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The Richmond

 ampire

Hot Nights in the Big Easy

 

Last month, Mack went to Richmond to catch a serial killer. He caught the killer but he needed a vampire’s help to do it. And not just any vampire. The Richmond Vampire. Adrian Bellafleure. Who was apparently waiting for him, and while it went against every bit of Mack’s vampire hunter training, they had a fling.

But was it only a fling?

Since he can’t get Adrian out of his head, Mack decides to give himself a birthday present: a surprise trip to Richmond. Except real life interferes and Mack can’t leave New Orleans.

So Adrian surprises him by showing up anyway.

Adrian’s a helluva birthday present, but in the midst of all their celebrating, they’ve got to decide whether or not their “fling” should last a lot longer.
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Dedication

 

To the fabulous authors who shared a little slice of the Big Easy with me, you’re an inspiration, and I’m so glad we got to have fun together!

 


Chapter One
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Once upon a time, I had a fling with a vampire. Well, maybe it was more than a fling; I go back and forth on the matter. 

Me. Walter Franklin McBride Moore, known as Mack. I’d been raised to be a vampire hunter, which should have made the whole thing a no-go. I went anyway.

I also couldn’t seem to get that vampire out of my head.

Which is why I was getting drunk. Yup, me and a bottle of whiskey were planted at the crusty iron table in the rear courtyard of my rental house. Normally I only drank beer, but this was a special occasion.

A magnolia spread its floppy white blossoms overhead, filling the heavy air with a sweet-spicy scent. Common sense might have had me move inside where the AC kept things at an even sixty-eight degrees.

I stayed put. Seems I’ve been ornery since a very young age.

A month or so ago, my partner Hal and I had been sent to Richmond, Virginia, to find a serial killer. We’re paranormal beat cops, so Richmond was out of our league in any number of ways. The higher-ups liked my last name, though, so we got the call. We’d actually managed to find the killer, but only with the help of the Richmond Vampire. 

AKA Adrian Bellafleure.

Adrian.

The vampire who wouldn’t leave my mental territory. We hadn’t seen each other since then, but our occasional telephone calls generally ended up in phone sex. This thing we shared was still pretty hot. 

I thought about him—his cigarettes-and-sage scent, his soothing touch, his teasing smile—pretty much all day every day. It got worse when I went to bed because then he seemed to lie down beside me. I’d shut my eyes and feel a cool hand on my dick and hear a hushed chuckle in my ear.  

But I always opened my eyes alone.

Tossing back another shot, I grimaced. If I could still feel the burn, I needed to drink more. Drunk was the only way I was going to accomplish tonight’s mission.

I’d made the potentially problematic decision to spend the weekend with the Richmond Vampire. Bellafleure. Adrian. To have him lie next to me for real instead of only in my dreams. 

The decision was potentially problematic because I hated to fly. It was A Thing. The idea of climbing into a tube and hurtling through space tens of thousands of feet above terra firma made me want to curl into a ball. 

Just the idea had me pouring another shot. 

On the other hand, it was Thursday. Technically, I was supposed to work on Friday, but I’d given myself a three-day weekend. Unauthorized, but Hal had promised to cover for me. My partner Hal had black elf in her heritage, and her real name was Haletha Moonsong, though she’d swat anyone who tried to call her that. If there’s anything a black elf is good at, it’s spinning a line of bullshit to keep themselves—or their partners—out of trouble.

 With only three days, I didn’t have time for the fourteen-hour drive, and I surely didn’t have time for the thirty-one-hour train trip.

Believe me, I checked all avenues.

Besides, I wanted it to be a surprise, so I’d booked an evening flight and contacted Celestina, Adrian’s vampire daughter. She’d meet my flight and bring me to whichever of his four houses Adrian currently occupied.

I’d stroll in and give myself an early birthday present.

Because yeah, Saturday was my birthday, and I planned on celebrating with a vampire.

My parents would disown me—if they even left me alive.

A mockingbird fluttered over the courtyard wall, settling into the magnolia. I raised my shot to the bird. “Cheers, mate.” The bird flipped its black-and-white wings at me, which I took as an acknowledgment. Permission granted; I downed the whiskey.
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