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Chapter One

 


 


She sat on top of her chrome horse
looking down at the city lights below. She had done this very thing
time and time again in cities around the world, longing for that
one true love that never seemed to materialize. Her “once upon a
time” was over centuries ago. Now it rarely ended with “happily
ever after”. A.J. took a deep breath and stretched her tall,
slender frame before descending the long winding road back to her
reality. She could smell rain in the air and wanted to make it home
before it started. She wasn’t looking forward to a night spent
wiping watermarks off chrome. This wasn’t like the old days when
she could just take the tack off her ride and let nature do the
rest.

A.J. wrapped herself around her
motorcycle and took another deep breath. Hoping to clear her mind
of the day’s events, she felt the chrome monster between her legs
rumble to life. The guttural roar of the engine could rattle even
the most stubborn heart to life. Realizing the vibrating iron
between her legs was probably going to be the hottest thing she
would have between them for a while, she settled into the leather
to enjoy the ride down. It wasn’t that she ever lacked the
opportunity for company of any kind. It was just that she didn’t
want the entrapments that came with it. She knew what the
end-results would be. She wasn’t that naïve anymore, and she did
not want to watch it end as it always did.

Rolling onto the pavement, A.J. could
feel the heat bounce up to meet her. The summer nights were only a
tad cooler than the days, which was why she mostly rode at night.
The daily operations of her businesses made it almost impossible to
find time to ride. So, she took what she could until things settled
down. The motorcycle glided into the turns as she guided it
effortlessly down the mountain. A.J. loved this feeling of freedom.
It reminded her of flying. Well not quite like the kind of flying
she was used to, but close enough. She was almost down the mountain
when she felt them. The first few raindrops hit her arms. A.J. was
sure now. She wasn’t going to make it home in time. She needed to
do the next best thing and find a place to wait out the rain. If
she didn’t hurry, the rain was going to make nasty work of her
leather pants and vest. They already looked like a second skin on
her. Adding water would only make them tighter when they
dried.

Hitting the bottom of the mountain,
she pulled the throttle all the way hoping to outrun the rain. The
further she got, the more it rained. Clearly, she wasn’t going to
make it home. Down the road, she spotted a rainbow neon beer sign
in the window of a building and pulled onto the walkway just under
the overhang. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been in a
gay bar, and she wasn’t too thrilled to have to be in one now.
However, she had to pass the time somehow. It was either this, or
sit on her bike and wait for the storm to run its course. She
dropped her kickstand and leaned the bike over settling it onto the
concrete. A few women walked past her, eyeing her and the
motorcycle as they entered the bar. As she pulled off her helmet
long, brown hair tumbled from its confines, cascading halfway down
her back.

A.J. looked around and made a mental
note of where she was, not exactly the seedy part of a town but
darn close to it. Why did they always put lesbian bars in the worst
places and why did lesbians let them, she wondered? She shook her
head as she took off her gloves and tossed them into her helmet on
the seat. Walking into the bar she could feel the energy assault
her senses. The predatory energy was palpable, the energy of those
that wanted to be preyed upon. And then she felt something
different. There was someone in the place just like her, someone
who lived like she did. She scanned the dimly lit room to see if
she could recognize them, trying to feel their energy as she passed
them, but had no luck. Walking back to the bar she ordered a club
soda. A.J. wanted to keep her wits about herself if someone like
her was here. She looked around and spotted an open table off in
the corner of the bar. A.J. couldn’t help but notice the small dark
alcove that it sat by and wondered if the table was empty for a
reason.

Watching the people out on the dance
floor, something caught her attention out of the corner of her eye.
Something had moved in the alcove and then she heard a rustling of
clothes. Her eyes focused quickly on the movement in the darkened
space and realized that she was watching two people engaged in sex.
No, what they were doing was hardcore, unadulterated fucking. The
kind that happens when someone didn’t know the other person, and
they just wanted to get off. It was usually one sided and rarely
happened with the same person again, especially in places like
this. Trying to ignore the action taking place to her right, she
focused once again on the dancing in front of her. A.J. heard a
moan. Closing her eyes, she focused her hearing and heard a voice
whisper from the alcove.

“You like that, baby? Huh?
Yea, chicks like you usually like it rough from behind don’t
you?”

Her eyes adjusted to the darkness, one
of her overly developed senses, and she peered into the dark alcove
again. This time A.J. could see a man straddling a woman from
behind. The woman’s hands were on the wall as he worked himself
into her. The muscles in his arms tensed as he grabbed her hips and
rammed himself into the willing participant. A man in a lesbian
bar? Well, it wasn’t the first time she heard of a hetero couple
looking for a third, so A.J. didn’t give it a second thought as she
heard more coming from the darkened alcove.

Grabbing the woman’s hair, the guy
whispered in her ear, “I knew you were going to be hot the minute I
laid eyes on you. Fuck, you’re the nicest piece of ass I’ve had in
a long while. Now be a good girl and turn so I can see your face
when I fuck you.”

The alcove was too dark for her to see
the faces, but she felt the energy falling off them in waves. It
was intoxicating and she could feel herself getting stimulated.
A.J. knew what she had to do, and if she didn’t she would barely be
able to contain her own emotions. Reaching into her tight leather
pants she pulled out a small tin, opened it and pulled out two red
caplets. She snapped each one and put them under her tongue,
knowing that this would be the quickest way to administer her
drug.

Closing her eyes, A.J. tried to shut
out the rest of the world long enough for the drug to work itself
into her system. Owning a pharmaceutical company definitely had its
benefits when it came to controlling her condition, and tonight was
just one of those times she was glad she paid so much for research
and development. Without it, she would have had to handle her
situation very differently, like she had in the past. That was
something she just wouldn’t do anymore. She had paid a deep price
for how she lived her life, a life without love. She wasn’t willing
to throw it all away to go back to her old ways. Therefore, she
would take the drugs when she needed to, period.

She felt herself being pulled back
into the alcove when she heard the voice again. This time it was
the woman’s voice instructing her lover on the finer points of how
to make a woman climax.

“Look, you had your
chance. Now we do it my way.”

A.J. could see the woman
forcing the man to his knees as she inched her skirt higher. A
long, shapely leg slung over his shoulder as she forced his face
closer to her skirt. It must be
performance issues on his part. A.J.
chuckled to herself. Now, we get to see
how a sister controls her man. Leaning
back in her chair, A.J. could feel her own body responding to the
commands the woman was giving to her now submissive
lover.

Shit, this isn’t good. I
gotta get out of here before I lose it. She sat for a moment trying to control herself, and then she
felt it before she heard it happen...Climax! The energy of the
woman’s climax ripped through her body, sending wave upon wave of
pleasure coursing through her blood. A.J.’s skin flushed, her head
pounded and her body tensed as she rode out the woman’s orgasm.
A.J. suddenly realized that this woman was the person she felt when
she walked into the bar, the other one like herself. That would
explain why she was feeling everything the other woman was
feeling.

A.J. sat trying to calm herself, and
didn’t notice the woman who had walked up to her table. Looking up,
she hoped she didn’t look as out-of-sorts as she felt.

“I’m sorry, but I’m not
here to dance.” Realizing how it sounded A.J. wanted to kick
herself, but it was too late, the words were out.

“Oh, I see. Betty-Bad-Ass
wants a woman to fuck. Well sorry, stud, I’m not that kind of girl.
Good luck on that. I am sure with your looks and that body, you’ll
find someone like that here without a problem.”

Before the woman could turn to leave,
A.J. grabbed the dismissive woman’s arm, stopping her progress. She
did not owe this woman anything. It would have been easier to let
her leave and just walk out of the bar.

“Look, it’s not that. I’m
just here until the weather clears. I’m not looking to hook-up with
anyone,” A.J. said, as she looked at the woman who was visibly
pissed. She took her seat again and finished her drink.
“Okay?”

“Fine,” was all the woman
could say as she walked away.

Resettling back into her seat, A.J.
looked back into the alcove just in time to see two people walking
out of the darkness. A smirk rose to her lips as she realized she
had made a mistake. The identity of one of the individuals, he, was
in fact, a she. A very butch she. Then, she gasped as she looked
past her to the woman walking next to her.

“Clarissa,” she
whispered.

She felt as if her heart had stopped
beating at the sight of the one woman who was her true “death till
we part” lover. There was only one problem. The woman who was now
walking out with the clandestine lover from the alcove was dead. At
least she was a century ago, the last time A.J. saw her. Her mind
reeled at the impossibility of the situation in front of her.
Clarissa couldn’t be the person she felt when she walked in, she
just couldn’t.

A.J. wanted to walk up to the
beautiful woman and demand an explanation. Hell, she wanted to kiss
her, to feel her body against hers again. A.J.’s emotions swirled
around in her head as she stood to follow the two women out of the
bar. She thought about the last time she had seen Clarissa. It was
a couple of days before Clarissa died. Clarissa’s parents had told
A.J. to leave their house, so they could spend the last few moments
they had with their daughter. They forbid her from being with
Clarissa up until the end, thinking A.J. was the reason their
daughter was dying. Now, here she was walking out of a bar. On the
same continent, in the same century, and the same city she was
living in. How could that be?

A.J. could hardly stop herself from
walking up to the woman and demanding answers. She wouldn’t
confront her, not here and not like this. That wasn’t her style.
She watched as they strode out of the bar arm-in-arm. Maybe this
wasn’t Clarissa. Her hair was different, the color was brunette and
Clarissa had been a blonde. Even so, hair color could be changed
easily. She was also a bit slimmer than A.J. remembered. Maybe it
was someone who looked like Clarissa. It was just too coincidental,
a woman that looked like Clarissa and A.J. feeling another person
in the bar like herself. Maybe A.J. was mistaken. No, she knew what
she felt, and she felt Clarissa. It was Clarissa. A.J. was sure of
it, and now she wanted to know when and who had turned her. She
needed more time, more information, but more importantly, she
needed Clarissa.


Chapter Two

 


 


Clarissa walked out of the bar on the
arm of the butch, feeling a little less than satisfied with her
experience in the alcove. It was always the same, she wanted
release, she needed release, and she left feeling pathetic. Only
something was different this time. It wasn’t the sex, it wasn’t the
butch, it was a feeling. There was an energy she hadn’t felt in a
very, very long time. Thinking about it more, she realized that it
wasn’t there when she had entered the bar. No, she knew that
predatory energy. It was different, warm, inviting, almost
consuming in the way it made her feel. She tried to put her finger
on it but couldn’t until she was outside in the damp, warm air.
Then it hit her, someone was in the bar just like her. But
who?

Clarissa had tried to look around when
she left the bar, but the butch wanted more and practically dragged
Clarissa to her car. Clarissa finally pulled up short and spun
around facing the over-excited stud.

“Look um—”

“Sheila,” the butch
replied.

“Sheila. Look, it was nice
back there, but I am not really up for a long night, if you know
what I mean. Besides, I explained the rules when you walked up.
Right?” Clarissa asked, extracting her arm from the woman’s
grasp.

“Well yeah, but I figured
once you got a little of Sheila you’d change your mind,” Sheila
said, smiling a cocky “you know you want it” grin.

“Yeah, well you figured
wrong. Look, it was nice. Let’s just leave it at that, okay?”
Clarissa hoped that Sheila wouldn’t make a scene; especially since
she had made it very clear she wasn’t going home with her, no
matter what.

“Come on, Baby, it was
good, admit it. I haven’t come like that in a long time. Shit, I
don’t think I’ve ever had an orgasm like that ever.” Clarissa knew
Shelia was flattering her, hoping it would change her
mind.

“Look, I’m flattered, but
we’re done. Thank you for a memorable evening. Now, if you will
excuse me, good night,” Clarissa said, walking to her car, not
looking back. She hoped that the hormonal woman would take the hint
as she walked faster to her car. Clarissa hit the remote to her car
and practically jumped in and hit the lock switch.

Phew, why do women say
they understand the agreement and then act as if they never heard
it? Geez, I think celibacy might be a lot easier and more
rewarding.

The more Clarissa thought
about Sheila, the madder she got. Clarissa had wanted to wait a
minute at the bar to figure out to whom the energy belonged. Now,
she was left to wonder if she had really felt it. She didn’t waste
any time getting out of the parking lot. She didn’t want to give
Sheila a chance to catch up and try to stop her. Driving home all
she could think about was what happened at the bar. Who could have
been there? How could she have not known until it was too late? She
was usually pretty in-tune with the energy around her. It was how
she had survived as long as she had. It wasn’t by accident. She had
also taken great pains to stay out of the path of others like
her.

Driving back to her house, Clarissa
tried to think about the last time she had been around someone like
her. Other than Marge, she didn’t know anyone else. Marge was a
long time friend. In fact, she was the only person who Clarissa
kept in contact with from the old days. However, Marge was in
Chicago, living as a realtor last time they talked. Besides, if
Marge was in town she would call. She didn’t just show up without
letting her know. So if it wasn’t Marge, then who was it? Clarissa
worked hard to stay away from that lifestyle. It was difficult, but
she did what she had to do to stay alive. She didn’t mingle with
her kind, it was dangerous.

She found that when she had socialized
in those circles it turned into a pack mentality. They acted like
animals, and she wasn’t an animal. She was a respectable literature
professor at the university and liked her job. Therefore, she
wasn’t going to do anything to compromise that, period. Clarissa
pulled up to the driveway that led to her house, pushed the button
and watched as the gate opened. Waiting, she looked around to make
sure there wasn’t anyone lurking. Just in case Sheila had followed
her home. She pulled forward and waited until the gate closed
before she followed the short drive up to her house.

Clarissa liked her privacy and loved
her house. She had searched for a long time before deciding to take
the little gem in the foothills. It was quaint, had plenty of room
for her treasures and her collection of rare books. And the view
was spectacular. Parking her car in the garage, she laid her head
back on the headrest and took a deep breath trying to settle
herself. A nice long soak in the tub, a glass of wine, and she
would be set for the evening. It was a bust for a Friday night, and
she just wanted to put it behind her. Clarissa had nights like
these, but luckily they were few and far between. A night like
tonight was one of the reasons she rarely went out. After living
for over a century, she was hard to satisfy sexually anymore. Maybe
it was because she liked it raw, edgy, and deep. To get that kind
of sex she needed to visit places she wouldn’t be caught dead in.
She had her reputation to think about. Some day she would take that
journey but right now, she would make do with the occasional fling
and self-gratification. Besides, her encounters couldn’t match her
memories and fantasies. She prided herself in having a very active
imagination.

 


###

 


A.J. left the bar and watched as the
woman who looked like Clarissa argued with her lover. It was clear
that the butch wanted more, but Clarissa wasn’t having it. A.J. had
decided to wait to see the outcome before inserting herself into
the argument. After watching for a minute, it was clear that
Clarissa didn’t need her help. A.J. took out her cell phone, put
Clarissa’s license plate number in a text message and sent it to a
friend. She was going to find out who this person was one way or
the other. A.J. slipped her helmet and gloves on and waited until
both women left the parking lot. She waited first for the butch to
leave to make sure she didn’t follow Clarissa and when she didn’t,
A.J. started her bike and followed Clarissa.

A.J. hadn’t really thought about
Clarissa in years, relegating her memory to a few quick reflections
of her past. Obviously, it had happened before Clarissa’s actual
death, but who had brought her over? Why hadn’t Clarissa tried to
contact her? So many questions rolled around in A.J.’s mind, and
she wasn’t going to get the answers she needed tonight.

She followed as the BMW drove to a
non-descript driveway and watched as it entered the gate. Pulling
over she typed the address on the mailbox into another text message
and sent it to her associate. She watched as Clarissa pulled in and
waited for the gate to close completely before she drove up to the
barely exposed house. She was cautious, A.J. noted. She had
probably learned what A.J. had known for years. Location, location,
location should never be given to anyone, no matter what. Not if
you wanted to survive.

A.J. waited another minute and watched
as a light went on somewhere above her. Taking a deep breath, she
tried to center herself and not give in to the temptation to follow
the one true love she thought was dead. Her skin vibrated as she
remembered the sensations she felt in the bar. It had been a long
time since she felt that way, and it was invigorating.

A.J. felt the hair on her neck stand
up and her nipples harden as she relived the sensations coursing
through her blood. Actually, her blood felt like there was a fire
rippling through her body. Reaching in her pocket, she extracted
the tin of pills. She wasn’t sure if taking another one would help.
The last time she felt like this, she had shared a night with
another vampire. Putting the tin back in her pocket she guided the
motorcycle onto the pavement and went back the way she had come.
She needed to put as much distance between her and Clarissa as
possible. What she didn’t want was a confrontation with the woman
who haunted her dreams, only to find out Clarissa didn’t remember
her. Worse, what if she didn’t love her? Was she crazy to wish for
that love still? Hadn’t time shown her that nothing stayed the
same? The past was just that, the past, and no one could live
there, especially not her.


Chapter Three

 


 


Clarissa looked down at
the street before she walked into the mud porch. She was feeling
the tingling sensation again and knew something, or someone was
close by. Her charged-up body smoldered with the raw energy.
Stepping on to the bench, she sat down to take her shoes off. She
looked down the drive hoping not
to catch a glimpse of someone. It wasn’t that she
couldn’t take care of herself, she just didn’t want to have to
expose herself in order to defend herself.

Squinting hard to see if someone was
down there, she scanned the vast property. She couldn’t see anyone.
Darkness was her friend and she knew she would be able to spot
anything that moved. Waiting a moment longer and still not seeing
anything, she flipped the light switch to the outside on and moved
into the house. Instead of feeling welcome inside the warm expanse,
she felt off-kilter and disoriented. It was as if she was
transported back. Back to another time, another place, another
country. She reached for an open bottle of merlot on the counter as
she thought about Paris, and the last time she saw Alexandra. Why
that memory would come to her now confused her. She tried never to
think about Alexandra, ever. She knew she was out there somewhere,
stalking her next victim. Grabbing a glass, she headed for her
favorite chair and flung herself into it. She rested her head
against the high back and closed her eyes.

Before she could open them again, a
set of piercing blue eyes invaded her memories, Alexandra’s eyes.
She tingled as she thought about how Alexandra would look at her
when they first met. So they had resorted to clandestine meetings.
Her parents would never have approved of Alexandra hanging around
their home. Alexandra had money, influence and time, things that
her father disapproved of in spades. No, Alexandra was someone that
she could only have met with in private. That hadn’t seemed to
bother Alexandra when Clarissa had suggested it. Then one night,
she knew why. Alexandra was different, very different.

They had met at a social function at a
Paris estate. Clarissa had attended on the arm of a rather pompous
ass of a man. Monsieur De Marcus was a rising star in the medical
field, and he loved beautiful women just as much as he loved
himself, almost to distraction. He had asked Clarissa’s father if
she could accompany him to the evening’s festivities. Seeing an
opportunity, Clarissa’s father agreed, hoping for a match of
course. That night Clarissa was introduced to the men and women of
high society. Then she spied a beautiful, raven-haired woman
sitting in an alcove watching her. There was something about the
way she watched Clarissa that made her anxious. Unsettled, she
worked her way out of the woman’s sight and back on to the arm of
Monsieur De Marcus. After the long line of introductions were made,
excluding the woman’s, Clarissa and Monsieur De Marcus made their
way to dinner only to find that the seating arrangements put
Clarissa right next to the dark, sultry beauty.

A long determined hand
reached out as Clarissa sat down. “Pardon me. I don’t believe we
have met yet? My name is Alexandra Locke, and you are?” The last
word hung on a perfect French accent.

Clarissa stood quickly as
though she were meeting the King of France. “My apologies,
Mademoiselle Locke, my name is Clarissa Dumonte. It’s my pleasure
of course to meet you.”

“I don’t know why it would
be your pleasure, my dear, but it is kind of you to say.”
Chuckling, Alexandra guided Clarissa back into her seat. “Please
sit down. People might think that I am someone special and wonder
why you stood so quickly. Please,” Alexandra said, as Clarissa
watched her glance around the room, obviously uncomfortable with
Clarissa’s response.

“So, Mademoiselle Dumonte,
please tell me you are not Monsieur De Marcus’s new
engagement.”

“Engagement?” Clarissa
looked over at the arrogant man Alexandra was referring
to.

“Yes, engagement. Monsieur
De Marcus has quite the reputation as a ladies’ man and you seem
rather, well, let us just say you don’t seem to be his usual type.”
Alexandra looked directly at Clarissa, making her blush.

“I am sure I don’t know
what you mean, Madame Locke but —”

“Please, call me
Alexandra. The other is so formal. Besides, be honest. Monsieur De
Marcus is so…well, he is a cad and you don’t seem to be in need of
a cad. Am I right?”

Blushing, Clarissa turned
to her napkin and placed it on her lap, picking at a thread that
had come loose. Before she could say another word, Monsieur De
Marcus patted her on the forearm sitting next to her.

“Ah, Clarissa, I see you
have met Madame Locke,” he said, nodding in Alexandra’s
direction.

“Madame Locke.” Curtly
acknowledging Alexandra, he placed a possessive hand on Clarissa’s,
which had come to rest on her lap. Clarissa jerked her hands from
his grasp and scooted towards Alexandra without realizing it.
“Alexandra has quite the racy past, Clarissa. Careful, it’s said
she loathes men since her husband died.”

“Things are not always as
they seem, Monsieur De Marcus. You of all people should know how
people talk. If we were to listen to them, then one would think you
are a dastardly cad that uses women whom are never to be seen
again,” Alexandra bantered back.

Clarissa watched as
Alexandra became more animated in the conversation with her date.
Alexandra’s stunning features captivated Clarissa. She had never
seen such blue eyes before and she felt drawn to them, almost
mesmerized. She felt a hand draw her back into the conversation
before she realized she had been staring at Alexandra the whole
time.

“Don’t worry, my dear.
Monsieur De Marcus and I have a long, long history together. He is
only jealous that I did not fall for his charms years
ago.”

Alexandra’s touch sent a
chill through Clarissa. To quell the tingling in her fingertips,
Clarissa clasped her hands tighter together. Turning toward her
date, she watched him flash a feral grin. A definite chill had
settled in the room and she felt as if she was the prey between two
fighting dogs.

“Please accept my
apologies, Mademoiselle Dumonte. I will seek other seating
arrangements for dinner. I don’t want to ruin your
evening.”

With that, Alexandra was
at the head table discussing new seating arrangements with the
host. Quickly, she was replaced with a rather portly gentleman who
had been enjoying too much wine and reeked of his overindulgence.
Clarissa watched as Alexandra sat next to a younger man who was
obviously happy with the new seating arrangements, as he rose to
seat Alexandra in her spot. Alexandra nodded and rendered a smile
to Clarissa, who was shaken by a sudden jealousy, while she watched
Alexandra engage the young man with a sweet laugh at something that
was said between them.

After dinner, the only
thing Clarissa wanted was fresh air and a quiet spot. Sitting
between the two men had been an exercise in feigned enjoyment. On
one side, one man sat and talked incessantly of himself. On the
other side, one had belched non-stop throughout dinner, without the
decency of apologizing. It made her want to retch, since he often
did it right in her face while talking to her. As they rose to
retreat to the parlor for dancing, Clarissa begged her date’s
apologies, informing him that she needed to freshen up before
dancing. When he rose to escort her, she explained that she knew
the way and that he should take the opportunity to mix with the
other gentlemen. Clarissa knew full well Monsieur De Marcus would
corner another young woman as soon as she was gone. Turning, she
quickly made her way out through a set of doors, not caring where
they led, as long as it was outside. As her eyes adjusted to the
darkness, she made her way to a balustrade that edged the porch.
She was far enough out of sight to be missed. Yet, close enough
that if someone came looking, she would see them first.

Clarissa leaned back
against the bulk of the ornate balustrade and reached behind with
her hands, balancing herself. She let her head slowly roll back and
took a deep breath. The warm night air hung with perfumed wisteria
that was in full bloom. It felt good to relax and enjoy the quiet
of the evening, even if it was for a short time. Soon, she would be
home and in bed wishing she had never accepted her father’s
suggestion of a date with Monsieur De Marcus.

Clarissa practically
jumped off the porch when she heard the low rumble in her
ear.

“You know, you should be
careful out here unprotected, Mademoiselle.”

Clarissa could barely make
out the silhouette of a person standing in the shadows.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know
anyone was out here. I didn’t mean to intrude on your
privacy.”

“Please, don’t apologize.
I was only enjoying the evening, as you were.” Alexandra came out
from the shadows slowly and stood next to Clarissa. She was close
enough to recognize the perfume, hints of honeysuckle.

“Besides, I am sure you
are ready to slit your wrists after having to sit between two
remarkable specimens of the male species. So, you need the quiet
more than I do,” she said, as she turned to go back
inside.

“Please, wait. Don’t go…I
mean, you don’t have to go in just because I am here. The porch is
big enough for two, or more.”

It was a good thing it was
dark out. The blush that seemed to accompany a conversation with
Alexandra was creeping its way back up Clarissa’s neck again.
Without looking, she could feel Alexandra’s eyes on her. The
thought made her shiver. Clarissa told herself it was the thought
of talking to an unaccompanied woman that made her curious. It was
rare in Parisian society that women went to parties unescorted. It
was thought to be in bad taste. The idea that a woman couldn’t get
a man to escort her meant something was wrong. She should stay home
and be thought of as respectable. The fact that Madame Locke did
not stay home intrigued Clarissa. At least that’s what she told
herself. No, there was something more about Madame Locke, but
Clarissa couldn’t quite put her finger on it.

The silence between the
two was almost deafening as Clarissa was startled back to reality
by an owl flying by.

“Ah, we seem to have
company.”

Clarissa looked around and
didn’t see anyone.

“Excuse me, but I don’t
see anyone.”

“The owl. Don’t you hear
him?” Leaning in, she whispered into Clarissa’s ear, “There, don’t
you hear him?”

Alexandra’s nearness was
overwhelming Clarissa and she took a step back, only to be stopped
by the balustrade behind her.

“Relax, you aren’t for
dinner tonight….” Hearing a squeak, Alexandra continued, “…the
mouse, he is dinner.”

Clarissa felt a wave wash
over her as she inhaled Alexandra’s perfume. Relaxing against the
bulk of the balcony, she turned to see Alexandra staring at her
again. She returned the gaze, determined not to weaken under the
intense scrutiny. Her gaze roamed over Alexandra’s face. She
noticed a smile meander across Alexandra’s lips and teeth, oddly
reflecting the moon’s light. A tingle ran down her spine as she
watched Alexandra run her tongue along her top lip.

“Well, I have kept you too
long. Your date will wonder where you have gone off to. Perhaps we
can have lunch sometime, Mademoiselle Dumonte? Next week, before I
leave for my summer home in Italy.” Alexandra reached down and
clasped Clarissa’s hand, caressing it before lowering it. “But,
then again, I will understand if your date has influenced you
against me?”

“No, I barely know
Monsieur De Marcus. Besides, I can make my own decisions. I would
love to have lunch. What could it hurt?”

“Indeed, what could it
hurt?” Alexandra asked, walking back into the shadows. “Then I will
send a carriage for you. Is Tuesday okay?”

With that, Alexandra was
gone off the porch and back into the house, leaving Clarissa to
wonder why she had accepted the invitation to dine with someone she
barely knew. Someone who, according to her date, had a very racy
past and hated men.

Clarissa twisted the glass of wine
between her fingers as she was pulled back into the present.
Remembering the first time she had met Alexandra seemed like
yesterday and yet it was over a century ago.


Chapter Four

 


 


A.J. sat back on her bike and watched
the moon as it moved on its protective path across the midnight
sky. How different she was back then. She had been a vampire for
almost seventy-five years when she met Clarissa. Suddenly, memories
of her own turning flooded her mind. She had innocently taken her
horse out for a simple ride through the forest when she lost track
of time. One minute it was a beautiful, sunny, warm day and, before
she knew it, night had fallen throwing her into the darkness of the
forest and waiting arms of a vampire. He had been stalking her
since dusk, moving stealthily through the forest waiting for his
opportunity to strike. Her horse spooked and she was thrown, or so
she thought. Landing on her back, she was straddled by a man with
shining, almost glowing black eyes.

“You really shouldn’t be
riding alone, my dear. Things happen in the forest. Haven’t you
read the children’s stories of things that go bump in the
night?”

Alexandra raised her hips
against the dead weight that sat firmly on her, but with no
success. She tried to squirm loose but he only laughed at her
attempts to dislodge him.

“Please, you’re only
delaying the inevitable, my love.”

“How dare you?” Alexandra
questioned the audacity of the man straddling her. “If you are set
about to rape me, I assure you my family will hunt you down like
the animal you are and kill you. Release me.” Alexandra felt the
cold hand of fear squeeze her heart as her body tensed.

“Oh, I assure you I’m not
here to rape you my love, oh and you will be my love when I am
finished with you. You’ll have no choice. You see,” continuing as
he bared his fangs, “I intend to own you. A bite will do more than
a kiss any day and you will be mine.”

A simple ride in the
country had cost her everything she valued at that time. Her
parents, her life and her freedom. To say her master was benevolent
was like saying a snake could be kept as a pet. Of course the snake
is always a snake and they eventually do what nature intended,
kill, as does a vampire. He taught her to control her urges, how to
be discreet and how to blend in with society. With time she was
free to lead her own life without his tutelage or guidance. She had
heard that his life was forfeited when he tried to turn the wrong
person. A blacksmith had struck him through the heart with a hot
poker when her master had tried to attack his daughter. A fitting
end to a man who had lusted for too many and taken much from his
victims. But that was another time, a lifetime for everyone else,
but young in her lifetime.

Remembering Clarissa
though was another gentle reminder of her past life. It was Paris
in the eighteen hundreds and A.J. was rich, beautiful, and
independent. It was a time when women were like children, never
meant to be seen or heard from, unless their husbands gave them
permission to do so. Clarissa, on the other hand, was young,
beautiful, and single. She had a fire in her that A.J. loved, and
it was what drew her to Clarissa immediately when they had met. The
role A.J. played at that time was the one of a rich, widowed woman
who loved to travel and had estates in several
countries.

For as long as A.J. could
remember, she always knew she was a lesbian. She never fell in love
with men. It just wasn’t who she was. She liked to play with women,
and she played a lot. She just didn’t play in her own backyard.
That could be dangerous. She also had a rule and that rule was
simple, she didn’t feed where she played. She could feed on a lover
and she could turn them. She just didn’t end their lives, she loved
them too much.

A.J. worked hard at constructing what
would be seen as a normal life for a woman back then. She was seen
with men so often that no one would have guessed she disliked them.
She had never slept with them and she hadn’t dated them longer than
a few months. She had traveled and enjoyed what life had to offer.
She had more than her share of closeted lovers, too. It wasn’t hard
to find women who liked other women, actually. Parisian men had
their own lives and vices and that often left lonely, horny women
at home, a situation she found ways to take advantage of.
Befriending a wife was easy. She often met them at social
engagements where they would become friends. They would go to lunch
or meet for tea, talking about what beasts men were, how they
violated their wives or had affairs and there she was to comfort
the poor things.

She tended to her own
affairs, took care of estate business and lived much like a man
did. She even opted for wearing men’s clothes when she was home.
She liked working her estates and primarily loved working the
grounds, a fete most of her staff admired, especially when she
shared small talk about their families or ate a meal with them. She
had hated those who treated their staff like slaves, ordering them
around, paying them meager wages and rarely giving them time off to
raise their families, let alone see them. She had learned at a
young age that if you wanted respect you needed to give it. If you
wanted loyalty you needed to earn it. She still missed her father’s
guidance and wished he had lived long enough to see how she had
succeeded.

Back in the present
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