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~

Includes FOUR sizzling ménage vampire erotic romances! 

Delve into the secret world of Vampira, a close-knit clique of female vampires who have escaped the tyranny of their clans. Vampira – a feminine faction who live undetected among the humans and where mating with males is strictly forbidden...that is, until each female experiences naughty ménages. 

Includes ~ Sweet Heat (#1), Dark Heat (#2), Wet Heat (#3), Crimson Heat (#4).

––––––––
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Sweet Heat ~ Vampira 1

Running from an arranged marriage, Juliette Dárques’ hides within Vampira, a secret clique of female vampires who live among humans and have sworn off sex with males. 

Julie thought she was safe until scorching dreams leave her craving every hot, pulsing inch of the two vamps newly hired at the factory she owns. Every night they set her fangs on fire, as they sandwich her between their strong, naked bodies, whisking her into a world of forbidden ecstasy. 

Caleb and Zander have always shared a unique bond, which includes the need to share their females. Lately, they've been hungering for Julie...and they plan on seducing her out of her dreams and into their arms.

~
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Dark Heat ~ Vampira 2

Warrior Queen Megan Bloodrayne was betrayed by her two mates. Fleeing them, she hides within Vampira, a secret coven of vampires who live undetected among the humans.

Recaptured, Megan learns she’s been framed for crimes she did not commit. Her mates, kings Christian and Zane, believe she may be a traitor, and they’ll try anything to get the truth out of her.

Megan’s got a secret, and she’ll do anything to keep it, including enduring scorching sessions of red-hot sensual torture

~
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Wet Heat ~ Vampira 3

Tormented and abused.

As a Blood Slave, Mati Smith craved freedom. After escaping her owners and near death, she was nursed back to health by two sexy Italian male vamps. Realizing she’d fallen in love with them and had put their lives in peril, she disappeared into the human world, creating the powerful coven Vampira, where females on the run seek sanctuary and where mating with males is forbidden.

Dangerous cravings.

When Mati’s two lovers reconnect their mind link, she craves physical pleasure like never before. She seeks relief at Vamp’s Bordella, where, under the seductive hands of two pleasure males, she defies Vampira and finds searing satisfaction.

Mind seduction.

Giovanni and Paolo have lured Mati to the bordella in order to claim her. Will she disappear again when she realizes she’s been tricked? Or will she finally submit to the scorching desires the three share? If Gio and Paolo get their way, their long-lost love will be theirs forever...

~
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Crimson Heat ~ Vampira 4

Vampire Lisbeth Crowe has done her best to put her past as Satin, the Queen’s favorite blood slave, behind her—even if it has meant leaving three delicious, devoted lovers behind. 

Escaping Russia and the Crimson Clan and becoming an American entrepreneur has helped—as has joining the powerful, all-female Vampira coven, which prohibits its members from becoming involved with men. But when Lisbeth models in a charity fashion show as a favor to a friend, one of the Queen’s evil minions sees her—and begins scheming to return her to the wicked monarch.

Jaymes, Tristan and Luca have longed for their beloved Satin for decades—and after hearing of her whereabouts, rush to reach her before the Queen’s henchmen can. Racing against time, they track her to a desolate hideaway, resuming their long-denied love affair and are determined to fight to the death to protect their female.
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NO AI TRAINING: Artificial Intelligence Training (AI) is not permitted without a specific license.

Without in any way limiting the author’s [and the publisher’s] exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text or audio is strictly prohibited. This author reserves all the rights to license the use of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.
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This is a work of fiction. Characters, places, settings and events presented in this book are purely of the author’s imagination and bear no resemblance to any actual person, living or dead or to any actual events, places and/or settings.
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Running from an arranged marriage, Juliette Dárques’ hides within Vampira, a secret clique of female vampires who live among humans and have sworn off sex with males. 

Julie thought she was safe until scorching dreams leave her craving every hot, pulsing inch of the two vamps newly hired at the factory she owns. Every night they set her fangs on fire, as they sandwich her between their strong, naked bodies, whisking her into a world of forbidden ecstasy. 

Caleb and Zander have always shared a unique bond, which includes the need to share their females. Lately, they've been hungering for Julie...and they plan on seducing her out of her dreams and into their arms.
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Chapter One

1910 The French Alps

“YOU WILL DO AS YOUR sire instructs and attend your wedding!” Krystal Dárques’ snapped with such vehemence that Juliette couldn’t help but shrink in fear. Her mother’s eyes were sparkling, bright amber, indicating she’d reached the end of her patience with her youngest daughter. Mother Dearest wasn’t the only one ticked off, Juliette fumed to herself. Over the past century, they’d had this fight way too many times.

Tonight, however, things were different. Desperation raged within Juliette, for it was quite literally the eve before her arranged union to two male vamps she’d never met. That she had no wish to go ahead with this joining just so her sire could form one of the most powerful covens in France wasn’t an issue for her parents. It was, however, a big problem for her!

Her older siblings, bless them all, had dutifully obeyed their sire and they seemed happy with the mates selected for them. But Juliette didn’t want happy. She wanted adventure and freedom from the tight constraints of the Traditionalist life. Despite her belonging to the Traditionalists, who forbade single females to roam away from their homes alone, Juliette had snuck out many times to explore the nighttime beauty as well as to meet with other female vampire friends who also defied their parents.

That’s where she’d learned there was a huge world out there with many human women beginning to break free of their restraints. It’s also where she’d learned about Vampira, a clique of powerful female vampires who secretly lived among the humans and took in females who ran from oppressive regimes such as the Traditionalists.

Tension zipped through the air like lightning rods as both her parents stared at her with such obvious disappointment and utmost fury she wanted nothing but to run away and hide from them forever. Sweet vamps! She would do just that if they didn’t call this whole nightmare off! She swore to herself she would join Vampira.

“You dare to humiliate me, female!” shouted her sire. Count Dárques, a staunch Traditionalist, took arranged marriages just as seriously as his right to mate with several wives and keep as many blood-slaves as he wished. During the argument with her mother, he’d kept silent as he sat at the long, oak dining room table counting the enormous number of gold coins he’d been sent earlier this evening from her soon-to-be mates’ sires.

Payment for her.

Damn him! She would not be sold like some lowly blood-slave to vamps she did not love, let alone had never met!

Rage at both her parents for insisting she marry made her fangs unsheathe. She shrugged back her shoulders in defiance. “I have stated my decision. I will not marry.”

Her mother’s surprised inhalation at Juliette’s steadfast disobedience mingled with the crash of her sire’s chair as it hit the hard, marble floor. He dematerialized and before she had a chance to run from his anger, he re-appeared before her, grabbing her by her waist-length, straight black hair. Pain screamed through her scalp as he knotted his hand in her hair and yanked her against him. At a menacing seven-foot-tall, compared to her five foot six, he was an intimidating figure. His fangs unleashed, gleaming white and pointing with menace.

Cold shivers raced through her as she remembered watching how he’d, in his rage, killed servants or blood-slaves with those fangs, ripping into their throats with fury. For a few seconds, she feared he would do the same to her but then realized she was too valuable and doubted he would hurt her. Much.

His brown eyes glowed fiery red. Juliette tried hard not to cower as his cold, too-controlled voice melted over her like a bucket of ice.

“I have arranged this mating from the day you were conceived. I have received the appreciation monitories as per tradition. There will be no more talk of this.” His eyes narrowed with threat and his voice grew louder. “You are female. I am your master. You will do as I say. You will be united with them in exactly twenty-four hours. Now go to your quarters. Nourish yourself on the blood-slaves so you are ready for your mates. Fix your hair and bat your blue eyes at your males when you see them. At least pretend you want them. It will be easier for you that way. I do not wish to ever hear of your fancies again or to see you until I have to hand you over to your husbands.”

He unwrapped his hand from her hair and let her go. Anxiety swept around Juliette like a suffocating blanket. She couldn’t go through with it! She couldn’t! Her spark for life would die if she became bonded with males. She needed to be free, wished to explore the world around her. That she hadn’t been allowed to venture farther than this veiled valley annoyed her no end. Yet her sire continued to forbid what she craved. Anger spouted anew.

“I will not!” she spat, suddenly not caring if he killed her. Death was better than this union.

“Enough!” he roared.

Pain sliced across her left cheek and silver stars exploded behind her eyes as the back of his hand met her face. The blow sent her reeling against the nearby wall, knocking the breath from her. She struggled to remain standing as raw emotions swelled through her. She detested being hit but knew it was commonplace in the Traditionalist covens.

When the stars clouding her vision disintegrated and she could see again, Juliette realized her father had retaken his position in his chair at the table. Smugness laced his face as he once again began to count his gold coins.

Her mother was nowhere to be seen, which wasn’t unusual when her father got mad. She, like most vampires, was blessed with the unique gift of vanishing and reappearing somewhere else. Unfortunately, no matter how hard Juliette tried, she had never been able to master that art.

Brutal betrayal whipped through her at her mother’s abandonment. She couldn’t stop the tears from welling in her eyes.

She balled her fists in anger and gritted her teeth. How could they do this to her? How could they force her to mate with unknowns? They had never even told her the names of her future mates!

It was the way of the sect. She knew her father and his wives had been introduced to each other the same way on the day of their arranged marriages. Just as their fathers and mothers before them. Just as her siblings before her. A tradition of arranged marriages wouldn’t be broken just because she didn’t want to become the mate of two complete strangers.

But there was more to it for her. There was a restlessness inside her. An urge to be on her own. A craving to be free of the constraints she lived in. She certainly did not wish to be a slave to a male as her mother was to her sire. Besides, many males took several wives. She could not fathom sharing her mates with other females. She couldn’t understand how her soon-to-be husbands could share her between them. Perhaps she was a different breed of vampire? Or maybe she was the jealous type? Not only that, she detested feeding on her father’s blood-slaves. She hated the dismal, defiant looks in their eyes just before she opened a vein and sucked their sweet blood into her mouth. They wanted to be free, just as she wished to be free. In a way, her position was no better than theirs. She was a slave here, born and raised.

Her soon-to-be mates would no doubt be Traditionalists too as the sect rarely mated with outsiders. Just thinking the name Traditionalist brought shame racing through her.

Due to the stress of being in hiding from the human world, it was difficult for vampires to produce offspring. Yet she couldn’t think on the possibility of not having any young ones of her own one day. Under tradition, it would be up to her mates to arrange her offspring’s marriages, keep them secluded from the outside world, most likely locked up in some old castle as she was.

Her male offspring would be taught they were superior. Her female children would be trained to be submissive and to obey the males. And a couple of centuries down the line she would most likely end up having this same argument with her own daughters. Young females who did not wish arranged marriages, who instead wanted to defy the traditions to be free and explore themselves as well as the human world.

Oh! How would she be able to tell them they would never be free, let alone to pick their own mate or mates as the case would be?

Juliette bit back a bitter sob. She could never deny them their freedom. Never!

Venturing into the human world where so much danger lurked was forbidden in the Traditionalist world. Yet she’d heard of other vampires who had broken and run. They disappeared into the human world, and most were never heard from again. Whether they were hunted and killed by the Elders was never revealed.

There were whisperings that some who escaped kept secret ties with family members. She’d heard that by eavesdropping among her father’s many wives.

There were also whisperings of other vampire worlds beyond the Traditionalists. One of which was the Warriors, a group of dominant males who literally hunted down the females they wanted and took them against their will. Several decades back, the forced mate of the two Warrior Kings, who ruled the Warrior Empire, had left them. She’d been able to disappear with the help of Vampira.

That’s what she wanted. To be free.

She would do anything to achieve her goal.

Shots of despair raced through her. Oh, Sweet Vampires! She couldn’t sacrifice herself to this kind of life anymore. She couldn’t! Maybe she could plead with him one more time. If she could just get him to listen.

“Father—”

“Away! To your quarters! Now!” He waved his arm at her as if he were shooing away a fly as if she was a mere nuisance and not his youngest daughter. He didn’t so much as glance up from the gold he so greedily counted. Acted as if his word was law.

Damn him!

On trembling legs, Juliette did his bidding. Humiliation raged, and bitter nausea burned through her tummy as she walked from the giant dining room into the hallway of the centuries-old French castle.

Situated in the French Alps in a picturesque valley bordering Italy, the old castle was concealed from the humans by her father’s mind veil. Reportedly built by King Louis in the thirteenth century, the castle had seven towers and was made of gray schist and white stone. After the king abandoned it and made a larger castle somewhere else, her father had taken it over.

Now, as she rushed down the cold stone hallway, utter loneliness swept through her. If she went through with this horrid union, she would be trading one trap of her father’s coven for another trap in her soon-to-be mates’ coven. Surely, she would go insane.

Anxiety swelled in her chest and the long hallway suddenly appeared too narrow. The walls gave the impression they were moving in on her. Crushing her. Panic ripped through her and cold perspiration blossomed across her brow. She struggled to breathe.

Air. She needed to inhale the fresh mountain air. Yes, being outside the castle always made her feel better.

It took several minutes of dodging servants and hiding from a couple of her father’s wives before she reached the back door. There, she twisted the skeleton key in the lock, heard the click, then pushed open the heavy oak.

Icy air and swirling snowflakes slapped against her face as she stepped outside. It felt good. Sobering.

Suddenly her thoughts gathered, and she knew what she needed to do to survive. She would go to the one vampire she had heard was suspected of having ties with Vampira. She would throw herself at her mercy and beg for an audience with those powerful females.

And then she would be free.
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Chapter Two
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Juliette shivered with a horrible sense of hopelessness as she stood in front of thirty female vampires and awaited her fate. Earlier in the evening, they had cast their secret votes on whether she would be accepted entrance into Vampira.

It had happened so fast. Her decision to run and join Vampira had seemed easy. Escape the arranged marriage. Join the secret clique. Live among the humans.

It was anything but simple.

After making her way from her father’s castle, she ventured into the small village tavern run by vampires. A discreet mention of her problem to the female bartender suspected of being associated with Vampira got her, to her utter despair, the cold shoulder. The female looked at Juliette as if she’d gone mad, shooing her away and hissing at her to never come back with such nonsense talk.

Another round of desolation and misery wracked her as she huddled in a cold back alley behind the tavern, unburdening herself of a washer full of tears. It was then she realized how much females were made to be so dependent on males in the Traditionalist world, for she had no idea what to do next.

She had no skills or friends she could trust to seek help from. And the rumors her friends and father’s wives had whispered about a clique of powerful vampire females had been just that. Rumors.

How naïve she’d been to venture away from the safety of her sire’s castle. How his wives must have laughed behind her back over the decades as she asked them questions about Vampira! They had been playing with her all along. Making it all up to feed her dreams of freedom.

Playing her for the fool she was.

Now she had no choice but to pull herself together, return home and present herself to her selected males. Just as she’d resigned herself to enduring the same brutal reign as had befallen her mother, out of the silky mist, a beautiful woman appeared. Her face glowed red from the winter cold and her head was hidden beneath a white fur hat. She was dressed in a most exquisite fur-lined coat and her hands were shoved into gorgeous, white, fox-fur hand muffs.

“M’aime, why do you cry so?” she asked as she bent over Juliette.

At first, she’d been terrified when the woman handed her a linen handkerchief scented with lemon. She was afraid the human would guess her a vampire and she would have to use her memory-erasing power. She hated erasing someone’s memory. It felt so invasive.

Juliette found herself staring at the lady. This was the most beautiful woman she’d ever been so close to. Someone of such beauty and such a healthy red complexion could not be vampire.

Could she?

But when the woman asked if she was the runaway Traditionalist earlier in the tavern, Juliette knew she was saved. The woman, who introduced herself as Monique, turned out to be a vampire and a French member of Vampira.

Monique ushered her into a nearby cottage and after Juliette bombarded her with questions, Monique explained she would give her some injections. They were of a temporary nature and more would be given if she were accepted into Vampira.

One, a scent disguiser, prevented her father or anyone who had taken blood from her, from homing in on her whereabouts. The other, a daylight vaccine, would allow her to walk unharmed in sunshine. These vaccines had been invented by vampire scientists who worked exclusively for Vampira.

It had been decided by Vampira not to share the vaccines with other covens. This ensured the relative safety of Vampira females. The non-sharing would cut down on the chance of vaccines falling into the wrong hands, where an enemy could come up with a counter vaccine that would eliminate their effectiveness. Vampira females, Juliette was told, had many enemies who would love to see the empire fall and reveal the identities of the females who hid among the humans.

Thus, Juliette’s life as a human began. Because Vampira was urged to appear as human as possible, Monique could not transport her via dematerializing and rematerializing to where she wished. Instead, the female accompanied Juliette onto a large water vessel. For weeks she endured an endless view of blue ocean waves before finally stepping once again on firm ground. This time, in the United States of America. She was immediately whisked to Maine, to an exquisite white Victorian home with olive-green shutters. A home owned by a female she knew only by the name of Mati Smith.

Mati was, according to Monique, the founder of Vampira. She’d not only escaped life as a blood-slave to vampires who preferred vampire blood over human, she’d also escaped life as a concubine to three ancient vamps, as well as survived brutal punishments the blood-slave traders inflicted upon her every time they recaptured her. Her final escape from the traders had almost been the death of her but she’d been saved by two male vamps who she’d fallen in love with. In order to protect her newfound lovers from those who hunted her, she’d run away from them too.

Changing her identity, Mati had tried to lose herself among the humans. Pretending to be human hadn’t been easy. She could only work at night, for sunshine and daylight would set her body on fire. Literally.

She had to move constantly to avoid vampires who tracked her by the blood mind. Blood mind sensing enabled males to home in on females they had drunk from and vice versa. But there was always several hours’ time lag, and many females could sense it when they were being pursued. The slavers were constantly tracking her, which made life difficult.

Eventually, they grew tired of pursuing her. She went about purchasing old yachts, had them repaired by handymen and resold them for huge prices, leaving her with enormous profits. In due course, she purchased a lucrative shipyard and docks on the coast of Maine and was now in the import and export business.

With her money, she created Vampira, building it to the most powerful clique for females who wished to escape the clutches of the Traditionalists and other suppressing regimes.

To ensure the Sisterhood of Vampira would always come first, Mati had created the Number One rule. No sex with a male—human or vampire. No male lovers. Ever. This rule, it was hoped, would help prevent a female from taking a male love into her confidence, inadvertently revealing she was a member of Vampira.

Juliette now knew she would have to agree to the Number One rule as well as other rules for them to give her sanctuary. If she did not, her memory would be erased. She would have no recollection of Vampira, and they would return her to her Traditionalist family and the arranged marriage would be carried out.

Now as she stood in Mati’s home, the females of Vampira remained silent as they surveyed her with cool, emotionless stares.

They looked gorgeous though. All of them did. So beautiful, dressed in long hobble skirts and flawless makeup that cleverly concealed the white vampire skin glow.

Overwhelming envy slashed Juliette. Oh, how she wished to be like them. Independent, powerful, and beautiful in the human world where she could choose her own destiny.

All the females stiffened to attention when Mati walked into the room and Juliette’s tummy hollowed out with sick dread at the other females’ gloomy expression. She could see the answer in Mati’s eyes.

No. They did not want her.

“You have told us you ran from an arranged marriage,” Mati began. Her voice was cool and controlled and it sent shivers of dread along Juliette’s spine. “From the research to confirm your story, I received a report and shared it with the females before the vote was cast. I will divulge that report with you, so you understand why the answer is what it is.”

Juliette found herself nodding in numbness. They did not want her. She bit back the swell of tears and forced herself to remain at attention, her gaze wavering over the females as she looked for some reassurance that her instincts were wrong. Even a smile from any one of them would give her encouragement. But no smiles came.

The females said nothing. They had sealed her fate and closed themselves off to her desperation. But why would they? She’d come here for help. Surely at one point all of them must have been in her shoes before approaching the clique?

“Your father is one of the most powerful vampires in France. In the whole of Europe. Did you know this?” Mati asked.

“Yes,” she answered.

Mati continued, “He arranged this mating because it would unite your coven with another strong and wealthy coven making both more powerful.

“What you do not know, or perhaps neglected to tell us, is that upon your birth, those two males you were arranged to marry were brought to your cradle side and allowed to gaze upon you.”

“I had no idea.”

“When you opened your eyes and gazed upon them, it was said the males felt something stir between them. A stirring deep within themselves, allowing them to feel each other’s emotions and read each other’s minds. And for the briefest of moments, they were able to read and feel yours as well.”

What did this have to do with anything? So, the males could read each other’s minds. Surely it had nothing to do with her.

“This stirring is very rare. So rare that when something like that takes place, the future males and female must be kept separate. This is done in order for the female’s body to fully develop before being re-introduced to the males. She is usually of the age of two centuries, as you are now, when she is able to handle the links to both males naturally. This abstinence allows the males’ emotional, body and mind links to grow strong between them. Only when their links are strong are they fully able to tap into the female. But that can only happen when they meet again. Usually, as per Traditionalist ways, at the mating ceremony. Which you ran from.”

As Juliette listened to Mati, she felt as if the woman was speaking about someone else. Not her. As if this had nothing to do with her need for independence.

“Have you been told of this?” Mati asked softly, perhaps sensing Juliette’s confusion.

Juliette shook her head. “No, I was never told this. I had always thought I had never met them. But I don’t see what that would have to do with me. If anything, the thought of two males reading my mind and dominating my thoughts makes me wish to avoid such control at all costs,” she replied truthfully.

Mati nodded. “As I thought. You don’t understand what this means. It changes things and does make them more complicated.”

“I don’t understand.”

Mati sighed, seemingly not wanting to proceed. Not wanting to shatter Juliette’s dreams perhaps?

“If Vampira accepted you and some day you meet these males, even by accident, you would find it extremely hard to resist them. Much harder than the average female. It is why Vampira sisters have overwhelmingly voted against accepting you into the Sisterhood. You are an extreme risk to the safety of Vampira because if you defy the rules we would have no choice but to oust you. And, unfortunately, by then the mind erase would not work, as it works best when the memory is fresh.”

Devastation flooded Juliette. She suddenly wished she had been sitting instead of standing here in front of all these females.

A wave of lightheadedness swept over her, and she clutched the fireplace mantel to keep from sinking to her knees in utter devastation. They didn’t want her. The words slammed into her like stakes through the heart.

Mati continued to speak, and her voice seemed to be coming through some long, desolate tunnel. “Having explained their reasons, however, doesn’t make the decision final.”

Juliette’s head snapped up and a hushed murmur swept through the room as some of the females began whispering among themselves. “W-what do you mean?”

“It means that I, as the leader of Vampira, am always left with the power of overturning their decisions. I have never used that veto power.”

Again, the claws of rejection swept through Juliette.

“That is, until now. I veto the Sisterhood’s decision and in turn fully accept you, Juliette Dárques, as a full-fledged member. Welcome to Vampira.”

Welcome to Vampira. Those three words reverberated in her ears like a saving grace. Relief slammed into her, urging her to sit upon the fireplace hearth.

Seeing doubt, dismay, as well as surprise wash over the other females’ faces made Juliette secretly vow to make Mati never regret her decision. She swore she would do them all proud.
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Chapter Three
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Aphrodite, Florida

Current day

“Good morning, Ms. Sandalwood,” Julie’s human office assistant, Selena cheerfully sang out as Julie quickly brushed past the young woman’s workstation and rushed into her office. Closing the door behind her, Julie slapped her purse on her desk, plopped onto the cushy office chair and snapped down the intercom button.

“Morning, Selena. Sorry, I’m late,” she breathed.

“That’s okay, boss. You’re entitled. I mean it’s like only the third time this week and its only hump day,” Selena chuckled, and Julie couldn’t help but smile at the young woman’s easygoing banter.

“Just give me a few minutes before we get into today’s agenda, okay?”

“Sure thing, boss.”

Julie cut off the intercom, breathed a heavy sigh of relief, leaned against her cozy office chair and closed her eyes.

Nine-thirty in the morning and she was already tired. Beat. Toast.

Last night she’d been out late with her top client, charming and dining her until Ms. Mallow finally admitted she wanted Julie’s newly planned erotic chocolate line.

Normally her sales department handled the clients. But the elderly human had specifically asked for the dinner meeting. Gushing like a teenager, she’d complimented Julie on the chocolate samples Julie had instructed to be sent to their top five clients, which of course included eighty-nine-year-old Ms. Mallow, who still ran her own array of popular chocolate shops across America.

Julie had high expectations there would be a bidding war to get exclusive rights to the line and Ms. Mallow’s opening bid last night proved to be much higher than Julie had anticipated. So, she couldn’t be happier.

Her smile widened as she opened her eyes and gazed around her corner office.

Cozy, she liked to call her office space. Not too big and not too small. Two of the walls were floor-to-ceiling windows, giving her a great view of the blue ocean and weathered docks five floors below. Recently she’d had the room decorated in orange and rust shades. With her furniture being top of the line in plush and black leather, everything looked and felt good.

She had to admit she’d done well for herself with Vampira’s support. She’d created several lucrative companies over the decades. Sold them at huge profits and started new companies. Currently, she ran her own multi-million-dollar chocolate factory located in Aphrodite, Florida.

She enjoyed visits to Mati Smith’s Victorian house where Julie continued to receive her monthly shots to prevent any vampires from homing in on her. She walked in the daylight without frying to a crisp and networked with her Vampira sisters thanking the Vampire Gods every day that Mati had taken her into the clique and all the females in the clique had warmed to her upon seeing how truly productive she had turned out.

She’d never been happier. Sure, occasionally she still had bursts of homesickness, when she thought of those quaint French Alps, but those feelings passed when she thought about how uncaring everyone in the coven had been to her feelings.

Vampira was her coven now. Despite initially not wanting her, Vampira had supported her every goal. They had successfully concealed her identity, put her through university and allowed her to spread her wings as an entrepreneur.

And she had done them and herself proud.

She shook her head, resisting the urge to pinch herself about Ms. Mallow’s opening bid. There was still much to be done in selling those rights and she needed to get herself moving.

Standing, she walked into her personal kitchenette where she kept her stash of clone blood. Clone blood was another benefit of being a member of Vampira. One of their members owned a large laboratory on a secluded island, which was veiled from the humans. The mindless clones were created and housed exclusively for their blood and used for vampires in an effort to keep humans safe. She wasn’t too keen on getting her energy that way, but it was superior to plasma or synthetic blood and much better than keeping thinking humans against their will for such purposes.

Retrieving a tall glass from a cupboard, she keyed her password into the digital lock and opened the door, welcoming the cool blast of air against her body.

Over the decades she made it a habit of downing a cold glass of clone blood every morning before getting into the day. It kept her energized and thinking clearly. Unfortunately, lately, she’d been drinking more and more in order to keep from succumbing to increased weariness. She knew exactly when things had physically changed for her.

It started around the time she’d hired those two sexy black-haired, dark-blue-eyed vamp males, Caleb and Zander Davenport. She’d put them on the night shift working the new erotic chocolate line. Their qualifications were perfect for positions in the lab where they busily planned the sexy molds for the chocolate. And they had come through for her with devilishly naughty designs.

Chocolate molded into erotic shapes; ménage a trois, bondage couples, gay couples, as well as individualized such as chocolate shaped handcuffs, butts, whips, pussies, and fetish, to name but a few.

Not only did her chocolates have to taste good, but they also had to feel good when going into a human’s mouth. Certain shapes—for instance, those with too-pointed edges—were discarded. Not to mention, packaging and shelf space had to be considered as well.

Even after all these decades of hiding among the humans, being one of them, eating their food, she still had a sensitive stomach to it. She knew her sensitivity was due to her Traditionalist upbringing where she’d been given only blood for nourishment. Due to the increasingly modern thinking of some vampire factions and the need to discreetly blend into the human world, some vamps were introducing their offspring to the human food at an early age. It had been discovered that after an initial sick period, the vampire body began to adapt and accept more than just blood. When in Rome, do as the Romans do, was one of the rules Mati enjoyed quoting when she spoke of the human food.

But consumption of human food wasn’t what made Julie tired. It was the scorching fantasies. Hot, powerful, addictive sexual fantasies that consumed her every night as she fell asleep.

Dreams.

The three of them. Her and those black-haired twin vampire males.

Naked.

Tangled in silky white sheets. She sandwiched in the middle. Moaning wantonly as they double penetrated her with exceptionally long and thick cocks. Plunging into her over and over until she screamed in arousal and her fangs pierced the flesh of one and then the other male as she greedily sucked the erotic offerings of sweet, powerful blood into her very being.

In her fantasies their blood zipped through her with lightning speed, nourishing her and giving her so much power she could fuck them for what seemed like hours.

But when she awoke, she felt more tired than when she’d fallen asleep.

Just thinking of them sent another wave of erotic heat searing into her and she couldn’t help but hurry and pour herself that ice-cold glass of blood in an effort to cool herself down.

Where once she looked forward to drinking clone blood or even plasma blood to sustain her, she now craved it hot and sweet. Vampire and male.

Their blood. Forbidden blood.

Shit.

Upon being allowed into Vampira she had sworn never to succumb to her desires for a male. Be he human or vamp. It had been easy to commit to getting what she wanted, which was their protection from the arranged marriage and her freedom.

For more than half a century, during her monthly heat cycle, she managed to keep herself in isolation and away from anything male. She claimed her “periods”, as the humans called them, were too painful to go to work. So, she worked from her veiled beach home during those times, keeping tabs on whatever company she owned at the time. Using masturbation, fantasies and toys she achieved personal relief.

Lately, however, she was thinking what had once been the unthinkable.

Getting it on with those two sexy males.

Julie wiped away the sheen of perspiration from her forehead and drank the icy-cold bland-tasting blood. The liquid melted over her tongue, doing nothing for her taste buds. She swallowed in large gulps, and it gushed down her parched throat.

Usually, the buzz of energy hit instantly, screaming through her system, waking her and giving her the pick-up she needed. Not lately though.

Definitely not this morning when she needed energy so badly.

No buzz. No get-up-and-go.

Just her pussy pulsing with a wanton need and her body flaming with desire.

Thank the Vampire Gods those two vamps worked nights, and she worked days, so contact with them was kept to an extreme minimum.

Sure, she could fire them. But what would that accomplish? She’d still fantasize about them.

No, all she needed to do was stay away from them. Far far away and with time, she would adjust, and her body would go back to normal.

She groaned in frustration and headed into the nearby bathroom to retouch her makeup, gasping at her utterly paler than normally pale complexion in the mirror. Yes, vampires did see themselves in mirrors, contrary to human folklore. And she was glad too because she definitely needed to retouch, cover those shadowy circles beneath her blue eyes and run a brush through her red hair.

Touching up her foundation, she followed up with a zip of blush across her cheeks and nose and a gentle swirl of pretty pink lipstick. She couldn’t help but chuckle at how different she looked now than when she’d first ran from her Traditionalist parents.

Back then she had waist-length straight black hair, a white complexion, and a too-long nose. As Vampira did with most of the females being accepted into the clique, her appearance was altered. Her black hair cut short and colored, and the makeup of the times became her best friend. When plastic surgeons came about, she had her nose done shorter to change her appearance even more.

Her nose was now perfect, making her cheeks naturally look fuller. Over the years she permed and colored her hair, her latest hairstyle was sassy and a rosy shade of red. Also, in order not to bring suspicion to humans of her aging at a much slower rate, she occasionally changed her name with every new appearance and founded a new company.

She had to admit that upon first joining Vampira a new look didn’t do anything to help her lack of self-esteem and low self-confidence. Those things she struggled to change on her own in the beginning years. When they became available, she read self-help books and participated in workshops on those subjects. Changing her internal thoughts, she blossomed from being a frightened, helpless, lost young vampire female into believing herself a success. Education, of course, had been her best helping hand, giving her the courage and knowledge of pursuing her goals of independence and freedom.

Unfortunately, education and a new look hadn’t been able to stop her from craving sex during her monthly heat cycles. Nor did it help stop her from fantasizing about those two males she’d hired.

She groaned her frustration, swept the brush through her short, curly hair and returned to her desk. Plopping back onto her plush leather chair, she sighed and wished for it to be the end of the day so she could go home, climb into bed and fantasize about those two delectable males.

But she had a company to run and an entire day stretching ahead of her.

Sighing again, she snapped down the intercom button and invited Selena in.

* * * * *
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EVEN THOUGH ZANDER Davenport knew the icy liquid wasn’t going to do the job in dousing his arousal tonight, he stepped into the shower and turned the cold-water faucet on full blast. In less than an hour, he’d meet with Caleb at work, and they would wait for Julie’s mind link to open. It was getting harder to keep from thinking about her. That female was going to kill him if he didn’t have her fully soon. He had it bad for her. Really bad. `

The lust for her had hit his brother and himself one split second to the next after seeing her the first time in Maine several months ago. Caleb and he had been staking out a female vamp’s Victorian home. The owner of the home, a sexy vamp with a past, turned out to be the leader of Vampira and she was a female their fathers desperately wanted.

The stakeout, however, was all but forgotten when a white limo pulled in front of the house and a female, her red hair tossed in a bun, her lush body dressed in an elegant white suit had stepped out. When they spied her, it was like a lightning bolt going off inside them.

At first, they’d fooled themselves into thinking perhaps it was an infatuation with a human woman. Hours later, as she left the home belonging to a woman named Mati, they followed her and found out her identity.

That night she’d appeared in their mind link. Hot, passionate and looking for sex. Of course, they’d obliged. The night had left them reeling. Who was she? Why had they reacted so intensely to her? How had a human managed to get into their mind link?

Discussing the matter with their sires, they were told only one female could make them feel so intensely—a vampire. Their fated mate. The one who’d run from the arranged marriage decades ago. She must have instinctively homed into their link now they were in the same vicinity.

Upon discovering she was hiring for a new planned erotic chocolate line, they had garnered an interview through the personnel department, willing the human interviewer to get the boss to come to the interview.

The males showed Julie their credentials and she’d hired them on the spot. But lately, she’d been avoiding them like the plague. He knew it had everything to do with the sexual fantasies she was having during her sleep times. The fantasies in which they played the starring roles.

She had to know they were vampire. She had to realize they knew she was one too. How could she not? She had to smell their lust scents.

They’d never felt this way about a female and instinctively knew she was their destiny.

Zander turned himself in the shower and allowed the cold water to lash his cock and balls. Instead of withering his erection, the pummeling of the cold water enhanced his need for release.

Shit. He was too far gone. Just as he thought!

Told you not to think about her, brother, Caleb’s humorous chuckle sifted through their mind link.

Fuck off! Zander muttered feeling frustrated and desperate for release.

Caleb chuckled harder.

Get out of my fucking head!

Make me, Caleb taunted.

Zander found himself smiling as he popped a vision of Julie into their mind link.

Her face was flushed, her pretty blue eyes dazed with lust. Her fangs glistened as they elongated in arousal against her lush pink lips. He pictured her with her red hair splashed like a cloud around her shoulders. She wore nothing but a white lab coat. The flaps of the coat were slightly open giving him a glimpse of luscious, rounded breasts, a bare belly, and her pussy.

He found himself reacting to the vision, his cock jerking with anticipation.

Oh, fuck! He heard Caleb groan. Felt him touch his own cock and squeeze. The pressure made Zander moan again.

Made Caleb moan again too.

I said get lost, Caleb, he willed as he tried to maintain control of his lust. There were times he just wanted to be alone with his fantasies, and this just happened to be one of them. Thankfully he had a brother who respected his needs most of the time and they were lucky they could disconnect their mind link. Their body link, however, was a different story. What his brother felt physically, he felt, and the other way around. No matter how hard they tried in the past to disengage it, that link never disconnected.

Oh man, but she’s so beautiful, Caleb breathed.

Go! Now!

He heard his brother growl in disappointment and the connection disintegrated. However, Zander knew even without the mind link open, his brother would feel his arousal. But that was something Caleb would have to deal with.

Right now, he wanted to be alone with Julie.

Her earthy, erotic scent whipped fire into his veins and he watched her as she stepped closer to him. Her lab coat opened a bit more, allowing him to see her taut nipples. They were the same color as her lips. A deep, lush, icy pink that looked so perfect on her; he swore pink was her color.

His breath caught as her lips parted, revealing more of her fangs. Oh, she looked so damn sexy he prayed he wouldn’t come just by gazing at her. He wanted a full fantasy. Wanted her touching him, her body melting against him. He willed it and it began.

She stepped into the shower and joined him, seemingly not caring that she still wore her lab coat and cold water sprayed her. Heat radiated from her, warming him, making him flush from head to toe. Quite literally.

He leaned into her, taking her succulent mouth, hard and fast. Her lips were like fire against his and when she grabbed his shoulders, he allowed himself a satisfying sigh.

In his fantasies, she wanted him. Craved him. Loved him. But would reality ever be that way? Could they seduce her away from the powerful Vampira clique?

He kissed her harder, felt her yielding, kissing him back. Pain flared in his shoulders as her nails dug into his muscles. The harder he kissed her the more she demanded.

He felt the sharp tip of one of her fangs cut into his lower lip. He tasted blood.

Bitch! She bit him.

Surprise and excitement lashed him as he realized he wasn’t fantasizing anymore. She must have fallen asleep, and her mind link had opened, and she had hooked into his fantasy of her!

At the idea she was mentally here, his arousal grew. Pushing past her lips with his tongue, he touched hers, dueled with it. Mated with it. His hands slipped beneath her lab coat and splayed over the smooth curves of her hips. Her skin felt so hot and smooth, and impatience rolled over him.

She was panting. Her body straining. Needing.

“Fuck me, Zander. But first, feed me. I need to taste you. Need to feel your power inside me,” she whispered as she broke the kiss. Her smile was soft and intoxicating as she gazed into his eyes.

He shivered from the lust waves her command created and then he obeyed. Lifting his wrist to his mouth, he punctured a vein, ignoring the small bite of pain and sighed into the erotic sight of his crimson blood flowing outward to mingle with the water.

He lifted his arm and offered her his bleeding wrist. Her head lowered, her fangs so erotically long. He groaned as her succulent, moist mouth clamped over the puncture wounds, her lips so delicate and hot as she fused over his flesh, her red hair sweeping down around her shoulders, wet and tangled prettily from the water gushing over her. Heat waves wafted off her body as she suckled and moaned. Her arousal scent grew stronger as she nourished herself. It was then he realized she must be entering her monthly heat cycle, a time when a female was at her sexual peak.

Sexual fever lashed him and by the desperate way she pressed her body against him he sensed Julie didn’t have the time or the patience for foreplay tonight. She wanted release just as badly as he did.

While she fed, he dropped his free hand to her right hip. Holding her steady, he arrowed his solid erection into her pussy, groaning as her hot, tight cavern enveloped him, welcoming him. She let out a gasp and quickly recovered, sucking harder from his wrist.

The sweet eroticism of pain swept through him like a jolt of electricity.

He shook at the luscious impact.

He could feel her trembling too, arousal flaring through her like a tornado. As she continued to feed, he withdrew and using his cockhead, teased her clit, feeling it engorge with blood. He kept teasing until she whimpered and begged for penetration. Then he plunged back into her slick heat.

She cried out against his wrist. Writhed against him. His senses spiraled as he stretched into her. Parted her. Invaded her. Loved her.

He gritted his teeth, withdrew and thrust harder into her. She bucked against him, swiped her tongue against the puncture wounds, sealing them before letting go of his wrist. He jolted with arousal at seeing his blood lacing her lips, the crimson spilling down her chin and onto her breasts.

But she didn’t give him much time to enjoy the erotic sight as she moved her head closer, kissing him, their fangs clashing in a fight for dominance. He kept thrusting into her, and she exploded on a cry. He moaned as wicked spasms racing along her vagina wrapped tightly around his cock. The erotic scent of her heated arousal slammed into his nostrils, claimed his senses and rocketed him toward the release he’d been craving.

Pushing her against the shower stall wall, he moved against her. Dominated her. Fucked her.

Lust flared, screaming through his body as she bucked and twisted, her cream-soaked pussy massaging him, sucking him, loving him.

He came hard. Spurting into her, over and over again, relishing her soft feminine mews as she glowed in the after spasms rippling through her.

And then to his surprise, she vanished. Just like that.

Her mind link snapped shut, leaving Zander breathing heavily, his arms bracing around nothing but air.

Shit!

She must have woken. And he had thought they were just getting started.

Next time, he vowed silently. Next time he wouldn’t allow her to get away so easily.
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Chapter Four
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Julie opened her eyes on a moan and twilight greeted her. For a split second she thought she was at home, in bed, but then she recognized the green illumination of her office clock on her desk just inches from her face.

Seven p.m.

Oh wow! Somehow, she’d fallen asleep in her office. Vaguely she remembered Selena peeking in and saying good night while Julie was going over a couple of last-minute bids on the new erotic chocolate line. That had been shortly after five.

Lifting her head from the desk, she stretched and yawned, then stopped at the sharp tips of her fangs pressing against her lower lip. She tasted the blood in her mouth.

Sweet. Erotic. Forbidden blood.

A wave of anxiety gripped her as images lashed her. Visions of stepping into a shower. Of Zander waiting there for her. His dark blue eyes blazing with desire as he parted the lab coat she wore, his hand smoothing over her bare hip...

Sweet Vampire Gods! It had been a dream, hadn’t it? How could she taste his blood in her mouth? And if she’d been drinking his blood, wouldn’t she feel the power of feeding from him sifting through her as she did in the dream? Yet weariness still tugged at her and fever heat pulsed through her, making her pussy cream. She whimpered as she remembered curling her hands over his hard, muscular shoulders. His long, swollen cock pushing inside her. Filling her. The incredible climax.

Even now her vagina spasmed softly, the same way it did in the afterglow of climax.

Julie swallowed, blew out a tense breath and tried hard to ignore the pulsing arousal between her thighs.

She should masturbate. Right here. Right now. Recapture the arousal she’d just experienced in the dream. But she couldn’t. Not in the office. That would be going too far. Wouldn’t it?

If things had been different she would only have to go to the lab and ask those two males to fuck her senseless. But things weren’t different. She belonged to Vampira, and they had regulations. Rules she had eagerly accepted in her youth, which these days, especially with Caleb and Zander fucking her every night in her dreams, were becoming increasingly difficult to stand by.

She had never regretted her decision to join Vampira. Until now.

Now all she wanted was to be with those two males. Yet she knew fantasy was in fact much different from reality. At least that’s what she’d thought.

She stiffened as a shadow shifted across the frost-tempered glass pane on her office door, snapping her out of her thread of thought.

A sharp rap followed, and the door swung inward. The twin brother of her just-completed shower-sex fantasy stepped inside. Although the two males looked identical, she knew it was Caleb. Knew him by his scent. Dark. Dangerous. Dominant.

She tried to control the shimmer of arousal shivering along her spine as he grinned at her. Fire licked his dark eyes as their gazes met.

He shifted a shoebox-sized box onto her desk and without waiting for an invitation, sat on one of the two chairs she reserved for visitors.

“So? How did it go with Ms. Mallow, last night?”

Despite his acting casual, she sensed the tight coil of sensuality racing through him. Smelled his erotic, spicy scent. Thick and heavy.

Anticipation swept through her and her breasts swelled; her nipples tightened into hard beads. They ached for his touch. Between her thighs, she creamed warmly.

Oh boy. She was in trouble. Big time. She swallowed the arousal. Shifted uneasily in her chair. Forced herself not to squeeze her legs together. Couldn’t stop from reliving in her mind the sexual shower dream she’d just had with his brother.

Would Caleb be the same kind of lover in real life as in her dreams? Would he taste the same? Was she still asleep at her desk and this was an actual dream?

“Julie? Did you hear me?”

Julie blinked at him, unable to speak. His sensual scent inundated her to the point where she had to part her lips and pant. Sexual tension zipped through the air between them and suddenly she had an overwhelming urge to beg him to fuck her. For him to lay her right out here on the edge of this table, part her thighs and sink his cock into her.

But something inside her made her catch herself. Made her force herself to push those insane ideas aside. She’d worked too long and hard to lose herself in these fascinating urges.

She could control them. She had to.

And she could control herself for that matter too. She needed Vampira. Needed those monthly shots to continue to live in the daylight without getting fried and to prevent herself from being found and forced into that arranged marriage.

Gathering her wits, she cleared her throat and forced her attention to the box he’d placed on her desk.

“More chocolate samples?” she asked with a bit too much cheerfulness. The last thing she wanted was for him to see how hot she was for him.

“Made especially for you,” he replied and casually leaned back in the chair, folding a nice pair of muscle-bulging arms over his white-lab-coated chest. Oh boy, she wasn’t going to be able to look at a lab coat without thinking about her latest dream, that’s for sure.
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