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A Bite To
Remember

Contrary
to what people might think, the life of a vampire is fraught with
problems and worries. Sure we have abilities beyond those of our
human cousins, such as the ability to travel at incredible speeds
over land and air, as well as considerably more power in our
bodies. However the fear that those powers instil in humans often
leads to a strong reaction against us. I had lived in so many
different places that moving from town to town had become a regular
fixture in my schedule. I preferred to keep my vampire heritage a
secret, but as soon as people suspected that I was not all that I
seemed, it invariably resulted in me being driven from town, in one
case, literally by a pitchfork-armed mob. It didn’t help that I was
restricted to night time hours, which always set alarm bells
ringing. For some reason nobody could ever believe that a woman
would work night shifts. I always tried to settle near airports or
places that might have work opportunities during the night, but
keeping up the pretence by dressing up and setting off for work in
the evenings was a real chore. Still I knew that it was a necessary
burden if I wanted to maintain my stay for very long.

I had
always fed away from my nest, choosing to take advantage of my
disguise by driving to other parts of whatever town I found myself
in and securing a meal. However, as the number of reports of
strange biting attacks rose in each town, it wasn’t long before my
neighbours put two and two together. That all changed when I moved
to Springdale, a small but picturesque town in the country. It had
formerly been a mining community but the pits had long been closed
and the town had moved onto using its many surrounding fields for
corn and maize production. Not that I ever got to see the place in
the splendour of daylight. Once again I worried that my lack of
presence when the moving vans turned up would spark my new
neighbours’ fears, but alas when I finally arrived later that
evening under the cover of darkness I was greeted by a handful of
cheery residents. They held fruit baskets and wine in their hands,
ready to present them to me as I climbed out of my shabby old
sedan. Of course they weren’t to know that I would have much
preferred the delicious red wine pulsating through their veins.
There was a small, extremely welcoming family who lived across the
street, a kind of creepy guy who it turned out was my neighbour on
the right side and then a shy but unbelievably cute woman who lived
in the house to the left of mine, called Caroline.

She was
so incredibly pretty despite her age which I guess was closer to 40
than 30, as was I. Whereas I possessed a thin, demure frame; she
had wide, womanly hips and a bust that could cushion a speeding
airplane. I was hooked instantly. Once we had all said our hellos,
they all disappeared back into their homes and I went in to crack
open a bottle of wine and begin unpacking my belongings once again.
The image of her humble little woollen cardigan and her sweep of
blonde hair bobbing around her neck was etched into my mind and she
was all I could think about for the rest of the night. However my
feelings for her were in no way innocent. Vampires rarely had such
fickle human emotions, instead relying on their basic instinct to
feed and satisfy their primal urges. My attraction to her was one
of lust for both sex and blood. From the moment I laid eyes on her
I wanted to strip away her clothes, gag her and feed until my
appetite was satiated. I knew I couldn’t though. Every sensible
part of my brain was telling me to go further afield for my feed,
and for the following few nights I did manage to suppress my
desires enough to leave her alone. Unfortunately I had never been
very good at restraining my urges, which was partly why I’d had to
move so frequently.

Barely a
moment passed by without me fantasising about her and she even
managed to infiltrate my dreams as I slumbered below ground during
the day. It was a constant niggling feeling that only grew stronger
with every day that I spent in my new home. Even as I fed during
the night on people far away, there seemed to be no end to the
tingling of my clitoris. I wanted her so badly, her flesh and blood
in equal measure and suppressing my urges was only making the
problem worse. There was only one thing for it – I had to feed on
her regardless of the consequences. She was like some drug I’d
never tasted and, being told that it wasn’t allowed, made my brain
revert to its hormonal ways. Roughly two weeks after I had moved
in, I had hardly spoken to any of my neighbours, least of all
Caroline. However I had noticed her moving around through the
frosted glass of her bathroom window. Even the vague fleshy
silhouette of her body was enough to set my juices flowing and
after some fretting, I finally convinced myself that it was okay to
proceed with my plan. I didn’t even require a feed as I had taken
enough to last several days just one night earlier. I was acting
purely out of the yearning for pleasure. I wanted to taste her and
in more ways than one.

I tarted myself up with some luscious red lipstick to contrast
with my pale skin and slipped on a bra-less hi-lo top that clung to
my already erect, cold nipples. There was no way she could miss
them as they poked out at her and my skinny trousers clung to my
ass perfectly, emphasising my slender body. My pussy was dripping
wet before I even reached her front door, cup in hand ready to ask
for the clichéd cup of sugar. I rang the doorbell and waited for
her to answer. The lights were on and I was sure that I could hear
her TV blurting away inside. She didn’t answer so I rang the bell
again, becoming slightly frustrated as I paced back and forth on
the spot a few times. Come on, I know
you’re in there, I thought,
come out to play! Finally
there was some movement as the thud of her footsteps juddered down
the stairs. She opened the door in her plush white night gown,
which I’d spied several times already as she climbed out of the
shower. I had checked to see if she was in her bathroom before I
set out, but she wasn’t. What have you
been up to, I wondered.

“Oh,
hello?” she asked, pulling the sides of her lilting gown together.
She looked flustered with rosy cheeks as she re-tied the knot in
her belt. She had clearly put it on in a hurry and from the sheen
of sweat on her forehead I could tell exactly what she had been
doing. I could sense her heightened pulse like a lion that had
caught the scent of its prey.

“Oh hi!”
I said, “Sorry, did I disturb you?”

“Um...
no, not at all!” she lied, running her fingers through her hair to
fix it. Her head had obviously been rubbing against her pillows and
was a complete mess.

“I was
just wondering if I could borrow some sugar...“ I said, holding out
my cup like a pauper asking for change. I guess she was so eager to
get back to what she had been doing that she didn’t even question
me. There was a twenty-four hour convenience store just a couple of
minute drive away that I could easily have visited for my glucose
fix, but thankfully she didn’t notice.

“Uh...
sure...” she replied, taking the cup from my grasp. Her hand
breached the invisible barrier of her doorframe momentarily and I
almost considered dragging her out and pulling her into my house,
but it was so much more convenient to do it at hers.

“Thank
you.” I said, as she retreated back into her house. She looked at
me strangely and giggled, standing aside as if she was waiting for
me to enter, but of course I couldn’t.

“Come
in, then!” she chuckled, and I took one long step beyond her door
to move inside. I was in, and as she closed the door behind me I
caught the scent of her perfume wafting towards me. She glanced
down at my chest and quickly averted her gaze, but it was obvious
that she had noticed my firm, protruding nipples. I waited just
inside the door as she disappeared into her kitchen with my cup,
surveying the surroundings and plotting out my attack. It was
strange. I’d fed on countless people before and I’d lusted after
many a woman in the past, and yet I found myself oddly drawn to
Caroline in a way that I couldn’t describe. It was even stranger as
I’d hardly spoken to her since I had moved in next door to her. I
could see her amazing ass wiggling behind her as she tipped her bag
of sugar into the cup, carefull so as not to spill a single
granule. She returned to the living room and passed me the cup
again. As she handed it to me, I noticed her finger trembling
slightly. She was nervous and yet I hadn’t done anything yet. My
skin was itching with anticipation as she smiled back me, yearning
to pounce on her and satiate my needs. Still there was a small
element of doubt buried deep within me that kept telling me to
proceed gently.

“Is there anything else I can help you with?” she asked,
twirling her locks of blonde hair around between her fingers beside
her cheeks. She’s flirting with
me, I thought. She gazed down once again at
my nipples, this time even more conspicuously as if she wanted me
to notice. I giggled and looked down at the cup of sugar in my
hands, fingering the top layer of white grains as I thought about
what to do. I had never felt so conflicted and even though I wanted
to drain her of her blood right there on the living room carpet,
the voice calling out from deep inside my own heart was slowly
overpowering my senses.

“Such
as?” I asked, even shuddering slightly as the words escaped from my
lips. I had all the power and yet I was just as nervous and jittery
as she was. She moistened her lips seductively and stepped closer,
holding out her fingers in front of her to cling to my top. She
moved so close that I could feel her warm breath pouring over my
face. The pulsating bulge of her carotid artery was like a box of
candy just waiting to be exploited and I was amazed that my fangs
didn’t pop out right there and then – they had a tendency to
involuntarily appear whenever I was aroused or had the scent of
blood in my nose. There was no denying what she wanted, or the fact
that I wanted it too. She didn’t say a word, instead choosing to
lean closer with her eyes drifting to a close and her lips gently
parted. Trails of saliva stretched between them for a split second
before finally pressing against mine. We kissed tepidly for a
moment, softly pushing our tongues into each other’s mouths as the
pleasure surged through our bodies. I blindly reached out to my
side and placed the cup of sugar on the sideboard beside me so I
could place my hands on her hips. She did the same, holding me
closer so that our bodies pressed firmly together and the enormous
bulges of her breasts squashed against my little peaks. Her arm
grazed over mine and she recoiled for a second.

“You’re
so cold!” she said, running her fingers up and down my arm to warm
me up. I knew there was nothing she could do about it, though, such
was the life of a vampire. My skin was pale and cool and the only
time it warmed even a little bit was when I had a fresh injection
of hot, human blood flowing through me. I wanted more than anything
to let her warm me up, but not the way she was doing it. Her
fingers moved down to my hand, which she cradled and massaged for a
moment as she bit her bottom lip and gazed into my eyes with her
sultry, wide pupils. With a single huff of excitement, she gripped
my hand and led me towards the stairs. I trailed closely behind,
holding out my arm as she dragged me willingly towards her bedroom.
Her glorious ass stuck out behind her and my arm grazed over the
plush material of her gown repeatedly as she guided me to the top
of the stairs and then along the landing towards her bedroom door.
As she led me inside, I saw that her bedside lamp was on and it
cast two soft grey silhouettes across the room as we entered. She
made no attempt to hide the sticky shaft of her vibrator, which was
standing on its base and pointing towards the ceiling. I could
sense her heart racing even faster inside her chest as she pulled
me to the side of the bed. She was clearly very sexually charged
and I sensed the throb of her clitoris between her
thighs.

She untied her gown and then gripped the sides to peel them
apart, opening it up and revealing her incredibly round, firm
breasts to me. I almost gasped in awe as the gown dropped to the
floor, unsure whether to stare at her breasts, her perfectly toned
stomach or the neatly trimmed patch of pubic hair just above her
clit. I wanted to touch and suck from every part of her body, but
before I could even choose which part of her flesh to gorge on
first, she reached out and started to unbutton my top. She popped
each one open faster than the last and then pulled it apart to
reveal my own small but supple tits. Her eyes lit up as she saw my
tiny little red nipples and didn’t even wait until my top had
dropped from my shoulders to the floor before leaning down to suck
on them. She cupped them in her hands and lashed her tongue across
each erect teat as her saliva dripped down over my stomach. I
shuddered with excitement and held the back of her head as she
sucked on them, cradling her warm, blonde hair and resisting the
urge to expose my fangs. It would have been so easy to hold her
down at that point and since she was already naked I could have fed
from any point on her body. Still, as much as the violent urges
flooded my mind, I managed to resist them in favour of exploring
that new feeling I was experiencing. Is
this what real human attraction feels like,
I wondered. It felt entirely foreign to me.

“Getting
warmer?” she asked with a cheeky smile as she crouched before me
and unbuttoned my trousers. I nodded and watched as she peeled them
down over my thighs to leave me standing before her in only my
skimpy little thong. She removed my shoes and placed them aside
with my trousers before bringing her attention to my thong. I felt
her lips pressing above and below the thin strands of fabric that
clung to my lower waist and giggled as she gripped it between her
teeth and pulled it down over my thighs. She was so kinky and hot,
and yet as she stared up into my eyes I felt something which was
far more potent desire than mere lust. There was a genuine
sincerity in her eyes that almost knocked me off balance. What’s
more, my own emotions mirrored hers. As I stepped out of my thong,
she climbed onto the bed and reached over to pull me on top of her.
I mounted and lay on top of her, pressing the front of my crotch
between her parted thighs in the missionary position. I thrust my
hips against her a few times while we kissed, rolling our hands up
and down over each other’s bare flesh while our tongues lashed
together. I had never felt sexual excitement like it and the way
her breasts squashed between us and bulged at our sides was making
me wetter by the second.

I
straddled her right thigh, pressing my pussy against it with hers
against mine as we writhed together. The instant pressure on my
clitoris was so intense that I started to moan amidst my deep,
wavering breaths. Caroline was also in a state of elation as we
French kissed and ground our hips against each other while our
breasts mashed together between us. It was quickly becoming too
much for me to handle and my primal instincts were working their
way to the fore once again. I couldn’t stop though. I just wanted
to grind my hips even harder and before long the pressure had grown
to such levels that I could no longer control myself. Suddenly,
with a sharp flick of my neck, my long, sharp fangs extended from
my top row of teeth, instantly making her gasp in horror beneath
me. I lost control of myself and immediately launched into her
neck, piercing the skin so I could suckle on the fast flowing gush
of blood that started to spill out. I continued to writhe with her
even though she was screaming and trying to push me away. Part of
me was ashamed by what I was doing. I knew it was wrong and I knew
she was afraid, but I just couldn’t stop myself. I swallowed every
droplet of blood that spurted from her neck, barely allowing a
single drop to leak from between my lips and her skin.

I held her down, forcing her to remain on her back as I fed
from her neck, still grinding my thigh against her clitoris. After
a minute or two, her protesting screams dwindled and were slowly
replaced with the persistent groan of her ecstatic voice muffled
beneath the palm of my hand. I pressed harder against her pussy,
working her into an even greater state of intense sexual pleasure
while I drank from her neck. Her body relaxed and beneath me, and
she even started to meet the writhing motion of my hips with her
own. I raised my hand from her mouth and looked up to see her
peering down at me. She was still scared, but she knew that I
didn’t want to hurt her. As my temporary insanity subsided, I
pricked my finger and dabbed some of my vampire blood onto the two
fang marks on her neck, healing them instantly. Her heart was still
pounding inside her chest and her whole body was smothered in a
light sweaty sheen that glistened in the soft glow of the bedside
lamp. I leaned in once again, causing her to shiver in fright.
However I merely pressed my lips against the sore wound and then
kissed my way up to her cheeks. She relaxed even more and then
returned my embrace as I kissed her lips. I pulled away and she
raised her fingers up to inspect my fangs, which were still
protruding from my upper jaw. She snagged the tip of her finger
over them, almost drawing blood before raising a faint but
noticeable smile. She’s okay with
it, I thought.

She
began to push the top of my head down towards her crotch, so I
moved south over her mountainous breasts and firm stomach to kiss
the bristles of pubic hair above her pussy. She parted her thighs
for me as I knelt between them, and I could easily see the trails
of her juices stretching between her labia as they moved apart. It
set my own juices gushing and as I leaned in to taste her in a
wholly different way, she trembled with nervous excitement. Her
life was in my hands, but I had no intention of ending it. I
pressed the tip of my right fang against her clitoral hood, poking
it gently as she quivered and groaned with expectation. Then the
little pink bean was already firm and exposed, ready for my hungry
tongue to lap over. I wrapped my lips around it and began to lash
my taste buds over the smooth little granule while my two middle
fingers worked their way around the opening of her vagina just an
inch below. She let out a series of long, ecstatic moans as I slid
them up inside her and rubbed against her g-spot, sending her wild
with passion. She loved it and so did I, tasting her pussy was
almost as satisfying as drinking her blood and as she writhed on
the bed before my mouth, I realised that she wanted more of
both.

She
reached down and stroked the patch of flesh on her left thigh just
below her pussy, as if she was drawing my attention to it. I paused
for a moment and looked at her thigh and then up at her face,
exposing my fangs to silently ask if that was what she wanted. She
nodded nervously and watched as I sank my teeth into her flesh once
again, instantly drawing blood from the deep vein I had punctured.
The crimson gold began to spill out in to my lips as I sucked on
the two puncture wounds and she started to circle her fingers
around her clitoris, as if she was getting off to the sight of me
feeding on her. I was about to reach down toward my own clitoris to
play with myself and relieve the tension in my groin, but then I
had a much better idea. I moved around, flipping my legs over
Caroline’s shoulders to straddle her face and then lay flat against
her chest again, albeit in the sixty nine position. I backed up
onto her mouth, pressing my slim labia against her lips so she
could slither her tongue between them and then suck on my clit
while I gorged on the blood spewing from her thigh. Our bodies
writhed together and smeared our combined sweat over each other’s
flesh as we ground our hips and slowly but surely edged ourselves
to our inevitable climaxes.

I kept
the fingers of my left hand lodged deep inside her, working them
around the walls of her vagina and concentrating on her g-spot
while my other hand massaged her exposed, throbbing clitoris. My
tongue darted between her clit and the wounds on her thigh, from
which I continued to suck the endless stream of blood. I knew I
would have to stop soon but I also knew that the only way to stop
would be to cum. There was no other conceivable way of ending my
feed, it was like I was hypnotised by the sight of red spilling
from her skin. Thankfully neither of us could stand much more of
the intense mutual masturbation and together we descended into a
bout of powerful and uncontrollable convulsions. We both groaned
together, although my gothic, guttural moaning far outweighed her
feminine whimpering. Our whole bodies shuddered violently as we
came, seizing up as the surges of pleasure overwhelmed our senses.
I made sure to heal her leg wound so that I could enjoy every
single orgasmic spasm and together we continued to finger and suck
on each other’s clits until the very last second. I collapsed on
top of her and it took several minutes before either of us was able
to move. I couldn’t blame her though. When I finally turned around
and lay beside her, I could see that I had drained her almost to
the brink of death. She was as pale as I was and barely conscious,
yet the smile on her face told me everything I needed to
know.

We
cuddled for a little while as she regained her energy and then she
asked me if I wanted anything to eat. We both chuckled at her
suggestion, seeing as that was exactly what I had just done. I
insisted that she grab something, though, and as we sat together in
her living room it slowly dawned on me that I had found something
that I hadn’t even realised I had been searching for my whole life,
a real lover. As it turned out, I did need to move quite soon after
that, but the destination was nowhere near as far afield. I simply
needed to move one door to the left, where my new life of intense
sex and blood on tap awaited me.

THE
END
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