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CHAPTER ONE
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AWAKENING (JASON)

––––––––
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My heart races. My blood pulses furiously through my veins, fiery and more alive than ever before. I am myself, yet somehow different – somehow, I am more myself than I was before. The feeling is nearly impossible to describe with words, and yet it is ... right. I am whole; I am complete.

I stretch my arms out to either side, and as I do I realize I have awoken alone. This is the first night since joining Les Coven des Morts that I’ve awoken in a proper bed. My eyes slowly adjust to the new room around me, taking in small details like the dark wood of the four poster bed – not unlike the one I had been in just hours ago in Sylvia’s chamber. Alike, but not the same.

This room was furnished similarly to her own. Lavish, dark, and nostalgic. Echoes of the past linger in the decor; echoes of the palaces she once ruled. A far cry from the bare, damp rooms that the acolytes shared. Sleeping on the ground in one of the dark, skull-lined chambers of the catacombs had always been a worthy sacrifice to serve Sylvia, a sacrifice I had never minded. Rather, it had been a privilege to sleep on a hard floor, knowing my queen slept in the same catacombs, the same city, the same universe.

My already-hard cock throbs at the thought of her. Sylvia, my queen. 

Prince of Vampires.

The taste of her blood still lingers in my mouth as memories of the previous night flood my mind. Sylvia, straddling me and moaning openly as her lips press hard against the skin of my wrist, sucking the hot blood there as it gushes with my rapid pulse. Gripping her outstretched arm, I mimic her and drink greedily from her soft wrist. Then, her head presses into the pillow as I’m entering her from behind, pushing into her tight, silken warmth and fucking and thrusting and–

The shift that had occurred in that moment. The overwhelming feeling of connection – not just connection, but an exchange, of joining together. Body and blood. 

Murmured voices echo from somewhere far away. At the same end of those voices is the tugging end of a rope. My connection to Sylvia, the same bond I felt as one of her acolytes, echoed tenfold. It’s almost too intense a feeling, this nearness, this connection. A hint of fear washes over my tongue – fear and confusion and anger. 

The fear is not my own. My love for Sylvia, my absolute, undying devotion to her has never provoked fear, nor does the intensity of the bond. Rather, it seems the fear is coming from outside myself. Or, perhaps “outside myself” isn’t exactly the right description. It tugs from the same place as that rope.

I drift down the dark hallway, my bare feet silent on the plush carpet as Sylvia and Maxon’s voices grow louder. The fear has diluted now, more a mix of uncertainty and the feeling of foreign, not-understood things. But my queen is there, at the end of that fear and uncertainty, and there has never been anything I am more certain of in my life. I live and die for Sylvia. I, her Prince of Vampires.

***
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Maxon’s voice drifts off as a door shuts quietly, leaving Sylvia alone in what I assume must be her bedchamber. When Maxon led me here after last night, explaining only that these would be my rooms for as long as Sylvia wished, I’d been half-delirious with exhaustion and a strange blood-drunkenness that I could only assume was the result of the ritual’s magic. Now, the connection seemed obvious: my rooms connected to Sylvia’s. The idea sent my pulse pounding again.

Pushing the door open, I glimpse my queen across the room, sitting alone on the edge of her bed. For the briefest moment, her expression is so hopeless. She stares straight forward, her face empty, her shoulders slumping forward just slightly. Her sleep-mussed hair frames her exquisite features, plump red lips and wide, dark eyes. I can’t miss the fact her black silk robe wraps tightly around her body – only the robe.

Finally, she notices that I’ve opened our connecting door. Her entire posture shifts; shoulders back, head up, face serious. It’s as if she expects a business meeting. 

“My queen,” I greet her, my voice low and husky. Dropping to one knee in the doorway, I bow my head. As her prince, I don’t know what exactly is expected of me, but my instinct is to bow and scrape and kneel to her just as I would have as a lowly acolyte. I still do not deserve to stand as anything close to her equal; no creature ever could.

“Jason,” she answers simply, rising to her feet. Her voice is expectant, but hesitant. “You need not kneel before me.”

“My queen, anything else would be presumptuous of me. I am a depraved creature, unworthy to even gaze upon your beauty.”

That gives her pause. Then, her voice takes on a suddenly serious tone as she commands me to rise.

For the first time, I notice the height difference between us. Although I stand several inches taller than Sylvia, she still manages to look down at me. “You presume to enter my bedchamber, your cock so obviously hard beneath your trousers?” It’s more of a statement than a question. A powerful kind of majesty seems to radiate from her, to ripple around her body as she speaks. The magic of the royal blood manifesting within her veins. It’s enough to make me want to drop to my knees again, but I will not move until she commands it.

“My queen, I felt...” I begin, but my voice trails off. Last night, the blood awakening ritual stirred something within me, a brutish male who took charge. One who made demands and had Sylvia begging, pleading to be fucked. What had happened to him? 

Something in her gaze softened at that word. Felt. Does she feel this new bond as strongly as I? Has she felt it all along, the same way I had always felt connected to her as a lowly acolyte? 

“You feel,” she repeats, and though I can tell she wants her voice to mock me, it falls flat. There is too much uncertainty in her heart; that is what I can feel. “You certainly feel something, by the look of it. A Prince of Vampires, but perhaps still a depraved, lowly acolyte at heart.”

She needs something from me. Not just physically, but emotionally. Regally. The pain in her voice comes from an emptiness. The empty spot just below her, but still right at her side. 

“Why don’t you show me just how depraved you are?”

Her consort, her champion, her prince. The brutish male flares to life at her words, at the unspoken desires pulsing down the taut rope between us. Rushing forward, I take her face in my hands – an unusually tender gesture, considering what I’m about to do – and our bodies crush together. Her eyes close, and a soft whisper slips from her lips – “yes,” – and we are suddenly a flurry of panting and moaning as our lips collide. Sharp vampire fangs bite into soft lips, drawing tiny beads of blood that pucker but never drop as tongues lick and swallow. 
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