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Plot description: Set in modern-times Oriole Brique a lonesome, desolate yet highly presumptuous young vampire boy begins his first day at an all vampire College. Although he has been accustomed to attending human schools he was now going to endure school with other vampires, which is something he once feared strongly. Oriole knew he was far different and could never live up to the vampire male expectation; he was feminine and sensitive and this was unheard of in the vampire community. He meets a group of handsome, imperial and highly mysterious vampire boys called the trio. Oriole begins a reckless and tumultuous relationship with one of their members; a vampire boy who is in denial about his sexuality. Life after this relationship will never be the same because it spirals into a fantastical adventure in this book series.



The Vampire With The Pink Handbag

By Sharee Greene



Chapter 1- Day One


Oriole sat quietly and motionless by the water as he watched the waves, listening to the sea and pressing his feet into the sand. It was a sunny day and his white polo shirt and sky blue khakis seemed to match the scenery. But unlike myths from movies and stories humans read, vampires were not affected by the sun. Although his skin was pale - pure and clean and as smooth as a baby's bottom, his beauty outshone it all. Everything about Oriole's face was classically beautiful, from his chiseled cheek bones to his soft plump pink lips. His hair was very light blond and seemed to sparkle as if it was constantly kissed by the sun. It was full and wavy and his locks flowed with the wind's tune. His eyes were haunting. They shined more than any human's and were very odd in color - his left eye pale green in color, his right eye soft brown, a shiny new bronze penny. His body was long and lean, but there was something feminine about him, as if he could easily pass for a young girl if he made an effort. Although he was just eighteen, his gracefulness lent him a maturity beyond his years.

Oriole grabbed his sandals and walked quickly towards his home further down the beach. As he passed, two human girls stared at him insistently, but he never returned their gaze. He opened the glass patio doors and entered his parents' large home. Theirs was similar to most beach houses, awash with soft greens and mild blues, though their living room was so white inside it was almost dream-like. Soft pillows on the couch and pictures on the walls added the only, very necessary, color to the room. Grabbing his pale pink over-the-shoulder handbag, Oriole headed to class. It was his first day of college.



Opening the doors and entering the class were the most nerve wracking things Oriole had ever done. It felt so strange for him, about twenty vampires all staring up and watching him cross the room. Pale faces, beauty and grace in everyone, but all in different ways and no teasing aroma of human blood in the air. They seemed surprised by him and there were strong facial reactions, even an aggressive purr coming from a male vampire. This made him nervous. Although not everyone seemed hostile, a lot of them seemed puzzled by him. Already he could see similarities to human traits; there were jocks and nerds, as well as offbeat kids and rocker types.

The most noticeable boy sat in the back alone. His name was Quinn Cornell and he seemed to keep to himself. Quinn was not the athletic type, nor was he an ostentatious person. He was more like the creative, quiet, guy-next-door kind - well liked by all. A very artistic person, he was always sketching and painting. Quinn's shoulder length hair was chestnut brown. He wore an obviously homemade shirt with a cool dragon sketch on it, and even his jeans were different, stitched red down the sides.

He capped the look off with a pair of bright red and lime green sneakers. His hands were folded and he wore a large red ring. It was very shiny and noticeable. When he looked at Oriole he seemed impartial, rolling his eyes slightly, and then staring forward.

There was a girl in the back sitting alone. She had extremely curly, autumn brown hair and dark brown eyes. As soon as she made eye contact with Oriole, she looked down and bowed her head. Even with that act of introversion, she was somehow still inviting.

Oriole sat down next to her, but she did not look up. Instead she touched his hand lightly, and then quickly moved it.

"What was that?" Oriole asked, turning his body toward her. He didn't sound upset about it, just curious.

"Just my way of saying hello." Her voice was extremely soft and gentle, with hint of sweet southern accent.

"Where are you from?" He asked inquisitively, because of her accent.

"Texas originally, but I been out here for four years now," she answered. "I've never seen you at the vampire high school in town."

"Well, we just moved out here from back East, but I've never been to any vampire schools."

"What?" She said, shocked.

"I've never been."

"Why?" She seemed very taken back.

"Not for me. I mean, we moved around a lot, but in some of the places we lived they didn't have the option of vampire schools. Just depended on how large the city was, so I just got use to being around the humans. Yes, I was always hungry but you get use to that. In the last town where I lived there was a fairly large vampire school, I just didn't want to go is all.

"Did you ever attack anyone? I mean, did that make you go crazy?"

"No, I don't have a very strong thirst. I only drink about once a day actually - and only from a cup. I've never ordered in before."

"You never had delivery of fresh blood?"

"No." She seemed stunned by his answer.

"So you have never tasted blood straight from the neck? You've never had their scent right there in you're face - never listened to their pulse?" Jamie spoke with such passion.

"I was around them all day everyday and I just didn't care much. A lot of vampires think that I must be a bit off as a result of being around the humans, but I'm not crazy."

"I can't relate, but were they friendly towards you, the humans?"

"No not really. What's your name?"

"I'm Jamie Lynn, and you?"

"Oriole - like the song bird. Ironically, I do have a nice singing voice."

Suddenly all conversation stopped when the trio entered the classroom. One carried a football and with a hand towel draped around his neck, he came off rather flashy and haughty. He was the tallest of all three boys and seemed so full of himself as he flashed his fangs. He smiled - pure gold. His fangs were longer and far superior to other vampires his age. His dark brown hair was short and he had eyes of thunder, deep blue like the sea. His body was like a line backer's - large, brawny and strapping. He had an imperial essence about him.

The guy to his left was much simpler. In fact, he was sort of nerdy, with big, reddish-brown hair. He had a very awkward walk, but his handsome face saved him. He didn't seem confident and seemed to depend on the other. He just kept staring at everything the taller boy did and sort of mimicked him. The last was the most hypnotizing boy Oriole had ever seen before in his life. His long, darker blond hair flowed effortlessly down his back as he moved smoothly. He was pretty, with full lips, a boyish grin and trusting forest green eyes. There was something so fresh and innocent about him. He was the only one who looked over at their table and he seemed staggered when he saw Oriole.

The very idea of this new school seemed surreal to Oriole, at the human school most of the students were at once frightened of and astonished by his beauty. He overheard them whispering to each other, debating whether he was really a boy or actually a girl. He frequently found these discussions amusing, as he had often wondered that himself.


He knew he was a man, but he questioned why he was so feline when most vampire men were extremely masculine, in both physique and attitude. He wondered about his sexuality; he knew he noticed men more often then he should. Woman just never really appealed to him, but how could he know for sure when he had never even had sex? This question seemed to haunt him, but there was always something saying, 'you just know these things." There was a part of him that just knew there wasn't a strong attraction to woman. He wondered how this fact would affect him now, now that he was going to school with vampires.

Their culture and ideas about men were very specific - sexuality was very traditional and vampire men were considered Casanovas. They loved women and enjoyed chasing after them. A male vampire's confidence seemed to be directly related to his sexual prowess with women. Vampire men portrayed themselves as tough, strong and durable. They were providers and full of ego, and gayness was considered a trait only found in humans. However, Oriole had heard rumors that it was all a facade really and there was a place for his taste. It was just... enigmatic. Oriole noticed that he was very interested in these three guys; there was this instant pull that took hold of him.


"Those three guys seem rather stately, who are they?" Oriole questioned, intimidated.

"The big one in the middle is Joshua Toby, to his right, Rayon the 4th and the other one is Roland Parsh. People call them 'the trio' because they are always together and they're very similar as far as status. All of them come from prominent blood lines and have more abilities then the average vampire."

"They are gift holders then?"

"Yes, and they are somehow bound to each other. I don't know the logistics to it, but respect them always."

Just then Pear walked in. She was Jamie's best friend and Oriole could not help but notice that Rayon seemed to stare at her. She sat down right next to Oriole and stared at him, smiling.

"So who's the cutie?" Pear asked Jamie, as if he wasn't sitting right there in front of her.

"His name is Oriole. He is new in town and he's never been to school with vamps."

"Really? That's freaky dude."

Oriole noticed that Pear was not only bubbly and outgoing, but rather striking as well. With skin as dark and deliciously creamy as a chocolate bar, and long brown hair caressing her freckle dotted prominent cheek bones. Her hazel eyes were slightly slanted, as if her African-American features were swirled with bits of Asian descent. Her red shirt was cut low and showed off her ample cleavage. Though her breasts were large, they were youthful and sat up well on her frame. Her long legs claimed their space as she crossed them, leaned forward and ran her fingers through Oriole's hair.

"Why did you go to school with humans?" Pear questioned, seeming confused.

"It was suitable for me at the time. Uh, that guy is coming over," Oriole pointed out.

They turned to see Rayon the 4th making his way towards them. He pulled up a seat and spoke quickly, knowing class would start soon.

"Pear, you know you still owe me, right?" Rayon asked, grabbing her arm.

"No, I already paid you and you know this. What do you want?" Pear asked, annoyed.

"You know, if you keep playing games, I'm going to give you a love bite." The sound of that made Oriole tense up. He felt like he was in love. A love bite was very sexual and erotic. It was something that could only be experienced by vampires.

"Well, if you love bite her, she might fall in love with you," Oriole remarked to Rayon.

"No, she wouldn't do that. She's just for fun," Rayon replied "What the hell is that on your hand?" he asked, moving closer to Oriole. No straight vamp would lean in that close and touch his hand, thought Oriole. Not unless he wanted to let him know he was gay without saying it...

"It's just a tattoo. It means brave one," Oriole replied.

"What's your name, dude?" Rayon asked.

"Oriole."

"Well, nice to meet you, my vampire brother. I am Rayon the 4th. Later,ladies." Rayon walked back to his seat. Oriole felt like his heart stopped.

Oriole thought about how strange it was to be in school with just vampires, he had become so use to being around the humans. He was no threat to the humans; A vampire bite did not contain any venom or compound that changed humans. In fact, vampire feeding was a well paying job for many humans, who could trade for blood for cash. Blood could be procured the old fashioned way--which commanded a higher price--or it could be phlebotomized and bottled for later consumption. Most vampires lived with their own kind in most towns and cities, although a few chose to live amongst the humans in human communities. Like humans, most vampires went to school, got jobs, and led meaningful, rich lives.

Oriole's father was in real estate and his mother an airline pilot. They had moved to Virginia Beach because his father loved change - so much that moving around was becoming a common thing. Oriole had no siblings and loved being a spoiled only-child most of the time. Most young vampires did not separate from their parents until age thirty. So living on campus was not an option at vampire colleges, as it was uncommon not to live with one's parents. While humans were legally considered adults at age eighteen, vampires were not of age until twenty-six. However, there were things they still could not do until age thirty, similar to the human distinctions between ages eighteen and twenty-one. Vampire emotions were different from humans - they were harder to control and took longer to mature. Vampires had much more responsibility to handle with their urge for human blood - an urge was stronger and more reckless with younger vampires. Older vampires had much more control. Most vampires that were in prison were younger; ones that somehow lost their way, or didn't have much home training. They were there for crimes committed against humans or other vampires. Young vampire emotions were constantly in struggle and the youth were often referred to as madness-pires, a vampire saying.

It had taken hundreds of years for elder vampires to become refined, yet the vampires born in the new times were expected to accomplish this in thirty years. It was difficult because it went against their very nature, vampires were animalistic. They were highly indulgent and emotionally sporadic creatures, they liked instant gratification. Vampire men felt the need to be the leader of the pack at all times. So vampire men often challenged each other, the elder vampires had much more willpower over these natural urges. 

The transition into adult hood was the most critical and challenging part of their life, this stage was closely monitored by most parents. It was especially hard for gift holders; they were juggling much more than the average vampire. Holding gifts caused them internal confliction, other vampires feared that because essentially; one could lose it at any given moment. Young vampires were urged to stay away from relationships because they had enough on their plate to begin with. The elders knew that vampire emotions moved very fast, everything was about instant gratification. Vampires could fall in and out of love quickly because they were highly changeable and unstable, especially the younger ones.





Preview of next chapter: As Oriole look's up he notices a boy hiding in the apple tree, the moonlight reveals his face it's........


The Apple Tree



After school, Oriole took the girls home with him. He knew his parents wouldn't be home and he did not want to be alone again. Pear walked right in, but Jamie stood at the door pacing.

"Are you going to come in, Jamie Lynn?" he asked.

"Well it's your home," she replied, as if it was obvious.

"What about it?"

"Oriole," she replied, almost exasperated. "Can't you feel that?"

"Feel what?" Oriole was oblivious.

"The energy is bad, so I can't come in, but I can talk from here," Jamie said, sitting down at the door, with her head awkwardly bowed towards the wide open door.

"Okay," Oriole replied hesitantly.

"We can talk from here, Jamie. It's all cool," Pear reached for Jamie's hand, squeezing it reassuringly.

Oriole sat beside Pear and crossed his legs. He felt completely in the dark about Jamie's odd request.

"Baby girl," his voice was affectionate. "You have got to hold your head up. What is it with your bobble head thing?" he demanded.

"I don't like to hold my head up at times. I told you that already, just leave it alone." Jamie was clearly trying to dismiss the issue.

"Okay, wow. I, ah, really just don't get it, Jamie Lynn. But if you want to give off the impression that you're insecure, then go right ahead, it's your choice."

"Don't be like that. You're so close minded, Oriole!" Pear cried, reaching over and pinching him.

"I love her - I loved her instantly. She is my eclectic friend now, and I am willing to embrace all her madness," he said now, touching Jamie's hand as well, "But this is one thing you cannot do to yourself, dear. It's such a shame, you have such pretty eyes."

Jamie smiled, trying to hide her despondency. She hated that she could not explain the reasoning behind her actions. She liked Oriole and was discovering that though he was direct at times, that smile of his was contagious and open-heartedly innocent. Only a good guy could be blessed with a smile like that, she thought. Also, his touch was electric.

"I don't mean to destroy the whole touchy-feely mood, but are we really going to sit at the door?" Oriole asked, successfully destroying the mood anyway.

"Yup," Pear grinned to torture him further. "So how did you like you're first day at an all-vampire school?"

"It was fine," he said quickly. He had more interesting things to talk about. "So, what do you owe him, that cutie Rayon the 4th?" Oriole asked, making it clear from his grin that there was only one thing on his mind.

"Well, we have sex all the time and I owe him a BJ," Pear replied, casually.

"Oh, okay," he said, with a straight face, obviously trying not to show any judgment.

"I should tell you that I am sort of a slut," Pear said nonchalantly.

"Don't call yourself that!" Oriole looked serious for the first time since they had met him and he seemed truly annoyed by Pear's statement.



"I don't want to come off like a know-it-all, because I'm not. In fact, I sometimes feel ignorant and completely clueless, but I am raw at times. I tend to tell it like it is, no bullshit, and I do this because there is no other way in my mind. I don't like it when girls down themselves. You're too precious to do that." Pear was surprised at his earnestness and when he hugged her, she felt that it was her first real moment with him. Oriole was perplexing to her - he was either really even-tempered or really concentrated, it was very sporadic.

"I like the way you are Oriole. You can be so easygoing and relaxed to be around, but then there is this fervent side to you as well that comes out when you feel something strongly, I like it. Even your voice was different; you were really into what you felt."

"True, I was," Oriole admitted. "But I guess I just hate any feelings of worthlessness from others. It's like looking in a mirror and I can't stand it."

Pear felt connected to him after he said that. She could tell he had issues like she did; there was something in his eyes, some feeling of desolation. Oriole seemed to be very subterranean in certain ways, but it didn't bother Pear, because in other ways he was very straight up, an open book.

"So I assume you have been giving yourself to that boy casually, but you like him deep down inside, don't you?" Oriole questioned.

"Yeah, I just know that sex is the only thing I've got to give him. He isn't goanna like me for me, I'm a realist." Pear felt her heart sink when she said it, but it was true in her mind.

"Well, you can't say that because he doesn't know you like I do. You hide all the real sides of yourself from him," Jamie protested.

"It's like, I want to act real and I want to be visible to him, but it hurts to be myself. It literally hurts me to be Pear." At that moment Oriole felt a strong correlation to Pear; she was singing his feelings with her words.

"What happens is, when you treat your body like it's nothing, you start to feel like nothing," Oriole stated, quoting someone who had once told him the same thing. "You've let your body become numb and you think you didn't feel anything because it didn't matter to you, just being his plaything. Then you realized it's just a slow burn that creeps up later, because you do feel pain when you just screw boys like that. You're real and full of emotions and it hurts you, but you keep doing it because that pain is all you've got. There is nothing else but emptiness inside you and you wonder how you got so hollow," Oriole said solemnly.

"Yes," Pear said, in a tone that showed she was desperately agreeing with him. Her body moved forward towards him. "You're very poetic. You're words were like a melody, they just flowed. They really touched me," Pear said, obsessed with the truth in Oriole's words.

"I think that I'll lose my virginity when I'm in love," Oriole said.

"Love is good and you should wait, don't be careless with yourself," Pear replied, speaking from experience. She looked down at the floor.

"You'll do the same from now on," Oriole said, more a statement than a question.

"I can try, but no promises." Pear liked the pushiness in his words; it sort of made her feel taken care of.

After the girls left, Oriole decided to take a walk and check out his new neighborhood. He would do things like that to cure his loneliness. He was fearful of the idea that he would never find a soul mate. When those feelings crept up on him, he needed to walk to clear his mind. Oriole had been walking for a bit when he felt something hit his head. He looked up to find a boy sitting in a tree, throwing apples at vampire speed. The boy jumped down and the moonlight slowly revealed his face.

"That was your welcoming to the neighborhood, new boy," Joshua Toby said condescendingly.

"Gee thanks. That was very welcoming," Oriole replied sarcastically.

"You know, you humiliated yourself with that pink bag you choose to wear. I can't relate to the color choice." This was exactly what Oriole had feared, judgment from his own kind.

"It's my taste. Lucky for you it doesn't matter what I wear, because you don't have to wear it," Oriole said snidely, turning to walk away.

Oriole hated boys like Joshua, who fed off humiliating people. Joshua reminded him of someone he had hated in the past, so he wanted to get away from him quickly. Suddenly he felt Joshua tackle him to the ground, but he could tell that he wasn't using all of his strength; he was being mischievous. He held Oriole's arms down and pinned his legs to the ground with his knees. He was huge on top of Oriole, and they were now face to face.

"Admit it, you're a little faggot. Say it, 'I'm a fag,'" Joshua growled aggressively.

"No! Get off me, you big jerk! Guys like you have got to prove their manhood. I'm not hiding anything!" Oriole replied defiantly.

"Make me get off you, pussy cat. Do something." Joshua was now using more strength, which made Oriole nervous. Joshua's voice was taunting and Oriole could tell that beneath the straight face, there was real anger.

"Get off me, I mean it." Oriole kicked him hard in his stomach then made a rapid run for it, but Joshua was faster. He ran with immense speed. Oriole had never seen any vampire move that quickly. He had seen some fast ones at the prior year's track contest, but nothing like this. Josh was now directly in front of him, and Oriole was terrified. This was a big vampire boy and Oriole wasn't sure of his motives. He knew that Josh could easily lose control.

"Relax, I'm not going to hurt you. You look like a weak girl, I would feel bad." Joshua's voice was still mocking, but he seemed calmer now. "Let me walk you home, little buddy. Really, I didn't mean to scare you."

Oriole was somewhat relived. Joshua Toby seemed perfectly composed now, walking with his hands in his pockets. Joshua was hard to read. He had a very mystifying way about him because he showed no emotion. His face expressions never changed. He was all physical, it seemed, and showed his feelings only through his actions. This was weird to Oriole. Most people's feelings showed when they were doing something extreme or feeling strong emotion. He found Josh to be very attractive, just too manly, in his eyes. He could not understand why Josh was bothering him. This came from nowhere. Josh had seen him all day at school and never showed any sort of interest, bad or good. He seemed completely impartial to Oriole.

"Look, dude, sometimes I get all stressed out about new people. Also, girls make me crazy. I feel the need to show so much masculinity all the time, not to mention all the extra testosterone we vampire men have - it's three times the amount of human men! I was just taking my frustrations out on you. I needed somewhere to direct my stress. We're cool right?" Joshua asked, his voice and facial expressions still devoid of emotion..

"Yeah, it's cool. I'm over it. You don't have to walk me home; I can get there, but thanks for offering."

Joshua looked surprised, almost disappointed, but he kept walking him anyway. He seemed to be getting closer and closer to Oriole. There was something spine-chilling about him, Oriole thought to himself.

"I don't mind walking you. You're just a little dude and some vampires hate gays. I just want to be sure you get there safe."

"Okay, cool, but what makes you so sure that I am gay? Have you ever even seen a gay vampire?"

"It's not about what you are; it's about how apparent it is. There are many gay vampires, but it's sinful to just wear it on your sleeve. It's a direct embarrassment and insult to our kind. Back in the day, you would have been put down like a dog for that. Essentially, you're a weak link to our kind and we don't tolerate weakness from our men. We have to be protectors."

"How am I wearing it on my sleeve?" Oriole asked, with a bemused look on his face.

"If you don't know the answer to that, then you're not only weak, you're senseless."

"Well, I just don't see how you can call me something I am not even sure that I am. Even if I was gay, I'm no embarrassment to our kind. I represent myself. That's the reason I stayed so separate from vampires. I 'm just my own person; I don't feel the need to be everyone else's idea of a strong vampire male."

"You're are so gay." Josh looked him over as he said the words. He was finally showing slight emotion; there was disgust in his voice. "So, why did you move here?" Joshua seemed to be asking just to change the subject.

"My dad likes to move around a lot, so we came here to Virginia Beach. I guess it was just our next stop."

"May I ask you something? And please don't take offense," Joshua asked, as if he genuinely cared about offending Oriole.

"Yeah. What?"

"Why do you look like an actual girl? I mean, you're actually pretty."

"I don't know. Sometimes I wish I was a girl, because it would be easier than being a feline vampire boy, but I'm not, and there's nothing I can do about it."

Oriole stared up at the sky. He was becoming tenser. Talking about the one thing that he was most insecure about made him anxious. This question was something not many people had asked him to his face, and it mattered.

"I know that. It's just bothering me because your face, it's really appealing," Joshua said awkwardly, staring at Oriole. But once again, Oriole could not get a read on him because there was no sentiment when he spoke, just words Oriole felt uncomfortable and Joshua was confusing him. He was kind of glad his house was coming up.

"This is my house, so I'm going to go in, but thanks again for walking me."

"Your parents cars aren't here. Can I come in to chill out?" Joshua's query was awkward to Oriole and he wondered why he wanted to come in.

"How do you know their cars aren't parked in the garage?"

"Because I can't smell them."

"I know we have strong senses and all, but me, myself, and I can only really smell humans fiercely, or trees... things like that not... ah... cars." Oriole said, sounding perplexed.

"Anything that has a scent, I can smell exceptionally well, and everything has a scent, no matter how faint or unimportant the object may seem. I can smell everything profoundly. It took me years to control it and not feel like I was being attacked by the scent of things."

"It's that severe, your sense of smell?" Oriole asked surprised.

"Yeah, it is." Josh eyes grew large. He squinted and held his ears, tilting his head a bit, like he was hearing something that annoyed him.

"What?"

"Nothing. It's just that damn cat in the alley."

"Where? I don't hear it." Oriole said, craning his neck to look around.

"It's on Johnston Street. You probably wouldn't hear it."

"I don't. I can't hear things that are that far away. You sure you can hear it?" Oriole questioned.

"Yes, I can and yes, I am. So are we going to go inside?"

"Ah... you sure you want to hang out with someone you assume to be gay?" Oriole asked, in a lighthearted way.

"Yeah. I know who I am. You being gay doesn't change me," Josh said confidently.

Oriole let him in and they sat in the living room quietly watching TV for about a half an hour. Joshua seemed perfectly comfortable.

"This is a nice house. Your parents are loaded," Josh said.

"Yeah. Lucky me, spoiled with money, but neglected when it comes to love. Next subject. So, what's up with you? What's on your mind?" Oriole seemed to rush him, like he wanted to get to the point of the visit. He was impatient.

"So have you, like, had sex with dudes?"

"No Joshua, I don't do that. I'm not a whore."

"So having sex makes a person a whore?"

"No, not really, dude, but I guess if I had sex with a guy, I would be a whore," Oriole replied.

"Having sex with a guy means you're horny. It doesn't make you a whore. Why do you think that way, Oriole?"

"All vampires think that way. I mean, if a girl sleeps around, she is a whore. The only way a vampire man can be considered a whore is if he goes too far. The only way a vampire man can ever go too far when it comes to sex is if he did it with another guy, right?" Oriole reasoned.

"Some say that, but some also say that all vampire men are whores in general, when it comes down to it," Josh shot back.

"Well, then wouldn't that mean that all vampire men are gay or bi?" Oriole questioned.

"No. You're so simple minded, Oriole. So, ah, you've never been with a guy before?"

"No, and why doesn't this topic disgust you, Josh?" Oriole asked.

"I'm just trying to show you that I'm cool about this. I mean, you being gay and all."

"You don't have to show me anything. Just chill and let's watch the game."

"Okay cool," Josh replied.

Oriole could feel him still staring, and then felt Josh unexpectedly running his hands through his hair softly. Suddenly he touched Orioles face. Oriole could not figure out what was going on. He was stunned. Josh's gentle touches felt so good, so affectionate. He'd never felt that loved before.

"Your face is so soft, like a girl's. And honestly it's prettier than any girl I have ever seen. I was hard all day, thinking about your face."

Oriole felt staggered at those words. He jumped back, but Joshua only moved closer, his big body almost crushing Oriole. He moved on top of him and started kissing his neck, placing Oriole's hands around his waist. Joshua was breathing heavily against his neck and whispering his name softly. He kissed Oriole's neck deeply, then he turned him over, pressing his crotch against him. He was so big that Oriole could feel him through his pants. He felt that he wasn't ready for that kind of contact.

"I want your body. I want to be inside you," Joshua said aggressively, breathing heavily.

"No. I can't do that right now. I don't even know you and I am not going to do this." Oriole was firm.

"Why not? Let me take you, right here, right now."

"I'm not ready for anything like that yet, seriously."

"Why? Are you scared? I will be gentle to start, don't worry."

"Please, just let me up. I don't even understand where all this is coming from. I'm not ready for sex, Josh."

Joshua grabbed his neck and bit into it hard. It was pleasurable, but Oriole also felt that it was unwelcome. Oriole shivered. He had never been love bitten before.

"I marked you. Now all the secret fags at school will know that you belong to someone."

"Whom do I belong to?" Oriole asked, puzzled.

"Me. You're mine now. From the moment I saw you in class, I knew I was going to have you," Josh announced.

Oriole shuddered at the thought. He felt uneasy and a little taken back. Josh wasn't making sense to him. Josh's physique worried him as well. He was big, and he reminded Oriole of someone he hated. He was attracted to Josh, but this was so new to him, he needed time to adjust. It was surprising that someone wanted him, and by the feel of his manhood, badly.

"So, fine then. Today you don't have to give it to me. I guess we can go slowly, for now. I'll be back tomorrow night, and don't you dare tell a soul."

"I'm not. I wouldn't do that to you, Josh, just let me up please. I don't understand this. Why are you telling me that I belong to you? It's like you went from one thing to the next within the blink of an eye. "

Josh let him up, then pulled him to his feet, like he was a rag doll. Joshua kissed Oriole deeply then scratched his neck. He was marking him again, this time he grabbed his face with one hand and his manhood with another.

"Don't give this to anyone else but me. You're mine," Joshua said aggressively.

"Are you gay, Josh?" Without any warning, Josh smacked him so hard that his face felt like it was on fire, Oriole was staggered.

"Look at me. LOOK AT ME!" Josh screamed. He grabbed Orioles' face, moving his head up and down and forcing him to look at him from head to toe.

"Someone like me doesn't have gay DNA. Use your brain, kid."

"Then why do you want to have sex with me?"

"Sex does not determine your sexuality. Sex is simply a physical act, but sexuality is mental. You're gay, Oriole, not me."

"That doesn't make sense. Josh."

"Yes, it does. If you were taught anything about life, you would know these things. You're very ignorant, but sexy all the same. I've decided I'd like to have you physically, and that's that. Let's be serious, you welcome it. Deep down, you want me too, Oriole."

"Truthfully, I don't know if I like you very much, Josh. Personality wise."

"You don't have to like me; you just have to want to bone me."

"I don't just 'bone.' That's not who I am."

"Are you a male vampire or a girl vampire? Because you don't have the ways of a male."

"I don't have the ways that you interpret as a male vampire is what you mean to say."

"It's not a matter of interpretation, it is a matter of facts!" Josh snapped back quickly, still showing his strange lack of emotion.

"You think you know a lot, Josh."

"Think? I don't do too much thinking, Oriole, if you have not noticed. I act first. I will see you again soon."

Before Oriole could blink, Josh was gone. Everything about Josh was convoluted, making Oriole feel unsure. He knew that he disliked Josh, but for some reason he also felt intrigued by him and turned on by his ego and robustness. These were all qualities he usually hated to see, but there was a mystery to Josh. He seemed to be beyond any other vampire, as far as his abilities, and this was attractive to Oriole. He was angry that Josh slapped him, but he also knew that vampire men were rough, and for them fighting was second nature. They were animals, and like bears and lions, this was part of their nature. It was their way of portraying power over the pact.

Oriole never fit in to the norms, which was why he liked to go to school with humans. They didn't have as much animalistic tendencies. They just left him alone, which he was fine with, though he was lonely. The alternative was to be around his own kind, but he knew he was different in ways that could really hurt him in life. This was a constant battle that he fought inside - the desire to fit in but also the determination not to.



Preview of next chapter: Joshua stood there staring at Oriole he bent down and picked his head up, Orioles face was red he was crying so hard. “Don’t think you’re off the hook because I’m going to get you when you’re alone.”

