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Scent of a Vampire
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THE SHADOWS HID NOTHING from his vampire stare as he studied me through narrowed eyes. His expression remained neutral. Stupid vampires and their non-expressions, how could I get a read on him with his lack of emotion?

Perhaps through his scent, it was different tonight. Not just an odor on him, this was under his skin...and it smelled amazing, like cinnamon and apples, sugar cookies and spice. It was like a Christmas kitchen full of baked goods topped off with something decadent and masculine. Something I wanted to taste.

The scent wafted around as he scrutinized me. What was it? It made me shake with...hunger? 

No...desire!

Damn!

The scent of a vampire. I had heard stories about a pheromone they used to lure in prey. I also had heard stories about them putting out a stronger, more sensual aroma when they found their mate.

Was this the mating scent? So delicious, it teased my senses like a sweet caress, touching places deep inside me.

I kicked at the ground sending a cloud of dirt and rocks flying across the parking lot. This was getting serious. Suddenly that fight or flight thing was going on. My choice was flight. I turned to walk away, but he grabbed my arm.

“Do not leave, Gabrielle,” he grumbled in a deep, husky voice that sent tendrils of fear and need slithering through my body.

Fuck!

I jerked my arm to pull away, but he would not let go. The skin on his knuckles stretched and whitened as he gripped me tighter. His scent changed and hit me full force, making my insides quiver.

Need filled me, swirling in my head, and images of his fangs sliding into my flesh created a fluttering sensation in my stomach. A sensation that warmed and spread like liquid fire to lower parts of my body.

His grip loosened and he gently pulled me closer to him. His nostrils flared. He cocked one eyebrow as the corner of his mouth twitched threatening to actually produce a smile.

“You want me, woman!” his deep voice resonated, such a pleasing sound.

“Aidan... No... I can’t...” I tried to extricate myself from his embrace, attempting to yank my arm from his grasp. I couldn’t do this.

He held on tight. “Please don’t go, Gabrielle,” he whispered. Pain and raw need echoed in those four little words. I could feel his heart as if it were my own. And it was breaking.

I moved back into his embrace, feeling my warmth blend with his heat. 

Contrary to popular belief, vampires are not cold, unless they are asleep or have not fed. Otherwise they radiate heat.

“Come home with me,” his rumbly whisper caressed my hair and sent shivers down the back of my neck. His intense, delightful scent surrounded me. I didn’t want to say no.

“Yes.” I sighed breathily, falling into his embrace.

Before I could think of all the reasons to say “no,” we were in his home, and the candlelight glittered off his extended fangs.

Oh, wow. Vampire speed and those fangs...Was I really going to let him slide them inside me? Let him drink from me?

Oh my god, I was. Not only was I going to let him, but I wanted him to, needed him to.

He led me to his bedroom, unbuttoning his shirt as he walked backward through the door. Button by button his smooth skin was revealed. As more buttons came undone, more muscle came to view. I wanted to trace his abs with my tongue. Memorize every ripple and dip with my fingertips.

The more male flesh he exposed, the more in awe I became. He was beautiful. Poetry and romance novels were written about this type of man.  The kind of male that can make a woman do stupid things.

Like get sucked on by a vampire. At this point I didn’t care that he was about to eat me like a midnight snack. Oh, I knew deep down it would be so much more than that, but a lifetime of being warned against vampires was hard to shake.

Even when said vampire was naked in front of me looking like something carved by the gods themselves.

I drooled just a little. If not on the outside, I was turning into a hot puddle on the inside. Literally and metaphorically. 

Entranced by his beauty, I barely noticed when he undressed me; not until his hands trailed down my stomach, tickling the bare flesh, teasing, taunting, and hinting at decadent things to come. I trembled with anticipation as his hand moved lower, dipping between my thighs to cup my heated sex.

His fingers traced the panty line, caressing tender spots and tantalizing as he grazed the lace edge. Then a finger breached the fabric and skimmed through dark curls before reaching my bare shaven folds. He parted me gently, tenderly touching my heated core until he found my slick center ready and aching for his entrance.

I moaned with desire and thrust against his hand as he slid through my wetness. His fingers moved deftly, probing and pushing. When he circled my clit with slow deliberate strokes, it sent me to the edge.

My back arched in response and my knees trembled. I was on the brink of ecstasy when one of his large fingers plunged into me. I cried out and crumbled into his arms as wave after wave of ecstasy rocked my body. He held me as I trembled with orgasm, his fingers never stopping their delicious assault between my thighs.

As I came out of my pleasure induced haze I realized he’d scooped me into his lap. Now completely naked, face to face with him, his hardness pressed against my slick, heated folds, and his beautiful lips waited a breath away from mine. His scent mingling with mine to create something aromatically beautiful, scentsual...if we could bottle it we could make a fortune selling it as an aphrodisiac.

I admired his beauty, his strength. What a magnificent male, his chest broad and his arms thick and rippling with muscles. His powerful thighs flexed beneath me, but what my focus centered on was his throbbing hard cock jutting between us and pressing into my softness. I needed him inside me.

I wrapped my arms around him possessively as I pressed my lips to his. He gasped in surprise and his lips smiled against mine before melting into me, a kiss to end all kisses. A kiss that devoured, opened doors, and breathed new life into a still soul. A kiss that made a heart beat a unique twin rhythm.

He was a drug, and I was instantly addicted. I ground my body to his, wanting him deep inside me, but he had other ideas.

He picked me up and lay me down upon the bed, and then spread my legs. He kissed my lips then kissed a trail down my body, pausing at the hollow of my throat, sucking at the cords of my neck, and grazing his sharp fangs across my tender heated flesh. Moving lower, he continued between and across my breasts, cupping them in his hands as he stopped to suck and gently bite at each nipple before trailing his tongue down my stomach, heating me as he went lower.

His hands palmed my buttocks as he lifted and spread, opening me wide. His face dipped between my thighs. His hot tongue probed my folds before thrusting deep inside me.

I quaked in his hands, shivering as he thrust and swirled. His hot breath teased as his tongue drove me wild. I wanted more and received it as a finger joined his tongue. Then another finger joined the first as his tongue swirled around my clit.

I was in heaven, floating away as the pressure built.

A sharp fang grazed my clit as he latched on and suckled. Red fire blazed behind my eyelids. I came with a moan, crashing back to earth and already craving more of him.

Tugging at him, he complied, sliding his hard muscled body over mine as he positioned to enter me. I looked down between us. He was so big, so hard. 

I was so wet and primed for him. He nudged his cock against my opening, sliding his length across my entrance. His cock was throbbing, hard like steel covered in silk. I moved my hips and parted my legs wider, inviting him inside.

“Please,” I begged.

He kissed me hard and then buried his face in my hair, his hot breath stroking my neck. I moved my hair aside and offered myself to him. All of me. He sat up slightly, looked questioningly into my eyes.

I turned my head and gave him a clear path to my throat. I waited with agonizing anticipation until finally fang met flesh. 

It was penetration times two as his teeth slid into me at the same moment his cock did.

The puncture was incredible. The first sip of his fangs started an orgasmic crescendo inside me. I soared into the midnight blue sky, purple clouds of passion floating all around me, stars shined bright, and the world looked so amazing down below.

I was so far away yet still reveling in his arms, his body inside mine. Fangs inside my flesh, drinking me with deep draws, every pull of my blood and every thrust of his shaft sent me farther into the heavens and deeper into his thrall. For better or worse, for good and bad, for whatever it meant to love a vampire. I was all in. I was his.

I wrapped my arms around him feeling the muscles of his back bunching and rippling beneath my touch. I pulled him closer to me, deeper into me.  His cock was buried so deep, thrusting hard, fast, pushing, pumping, penetrating...

This was a sensational, seductive, sensual heaven, and I never wanted to leave. I wanted to keep coming and coming. I wanted him to drain me—take all of me, my blood, my love...then fill me with his power. I admired his raw strength. 

Everything was slipping away from me, and I wanted him to have it all. But he abruptly pulled away. I looked at him as he loomed over me. His face resembled an erotic mask, carved elegant features looking slightly sinister and exceedingly sexy with a tiny hint of blood at the corner of his mouth.

“Why did you stop?” 

“You’re giving me too much. If you continue to offer so much of yourself it is hard for me to stop.”

“Then don’t stop.”

“I won’t kill you.”

“Oh. No, I guess that’s not a very good option, is it?” I was floating back to reality, remembering I was with a vampire. His full sensuous lips were slightly pulled back to show off his deadly canines now covered in my blood.

“No, I finally have you. I will not lose you now to my desires. Please don’t offer so much, not when you don’t realize what you offer.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t...”

“I should have warned you. If you open up too much, if you let the thrall become all consuming, it’s like giving me a free pass to take it all. My instinct will sense that and my vampire nature will take over. Do not worry, I can control it, but you make it so deliciously hard being so open to me, so trusting, so desirable and wanton.” 

His lips brushed mine sending shivers through me. I could taste my blood and my body on him. It was a heady aphrodisiac. I licked his lips and pulled him close, grabbing his hard cock and stroking him, guiding him back to my warmth.

He plunged back into me. I wrapped my body around him, gripping with my arms and my legs, never wanting to let him go, never wanting to lose him, his warmth or his love.

“I love you, Aidan,” I whispered into his ear.

“I have always loved you, Gabrielle,” he replied. “Always and forever, even before I found you. I was searching, not just for someone, not for the right one, I was searching for you. I have dreamed of you for centuries.”

My heart melted into a liquid fire, coursing throughout my veins, pooling in my aching core where he thrust and trembled as we crashed into an orgasm together. Melting and merging with each other, bodies moving as one until our souls entwined. 

I had loved him forever too, and now I would have him for always.
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THE RADIO SQUAWKED on channel five, his station’s private channel, “Firefighter five-fifty-four, are you out there?”

“This is Firefighter five-fifty-four.”

“Hey, Blake, it’s Cami. Are you back in town? I thought I saw your Toyota drive by a little bit ago.”

“Yup, driving down Brown Bridge Road toward home right now.”

“Good. Everyone is out on a huge call in Porterdale, the old mill and hotel are on fire.”

“Do they need help? I can drop by the station and grab my gear.”

“No, I need you to pull into the old Avalon Plantation. A hiker out in the woods claims to have spotted smoke coming from around the mansion or possibly from inside the mansion. No one has lived there in years. You know how people are always seeing weird stuff out there. But it could be squatters or vandals, so it’s better to be safe than sorry. Plus you know how we’re supposed to follow up on all calls. I just don’t want to pull anyone off the Porterdale fire unless absolutely necessary.”

“No problem, Cami. It’s on my way home. I’ll check it out and call you if I need any help. It’s probably just a bum trying to get warm, it has been cold lately.”

“Thanks, Blake. Let me know if you need any assistance.”

“Will do,” he replied and set the radio down in the seat next to him.

So much for a relaxing homecoming. He’d been out of town for over a week dealing with his family in Florida, but everyone at the station knew he would be home today. Even dispatch. Hard to keep your business quiet in a small southern town. That was okay, he missed running calls. He’d prefer helping others to dealing with his family drama. 

The call at the mansion was probably nothing anyway. People were always seeing strange things from that old place. This wouldn’t be the first time someone reported seeing smoke, lights, or will o’ the wisp occurrences from the old plantation. Being old and spooky looking had everyone claiming it was haunted. Which used to be good, everyone stayed away. 

But now with all those damn ghost hunter and paranormal shows on TV, everyone was becoming an amateur ghost hunter. It used to be just old vagabonds that came across the abandoned mansion and decided it looked like a good place to stay. And they never stayed long. 

In the past, some of the teenagers in town had tried partying there, those from the Goth and Emo sets. They ended up running scared from the place before the night was over.

Blake had run a few calls there over the years but had never seen anything out of the ordinary. It was just an old crumbling plantation that hadn’t been cared for in a very long time. 

A forlorn ‘For Sale’ sign had been in front of the place for decades. Nobody had the money for such costly renovations. Hell, many thought it would be better to take a bulldozer to the place and start fresh, but it was a piece of southern history. Some diehard historian put the plantation on the historical buildings preservation list. So destined for a bulldozer it was not, at least not anytime soon. But unless someone fixed the place up, eventually it would fall down on its own. Blake loved history and wished he had the money to renovate it. He knew exactly what he’d do to it.

The private drive leading back to the main plantation house was about a quarter-mile before the road that led to Blake’s house. 

He turned down the drive and immediately noticed something was different. For one, the old ‘For Sale’ sign was gone, and the old drive that had been full of ruts and potholes for years had a fresh layer of gravel. Wow, maybe someone had finally bought the place and was fixing it up.

He pulled in front of the main mansion and couldn’t believe his eyes. The grass had been cut and a large dumpster full of garbage from inside the house sat in the drive. Someone had definitely bought the place.

He walked around the front of the building but didn’t see anyone around. No movement and no vehicles. There wasn’t any smoke or flames anywhere either. The front door was locked. He knocked but got no answer. Something urged him to go around back. 

The hiker called from the woods behind the house, so if there was anything to see it would be back there.

Blake walked around the huge old antebellum mansion, feeling like he walked back in time. The house was still in pretty good shape, the Greek revival style with the columns and curvature had held up quite well. In the back there still stood a large barn, a carriage house, and several other ramshackle outbuildings that had probably been slave quarters at one time. They filled the large landscape of the backyard. A few paths had recently been cleared out, but it was mostly overgrown. The fields that had once grown cotton, corn, or other crops were now all wooded.

Blake turned around and looked at the back of the mansion. It had been empty for over fifty years. What an impressive place this had once been. As he scanned the old architecture he saw it, smoke was creeping out from one of the second story windows.

Shit, he was hoping the call had been nothing. The back door was locked. He didn’t bother with knocking, he just turned around and mule kicked the door...hard. The rusty old hinges broke and the door flew inward. He ran through the place following the scent of smoke. It was faint and not all through the house, that was good. It meant if there was a fire it had not spread. He found the back stairs off the kitchen by the back door, probably the old servant’s stairs, and prayed they were sturdy enough for him to climb without falling through.

Cautiously testing a stair with his weight he found them to be sturdy. He should have known...they used to make things to last. He tested another and found it to be solid as well, so he ran up the rest of the steps, following the aroma of smoke.

The upstairs hall only had a hint of smoke in it. He followed the trail to a room at the far end, probably a bedroom. Smoke was seeping out from under the door. He touched the door testing it for heat, but it was cool. There must not be a fire, but where was the smoke coming from?

He pushed open the door and smoke billowed out sending him into a coughing fit. He couldn’t see anything.

“Hello? Is anyone here? Hello?” His deep voice echoed creepily throughout the room. 

As the smoke drifted out of the room he could see the source, the fireplace. Someone had started a fire but probably had not opened the flue or else the old chimney was all clogged up. He saw a window. As he walked over to it he noticed something that made his heart stop. On the bed lay the prone figure of a woman, her long, dark auburn hair trailed around her and down the side of the bed.

Oh, God. She had started a fire then lay down to take a nap. She was probably dead from smoke inhalation. She was much too still. Blake ran over to the woman.

His heart almost stopped. The woman was no older than twenty-five or twenty-six, and she was beautiful. So freaking beautiful it hurt. And she was unmoving, so extremely still, and didn’t seem to be breathing. He checked her pulse but couldn’t feel anything. Smoke continued filling the room, and he started coughing. An ache settled inside his body and an urge to protect this woman superseded all his other thoughts and needs. He had to save her.

I’ve got to clear out more of this smoke. Eyeing the window again, he ran over to it and tried to push it open. The damn thing wouldn’t budge, but he kept at it for a minute, then got mad and punched the thing. His hand went right through the old, brittle glass.

Inside his head he cussed and swore as he yanked a piece of glass from his hand. He didn’t even think about safety or procedure, which went against all his training and fire fighter instincts. Something else pushed him. All he could think was that he needed to save the woman. 

Fresh air filled the room as the opened window sucked the smoke out. He ran back to the prone figure on the bed and brushed her hair away from her mouth. He left a smear of blood on her lips and across her cheek. Her skin was so smooth, creamy, and perfect. Now it looked marred with his blood on it. At least it was his blood and not hers. 

An overwhelming need to protect her once again flooded him, even while he was thinking that he should be wearing gloves. He needed his med bag from his truck, but didn’t have time for all that if he was going to save this woman. He needed to implement CPR and mouth to mouth... now!

Even in the cool air he was sweating like crazy. It dripped down his face and puddled above his lip, he swiped at the moisture with his bloody hand. Then leaned over her to give mouth to mouth, he had to get her airways working. He didn’t have time to worry about protocol and safety measures.

Pinching her nose, he blew a clean breath into her mouth, then another, and another. He pulled back so he could move down and start CPR. He peeled the blanket down exposing a pair of perfect round breasts peeking through a sheer nightgown. He gasped as he realized her nipples responded to the cool air by growing erect. That was good, she was alive. The thought sent a flush of arousal through his body. He had the briefest chance to think about how totally wrong for him to feel that before he looked at her beautiful face. Just then her eyes flew open. 

She screamed. 

Blake yelled and tumbled backward off the bed.

The woman scrambled to the headboard pulling the blanket with her as she peered over the edge of the bed. She licked her lips while looking at him with the clearest, palest blue eyes he had ever looked into. They were startling, amazing, and she was downright beautiful. The feeling of arousal intensified as she stared at him. But something was wrong, more wrong than his intense feeling of sexual attraction toward a patient. 

She hadn’t coughed. After inhaling all that smoke, she had to cough. Any living creature that had been in a room filled with smoke would have to cough. Hell, he had coughed and hadn’t even been in there that long.

Maybe she had coughed, and he was too shocked by her scream to have noticed. 

So there Blake sat, dumbfounded and aroused, on the dusty old floor of the bedroom. The smoke inhalation must have damaged his ability to think clearly because he did this all wrong. Everything was wrong. He was a highly trained firefighter, first responder, and medic. Yet, he had broken every rule in the book. He realized all this as he stared at the stunning auburn-haired woman with his blood all over her face.

“Are you okay?” he finally managed to ask as he gathered his wits about himself and mentally prayed that his erection would go away before he stood up.

“Yes, I think so. What happened?” She looked around the room at the broken window, and then at the faint wisps of smoke still curling out of the fireplace then back at him.

“You...started a fire, ma’am?” he asked while those pale eyes seemed to devour him...and he liked it. God help him, he liked it.

“Yes. I had been working all day and decided I needed to lie down. I was exhausted and so cold, so very cold... I started a fire in the fireplace then lay down to take a nap. Next thing I know you are practically on top of me. What happened?” Those blue eyes looked him over; it was like a cool caress playing over his body. It made him shiver. 

So much for the erection going away.

“I’m a firefighter ma’am, I received a call that someone saw smoke coming from the place. Everyone thought the plantation was still empty, so I came to check it out. I found you in here with the room full of smoke. The chimney must be clogged. It is a miracle you aren’t dead. I thought you were. I couldn’t find a pulse, you weren’t breathing...” Blake stammered and babbled like a school boy, very unlike him.

A faint smiled played at the corners of the woman’s mouth. “Yes, it is a miracle I’m not dead.” She licked her lips again and in such a seductive manner.

How could a woman look sensual with blood smeared across her face? Blake didn’t know it was possible, but somehow this woman made blood look sexy. Ugh, must be the smoke inhalation.

She kept looking at him on the floor. He figured he better get up off his ass and stood up, brushing the dust off his pants. The woman was staring at the front of him, at his hand. He looked down, blood was dripping everywhere, and he left a streak across the front of his jeans. It was like a bloody arrow pointing directly at his semi-aroused cock. Damn! He grabbed a rag from his back pocket and wrapped it around his hand. 

“Sorry about that, ma’am. I broke your window to let the smoke out, couldn’t seem to get the thing open. Um, you might want to wash up. I seem to have gotten some blood on your face. I am really sorry, ma’am.”

Her expression looked odd as she stood and walked carefully around him, like she was trying to keep her distance. “It’s quite all right. If you’ll just excuse me, I’ll go freshen up.”

“You know I should call dispatch and have an ambulance sent out...”

“NO!” She hissed vehemently. “I mean, no, please, I am fine. I don’t have any health insurance. It would be an expense I don’t need. It is unnecessary. I’ll just go clean up.”

“Okay, well, I still have to call dispatch and let them know everything’s all right out here. I’m going down to my truck while you clean up, then I’ll come back and do something about that window. And take a look at your chimney for you.”

“That’s so very kind of you, Mr...?”

“The name’s Blake. Blake Thornridge.”

“Thank you, Blake,” she said softly, then disappeared into another room.

Wow, he totally botched this call. Hopefully she didn’t decide to sue or anything because nothing about this followed procedure. It was like his mind had been in a fog most of the time. He found his way back down the stairs and out to his truck to call Cami. Then he grabbed his toolbox out of the back of the truck.

* * * *
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ANIKA STARED IN THE mirror at the blood streaking her face. She shook uncontrollably while licking any remnants of his blood off her lips. She looked down and found a few droplets on her fingers and licked those off as well. 

She had almost lost control out there with all that fresh blood just dripping from his hand...and she could smell it all over her, taste it on her lips. God, she wanted to drop to her knees in front of him and suck the blood from his hand. And after she had her fill she’d gladly suck on something else.

Damn. In all her years no man had ever tasted so good. She had dreams like this—waking up with a handsome man in her bedchamber dripping blood into her mouth...she had never imagined that one day it would come true though. And such a fine, beautiful man. A rugged, sexy man. A hero. Her hero. And those eyes...the color of whiskey with fire swirling in them.

Shit, shit, shit this man was going to be trouble. His blood was already in her, his essence was on her lips, on her tongue, like fine dark chocolate laced with raspberry liquor. The taste was utterly exquisite...and she wanted more. It was all she could do to control herself, to keep from pouncing on him and sinking her teeth into his throat while he thrust a specific part of his anatomy into her.

Living off bagged blood was making her needy, and she was really feeling a need for this man...Blake. She needed Blake something bad right now. If only he had not hurt himself. It was his blood, just his blood that was driving her wild. Right. Coming off the vein could drive a vampire nuts for a while. She tried to convince herself that it was just the blood making her want Blake so badly, but she had a feeling even without the blood she would still be at odds keeping herself from jumping him.

God, she hadn’t felt this way in decades. After so many centuries people all became the same, tiresome and boring. She had to stay detached so it didn’t hurt when they grew old and died. Then they just turned into food and a means to an end. Something useful. But not something she cared for.

This man could be different. He was different. She could already tell. Blake was making her heart beat and her blood sizzle.

Damn.

All sexy sinew and muscle, Blake was lean and rippled with strength and virility. This was the type of man she used to love, the kind she fell for so long ago. Dark, sexy, and a bit dangerous, but why did he have to be the hero type? That was wonderful but meant he probably played by the rules, which could mean trouble for her in the long run. 

Yet she couldn’t help but think of his aroused state. She noticed, even while trying to save her life, he had been aroused by her. She giggled at that thought. Her life was long beyond saving. 

Although, he made her feel more alive than she had in decades...maybe in more than a century. She wanted him something bad, and she knew he wanted her too. She had sensed his arousal even before seeing the evidence of it. That had made it even harder, pun totally intended, to keep away from him. And the man wasn’t gone yet. She could feel him out there. His energy filled the house with life. Something it had not seen much of in several decades. 

* * * *
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ANIKA ENTERED HER BEDCHAMBER with a robe over her sheer nightgown and found her sexy fireman with half his body up the chimney.

“Find anything up there?” she asked wickedly.

A loud thump came from within the chimney, a muffled curse, and then Blake’s head popped out covered in soot. “Yes, ma’am. Looks like the chimney has crumbled over the years, filled with rocks, and on top of that there’s probably all kinds of debris. Don’t use this fireplace again until the chimney gets rebuilt. I wouldn’t recommend using any of the others either. They could be crumbled as well, or at the very least, filled with garbage or bird nests.”

“I’ll take that under advisement. You know of any good contractors or work crews around here? So far I had the yard cleared out a bit and a dumpster brought in, but I haven’t even had the place inspected to see what it really needs.”

“Well, uh, I’m a contractor and a licensed building inspector. I could check things out for you.”
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