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Out of the Box 8




My Lady Aphrodite,

I went to the club again every night the week
after I surrendered my will to Anando. Each time, I had a drink
with him and we talked for an hour or two. We talked of anything
and everything, just passing time and enjoying each other’s
company. When it was time for me to turn in, he drove me home, and
nothing happened other than sweet goodnight kisses. We had pretty
much abandoned the rules, even if neither of us mentioned it.

One night, I finally managed to ask a
question that had been bouncing through my mind for some time. I
took a deep drink from my cocktail and braced myself.

“Can I ask you about when you were
human?”

I hesitated before asking because I’ve heard
that many vampires don’t care to talk about their human lives. I
waited for two long minutes, perched on the edge of my chair and
hanging on to every minute change on Anando’s very serious face
until he finally replied.

“What do you want to know?”

I let out a sigh of relief that I hadn’t
offended him and asked small, inconsequential questions that he
answered with a faint smile.

“How old were you when you were turned?”

“In my mid-twenties. Twenty-three or
twenty-four, maybe.”

“You don’t remember?”

“Not really. It’s been a while.”

“How long is a while?”

“Over four hundred years.”

He watched me very closely when he said these
last words, as though waiting to see how I would react, and
chuckled when I choked on a sip of my drink. Grinning, he handed me
a napkin. I left my glass on the table as I continued to ask
questions about what it had been like to awaken a vampire or what
places he had visited during those four centuries.

After a while, it was his turn to ask, “Have
you ever imagined being a vampire?”

The question took me by surprise, and I
didn’t know how to answer. I wasn’t sure whether it was just an
innocent question, or whether there was the beginning of a
proposition hidden behind it. In truth, I had wondered what being a
vamp was like, but I was afraid to say as much and have him believe
it was an invitation to turn me. I was afraid, also, that he might
not care enough about me to make me like him.

“You could be a vamp for a night,” he said
when a few seconds had passed in silence.

I stared at him in incomprehension and he
laughed, his amusement lighting up his entire face and making his
eyes sparkle.

“The club has a costumed ball for Halloween
on Saturday. Would you like to dress up with me?”

Part of me was relieved that he was only
suggesting a new game for us, but deep down, I couldn’t help
wondering—what if it hadn’t been a game? I pushed the disturbing
thought away and focused on the present. It didn’t take us long to
agree; for the Halloween ball, I would dress up as a vampire and
Anando would play at being human.

Saturday came so fast, I barely had time to
think about what I would wear. I have never really paid much
attention to how vampires dress. In fact, the only female vampire I
know is Anando’s friend Lisa, and she dresses like any woman who’s
out to seduce. In the end, I settled on a little black dress I had
worn at a friend’s engagement party a couple of years back. It had
spaghetti straps, with a very tight top and an ample skirt that
flowed down just past my knees. I dusted a light-colored foundation
onto my cheeks, neck, and shoulders until I seemed very pale. I
hunted down the eyeliner I hadn’t worn since my goth period in high
school and applied it carefully, along with dark eye shadow.
Dangling gold earrings and very bright red lipstick completed the
look.

When I looked in the mirror, I was actually a
little surprised. I looked… different. It was more than the unusual
make-up and the dress I hadn’t worn in so long. Without realizing
it, I had started standing straighter, and my posture showed that
same confidence Anando, Lisa, and Leo all wore like a second skin.
I schooled my features into a cool, distant expression. It wasn’t
hard to imagine that this was what I would look like as a true
vampire.

I took a cab to On The Edge, and tried not to
let my excitement show too much. I had to act the part, I reminded
myself, and even if I knew more would happen this night than a
goodnight kiss, I had to remain calm, the same way Anando always
did. I wondered if he would show any of the nerves and anticipation
I always felt when I knew we would be playing.

The club was packed, even more so than usual,
and extravagant costumes competed with each other on all sides. I
walked through the crowd, observing, looking for Anando. As I clung
to my vampire persona, however, my watching felt different. I
wasn’t merely looking for him. I was hunting.

I can’t say I’ve ever been very active on the
dating scene, and even when I was looking for a boyfriend, I was
never the aggressive type. I placed myself in social settings,
smiled and tried to look available, and let men come to me. It was
strange to be actively looking for someone, even if the game was
skewed from the start because I already knew whom I would end up
with before the night was over.

I finally found Anando on one of the catwalks
above the dance floor. Propped against the railing, he was watching
the dancers below, his foot keeping the beat of the music. I
approached him from behind, proud for a moment of my subtlety, but
a slight shift in the way he held himself warned me he knew I was
there.

I leaned back against the metal rail next to
him, my hands resting on either side of my body. I observed him
without trying to disguise my interest. Rather than his usual tight
pants and partly open shirt, he was wearing a corporate suit, a
navy blue vest matching his pants, a white shirt buttoned all the
way up with a striped blue tie and silver cufflinks. Rimless
glasses were even perched high on his nose. The entire time I
looked at him, already imagining my hands peeling the clothes off
his body, he only glanced in my direction once or twice. He seemed
nervous—or at least, that was the impression he wanted to give.

I had practiced my lines in front of a
mirror, and the question came out as smoothly as I’d hoped, with a
confidence I rarely felt in normal circumstances. “Would you like
to dance, gorgeous?” Being someone else truly did wonders for
me.

He stammered something that sounded like an
agreement, and I took his hand to lead him down to the dance floor.
The DJ played three upbeat songs in a row. I danced very close to
Anando, my hands constantly brushing over his chest and arms. I
held his gaze the entire time, enjoying the small smile that snuck
across his lips when he forgot he was supposed to be hesitant. When
the tempo finally slowed, I took his hands and placed them at my
waist before wrapping my arms around his neck. Pressed as I was
against him, I could tell how much I was affecting him already, and
how hard he was. A shiver ran down my spine.

I leaned close to his ear and said, “You
smell good.”

He turned his face to my hair and breathed
deeply. “So do—I mean, thank you. I think.”

I have to say I was rather amused by how
easily I was making him forget our game. It would have been simple,
then, to just cast our pretending aside and be ourselves. But I was
having too much fun. Being someone else—someone stronger, more
confident—was more enjoyable than I had expected.

We continued to dance until the slow song
ended. When a wild beat took over the dance floor, I didn’t want to
let go of him. I suggested, “I’m dying of thirst. Care to have a
drink with me?”

My efforts to give those few words a double
meaning and to sound vaguely dangerous seemed to amuse him, and he
grinned for a second before catching himself and affecting an
apprehensive look.

“Just one drink, then,” he said. “Nothing
more, right?”

I smirked at him. “Not unless you ask very
nicely.”

His hand tight in mine, I drew him toward the
staircase that would lead us back to the bar. I could have sworn I
heard him chuckle, but with the music pounding all around us, I
might have been wrong.

Every time I had come to On The Edge on the
weekends, the place had seemed full. I had never seen so many
people in the club, though, and it took us a few minutes to find
seats. A woman with fairy wings on her back slipped out of a booth
at the far end of the room, holding on to a man’s hand as tightly
as I was holding on to Anando. I wondered, for a brief moment, if
either was a vampire, but the question quickly faded from my mind.
Anando sat across from me in the booth, and hailed a passing
waitress to request two glasses of wine.

“Unless you wanted something…different?” he
asked, turning back to me. He tilted his head to the side in a
gesture that was both completely innocent and deeply
meaningful.

“Wine will do just fine.” I paused just long
enough to lick my lips. “For now.”

Anando’s eyes sparkled with amusement, but he
continued the charade, swallowing hard as though nervous. I wanted
to point out that, just a second earlier, he had practically
offered me his neck, so the nervousness was hard to believe. I
guess he couldn’t decide between playing a human who was afraid of
vampires and a vampire groupie. Curious as to which he would claim
to be if the question came up, I asked, “Do you come to this club
often? I never noticed you before.”

The waitress returned with our drinks at that
moment. She gave me a strange look. She had served us before, and
so my question must have been incomprehensible for her.

Anando took a sip of wine before he answered,
a smile plastered on his face. “It’s my first time here. I’m new in
town. I moved here for my job from Washington State, and I was
looking for a place to have fun.”

I realized then that I wasn’t the only one
who had rehearsed what I would say. My hand playing over the rim of
my glass, I considered him thoughtfully.

“There are a lot of clubs in Haventown,” I
pointed out. “Any reason why you chose On The Edge?”

“I was told the clientele here is… diverse. I
like diverse.”

“If by diverse, you mean fanged, then yes,
this is the right place.”

“I don’t mind fangs.”

With an artificially casual gesture, he
pulled on his tie and unbuttoned the top two buttons of his shirt,
exposing the faded scars on his neck for just a second. I had seen
them before, but I had never dared pay them too much attention,
unsure how he felt about them. Holding on to my persona, I reached
over the table and touched the scars with my fingertips. He
shivered. Were they still this sensitive, even so long after he had
been turned? Sparks traveled down my spine every time he touched
the marks he had left on my neck, but I had never wondered whether
it was the same for him.

“Where did you get these?” I asked, dropping
my voice very low.

“A bar back in New York.”

I couldn’t help frowning. Resting my elbow on
the table, I leaned against my closed fist. “I thought you said you
were from Washington?”

A look of confusion crossed his features.
“Oh. True.”

He shrugged, looking around us as though
seeking inspiration. Just a few feet away, a man sitting at a table
laughed. He was wearing a t-shirt printed as a tuxedo and a top
hat. On his lap, his girlfriend was dressed in a miniskirt and tank
top, both of them white, with a bride’s veil flowing down her
back.

“I went there with friends for a bachelor
party,” Anando said, looking back at me.

I raised an amused eyebrow at him, wondering
what else he would invent if I pushed him. “You went on a trip to
New York for a bachelor party. Did you have fun?”

“A lot of fun, yes. It was a week before I
was to marry.” He leaned forward, his expression turning mournful.
“But I met this vampiress there and I couldn’t go through with the
wedding. I moved here to get away. It was a small town, you know.
People thought I would start murdering them in their sleep when
word got around I had been bitten.”

I struggled not to laugh at how much fun
Anando seemed to have at fabricating these details, not even
realizing that he was contradicting himself. “Wait. Didn’t you say
you came here for your job?”

He blinked, surprised, maybe, that I had
remembered when he had already forgotten his own story. “Oh yes,
that too. It was things working together, actually, and—”

I reached over the table and pressed a finger
to his lips. “You talk too much. And you’re a terrible liar.” I
affected what I hoped was a mysterious smile. If he was being
silly, so could I. “I can smell the lies on you.”

He snorted at my grand pronouncement and
tried to cover his reaction by taking a sip of his drink.

I did the same, slipping my mask back in
place, then asked, “So, tell me about that vampire who bit you.
What did she look like?”

Judging from the intense look he gave me, I
think he was wondering whether we were still playing or if I was
back to asking him intimate questions. I wondered the same thing
when he replied.

“She was a lot like you. She was just as
beautiful, just as captivating.”

My heart thundered and I struggled to keep my
countenance. It wasn’t the first time Anando had praised me, but
the butterflies in my stomach still fluttered wildly whenever I
heard such words from this particular man.

“What would you tell her if you found her
again?” I asked, not quite daring to slip out of the game and ask
how close he had been to his Sire. I picked up my glass and watched
him think about his answer over the lipstick-stained rim.

“I’d ask her for her name. And then I’d ask
her to sire me so we could be together until the end of time. We’d
have a clan and minions and maybe we’d take over an island and take
long strolls on the beach at sunset.”

I started laughing so hard I choked on my
wine again, which I’m pretty sure was Anando’s goal. I finally
understood what he was doing. He was showing me how ridiculous
humans could be. All I hoped was that I had never said anything so
silly.

I played his game and pointed out, “The sun
could be a problem, you realize that, right?”

He took on a dumb look and blinked owlishly
behind his glasses. “Oh. I hadn’t thought of that.” Bringing a hand
to his forehead in a melodramatic gesture, he said, “My dream is
shattered.”

I couldn’t pretend anymore. He was just being
too silly. I rolled my eyes at him. “You make a terrible human,
Anando.”

He gasped and his eyes widened. “How do you
know my name?” His voice shook a little, though I couldn’t tell
whether it was from suppressed laughter or from his fake surprise.
“Did you read my mind? Can vampires do that?”

Holding my laughter at bay, I looked at him
from beneath my eyelashes and tried to get back to my persona of a
mysterious vampire.

“Maybe. If I could read minds, I’d say you
want to take me home now.”

I expected him to grab that opportunity and
take our little game somewhere more intimate, and so I was
surprised when he clucked his tongue and shook his finger at me.
“No, I’m not that stupid. I know humans are not supposed to invite
vamps into their homes. That’s the best way to get killed.”

I was taken aback, and for a second or two I
remained speechless. I couldn’t tell anymore if he was mocking
humans. His face gave away nothing.

“But I’d really like to see your lair,” he
added with a grin.

My confusion doubling, I found my voice back.
“You’re not afraid I’d kill you there?”

“I know you’re different. I’m sure you’ve
never killed anyone.”

Yet again it sounded like the nonsense
vampire groupies spouted to whomever would listen. This time,
though, I didn’t laugh. I had never said those words aloud, but
I’ll confess I had thought them, once or twice. I’m not quite sure
if I truly believe he never killed anyone or if I want to think he
never did so I can justify to myself spending time with him.

“Well?” he insisted, grinning. “Are you going
to show me your lair?” He leaned in toward me and whispered, “I’ll
let you bite me.”

Seconds earlier, he had pointed out how
stupid, how dangerous it was for a human to invite a vampire home.
I didn’t understand what game he was playing anymore. Did he truly
expect me to take him home? He’d never asked before, even after
driving me home many times over the past week. I realized at that
moment that, if he had asked, I would have invited him in. That
simple fact freed me, and before I knew it I laughed, almost
relieved that I didn’t have to make my decision. I had made it a
long time earlier.

“Sure. Let’s go. Do you have a car?”

We finished what remained of our drinks and
left the crowded club without another word. I followed him to his
car, and as always, he held the door for me to get in. He started
the car and before he could take the first turn toward his house, I
said, “Turn right at the next intersection.”

He threw me a startled look. “I didn’t
mean—”

“And left at the next light. My lair isn’t
far.”

He stopped the car smoothly. The traffic
light cast a red glow in the car, and his eyes gleamed as he looked
at me intensely.

“You don’t have to,” he said very low.

“I want to. And you’re breaking
character.”

The light switched to green, and he looked
back at the road. He seemed to hesitate for a second, then finally
turned in the direction I had indicated. For the rest of the ride,
I continued to give him directions he didn’t need, and we soon
arrived at my apartment.

For the first time, he followed me up the
steps and to the door. He stopped on the threshold after I invited
him in and waited until I looked at him to step in. Neither of us
said anything, but I think we both understood, at that moment, that
things had just changed again between us. We just didn’t know how
much they had changed—and it wasn’t the time to stop and analyze
that. There’d be enough time in the morning to think about it. At
least, that was what I believed then.

I kicked my shoes off by the door and turned
on the lights while Anando did the same. At once, I became very
self-conscious, and started regretting having led him to my
apartment. I wasn’t worried he might hurt me, of course not. It had
just struck me how small my place was, how plain and common, when
Anando lived in a modern villa with a pool.

I turned to find that he was looking around,
and felt the need to say something. “My mansion on the ocean is
being renovated at the moment so…”

He shook his head and, without a word, came
to me and pressed his lips to mine in a sweet, chaste kiss. When he
pulled back, his grin was pure deviousness.

“Are you going to do it?” he asked, his voice
both low and sensual.

Goosebumps erupted over my arms. “Do
what?”

“You know.” He winked. “Bite me.”

Just like that, my discomfort and slight
shame disappeared. I slipped back on the persona of a strong
vampire as though slipping on a costume, and slid my hands inside
his jacket, pushing it off his shoulders until it fell to the
floor.

“Don’t you want to get comfortable first?” I
murmured.

His tie was already loose; I finished untying
it but left it around his neck as my fingers traveled down the
front of his shirt, unbuttoning as I went. Every other button, I
let my fingertips slide inside to caress his skin. I couldn’t wait
to touch more of it, more of him.

Humming quietly in approval, he wrapped his
arms around me and found my dress’ zipper in the back. I let him
pull it completely down before I clucked my tongue
reproachfully.

“Awfully bold of you to think you can undress
a master vampire without making the proper offerings first.”

He blinked in surprise, and I decided that I
wanted to see his eyes without the interference of the glasses
anymore. I pulled them off his nose and dropped them on the carpet
onto his vest.

“What…offerings are we talking about?” he
asked, his fingers tracing a sensual line on my back along the
opened zipper.

“What do you think?” I murmured, grinning
deviously.

I pulled away from his embrace and tugged the
tie free of his collar. When he raised his hand toward my face, I
grabbed it gently and looped the tie around it. He looked at me
askance, but when I took his other hand and tied it to the first, I
know he remembered, like I did, the night we had played with
handcuffs. He had given me all the power then, and this game was a
bit of the same. I had grown in those few months, however, and I
was a little more daring.

A few light tugs freed his shirt from his
pants. Keeping my hands on his waist, I led him backwards to the
sofa and gently pushed him down to sit. He understood what I wanted
and raised his tied hands so that I could slip inside the circle of
his arms and sit on his lap, one knee on each side of his legs. I
cupped his face in my hands and slowly leaned forward, keeping eye
contact until our lips touched. I shuddered at the feel of them, so
cool, so soft, and pressed a little harder against his mouth,
parting my lips to lick his gently. His tongue came out to play,
and we deepened the kiss together.

I’ve lost count of how many times we’ve
kissed, be it chaste pecks or passionate, burning kisses. I just
know that every time, my heart stammers in the same way, as though
it had forgotten how to beat properly, and my mind erases
everything that isn’t that instant, everything that isn’t him or
me.

His hands, flat on my back, drew me closer to
him, and as I shifted on his lap, I could now feel his cock pressed
against my crotch, hard and impatient within the confines of his
pants. Mindlessly, I rocked against him, feeling him press back
against my now soaked panties. He broke off the kiss to let out a
low moan.

“Virginia…”

The vampire I was supposed to be had not
given her name to her prey, but I decided against pointing that out
to him. The sound of my name spurred me on. I trailed my lips along
his jaw, then down his neck to his bite scars. I gently scraped my
teeth against the raised flesh before sucking hard enough to leave
a bruise just a shade darker than his skin. Anando bucked beneath
me, angling his head to give me better access. I kissed and sucked
at his neck for a few more seconds before sliding as far back as I
could within his embrace. He protested wordlessly, but quieted down
when I pushed his shirt to the sides and leaned in to press a kiss
over his heart. Would it have beaten as hard as mine, I wondered,
if Anando had been human?

I continued to alternate small licks, kisses,
and playful nips to his smooth chest before latching on to his
small, puckered nipples, one after the other. Anando rested his
head against the back of the sofa, eyes closed; the contented
humming, or rather rumbling that came from his chest almost sounded
like a big cat’s purr. I rested my cheek against his chest, feeling
it vibrate. At the same time, my hands worked between us to undo
his pants and guide his cock out.

As I pumped it slowly in my closed fist, I
hesitated. Part of me wanted to take Anando inside of me and ride
him, right there and right then, like I had done, that one time, at
the club. There was something else I wanted more than that, though.
All evening long, throughout our role-playing game, the thought had
been there that I, the dangerous vampire, would bite him before the
night was over; taste him. Biting might not be something I could or
would actually do, but as for tasting…

After all, I had asked him for an offering,
hadn’t I?

He tried to hold me back when I slipped
beneath his arms, but I escaped him easily. Kneeling between his
legs on the carpet, I leaned over him and nuzzled his cock. I heard
him take a sharp breath, and couldn’t help but smile against his
hardened flesh at the thought that, probably without even trying
anymore, he was still acting his part as a human.

Grabbing the sides of his pants, I tugged at
them until he raised his hips and helped me slide them down. As I
had expected, he wasn’t wearing underwear, and the way he slouched
gave me full access to his cock and balls in the nest of cropped,
wiry hair.

My lips followed the thick vein that ran
along his cock up to the tip. I flicked my tongue along the edge of
the crown, teasing both him and myself, before finally running the
tip of my tongue along his slit. I lapped at the bead of precome
there, enjoying the sweet and salty flavor of it. Taking hold of
his cock, I angled it toward me and took the tip into my mouth.
Anando shuddered beneath me, and his bound hands settled at the
back of my head, lightly pressing me forward. I ignored the silent
request and started sucking gently until I had pulled a groan from
Anando. Only then did I slowly sink down, taking as much of his
engorged cock into my mouth as I could and swirling my tongue
around it.

My fist covered the base of his dick, and I
tightened my fingers before pulling away and pumping my hand up and
down. His shaft was slick from my saliva and so hard… I couldn’t
wait to take him inside me—but I had to wait, I had to if I wanted
to taste him, and I wanted that more than anything.

I pumped his cock faster, spreading my saliva
and his precome over his length, even as I looked up at his face.
Behind his heavy eyelids, his pupils were completely dilated,
drowning his eyes in black. I gave him a saucy grin then focused my
full attention on his cock again. Without ever stopping to move my
fist, I dipped lower to press my lips to his balls. They were
tight, already, drawn up in pleasure, and he moaned when I flicked
my tongue against them, mouthing first one, then the other. His
hands were heavy at the back of my head, but they didn’t push me
forward, and when his hips bucked up, the movement felt restrained,
as though he had been trying to control himself and let me go at my
own pace. I purred in appreciation, and felt him quiver against
me.

Emboldened, I licked a path down to the small
strip of skin beneath his balls. He moaned my name again, his voice
more shaky than I had ever heard it. Slowing down the pace of my
hand, I looked up at him again and held his gaze as I slipped the
index finger of my free hand into my mouth, coating it with saliva
before I reached down and tentatively circled his puckered hole
with my fingertip.

“Is this…” I could feel my cheeks heat up. I
swallowed hard, and pushed the words out despite my nervousness and
embarrassment. “Is this OK?”

Anando licked his lips and blinked before
nodding jerkily. “Anything…anything you want to do…to me is
OK.”

A rush of pure pride ran through me at the
thought of having put that catch in his voice. Leaning forward
again, I pressed my lips to his cock, slowly moving up to the tip,
even as my finger breached him. I took him into my mouth again and
sunk down gradually, making my lips a tight ring around his flesh.
At the same time, I pushed my finger in, attentive to any hint that
I was hurting him. His grunt sounded anything but pained.

Now I’m a bit embarrassed to admit it, my
Lady, but I had planned this enough that I had done some research.
All I had read, however, disappeared when I found the bump I was
looking for. Anando became very still, suddenly, and his fingers
clenched almost painfully in my hair. I started sucking harder on
his cock, sliding my mouth up and down and twirling my tongue
around his shaft while I massaged his prostate.

He was breathing harshly, now, panting my
name and begging me to continue. I did just that, gradually
increasing my tempo and listening to his body, to every little
change, until he went rigid under me and cried out as he came. I
slowed down my sucking but didn’t stop, drawing every last drop of
salty semen from him. When his cock softened in my mouth, I let go
of it and sat back on my heels, my hands on his knees, and watched
him. Head thrown back, he was taking shaky breaths through his
parted mouth. With his pants around his ankles, his glistening cock
resting on his thigh, his bound hands and open shirt, he made a
perfect picture of bliss—and I was the one who had put him in that
state.

If I had any say in it, I thought at that
moment, it would happen many more times in the following weeks,
months, and years. If only I could have known…

He only looked down at me when I tugged at
the knot on his tie and freed his hands. Taking hold of my hands,
he pulled me up into his lap and kissed me deeply.

“That was…” he said when he broke the kiss,
and shook his head as though unable to find the words.

“Nice?” I offered.

He chuckled weakly. “Much better than nice. I
had heard vampires were sex gods, but I never imagined that.”

It took me a second to realize that he was
back to his supposed human persona. I barely refrained from rolling
my eyes at him and instead leaned in to murmur into his ear, “Not
only that, but we’re insatiable, too. You’re ready for round
two?”

“Give me a minute,” he replied with a shaky
laugh. “And maybe we could move this to your bed? Unless you sleep
in a coffin?”

This time, he was just too silly. I snorted
as I stood and held out my hand to help him up. He drew his pants
back up and held them with one hand. I held the other one in mine
to lead him to my bed—the bed in which I had dreamed of him so
often in the past months.

I turned on the bedside table lamp and drew
the comforter before turning to Anando. Without a word, we
undressed each other, taking our time to do so. He let me undo his
cufflinks one after the other, and I placed them on the dresser,
where they wouldn’t be lost. In return, he delicately unhooked my
dangling earrings from my ears. I then pushed the shirt off his
shoulders, and it pooled at his feet with his pants and socks. My
dress was already unzipped, all he had to do was slip the straps
off my arms.

He hummed in approval as I stood there,
wearing nothing more than lacy underwear. By the time he had undone
my bra and placed a single, chaste kiss to each of my nipples, his
cock was twitching back to life. He knelt at my feet and slid my
panties down my legs one inch at a time, trailing kisses along my
thighs. He held up his hand to help me out of the panties, then
kissed his way back up my body. I was trembling in need when his
lips pressed against mine.

We climbed into bed together, his hand still
holding mine tightly. Lying on our sides, we kissed again: short,
gentle kisses that made warmth flow through my body. My hand
flitted over his arm and shoulder while his sneaked between us. I
shuddered as he caressed my right breast, cupping my hardened
nipple into his palm. Pressing closer, he gently pushed me onto my
back and trailed his lips down to my left breast. Without thinking,
I rested my hand on the back of his head, encouraging him when he
flicked his tongue against my nipple before sucking on it.

Caught in the sensation, I barely noticed his
hand fluttering down my stomach and to the apex of my parted legs.
My body shook when a single finger traced my wet labia before
coming back up to my clit.

“More,” I demanded, my voice weak and
rough.

Anando scraped his teeth against my breast at
the same time as he flicked his thumb against my clit. I groaned,
then again more loudly when he repeated his actions. He teased me
once more, his fingers circling my opening but still not pushing
inside me, where I wanted him—needed him. My fingers tightened in
his hair as he continued to alternate sucking and painless bites,
never giving me quite what I wanted yet inexorably pushing me
toward pleasure. I could feel it build inside me, like clouds
gathering for a storm, darkening everything and charging the air in
electricity while preparing that first lightning bolt that would
tear the sky asunder and light up the night.

“So close,” I panted, my body arching under
his ministrations. “Just—”

He surged inside me, his hard-again cock
filling me and pulling a cry from my lips like the crack of
thunder. For an instant, everything was blindingly luminous, and I
clung to Anando so I wouldn’t fall apart.

He remained immobile until my body had
stopped shaking beneath his, and then rolled back onto his side,
pulling me with him. With a tender hand, he guided my leg over his
own, opening me a little more to him.

“Sweet, sweet Virginia,” he murmured when he
drew back, then, almost lazily, pushed back inside of me.

So soon after the peak of my orgasm, each
slow slide of his cock had me shuddering again, drawing out my
pleasure until I didn’t know whether to beg for more or for him to
stop. I did neither and instead, cupping his jaw in a shaky hand, I
kissed him softly, slowly, as slowly as his hips danced against
mine.

We’d done many things together, but that
night, that long moment of tender caresses and kisses, of slow
movements and shared contentment, was the only time that I cannot
call anything other than making love.

I watched his face, as we slowly reached
toward pleasure. I tried not to imagine anything that wasn’t there
in the flames that danced in his eyes. Still, I was sure I
saw…something. Something that would have scared me, just weeks
earlier. Something that made my heart sing in hope now.

When we came together, it was with twin sighs
of completion. He held me a little tighter; I pressed my face to
the crook of his neck. It was just…perfect.

Laying together like this was a sweet moment,
and I think it might have been a little too intimate for Anando,
because he broke that too heavy silence with a joke, returning to
our game when I had long since forgotten it.

“I never imagined vampires liked to
cuddle.”

I groaned, refusing to play further. “You
suck at being a human.”

He chuckled, and when I drew back, I saw that
his eyes were sparkling with amusement. “I lack practice. It’s been
a while.”

“Or you just had too much fun mocking
us.”

He traced my bottom lip with his index finger
and smiled kindly. “Mocking them, Virginia dear. Not you.”

Leaning in, he followed the same path with
his mouth. I didn’t let him distract me, though. I had to know if
truly he believed I was different from the others.

“But I am like them,” I pointed out. “I came
to the club just to meet vamps and spice up my life, didn’t I?”

With his fingertips, he brushed back strands
of hair that had fallen over my cheek. “Did it work for you?” he
asked, tongue in cheek.

I slid my head closer to him, resting my
forehead against his. “Well, the spice wasn’t anything I expected.
But I’ve taken quite a liking to it.”

He smiled. His hand felt cool against my
cheek, both strong and soft. I felt so good, I could have
purred.

“Can I ask another question?” I said after a
few seconds.

“You can ask anything you want, sweet
Virginia.”

The question had been there, at the back of
my mind, since I had first asked him about his turning. I had
promised myself I wouldn’t ask—it was just too personal, too
intrusive. But in that moment of perfect contentment, I couldn’t
see anything wrong anymore with wanting to know more about Anando.
Every little thing about him was within my reach, it seemed, if I
just asked. And so I did.

I now wish I hadn’t.

“Have you ever turned anyone?” I asked,
watching him through half-closed eyes. “I mean, have you ever
wanted someone around enough to turn them?”

A frown emerged on his features, drawing a
light vertical crease between his eyebrows. He leaned on his elbow
before pulling his hand away from my face. For a moment, I thought
he wouldn’t answer, but he finally did.

“I’ve wanted people around enough to stay
with them,” he said slowly as though weighing each word. “But no,
I’ve never turned anyone.” He paused, then added, “Nor do I plan
to.”

Mirroring him, I pulled back a little and
propped myself up on my forearm. Far from quenching my curiosity,
his answer had piqued it. “Why not?”

He shrugged. “It’s just a personal
choice.”

In retrospect, I should have accepted his
answer and moved on. I don’t know why I didn’t. I don’t know what I
was trying to get at. All I know is that I pushed yet a little
more.

“But why?” I insisted.

Shaking his head lightly, he sighed. “Some
questions just don’t have an answer, Virginia.”

He rolled onto his back and closed his eyes.
I didn’t move, my eyes detailing his face. I knew his features very
well by now. The strong lines of his face. His sensuous lips, now
pinched in a thin, unhappy line. The fingernail-sized spot, just a
little darker than the rest of his coffee skin, on the side of his
face, close to his right ear.

Without touching him, I could imagine the
softness of his skin beneath my fingers, and the slight roughness
of his closely-cropped hair. I knew just how cool his skin would
be, and how fast it would warm beneath my hand.

I knew, also, that he’d always be the same.
The next day, month, or century, he’d still be gorgeous. And I…

“You’d never…” The words caught in my throat,
and I struggled to push them out. “You’d never turn someone to keep
them with you? So they wouldn’t grow old while you remained perfect
and twenty-four forever?”

Anando’s eyes opened, and immediately
found mine. They were so dark, I could barely distinguish his
pupils. “If you’re asking whether I’d ever turn you,” he said, his
voice calm but radiating with an angry heat, “the answer is no. And
it has nothing to do
with what I feel for you.”

The strength of his last words shocked me. I
don’t know what I had expected, but this definitely wasn’t it. And
then, his answer only raised one more question. What was it exactly
that he felt for me? He wasn’t supposed to feel anything. The rules
we had long ago abandoned claimed as much, and so did everything I
had ever heard about vampires.

I wanted to ask him, but, a little afraid of
what his answer would be—just as afraid, in fact, that it would
include the word love as I was that it wouldn’t—I took too much
time to find my words. After only a few seconds had passed, Anando
sat up in the bed, his back to me, then stood.

“I have to go before sunrise.”

I didn’t know what to reply. Sunrise was
still hours away. I knew it, and so did he. What did it mean that
he was lying to me? Why was he running away?

He dressed quickly, his back still turned to
me. When he was done, he returned to the bed and, leaning down,
kissed me. Then he looked at me for a long moment, the smallest
smile playing on his lips. I had never seen that expression grace
his features, and it took me some time to recognize it. He looked
sad. Sad and Anando are just not words I’d ever think of
associating.

My mind was screaming at me to say
something—apologize, tell him that I didn’t want to be turned,
promise him not to question him anymore, anything so that the sad
smile would go away—but I couldn’t find the right words.

Finally, he said, “Be safe,” and left my
apartment. I gathered the blankets more tightly around myself,
suddenly shivering.

When I went to the club the next night, he
wasn’t there. I went every night for a week. I never saw him. I
asked Leo, and he said Anando hadn’t come back since Halloween. He
also said that, as far as he could remember, Anando had never
stayed away from the club so long.

I’m not an idiot. I know it was my fault. I
said something that upset him enough that he stopped coming to the
club so he wouldn’t see me anymore. I kept replaying our
conversation in my mind. It wasn’t all that hard to figure it out.
Whether it was the case or not—and if it was, it certainly wasn’t
conscious on my part—my questions made him think I wanted him to
turn me. I should have dropped the matter rather than push and try
to understand. He had said I could ask what I wanted, but clearly I
had crossed a line of some kind.

When I understood that, I decided to give him
some space, let him cool down. I was hoping he’d miss me and come
back to the club. I even gave my number to Leo, and asked him to
call me if he saw Anando. Two more weeks passed. Leo didn’t
call.

I should have taken the hint, I guess. I
should have resigned myself to the fact that Anando simply didn’t
want to see me anymore.

You know me, my Lady. I can be much too
stubborn, sometimes.

I went to his house. I knocked on the door,
but no one answered. I opened the back gate and walked around the
house; the pool was covered with a blue tarp and every window
shutter was closed. I knew, then, that he was gone, but the idea
only sank into my mind a few moments later. When I got back to the
street, I crossed paths with a neighbor who was walking his dog. He
asked me if I was looking into buying the property, and when I
didn’t answer fast enough, proceeded to tell me he was relieved
that the street’s only vampire had moved away.

It has been five weeks now, without a word
from him. I’m afraid I’ll never see him again. I’m afraid I scared
him off with too many questions, too much insistence. And I’m
afraid I’ll never get to tell him that, despite my best efforts not
to let it happen, I fell in love with him.




The End
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Forever Starts Now

After receiving pictures that prove her
fiancé’s infidelity, Claire breaks her engagement to Jonas and
throws him out of her house. As a Special Enforcer, Jonas’ job is
to hunt vampires who kill humans, but while she packs his
belongings, Claire discovers he might be killing innocent vampires
as well. Needing to know more about vampires before she decides
whether to turn Jonas in, she visits a club where vampires and
humans come in close contact, On The Edge.

There, she meets the attractive and
mysterious vampire Matthew. She observes him from afar for a few
nights, and when he finally comes to talk to her, it is to scare
her and ensure that she will not return to a place he considers
dangerous for her--a view he unexpectedly shares with Jonas.

Claire does return, however, and discovers
more about Matthew’s past than he wanted her to know. She also
discovers he is attracted to her, just as much as she is to him.
Their first night together is passionate, but, with the
intervention of Matthew’s Sire, it ends in blood…

Forever Starts Now shows a normal woman
thrown in extraordinary circumstances where love spans generations
and “forever” has a very literal meaning. She will have to find out
who she is before she can get her “happily ever after” with the man
of her dreams.




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?





Snapdragons

When Rhea arrives in Miami, she has nothing
to start her life over, not even her memories. The past five years
have disappeared, erased by her own magic. Or at least, that’s what
the letter says—the letter that claims vampires killed everyone she
cared for—the letter written in her own hand and signed with her
name.

Clinging to knowledge of magic she doesn’t
remember acquiring, she finds a job, a place to live, and tries to
rebuild her life. The sudden reappearance of Peter, her first
crush, brings back joy in her new existence. He also brings back
vampires, in the form of his long-time lover Kaelin.

Can Rhea truly live again with part of her
past lost to her, or is Peter right when he says she’s strong
enough to get her memories back—and see her world shattered
again?
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