moving. Yet my desperation must catch his attention because he stops feasting on the woman and focuses on me. He licks a drop of blood from his lips, and I’m reminded of the tales of vampyrs my father used to tell me about when I was far too young to hear of such monsters. Creatures who live in the shadows and feast on the blood of mortal men. But that they are real and not some monstrous fairy tale never occurred to me. Until now.

I gnash my teeth, eager to taste. Is that what he is? What he’s made me too?

He jerks his head toward the blond. “Meet Evangeline. I saved her for you, Alastair.”

My eyes rake greedily over her body. Over the full curve of her ample breasts, the slightly rounded swell of her lower abdomen, her thick thighs. The fluttering pulse in her groin where I know her blood runs thick and fast. But I am incapable of moving, unable to bring about the end of the raging fever that burns through me.

The corner of his mouth lifts in a smirk. “You may feed.”

It’s as though his words have snapped an imaginary leash. No longer chained like a dog, I leap onto the bed, traveling clear across the room in one single, fluid movement. I dive on top of her, and she yelps, her eyes flying open and her hands lashing out to push me off. She scratches, and I gnash my teeth, desperate to get at her skin.

Evangeline screams. Then he says something soft and soothing in a language that I don’t understand. Certainly not English, but whatever it is, it calms her. She flutters her long dark lashes at me and drops her thighs wide open, allowing me to slip between them. On any other occasion, I would take some pleasure in the way her soft, sensual body yields so easily to mine, but I’m too ravenous. Instead, I simply make a beeline for her throat, where her pulse throbs strongest. Without a care about how mad I must surely be and how very wrong this is, I sink my teeth into her ripe flesh until it yields with a satisfying pop.

Her thick, coppery-sweet blood rushes over my tongue, coating my teeth and my mouth, and it is surely the most intoxicating and delicious substance I have ever tasted in my entire life. My jaws clamp down tighter, and I suck harder. She whimpers and whines like a needy little whore. My cock is throbbing, harder than I have ever felt it before. Her blood races through my body, filling me with such strength and vigor that I could surely tear her limb from limb if I so chose.

I wrench my teeth from her neck and stare down at her, licking the residual blood from my lips. I am not nearly done with her. There is so much more that I crave. I roar, wanting to beat my chest with the raw power that runs through me.

Her chest heaves, and she whimpers once more, not with fright, but with wanton desire. Why does she want this when I surely must look like I’m about to devour her whole? However much I’ve taken from her, it isn’t nearly enough to sate this thirst.

I allow my gaze to roam over her pliant, willing body. Down to the space between her thighs, where her sweet cunt is glistening with her juices. I swipe my index finger through her soaking flesh, and she shivers. “Do you want more, little minx?”

She nods, gasping.

“Even though you know I’m going to make it hurt?”

“Y-yes. Please.” The plea in her eyes matches the one in her voice, but even if she didn’t want this, she couldn’t stop me from what I’m about to do.

Hurriedly, I free my aching shaft from the confines of my breeches, and then I drive into her soaking wet cunt, groaning with relief as I find her tight despite her wetness. So tight that it takes me two thrusts to sink all the way to the hilt.

“Virgin blood tastes all the sweeter,” Alexandros says, his voice deep and gravelly.

I look down at her again, her pretty eyes rolling back in her head as I pull out and drive back inside her. “She’s a virgin?”

He laughs, but there is no humor in the sound at all. “She was but an hour ago, before I took her, yes. However, her blood will remain just as sweet for a few hours yet.”

I turn to him and grin. “Thank you, Sire.”

He offers me a single nod of his head and commands, “Feed.”

I drop to my forearms, pressing her body into the mattress. Her soft flesh molds to mine, and I bite her again, letting her life-giving blood flood my mouth once more. I want to shake my head and tear out the entire side of her throat, but I hear his voice in my head.

I know you want more, but the longer you keep her alive, the longer you’ll be able to feed on her, Alastair.

I have no idea why I can hear him as though he is voicing my thoughts, but it doesn’t feel wrong. It’s like he belongs there.

I chose her especially for you. She is reminiscent of the duke’s betrothed, is she not?

Ah, Lynette. I suppose she has a similar air about her. But this one’s pussy is much tighter. Her scent much sweeter. I heed his warning and do not tear into her flesh.

I may even allow you to keep her as a pet … until I tire of her, at least.

A pet? So I will get to feed on her and fuck her whenever and wherever I want? The very idea lights me up with anticipation, and I nail her to the mattress while I suckle greedily at her carotid vein, chasing the most intense high I’ve ever experienced. To my surprise, given that I’m doing little more than rutting into her with no concern for her pleasure, she comes before I do, screaming my name while her pussy muscles squeeze tightly around my entire length. My head spins and my eyes roll as I near the edge myself, so close to oblivion. I start to pull out, ready to unload over her luscious breasts, but his voice stops me.

There is no need, Alastair. There is no risk of you leaving her with child.

I don’t have the presence of mind to question or argue. Blinded by lust and hunger, I thrust harder into her, rocking my hips and emptying myself inside her, filling a woman’s womb with my seed for the very first time. It is both euphoric and addictive, and I am not sated. I want more.

Need more.

I turn to my new master. My sire. Another blinding wave of euphoria washes over me as I recall him sinking his teeth into my neck. The feeling is so unique and unusual in its strength that I am sure it has left a lasting impression, like a brand permanently seared upon my soul. But I recall something else from that moment. As I was losing myself in the oblivion of the pleasure he wrung from my body, something happened. Searing, agonizing, flesh-melting pain. My heart stutters at the recollection.

He brushes his fingertips over my cheekbone and pulls me from the memory and back to the present. Back to this room. I share a connection with him of the like I have never felt with another, as though his very heart beats within my chest.

He threads his fingers through my hair and yanks my head back, his dark eyes sparkling with wicked intent. “Still hungry?”

A feral snarl falls from my lips. I am hungry for blood. I want to bathe in it. Drown in it.

He slaps the backside of the woman kneeling on the bed and pulls his spent cock from her, allowing her to fall into a heap next to the honey-haired beauty I just ravaged. However, he keeps his hand fisted in the third woman’s hair, possessive and yet somehow tender. She gazes at him adoringly. “It is the bloodlust. It will pass soon enough.”

Bloodlust? What in heaven’s name is that? He says the word with such confidence, like anyone would know its meaning. Is that the name to describe this insatiable thirst? He nods to the woman lying between his thighs. “You may feed from Scarlet too.”

With his permission given, I waste no time in pulling my still-hard cock from the woman beneath me and diving onto the woman beside her. Alexandros moves out of my way, seemingly content with the remaining woman in his arms for now. I wedge my knee between Scarlet’s thighs and spread them as I pull back her long dark curls and expose the olive skin of her décolletage, sticky with her blood. Her scent washes over me. Sickly sweet yet intoxicating.

I drive my cock inside her tight channel, which is filled with his release, right before I sink my new fangs into her neck. She whines, her inner walls gripping me. And I feed while I fuck her. Never have I felt more alive or more powerful than I do at this very moment. Invincible. Someone could plunge a knife into my chest, and I am sure I would survive.


Chapter
Three

ALASTAIR (AXL)


Having dressed in my own clothes, which have been cleaned and still remain warm from the fire, I watch Alexandros fasten his cufflinks. The three women we spent the past night and day with do not seem to bear any ill will toward either of us for any of the depraved things we did, and they were legion. Nor do they bear any physical signs of having been bitten repeatedly. In fact, they look upon us both, but especially him, with nothing but unbridled adoration.

“When will you be back, my lord?” Kira asks, her dark eyelashes fluttering against her rosy cheeks. The brunette he seems to favor most kneels on the bed, naked and seemingly unbothered about her undressed state in front of me and the other two women. She flashes a coy smile at me before redirecting her attention to him.

He grabs her chin in his hand. “At first light, perhaps. Young Alastair and I have a few things to take care of before we leave for America.”

I tilt my head, sure I misheard. “America?” I don’t know much of the world outside England, but I do know that America is on the other side of it and that it takes six weeks by ship to reach.

He arches an eyebrow at me. “We have much to discuss. Come.” He grabs his coat and heads for the door, leaving the women sighing over his departure and me hurrying to catch up with him. However, it does not escape my attention that I move much more swiftly than I did … I have no idea how many days have passed since I first met this stranger, for I am sure I was unconscious for much more than a single rising of the sun.

He opens the door of the guest house, and cold night air immediately whips at my face, but I don’t feel the bitter chill as harshly as usual. And I don’t feel any stiffness in my muscles from having spent the last eight hours fucking. I roll my neck until it cracks, so much unease creeping into my bones that a shudder runs down my spine.

I know this man saved my life. What was it he offered me? Death or salvation? And obviously I chose the latter, but that doesn’t mean I’m beholden to him in any way. Except, deep down, I know that’s exactly what it means.

He steps out into the busy street, and I follow. “America?” I ask once more.

Without glancing at me, he nods. “We have passage on a ship in two days.”

“But …” So many questions tumble over themselves in my head, begging to be asked, but I have no idea which is the most pertinent.

“I am aware that you have many questions, Alastair. So ask them,” he says, his tone as brusque as his manner.

“What if I don’t want to go to America?”

“What is left for you here?”

I purse my lips. He has a point. My parents hate me as much as I hate them. I have few friends, at least none that can be counted upon. And I prefer it like that. I keep my acquaintances casual for a reason. Everything is much easier that way. If nobody gets close, then nobody can hurt you.

“Where are you from?”

He glances sideways at me, but his face is unreadable, and I’m unable to tell if he’s annoyed by my question. “America.”

“I mean originally. Your accent is …”

“Greek.” He snaps his reply.

I suck on my top teeth and continue following him through the dark streets, unaware of what his intentions are for this night. “Where are we going?”

He gives me his full attention now. “I thought perhaps you would want to see young Lynette before we left.” His lips curve ever so slightly.

My cock stiffens at the memory of Lynette’s supple body and the feral whimpers I tore from her, but that’s as far as my affection for her goes. “Not particularly.”

He laughs, but there’s no amusement in it. Instead, it’s a dark and dangerous sound that makes me shiver. “An acquaintance of mine informed me that one of the duke’s men escaped. He has been talking to the duke of a man with the strength of ten, teeth like razors, and claws like knives.” He inspects his fingers, and I do the same. His neatly trimmed fingernails contradict the last of those claims, but I can attest to him possessing both of the former.

“So we are …?”

“We are going to put an end to the spreading of such notions, Alastair.” He gives me his full attention. “And then I shall answer all of your remaining questions.”

I swallow the trepidation that forces its way up my gullet, and with no other choice, I continue with him on his quest to find the duke and his loose-tongued foot soldier.

We arrive at the duke’s house much quicker than I anticipated. Alexandros walks at the same pace most men run at full speed, and tonight I kept up with him with minimal effort. He guides me around to the servant’s entrance, and we manage to slip inside unnoticed.

My ears prick up at the unmistakable sound of Lynette’s whimpers, but these are not the ones familiar to my ears. They aren’t filled with pleasure. No, these are something else entirely.

Alexandros walks down the hallway and motions with his head for me to follow before stopping outside a door that I assume leads to the parlor.

“What in God’s name—” The approaching guard’s voice is cut off by Alexandros’s hand squeezing his windpipe. He gives a quick flick of his wrist, and I hear a distinct snapping sound. A second later, the man drops to the floor. My canine teeth protract into fangs, the unfamiliar ache forcing me to cradle my jaw with my palm.

“You may sate your bloodlust in full anon,” Alexandros says, his voice calm and steady. “For now, remain alert.”

“I did n-not.” Lynette’s cries ring out from behind the closed door.

Alexandros barges into the room. The two men standing guard near the doorway approach us, and before I can even blink, he has ripped out one’s throat with his teeth while he hoists the other in the air by his shirt collar as though the man were as light as a feather.

Lynette screams, dragging all my attention to her and her torn skirts and mottled skin. My little peach, all bruised and battered. The duke towers over her, shaking with fury and indignation before his attention is directed to the commotion in the doorway. Alexandros has his teeth embedded in the second guard’s gullet now, and the beast caged within me growls and shakes to get out.

The scent of blood in the air has me licking my lips, desperate for a taste. When Alexandros tosses the man toward me, it takes me not a second to catch him in my grasp and sink my fangs into the tender flesh of his throat. Relief and bone-deep satisfaction flow through me as a crimson river of his blood rolls down my gullet. I suck hard and fast until his heart slows to an eventual stop.

It’s only another piercing scream that catches my attention, forcing me to tear my teeth from his skin. I look up at where Lynette is clutching her skirts and cowering beside the fireplace as Alexandros holds the duke up in the air by his neck.

“Where is your footman?” he asks, his voice so cool and entirely at odds with the way he shakes the duke like a ragdoll.

“Wh-what footman?” The duke splutters, his face turning a deeper shade of purple with each passing second.

“The one who told you of the man with the claws like knives.” He squeezes the duke’s throat tighter. “Do these feel like knives to you?” He lets out a dark laugh and repeats his question. “Where is he?”

The duke’s eyes travel to the body at my feet. “That was he.”

Alexandros hums softly, licking his lips like he’s contemplating what to do next. He releases his victim, and the duke curls into a ball and whimpers like a dying dog—no, he is more akin to a rat. “It seems we only have two witnesses left to tell of the awful deeds of this man with the strength of ten then, do we not?” he asks, his eyes raking over Lynette.

“I won’t say a word. I promise.” She shakes her head, and a fresh stream of blood trickles from her mouth. My muscles tense, my body ready to launch itself at her and feast, but Alexandros holds out a hand, and I immediately still. It’s as though I am wired to obey him.

He crouches down, coming face to face with her. Ignoring the sniveling duke, Alexandros curls a lock of her hair between his fingers. “And why would I believe you, little Lynette?” he asks, his voice deep and smooth now, like the richest dark treacle. So paradoxically soothing even as everything else about the man drips with dangerous intent.

She stares into his eyes. “You saved my life. He was going to …” She looks past him until her dark eyes lock on mine, pleading with me. “Alastair, tell him I can be trusted.”

Alexandros turns to me, a wicked smirk dancing on his lips. “You are counting on Alastair here to plead your case, child? He who had so little humanity in him even before I made him what he is now?” He flicks his tongue over his bottom lip and glares at me, awaiting my response.

But my head is spinning with so many questions. What does he mean? What has he made me? My curiosity is outweighed only by my hunger. That thirst for blood which grows stronger and more urgent with each passing second. Until it is the only thing I can think about and feel. All-consuming. Hot and fierce and demanding.

I grind the heels of my palms into my eyes and roar, “What have you done to me?!” Tears, unbidden, streak down my cheeks, and my chest heaves with every painful breath I take.

Within a split second, he is standing before me, his hot breath ruffling my hair. “I gave you salvation, Alastair. Power.” He dips his head close, and his breath, sweet with the scent of blood, dusts over my ear. “I gave you immortality.”

Dropping my hands from my face, I stare at him, and the fiery dark coals of his eyes draw me in until I’m falling into their abyss. The raging beast inside me is soothed for a moment, and I take the opportunity to suck in a breath.

“You must feed, Alastair.” He glances behind him at Lynette and the duke. Two hearts beating fast, tempting me with the delicious ambrosia pumping through their veins. “But choose wisely, for your beast must be fully sated this night.”

I glance at Lynette, her pretty face a mass of swirling purple and violet now, the dark bruise slithering down to her neck where it splinters like fingers. Blood continues to leak from her mouth, dripping down to her collarbone. Sweet, sweet Lynette. My eyes drift lower. Her heaving bosom peeks out from her torn corset. Her skirts, shredded enough to reveal more violent purple marks marring the pale flesh of her thighs. She would surely be sweeter than the duke.

The duke. Still cowering on the floor like the fat, bloated weasel that he is. I sniff the air. His blood smells appealing enough, although I am sure any would right now. And he is twice her size, his veins and arteries longer and thicker than hers. He lifts his head from his curled position and blinks at me. “I will give you money. A title. Whatever you desire. Alastair?” He says my name on a plea.

How long have I coveted such things. The true wealth of a gentleman. Along with chasing women, that has been my life’s single ambition. To one day return to my father’s home with all the trappings of a wealthy London gentleman and prove to him and my rotten excuse for a mother that I am worthy. That I am someone.

Duke Welsby reaches out his hand. Pleading. There’s a second when he seems sure that he has broken through to me. Sure that I would give anything for what he offers. But I cannot see past the disdain on his face on all the occasions I met him previously. When he looked down upon me as though I were nothing.

With a strength I did not know I possessed, I brush Alexandros aside and lunge for the duke, lifting him into the air by the back of his shirt.

“Alastair, unhand me. Ple—” His protests are cut off by a hoarse gurgling sound when I snap my teeth into his gullet and rip out a chunk of his flesh. Rich, coppery, intoxicating blood gushes from the open wound, and I drink it up like a starving animal, letting not a single drop go to waste. Instinctively, he struggles for a moment; however, his strength is no match for my newfound might. It takes but maybe a minute for his corpulent body to go lax.

I drop to the floor with him, falling to my knees and cradling him in my arms while I feast. Even after his heart stops beating, I continue to feed. Blood no longer pumps through his body, and I am forced to bite deeper and harder, drawing all of his sweet nectar to my mouth.

Once again, Lynette’s scream pulls me from my trance. I look up to see her in the arms of Alexandros and let out a feral growl as I lick the residual blood from my lips. He holds her close to him, her back to his chest as she trembles.

My beast has taken all he can from Edmund, but he is still not entirely sated. “I can make her forget, Alastair,” Alexandros says, dusting his teeth over her neck. “One bite and she will recall nothing of this night.”

My eye twitches. She will still have the bruises and the marks. She will wake here in the duke’s house with him and his dead footmen.

“We can return her to her bed.”

Tears roll down her pretty cheeks, and I step closer. Her blue eyes plead with me for mercy. Am I capable of such an act? Is he right? Do I have any humanity left within me? Did I ever have any? Not for a very long time. Not since the only soul on this earth whom I ever loved took it with him when he was slain at the hands of our cruel father. I close my eyes and see Frederik’s straw-blond hair and bright blue eyes. If I concentrate, I can sometimes recall the sound of his laughter. How it would fill my ears, brightening my world on the darkest of days.

“Alastair,” she pleads once more.

Before I can think, I find my hand wrapped around her slender neck and my fangs in the tender flesh there. Sweet, sweet Lynette. She tastes as good as I remember.
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I sit on Lynette’s bed, fascinated as I watch her sleep. “How does she have no marks? No bites or bruises?”

Alexandros draws in a breath through his nose. “You recall when I told you to cut your tongue with your fangs when you were feeding on her?”

The heady rush of drinking her blood a few hours ago comes flooding back to me, lighting up my veins with fire and ecstasy. Feeding on her was different from the duke and even the women from Alexandros’s bed. It was much less … frenzied. Driven by desire rather than hunger, and it was a high like I’ve never experienced before. I was too far gone to ask him why he gave me such a command and simply obeyed. “I remember.”

“Our saliva is enough to heal bite marks, but our blood …” He sucks on his top lip. “Our blood can heal all kinds of wounds. If we are going to make Lynette forget her ordeal, then it seemed pertinent to heal the wounds sustained from the duke and his men.”

Her pretty pink lips are open, and her soft, steady breaths fill the room. “So she won’t recall any of it?”

“Nothing from the last four days. I have given the same courtesy to her father. So nobody will recall you two being together on the night we met.”

I focus all of my attention on him. “How do you do that? Make them forget so much?”

He offers a casual shrug. “It is a gift.”

Everything that’s happened since I met this man has me more confused than a chicken in a pond. “It’s been four days since I met you?”

He nods.

Fuck! I knew some time had passed, but I had no idea I’d lost three full days of my life. I have no idea who or what I am now. For someone who only ever wanted to be somebody, it’s unnerving to be nobody.

Alexandros stands in front of me, his knees touching mine. “You can be whomever you want to be, Alastair Thorne.”

How did he …? It doesn’t matter. It’s simply another question with an answer I have no doubt I will learn in time. “I don’t want to be Alastair.” I’ve always hated that name.

He hums softly. “Then who do you want to be?”

Who I have always wanted to be. “Someone unique. Different. Someone whose name will never be forgotten.”

His eyes narrow on my face, and he stares at me intently for a moment. Assessing me. “Axl.”

Axl? I have never heard the word spoken as a name. But it fits me well, as though I’m trying on a custom-tailored coat. I nod. “I like it.”

“Then you shall henceforth be Axl Thorne.”

“And you? Surely you don’t actually expect me to call you master. Or sire. I mean, I don’t even call my father sir.”

He rocks his head from side to side. “That is because you do not respect your father, Axl.”

He has me there. “True, but still.”

He sucks on his lip the way I’ve already learned he does when he’s thinking. “You may call me Professor.”

Well, I didn’t expect that for a second, but it’s a better alternative than sire. “You’re a professor?”

“Yes. At a prestigious university in America.”

Ah, America. One of the other many elephants in the room. “And you expect me to come with you?”

He turns on his heel and walks out the door without answering me, and once again, I’m forced to follow after him.

“So? America?” I ask as soon as we’re outside the house. The rising sun is doing its best to break through the thick smog but isn’t doing a very good job, yet I have no trouble seeing in the failing light. I have come to recognize that all of my senses are heightened.

“Do you want me to leave you behind here, Axl?”

What the hell kind of question is that?

“A simple one,” he replies.

I grab hold of his arm, pulling him to a stop beside me, and the murderous look he gives me makes me wish that I hadn’t. Still, I swallow my nerves and ask. “Can you read my fucking mind?”

He shrugs his arm away. “If you ever touch me again without my permission, I will take your head. Do I make myself clear?”

I have every reason to believe he means that. “Yes.” I take another breath. “But can you?”

He resumes walking. “Yes.”

I roll my eyes and follow after him. “Another gift?” He doesn’t answer me this time. “Do I have any of these gifts?”

“Perhaps. We shall see.”

God, he is infuriatingly uncommunicative, and I have three million more questions I need answers to.

“You still have not answered my question,” he says, his voice cutting through the cold air like a knife. “Do you want me to leave you behind?”

An unexpected and overwhelming feeling of dread balls in the very pit of my stomach. Sweat beads on my upper lip, and my knees tremble with every step I take. The thought of him leaving me here alone terrifies me. Yet it should not matter to me when I have spent most of my life alone. “No.” I croak out the word.

“Then yes, you shall come to America with me.”

My future is suddenly uncertain and uncharted, and that is both unnerving and exhilarating. Perhaps I will finally become the man I was always meant to be.

You are no longer a man, Axl Thorne. His voice is in my head now, and it doesn’t creep me out as much as it should. It feels like he is meant to be there.

So what am I?

A vampire.


Chapter
Four

ALEXANDROS


It has been centuries since I have experienced the desire to turn another as my sired. Much longer still since I acted upon it. But there was something about Alastair Thorne, or Axl as he would now prefer to be known. I was captivated from the moment I first saw him in the park, sitting on a bench and staring into space with a look on his face that was full of both melancholy and hope. He reminded me so much of someone I have tried my hardest to forget that it brought me to a standstill. For weeks, I observed him. His calculated wooing of Duke Welsby’s betrothed. His ability to both stand out and fade into the background.

On the surface, he appeared cunning and calculated, with a vicious streak I admire. And all of that will serve him well in the world I have introduced him to, but it is that which lay just beneath the surface that intrigued me most: The deep-rooted pain within his soul that made him the callous man he is and the single spark of hope that continued to flicker within his dark heart, hinting at the man he could have been had he been raised differently. That man, I am sure, would have been considered a worthy suitor for the viscount’s daughter and would not have found himself being hunted like a dog. And thus, he would never have found himself in a position to make a bargain for his soul with a man like me. A fact made evident when he spared young Lynette’s life earlier. His beast was sated enough after two kills for him to stop feeding without my intervention, and that is also testimony to his strength of will.

Axl has remained silent for most of our walk back from Mayfair to Whitechapel, but I can hear the myriad of questions buzzing about inside his head. There is so much to learn in this new world of which he is now a part, and it is far better to learn through experience.

“If I’m to travel to the other side of the world, then I suppose I should let my mother and father know I am leaving, perhaps never to return?”

His parents live in Willesden Green. A respectable area where his father enjoys a certain level of esteem, the kind that is unearned and undeserved. It is a fair walk from Whitechapel, much faster if we run, but the streets of London are too crowded to risk detection by moving at such inhuman speeds. “I am sure we shall return here someday, Axl. However, I doubt that your parents will still be alive when we do.” I neglect to add that I doubt they will live to see another sunrise if we visit them before our departure for America.

“I think I at least owe them the decency of advising them of my leaving. I’m sure it will bring them a great sense of relief,” he adds with a delf-deprecating laugh.

“Are you sure it is wise?” is all I offer.

He frowns, his dark brown eyes scrutinizing me. “Why would it not be?”

I tip my face to the sky. It is filled with a thick blanket of smog that makes me long for the clean skies of my home in Havenwood. “You are … different from when you saw them last, are you not?”

His confusion is palpable enough even if I were not encumbered with his thoughts and feelings as his sire.

“Your father has a temper. Your mother is a constant”—I draw in a breath through my nose and go on—“disappointment to you. Is it wise to confront them when you possess such increased strength and whilst your bloodlust is still so close to the surface?”

“You think I’d hurt them?”

I shrug. “Tell me that you have not imagined wrapping your hands around your father’s neck more than once and I will call you a liar.”

He huffs with indignation. “That doesn’t mean I’d actually do it.”

“Not then. But perhaps now.”

He presses his lips together and is deep in thought for a few moments before he replies. “Whatever happens, I will not lose a moment’s sleep over it.” His voice is laced with anger. Fresh pain—the kind I am all too familiar with myself—burns hot in his chest. There is much to learn about Axl Thorne, and I am uncharacteristically keen to know all there is to know about him.

“Then we shall pay them a visit. I will secure us a carriage after nightfall. And then we will return to Whitechapel and take our fill of our companions before we set sail.”

“They’re not coming with us?” he asks.

“No. You may keep the golden-haired one as a pet if you desire, but there are many, many pleasures of the flesh for you to enjoy, young Axl, and you will have more than your fill. Women will fall at your feet.”

His pupils blow wide, and a spike of adrenaline courses through him. I do not add that men will be equally drawn to him, for I sense he has never been with a man before. Humans have such absurd puritanical notions about sexuality, and I do not wish to scare him off.

His lips twitch into a grin. “I thought maybe Kira. You seemed quite attached to her last night.”

I shake my head. I have not felt anything akin to attachment to anyone for three hundred long years. At least not until I sank my fangs into him a few nights ago. “Her blood is particularly pleasing to me. It reminded me of home. That is all.”

He nods his understanding. “How long will the bloodlust last? Is it always this intense? The hunger?”

“Bloodlust is fleeting but essential for all new vampires. Yours may have already passed. You showed a great deal of restraint when feeding on Lynette.”

He shrugs, attempting to brush off the compliment. “I was full.”

I regard him with curiosity. Axl Thorne is a beautiful paradox: brimming with an arrogance that befits his handsome good looks and chiseled physique. But he is unsure of the deeper parts of himself. Unsure of his true character, yet I see him clearly. He is a man deeply wounded by this world. To protect his fragile heart from further pain, he has built himself a suit of armor, fortified with conceit and disdain. Yet beneath the exterior he so crudely wears, he is loyal and steadfast and true. And that is why he reminds me of her. And that is why I turned him, and why I will seek my own brand of justice on the man who broke him as a boy.
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Axl’s trepidation grows stronger the closer we get to his childhood home, and by the time we reach the door of 26 Hopewell Street, he is wearing his anxiety like a thick cloak. He rings the bell, and a short, sturdy housekeeper with a ruddy complexion answers the door. That she offers him a kind smile upon seeing him may save her from the fate which is sure to meet her employers.

Axl glances at me nervously as the housekeeper, who answers to Alice, shows us to the parlor. It is a room that I suspect was once grand in its own way. Plump cushions, their upholstery now faded by sunlight, are nestled together on the couch beneath the window. Silverware, so highly polished that its ornate features are now mere memories of a pattern, adorns the mantel. And the ornate bronze statue of a wolf sits beside the fireplace, its mouth open in expectation.

“Alastair!” Alastair Thorne II stands to his full height upon seeing us enter the room, rolling back his shoulders and putting me in mind of a small bear who wants to make itself look more ferocious than it is. Gray hair peppers his dark locks, congregating at his temples and giving him the appearance of a receding hairline. The cold look of disgust on his face clearly communicates his disdain for his only surviving son, and it grows exponentially more apparent when his eyes rake over me.

“Who is this”—his lip curls in a sneer—“foreigner”—he practically spits out the word—“you bring into my house.”

It is true that my olive skin and black hair are two things that make me stand out in London, but they are not the only things. I flick the tip of my tongue over my fangs, a reminder of the ways he is about to learn exactly how foreign I am.

Axl is hit with so many emotions at once that it takes all of my considerable skill not to let them affect me. Rage and disbelief are dominant, but the one that seems to hurt him most is shame.

You are not responsible for your father’s actions, Axl, I remind him silently through the bond we now share.

It is enough to allow him to find his voice. “This is my friend, Mr. …” He looks to me as he realizes he does not know my last name.

I offer it for him. “Drakos. Alexandros Drakos.”

That earns me only another sneer before he directs his attention back to his son. “What are you doing here?”

Axl inhales deeply. “I came to tell you and mother that I am leaving London.”

Alastair snorts, and then he glances at the woman sitting meekly in the chair in the darkest corner of the room: Margaret Thorne. I was aware of her presence as soon as I entered the room. Heartbeats are not easy to ignore, but she, as a person, is. Mousy brown hair, lips pressed together in a thin, disapproving line, slight of frame, and frail of mind. Weak in every way a person can be. “Then leave. For London will be better without you in it,” he says. The statement is followed up by a hearty laugh at, what he believes to be in any case, his own wit.

Axl’s nostrils flare, and he steps closer to his father. “Before I leave, I need to ask you a question.”

“I owe you nothing, swine.”

His father’s lip curls in disgust, but Axl presses on, undeterred, rolling back his shoulders and squaring up to the man who has tormented him his entire life. “Why did you kill Frederik?”

The question hangs in the air like a lit match dangling above a dry pile of kindling. His father’s face twists with confusion and hate. “How dare you accuse me!” His roar breaches Margaret’s stupor, making her flinch in her chair.

Axl inches closer still, his fists clenched by his sides and his entire body vibrating with the force of his long-suppressed rage. That a vampire so young is able to control his temper and thirst is admirable, and I feel an unexpected flash of pride in my choice for a companion. He was human a few short days ago, and whilst I am his sire, a remnant of his human parental bond remains. Patricide is a crime too heinous for most and, at the very least, not one to be committed upon a whim. “I know you did it.”

“Alastair.” Margaret’s weak voice travels across the room. “Your brother drowned in the lake.”

Axl turns his glare on her. “Then why did he”—he jabs his finger into the chest of the man before him, the man who used to be his father—“have blood on his collar and cuffs? If Frederik simply drowned, where did the blood come from?” He is irate now, his teeth bared and his beast close to the surface. “And you know because you helped him burn his shirt in the fire.”

“How dare you!” Alastair raises his hand, about to bring the back of it crashing down over his son’s face. An act I suspect is so familiar within these walls that even the cherubs adorning almost every piece of art on the walls no longer blanch at the sight.

But Axl is too quick. Too strong. He catches his father’s wrist and squeezes hard, and the sounds of snapping bones and his father’s pained cries fill the room. He forces him to his knees and towers over him, shaking with vitriol. “Why did you kill Frederik?”

I am assaulted by images of a young boy with flaxen hair and smiling blue eyes, along with the sound of innocent, childish laughter as memories of his younger brother swim through Axl’s head.

“I did not kill him,” Alastair insists.

I take a few steps closer, pushing through the wall of Axl’s rage, and observe his father a little more closely. He cries, tears rolling down his cheeks. I am vaguely aware of Margaret crying too, pleading with her son to let his father go, but it is Alastair Thorne II that I am most interested in. He is hiding something, yet it appears, at least on the surface, that he truly believes the words coming from his mouth.

It is a strange and unique facet of the human condition that the mind is often unable to distinguish between reality and truth, and if a person can convince themselves of a lie—perhaps because the truth is too heinous to accept—then they will come to believe the falsehood as reality.

I cannot be sure if that is the case here, but I am sure of Axl Thorne. I have combed his memories and witnessed the cruelty the man on his knees has shown, as well as the coldness of his mother. He shakes his father, fingers tightening their grip until Alastair’s face turns an unnatural and mottled shade of purple.

I place a hand on Axl’s forearm, and he mellows at my touch. “He is unlikely to give you the truth you are searching for.” A tear runs down his face at this realization. “But I can dig out that truth for you.”

He turns to me, eyes shining with unbridled hope, his hand still clutching his father’s throat. “You can?”

I nod. “There is a price to pay.” I crack my neck and groan with the release of tension it offers. “But if you are willing to pay it, then I will give you the truth.” My fangs ache. It has been a long time since I have enjoyed killing anyone as much as I am about to enjoy this. “Are you willing to pay, Axl?”

His dark eyes narrow on my face. He could ask me what the price is, but he does not. I suspect he already knows. Still, I offer him a clue anyway. “Blood never lies.”

He pushes his father to the floor with a roar and steps back, running his hand through his hair. “I’ll pay whatever price there is to pay.”

Hunger and anticipation snake through my veins.

“Son, I never—” Alastair’s protest is cut off by my teeth sinking into his throat as I hoist him to his feet. He melts into my arms, blubbering and clinging to the despicable foreigner like a lover. His blood coats my tongue, and I focus on his mind and tune everything else out.

Margaret’s fingernails claw at my arm through my coat, and I silence her with a hand around her windpipe. I squeeze tightly, aware of her heart slowing to a stop as the life leaves her body. She drops to the floor with a thud, and I feel not a single ounce of pity or grief from her son. I continue combing through Alastair’s memories, and they are legion. Some of Axl which I would linger on if I had the time, but I do not. Instead, I search for Frederik. For the young boy with the sparkling blue eyes and infectious laughter.

But Alastair’s memories of him are not as vibrant as Axl’s are. They are clouded by hatred and shadows. Painful and brutal. Finally, I find the day I am searching for. Frederik’s blue eyes wide with horror and brimming with tears.

The last words he spoke: “Please, father. No!”

And the last words which were spoken to him: “I am not your father, Bastard! You are the spawn of a dirty foreign devil.” I relive the memory with this pathetic excuse for a man, of him smashing a rock over the boy’s head and then carrying his lifeless body to the lake and submerging him there. I witness his conversation with the previous viscount afterward, where the two of them agreed to the price of silence.

Alastair Thorne II now has the gall to cry, his fingers grasping at my coat but failing to find a hold as the pain of the memory washes over him. And now that I have what I need, I make him feel an entirely different kind of pain. I sink my teeth deeper into his flesh, tearing at the tendons and sucking greedily. When the flow of his lifeblood slows, I yank his head back by his hair and rip out his entire gullet, blooding gushing freely from the wound.

Once more, I tap into his mind and ensure that mine are the last words he hears. This is for your sons. For Frederik. And for Alastair.


Chapter
Five

AXL


I’m sure my heart has never beat so fast as it does at this moment in time. Despite the furious hammering of that organ, the rest of my body is frozen. That my feet seem to have taken root, here of all places—a room that I detest—is particularly troubling to me. For what if I am never able to move? What if this is the price Alexandros spoke of? To be trapped for eternity in a room with the two people I hate more than any others. The two people who should have offered protection, yet they did everything in their power to destroy us.

I sometimes wonder whether it was Frederik or I who suffered the worst fate. To have been left here without his warmth and love—in the company of naught but coldness and cruelty—that is surely a fate worse than any death.

“Axl.” Alexandros’s deep, velvety voice washes over me and somehow slows the erratic racing rhythm of my pulse.

My eyes drift upward, lingering over the bloodied corpse of the man who was my father, and then to the lifeless figure of my mother. I am unsurprised to find that she does not look all that different in death than she did in life. Finally, my gaze falls upon Alexandros’s face. Not even a trace of blood remains on his lips despite the ferocity with which he just feasted. Incredible.

“Two thousand years of practice.” His voice is calm and reassuring.

“You’re two thousand years old?” My incredulity feels at odds with the situation, given that he just slaughtered my parents in front of my eyes, but it is the question that falls from my lips regardless.

He places his finger beneath my chin and tips my head up a little further, and I am unable to escape looking into his black eyes. “A little over actually.” His tongue darts out and moistens his lips. “He beat Frederik over the head with a rock.” He says it so matter-of-factly, and I both hate and love him for it.

I wonder if he suffered for long. If he called out for me and wondered why I didn’t come. A sob heaves from deep within my chest.

Alexandros cups my jaw, thumb and forefinger gripping me tightly. “He did not suffer.”

That is some comfort at least. “Why did he do it?”

“Frederik was not his son.”

Closing my eyes, I let that wash over me. I suppose it explains why Margaret was so cold toward us. Why she never once defended us. Was she too overcome with guilt to be a mother? More tears leak from my eyes, and I curse my own softness as I scrub them away.

“I warned you the truth would come at a price, Axl.” His voice anchors me back to him once more.

He glances at their dead bodies, then back at me, his eyes searching mine. Does he think any of what little compassion I have left in my heart is for them? I roll back my shoulders and jerk my chin from his grip. “If this was the price you spoke of, then it cost me nothing.”
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“I don’t want to take her with us. Evangeline,” I say as we reach the door of the expensive, upper-class lodging house in the heart of Whitechapel, having mulled on it the entire way back from Willesden Green. I want a new start. A fresh slate. Nothing from my past life hanging around my neck, and the girl is a part of that, no matter how fleeting our acquaintance. “That’s okay, isn’t it?”

He nods, although his countenance remains entirely unreadable to me. “I would prefer that you did not. It is much cleaner to leave her behind.”

So we leave them all behind? What does that look like? Unease sits upon my shoulders. Perhaps it has less to do with the fates of the three women inside and more to do with what happened at my childhood home. “What shall we do with them?”

He stops, his hand on the ornate brass door knocker. “They have caused us no harm. I see no reason to put an end to their existence. They are of the ilk that very few are likely to believe their tales of men who drank their blood. And even if they were to convince others of such a folly, we shall be long gone in any case.”

I nod my agreement. I do not care for the women upstairs, but that he isn’t an entirely cold-blooded killer with no thought for human life somehow brings me a small degree of comfort. Not that I have ever held much value in a life, even as a human, not since the only one that meant anything to me was so cruelly cut short. But I understand much more clearly now what Alexandros is and, by the same token, what I am. We are immortal and powerful beyond what any human can imagine, and my life and my destiny are inextricably linked to his.

Perhaps he gave me an impossible choice, but I reconcile the conflicting emotions regarding that by reminding myself that it was still my choice. For the first time in as long as I can remember, I see a future for myself. A future with him in the Promised Land of America, which is far brighter and more exciting than any I could have lived here beneath the shadow of my father and my failings.

Alexandros bangs on the door and checks his pocket watch while we wait. “We set sail for America in twenty-one hours. I have arranged for an additional woman to join us this evening, so we should both be fully sated by the time we must board the ship.”

Four women. Four juicy cunts, mouths, and asses to fuck. Four pliant, supple bodies, filled with warm blood. My cock stiffens, and my new fangs protract, aching to bite someone.

The door opens, and I follow him inside, up to the top of the house to his suite of rooms. The door to the master bedroom is opened before we get to it, and I recognize Kira. She is wearing a white gentleman’s shirt, which I assume belongs to Alexandros, but it’s unbuttoned, revealing her gently rounded stomach and full breasts. “Where have you been?” she asks, her voice taking on a sultry tone while a wicked smile plays on her lips.

“That is of no consequence to you, wench.” He slides his arms around her waist before pressing his nose to her neck and inhaling deeply. “All that matters is we are returned.” He smacks her ass, making her squeal with delight before he ushers her into the room. “Where is my new pet?” he asks with a growl.

“Here, sir.” A girl sits perched on the edge of the bed, her guileless, almond-shaped eyes unblinking as she stares at him. She wears a thin white nightdress that reveals the outline of her dark nipples. Alexandros stalks toward her, dragging Kira along with him. I watch in awe as, quick as a flash, he has Kira pinned to the bed by her throat while he feeds on the new girl. My eyes drift to the remaining two women, Scarlet and Evangeline, who stare back at me with the same adoring look in their eyes that they had for him last night.

I’ve never had much of a problem getting women into my bed, but it usually takes a little more effort than this. Is this all part of a vampire’s charm? Alexandros has some kind of magnetic pull; I have felt it firsthand. Do I have that same power? Whatever it is, it doesn’t matter right now, for the beast inside me needs to feed once more. He does not rattle at his cage the way he did the night before last, demanding to be sated, but he is hungry. Both my fangs and my cock ache with a deep, pulsing need to be inside a warm and willing body. Luckily, I have two delectable ones here, ripe for the taking. And I will take it all. Until they have nothing left to give.

I stalk toward the bed, undressing as I do. Evangeline pounces on me as soon as I reach her, her nimble fingers assisting me in unfastening my breeches. Alexandros is already fucking the new girl and has his fingers in Kira’s cunt, making her mewl and writhe on the bed. The sight of him with them only further stokes my own desire.

“Take off your nightdresses. Now!” I bark, and they both obey immediately while I finish disrobing. When all our clothes lie scattered over the floor, I push Evangeline flat to the bed and slip a knee between her legs so I can spread her wide for me. I swipe a finger through her slick folds. “You’re so wet, little minx.”

“Yes sir,” she whines, throwing back her head and allowing me unrestricted access to her creamy skin. I run my nose up the column of her windpipe, inhaling the heady scent of her blood combined with her arousal.

Notching the crown of my cock at her soaking cunt, I sink my teeth into her skin and drive my cock all the way inside her with one deep thrust. The cry she lets out is otherworldly. Intense euphoria shuttles through my body, igniting within my veins like wildfire. My being is flooded with her taste and her scent, but it’s not enough. Scarlet runs a hand down my back, and I lift my head from Evangeline’s neck. Pushing myself up to rest on my hands, I go on nailing her to the mattress, relishing her every whimper and squeal.

“Come here.” I jerk my chin, indicating Scarlet to come closer.

She dusts her lips over mine, and I shake my head and growl. “Not your lips.” Not those lips at least. “Give me your pretty cunt.”

She gasps but does as I ask, pushing up to her knees so her sweet feminine center is mere inches from my face. I latch my mouth onto her, plunging my tongue between her slick heat, but I need more.

“Sit on the pillow beside her and spread your thighs for me, Scarlet.”

She hesitates, glancing at Evangeline who’s still taking my cock like a good little whore. “Don’t look at her. Look at me,” I command.

Her hazel eyes fix on mine, and I offer her a smile, anything to ensure her obedience. “Sit on the pillow and spread those pretty legs for me so I can eat,” I tell her again.

She sinks her teeth into her lip, trying to appear coy, but she hooks her leg awkwardly beneath Evangeline’s head so she can comply with my request.

A growl, feral and unrestrained, rolls deep in my larynx. Holding myself up on one hand, I slip a finger into Scarlet’s soaking center and drag it in and out of her, basking in her satisfied moans and the way her eyes roll back in her head.

And when she’s dripping arousal down her thighs for me, I drop my head, burying my face in her creamy flesh as I devour her. Flicking my tongue over her swollen clit before plunging inside her cunt. She whines, needy and desperate as her arousal thickens.

The taste of her cum is no longer enough to keep me satisfied, so I pierce her flesh with my fangs. Rich, life-giving blood floods my mouth, and she cries out in pain but writhes in ecstasy, riding my face while Evangeline claws at my back, fingernails scratching my skin and her walls squeezing around my cock until I rut into her harder. She envelops me in her slick heat, snug and welcoming no matter how roughly I take her. My heart is pounding violently as my own blood hurtles through my veins at such intense speed it makes my head spin. I suck harder. Fuck harder. Taking and giving. Skin slapping against skin, clawing and biting and tasting.

I have the strength to go for hours, my cock never softening no matter how many times I find my release. My thirst for their blood ebbs and flows. And the whole time, my sire is there with me, feasting and fucking alongside me.

We allow the women to sleep for a time and then encourage them to eat some food before we begin the cycle again. We switch, Alexandros with Evangeline and Scarlet, and me with Kira and the new girl, Olivia.

Fuck. Feed. Repeat. Over and over. Fingers. Mouth. Ass. Cunt. On and on. An unending frenzy of ecstasy and insatiable lust, until the room is dripping with the smell of sex and blood and I am lost to the blissful oblivion of it all.
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I tip my head back, looking up at the ship looming before us. “That thing is fucking huge. You’re sure it’s safe?”

“You are immortal, Axl.” Alexandros dismisses my unease, his trunk clasped in one hand and our tickets for passage in the other.

“Oh yeah.” That’s going to take some getting used to. “I still don’t relish the prospect of freezing my ballocks off in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean though.” I shiver at the thought.

He gives me a sideways glance, but his expression is unreadable. I go back to staring at the ship, awed by its size and its ability to remain afloat.

I think about the life I’m heading toward. Montridge University is a prestigious institution and will offer me an abundance of opportunity. Surely there will be much more for me in America than there was here in London. Still, I am apprehensive.

“Are you ready, Axl?” The professor’s voice breaks through my thoughts.

I take a deep breath. “Yeah.”

He places his hand on the nape of my neck in a rare show of warmth. “This is the start of something unique and incredible, Axl. You have nothing to fear.”

And as I stare into his deep brown eyes, which are darker than the deepest depths of the ocean we are about to cross, I know he speaks the truth.
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For those of you wondering about Lynette’s fate⁠—

She obviously did not marry the duke, and she recalled nothing of her fateful meeting with two hotter-than-hell vampires. Upon hearing of the duke’s demise, she sought solace in her female friends and, in doing so, realized that her true love had been right under her nose all along.

Lynette’s soulmate came in the form of her best friend’s older brother, Benjamin—a skilled carpenter who was very good with his hands. They had a spring wedding in a beautiful small-village church outside of London.

And they lived happily ever after.

[image: ]
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