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Synopsis

 The beginning of Cleo Jones's
life as a vampire was the end of her relationship with her first
love and only submissive, college senior Benny Tarver. Mutual
resentment and heartache have kept them apart for the past three
years, but their responsibilities to the sisters of Alpha Beta
Omega sorority have held them in each other's sights. With
graduation looming, Benny knows it is time for her to move on from
the sorority and her lingering feelings for Cleo, but when Cleo
realizes she may lose Benny forever to a powerful demon, she must
put her fears aside to discover if they can find the strength to
let go of their pain and accept that the love between them is
true.
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Prologue

Benny

Freshman Year, Thanksgiving Break

 


I pulled Gus onto my bed with me and switched my
phone to my other hand. On the other end of the line, my
girlfriend, Cleo, sighed in my ear. “You were able to escape?” I
asked.

“Fuck yeah,” she replied. “I swear my mama invited
people just because they have the last name Jones. There were three
dudes who I know aren’t my uncles, just kicking it. I’m getting
some gas now.” Maryland University only gave us a week off for
Thanksgiving, but it was long enough to make me miss being away
from my few friends at school, the girls in my sorority. It was too
long for me to be away from Cleo. I thought about telling her, but
I kept the thought to myself. Still, I was enjoying my time with
Mama and Daddy, and soon I’d be back with Cleo again.

We’d been together for a little over two months now.
I never thought I’d fall in love. I wasn’t sure I believed in it
anymore, especially since my parents were bound by something
greater. Yes, Mama loved Daddy, but he was a vampire, one of the
strongest demon-bourne vampires of his kind. They were bound
together by blood, and that strengthened the affection between
them. I knew Daddy would find me a demon to serve one day, and he
had. Camila was wonderful, and I couldn’t wait to see her once I
got back to the Alpha Beta Omega house, but what did I have with
Cleo? I never thought our love, a love that allowed me to serve her
willingly and fully, would come for me.

It was more than the fact that she was a junior and
I was only a freshman. Or that she was so beautiful, so physically
perfect, and I was just a notch above dumpy and plain. It was that
she wanted to be with me too, even when I explained what I really
wanted in a girlfriend, if I ever got one. Cleo understood that I
wanted, needed a mistress, someone to mold and control me sexually.
She’d more than lived up to the task. She didn’t even mind that I
wanted to keep our relationship a secret. She understood why. I
held in my sigh and shifted Gus in my lap just as he decided to
taste my hand.

“Ouch. No biting.” I pulled my finger away from
Gus’s puppy teeth to inspect the damage. He didn’t break the
skin.

“Playing with your new dog?”

“Yes. He’s a little menace, but he’s so cute.”

“I can’t believe she gave you six dogs. Is that what
they give for Thanksgiving? Dog meat?”

“No.” I laughed. “Dalhem and his bound-sisters have
these gift-giving cycles. It was Paeno’s turn.” Daddy and his demon
family had a number of bizarre traditions. Mama and I had learned
not to question them.

“It’s strange, but whatever. What time you coming
back?” Cleo was heading back to the Alpha Beta Omega house early to
get a jump on studying for her anthropology final. Aside from the
six vampires our sorority fed—the only real reason for the
sorority—and our housemother, the house would be empty. A perfectly
quiet place for Cleo to get some studying done, away from her
large, loud family. I was heading back a little early as well. I
wanted to spend some time with Cleo alone.

“What time am I coming
back? You know that’s not up to me,” I said. My heart fluttered as
I stroked Gus’s thick silver fur.

“How about you’re ready for me at nine?”

That early? I wanted to
ask, but I couldn’t deny the sparks the act of obeying set off
between my legs.

“I’ll be ready at nine.”

“That’s a good bunny.” I did sigh this time.
Lightly, but away from the phone. It was one of the things we were
working on. I needed to be more up front with my feelings. Keeping
things in was something I’d learned to do well in the last eighteen
years. It was a hard habit to break.

Someone knocking at my door stopped my response.
“Come in,” I called and smiled instantly as Mama poked her head in
the door. She shrank back bashfully, just for a moment, when she
saw I was on the phone.

“How long do you need, angel?” Mama whispered. We
had Christmas shopping to do.

“An hour,” I mouthed.

“Is that Cleo?” She smiled as she nodded toward my
phone. I nodded back, matching her grin. I hadn’t told her much
about my girlfriend or my first relationship. Still, she knew how I
felt. I didn’t feel comfortable opening up to the girls in the
sorority, even my good friend Ginger, who was so easy to talk to,
but I could tell Mama anything.

“Good morning, Cleo,” Mama called across the room
before she ducked back out the door. Cleo’s deep laugh sounded in
my ear.

“Tell her I said hi. When am I gonna meet her?”

“Soon. I need—”

“I know.”

Cleo and I had come a long way. She had been very
patient with me, but I needed more time. I still needed to keep
parts of my personal life separate.

“After spring break. Come stay with us,” I said,
uncomfortable with the suggestion. I tried to lighten my tone and
the mood between us. “We’ll take you to the blossom festival. I
still can’t believe you haven’t been yet. Richmond isn’t that far
from D.C.”

“It’s far enough.” I heard a few clicking sounds and
then the rusty squeak of her car door opening. I’d offered to
replace the old Civic for her, but she was so attached to the
thing, a gift from her mama. The door slammed and Cleo huffed an
exhausted breath through the phone. I was anxious to relieve her
stress.

“Well, let me get off this phone before I wreck or
get pulled over,” she said.

“Okay. Study hard.”

“Yeah, the hardest.” Suddenly Cleo’s voice was soft.
“Benita?”

“Yeah?”

“I love you.”

I hesitated for a moment before I replied quietly,
“I love you too.”

“Bye, babe.” Cleo hung up as I said good-bye. I gave
myself a moment to think about what Cleo had said and a few minutes
longer to consider what Cleo expected of me the following morning.
It was true, I never thought I’d find the love we had found
together, but it was deep and it was good. Even though parts of it
still scared me, I knew every time Cleo gave me an opportunity to
submit, that love would last forever.


Chapter One

Benny

Senior Year, Second Semester

 


I looked over at the iPod docked on my mahogany
nightstand. The final notes to my favorite harmonious tribute to
love lost played through the speakers, and the clock on the square
display snapped over to 9:55. The music was perfect for moments
like this. Sometimes, the girls didn’t feel like talking, but they
still had their hour. Marvin would fill the silent moments while
Ashley decided whether she wanted to confess to more bingeing or
purging that week, or when any number of the freshmen needed a few
minutes to come clean about their own issues. Ron Isley would give
Maddie something to hum along to while she wasted time rolling
around on my comforter. In a professional office, playing music
would be unprofessional, but it was perfect for sister
counseling.

The Dixie Chicks strummed in a beat later, and
Maddie laughed.

“You have the weirdest taste in music.” Her hand
slid down the mahogany post and she sighed as her fingers sought
out a crack in the clear finish that wasn’t there. Mama had found
the queen-sized bed frame at an auction in Raleigh. I’d appreciate
it if my sorority sister didn’t chip its finely coated surface. I
took my attention off the curious hand and gazed over Maddie’s
body. Her flat stomach was perfectly toned. Spray-tanned skin
dusted with nearly invisible hairs peeked out from under the hem of
her racer-back tank top. Her hard nipples poked at the red cotton.
She didn’t have a bra on, and from the tightness of her skimpy
shorts, I could tell she didn’t have any underwear on either. The
black spandex barely covered the junction of her thighs.

I had shed a few pounds, but dropping from a size
twenty to a size sixteen didn’t give someone license to wear hot
pants in front of the other girls in the Alpha Beta Omega
house.

“I love this bed,” Maddie muttered, lifting her legs
in the air. Her tiny dancer’s feet pointed to the gossamer canopy
above. She looked over to me, but I watched as the ruby pendant on
her chest slipped to the side and slid between the strands of her
heavily highlighted hair. Absently, I adjusted my own necklace.

“You must hate this. Listening to us complain every
week.”

I didn’t hate the peer counseling sessions that were
now mandatory twice a week. I simply didn’t want to hear about all
of the ridiculous things my sorority sisters thought were
important. I knew these sessions served a purpose. I knew firsthand
how secrets kept, big and small, emotions hidden, never led to any
good. I knew the same to be true about the truth itself. I still
hadn’t perfected the balance, but I knew when to keep quiet about
my own business. I’d mastered the poker face and the art of being a
steel trap when it came to information, whether it was useful or
not.

Oddly enough, my refusal to gossip or show real
emotions made my sisters in Alpha Beta Omega trust in me that much
more. You could tell me anything and it would never get around, but
not because I wanted to keep the secret. It was because I didn’t
care. I had my own classes to study for, my own demon to feed and
please. I had my own problems to deal with.

I didn’t care about the petty things, but I had to
listen. Every time I thought of Sam, my friend, sister, and
occasional bunk-buddy, and every time I thought of Ginger, my best
friend, a loving girl, turned vampire queen at nineteen, I would
pause and stop myself from tapping the clock.

Both Sam and Ginger had been tortured in various
ways by the same boy, and if someone had been there for Sam as her
boyfriend had taken his hands to her, things would have been
different. Greg could have been stopped before he forced himself on
her over and over again. An alarm would have been sounded as his
sick feelings for Ginger continued to fester. Sam wouldn’t be so
ruined and Ginger wouldn’t have faced death only four months into
college.

Madeline and Ruth would make up in an hour, fall
right back into each other’s arms, and tear each other’s clothes
off. Things for them would go back to normal, but if Maddie or Ruth
came to me with a real problem, I had to be ready to listen.

Every week, twice a week, from nine to ten, Amy, our
chapter vice president, and I opened our doors to hear all gripes
about school, parents, boyfriends, and girlfriends. Mostly
girlfriends. Living with forty-six girls who were perfectly
comfortable sleeping with one another brought up some interesting
instances of jealousy. And there were other things.

A few small incidents had been avoided since my term
as chapter president had begun. We were getting help for Ashley,
but mostly it was bullshit. It was the bullshit that made me resent
these sessions. That, and with the exception of Samantha, Ginger,
and Camila, I hated having people in my room. I didn’t like people
touching my things, and I hated people asking questions. I didn’t
have pictures of Mama and Daddy around my room for a reason.

“I don’t hate it,” I said. “You’d rather talk to me
about it, though? Right?”

“God, yes. Ugh. She’s such a little bitch.”

I kept my eyes from rolling. Ruth had said the same
thing about Maddie a few weeks before. The two of them had behaved
like this for a while now. Always in and out of love.

“And after graduation?” I wanted to get back to the
point before our time was up.

“She wants us to move to Miami and I want to stay
here. I can get a tryout with the Ravens, but she’s all, ‘The Heat
have a squad too, blah blah.’ But I’m over basketball players.”

I understood that part. I couldn’t stand the members
of the Maryland University men’s basketball team. The “men” part
was always up for interpretation. But they weren’t the focus of
this conversation.

“You need to weigh your real happiness, Maddie. What
do you want?”

“I don’t know. I love her. Just—” She broke off,
chuckling. I added a tight-lipped scoff. Maddie liked going in
circles. “Such. A bitch.”

“You have four months to think about it. If you want
a real fresh start once school’s over, you need to consider if what
you two have has run its course or if you really belong
together.”

“I know. What about you? What are you going to do
after graduation?”

“This isn’t about me.” I flashed a tiny smile.

“I know! It’s never about you. Okay. Whatever.”
Maddie swung herself upright and hopped off the bed in a graceful
leap—graceful until she reached behind herself and tugged her
Spankies out of her ass. “You’re coming to the game, right?”

“Yes. I will be there.”

“Good.”

A knock on my door had us both turning. “Come in,” I
called out.

Amy skipped through the doorway, her notebook tucked
under her arm.

“Hello, ladies.” Amy’s blue eyes sparkled as a smile
lit up her whole face. She was already dressed for bed in a thin
black camisole and red flannel pajama pants. The red polish on her
toes matched mine.

I liked Amy a lot. She was too enthusiastic, but she
was genuine. She reminded me of my mama.

“Ruth is waiting for you in the hall,” she told
Maddie.

Maddie took a deep breath then marched toward the
door. “I’ll see you guys later.”

Amy wasted no time. She crawled up onto my high
mattress into the newly vacant spot, mumbling about her fondness
for the four-poster bed. “Anything good?” she asked once she was
comfortable leaning against the wall.

“No. The usual with Ruth and Maddie. Same stuff with
A.J. and her little sister. You?”

Amy bit her lip, holding in a laugh.

“What?”

“Jill.”

I groaned quietly. It was the same thing every week.
“What did she say?”

“Baby B, she’s in love with you. What do you think
she said?”

“I’ve already told her no.”

“She doesn’t care. She’s got it bad.”

“She’ll have to deal with it.”

“Oh, but she can’t, Benny. You’re just so, unf,
you’re so irresistible.”

“What did you tell her?”

“This time I told her—” Amy giggled. “I told her
you’d decided to go into a convent after graduation.”

“Amy.”

“I told her that your stepdad got an e-mail from
God, and a life married to the church is your calling.” Tears
threatened to stream down Amy’s face.

“Great. Now she’ll ask a million questions about
which order I’ll be joining.”

“I’d tell you to slip her a pity fuck, but she’s too
smitten to handle it.”

Last time Jill had come to Amy, talking of her love
for me, Amy had told Jill that I was still a virgin and was saving
myself until I met the right man. Three weeks before that, she’d
told the gullible girl that my parents were in the process of
arranging a marriage for me to be carried out right after
graduation. I was supposed to remain celibate until the binding
ceremony to this mythical person. Every week, Jill bought the
excuse and sulked in her room for a few hours before her will to
love made her think she could convince me to pick her over whatever
life I had planned otherwise.

Jill couldn’t be swayed. There was nothing that I
could say, and I wasn’t willing to do anything that would actually
scare away someone with such an intense infatuation. My single
status gave the obnoxious freshman hope. No matter what Jill
decided was the truth, a relationship between her and me, sexual or
otherwise, was not going to happen. I physically couldn’t bring
myself to do it. Though I wasn’t completely against sleeping with
others, I’d only given my heart to one person, and that was the
same person I still lusted after and longed for. That person was
not Jill.

I put my heartsick sorority sister out of my mind
and shuffled off my bed. I smoothed the hem of my thick cable knit
sweater around my hips and checked that my tank top was in place
under the low-draped neckline.

“Let’s go,” I told Amy. “They’re already
waiting.”

Our weekly meeting with our queen and her seven
vampire sisters was a certain kind of torture a small part of me
yearned for. Dalhem, my father, had selected six of his most
treasured demon children to patiently nurture future generations of
willing human feeders. The blood my sorority sisters, the boys of
Omega Beta Alpha fraternity, and I provided kept the rest of
mankind safe from what could have devolved into hordes of lecherous
vampires. The night dwellers had been brought to the earthly plane
between heaven and hell by my father and true protector, and his
hell-spawned brothers and sisters. It was an honor for me to serve
them.

The original six sister-queens of his Alpha nest had
entered my life nearly four years ago. I had been bound to the
former queen, Camila, three weeks into my freshman year at MU. She
respected my wishes and never took our feedings beyond anything but
a simple drawing of blood, and I loved her for that graceful show
of love and appreciation.

The other sister-queens all cared for me, and I
loved them all equally in return. Faeth, a proud farmer’s daughter
from New Zealand; Omi, a survivor of the Bajan sugar trade;
Natasha, the czarina of the last Russian imperial reign; Tokyo, a
reborn indentured servant and lover of all things leather; and
Dalhem’s eldest demon child, Kina, a Mi’kmaq Native American from
the north. All were examples of what us girls of Alpha Beta Omega
could someday be.

But it was the seventh sister who meant the most to
me. My ex-girlfriend, my ex-mistress, the former love of my
life.

I saw Cleo around the house plenty of times during
the week, here and there on the weekends. Cleo joined the nest only
a week before Ginger was turned. Ginger was married to Camila; Cleo
was Camila’s best friend. Best friends of lovers, lovers of best
friends. It was impossible to avoid her. Running into Cleo in
Ginger and Camila’s apartment or in the hall was one thing, but
during our weekly meetings, sitting across the room from my ex for
over an hour was almost unbearable. Almost.

Everyone who had the nerve to ask me always wanted
to know the same thing. Why would I put myself through the torture
of being in the same room with the only person I had ever loved and
now the one person who truly hated me?

There was no reasonable answer. The feelings I had
for Cleo couldn’t be met with logic. We were broken up and had been
since the day after Cleo died. It was over, but I only had a few
months left to savor the pain of being in Cleo’s presence. After I
walked across the graduation stage, there was a chance I would
never see Cleo again. I knew if Cleo had things her way, that would
definitely be the case.

“Are you sure you want to do this? I can go down
alone,” Amy offered. The new girls had no real idea what was going
on between Cleo and me, but the seniors knew. Amy knew.

I grabbed my leather-bound portfolio off my mahogany
desk and opened the door.

“Let’s go.”

Amy kept quiet until we were inside the house
elevator. The lift was hidden in the pantry and was the only access
point to the sister-queens’ quarters from above ground. The ability
to vanish through walls made fire exits unnecessary for the
immortal beings who lived below the colonial mansion at 1444 Milson
Avenue. I punched the code into the keypad on the wall, and the
elevator began its smooth descent.

“You know what I want?” Amy said as she cocked her
hip against the wall. “I want to be there when you go mental. When
your repressed feelings force you to just snap and flip out on your
boss or when you climb that clock tower and just start picking off
poor, defenseless people. I want to see that.”

I had gone through all the stages of grief and
cycled to jilted and bitter in a little under two days after Cleo
dumped me. I’d been sitting in that particular spot ever since. I
was hurt. I could admit that to myself. Sometimes I was angry and
even jealous, but I would never lose control. No one was worth
making stupid decisions over.

“We both know that won’t happen.”

“You still talk to Ginger, right?”

Ginger and I talked about a lot of things, but never
my real feelings. That was why Ginger and I got along so well. She
knew not to push. She understood that sometimes talking about your
pain did absolutely nothing to ease it.

The elevator door slid open.

“I’m going to talk to her tonight,” I said.

“Good.”

I took a left and continued down the dark corridor,
loving the feeling of the cool marble under my bare feet. The black
walls were bare, lit every few yards by dim light fixtures hidden
in the crown molding. This floor of the house was a virtual maze
for unwanted visitors, but I had always felt at home in the rooms
behind these black walls. Most of them, anyway.

We turned the last corner to the sister-queens’
quarters. Our demon keepers took turns hosting the weekly meetings
they held with us. Omi’s apartment was the favorite. She had
altered the lighting and furnishings in her quarters to give the
effect of being at a beach resort. I didn’t care where we met, but
for me, anything was better than the apartment Cleo shared with the
sister-queen Tokyo.

Tonight, we were meeting in Kina’s rustic setup. The
log cabin motif was warm and comforting, highlighting Kina’s
longing for a life in the wilderness. Tokyo’s place was a den of
pleasure. No couches or chairs, just large pillows and comfortable
mats surrounded the television. I had never entered her bedroom,
but I’d imagined it. I’d envisioned Cleo beyond the black bedroom
door, shackling Tokyo to the wide bed they shared. The two had been
close friends and lovers since Cleo and I had parted ways. I
remained on good terms with Tokyo. She had nothing to do with our
breakup and she was always kind to me.

I fought the twitch that gripped my cheek as the
image of the two of them together came into clear focus in my mind.
Cleo’s feeders couldn’t help the attraction they felt for her. It
was part of the bond. The connection brought demon and feeder
together in a deep, caring relationship built on sacrifice and
devotion. The vampire’s bite carried with it an instant, amazingly
intense orgasm that even I couldn’t withstand.

The difference was I knew how to keep my physical
passions under control, the strong emotions I felt for Camila, even
if they were fleeting. And I never acted on them. I couldn’t blame
Laura or Melanie for the way they felt about Cleo. I couldn’t blame
Andrew, the only male who was under Cleo’s protection, for openly
admitting to how much he lusted for her.

Cleo was a master shifter. I had overheard, hundreds
of times, how Cleo could make her body bend and stretch in the
middle of sex. She could even alter her anatomy at the flicker of
an eyelash. That was how Andrew liked her best. Her clit would grow
to a nine-inch length and she would take him from behind.

Tokyo liked her that way too. She and Cleo were both
demons, so their closeness had nothing to do with a blood bond.
Tokyo liked sleeping with Cleo, plain and simple.

That, I hated.

I took a deep breath and subtly stretched my neck
before knocking on Kina’s door.

“I’m telling you. Clock tower. Short scope. Long
rifle,” Amy whispered beside me.

“Amy. Shut up.”

The door opened with a light click and opened wider
at Ginger’s will. Amy and I were almost the last to arrive. Amy
called out a cheerful hello.

Cleo was there, sitting across the room, beautiful
and perfect as always. Her skin was like warm milk chocolate, her
perfect lips plump and full. Years ago, the change had caused her
afro to grow so long, so quickly that her ebony locks began to
spiral. They were secured away from her face by a red ribbon that
Cleo had always worn. Her legs were spread wide and Tokyo was
lounging between her knees facing Cleo’s lap.

Tokyo turned quickly. “Hey, guys,” she said before
turning back to Cleo. Or more importantly, Cleo’s crotch. Her long
cock was hard against her thigh, held tightly in place by the
leather pants she’d taken from Tokyo’s wardrobe. I hated how good
she looked in those pants.

I hated the white wifebeater Cleo wore too. I knew a
burlap sack wouldn’t dull Cleo’s amazing features and her erotic
curves, but it would do something to cover up the seams of the red
pushup bra that were peeking out from under the white cotton. I
missed those breasts.

Cleo didn’t look up from Tokyo to greet me or Amy.
She watched Tokyo with a blank expression, letting her trace small
circles across her knee.

“I have to feed first, but let’s go to Tens,” I
heard Tokyo say. Another night at the strip club was just what they
both needed.

Cleo didn’t respond. I knew Cleo treated Tokyo well,
as she did all the other girls, but both Cleo and I had the same
walls up around our hearts and our true personalities. Once, I had
the power to breach Cleo’s well-constructed façade of confidence,
but Cleo hadn’t let anyone in since the accident.

I had no control over the way my body reacted to
Cleo’s indifference. My skin grew hot and the moisture flowed
between my legs whenever I was near Cleo, and now was no different.
I swallowed before taking a deep breath. It had taken some
practice, but now I was able to keep my lips from parting whenever
I caught Cleo’s cherry blossom scent. Most humans didn’t recognize
a demon’s scent for what it was, but I did, and Cleo’s scent
permeated the room.

Amy gently tugged on my pinkie. I ignored the
gesture, but I appreciated the support. A familiar, powerful,
masculine voice came from Kina’s art studio, and the baritone sound
was enough to put a stop to my arousal.

My legal father, the only full demon in this part of
the world, stepped into the living room. The sister-queen Kina was
a step behind him. I was used to his black wings that protruded
from the smooth fabric of his gray suit. When he was comfortable,
the scaled feathers would extend from his back as they did now. A
man’s fingers were in place instead of his natural talons. His onyx
horns blended naturally into the copper-brown skin of his forehead.
His white hair was shaved close to his head now. Mama liked it
better that way.

“Daddy?”

“Ah. It is my Benita. Hello, my darling princess.”
Daddy crossed the room in two easy strides and took me in his long
arms. My mood instantly lifted as he kissed me on the forehead. He
was deadlier than he appeared and one of the most gentle, caring
beings I had ever encountered.

Beside me, Amy stared in wide-eyed shock. Daddy knew
exactly who she was and who she fed, but none of my other sorority
sisters had seen him before.

He reached out and gently chucked Amy’s chin with
his large knuckle. “Hello, my child.”

Amy’s jaw flapped before she answered. “Sir.”

Daddy’s golden eyes shone as he smiled at her.

“What are you doing here?” I asked him.

“I have dropped in to check on my queens. The truth
lies in the element of surprise.” He winked. “I will leave you to
your meeting now.” He leaned down close to my ear. His strength was
undeniable, but I could hear the humor in his tone. “Young lady,
call your mama.” I laughed at his perfect impression of my mother’s
Southern drawl. The smile was back in his voice as he went on. “She
is lonely for you.”

“I will.”

Daddy turned with a graceful nod of the head in
Ginger’s direction. She returned the acknowledgment with a curtsy
and a giggle touched with sarcasm. Anyone else would have found it
disrespectful, but Daddy loved Ginger. She got away with more.

His golden eyes flashed briefly as they connected
with Cleo’s light brown stare. No one missed his anger as he
vanished from the room. As his essence dissipated from the air
completely, Cleo still refused to look at me.

“That’s your dad?” Amy gasped.

Natasha appeared before I answered. “I have missed
our master?” Her white-blond hair swayed as she slid to the floor
beside the coffee table.

“Yeah,” Ginger replied. “And yeah, Amy. That’s
Benny’s dad.” Ginger crossed the room and took my hand. I followed
her to the couch. Camila settled down on my other side and murmured
her sweet hello.

“Let’s start. It’s getting late,” Ginger
announced.

“Please, a moment.” Natasha held out a rectangular
box. “Sweets from my husband.” I resisted taking more than one as
the chocolates circulated around the room, and passed the box on to
Ginger. I gently bit into the dark square and savored the slightly
bitter taste. It was all I could do to ignore the piercing glare
that was suddenly focused on my slightest movement.

I opened my calendar, then peeked up long enough to
watch Cleo take a piece of the chocolate Rodrick had sent over.
Cupping the back of Tokyo’s head, Cleo ran a thumb over her
porcelain cheek. I shivered.

“Open up,” I heard Cleo murmur. Tokyo did as she was
told, her light pink lips parting easily, exposing her sharp fangs.
Cleo slid the chocolate into her mouth and let Tokyo suck her index
finger. Cleo waited until the square was gone before she slowly
drew her finger out and licked the traces of the candy with her own
tongue. I had to look away.

“I want your cock tonight,” Tokyo purred. Her light
citrus scent spiked in the air. For a second, it overpowered the
other smells in the room, even the dark flavors that lingered on my
lips.

“We’ll see if I want to give it to you,” Cleo
replied as I glanced their way again.

“But you’re hard.” Tokyo slid her hand across Cleo’s
abnormal erection. “I want to take care of that for you.”

My eyes closed for a moment before I turned most of
my attention to Ginger beside me. She smiled again, her fangs
biting into her lip before she dropped her head onto my shoulder,
rubbing my arm to banish the shivers away. I couldn’t stop myself
from listening for Cleo’s response. I saw as she wiped Tokyo’s
bottom lip.

“I said we’ll see. Don’t ask me again.”

Tokyo would get sex, no matter what. She had her
feeders. The sister-queen Faeth, who was always ready to screw, and
there was Moreland, the demon across town who let both Tokyo and
Cleo have at her stock of slaves and well-trained submissives
whenever they wanted. But for some reason, Tokyo seemed to crave
Cleo’s attention the most and, just as she had with me, Cleo loved
making her work for it.

Cleo glanced up and we looked at each other. This
was part of the pain, the part I actually looked forward to because
something in my brain was broken. These fleeting moments where Cleo
and I would pause to ignore everything around us and do a quick
mental undressing with our eyes. I would remember everything we had
been to each other, the way her fingers felt across my lips, and
every sinful command she gave me.

I could see it in her eyes, in those few heated
moments, that she remembered the afternoons in my dorm room
freshman year. How she learned to command me and felt her own
delight in how easily I would obey. In those moments, she took
stock of every inch of my body, the bits of skin she liked the
most—my blue eyes, my breasts with their overly sensitive nipples,
and most definitely my butt—and like that, her eyes would turn
cold. She glared at me, but now we weren’t alone. I felt Ginger
tense beside me as she lifted her head and Camila, on the other
side, reached for my hand. They had chosen my side from the very
beginning, but that didn’t change the way Cleo felt. She told me
with that single stare, she still fucking hated me.

To Cleo, I was overconfident and a bitch. Both
points I agreed with. Cleo almost died two days after Thanksgiving.
Her body was badly damaged in a car accident on her way back to
campus. She was returning early from her parents’ home in Virginia
to study in an empty sorority house for her anthropology final and
to spend a few uninterrupted hours with me on my knees. To save her
the agony of a painful recovery, or death, Camila made the decision
to turn Cleo to the vampire she was now. Knowing she was alive and
safe, I couldn’t hide my joy in discovering that Cleo was now an
immortal. I wanted to share the joy of a blood bond and the ecstasy
of feeding with someone I loved, with my girlfriend, my mistress.
Not that I didn’t appreciate my bond with Camila, but it wasn’t the
same.

I also saw Cleo’s immortality as an escape from her
family. Her mother would never accept Cleo as she was, human or
otherwise, because Cleo was gay. Her mother, her church, and her
family would have shunned Cleo if they knew the truth, if they knew
about us. Cleo had told me early on that I was the one for her.
We’d made plans, plans for our future with both of us remaining
mortal. There was marriage and a family on our horizon, things we
could still have, but once Cleo saw how happy I was, when I made it
known that I was glad that fate had intervened and given me Cleo as
I had ultimately wanted her, Cleo was done. She hadn’t looked at me
with love in her eyes since. Lecherous intent from time to time,
glimmers of lust, but never love, and that’s what caused my pain.
It was all we had anymore, and I knew I would have to take the
steps to let it go.

“All right.” Ginger spoke up. Her voice pulled me
back to myself. “Give me the bad news first.”

“Jill’s still having a hard time. I know we thought
moving her into the house would make things easier, but the other
girls just aren’t taking to her,” Amy told our sister-queens.

“It’s ’cause she’s Canadian and proud of it.” Cleo
laughed. She only spoke up because she hated Jill.

“Hey! That’s my little Canadian.” Ginger scowled
playfully. “Besides, Kina’s from Canada and we like her just
fine.”

“It wasn’t called Canada when I lived there,” Kina
muttered from the opposite armchair.

“We’ll spend some time with her,” Camila said.

“I think it’s Benny she wants to spend time with.”
Faeth had to say it. The way Jill felt about me was no secret, but
Faeth didn’t need to bring it up.

“Between German class and studying with her, she
gets enough of my time,” I replied.

“What’s wrong, B? She’s not your type.” Cleo glared
at me again, challenging me.

I felt Camila shift beside me, and I knew she and
Cleo were sharing some mental back and forth. Demons could
communicate through telepathy, and due to our blood bond, Camila
would want to stick up for me. But I could take care of myself.
Jill was beautiful, but much shorter than me. I liked my women
tall. She had a vibrant personality, but I tended to go for someone
with a little more backbone, someone with more of an attitude.

“We both know she isn’t,” I answered as calm as
ever. Cleo’s gaze shifted back from Camila to me, but it was Ginger
who broke up our staring match.

“Okay. So Jill. Check. What else? What’s on the
Calendar, B?”

“Zetas’ Valentine’s Day auction this Thursday. Gwen
is putting herself up. And Saturday…” I paused before I delivered
the horrible news. “Men’s basketball has a night game.”

“Not it,” Tokyo yelled as the others grumbled. Our
sister-queens loved all of us, but they didn’t like changing form
to go out in public, especially Cleo, who grumbled the loudest. She
couldn’t risk someone recognizing her at a university game.

“The whole chapter is going,” I went on. “I think
Maddie would appreciate it if a few of you would come.”

“It’s my mom’s birthday this weekend. We have dinner
at my parents’,” Ginger replied. She was telling the truth. She and
Camila had been shopping for Linda’s presents for weeks.

“Faeth and I will go,” Cleo said. Faeth groaned and
rolled on the floor. “What the fuck? Maddie’s your feeder. You
ain’t weaseling your way out of this.”

Faeth grimaced. “We’ll go.”

“Thank you,” I replied.

The meeting dragged from there. More boring
business, a recap of the monthly calendar. A reminder from Ginger
of the coming spring break. In a few weeks, we girls were off to
the Caribbean for vacation. The sister-queens would draw straws to
see who would chaperone.

“Okay. I’m hungry and I know Camila is too. Anything
else?” Ginger asked.

Cleo coughed and looked pointedly at Natasha.

“You are a rat.” She scowled, her Russian accent
thick over every word. She turned back to Ginger. “My Rodrick has
rescued a puppy for the boys.”

“Oh, come on!” Ginger yelled.

“I know, my queen, but—”

“That is so unfair,” Amy whined. I kept my mouth
shut. I was only an hour away from my dogs and could see them
anytime I felt like taking the drive.

“See.” Ginger motioned frantically between Amy and
Natasha. “And he thought chocolate would cover his ass? We’re not
getting you girls a dog.”

“Why?” Amy whined some more.

“’Cause Florencia is not having that shit,” Cleo
answered. Our housemother was understanding and kind, if not
slightly standoffish, but she didn’t like dogs, period. “Even if
you guys housebroke the shit out of it, Florencia wouldn’t trust
you to take care of it.”

“No dogs. I’ll think about other pets. Maybe a
hamster or something,” Ginger said.

“Yeah. We’d love a hamster,” Amy said.

“Good. We’ll keep him in your room.” With her foot
down, Ginger ended the meeting. I closed my calendar and tried to
ignore Cleo’s eyes following my movements with cold focus. Camila
led me out of the room, but as we went, I was still able to catch a
bit of Tokyo’s voice as she crawled into Cleo’s lap.

“You’re still hard, you know,” she said.

“I told you not to ask me again.”


Chapter Two

Benny

 


My thoughts bounced between German verbs and the
backless shirt Tokyo had worn to the meeting. My test tomorrow
would be easy, but I wanted to review the material at least one
more time before class. The flawless pale skin of a particular
sister-queen continued to invade my mind. At that very moment,
Cleo’s hands were most likely all over that particular back. Or
somewhere lower, around to the front. I grumbled softly to myself.
Cleo was never so easy. Tokyo was a joke, and in truth, a whore.
Not Cleo’s type at all. She needed a challenge, not someone who
begged shamelessly and openly to be fucked as if that was all that
mattered. She needed someone with a full brain and not just a
strong libido.

A yawn escaped, and as I released my irrational grip
on the arm of Camila’s leather couch, I looked over my shoulder to
see her smiling down at me from behind my seat.

“Is there a problem?”

“Benny, you’re too tense.” Camila gently stroked my
neck. I felt my pulse jump against her warm fingers. We had the
apartment to ourselves. Ginger was feeding from Anna-Jade upstairs.
I was comfortable, settled on their worn leather sectional. The
usual slow-tempo house music Camila loved pumped through the room,
serving as the perfect ambient noise. Still, I was having a hard
time getting my mind and my body to settle.

“Breathe, mi’jita.”

I let out a deep sigh and closed my eyes, breathing
in and out.

“You ready?” Camila asked with a gentle smile.

“Yes.” I slid down a little farther into the rich
leather and pulled my sweater off my left shoulder, making Camila
growl softly. For all of her loving instinct, I imagined the demon
inside Camila had very little control when it was brought
face-to-face with its life source. I didn’t want Camila to wait any
longer than she already had while I was busy reviewing my mental
notes and plotting vampericide. I offered my neck.

It was easy to believe in their magic whenever
Camila’s fangs bit through my skin, right into my vein. There was
never any pain. Only pleasure. The cool piercing of my neck shot
right between my legs, and I came harder than I had in some time.
My tongue braced against the roof of my mouth to hold in my
whimpers, but a moan still rumbled in my throat. I focused on
Camila’s presence to keep my hips from moving.

This time, as with every feeding before, Cleo’s face
was back behind my eyes, her voice in my ears. This time, Cleo
muttered softly, sweetly, making perfect demands. Her phantom hands
stroked me through my clothes. Her invisible lips sealed over my
breast, tracing my nipple.

I didn’t like it, but I didn’t fight this part of
the feeding. My pleasure centers were linked to Cleo. Fighting my
desires and my memories only made things worse. Camila drank slowly
as always. Her warm tongue massaged the pulsing vein, coaxed more
blood to the surface with every heartbeat. I continued to come.
Over and over. Every time, I came for Cleo.

I glanced at the clock just as Camila began to seal
the punctures in my skin. “Thank you,” she purred softly. Slowly, I
slid to the edge of the couch. My legs felt like Jell-O and my
crotch was still clenching in time with my thumping heart. When I
stood, Camila handed me a bottle of water from the bar.

Then she said, “What can I do?”

There was nothing Camila could do. As much power as
she had, I wasn’t weak-minded enough for her to toy with my memory,
and I wasn’t foolish enough to think that sort of thing would work
in the long term. I was feeling sad and lonely, and that’s when
Cleo always decided to show up in my mind.

“I’ll be fine.”

“Okay,” Camila said. Pushing was pointless. She
started toward her bedroom. “I’ll let Red know we’re done.” There
was still a rumbling purr to Camila’s voice, and even though I
hadn’t been paying attention, being distracted didn’t dull the fact
that Camila’s thick cinnamon scent now filled the room. Thanks to
our blood bond, Camila had felt every ounce of my pleasure during,
and usually after, our feedings. Ginger was typically waiting in
their bedroom, naked and willing to fully sate Camila’s other
physical needs.

“Do you mind if I use your restroom?”

“Not at all. Take your time. I think Ginger wanted
to speak to you anyway.”

I quickly moved to put myself between Camila and the
bedroom door, as if Camila couldn’t vanish right through me. More
proof that I hadn’t been thinking clearly. “About what?”

I stepped back when Camila smiled that smile that
told me there was no discussion to be had, then I watched my
sister-queen drift into her bedroom. I had a few moments before
Ginger would come walking through the door or magically appear by
the couch. I took advantage of those moments and went to the
bathroom to freshen up a bit.

I turned on the water and pushed up my sleeves. My
wrists were looking thinner again, but that wouldn’t last long.
Some cool water splashed on my face helped with the light flush
that spread across my skin during her feeding. I’d have to wait a
little while to change my damp underwear, but I’d survive. I
adjusted my camisole again, and my ruby necklace. Camila was expert
at drawing blood. There wasn’t even the slightest red speck on my
white sweater.

When I came back to the living room, Ginger was
there.

I liked that my best friend hadn’t changed. She was
a very powerful demon now, in charge of many of her kind, richer
than
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