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CHAPTER 1 - MEG AND THE PUMPING THIGHS
I think about sex far too
often
, Meg thought—thinking about sex again
as she watched a lanky boy in hip-slipping jeans kissing the bare
shoulder of his skimpily dressed blonde girlfriend. It was all too
easy to imagine his hungry young mouth on her own skin.

Maybe that boy is a car
thief just out of jail? And the girl is a pampered princess from
the richest stud farm in the Havelock hills? Plenty of conflict and
angst there. No happy ending without a lot of clever
writing.

Meg was trying so hard to become a
romance novelist...

Sighing, she turned away, half closed
her eyes against the late afternoon sun, and waited for the traffic
lights to turn green. Something catchy burst and buzzed from the
old car radio. She wound the volume up and tapped her fingers on
the steering wheel in time with it.

Summer had almost arrived in New
Zealand. Christmas was a bare month off. The brilliant weather had
peaches and apples swelling on thousands of trees in the orchards
around Hastings, and people wearing fewer clothes. Inspiration for
a romance novelist sprang out everywhere she looked.

The old green Toyota rocked a little,
shaking her out of her reverie. A cyclist leaned on the car,
gripping the corner pillar. Meg’s eyes widened as they strayed over
his bulging bicep, down his strong, corded forearm, and on past
long tanned fingers protruding suggestively from his cutaway
cycling glove.

I’m doing it
again.

She could easily imagine that hand
caressing her face, moving down the sensitive column of her neck,
sliding insistently lower to her aching, tingling—

PAAAAAAARP!!!!

The huge farty toot from the truck
right behind jerked her back to reality and she stalled the car.
Cursing, she wrenched the key around and pumped the
accelerator.

“
Yer-yer-yer-yer-yer,” the
Toyota said, without firing. By the time it did, the lights had
changed again and the cyclist was way across the intersection,
Lycra clad butt high in the air, long legs pedaling like
pistons.

Meg sat there dazed and distracted,
and mentally assigned his tight muscular backside to the assortment
of characters in the stories her writing group was working on. It
might be just the right rear for Higgins the pot-boy in Vi’s tale
about Mistress Golightly and the handsome but impoverished vicar.
Or maybe the dashing vicar himself was the owner of the excellent
ass?

Eloise could use it, perhaps? For the
stable lad who was giving Duchess Davinia a spot of rumpty-tumpty
when the old Duke wasn’t about. Yes, that was more like it. The
stable lad in the tight velvet breeches and ripped ivory-colored
shirt. Eloise had read out a very cunning little scene at the last
meeting where the Duchess had flicked a horsewhip onto his rippling
golden back—just lightly, to spur him on. It had worked a treat.
(The scene, as well as the whip. Meg pressed her thighs together as
she recalled her reaction to it.)

She groaned; her friends were
right—she needed a new man if she had all this sex on her brain.
Ben would be off to university in a few months, and then she’d be
on her own.

Fat chance of finding another pleasant
looking, nice natured man who’d be happy with her incessant writing
though!

I’ll do some housework
tonight, she promised herself, dragging her thoughts away from
possible future pleasure. If she left
it
until the morning she might never get around to it—and her writing
group did tend to move the chairs about, exposing the fluffy pieces
of floor for anyone to see. She needed to throw herself into some
serious dusting, too.

And put some decent soap and a pretty
hand towel in the powder room. Surely elderly Vi would have turned
her nose up at the raggy old Star Wars towel Ben had hung there for
the last meeting?

But she was
itching
to get back to
the Italian billionaire plot she was playing with. Carlo. And the
very English nanny, Angela, who had gone to his palazzo, which was
furnished with priceless antiques, to look after his lively
dark-haired children. The handsome billionaire needed to somehow
discover Angela in her underwear. Real silk and French lace. Navy
and cream? Coffee and cream? Black and lavender? Meg considered the
myriad possibilities.

At last the lights changed again. She
made an efficient getaway this time, just as Bruce Springsteen’s
husky voice assured her he had ‘a bad desire’ and that he was on
fire. Imagine having Bruce-baby crooning to you in bed! She drove
on, nodding in time to the syncopated guitar breaks between the
verses, and enjoying the smoldering sensuality of the song. In no
time her imagination shot into overdrive again.

“
I have a bad desire,”
raven-haired Valerian murmured as he gazed down on Celia’s pale
neck. Her veins showed tender blue under her silky skin. He smelled
the faint richness of her delectable blood. His fangs throbbed as
they slowly extended...

“
No!” Celia gasped, trying
to writhe out of his arms. “You promised you wouldn’t.”

He fixed his hypnotic eyes
on hers, willing her to let him bite. Around them the trees
thrashed in the gale. Fitful moonlight flickered between the
branches, but apart from this faint silver glimmering, everything
was dark. As dark as her eyes. As dark as his desires.

He bent lower. Gave her
jugular a tender lick as she shuddered in his arms...

Meg stomped on the brake, finding
herself going far too fast at the next corner with no recollection
of how she’d got there. She let her fantasy fade, knowing she’d
left it too late to break into the vampire market anyway. But she’d
almost drawn level with the hunky cyclist again, so virtuously kept
her speed down to appreciate his long sinewy legs pumping the
pedals around and around.

Pumping—dangerous word,
Meg.
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