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On The Edge

 

The music faded with each step Brett took
toward his apartment, but he could still feel the beat of it, the
low drums vibrating throughout the club and up toward him.
Sometimes, like now, when he was tired, he almost regretted the
decision to adopt the upper level of the club as his living
quarters. Surely, a quieter home would have been better. The idea
never lasted once he locked the door behind him, though. Perfect
soundproofing made sure that he could sleep even through the club's
wildest nights.

Massaging his temples, he toed off his shoes
and left them by the door before walking toward the bathroom. The
day had been long as he interviewed a dozen prospective
bartenders.  On The Edge was fast gaining a reputation all
over the country, and hearing all of the candidates repeat, too
enthusiastically, how interested they were in working at the club
had left him with a pounding headache.

Of course, his headache might also have
been due to the sample drinks he had asked them to mix for him. He
would take the night to think about it and make his decision in the
morning. He still was hesitating about adding just one, or two,
bartenders to his staff. The club was only three months old, but it
had become an instant hit and every week saw the profit numbers
increase. Vampires loved the place for its lack of mirrors and
willing customers, and thrill-seeking humans loved that so many
vampires frequented the place. As long as no accidents happened—as
long as no one died—Brett was sure that On The Edge would
remain the place to be
in the city, even the state. Hiring two bartenders right away would
probably be best in the long run.

It was with a low, grateful moan that he
stepped into the shower, steam immediately filling the stall as
pressured water struck him from multiple angles. Eyes closed, he
rested both hands against the cool black tiles and enjoyed the
feeling of hot water striking his body, massaging away stress and
tiredness. It wasn't long before he heard the quiet slide of the
shower door opening and closing again. He smiled in anticipation.
All day long, he had been thinking of coming back to Lisa. If she
hadn't joined him in the shower, he would have joined her in bed
instead, wrapped his arms around her and enjoyed how kittenish she
could be in her sleep.

Lisa quickly showed that she had other
intentions, however. Her skin was cool when she pressed her chest
to his back, as were her hands, the right one wrapping gently
around his cock, the left running up and down his chest.

“Evening,” she murmured behind his ear, the
sound a quiet caress. “How was your day?”

“Long. Way too long. I missed you.”

She pressed a kiss to the nape of his neck.
Pushing back from where he had been leaning against the wall, he
covered both her hands with his and accompanied her movements as
she pulled on his hardening cock with one, tight and slow, while
flicking at his nipples with the other. She was applying the
perfect amount of pressure to make her touch half torture, half
caress; he sighed.

“How was yours?” he asked back.

“Lonely, since you insisted on abandoning
me.”

She punctuated the hint of teasing reproach
with a squeeze to his cock and a tight pinch to his right nipple.
Brett groaned as he pulled both her hands away from him before
turning to face her. Her lips were set on the devious grin he had
expected, and he lost no time in cupping her face to press his
mouth to hers. Her arms wove around him and her hands splayed over
the muscles of his back and ass, pulling him closer until her
breasts were crushed against him, his cock trapped between them.
His mouth sliding to kiss across her jaw and down her neck, he
found his way, as he always did, to the two small scars on her neck
and scraped his teeth against them. Lisa shuddered.

“Want you inside me,” she said, her voice low
and heavy. Dropping her arms, she turned against him and leaned
against the wall, mirroring their earlier positions.

Brett ran his hands over the curve of her
back, enjoying how responsive she was to his touch. She always
craved sex when waking up, and he was only too happy to oblige.
Taking hold of his cock, he rubbed it against the crack of her ass
and down between her joined legs, where the hot water was mixing to
her own wetness to create a slick passage for him. At a touch of
his hand, she spread her legs and leaned forward, giving him access
to her core. He slipped inside her slowly, as painfully slow as she
had stroked his cock earlier. Payback.

“You bastard,” she grunted, the affection in
her words belying them. “Just…yes!”

With a snap of his hips, he had pushed in as
deep as he could go in this position. There was nothing he could
refuse Lisa, and they both knew it.

Keeping a hand on her hip for balance, he
started thrusting. Sharp, shallow thrusts that pulled quiet hisses
from Lisa's lips. His free hand roamed over her wet skin, chasing
beads of water away from her back, stroking each breast in turn
until her nipples were hard points against his palm. Finally
holding her waist with both hands, he intensified his rhythm. She
had been still so far, but now she started pushing back against
him, her movements accentuating his.

Brett could feel his balls tighten as they
slapped against her flesh in wet, smacking noises. Sliding a hand
forward to the apex of her legs, he found her clit and twisted it
once, twice, just on the edge of pain, pushing her into her
pleasure until she was panting and shaking, her cunt contracting
around his cock and drawing a quicksilver orgasm out of him.

As he slowly pulled out of her, Brett wrapped
his arms around Lisa and turned her so that she faced him again.
Her smile was pure warmth now, and her lips were unadulterated
sugar when they met his. He held her to his chest as he lazily
explored her mouth with his tongue, his fingers playing in the
blond hair she kept just long enough to brush against her
shoulders. He could have stayed there in her arms all night, if not
for the slowly cooling water.

With a sigh, Brett turned off the shower even
as Lisa slid the door open and they stepped out, reaching together
for the heavy robes hung over the heater.

“Found your bartender?” Lisa asked as she
picked up a towel and dried her hair vigorously.

“There were three that stood out. I think
I'll hire two of them.”

The warmth of the bathroom seemed to
disappear right away when he opened the door and walked out toward
the kitchen. The soundproofing of the apartment was excellent, but
its heating system left something to be desired.

“I still think you should have at least one
vampire behind the bar,” Lisa called after him, picking up her
usual suggestion. As a silent investor and partner, she had proved
to be rather vocal more often than not. “Offer some cocktails
geared toward us. Even straight blood, animal or human. Treat it
like just a regular drink and you'll make a killing.”

Her face appeared through the open door and
when Brett looked up from where he was seated at the kitchen
island, she flashed him a grin.

“Figuratively speaking, of course.”

Brett chuckled and took a bite from the apple
he had picked from the fruit bowl.

“If that vamp that was supposed to come today
had shown up, I'd probably have hired him on the spot,” he placated
her. “And you know I've asked for that blood bar license. It's just
taking longer than I expected.”

Lisa didn't answer. She was naked when she
walked out of the bathroom, and even though Brett knew her body
well enough that he could have drawn her with his eyes closed, his
gaze followed her hungrily toward the bedroom. As much as it pained
him to admit it, she was just a little taller than he was—and that
was without heels. Her hair was starting to curl a little, as it
always did when it was damp, and was leaving her shoulders bare.
Somehow, it seemed to make her nakedness even more blatant, and the
curves of her breasts and ass even more appealing.

Unable to resist, Brett abandoned his snack
and went after her, stopping to lean against the bedroom doorjamb.
Still nude, she was in front of her open closet and rifling through
her collection of dresses.

“Who's abandoning who, now?” he commented
good-naturedly.

“What can I say? Predator instincts.”

She finally pulled out a dress and slipped it
on before turning to face Brett, an eyebrow raised in a silent
question. The dress was black satin, hanging precariously from
Lisa's shoulders by spaghetti straps and coming down to just
beneath her knees. It seemed to reveal more than it hid.

Walking to her, Brett ran his hands up her
arms and down her sides, finally sliding them behind her to cup her
ass and pull her against him, where she would feel the effect she
was having on him.

“Breathtaking,” he murmured in the crook of
her neck. “You're sure you don't want to stay in tonight? I could
be the prey to this gorgeous predator.”

Pulling back, he gave her a wide-eyed
innocent look that made her laugh softly.

“I won't be long,” she promised with a peck
to his lips and a light squeeze to his semi-hard cock.

Flat sandals were the only accessory she put
on before leaving, and Brett could only stare at her backside,
mesmerized by the way the satin hugged her ass, until the front
door had closed on her. Then he smiled. A predator, indeed. He
would have defied any man in the club to resist her—or any woman
for that matter. Lisa would find someone to feed from before she
ever stepped down onto the dance floor, he would bet the club on
it.

And as a matter of fact, he wanted to see it.
She refused to feed from him, having explained that she didn't want
to think of him as food. But like so many of his patrons he had
been attracted to vampires for a long time, and he was fascinated
by the idea of being bitten. If she wouldn't bite him, he could at
least watch her feed from someone else.

It took him mere moments to put on dark pants
and a crisp shirt. When he had come back to his apartment, he had
been yearning for silence and a quiet evening, but he returned down
to the pulsing beat of the club without a second thought.

He stood on one of the suspended bridges and
looked down at the dance floor, his eyes searching for Lisa even as
they stopped on a beautiful woman here or a handsome man there. He
loved to watch people dance, their movements at times so close to
the most primal forms of sex.

He also loved to watch Lisa flirt and seduce.
Loved the way her body moved, the way she smiled, even the way she
slithered ever closer to her chosen prey. He loved it even more
that he knew she'd be back in his bed—in his arms—before the night
was over.




* * * *




Just moments after she had started dancing,
Lisa could feel Brett's eyes on her. She could always tell when
someone was watching her. It was almost a sixth sense she had had
even in her human years. She only needed seconds to find him,
leaning against the railing of one of the suspended bridges above
the dancing crowd. She winked at him and saw him smile in return
before she focused her attention again on the three young men in
front of her. She had fed from two of them in the past already, and
judging by their hopeful looks, neither would have minded a repeat.
But the third one was attractive, with light honey hair, green eyes
and a pretty smile—so much like Brett that she couldn't pretend,
this time, that it was a coincidence.

She crooked a finger in the young man's
direction, motioning him to come closer. He beamed at her as he
did, his hands rising for a second toward her before dropping again
a little shyly. She grabbed them and pulled them to her hips before
settling her own on his shoulders. The next few songs would be slow
ones, which she knew would be all the better to charm him with and
get what she wanted from him willingly.

Hips swaying, Lisa danced her way closer to
him, until each step became a caress and her partner's heartbeat
seemed to pound louder than the music. She usually took her time,
teasing and arousing her prey until he was ready to do anything she
asked and followed her to one of the alcoves on the first floor.
But tonight, she very badly wanted to get back to Brett and
continue what they had started earlier. She had awakened hours
before Brett had returned, wet from a sexy dream and hungry for a
cock and a fuck. As nice as their little romp in the shower had
been, it hadn't been nearly enough. Brett was a wonderful lover and
she cared deeply for him. But sometimes, she regretted that he was
human, had a job and responsibilities that kept him away from her.
She also regretted having unwittingly added to his workload.

The first few weeks of their relationship, he
had been far less busy. The small bar he had acquired fresh out of
business school had just become successful enough to pay for his
food, apartment and clothes without much to spare but without a lot
of work either. When he had told her of his idea to open a dancing
club, she had added her own suggestions to the mix, making the
place vampire-friendly, and had eventually offered to finance the
venture. She had never expected the amount of work Brett would have
to put into the place, from the first days of renovation of the
ancient factory, to the handpicking of the waitresses and
bartenders. The club was his dream. So far, she hadn't been able to
convince him to let someone else take any responsibility for it.
Lisa hadn't given up, though.

She had been about to lean in to whisper a
suggestion into her partner's ear when the sensation of being
watched accentuated, forcing Lisa to look around her. Her eyes
widened in surprise when they fell on the tall vampire only a few
steps away from her. In one blink, she forgot her dancing partner
to throw herself into Leo's arms. He caught her easily and spun her
around him, her laugh rising like chimes. When he let her feet
touch the floor again, neither of them hesitated as they lunged for
each other's neck.

His blood on her tongue made Lisa hum in
pleasure as it brought forth memories of decades spent together.
She could barely remember why they had parted—had it been fifteen
years already? But to be back in his arms, to feel his tongue
slowly lapping where his fangs had broken her flesh, to see him
grin when she pulled back—all of it erased whatever quarrel had
separated them.

“I can't believe you're here!” she said, her
voice loud to cover the music. She rested her hands on his chest in
a familiar gesture. “I thought I'd never see you again, and here
you are! You've got to tell me everything! Where have you been?
What have you done? I've got so much to tell you!”

He laughed, and Lisa was just struck by how
accurate her memories of him were. Vampires didn't change, of
course, but memories do as time idealizes old lovers. Leo was
exactly the same as she remembered, dark hair cut short, darker
eyes piercing her as though he could read her thoughts, strong
hands at her waist, rippling muscles under her fingers.

She smiled. “You haven't changed a bit.”

Leo's hand came up to brush against the
blonde curls hanging over her shoulders.

“I can't say the same about you,” he
commented gently. “But it looks nice on you, Beth. Very nice.”

His lips were chaste against hers, almost
tender. Coming from Leo, the gesture meant more than words from
another man might have, and spelled quite clearly that he had
missed her. Sliding her arms around him, Lisa hugged him—and
noticed Brett standing still just behind him in the middle of the
dancing crowd.

Pulling back, she took hold of Leo's arm and
made him turn, indicating Brett with a tilt of her head.

“This is Brett,” she told him, before giving
the other man a grin. “And this is Leo.”

Lisa had to repress a laugh at the way they
both looked the other up and down, searching for flaws and
weaknesses—probably wondering what she saw in them. Neither
revealed anything, but she knew them too well to be fooled. Deep
down, they were very much alike, and that was one reason she had
been attracted to Brett. She knew herself enough to realize that.
And at that moment, they were sharing the same feelings—jealousy,
and an interest neither would show without being strongly
encouraged.

She certainly planned to encourage them both
before morning came.

“It's too noisy to talk here,” she pointed
out, even though neither had tried to say more than a word of
greeting. “Let's go upstairs.”

She held on to Leo's right arm and stepped
forward to loop her arm through Brett's left, pulling them with her
up the staircase to the ground floor and its bar. She could tell
that Brett wanted to stop there, but she continued to guide them to
the private staircase that led to his apartment. She saw the dark
look he was giving her when she had to let go of them to climb the
narrower steps. They had long since agreed that Brett's
apartment—their apartment, as he insisted on calling it—was
off-limits for Lisa's prey. Leo was anything but, and maybe she
needed to make that clear to Brett.

“Leo and I were sired by the same vampire,”
she explained now that the music wasn't drowning her voice anymore.
“I'm just days older than him. We learned everything together.”

In front of her, Brett let out a noise that
might have been a grunt or a snort. Behind her, Leo reached over to
trace a line down her spine that had goose bumps running over her
skin.

When they got to the landing, Brett held the
door open for her and stared hard at Leo when he stopped on the
threshold. She said his name with a touch of impatience, and he
finally uttered the invitation that would give Leo access to the
apartment.

Rolling her eyes, Lisa led the way to the
living room. They would need to stop playing these games—and
fast.

Especially, since she intended to have them
both in her bed tonight.




* * * *




The apartment looked nice, though the
furniture wasn't comfortable enough for Leo's taste. The sofa he
was sitting on was a bit stiff and made it difficult to relax. Of
course, the feeling might have come from the human sitting on an
identical piece of furniture just across from him, his eyes glaring
still as though demanding to know what Leo was doing there. Beth
had abandoned them to get drinks in the kitchen, and Brett had not
said a word since.

“Have you known Beth for a long time?” he
asked, trying for small talk. Finding Beth here had been a
beautiful surprise, but Leo was somewhat puzzled that she was
apparently living with a human.

Brett looked at him in confusion. “Who is
Beth?”

“The vampire you live with?”

A little amused, he watched for Brett's
reaction carefully and found it interesting that the human tensed
for a second at the word ‘vampire'. The shake of his head however
was unexpected.

“We have been together for eleven months. And
her name is Lisa, not Beth.”

The declaration had a final ring to it, as
though by naming her, Brett could lay a claim on her. Clearly, he
cared about her and she was more than a bed partner to him. But
there was still no hint of what in the man could have captured
Beth's attention enough that she would spend almost a year with
him. He was good-looking, certainly, and Leo knew from personal
experience that Beth liked the kind of muscled body Brett barely
hid beneath a too tight shirt. But it couldn't be nearly enough to
keep her in anyone's bed for very long.

Beth finally returned with three glasses, one
of them containing no more than two fingers of a pretty old whiskey
if Leo was to judge by its scent and color, the other two taller
glasses holding a mix of blood and alcohol.

“What's your real name?” Brett asked her a
little abruptly, as she was handing him his glass.

She let out a quiet chuckle. “Elisabeth. I
used to go by Beth, but I prefer Lisa now.”

She said the last with a small smile toward
Leo, who nodded as much in thanks for the drink she had offered him
as for the explanation of the name change. He hadn't expected that.
It seemed that she had changed more in the past fifteen years than
she had the thirty before that. So far, Leo didn't mind the
differences he was discovering.

As he took a sip of his drink—vodka and human
blood, both excellent quality—Leo noticed Brett's smug look, and
the possessive hold of his hand on Beth's—no, Lisa's knee where she
had sat next to him on the arm of the sofa. The man looked as
though he had won a battle by having her confirm what name she used
now. It was almost touching, and somewhat amusing.

“Have you been in town long?” Lisa asked. Her
free hand rested on Brett's shoulder, but her attention was fully
on Leo.

“I arrived today. I needed a change of
scenery and coming back here seemed like a good idea. I'd never
have thought you'd still be around, though.”

He said the last part as a way to reassure
Brett, letting him know he hadn't been looking for Lisa when coming
to town. Brett, however, frowned and his gaze became suspicious.
When he asked how long Leo intended to stay in town, his tone had
an aggressive edge to it that made Lisa look at him reprovingly. If
he couldn't play nicely, Leo saw no reason to do so himself.

“I'm not sure,” he replied. “It'll depend on
what reasons I may find to stay.”

The leer he gave Lisa made her chuckle
quietly. Brett reacted much more strongly, standing without warning
and placing his empty glass down on the coffee table with a
sonorous ring.

“It's getting late,” he said coldly. “It was
nice meeting you.”

The lie was thick on his tongue, but Leo
found it entertaining more than insulting. Brett was trying to
defend what he considered his, and Leo couldn't fault him for it.
It was a pity for him that the human didn't know Lisa any better,
though.

“I'll join you in a while,” she said when
Brett turned a questioning gaze toward her. “Leo and I have a lot
to catch up on.”

Clearly, Brett had not expected her to stay
behind with Leo, and he hid his surprise badly. Stepping close to
her, he kissed Lisa hard before walking away, his back stiff and
fists clenched tight. Lisa watched him go with a shake of her head,
and sighed when he slammed the bedroom door shut behind him.

“You care a lot about him,” Leo said, knowing
he didn't need to make it a question.

Lisa took a sip of her drink before nodding.
“He's a wonderful man. I'm sure you'll like him, once he gets past
these jealous antics.”

The determined glint in her eyes made it
plain that she would see to it that Brett's jealousy subsided, and
for a second Leo wondered what she had in mind exactly. But then,
she came to curl next to him on the sofa and he didn't care so much
about Brett anymore.

“Tell me what has been going on in your
life,” she asked, laying a light hand on his leg. “I've missed you.
I'm glad you're back.”

Leo was surprised to realize how relieved he
was to hear those few simple words. He had been thinking about her
a lot, these past few years, but he had never dreamt that she would
welcome him back so easily into her life. After the way they had
parted, he wouldn't have dared wish for his mouth on hers, either,
or her hands on him. To be proven wrong wasn't a
disappointment.

Far from it.




* * * *




When he entered his bedroom, Brett had been
sure that Lisa would soon follow him. She had to understand what
him slamming the door shut meant. But by the time he had changed
out of his clothes and into light sleeping pants, Lisa still hadn't
showed up. Instead, he could hear her talk and laugh in the other
room—could hear her and Leo laughing together.

As he paced back and forth at the foot of the
bed, he scowled and glared at the door, trying to eavesdrop on what
they were laughing about, while at the same time furiously assuring
himself that he didn't care. He regretted not having asked Lisa to
join him. He had been sure he didn't need to. In the eleven months
he had known her, she had never failed to slip into his bed before
morning had come.

He wasn't stupid. He knew that sometimes she
took more than blood from her prey, and he had watched her dance
with other men, even kiss or touch other men with no jealousy, but
rather an intense thrill. He had even wished he could have seen her
with them, when she took them to those private alcoves on the
ground floor. It had never mattered so far because he had always
known it was no more than a game for her. She took sex from a few
of those handsome men for the same reason she took their blood.
Because she wanted it. Because what she was demanded it. Brett had
first taken her to his bed not only because she was beautiful and
sexy as hell, but also—mainly, maybe—because she was a vampire. It
would have been hypocritical from him to reproach her instincts to
her now.

But this felt…different. It wasn't just how
good-looking Leo was—sexy, even, with that predator-like grace that
vampires often displayed—it was how Lisa was reacting to him. The
way she'd forgotten her prey on the dance floor to throw herself at
Leo. The little spark in her eyes when she looked at him, that
spark that Brett had thought was reserved for him. And the fact
that she was with Leo, now, in the place she shared with Brett,
laughing with him while Brett was left to worry about whether he
was going to lose her to her past.

His train of thoughts stopped instantly when
he realized that he couldn't hear them anymore. Pausing by the
door, he stared at it intently, listening as closely as he could
but failing to catch even a whisper.

Had they left? Had he missed the
characteristic sound of the door's lock?

And if they were still there, why had they
stopped talking? What were they doing?

Brett wasn't sure what was worse—imagining
what they might be doing or thinking that Lisa had left.

His hand was shaking when he opened the door
as noiselessly as he could. Holding his breath, he tiptoed out, and
stopped right away. Maybe it would have been better if they had
left. Better than to find Lisa sitting astride Leo's lap on the
sofa, her dress bunched up at her waist, her hands roaming over his
bare chest while his own caressed her back and ass as they kissed.
From where he stood, Brett couldn't tell if they were fucking yet
or not. Their movements certainly suggested they were.

Yet even through the pain of the discovery,
his body reacted to what he was seeing and his cock began to
harden. It hurt to see Lisa in another man's arms, more than he had
ever thought it would. But at the same time, part of him was only
conscious of how beautiful they were like this, oblivious to the
world and focused only on each other—on each other's pleasure.

They weren't completely oblivious, he soon
realized. He had not completely lost Lisa yet. She turned toward
him, smiled at him. Her hand reached out, inviting him to…

Join in? Join them? They didn't need him.
That much was clear to Brett. And even if that treacherous part of
him was urging him on, urging him to take a chance and touch not
just her but these two beautiful creatures, he refused to listen.
He wouldn't do it. He couldn't do it.

Could he?




* * * *




That prickling at the base of her skull that
always warned her when she was being watched was back, but even
without it Lisa would have known. She could discern Brett's arousal
in the air, thick and musky, and combined with Leo's, it was making
her lightheaded. The bitter hint of jealousy, however, wasn't one
she was used to discerning on him, and she knew exactly how to take
care of that.

She tore her mouth away from Leo's with some
difficulty. Immediately, his lips latched onto her neck and he
started sucking hard, reopening the punctures he had created
earlier. She shivered at the sensation and turned toward Brett
where he stood by the wall. His eyes were wide, his breathing
faster than normal, and the tenting of his sleeping pants
practically obscene.

With a smile, Lisa raised a hand toward him,
willing him to join her and Leo, who was now alternating light
kisses and harmless bites along her shoulder. Brett blinked at her
gesture and she could see him tense. He didn't move, instead
remained where he was. She had decided she would have both of them,
and wouldn't let Brett's hesitation or remnants of misplaced
jealousy get in the way.

She gave Leo a look—half question, half
suggestion—and he answered it with a grin before grabbing her by
the waist to lift her off his lap and onto her feet. He smoothed
her dress down her hips, tugging lightly until she was presentable
again, then gave her a gentle push in Brett's direction.

Her hips might have swayed a tad more than
they usually did as she took slow steps toward Brett, her head down
but looking up at him through her eyelashes. In the perfect silence
of the room, she could hear his breathing accelerate just a little
more.

He said her name, just as she was reaching
him, his voice low and broken. Maybe she had played things too
abruptly, she conceded. In her certitude that she knew them both
well enough to predict they would enjoy what she had in mind, she
had forgotten that while Leo and she had a history of sharing
lovers, Brett was new to this kind of thing. He had watched her
seduce her prey more than once, and she knew it aroused him to see
her flirt with other men, but this went beyond flirting with warm
bodies that didn't have names. She had made it obvious how much Leo
meant to her. Perhaps she'd been too heavy-handed. It was time to
reassure Brett.

“Shhh…” she whispered, laying her hand gently
across his cheek. “I'm not going anywhere. You know that, don't
you?”

A flicker of his eyes behind her, to where
she knew Leo had stood from the sofa, was answer enough. She ran
her thumb over Brett's lips, bringing his attention back to
her.

“I've known Leo all my life,” she continued
just as quietly, “but that doesn't mean I'm going to forget what
you and I have to run off with him.”

Her words were meant both for Brett and Leo
now, and while she was glad of the hint of relief she could read on
Brett's features, she wished she could have known how Leo was
reacting. She couldn't look back now, though, not when Brett was
responding to her.

“I don't want to lose you,” he murmured, his
hand coming up to caress her shoulder.

There had been no promise of forever between
them, nor a need for one, but Lisa cared about him enough that she
wanted to enjoy his company for longer than her flings usually
lasted. Maybe it was time to tell him as much.

“And you won't lose me,” she assured him.
“Not anytime soon. And not because of Leo.”

Lisa stepped just a little closer to him,
close enough that his straining cock touched her abdomen. She
cupped it with her free hand and kissed Brett lightly, those gentle
touches giving the same comfort she had offered in words. Brett's
eyes closed and he relaxed ever so slightly at the same time as he
arched into her hand.

Her tongue slid over his lips before slipping
inside his mouth to stroke his own in the same languid rhythm as
her hand on his cock. He moaned quietly into her mouth, the sound
revealing his need as clearly as the throbbing of his erection.

As they continued to kiss, Leo walked up
behind Lisa and pressed his body against her back. The feel of his
cock was as demanding against her ass as Brett's in her hand,
despite the layers of clothing between them. He caressed her sides
slowly, his fingers gliding over the satin of her dress, before
sliding over her shoulders.

When he ran a tentative hand over Brett's
fingers where they held on to Lisa's shoulder and up his arm, it
all came down to a grinding halt. Brett jerked back, clearly
startled, and his eyes filled with nervousness. The need and want
were still there, though, and Lisa wasn't going to give up now.

“I know you,” she breathed, leaning in closer
to him until an inch only separated their lips. “You can't fool me.
I know you like men as well as women. And I know you find Leo
attractive. As well you should.”

He shook his head minutely, blinking fast
twice.

“Lisa, I…”

She stopped him by pressing two fingers to
his lips. “Look at him,” she requested, and watched his eyes focus
on Leo behind her. “Now tell me that part of you isn't wondering
what it would be like to be in the same bed as Leo.”

She dropped her hand, and Brett's mouth
opened immediately. It closed again after an instant without having
uttered a sound.

“Trust me,” she whispered before pressing a
kiss to his lips. Taking hold of his hand, then reaching out for
Leo's behind her, she led them both to the bedroom.




* * * *




The assertiveness Lisa displayed was only one
more way in which she had changed, but it might have been one of
the most surprising for Leo. Decades earlier, she had enjoyed
sharing lovers as much as he had, but it had always been he who
would find them, and she would take a passive stance toward them.
To see her slowly convince Brett, push back his nervousness to
encourage the lust hiding beneath it, felt a little strange—but
definitely arousing.

She let go of his hand once they had stepped
into the bedroom, and Leo watched her and Brett divest one another
of the little bit of clothing that covered them before they knelt
on the bed, facing each other. Lisa was as beautiful as ever, full
curves, delicate skin and a lovely face. But to see her like
this—her breasts become perfection, cradled in Brett's hands, her
lips appear fuller as she pressed them to her lover's, her thin,
long fingers close around Brett's erection—all of it made her even
more gorgeous. And it didn't hurt that Brett was a fine-looking man
himself.

His eyes never leaving them as they continued
to kiss and caress, Leo got rid of his clothes. His hands trembled
a little, and he popped a button of his shirt when it wouldn't come
undone. He certainly hadn't been celibate ever since parting ways
with Lisa, but she had been his first lover after he had become a
vampire, his confidante as they both learned to use their fangs and
sex-appeal on humans, his friend and maybe more, even if those
words were rarely heard amongst their kind. The prospect of joining
her—and Brett—was wrecking havoc on Leo's self-control.

Climbing onto the bed next to them, he
reached out for Lisa first, laying a hand on her thigh, high enough
that his fingers brushed against the trimmed curls that hid her
sex. She broke her kiss with Brett and turned her face toward Leo.
After only a second, Brett did the same.

The nervousness was still clear in his eyes,
and a hint of possessive jealousy continued to cling to him, but
beyond that Leo could see his desire. Just as Leo was wondering
whether to touch him first or wait, seeing how his innocent touch
had startled the man earlier, Brett's gaze dropped down to where
Leo's cock was straining up. The tip of Brett's tongue coming out
to moisten the human's lips had to be unconscious, but it pulled a
low growl from Leo's throat.

Lisa was the one to break the tension and
make the next move. Her left hand still stroking Brett's cock, she
used her right to pull his own away from her breast and toward
Leo's dick instead. Brett followed her movement without protest or
hesitation, and when his hand closed over the base of Leo's cock,
he touched his tongue to his lips once more in an oh-so-sexy
gesture.

Slowly enough that he wouldn't startle the
human, Leo leaned forward toward his lovely mouth and pressed his
own hard against it. Brett gasped and Leo took the opportunity to
quickly slip his tongue inside and out again. Brett's tongue
followed him back into his mouth, tentatively at first, then with
more determination as he insistently stroked where Leo's fangs hid.
Giving him what he appeared to want, Leo allowed his fangs to
extend. Immediately, a drop of blood heavily flavored with lust hit
his tongue. Leo forgot slow and easy, forgot Brett's earlier
reticence, even forgot, although briefly, that Lisa was next to
them. His mouth still on Brett's, he kept pressing forward until
Brett had no choice but to recline backwards and lie onto the bed,
Leo resting his weight on his forearm as he stretched over him.

Their cocks coming into contact sent a jolt
through the both of them. Their hands joined, fingers linking
together to encase burning and cool hardness between them. Panting,
Brett broke off the kiss and Leo immediately descended onto his
neck, barely noticing the absence of telltale marks as he bit down
with blunt teeth.

“Oh, God…”

Leo wasn't sure what to make of the awed
whisper. Was it due to the bite, gentle as it had been, or to their
joined hands sliding and tightening and making both of them even
harder, if that were possible? Lisa gave him an answer, lying on
her side next to them so close that her body touched both of
theirs.

Her voice low as a whisper, she asked Brett:
“Do you want him to bite you?”

Leo raised his head just in time to see Brett
close his eyes tight and open them again as he nodded. Never one to
refuse blood when it was offered so generously, Leo bent down to
Brett's neck again and bit down where he had instants earlier, this
time with his fangs sinking in deep.

 Brett's cry was muffled, as though Lisa
had pressed her mouth to his. When Leo took a shallow pull on his
blood, then a second, stronger one, Brett came with uncontrolled
thrusts of his cock against Leo's. Leo didn't even try to stop
himself from coming as well. He'd been hard since he had found Lisa
on the dance floor, and with the way the night had progressed, it
was a surprise he had even lasted that long.

With a last lap to the bite where Brett's
neck and shoulder met, Leo rolled onto his side next to the human.
Immediately, Lisa was over them, her tongue flicking at their cocks
in turn, lapping at the mingled ejaculate on their bellies. The
contented noises she let out as well as the delicate touch to his
flesh had Leo soon hardening again under her ministrations. Leaning
back onto his elbows, he could see that she was having the same
effect on Brett.

Shaking his head lightly, Leo smiled.
Earlier, when Brett had left them in a jealous huff, Lisa had
confided her intention to have both of them in her bed—in her
body—before the night was over. It had seemed unlikely at the time,
but it now looked as though she would soon get her wish.




* * * *




At the instant Leo's fangs pierced his skin,
one thing became blindingly obvious to Brett. It would happen
again. Often, if he had a say in it. And since Lisa refused to bite
him, another vampire would have to do it.

Not that long ago, Brett would have found the
idea of Leo biting him, touching him, even kissing him laughable.
Why would he want anyone else when he had Lisa? However, he wasn't
laughing now. Instead, he was trying to wrap his mind around what
had happened. The bite itself had been everything Brett had ever
imagined—little pain, much pleasure, and the incredible feeling
that he was needed on a very essential level. But the rest of
it—feeling Leo's hand and cock against his own, feeling him thrust
down and squeeze, stroke and, at last, come against him, with him,
Brett could hardly have imagined at all. He had fantasized about
men, but his daydreams had never even hinted at what another cock
would feel like, touching and caressing his own.

He was still breathing heavily when Lisa's
tongue first caressed his softened dick, and the sensation made him
gasp. She stopped, came back, stopped again, and he soon realized
she was alternating cleaning off his cock and belly, as well as
Leo's. The realization that she had been there all along, that she
had watched them grind against each other, watched Leo bite him,
and them come together, pulled a quiet moan from Brett's throat.
His cock started filling up and twitching again.

“You two are gorgeous together,” she
murmured, sliding up Brett's body until he could feel her words
against his lips. “See how wet I got, just watching you?”

She angled her hips down, and her sex pressed
against Brett's cock, practically dripping with her excitement.
Brett opened his eyes to look up into hers, unsurprised to see them
gleaming with lust.

“You're ready for me?”

Her voice was rough, but her hand was gentle
when it slipped between their bodies to take hold of Brett's cock.
She tugged on it once, twice, then sat up and guided it inside her
cunt. She sighed as Brett filled her, easily sliding in until he
was completely sheathed in her body.

“Lisa…” He breathed her name like a prayer.
His hands rested on her thighs, stroking lightly as he watched her
raise herself almost completely off of him, then back onto his cock
again, her internal walls tight and slick around him.

Lost as he was in the slow waves of pleasure
she was reawakening in him, he had practically forgotten about
Leo's presence until he felt him sit up on the edge of the bed with
his back toward them. Tentatively, Brett reached out to lay his
hand in the middle of Leo's back, asking him in touch if not in
words not to leave quite yet. Leo briefly looked back at him,
smiling, before throwing a questioning glance at Lisa.

“Other side,” she answered rather
enigmatically.

Leo stood up and walked around the room.
Brett wanted to ask what was going on—what he was missing—but Lisa
chose that instant to accentuate her thrusts down onto his cock,
and everything disappeared from Brett's consciousness except for
her. Sliding his hands to her waist, he used the leverage to
amplify her movements, and she was soon panting right along with
him, a sure sign that she was getting lost in her mounting
pleasure. For this reason, Brett was somewhat confused when she
suddenly stopped moving, lying down instead over his chest with his
cock still buried inside her. Brett started asking what had stopped
her when he heard the soft noise of a plastic cap being flipped
open. Next he could see Leo's hand on Lisa's shoulder, his face
behind her, and his mind supplied a very clear visual of Leo's
fingers sliding into her ass to lubricate and stretch her.

The image and the knowledge that Leo would
soon join him inside her were too much, and Brett's hips thrust up
instinctively before he could control himself.

“Just a minute,” Lisa asked, pressing her
lips to the sensitive scars at the base of his neck. “He's
almost…”

Her words turned into a quiet hiss at the
same time as Brett felt something brush against the underside of his cock, the contact too
elusive to be direct. The next instant, Leo's hands joined his on
Lisa's hips and he pulled her upward again until she was leaning
back again him, her hands resting lightly on Brett's chest. When
Leo kissed her shoulder, he gave Brett a wicked look and
grin.

“Ready?” he asked.

Brett wasn't sure whether the question had
been for him or for Lisa. He didn't have time to ask. Leo thrust up
inside Lisa's body, raising her off Brett's cock, then lowering her
onto it again when he pulled back. It took Brett a few seconds to
adapt to the new rhythm and sensations. To feel a cock sliding
against his own, with so little separating them, was threatening to
make the experience come to an abrupt end on his part. But when he
looked at Lisa's blissful face, her eyes shut tight and her mouth
open on a soundless cry, his resolve firmed. He wouldn't let Leo
take all credit for her pleasure. He would join in, and help, and
not come a second earlier than she would.

Or at least he would try.




* * * *




Practically since she had thrown herself into
Leo's arms earlier that night, Lisa had known it would come down to
this—Brett, Leo and herself, joined in the most intimate fashion,
and moving together toward a shared pleasure. The reality of it was
much better than what she had hoped.

Leo took the lead at first, as she had
expected, falling back into what had once been a usual pattern for
them. It brought forward tactile memories of being in their Sire's
bed, those first few years before he had tired of them and sent
them off to live on their own.

But the man beneath her was burning her
inside and out, with his cock and hands, and his heart was a fast
tempo echoing in her ears. The memories shifted to the prey Leo had
brought to their bed to feed from and fuck. The pleasure had been
the same, but the emotional connection completely inexistent.

Now though, that connection was back, as Lisa
realized when Brett started moving in accord with Leo, their
movements complementing each other in the most perfect way. She
opened her eyes to watch him, thank him, urge him on—she wasn't
sure which—and the look on his features sent a shiver down her body
and straight to her core. No one, maybe not even Leo, had ever
looked at her quite like that, as though she were the sum and
entirety of their universe. She didn't know how to react to such a
look or what to say. At a loss, she took one of Brett's hands from
where it rested at her waist and brought it up to her mouth to lay
a kiss onto his palm. He smiled at her, the most tender smile he
had ever offered her, then his eyes shifted slightly to the left,
where Leo was placing an open-mouth kiss to her shoulder.

She knew how much Brett enjoyed to see her
hunt and bite, and she had a feeling he would enjoy seeing her
bitten as well. She tilted her head to the side, making the
invitation clear. The rest happened in such a close succession that
it seemed to be all at once.

Leo bit her as he was pulling her up and
burying his cock deeper inside her. Brett's hips surged up, taking
her hard and fast as well. Pleasure from the bite and that
beautiful sensation of being completely and utterly filled sent
Lisa into the throes of an orgasm that nearly made her black out.
All she was aware of was her own pleasure and that of the two
gorgeous men inside her, joined in one instant of perfection.

They collapsed together in a pile of
interlaced limbs, and even while she enjoyed feeling her two lovers
pressed tight beneath and above her, Lisa remained aware that the
position couldn't be comfortable for Brett. She leaned to her side
and Leo rolled with her, remaining tight against her back and
pressing his lips to the nape of her neck.

After only a second, Brett turned onto his
side as well, eyelids heavy with pleasure. His hand came up to
stroke her cheek as he kissed her, slowly, gently, the same kind of
kisses he had offered her when they had first started sleeping
together and he had been unsure whether she would still be there
when he woke up. Trying to answer his unvoiced question, she threw
an arm over his waist and pulled him tighter against her. She knew
he understood when he broke off the kiss and smiled before closing
his eyes.

She watched him as his breathing evened out
in sleep. To have him and Leo pressed against her made her feel
warmer than she had in ages. She wondered how difficult it would be
to convince Leo to stay—and Brett to share. Only then did she
notice Leo's hand, resting possessively over Brett's hip. She
smiled to herself and closed her eyes. Somehow, she didn't think it
would be too hard.




* * * *




The aroma of coffee drifting into the bedroom
and a quiet voice behind the closed door were what awakened Leo. He
had been living on his own for so long that he couldn't have slept
through these disturbances, small as they were. As he rolled onto
his back, he cracked open one eye and discovered Lisa, still asleep
next to him. There was no one on her other side, which cleared up
the question of who was talking in the other room.

He stood carefully, trying not to wake up
Lisa, and opted for putting on his pants, wrinkled as they may be.
He didn't know yet what Brett would think of their night, now that
morning had come, and caution seemed like the best approach.

As quiet as he could be, he slipped out of
the room, making sure to close the door again behind him. Brett was
in the living room, back in his sleeping pants. He hung up the
phone when he noticed Leo and gave him a nod.

“Coffee's in the kitchen. There's blood in
the fridge, too.”

Returning the nod gratefully, Leo walked over
to help himself and returned with a mug full of strong coffee.
Sitting on the sofa across from Brett, just as he had the previous
night, he took a careful sip as he watched the human lean over a
notepad on the coffee table. After a few seconds, Brett commented,
looking up:

“A bit early for a vamp, isn't it?”

Leo raised an eyebrow and hid a grin in his
mug before answering. “You were…up as long as I was, weren't you?
That'd make it early for you, too.”

Brett's eyes returned to the notepad. Leo
could have sworn he was blushing, but his voice remained steady.
“Early or not, I've got work to do.”

“Same reason I'm up,” Leo replied after
taking another sip. “I'm probably too late for the job but I've got
to try at least.”

Brett frowned briefly and put down the cell
phone on which he had been starting to dial a number. Picking up
his own coffee mug, he leaned back into the sofa and considered Leo
almost thoughtfully.

“What job was it?” he asked between slow
sips.

“Bartender for that club downstairs. I was
supposed to meet with the manager yesterday but I was late, and
then I saw Lisa and I forgot all about why I was there.”

“She can have that effect, yes,” Brett agreed
with a quiet laugh. “You any good with mixing drinks?”

Leo grinned. “I'm decent,” he replied,
playing down his skills, then a thought struck him. “Do you know
that manager, maybe? A guy named Andrews? I was interested in the
job before I knew Lisa was around, and last night only made me want
to stick around even more. If you know him and could slip in a word
for me…”

“You want to stick around because of Lisa?”
Brett interrupted him, his face darkening slightly.

Leo watched him for a moment, wondering
whether this was the point where things would turn sour. “I'm
thinking of staying,” he replied cautiously, “because I was under
the impression that you didn't mind sharing, be it Lisa or
yourself. If I was wrong…”

He didn't finish his sentence. He wasn't sure
how he would have finished it if he had needed to. Waiting for
Brett's reaction, he was almost startled when the man stuck out his
hand over the coffee table, offering it to shake, in what Leo
supposed was a goodbye.

“Brett Andrews,” he said once Leo had warily
taken it. “I'm the owner and manager of On The Edge. My partner,
Lisa, and I have been waiting for you for a while. Very pleased to
have you here.”




The End
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Other stories with Leo, Brett and Lisa:

Over The Edge

One heated night brings together two men and
a woman, one of them human and the other two vampires, but when
morning comes there are more questions than answers.

Brett, the human owner of the new club “On
The Edge”, hires Leo as a bartender, but unexpected security issues
threaten their burgeoning trust. For his part, Leo is caught in the
same pattern that once caused him to lose Lisa, and he struggles to
adapt and allow his new sleeping arrangements to last as long as
possible. And Lisa, who brought her two lovers to the same bed, now
realizes that she also invited back in her life a past she thought
forgotten.

Will they be able to make it work, or will
this ménage collapse after a few nights of lust?




Walking The Edge

Vampires don’t grow old; it doesn’t stop Leo
from dreading his birthday and the yearly disappointments it brings
back.

This year, though, with two lovers in his
life, the day might just take a better turn. Lisa knows him well
enough to guess what he doesn’t even realize he needs, while Brett
is ready to give – and ask for – the greatest gifts.

All Leo needs to do is hang on and ride the
wave when it comes.




Out of the Box 6

Despite her fears and reservations, through
all their encounters, Virginia has never said no to Anando. This
time, though, when she arrives early and is approached by Lisa and
Brett, then when Anando makes her dance with Brett while he dances
with Lisa, she guesses that he wants them, or one of them, to join
them in bed.

This, she tells him, she won’t do – she won’t
sleep with someone she feels nothing for.

As it turns out, however, it’s someone else
Anando has in mind, someone that Virginia is attracted to…




Fifth Vision of
Destiny

As the evening progresses and Daisy witnesses
the seer Sam Woods giving her friends visions of their future, her
opinion of Woods slowly changes. Maybe he isn’t the charlatan she
believed, after all, and maybe all these glimpses of other people’s
happiness are harder to bear than he lets on. His admission that he
never felt real love, soon echoed by her friend Brett, leaves Daisy
uncomfortable enough that she eavesdrops on Brett and Woods’
conversation.

For all his fears of not finding the person
he is destined to love, Brett discovers in his vision that he will
fall in love with not one lover, but two. Two vampires, in fact, a
man and a woman, both of them so precious to him that he wants to
show his love by offering them wedding rings. But when one of them
refuses to wear the ring, the perfect relationship he thought he
had starts to crumble around him… or does it?
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