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Rachel
loved the nightlife, if
only for the hot guys that came out. She motioned to the bartender
for another drink. He mixed it and brought it over, raising four
fingers for the price. It was so loud in the club that the beats of
the music seemed to replace her own thoughts.

She reached
between her cleavage to pull out her money. A hand slapped down on
the bar clutching four singles. Rachel turned around to see the
hand’s owner. She realized that sometimes she also hated the night
life, if only for the uninteresting guys who hit on her.

But
still, free booze was free booze. She gave him a closed-lip smile
and turned back to her drink. Maybe he’ll take the hint, she thought.

He started
grinding his hips against her ass, and his hands snaked around over
her stomach. They never did seem to take the hint, she
realized.

Rachel felt his
cock start to get hard from rubbing against her ass. She stiffened
up and tried to pull away. His arms tightened around her. Hot
breath washed across the side of her face as he tried yelling
something into her ear.

It was a good
thing she didn’t pay for the drink. Grabbing it from the bar, she
flung the contents over her shoulder.

If anything,
that made his dick get harder.

Then, suddenly,
he no longer held her. Turning around, she saw why. He was lying on
the floor, his face and shirt soaked with her drink. Another guy,
handsome and muscular in a tight shirt, stood over him with an
angry look on his face.

The creeper
took one look at him, scrambled to his feet, and pushed off through
the crowd.

Her savior
turned to face her. She felt a tingle of warmth in her pussy when
their eyes met. This guy was more her style: tall, dark, and
fuckable. Just what she needed.

“Hi,” she
mouthed with a smile.

He
pointed to her, then made a drinking motion. She nodded. Soon, she
had another free drink in front of her on the bar.

He just smiled
and watched as she drank. There was something off about that smile.
Rachel couldn’t figure it out, but she wasn’t about to let that
spoil her good time.

As soon
as she put the empty glass on the bar, he grabbed her hand and
stood. Motioning with his head toward the dance floor, he gave her
arm a light tug. Something about his touch electrified her, and she
flexed her thighs together at the feeling.

Rachel stood
and allowed him to lead her out. She held his hand as he navigated
through clumps of writhing, sweaty dancers until they reached the
middle of the dance floor.

A new
song pounded from the speakers, as they started moving. They
matched the rhythm with their bodies, moving around each other.
Soon, they began exploring with their hands. Her fingers moved over
his hard abs while she felt one of his hands cup her
ass.

Using one
of his thumbs, he lifted her chin. She sucked in a breath as he
lightly ran his tongue up the middle of her neck. His lips pressed
down on her flesh. She felt two very light pricks against her skin
before he pulled away from her.

Her whole body
tingling, Rachel grabbed him and pulled him close. She kissed
him.

When she
tried to poke her tongue into his mouth, he stopped her. Rachel
pulled back, hissing in frustration. She needed this guy in her.
Looking into his eyes, she reached down and grabbed the large bulge
at the front of his pants, then looked toward the exit. His eyes
burned into hers for a moment, and an unreasonable fear shot
through her chest.

He grabbed
Rachel’s hand and pulled her toward the doors. Flinging one open as
though it weighed nothing, they stepped outside. A cool breeze ran
over Rachel’s skin. When the door shut behind them, the music died
to a distant roar.

Her dancing
partner turned to face her. “That was intense,” he said. Still
holding her hand, he started walking around the building. She
followed.

“What’s your
name?” Rachel asked as she admired his ass.

“Dorian,” he
replied without looking back. “You?”

“Rachel. Hey,
where are we going? Why don’t we just get a taxi.”

He pulled her
into an alley behind the club. It was entirely deserted except for
them. Feelings of unease building in her chest, like cold fingers
constricting her heart, Rachel stopped. Dorian stopped as well,
turning around to look at her. The feelings must have been apparent
on her face, because he gave her another warm swarm.

“I know it’s
weird. But it’s exciting too, right?”

It really
was. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been this wet before
actually having sex. She
nodded and he led her deeper into the shadows. They went around a
turn, completely blocking the street from view. It was brighter
there too, with a few lights shining down.

Rachel pressed
herself against a wall and pulled Dorian close again. He leaned
into their kiss as she wrapped one of her legs around his.

She moved her
face away a little so she could talk. “I’ve never done it this way
before. You really are something special.”

This time when
he smiled, he moved his lips back. Rachel’s heart leapt. He had two
very white, pointed fangs. His strong arms pulled their bodies
closer together.

“You have no
idea how special,” Dorian said, “One night with a vampire is
something you will never forget. If you live, that is.” He winked
at her.

Rachel
began to struggle, then stopped when something inside told her to
let it happen. He was going to fuck her, she knew; his hard cock
bulged in his pants and rubbed against her. He reached up to the back of her head and
slowly curled his fingers through her hair. She whimpered a little
as he pulled her head back slightly to one side and planted his
lips over her. Her heart slammed in her chest and she held him
tightly in her arms.

He didn’t bite.
Instead, he left a trail of kisses and hickies across her flesh,
letting his tongue flick out to touch her. She reached down and
squeezed his firm ass, moving her hands up slightly and then
pressing her fingers down into his pants so she could feel the taut
skin under his clothes.

“I can hear
your heart beat,” he said between kisses, “You’re excited...” he
trailed off for a second.

She felt his
free hand press between their bodies. It slid down onto her bare
thighs, revealed by her short dress. He pressed he fingers between
her legs and let his fingertips trail tightly up.

Rachel
sucked in a breath when his fingers across the wet spot on her
panties and began lightly rubbing back and forth across her moist
slit. She reached down
and hiked her dress up around her hips so that she could spread her
legs to give him easier access.

Fumbling in her
excitement, Rachel reached between them and undid the button and
zipper of his pants.

“Very
excited...” Dorian finished.



Hooking a
finger into her thong, he pulled it to one side. He slipped one fingertip into her wet
hole, working it slowly in and out with wet noises that made Rachel
tighten up around him.

With one tug,
she pulled his pants down far enough for his hard cock to pop out.
It was partly trapped between their bodies, pointing almost
straight up. As he finger banged her, she wrapped her fingers
around his shaft just below the head and started jerking him
off.

Dorian moved
his head so that his lips touched her ear. “Put your mouth around
me,” he whispered, taking a small step back after.

The words sent
shivers down her back.

He pulled
his finger from her, making sure to rub it against her clit, as she
knelt down. She pulled up his shirt a little so that she could kiss
his abs, still stroking his cock the entire time. Rachel licked her
lips, then ran them up one side of his shaft. His cock was large
and rock-solid. Her lips slid over the bulging veins and smooth
skin toward the head.

Dorian leaned
back and arched his hips forward a little as she ran the tip of her
tongue over the ridge toward the tip of his dick.

She’d already
jerked a bunch of precum out of him, so she picked it up with her
tongue and smeared it all over the head until it glistened
wetly.

He reached down
and ran his index finger along her cheek, making her look up into
his eyes.

“Suck,” he
said.

With that, she
opened her mouth wide and slid the tight ring of her plump, wet
lips down over the head of his cock and partway down the shaft. She
shifted her hand to the base and began running it up and down him
as much as she could/

When she
finished pressing her mouth forward, she pulled her head back and
looked down to see her lips trailing back over his rod, leaving the
whole surface wet with all the spit she was working up.
She rubbed her tongue all over
the head of his cock when she’d moved back far enough, then pushed
forward around him again, letting her tongue flatten and curl on
the bottom of his shaft.

Then Dorian
leaned forward and put his hands on the wall behind her, spread far
apart. He pushed forward with his hips, slowly moving Rachel until
she felt her back press against the wall. A moment later, she felt
the back of her head bump gently against the hard surface.

About half his
cock was pressed into her mouth. Drops of her spit moved slowly
down his shaft and dripped to the ground. She looked up into his
eyes.

“I want you to
take all of me,” he said.

She
nodded as much as she could. Without another word, he started
leaned his hips forward. His cock slid deeper into her mouth. It
was so big. Her lips strained around his girth. His head pressed
against the back of her throat and he kept moving
forward.

Her pussy
was so wet. She reached down and ran one of her fingers up and down
her slick slit as she deepthroated his cock. Tears formed at the corner of her eyes,
threatening to make her makeup run.

When her lips
had moved the entire way down his length, he stopped. She started
humming around hi, His eyes squeezed shut and his lips pressed into
a thin line. It was the first sign of pleasure she’d seen. She
increased the intensity of her humming. He slapped the wall with
one hand and tried to shove his cock even farther down her
throat.

Dorian bared
his fangs in a snarl and wrenched his cock out of her mouth. It
quivered in the air, soaked and dripping with her spit, as Rachel
caught her breath.

“Get up!”
Dorian said with a growl.

He
reached down and yanked her up to her feet. Shoving her against the
wall, he kissed her deeply, shoving his tongue into her mouth. She
moved her tongue around in his, letting the soft tissue graze the
tips of his fangs.

Dorian hunched
down a little. He moved his hands and arms behind her knees, so
that the inside of his elbows hooked around the backs of her
knees..

Rachel
squealed as he lifted her, bringing her knees most of the way up to
her chest. He held her like that, with her back against the wall
for support. He managed to grab his cock with one hand and guide it
to her opening. Rachel wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed
her fingernails into his flesh through his shirt.

Both of
them sucking in air through their clenched teeth, Dorian squeezed
the head of his cock into her, forcing her tight hole to open up
around him. Rachel
shuddered as he tried to press in deeper, making her walls
involuntarily squeeze around him so that he couldn’t get any
farther in.

Instead of
trying to force himself in like that, she felt him pull back so
that only a little bit of the tip was still inside her. His
shoulders rose under her arms as he took a deep breath. She held
him more tightly.

He thrust his
cock forward.

“Fuck!”
Rachel yelled. Her legs started shaking in his arms. He’d managed
to cram another inch or so of his rod into her tight cunt. He
repeated the move, pulling his cock most of the way out and
slamming it back into her. They both grunted and moaned as he did
it again and again.

Rachel felt so
hot, like her pussy was a furnace sending heat through the rest of
her.

Dorian pushed
his cock all the way into her with one final thrust, letting out a
little growl as her pussy clenched up around him. Smiling, he
flexed his cock inside her, sending sparks all the way to her
fingers and toes.

When she
finished whimpering, she leaned forward and started kissing him,
shoving her tongue past his fangs.

As they kissed,
she felt him slide his cock partway back through her tight lips and
then started thrusting into her. Each time he pushed in, sliding
his cock against her tight and wet walls, he bumped into her little
clit. Her whole body started to shake as she rode the
ever-increasing wave of her incoming orgasm.

He pulled his
face away from hers. “Are you going to come on my dick?”

She managed a
weak nod and a,” Yes...”

He started
fucking her a little faster, bumping her clit more frequently.
“Yeah? Your tight little pussy is going to squeeze my cock? Try to
hold me in there?”

Rachel had her
eyes squeezed shut. It was like she was filled with energy that
couldn’t be contained, that needed a release. His every word made
him tighten up more around him. He was fucking her against the
wall, holding her the way he wanted in his strong arms, ramming his
big cock into her hot, wet hole...

Her pussy
clenched up around him as she arched her neck and screamed. She
suddenly got even wetter than she’d been before, her walls
alternating between weaker and stronger squeezes. She rode him
through it, his unyielding cock pounding her still the whole
time.

Then her
body relaxed and she could open her eyes. She could see his fangs
clearly in his snarl as he tried to keep himself from
coming. He looked at
her.

“I’m going to
fill you up with my cum,” he said.

Her pussy
clenched up again at his words, then relaxed. “Yeah? Gonna fuck me
with that big cock until you can’t take it anymore?”

She sucked his
lower lip into her mouth before he could reply and bit it
lightly.

He pulled out
of her and lowered her feet to the ground. When she steadied
herself, he turned her around. She put her hands on the wall where
his had been and then pushed her ass out at him, spreading her
legs. He put the head of his cock against her opening. She rammed
her pussy back down onto it, taking it all in one push.

“Damn!” Dorian
said.

He
grabbed her hips, digging his fingers into her warm and soft flesh.
She pulled forward while he moved back, and then they slammed
together again. Rachel used the wall for something to push off
of.

When she looked
back, she saw that he had his head tilted back and his eyes were
closed, scrunching shut a little harder each time he pushed back
into her.

She could feel
another orgasm building inside her as they picked up their previous
pace. Her whole body was flushed red. She could feel every last bit
of him, from the ridges of his head as they rubbed against her to
the final inch of his shaft.

“Are you going
to lose control, big man?” She said, pushing back as hard as she
could against him.

He didn’t say
anything now. His mouth hung open a little, now. They slammed
together again. His hands started convulsively squeezing her.

His cum was all
she wanted, shooting into her, filling her up. She wondered if he’d
shoot hard enough for her to feel it hit her pussy. She loved
that.

“So tight...”
Dorian moaned.

His cock
pistoned into her faster than before. His teeth clicked together
and his lips pulled back in another snarl.

Inside
her, his cock jerked. She came again as she felt the first spurt of
cum smack against the back of her pussy. She clenched and
unclenched around him as he sent more cum flying into her. He
pushed into her as far as he could go, making her pussy strain even
more around him. It was so good that she felt more tears start at
the corners of her eyes again. As he pulled his cock out, she could
feel his spunk inside of her, all hot and sticky.

She knew he’d
finished when his fingers released their grip. Rachel felt unsteady
as she straightened up, like she’d been completely drained.

That’s when he
grabbed her. He pressed her against the wall again, his body
touching her back. He grabbed the top of her head, pulled it to one
side to expose her neck. She felt his lips brush her skin.

“That was
good,” he whispered into her ear, “You made me hungry. So
hungry.”

“Will... Will
you turn me into one?” Rachel asked. He was so strong, she knew she
had no chance trying to struggle.

Dorian paused.
He’d obviously not considered that possibility. After another few
moments, he let go of her. She straightened out, then turned around
to face him. He was still so handsome. If she had the energy, she
knew she’d jump him again right there.

“No,” he said
finally, “That would be too easy.”

Rachel felt a
flutter in her chest. She was going to live.

He raised one
hand to her face and gently ran his thumb over her cheek.

“No. You will
answer to me. I want to have you, again and again. Then, when I am
through, I may turn you, or I might just drain you. Now, go.”

He sealed their
meeting with a kiss. She turned around and walked out of the
alley.

She
wondered when he’d want to meet again. Soon, hopefully, Rachel thought.
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