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Author’s note




In addition to referring to events from the
previous instalments in the Out of the Box series, this story
alludes to what happened in Dancing, a short story available as a
free read both on my website.

While it is not necessary to read Dancing to
understand the events of Out of the Box 6, it might explain some of
Virginia’s thoughts to know that, in Dancing, she and Anando had
sex in a booth at the club and were observed by a blonde woman,
Lisa.







Out of the Box 6




My Lady Aphrodite,

I won’t lie. I was scared to return to
Anando. The limits I had set on our affair seemed so tenuous, even
such a short time after I had voiced them, that I was afraid they
would simply collapse—and then what would happen? He had made me
enjoy—no, crave—things I’d never have dared think I’d like. What
else could he make me do? What else could he make me discover about
myself? And what if I didn’t like what I found out?

Despite my fear, however, one thing was
clear. I wanted to go back to him. I wanted him. Not a moment passed that I didn’t think of him,
of his eyes, his hands, his mouth, his cock. During the day, I was
constantly distracted. At night, it was worse. My own hands and my
imagination seemed less than adequate when I knew all I needed was
to go to the club to find him.

In the end, I went back.

I didn’t think, or rather, I didn’t let
myself think. Last Friday, after a terrible day at work, I needed
to go to him, needed to forget myself in him. I threw on a pair of
leather pants and a tank top and was out the door before night even
fell. I figured I would have a drink and relax a little before he
arrived, and surprise him by being there before him for once. I
didn’t expect anyone would approach me before he arrived.

So early in the evening, the music that
drifted up from the dance floor was nowhere near as loud as it
usually was, and there were only a dozen customers on the bar
level. A few people were chatting at tables around the bar. At
least two of them were waitresses at the club, I thought, probably
catching up before customers started arriving in greater numbers. A
man sat alone in a booth in the back of the room, and a woman was
perched on a high stool at the bar. Only one bartender stood behind
the counter, leaning against it as he talked to the woman. I had
seen both of them in the club before, and I knew they were both
vampires.

The dark-haired bartender was named Leo, and
he had served me drinks a few times, always with a lovely smile. I
didn’t know the blonde woman’s name, but I had seen her dance with
Anando. I knew she had watched me with him as well. Out of nowhere,
a flash of jealousy mixed with embarrassment swept through me. I
had to force myself to keep walking. I didn’t want to feel these
things, and if I ignored them, I thought they would go away.

By the time I sat down at the bar, Leo had
slipped from behind it to go bring a drink to the customer in the
back. I watched him walk there. I wished I looked half as good in
my leather pants as his perfect ass did in his own.

I chose a seat as far from the woman as I
could without being directly across the bar from her. I didn’t want
to look at her or even think about her and risk another flash of
annoying jealousy. Before Leo had returned, however, she came to me
and asked:

“Can I offer you a drink?”

I don’t know if it was her smile, the way her
eyes sparkled, or my knowledge that she was a vampire, but the
offer seemed to cover much more than a drink and left me a little
uncomfortable. Or it might simply have been my renewed awareness
that she had watched me and Anando the last time I had been at the
club.

I didn’t tell you about this visit, my lady.
I’m not sure why I—no, that’s not true. I do know why I didn’t tell
you. I was embarrassed. Not by what Anando and I had done. After
all our games, playing in the public setting of the club hardly
seems like anything for me to blush about. No, what I was
embarrassed about, and still am, to some extent, even after what
happened Friday night, was that he had hinted twice at inviting
someone to join us, and neither time had I protested or refused to
consider the idea. I have to confess I was intrigued by it. I had
this strange hope, also, that sleeping with someone else would
allow me to break free of the hold Anando exerted on me. I was
oh-so-very mistaken—but I’m getting ahead of myself.

The woman offered me a drink, and I tried to
smile politely as I declined.

“Thanks, but not today. I’m waiting for…a
friend.”

Her smile did not waver for a second. “The
sun hasn’t even set yet, so he won’t be here for a little while.
Come on, sit down with me in the meantime. I promise I won’t
bite.”

Her eyes strayed to my neck as she said that
last part. I knew the scars where Anando had bit me were just
visible on the edge of my tank top. This time, though, rather than
making me feel uncomfortable, the look reminded me of the pleasure
that had coursed through me every time Anando had bitten me. It
felt like it hadn’t happened in far too long.

I wanted to refuse her invitation again, but
at the same time, a bit of pride wouldn’t allow me to let her think
I was afraid. I nodded a little nervously and followed her to a
round metal and glass table just a few feet from the bar. There
were four chairs around it. She sat down where she’d have a clear
view of both the bar and entrance; I took the seat across from her.
Immediately, I realized it was a bad idea. I couldn’t bear to hold
her gaze, not when I knew she had watched us in a very intimate
moment. I looked around as though I had never seen the club before.
A few more customers had arrived, all humans, I supposed, since it
wasn’t night yet. It made me wonder how she and Leo managed to be
at the club so early. From the corner of my eye, I could see that
she was still looking straight at me.

“You know,” she said after a moment, “you’ve
got plenty of women jealous and wondering what Anando sees in you.
Even on the nights you don’t show up, they can’t tempt him.”

I couldn’t help looking back at her at those
words. Her chin now rested in the palm of her hand, her elbow set
firmly on the table. She looked amused at my puzzlement. And yes, I
was puzzled. What did she mean by this? She couldn’t mean Anando
wasn’t…playing with other women. I knew better than to believe
that. So was she trying to tell me she was one of those jealous
women? Was she trying to warn me off?

Something must have showed on my face. She
chuckled and answered the question I hadn’t known how to ask

“No, I’m not part of the jealous crowd.
Anando and I are old friends, but not that kind of friends.”

“What kind, then?”

She shrugged and started tracing sinuous
patterns on the table with her finger. Her eyes never left me. “I
guess we look for the same kind of prey. And treat our prey the
same way.”

I knew that this was what I was for
Anando—prey—but it felt strange to hear someone else define me in
that manner. What she added next, however, made me wonder if she
had truly been talking about me.

“He doesn’t seem to act with you like he does
with prey, though. It’s rather strange.”

The way she looked at me seemed to change,
her eyes becoming more piercing, as if she had been trying to see
right through me. As unsettling as our conversation was, I couldn’t
help wishing she’d tell me more about Anando. Maybe it’d help me
understand what was going on between us.

“How do you think he acts with—”

“Evening, ladies.”

A man had come up from behind her and rested
his hands on her shoulders. She threw her head back to look at him,
smiling.

“Hey, handsome. Will you join us?”

He bent down to kiss her lightly before
looking at me with gorgeous green eyes. He was about my height,
dressed in dark pants and a blue dress shirt. He had loosened the
tie at his neck and unbuttoned his collar. She was right, he was
handsome. I could see that even if he wasn’t my type.

“I’d be glad to. Do you ladies want
drinks?”

“Wine,” the woman said.

He replied with a nod before turning a
questioning look toward me.

“Something light,” I said, wondering why I
wasn’t leaving the two of them alone; they seemed to be a couple.
“No alcohol.”

He gave another nod and walked away. I
followed him with my eyes as he passed by me. He was good looking,
but that wasn’t what caught my attention. Instead, it was the
confidence radiating from him, somewhat similar to Anando’s. I
wondered if he was a vampire as well. The woman indirectly helped
me figure it out.

“His name is Brett Andrews,” she said when I
managed to tear my gaze away from him. “He’s the owner of On The
Edge.”

He wasn’t a vampire, then. Instead, if I
believed the rumors I had heard, he lived with two of them, a man
and a woman. I had a hunch that the woman was right in front of
me.

“And since I don’t think I introduced
myself,” she continued, offering me her right hand, “I’m Lisa.”

Without thinking, I took her hand and shook
it. “Virginia.”

She squeezed my hand before she let go. “I
know. Anando told me.”

My heart jumped in my chest as the
conversation returned toward Anando. What else had he said,
exactly?

“He told you about me?” I asked, more curious
than I wanted her to know.

“Don’t worry,” she said at once, her tone
reassuring. “He doesn’t kiss and tell. I just teased him about how
taken he seems to be with you, and he let your name slip. That’s
pretty much all he said.”

I didn’t like the way she said it. What did
‘pretty much’ mean? Had he told her anything more than my name, or
not? I wanted to ask, but before I could, Brett Andrews was back,
carrying four glasses. He set a glass of wine in front of Lisa, the
layered, fruity one in front of me, and sat down on Lisa’s left
with his own low, square glass with just a finger of amber
surrounding two ice cubes. The last glass, wine like Lisa’s, he
placed in front of the empty seat across from him. I just had time
to wonder who would join us when cool lips brushed against the
scars at the crook of my neck.

My mind had blanked out at the light touch,
and I barely heard Anando say good evening to the three of us.

“Isn’t this early for you, Virginia
dear?”

I looked at him and, as always, I felt a rush
of desire. He was wearing a dark, short-sleeved shirt that clung to
him and revealed his muscled body. The first two buttons were
undone, and a glimpse of his dark honey chest was exposed when he
moved a certain way. Now seated on my left, he picked up his glass
of wine and drank a mouthful, his eyes staying on me the entire
time.

“I thought I would surprise you,” I finally
managed to say.

Sparks seemed to light up his dark eyes. “You
certainly did. And I see you’ve made new friends.”

It took me the time of three heartbeats to
remember we weren’t alone, and I felt a little embarrassed at
having ignored the other two people at the table so blatantly.

“I’m always glad to get to know my
customers,” Brett said when I didn’t reply. “And speaking of
customers, you don’t seem to come to On The Edge as often as you
used to. Did a new club open in town I should be worried
about?”

There was a teasing quality to Brett’s voice
that hinted this wasn’t the first time the two had met, but that
wasn’t what got my attention. What did he mean when he said Anando
wasn’t coming to the club as often? He had been there every time I
had come to meet him. Would it have been different if I had come
during the week rather than on weekend nights as I usually did? I
thought about it as I sipped on my cocktail, my eyes always
returning to Anando. He was talking with Brett and Lisa, but I’ll
admit I wasn’t paying much attention to what they were saying, too
intrigued by the tidbits of information I had gathered since
setting foot in the club.

I only returned my attention to the
conversation when Lisa said, her voice light and full of laughter,
“Well, it is a dance club after all! How about going for a spin on
the dance floor?”

She gave a look to Brett, which I thought was
a request to dance with him, but he turned his face to me as he
stood and offered me his hand to help me up.

“Would you like to dance, Virginia?”

Unsure why he would invite me, I looked in
turns at him, Lisa, and finally Anando. Something inside me was
hoping that he would object. I had come to see him, after all, not
to dance with a stranger.

“Go ahead,” he said as he stood as well.

I watched, a little hurt, as he offered his
hand to Lisa. She took it without hesitation.

“The night is only beginning,” he added when
I still didn’t move. “We’ll dance later.”

They waited until I had stood before leading
the way to the staircase and down.

I’ll admit I was more than a little confused
when the four of us started dancing to a slow song on the almost
empty dance floor. The music was both slower and quieter than it
usually was; I supposed both the volume and tempo would rise when
more people arrived.

I’m not a great dancer, but I’m usually
decent. Not that night, though. Still troubled by my unexpected
partner, I remained very stiff when we started swaying together,
his hands on my hips and mine on his shoulders. I kept a foot
between our bodies, and he didn’t try to get any closer. Just a few
yards away, Anando and Lisa danced much closer to each other. They
were talking, but I couldn’t hear what they were saying. Every now
and then, Anando glanced toward me, but his reassuring smiles did
little to comfort me. Brett couldn’t fail to notice my discomfort,
and after a few minutes he tried to make me feel better.

“Relax,” he said gently. “I don’t bite.”

I couldn’t help snorting. “Everybody makes
that joke.”

He grinned. “Sorry for not being any more
original.”

At least, his joke had worked and I did
relax. He wasn’t a bad dancer, but I missed Anando just the same.
After a few seconds, I had to look back toward him and Lisa. They
looked good together, too good for comfort, and I couldn’t help
feeling jealous.

“Is she your girlfriend?” I asked, looking
back at Brett.

He shrugged. “You could call her that.”

I frowned at his answer. “What do
you
call her?”

A corner of his mouth lifted in a strange
grin. “To her face, nothing. That’d be the best way to make her
run. But in my mind…”

He looked at her, and I felt a pang of envy
at the expression on his face. I wasn’t interested in him, but I
wished in that instant that someone would look at me with such
love—never mind that love was the last thing I was interested
in.

“She’s the woman of my life,” he finished,
almost too quietly for me to hear.

Yet again, as I saw absolute certainty settle
on his features, I could only long for something like this to be
directed at me. Caught as I was in my own contradictions, his next
question, although predictable, took me by surprise.

“Your turn. What is Anando for you?”

My mouth opened and closed without a sound
before I could find an answer.

“I’m still trying to figure that out,” I said
in the end.

Right on cue, the song finished. Brett’s
hands fell away from my waist, and mine from his shoulders.

“Good luck, then.”

With a last smile and a nod, he turned away
and left the dance floor. I looked around for Anando. I was both
glad and relieved to see that Lisa had left him as well and he was
coming toward me. Another slow song started. I stepped in close to
him, closer than I had been to Brett. I let out a small contented
sigh when his arms wrapped around me. This was what I had come to
the club for.

The song played then ended. A new one
started, just as slow. I stayed right where I was. I felt good. My
bad day was ebbing away, along with my fears and jealousy. All that
was left was Anando.

He broke it all with just a few words.

“So, what did you think of Brett and
Lisa?”

Out of nowhere, a thought jumped to the front
of my mind. I remembered him, when we had last played in his house,
bringing me off with vivid thoughts of being with two men. Then at
the club, it had been about someone watching us and joining in. And
now…now Lisa had approached me, brought the four of us together for
a dance and a drink… I could see all too clearly where this was
going, and for the first time I wasn’t interested in the ride.

“No.”

Anando pulled back and gave me a puzzled
look. “What do you mean, no?”

I knew why he was taken aback. As much as I
had tried to put limits on our relationship, I had never refused
him until that moment. It was the right thing to do, though. I was
convinced of it. True, his hints at having someone join us had
intrigued me. They had been just words, though, and that third
person had been too imprecise for me to consider it seriously. Now
that I had a face to put on this potential lover, my reaction was
visceral. I would do a lot to be with Anando, but not sleep with
someone I wasn’t interested in.

“I won’t—” I couldn’t even manage to say it.
“No,” I said again, taking a step back and breaking free of his
embrace. “I’ll play but only so far.”

I was shaking, and I felt like my knees were
going to fold beneath me. Anando’s wounded expression didn’t help
anything. Biting the inside of my cheek, I made my way to the
staircase and back to the first floor, clutching the safety rail
the entire time the same way I clung to my resolve. I wanted
Anando, only you know how much, my lady, but I was scared. Scared
of him or of myself, of what he wanted me to do or what I would
consent to if he insisted, I don’t know which.

I wanted to leave when I reached the bar
level, but I was shaking too much. I had to calm down. I climbed
onto one of the high stools at the bar. Another bartender had
joined Leo behind the counter, but Leo approached me before I could
even raise my trembling hand to get his attention.

“You look like you could use a drink,” he
said, his usual smile replaced by a concerned look. “Are you all
right?”

Before I could figure out what to reply, he
had placed a glass of wine on a coaster in front of me. It was as
dark as the wine Lisa and Anando had drunk earlier. The heady scent
by itself was enough to make me lightheaded.

“Thanks.” My tight throat refused to let more
than this quiet word out.

He observed me a little longer, and I had the
feeling he wanted to say something else, but a customer called his
name on the other side of the bar. He gave me an apologetic look
and stepped away.

My fingers tracing the foot of the glass, I
watched him serve a couple of drinks and exchange a few words with
customers. It wasn’t the first time I had observed him like this,
and it felt almost familiar to do so, even soothing. He was a solid
element I could cling to in this brand new world where I had said
no to Anando.

I hadn’t taken more than a sip of wine before
Anando sat down next to me, as part of me had expected, even hoped,
he would.

“Virginia,” he murmured. “Would you care to
tell me what’s going on?”

I had heard many things in his voice before,
but it was the first time I could hear disappointment. Feeling a
twinge of regret, I turned my face fully toward him.

“It was all very well orchestrated,” I said,
the words bittersweet on my tongue. “Having me talk to them, and
share a drink, and even dancing… But I’m not interested. Not in
either of them. And you can’t make me sleep with them.”

That last claim was no louder than a whisper,
but Anando heard it; the way his eyebrows rose made it quite
clear.

“When did I ever force you to do something
you didn’t want to?” he asked, and now he sounded hurt.

I didn’t have to think before I answered. I
dropped my eyes to my glass and raised it to my mouth. I returned
it to the coaster without doing more than touch my lips to the
wine. “Never.”

“I thought I had earned your trust.”

He had, in a dozen ways since the first night
we had met. I was beginning to feel silly. “You have.” I looked
back at him, relieved when he returned my slight smile. “I guess… I
guess I was imagining things. I’m sorry.”

He reached over and picked up my hand from
the counter, pulling it up to his lips for a brief kiss to my
knuckles. He didn’t let go afterwards, and linked our fingers
together. Our joined hands rested on the counter between us, a sign
that my fears hadn’t ruined everything. At least, not yet.

“Don’t be sorry, Virginia. You weren’t
completely wrong.”

I could do nothing more than stare at him,
too shocked to move or say a word.

“I do think you’d enjoy having two men take
care of you,” he continued. “I was going to suggest it. But I’d
never force you to do anything.”

I shook my head, not because I didn’t believe
him—I did—but to reiterate that I wasn’t interested. “I don’t know
that guy. He’s nice, but I’m not—”

“Attracted to him,” he finished for me. “Yes,
I noticed. And as delightful as you are, he wouldn’t be interested
anyway. I had someone else in mind. Brett only wanted to talk to
you—to us, I guess—before he gave his permission.”

With every new sentence he uttered, I was
becoming a little more lost. “Permission?” I repeated, both
confused and fascinated. “What do you mean?”

Anando must have heard something in my voice
because he grinned and took his time answering.

“Brett lives with two vampires. I don’t
pretend to know what kind of agreement the three of them have, but
I know one thing. He has to approve of any lover his male companion
might want to take.”

Part of me was intrigued. I had seen the way
Brett looked at Lisa, I had heard him talk about her, and I was
sure he loved her. Where did that leave this ‘male companion’? What
kind of relationship did they share for them to have rules about
taking other lovers?

My curiosity wasn’t enough, though.

“It doesn’t matter. I don’t want it, with his
permission or without. I’m not interested in anyone—”

I cut myself short before I could add “except
you.”

“Then I apologize, Virginia,” he said without
missing a beat. “I must have been mistaken. I thought I had noticed
you looking at Leo that way, and you didn’t seem all that repulsed
when I hinted at him joining us before. I won’t mention it
again.”

At first, I didn’t understand why my heart
was suddenly thundering inside my chest, or why my mouth felt dry.
Of their own accord, my eyes looked for Leo, at the other end of
the bar, and the meaning of Anando’s words jumped at me. It wasn’t
just any man Anando was trying to bring into the bed we shared. It
was a man I had had a few lustful thoughts for, a man I imagined
myself with all too easily.

Even now, I still don’t know how Anando
figured out which one man I wouldn’t mind joining us. I can only
marvel that he knows and understands me so well. Maybe it should
scare me, too.

I could feel my cheeks grow hot as I
considered Leo. Anando’s fingers squeezing mine let me know that he
had noticed both my reaction to his words and my lack of protest.
In truth, I didn’t know what to say. It had been easy for me to
refuse the idea of sleeping with Brett; he was handsome but, as
Anando had guessed, I wasn’t attracted to him. Now, however, this
excuse wasn’t available to me anymore. I could have used it as soon
as Anando had made his suggestion, maybe, but I couldn’t use it
anymore, not after staring at Leo as though he were candy. I
couldn’t play the ‘not interested’ card, so the question was now
entirely different. It wasn’t about my willingness to sleep with
another man. It was about whether or not I could sleep with
Anando and another
man.

I wish I could pretend I hesitated even for a
second when Anando asked, sotto voce, “Do you trust me,
Virginia?”

Of course I trusted him.

I nodded, and my heart started racing again
when he called out Leo’s name. Leo finished with a customer on the
other side of the bar before coming over to us. He gave me a
strange look, and I remembered suddenly that vampires had excellent
hearing. Had he heard us talk about him and Brett and Lisa even
through the noise of the bar? How could he not when he had only
been a few feet away? My blushing only increased, and I looked down
at my glass rather than hold his gaze. I took another sip, barely a
mouthful. Getting drunk now was the last thing I wanted.

“Have you ever met Virginia?” Anando asked
him when he leaned against the counter in front of us.

I glanced up again, just in time to see him
nod.

“I’ve served her a few times, but we’ve never
been formally introduced.” He offered me his hand to shake along
with a self-deprecating smile. “Hi, I’m Leo.”

Amused despite myself, I let go of Anando’s
fingers and took Leo’s hand. Electricity ran down my back at the
touch of his cool, smooth skin.

“Virginia,” I played along. “Nice to meet
you.”

On the side of the bar, a waitress called his
name. He held on to my hand just a second longer, then let go with
a shrug and a quiet, “Sorry.” I kept my eyes on him and took
another sip of wine. Next to me, Anando chuckled.

“If Leo was interested in anything more than
one night, I think I’d be worried by now.”

I turned my face toward him and rolled my
eyes. “Don’t be silly.”

Without warning, he cupped the back of my
head and pulled me toward him for a short but sweet kiss. Surprised
both at the gesture and at the burning need it had lit inside me, I
blinked twice and licked my lips.

“What was that for?”

“I don’t need a reason, do I?”

I would have believed him if there hadn’t
been flames dancing in his eyes.

If you had asked me before it happened, I
would have guessed that setting up a threesome tryst would require
a lot of talking and figuring out of who would do what. I would
have been wrong. Or maybe the details had been ironed out before I
had even known what was coming my way. They had to have been. It
all went too smoothly, too easily, not to have been carefully
planned out. I guess I could ask Anando about it. I don’t think I
will, though. He prepared that night the same way he had prepared
that dinner date, or the night we spent playing in his pool—he just
made it perfect.

For the next couple of hours, I continued to
sip my wine while Anando ordered whiskey. Every few minutes, Leo
would come over and share a few words with us about the music
playing on the dance floor, how crowded the place had become, how
unseasonably hot the weather was, little things that showed me he
had a sense of humor and made him even more attractive. I wasn’t
sure what was going on. Were they waiting for me to give the word,
maybe? In my mind there was no doubt that Leo was in on the plan,
and if the three of us agreed, why wait? It only occurred to me
when a third bartender slipped behind the counter and Leo finally
came out that he had simply been waiting for the end of his shift.
Somehow, it made the whole thing seem a little more…normal, if
that’s even possible.

Anando and I took his car to go to his house;
Leo followed on a sleek silver motorcycle. It was very strange to
see the bike seemingly drive itself in the side mirror. I had to
turn, once or twice, to assure myself that Leo was still following.
When I did, Anando laughed quietly, and my heart only hammered a
little harder in my chest.

The modern house in a posh neighborhood of
Haventown was so familiar by now that I felt safe as soon as I
stepped inside, even if the situation was strange. Anando and Leo
each held on to one of my hands, and Anando guided us toward his
bedroom, turning on muted lights when we entered. Against the wall,
the white chest attracted my eyes as it always did, even if I knew
I wouldn’t be choosing a toy in it this time.

Anando kicked off his shoes, and I imitated
him. I was used to his hands on me, always undressing me so gently.
It dawned on me, when he stood in front of me and made short work
of my pants—when a second set of hands pulled my tank top up and
off me from behind—that things wouldn’t be so different. There just
would be four hands on me, two bodies against mine, two mouths
feathering kisses on either side of my neck. Two men focused on
me…the idea had never been as precise as it became at that moment,
or as enthralling.

Before I knew it, the two mouths had lifted
from my neck, leaving the scars on the one side tingling in
anticipation. Also, I wasn’t sure when it had happened, but my lacy
bra and panties had joined the rest of my clothes on the floor.

“Will you return the favor, Virginia?” Leo
asked from behind me in a voice as deep and smooth as velvet.

I looked up at Anando and received an
encouraging smile. I turned toward Leo and, my hands shaking a
little with nerves, I reached for the hem of his t-shirt. I tugged
it out of his pants before pulling it over his head. I dropped the
t-shirt to the floor and trailed my fingertips over his chest as I
lowered my hands again. His skin was pale and smooth. His muscles
rippled beneath my light touch.

His pants buttons gave me some trouble. I
could feel his cock straining in the confines of the leather, and
just imagining it free was wreaking havoc on my self-control. I
almost jumped when Anando’s now naked body pressed against me, his
cock hard at the small of my back. He reached around me to help me
with those damn buttons, then tugged down the sides of Leo’s pants
while I carefully guided his cock out. For just a second, I
wondered how he could bear to wear pants that fit so tightly
without underwear, but my mind soon stopped wandering. How could I
have thought of anything else when I had a lovely cock in my hand,
thick and long, and a second one, just as perfect, nestled against
my ass?

Again, they each took one of my hands and
pulled me into the bed with them. The three of us knelt at the
center of it, and their hands and mouths returned to me. For the
first time since arriving at the house, I hesitated. Where was I
supposed to start? Who was I supposed to touch, or kiss? How was
this going to work?

As always, Anando seemed to guess what was
going on in my mind. He leaned in toward me and pressed his lips to
mine for a second before murmuring, “You think too much, Virginia.
Just let us take care of you and enjoy.”

How could I resist such an offer?

I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, shut my
mind, and enjoyed.

Where before I had been aware of their
caresses, they were now my entire world. As cool as their hands
were, they seemed to set my skin on fire everywhere they touched
me. One hand was trailing on my shoulder and neck, sending sparks
through me every time it brushed against the bite scars there. On
the other side, a mouth was alternating kisses and soft bites on my
neck. This was Leo, but it didn’t occur to me to worry that he
might bite me.

His other hand had slipped over my hip and now coaxed
my thighs apart with the barest amount of pressure. When I
complied, his fingers began to play in my trimmed curls before
sliding lower. I jumped when he found my clit. He responded by
flicking his thumb against it a few times while his other fingers
dipped lower, finding wetness and slowly breaching me. I moaned
aloud. Instantly, a mouth—Anando’s—covered mine, drinking in my
pleasure, before kissing its way down my throat and to my breast.
One nipple was thoroughly tortured with lips and just a hint of
blunt teeth, while sneaky fingers massaged and pinched the other
one in turn. It was too much, I wanted to cry out, but even as the
words struggled to pass my lips I found myself clutching Anando’s
face closer to my breast, silently begging for more.

Then they moved, shifted on the bed next to
me. Gentle hands pushed me down until I was lying on my back. I
didn’t know anymore who was where, and I wanted to open my eyes to
check, but I resisted the impulse. It didn’t matter.

A hand on my right thigh pushed lightly, and
I parted my legs—and jumped when without warning a tongue ran along
my slit and came up to press against my clit. Two hands on my
thighs held me open; two more on my shoulders held me still for a
second before letting go. The tongue touched me again, this time
just dipping past my folds. I opened my mouth to let out a moan,
but before I could, something was nudging at my lips, something
thick and hard. I flicked my tongue at it and found a bead of
precome. I raised my head and tried to close my lips over the head
of that succulent cock—not even wondering for a second whose cock
it was—but it pulled back, and only returned when I rested my head
down on the pillow again. I felt a twinge of frustration at being
denied what I wanted, but it was hard to hold a grudge when that
mouth was doing sinful things down between my legs, and a hand had
returned to my breasts, and that lovely cock was painting wet lines
of precome on my lips.

Lost in too many sensations, I didn’t pay much mind
at first to the hands that guided my legs up until both of my feet
were resting on the bed. I realized what was going on, however,
when a wet, slippery finger brushed against my ass and slowly, oh
so slowly, pushed in. At the same moment, that so elusive cock
finally pressed against my lips and into my mouth, and then the
finger and cock were gone. They soon returned, both pressing a
little deeper, a little longer, but not long enough still, not hard
enough. Not enough, period.

“Please.”

I’m not sure which of them I was pleading
with; both, maybe. They shifted on the bed again, until there was a
strong and very aroused body lying on either side of me and Anando
was chuckling against my cheek.

“Always so impatient, sweet Virginia.”

His hand pushed at my hip until I rolled onto
my left side and away from him—toward Leo. I realized now that I
knew again who was where. Gentle touches again guided me,
positioning my right leg over Leo’s, opening me to him, even as
Anando molded his body to my back. Leo touched my face, resting his
hand against my cheek, caressing my eyelid with his thumb. I
finally opened my eyes again. There was a question in his eyes, in
the set of his mouth. I answered it by sliding a hand between us to
take hold of his cock. Slowly, deliberately, I guided it to my
folds. He entered me with a long, unhurried thrust before pulling
back until only the tip of him remained inside me. When he thrust
in again, Anando’s cock breached my ass. I took in a sharp breath
at the still unfamiliar sensation.

Anando’s words from what seemed like an
eternity ago were branded in fire in my mind. He had asked me then
if I was imagining someone else—Leo—while he fucked me with both
his cock and a dildo. I wasn’t imagining anymore. I was
experiencing it. It was beyond anything I could have dreamed
of.

They took a few tentative strokes together,
filling me completely when they were both inside me, and leaving me
bereft when they retreated. Moving, speaking, even touching them
was beyond me. My free hand rested on Leo’s hip, where I had left
it when letting go of his cock, but it didn’t occur to me to caress
him, or hold on to him. My mind was focused entirely on the heat
that consumed me with each of their coordinated movements. I could
almost have wondered how often they had practiced like this to work
this well together—

But then, it all changed.

Rather than moving to the same tempo, they
fell out of sync so that one was pulling out while the other thrust
in, and vice versa. The change of rhythm felt odd at first, as
though something was missing. They soon began accelerating their
tempo, however, and all coherent thoughts fled my mind. All that
was left was friction and movement and the feeling of being
complete with each passing second. It didn’t take very long before
I came, bucking between them and accentuating their movements.

They didn’t stop. If anything, they started
moving a little faster, the need for pleasure urging them onward.
The sensations were too much, too raw; for a minute or an hour, I’m
not sure which, I wanted them to stop and let me catch my breath. I
didn’t manage to say a word, though, and they didn’t slow down.
Sparks started exploding beneath my tightly closed eyelids. Each
breath coming out of me was a cry. My body shook continuously, and
I thought I would pass out from too much pleasure. Anando’s mouth
found the crook of my neck and the scars he had left there. He
scraped his teeth against them, and every sensation sharpened a
little more.

“Do it,” I cried out, breathless.

He bit me. I cried again when his fangs
pierced my skin, and yet again when he took a deep pull of my
blood. His thrusting became erratic as he started coming, and his
mouth left my neck. All that was missing now was Leo joining us.
Without thinking, I grabbed the back of Leo’s head with a trembling
hand and pulled him to my neck. He hesitated no longer than a
second before resting his mouth over Anando’s bite and sucking
hard. Fire spread through me once more when he pushed one last time
inside me, leaving me gasping for breath in between my two
lovers.

I was still shaking when they pulled out,
first Leo, then Anando, and I could have wept at the sense of
profound loss I felt. At once, though, Anando gently turned me onto
my back and pulled me into his arms. The way he held me, close and
tight, was just perfect, like every single one of our encounters.
An intense wave of satisfaction rolled over me. It wasn’t just the
satisfaction of achieved orgasm. It was more than that. It was the
contentment born from knowing that he knew me so well, better,
maybe, than I knew myself, and could make me experience such
intense pleasure, always new yet always the same.

“Thank you,” I
breathed, no louder than a whisper, when my racing heart and mind
had calmed down after a little while.

Anando laughed soundlessly, his body shaking
as it encompassed mine. “No, Virginia. Thank you.”

I turned my head toward Leo. He was lying
down, his face half concealed by the pillow, but I could see him
smile when he saw I was looking at him. I wanted to thank him as
well, but the words refused to come out when I opened my mouth. He
blinked, and his hand rose toward my face. He traced my lips with a
finger. I pursed them to kiss it gently, and tried to put in my
eyes that I had enjoyed our time together and was grateful to him
as well, even if the words weren’t coming out. He made a short nod
against the pillow, and I only hoped it meant he understood.

“I hate to play a Cinderella on you—” He
yawned. “—But I’ve got to go.” He sat up, then stood, stretching
his arms above his head. “If I could just clean up a bit…” he said,
shifting his attention to Anando and letting the sentence trail
off.

Anando told him where the bathroom was. I
curled up against him, a little taken aback. I wouldn’t have
believed, before Leo had demonstrated that he didn’t know the
layout of the house, that he had never been there. Somehow, it felt
nice. It had to mean this—the three of us—had not happened before
with another woman, or at least not here. It made it a little more
special for me.

I needed to clean up as well before I left,
but even after what we had shared, I didn’t want to intrude on
Leo’s shower. I decided I’d rest for a little while. As soon as I
closed my eyes, I drifted off, only waking up when quiet voices
exchanged goodbyes, before the front door clicked shut in the
silence of the house.

“Virginia?” Anando murmured. “Are you
asleep?”

I hummed but didn’t open my eyes. “Can’t be.
Have to go home. Clean up.”

He didn’t respond to that, or at least, not
in words. He moved against me, and I only understood why when he
picked me up and stood, holding me against his chest. I wanted to
ask what he was doing, but I knew soon enough. A few steady steps
later, he eased me down, keeping an arm around my waist when my
feet touched the wet porcelain. Warm water started cascading over
my body, the two or three jets angled in such a way that they
didn’t touch my hair or face. After a brief moment of surprise that
made me open my eyes to see that we were in a large shower stall, I
settled against Anando again, my eyes drifting shut.

“Nice,” I said, or maybe I only thought
it.

I was still half asleep as he ran a soapy
washcloth over my skin, starting with my shoulders and back, then
sliding to my chest and finally to the apex of my legs and thighs.
At first, his touch was gentle but clinical, but with each passing
moment, it became something else. I moaned when he teased my
nipples into hard nubs one after the other. Completely awake now,
but with my eyes still closed, I let my hand trail down his body
until I reached his cock. It was half hard already, and it grew
thicker in my hand as I stroked it. Anando dropped the washcloth. I
wanted to protest the sudden lack of caresses, but his hands were
back, grabbing my hips, lifting me up, propping me against the cool
tiles. I lifted my legs to wrap around his waist and guided his
cock inside me. It slipped in as though it belonged there. We both
groaned.

For a few moments, I clung to him as he
pushed inside me, using the wall as leverage to amplify his
movements. It was hardly the most comfortable position, however,
and even with vampire stamina, he had to be getting tired.

“Hold on.”

I tightened my arms and legs around him.
He pushed us away from the wall and out of the shower stall. Slow,
careful steps took us back to the bedroom, with a short stop in the
hallway for an almost brutal kiss that left me dizzy and desperate
for more kisses, more thrusting, more of Anando, just
more.

At last, we reached the bed. Anando set me
down on it, my hips just on the edge of the mattress. I cried out
softly when his cock slipped out of me, then again, louder, when he
entered my cunt again in one strong thrust.

He fucked me hard, pulling moans from my lips
with every push. My vision was blurry, and in the darkened room I
let my hands see for me, touching his face, shoulders and neck,
urging him on with my nails scoring his arms and my heels pressing
at the small of his back.

He finally climbed onto the bed and leaned
over me. At the moment our eyes met, he started slowing down. He
never stopped moving, but where before it had been all about sex,
about pleasure, now each slide of his cock, each touch of his
fingers against my side, seemed about bringing the two of us closer
together. His eyes widened a little, and he breathed my name.

“Virginia… sweet Virginia… I—”

I was scared, my lady. Scared of what he was
about to say. I raised my head, covered his mouth with mine, and
stopped him from saying a word more. He came when I slipped my
tongue in his mouth and nicked it on his fang. He arched just a
little deeper inside me, but it was the sight of his pleasure when
he threw back his head that brought me over. He collapsed, half on
top of me, and I closed my arms around him, touching as much of him
as I could, caressing him until I fell asleep.

Yes, I fell asleep. I had made it one of our
rules that I wouldn’t be sleeping at his place. I broke it. He
should have awakened me, but he didn’t, not until morning. He made
me breakfast, and served it to me in bed before I took a cab
home.

I said I wouldn’t lie. And the truth is, as
scared as I was, as scared as I still am, I don’t regret a second
of it.




The End
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All Things Except
Blood

Vampire Eyrin lives in a world in which her
kind seals pacts with humans and protects them from fearsome demons
in exchange for blood. She is one of her clan’s strongest fighters,
until the night when she is gravely wounded, in both her flesh and
spirit. Disfigured, she hides from all and refuses to feed.

Returning to the lair, her human lover Ian is
shocked to discover her condition but resolute to show her she is
still as beautiful in his eyes. He offers her blood and comfort,
causing Eyrin to do the one thing forbidden to Childer – take his
life.

When Ian awakens a vampire, sired not by her
but by the clan’s Master instead, Eyrin reluctantly takes on the
task of teaching him about his new existence. But her guilt over
killing him makes this responsibility a heavy burden for Eyrin, and
the new relationship they forge is a far cry from the one they used
to share. Will Ian be able to reach out for her again, or will she
keep her door and heart locked to him?




On The Edge

Brett Andrews thought he had it all. His new
club, On The Edge, catering to vampires and humans, is a smashing
success, and the beautiful vampire Lisa is everything he could have
dreamed of. When an old lover of hers, Leo, shows up at the club,
Brett's immediate fear is that he will lose Lisa. But if he just
stops thinking long enough to follow Lisa's lead, he might gain a
lover instead of losing one.




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?
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