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      I creep along the alleyway, my high heels echoing against the stones. It’s the wrong outfit for stalking, my toes pinched, the chilled air whipping my skirt up around my thighs.

      The air is thicker back behind the main strip, the hissing September breeze full of some strange acridity, almost metallic. But I can’t tell for certain. My airway is a bit too thin for assessment; my heart is lodged in my throat.

      No streetlights reach back here between the tall buildings. It makes me more conscious of where I put my feet, the cobbles treacherous in the dark. If the moon had chosen to hide herself behind the clouds, I’d have lost him already. As it is, I can barely make out the sheen of his black hair. Hopefully, I can find my way back out.

      What are you doing, Olivia? I mean, I know. He walked out of that restaurant, left me with the tab. Sure, he hadn’t eaten yet, but my crab claw appetizer and drinks were pricy enough.

      It’s not about the money, though—no one walks away from Olivia Montague. I’m not someone you can discard. At the very least, I’m going to make him pay me back for those damn mojitos.

      I squint down the alley after him; farther away now. The distance between us is widening. I pick up my pace. If I’m that angry, why am I not yelling his name, making him turn around and confront me? Why am I following him home through these darkened alleys? What am I expecting to happen?

      And why can’t I stop thinking about his eyes?

      The mojitos, maybe. I’m not drunk, didn’t have enough cocktails to be drunk, but it would explain my behavior. Then again, he is gorgeous. I’m not sure any red-blooded woman would need an excuse. Broad shoulders, square jaw, bright blue eyes, and creamy skin without a hint of stubble, hands that looked strong. His eyes were dark, liquid pools, and I was lost in them before he said a single word. The melodic tone of his voice melted the hardness around my heart.

      Crazy. That never happens to me.

      I walked into that restaurant fully prepared to fake a phone call emergency—fully prepared to call it quits. My ex, Johnny, had called it quits, left me high and dry last month. I’m not upset about it—I was ready to leave him—but he still owes me two months’ rent, and he wasn’t terrible in the sack.

      The end of the alley approaches, hazy with the subtle glow of moonlight. Simon hooks a right around the corner.

      I sigh, I hustle, my heels frantically tap-tap-tapping over the stones, suddenly irritated, both with him and with myself. I feel tricked. Tricked by the way he cocked his head when I was talking, tricked by the way he stared into my eyes—I felt his gaze down into the roots of my teeth, into my toes. And he just walked away.

      And now I’m following him down an alley in near-pitch blackness, barely making my way around dumpsters and boxes and who knew what else? And for what? Thirty bucks and an apology that might not ever come?

      I make it to the end of the alley and skid to a stop, nearly stumbling over my own shoes. I poke my head around the corner. The moonlight is foggy here, brighter than in the alley, but still deeply shadowed.

      Simon is gone.

      My lungs clamp down. I can’t believe I lost him. We’re eight blocks from the restaurant, and I made it here without him seeing me, and now⁠—

      Wait. Ah, there he is, ducking through a door beyond a dumpster. I might not have noticed at all if not for the doorjamb’s metal edge, glinting in the moonlight.

      I wait for him to disappear through the opening, then hustle down the alley fast enough to catch the handle before it locks me out. I stand on the street, holding the door just shy of closing, waiting for him to walk up the hallway a bit, suddenly unsure about my choices. Is this his apartment building? Am I ready to break into his place over a few bucks?

      What do you really think is going to happen here, Olivia?

      It’s not the first time I’ve asked myself that question, but being here physically, at his home, makes the answer more clear, doesn’t it? What kind of woman follows a man to his house, thinking the whole time about how damn sexy his eyes are? Certainly not a woman who wants her mojito payment in the form of cash.

      Heat rises in my chest. It might be excitement. It might be shame. And the fact that I can’t tell which makes me hesitate, my gaze on the alley at my back—on my way home.

      But when I raise my eyes to the building itself, I feel more resolute. The structure is sandwiched between two high rises—exceedingly narrow, likely no more than a single room on each floor. Not a window on the entire facade. No one would live in a windowless building. Maybe a factory of some kind.

      That impression fades when I tug the door open. Music throbs low and steady from somewhere within. Not a factory, not a warehouse. My blood boils. He left our date to come to a club?

      What an asshole.

      I duck inside after him, fists clenched. The hallway is long and dark, and Simon isn’t in the aisle, but I can see light flickering from a single door at the far end. I follow the music. Not loud, more like a low throbbing pulse that reminds you that your heart is beating. And it is. The mojitos are quickening my blood. Not enough to make me drunk, but certainly enough to make me brave.

      I step through the door. Into another world.

      At first I’m not sure exactly what I’m seeing. Despite the low throb of music, this is not a dance club. I see no couples, not a single person dancing, no other women at all. As anticipated, there are no windows, but nor are there overhead light fixtures.

      The room is lit by fire.

      Candles dance at either end of a long bar to my left and cast lacework patterns on the floor from a ledge that runs around the other three walls. Each red candle appears to be floating in space. The flames cast their flickering light on me, too, undulating against my flesh in a way that is undeniably sexual. It’s a crazy thought, and I know it, yet I can’t get it out of my head.

      Three pairs of eyes turn to me as I stand frozen in the doorway. Simon himself is not among them, but the men sitting along the bar are just as pretty as Simon, with porcelain features so smooth they look glassy in the candlelight. One of them has dark hair, giant broad shoulders, and thick arms, much like Simon. The two blond men are smaller, but still in amazing shape. Chiseled. All of them so strong.

      All of them stronger than me.

      But where is the man I came here to see? No, chew out—I’m here to yell at him, right?

      I scan the rest of the room, ignoring the voice in my head now screaming at me that this was a mistake, that I should cut and run while I can. A strange set of pulleys is positioned on one side of the room, chains dangling from the ceiling about five feet apart and ending in some kind of black straps, but I can’t fathom what they might be for. On the other side of the room looms a tall wooden armoire.

      Then I see him. Simon approaches from around the cabinet. My blood freezes in my veins. Those eyes, his eyes… are they glowing? No, that’s impossible. It makes no sense, but it feels true—looks true. In fact, all the men have those same glorious blue eyes. Are they related? Maybe. They do feel… close somehow. They share some similar trait outside of their eye color, I just can’t put my finger on what.

      “You came,” Simon says.

      Why doesn’t he sound surprised? I square my shoulders and step toward him, ignoring the men at the bar. “Yeah, I followed you. You stuck me with the bill and just left me there, like an asshole.”

      He pauses halfway across the room, cocks his head, and laughs. The others chuckle too. I glance their way, glaring. Their eyes are more like Simon’s than I realized. Not the glowing part, but the part I felt in the restaurant. The part that feels like they’re peeling back layers of who I am, like they’re looking into my very soul every time I meet their gazes.

      But the laughter. It ratchets my heart into overdrive, sends heat into my face. “You’re a real dick, you know that?” I spit out the words. What was I thinking? I still want an apology, would settle for wiping that smirk off his pretty face, but I’m not dumb enough to punch a man, not when I’m so clearly outnumbered.

      Outnumbered. That’s the word that sticks in my head. That’s the word that makes gooseflesh pop up along my back. I turn on my heel. That’s what you get for stalking a man—outnumbered, outnumbered, outnumbered.

      Simon grabs my arm. “Olivia, wait… please.”

      I turn back, staring at his fingers, closed around my wrist. How did he cross the room so quickly? It was almost instantaneous—inhumanly quick. But he’s here now, his other his hand against my lower back, pulling me to him. So near that I can feel his breath against my hair, breath as chilly as the September breeze.

      I stare. His breath can’t be cold. It has to be me—I’ve felt strange all night. And just being here in the presence of these men is intensifying that strangeness, a feral and bizarre sensation in the back of my brain—a hissed whisper of wrongness.

      I want to yank my wrist from his grasp, want to pull away and punch him, but I don’t. I’m frozen to the floor. His eyes are mesmerizing, pulsing with the electric energy of a thunderstorm. I feel the storm, too, raging in my belly, slinging molten steel through my veins.

      Maybe he really did drug me. But drugging is a form of chemical coercion. Why complete that task and leave the restaurant before getting what he wanted?

      I swallow hard; my tongue is dry. “I didn’t come here to be made fun of,” I hiss. “I just wanted to tell you that you’re an asshole, and I hope you burn in hell.”

      His eyebrows hit his hairline. “I’m not sure the first part is in the cards. But I’m not making fun. You followed me here. You’re determined. And that’s the kind of woman I need.”

      “You need more than a woman,” I snarl, but his touch is more electric than his stormy gaze. His palm on my lower back calms my heart. It feels as if my body is betraying me—calming at his touch when my brain would rather bite him.

      “Would you like to meet my friends?”

      I frown. His friends? “You’re really bad at reading situations,” I say.

      He blinks. “Am I?” Then he releases my wrist and turns me, slowly, slowly, until I’m facing away from him, his chest against my back, his hands resting on my hips. “This is Gregory.”

      A blond man is standing in front of me, a strong Roman nose, wide jaw, broad shoulders and vibrant blue eyes despite the jaundiced candlelight. I didn’t see him get up from his chair, didn’t hear him approach either. Was I that distracted?

      He leans in, takes my hand, and brings it to his lips. His kiss sends fire up my arm and into my chest. Simon’s hands remain on my hips, but as Gregory breathes against my wrist, Simon brings one palm to my rib cage.

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you, my love,” Gregory says.

      “My love?” I almost laugh, but I can’t seem to find the air. Gregory pokes his tongue against the back of my hand, trailing it up over my knuckles, and finally pulls back to stand beside the others. A trio of handsome candlelit men, the shorter blond ones on either side, Simon’s doppelgänger in the middle—a row of warriors. T-shirts and jeans, all of them watching me with those gorgeous eyes.

      “Do you like him?” Simon asks. He draws his left hand up over my ribs to caress my nipple through the thin silk of my dress. The other hand moves lower, over my upper thigh. The men smile. Gooseflesh explodes over my chest; heat blooms in my lower belly.

      I’m angry, I’m supposed to be angry, so why am I letting him touch me? I asked myself that question earlier, and now I know: because I want him to. From the time I met him in that restaurant, I wanted him to caress me with his fingers the way he had with his gaze. Is that why I followed him? No, of course not, but, hell, maybe a little. And now…

      I blink at the wall of muscle in front of me. Still. Silent. Watchful.

      “Olivia? Did you hear me?” His words rumble against my back.

      Oh… what did he ask? If I liked Gregory? But Johnny had once asked me if I thought his friend was hot, and didn’t talk to me for three days when I said yes. Why do men ask questions when they don’t really want the answers?

      I meet Gregory’s eyes. “I’d rather not say. It feels like a trick.”

      Gregory chuckles. The other two exchange a glance, as if confused by my assessment.

      Simon’s breath is cool against my hair. Too cold, as if he’s blowing chill air on purpose. “It’s not a trick. You did all this work to find me. The least I can do is reward you.”

      Reward me? With what? I blink stupidly, my mind racing. The only thing I can think of to say is: “It wasn’t that much work.” He walked right by the front window of the restaurant. He could have gone around the back—he clearly knows the alleyways. Instead, he passed by where I couldn’t help but notice him. And… huh. He was still close enough by the time I paid the bill for me to catch up. Did he want me to follow?

      I open my mouth to ask, but he’s already talking, his lips against my neck. “This is Rolf.” I feel his tongue then, caressing the sensitive skin beneath my jawline.

      Rolf steps forward—the other blond. There is relief in the fact that I can watch him do it; he didn’t just appear out of nowhere. It makes me feel less insane.

      Rolf smiles. He’s shorter and wiry, but there is a quiet strength in the set of his shoulders. Those blue eyes—all of them with those blue eyes. What are the odds? I’m not sure it matters; between Simon’s tongue on against my throat and the deep need I see reflected in Rolf’s gaze, my blood shimmers through my veins.

      I extend my hand as if we might shake—I’m not sure what else to do. Rolf glances at my outstretched fingers, then hits his knees and peers up through his butterfly lashes. “Nice to meet you, Olivia.” His voice is a low bass growl. He lowers his gaze and presses his face forward against the front of my dress.

      I gasp—his breath is warmer than Simon’s against my pussy, but that might be the heat radiating from my center. Blood is already pulsing between my legs like a second heartbeat, but it’s more the unexpected nature of it. The shock of it all. What is happening here?

      Simon finds my nipple with his left hand and trails his fingernail over it through my dress. “Do you like Rolf?” Simon’s other hand finds the bottom hem of my dress and pulls it aside. Rolf’s tongue flicks out against my upper thigh, tracing my flesh along the line of my panties.

      I moan. “Yes.” Oh, I do like Rolf.

      Simon chuckles. He slips his thumb beneath the elastic on my underwear and runs his fingertip along my opening. Wet—I’m so wet. “Good,” he says against my throat.

      I’m not sure if he means good that I’m wet or good that I like Rolf, but I barely have time to consider it, because the last of them is there now, standing behind Rolf’s kneeling form. Taller and broader than the others, taller even than Simon, his black hair almost invisible in the dim light. “I’m Jennings.” And without preamble, he lowers his mouth to mine.

      His tongue is hot, his lips soft. Simon yanks the strap of my dress down, squeezes my nipple through my cotton bra, and uses his other hand to peel my underwear aside. Rolf tongues at my clit, sending heat burgeoning through my abdomen, my hips pulsing against his face.

      I keep my lips pressed against Jennings as I raise my leg and hook my knee around Rolf’s shoulder. Then I tangle my fingers in Rolf’s hair, clinging to him, begging him to keep going. I’m suddenly terrified that he might stop.

      But wait, what am I doing? Is this a trick or some weird game? And maybe more critically, why can’t I seem to care? My heart is beating a million miles a minute, but I’m not afraid. I’m on fire. And that’s crazy, isn’t it?

      Yes, obviously insane.

      I pull back against Simon’s chest, tearing my lips from Jennings. “Did you drug me?” I ask.

      Jennings shakes his head by way of answering, though I wasn’t taking to him. Simon pulls my bra aside and rolls my nipple between his fingers.

      “Of course not,” Jennings says, his lips so close to mine that I could lick him if I stuck out my tongue. “But you do seem to be… responsive to our charms. Most are afraid of us. They don’t like our eyes.”

      He gazes at me, and as if to make his point for him, that vibrant blue sends a shudder down my spine and into my belly, where it connects to the trembling heat easing up from Rolf’s tongue. He’s circling my clit with deft strokes, each one making my legs shiver.

      But… they don’t like our eyes. They. I’d naively thought that I was the first to come here, the only to be in this position between them. Of course, there had to be a catch. “How many times have you done this?” I ask.

      “Never,” Jennings says. “We’ve never been in the market before.”

      What the hell does that mean? And why do I believe it? But it rings true in some hidden place inside me. Rolf laps faster at my clit. He slips his finger into my pussy.

      I gasp, I moan, I hook my heel harder against his shoulder. I arch my back against Simon, who responds my flicking at my nipple and running his teeth along my throat. I tighten my grip on Rolf’s hair, securing him against my sex.

      “I want you in my mouth,” I whisper to no one in particular.

      Jennings shakes his head. “I think you believe you’re supposed to say that. But I don’t see it in your heart.”

      See it in my heart? Man, these guys talk weird.

      “If that is still what you desire tomorrow, not one of us will complain—we’d all love to be in your mouth.” Jennings smiles. “But for tonight… you need to get out of your own head.” Jennings lowers his lips against my other ear, the one Simon’s not pressed against. “You need to stop doing what you think you’re supposed to do, and just feel.”

      I have no idea what that means, but I’ve never had a man turn down a blowjob. He’s right though—I’ve never loved giving them.

      “Come,” Simon says against my throat.

      “Make me,” I retort, closing my eyes.

      He chuckles. Rolf pulls his face from between my legs. I feel pressure beneath my arms, a jolt, a whiff of breeze, and then I’m on my feet again. I blink.

      We’re not in the same place we were moments ago, in the middle of the room. We’re in the far corner. What the hell? Simon is still behind me, now holding my arms out in a wide v. Rolf is between my legs once more, his tongue sliding up and down my opening, tasting me, sending rivulets of pleasure shuddering through my nerves. I try to grab his hair again, but my arms, my hands…

      I look over. Jennings stands to my left, flicking the final latch around my wrist, a metal lock that secures my arm in the padded leather cuff—that’s what was on the end of those chains, what I saw when I entered the room. My other hand is already locked in.

      Cuffs… wait.

      I gasp, but Simon turns my face to the right with one hard jerk of his palm and steps around to meet my mouth. His tongue stifles the question on my lips. Rolf sucks my clit between his teeth, rolls it, releases. I moan into Simon’s mouth.

      My left nipple tingles, a light, teasing pressure, and I open my eyes, cutting them over to see Jennings bent low, his lips on my breast. Both the straps on my dress are down below my shoulders—my bra, too. I feel someone at my back, working the zipper; Gregory, it has to be Gregory, since I can see the others. Rolf backs away slightly as the zipper gives, pulling my dress and underwear to the floor while Jennings makes quick work of my bra.

      Gregory slides the tip of his tongue along the bottom ridge of my bare ass, tracing the curve of my buttocks, the outer edge of my hip, leaving tendrils of simmering pleasure in his wake. He follows his tongue with his fingers. Simon holds my jaw, deepening our kiss, exploring the inside of my mouth while Rolf resumes his frantic lapping at my center. Jennings sucks harder on my breast as Gregory tongues the crack of my ass. I’ve never had anyone touch me there, but the area is alive with sensation—intense and immediate.

      Rolf’s tongue is moving so quickly, his fingers pressing just the right spot inside me, Gregory teasing my asshole, Jennings on my nipples… every nerve in my body is on fire, the pleasure edging higher, higher, higher. I’m going to come. I’m going to go over the edge before I fuck a single one of them.

      No, I realize. I don’t want that to happen.

      I break our kiss and look deeply into Simon’s eyes. “I need you inside me,” I say. I barely recognize my own voice—harsh and gravelly, like a phone sex operator at the end of a fourteen-hour shift. Candlelight plays against the contours of his face, painting him in wavering golden abstracts.

      “In due time,” Simon whispers, then traces my lower lip with his tongue. “We’ve got all night.” Then he clamps his teeth around my lip.

      It’s not a love nip—it burns hard enough to draw blood. I cry out, and Simon releases me, then locks his lips on mine, sighing with pleasure. Rolf inserts another finger into my pussy, working me as much with his knuckles as his mouth.

      The wound stings, my lower lip throbbing as much as the burgeoning ache between my legs, but it centers me, brings me back into my body. I tug at the restraints, intending to tangle my fingers in Simon’s hair, to pull him, any of them, closer before I lose it, but I’m stuck fast. My legs are stuck, too, I realize, anchored to the floor now, though I’m quite sure they weren’t before. Every movement in one limb tugs the chains tighter against the other restraints. I’m locked in an x position, spreadeagled and vulnerable with a tongue on every sensitive place on my body, and I can’t do a thing about it. I don’t want to do a thing about it.

      When Simon finally breaks our kiss, I say, “Do you bite all the women you invite up here for the night?”

      “We don’t need a woman for a night.” Simon steps back and grins. “We need a queen for eternity.”

      My blood goes cold; I can no longer feel Jennings on my breast, can’t feel Rolf between my legs. His eyes. His smile. It’s not normal. The tips of his canines glitter, sharp and dangerous in the candlelight. Blood on his lip—my blood.

      Realization dawns, prickly along my spine, and with it, sensation explodes through the rest of my nerve endings. Jennings teasing my nipples. Rolf lapping at my clit. Gregory, with his mouth on my ass. “You’re…”

      He raises an eyebrow. “You don’t need to say it. You already know.”

      Rolf’s tongue goes faster—impossibly fast, like the best vibrator on the market. I grunt, I groan, I shiver, the glorious sensation in my body at odds with the roiling tumult in my brain.

      Vampires. And I let them tie me up. I let them restrain me so they could… bleed me dry? Was the bite to the lip just an appetizer before they tear me apart?

      I’m going to die here tonight. The thought races in with such perfect clarity that I feel it zipping through my neurons and into my muscles, tensing my thighs. I pull at the restraints, jerking my wrists one way, then the other, but each time I move my arms, the attached ankle tries to lift off the ground.

      Gregory grabs my rib cage from behind and shoves his face against me, tonguing my back door for all he’s worth. But the tension in my wrists, my calves, my feet… it’s exquisitely painful. Sharp starbursts of agony stab at my brain. My lip is still burning.

      Simon says, “You’re going to hurt yourself, my love.”

      My love? A queen? What the hell is he trying to pull? “If you’re going to kill me, just do it.”

      Simon steps around to stand in front of me, both eyebrows at his hairline. “Kill you?”

      His surprise is so genuine that I pause. “So… I’m what? A sex slave?” Jennings trails his fingertips over my right breast; he massages my left nipple with his lips, dragging an involuntary sigh from my lungs.

      Simon blinks. “Queens are slaves to no one. We want to make you happy, so you’ll choose to stay with us.” He cocks his head. “Do you want us to stop?”

      With that, Jennings releases my breasts, Rolf scoots back and yanks his fingers from inside me, leaving me empty. Gregory’s hands fall from my ribs, his tongue no longer against my flesh.

      I’m cold, aching, throbbing. I stare, watch as one after another they all go to stand beside Simon. Simon’s already removed his dress shirt from the restaurant, his broad chest glistening, the ridges of his muscles more pronounced in the flickering candlelight. He undoes the button on his slacks and lets them drop to the floor.

      The others follow suit until they’re all naked, standing in a row as if for inspection. Fine trails of hair lead from their belly buttons down over the perfect chiseled v of their lower abdominals to the thatch around their cocks. Their veiny members are pistons against their bellies. Jennings is the biggest, a shaft like an overripe cucumber, but all of them are well-endowed.

      My upper thighs are wet with my juices, my insides pulsing in time to my heartbeat. I want them so badly it’s painful. I don’t know what tomorrow will look like, have no idea exactly what they’re proposing, what a vampire queen even is, but I don’t want them to stop.

      There will be no more arguments; I’ve passed the point of no return. I feel it in my blood. Maybe I felt it before I decided to follow Simon home from the restaurant.

      “Fuck me,” I whisper. I think I’m talking to all of them. It’s brash, bold, but the sensation is too strong; desire is forming my words for me. I’m made of need, of ecstasy, of the perfect quiet moment when you can taste your most intense fantasies, cloying in the back of your throat. And mine are about to come true.

      Simon approaches. He touches my chin lightly with his fingertips, and I feel it radiate through my veins, between my legs. “Don’t be afraid. What we have… it’s not catching. Not until you want it to be.” He drags his hand lower, my breast tingling at the attention. His fingers trace over my hip. Then, as if I weigh nothing, he lifts me against him, the action perfectly calibrated to keep the restraints in balance. My arms splay out, forced above my head. I gasp at the chill of his flesh against my bare breasts. I feel the tip of his cock pressing against my slippery opening. And with one thrust, he buries himself inside me.

      I want to wrap my chained hands around his neck, to cling to him while he fucks me, but all I can do is moan, my body shivering with a frenzied desire that I feel all the way to my feet.

      He gazes into my face with blue eyes that I’m sure are glowing. He keeps them open when he brings his lips to mine, his tongue exploring my mouth, the taste of metal hot on my tongue. But even as he deepens our kiss, as he drives his cock deeper, harder, faster, I cannot break our gaze. Heat spreads like wildfire through my belly, mingling with the euphoric tingling between my legs. I pulse my hips to meet his thrusts, my breasts smashed against his hard chest.

      Why aren’t you afraid, Olivia? But I’m not. I’m not. I’m falling into those oceanic pools, the depths eternal and heavy, laced with a vast, irrefutable freedom. It is both pain and the ability to remove pain.

      It’s power.

      I close my eyes—it’s too much, it’s all too much. Simon pauses his thrusting, and I hear the clattering of chains. My eyes snap open. Are they releasing me? But, no. Just the barest loosening, some slack in the line. And someone is behind me now. I feel their chest against my shoulders, their fingers reaching around to massage my nipples.

      Simon smiles and leans forward, pushing my upper body against the man behind me.

      I go with it, leaning back, hanging from the restraints, my arms wide. Opening myself to them. Rolf takes a spot on the left side of my body. Jennings is on the right, so Gregory must be behind me—the ‘butt man,’ of course he is. I glance down at the place where my body meets Simon’s, his cock still sheathed inside me. I’m still looking when Rolf and Jennings suction their lips to my breasts and snake their fingers between my legs.

      Jesus.

      I shudder, ecstasy exploding through my nerves. Simon watches my face for a moment, watches me writhe at their attention, then wraps his fingers around my ankles and spreads my legs as wide as they’ll go. Gregory holds my weight from behind, his hands on my ass, lifting me, making sure I’m comfortable. But I’m more than comfortable as Simon slams into me, again, again, again, the head of his dick ramming against my cervix.

      I throw my head back into Gregory’s body—against his shoulder, I think, but I don’t look to see. I stare at Simon as he fucks me with long stokes, pulling out all the way before plowing into me with his full length. Rolf and Jennings flick their fingers faster against my clit, and the electricity from their hands, the heat of their mouths, vibrates over my flesh until every inch of my body is tingling.

      Simon stops and pulls out suddenly, still holding my ankles. I moan—no, no, come back, fuck me—but he’s already backing up, his dick hard and shining with my wetness. Rolf and Jennings shift, supporting my weight with the hands not between my legs. My back is cold. Where is Gregory?

      “Are you okay?” I ask Simon.

      He smiles. “Of course, my love.”

      “Did you come?”

      “None of us will come. Not until you do.”

      What, is that a vampire thing? A queen thing? But I don’t bother asking. I’m not sure I care—not sure I can care with the intense pressure that’s blooming deep in my belly, the attention from Rolf and Jennings an unrelenting tease. And then I see the last of them.

      Gregory strides around Jennings and smiles as he takes Simon’s place, sliding his hands beneath my ass to hold me up, resting my legs against his chest. I watch him for a moment, the sinewy musculature of a track star, his blond hair vibrant in the light, blue eyes deep as the ocean—deep as eternity.

      He slips the head of his dick between my legs, pressing deeper inch by inch—no rush. Gregory pauses against my G-spot, edging the head back and forth, rubbing, teasing that tender area with the thickest part of his cock. Jennings and Rolf do not stop their assault on my clitoris, and before long, I’m panting, gasping, the muscles in my back arching involuntarily. I’m close—I’m so, so close—but I’m not ready to be done. I’m not ready for this to be over.

      Gregory seems to hear me because he stops abruptly and pulls out, lowering my knees, lowering my legs. He settles me back on the earth. Jennings and Rolf move out of the way to make room, but it only takes a moment before I feel Gregory behind me. He slides one hand beneath my left knee and lifts, my chained left wrist rising, too. He leaves my other foot on the floor. Then he enters my pussy from behind, fully this time, easing me down onto his dick.

      Before I can moan my approval, Jennings is on his knees in front of me, his tongue attacking my clit as if I’m his last meal. Hell, maybe I am, and while I’m aware that the thought should worry me, this doesn’t feel like a one-and-done party before a funeral. I believe Simon. They’re all behaving as if they want to make me happy. And right now, they’re succeeding.

      Gregory fucks me with renewed vigor, faster than Simon as if he’s been given the green light to go full throttle. And I’ve given him that light, haven’t I?

      “Fuck me,” I say, as if I need to make my enthusiasm more explicit. “Harder.”

      Gregory moans, but he does as I ask. Jennings works overtime on my throbbing clit, sucking, circling. Gregory leans the top half of my body forward.

      Rolf lifts my right knee, taking my weight to protect my shoulders. My arms draw up, above my head. I close my fists around the chains. I’m dangling in midair in a strange doggie-style, superhero type position, but there is no pain. Just Gregory’s cock driving into me from behind, Jennings’s tongue working my pussy.

      Simon steps to my side opposite Rolf, and soon both of them are supporting my weight, kneading my nipples. Jennings is still kneeling, craning his neck to suck on my clit.

      Gregory pulls back and thrusts, slamming into me hard enough to knock my teeth together. Jennings has no trouble keeping up, nor do Rolf and Simon, all of them rocking my body against Gregory as he fucks me harder. Then faster. Then both.

      Gregory slips his thumb into my ass.

      I squeal, but it’s not the sound of dissent. The pressure from that sensitive spot coupled with Jennings on my clit and Rolf and Simon teasing my breasts is exquisite and glorious, and it jerks my entire body into a spasm of blissful euphoria. I didn’t even see the orgasm coming, but it’s ripping through me, my muscles twitching, shaking. I’m screaming at the floor, wailing like a banshee. I never want to stop.

      I close my eyes, bathing in those pulsing contractions as they roll through my nerves and eventually fade. I’m a shivering mess. I’m so detached that I think I’m imagining the way the breeze wafts over my bare flesh, the shift in pressure on my arms.

      But… no. I can’t be imagining all of it. Gregory feels different inside me, wider, and I highly doubt that his dick grew.

      I open my eyes. I was right—I have moved. I’m upright, and my legs are wrapped around Jennings, his cock buried in my pussy to the hilt. “How did you⁠—”

      “I wanted to feel you come.”

      Ah… and they’re vampires. They can move as quickly as they want.

      Jennings pulses his hips, slower than the others, but he has a bit of a curve to his dick. It hits my G-spot just so, and I’m exceedingly tender after my last orgasm. Every exhale comes out as a whispered moan.

      Jennings urges me back, the way Simon did, this time into Simon’s waiting arms. I’m trembling as Simon hooks his elbows beneath my armpits and locks his hands on my breasts. Rolf leans his face toward Jennings’s thrusting hips. I watch Jennings’s gorgeous dick reappear, then vanish inside me, again, again, again, until Rolf blocks my view with his head. With his tongue.

      His tongue—my god, his tongue. Tingling zaps of electricity hit my nerves and zip through my belly, my chest. They erupt in my brain, brightening my vision. I’m not normally a multi-orgasmic person, but I’ve never fucked a hive of vampires.

      Gregory stands beside me, his hand on my ass. I’m sopping wet. Again, Gregory presses his finger into my backdoor while Rolf sucks at my clit, while Jennings fucks me.

      “Do you like that?” Simon whispers in my ear.

      “Yes,” I croak.

      The pressure—the pressure. I’m panting at the ceiling, helpless and out of control and vulnerable. But I’ve never felt more awake, more keenly and blissfully alive.

      Simon rolls my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. Rolf laps at my clit, then moves his hand toward Jennings’s cock. He slides a finger inside my pussy, working me alongside Jennings’s dick, working me the way Gregory is working my backdoor. Gregory introduces a second finger, my body stretching to accommodate him, the sensitive nerve endings tingling.

      “Do you want them both at once?” Simon whispers in my ear.

      “Oh god.” It’s all I can think of to say. But I hope they take it as an invitation.

      Rolf stands, and before I register that the others have moved, Rolf is behind me. Gregory is on my right side, Simon at my left, his hand snaked between me and Jennings, his fingers already stroking my pussy. I’ve not seen any physical hint of “vampire” since Simon bit me, but I see the fangs in all of them now, creeping over their bottom lips.

      My heart thunders in my ears, but it is pure thrill—not an ounce of fear. They could kill me so easily. But they won’t. Though I’m not yet sure why, the power I saw in Simon’s eyes… it belongs to me.

      Rolf’s dick presses against my ass. Jennings is still pulsing his hips, but he slows as Rolf maneuvers his way into my backdoor. Very slippery, a little cold as if he slathered himself in lube. He might have. It’s far too slick back there to be anything else. And it’s certainly easing the transition.

      I grunt, and Rolf presses harder, the head of his cock sliding inside, forcing Jennings against my G-spot. I cry out, and Rolf stops.

      “Are you oka⁠—”

      I shift, shoving my ass against him, taking him deeper inside me. “Just fuck me,” I growl. “Both of you, just fuck me.”

      Rolf does not argue. He pulses his hips, fucking my ass while Jennings thrusts into my pussy. Simon is still playing with my clit. I’ve never been so full before, the sensation more intense than any orgasm I’ve ever had. I lose all sense of myself, all sense of reason and logic. I am nothing but this. Nothing but pleasure.

      Gregory slips his hand between me and Jennings, teasing my nipples. Simon’s fingers are pinched around my clit. My breath comes faster. My moans get louder. Gregory and Simon both squeeze at the same time.

      I cannot scream. My entire body contracts. I am a singular organism built of bliss. 	Rolf groans—“Oh yeah, baby, that’s it”—Jennings hisses—“Oh, fuck, oh fuck, yes—Simon chuckles, and Gregory says, “I want another go. I need to feel her come on my dick.”

      But I don’t have to say a word. They know I’ll agree to another go; that I’ll agree to stay.

      After all, I’m their queen now.

      It’s their job to make me happy.
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      My mother used to tell me I was born to the dark—that’s mostly bullshit. But I am drawn to it.

      It’s weird the way it wakes me some nights, shadows slithering through my veins like oil, seeping out from the hidden places inside me where no one else can see. Dawn is an ironic name for a woman like that, a woman so immersed in darkness, but I think my mom was trying to fight against what she already knew—that I wasn’t like her.

      I’m not like most people.

      I walk. The thumping of my black boots on the splintered wood of the boardwalk sounds like an angry bullfrog. The thin line of lights strung above the boardwalk sways, making shadows undulate. It’s like a million ghosts trying to find footing before the breeze whips the light away, making the ghostly shadows vanish into the water below. I guess I’ve always had a vivid imagination. Maybe I should have been an author, a playwright, a musician—some particularly creative brand of person who spends their days on fanciful pursuits and loves life, flowers, and puppies. I mean, not that I don’t love puppies. What kind of monster wouldn’t love those fuzzy bastards? I’m only human, after all. But the monsters… I know them when I see them.

      I’ve been a nurse for ten years, and I’ll never get used to the injuries or the heartache that often comes with seeing them. No matter how fast I stitch, there’s always one more asshole ready to destroy the people I want to help, whether it’s a woman beaten senseless by her lover or a kid abused by his parents—a man run into a tree by some dickhead with road rage. I’m not perfect by any means; I’m one pill away from a quick slide to hell. I used to think the drugs would take the edge off, but it never lasts.

      But this high will last, at least for a little while. I’m pretty sure this isn’t what my mother wanted for me, raising me alone—she tried so hard to keep me away from monsters.

      And here I am, wandering toward them.

      This stretch of bridge has been the hunting ground for someone more vicious than the domestic abusers who show up at the hospital to kiss their wives after they’ve roughed them up. A serial killer, they think, strangling women and tossing them from the bridge. Three have washed up on shore, the same fine band of bruising around their throats, their chests and bellies torn open, organs missing, intestines shredded. The guy I’m after is probably just responsible for the strangulation, though; it’s most likely that an animal lurking beneath the bridge is responsible for the rest, ripping up the scraps the murderer tosses down—a symbiotic relationship between killer and wildlife. I can still hear the newscaster’s voice in my head: Police say the Breakwater Bridge is hazardous and have imposed a curfew—no foot traffic is allowed on the bridge after seven p.m.

      But not everyone can avoid the bridge, which means there will be more victims unless I stop him. The police force in this tiny Maine town can’t patrol the boardwalk—it would take all night to walk up and down. There are only two deputies on duty, and at least one of them needs to be stationed outside the town’s only bar. Clarence Church will be beating the shit out of someone come eleven o’clock, nine on the weekend. And there’s not another good way home if you work on the peninsula.

      On a busy weekend night, it takes forty-five minutes by car to navigate the clogged two-lane street around the water. The peninsula, what the kids call “the penis,” juts out far enough that a bridge over the rocky shoreline is the fastest way back to civilization. However, the long stretch of beach under the bridge is made of gray stones that are treacherous on a good day but vicious in the dark. Anyone trying to take a shortcut beneath the bridge would likely kill themselves in the surf.

      It’s Tuesday now, so no one’s working tonight. The Ferris wheel is dark on the pier, just a skeleton outline that I wouldn’t have been able to see if not for the silvery moon. This is when he’ll hunt. I can feel it in my bones, but it’s also logical—he hasn’t been caught yet, which means there’s no way he’s hunting when it’s busy.

      The ocean roars, salty and cold—I can almost hear ice in the autumn tide. I can hear the rocks, too, as the waves throw themselves onto their sharp surfaces, uncaring, ready to be cleaved apart for just one moment of freedom, one taste of raw air. Like me, I guess. Catching a homicidal maniac… it’s exhilarating.

      I’ve caught three killers so far, but any one of them might be the one that kills me. Any one of them might see me. I’m not sure why I haven’t been snatched up yet, but my mom always said I was sneaky, and that’s probably true based on the current evidence.

      But there’s nowhere to hide on this long stretch of bridge, not so much as a garbage can to obscure my presence, and only the noise of the surf to cover my footsteps. Quiet—good. Ever since my mother died, I’ve been partial to silence. Something about hearing her being torn apart—serial killers, amiright?

      Probably not a shocker that I’ve made it my life’s mission to put these assholes out of commission. I wouldn’t wish the things I’ve seen on my worst enemy, except maybe Marcy Miller, who showed my panties to our whole third-grade class. That hoe has it coming.

      I stop in the middle of the bridge and listen to the song of the ocean, the accompanying whistle of the rushing wind pushed around by the tides. Seconds pass. Minutes. Bitter wind bites at my nose. The Ferris wheel vanishes when the clouds obscure the moon, then glints back into being. A dove coos at me from the railing, brilliant red eyes glaring—it’s watching me. The skin between my shoulders prickles. The bird flutters off into the night as if it feels my tension and wants to escape it.

      And then I hear him—footsteps.

      Thud, thud, thud.

      It sounds like a heartbeat, and my pulse responds in kind, matching every throbbing movement of his shoes—more of a sixth sense born from having to watch my back. Between the hospital and my mother, I know bad actors abound; even my own father sounds like a real piece of work. I sometimes wonder if my dad raped my mom—if that’s my real legacy. But I never asked her. And I sure as hell can’t ask her now.

      And then… nothing. My heart pauses. Silence sighs through my veins, thick and heavy. And then the throbbing is back. The tap of the man’s shoes draws closer—is it him? The Boardwalk Butcher? I don’t know for sure, not yet, but I raise my fingertips to my hip, where I keep my mother’s knife. The leather is chill and damp and has never felt more like skin. The blade’s edge and the symbols carved along the sides are hot, though—they’re always hot because, by the time I reach for it, my adrenaline is already pumping like a firehose through my blood.

      The dull tapping of leather on wood comes again, louder, wetter—thwack, thwack, thwack. I click the snap and unsheathe the blade. I’ve always been more comfortable with a knife than with a gun. I’m more agile than most of the assholes I catch. Martial arts have forged me into a better fighter than, say, a dickhead who needs a wire to strangle a woman on a bridge.

      I push myself off the railing and turn away from the sound of his feet—still too far to be dangerous. If he starts running, I’ll run, too. I’m fast as hell, and I can have the police on either side of this bridge by the time I get to the parking lot that marks the end of the boardwalk.

      But I only take a few steps before my heart leaps into my throat. The man behind me is not the only one on the bridge. In the distance, another man is approaching. There’s no reason for anyone to be out here, not now. Despite his broad-shouldered frame and the boots on his feet, I did not hear his footsteps approaching over the rickety surface of the bridge. A dark hoodie hides most of his face, but I can see the chiseled line of his jaw; faded jeans cling loosely to his hips. He raises his head, and his gaze meets mine, eyes violet in the silvery moonlight.

      The footsteps behind me accelerate.

      The man in front of me smiles.

      Two of them. There are two of them out here on a night no one should be on the bridge. Are there two killers, a tag team of maniacs? The police hadn’t considered this, and neither had I. Shit. This isn’t how it’s supposed to go.

      I slip the knife free of its holster and clutch it to my abdomen, ready to raise it if I have to—the stranger in front of me is twenty feet and closing, and from behind me, the spread thrum of footsteps carries on, thud-thwack-thud. I pick up my pace, muscles like steel, eyes narrowed, but when I blink…

      Huh. I squint, scanning the boardwalk, but I see only the moon-washed boards, the rail on either side, the black horizon of the parking lot in the distance. The man in front of me is gone. But there’s nowhere for a man to go unless he flung himself over the railing. I almost laugh—of course, my brain would invent a handsome stranger on a long, lonesome bridge. Not only is this exactly the kind of situation that screams “damsel in distress,” but I haven’t had sex in months.

      I listen to the footsteps behind me—closer. Closer. Who needs sex when you can bag a killer?

      Thudthwackthwack, faster now, still far enough back that I’m not in danger yet, but time is of the essence. I run. The parking lot seems so far away, but I’ve got the stamina. I clutch the knife in one hand and thumb my cell phone on with the other. 9-1⁠—

      The pain comes out of nowhere, a blinding flash of agony like a white-hot poker stabbing into my brain. I don’t remember falling, but I’m on my knees, the wood splintering against my shins, my head an aching, throbbing ball of light. No, there’s no way. He was so far back—how did he get here so fast?

      It’s impossible but undeniable—I’m on the ground, my head aching where he smashed something into my skull.

      And he’s above me.

      I can smell him, an old muskiness like mildew mingling with the metallic tang of fear. Dizziness tugs at me, trying to pull me to the earth—my ears are ringing. And the phone… I see it, the screen blinking at the sky ten feet up the boardwalk. I imagine how I might look dashed against the rocks, my dark hair hiding the blood. That thin line of purple around my neck. My heart ripped clean out of my chest.

      I squint, trying to focus my eyes, but they refuse; all I can do is listen. His breath is like the growl of a monster, but I can’t tell exactly where he is. It’s as if his breath is coming from everywhere and nowhere at once, whisking around me in a tornado of hatred. It should be nothing more than a hissed whispering barely noticeable above the roar of the surf, but I swear it’s like he’s screaming at me—I hear the blood in his veins, too, the whooshing of each individual air sac in his lungs. I hear how desperately he wants to kill me. It’s weird how it doesn’t scare me—death. I don’t hate my life, I don’t, but it’s just never felt like… well, enough.

      Sorry, Mom, I know you wanted more than this for me. I’ll be apologizing to her in person soon enough. Well, not “person,” I guess. In… ghost? But I don’t believe in ghosts.

      I do believe in evil. My spine goes rigid.

      I’m not dying on this fucking bridge.

      I blink, the fuzzy haze dissipating from the corners of my vision, and launch myself forward, skittering up the boardwalk, the knife still clenched tightly against my ribs—if I can get to the phone, maybe I can alert the police. I’m not sure what other choice I have; if I climb over the rail, I’ll die on the rocks below just as surely as I’ll die here, but at least I won’t give that fuckstick the satisfaction of killing me.
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