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CHAPTER 1

"Sammy's gotta eat."

A dozen or so NHL players were milling around, post-game, in their locker room. The coach had finished his rant. The stench of hockey gear filled the room; the men in various stages of undress making their way to the showers.

"Sammy's gotta eat," the left wing said again, slamming his locker. "He's freaking out again."

"Did you lock him up?" the team captain asked, unlacing his skates. He was looking up at his teammate from the bench inside the locker room.

"Yeah, he's locked in the bathroom. He's going to start screaming soon. Who's going this time?"

"Not me," the Czech said. "I have to go. I have something to do."

"I did it last time," the Canadian said.

The captain looked around. "This is starting to get a little out of control."

There was banging in the distance. Then howling; a man screaming, "OUT! OUTTTTTTTTT!"

The left wing shook his head, wrapping a towel around his waist to enter the showers. "I told you. I told you - he's going to go off. Someone's gotta go, and quick."

"Take the rook," the veteran center said, nodding toward a younger guy, dressed in a suit, who was quietly assembling his gear into his locker. He had just come up from the minor leagues and it was his first day so he did not play. The team had barely had a chance to introduce themselves to the rookie. His name was Keith Simpson.

"We can't take the rook," the captain said with a sigh, throwing his shoulder pads and other various gear into his locker. "He doesn't even know about it yet."

There was louder banging now coming from the locked bathroom. A player emerged from the shower, wet, in a towel. He sniffed. "Someone's gotta take care of Sammy. He's losing it."

The captain sighed. "Ok, we'll take the rookie. He'll think it's a hazing. I'll explain tomorrow. Are you guys ready?"

There were a few grumbles. The captain turned to the veteran, the oldest member of the team, and physically the strongest. "Are you going to spot?"

"Yeah," he said with a sigh, closing his locker. "Let's just go now, because I need to get home. I'm beat."

***

About six teammates approached the rookie, who looked up, scanned them with his eyes, then quietly closed his locker. He could tell. He could tell, by the way they approached him, that this was his initiation. Everyone knew it happened. He experienced it in juniors, he experienced it in his first game for the minor leagues, and this was it.

His NHL hazing.

Keith knew it was stupid to resist. Plus, he did not want to look like a pussy in front of his new peers. He had no idea what his hazing would be, but he had heard some pretty awful stories. Kidnappings, being dressed as a woman and forced to go out into public, being forced to drink huge amounts of alcohol, pass out and wake up with a lubricated asshole and a thank you note from a fictitious butch (only to find out later nothing really happened).

He put up his hands in a "slow down" gesture. Keith stood, cleared his throat, and said "I know, I know. Go easy on me."

John Weekes, the veteran center, put a hand on the back of his neck. "You have no idea. Just shut your eyes, and don't ask any questions."

The other players grabbed his arms, and they escorted him toward the training room.

***

In the training room, where sutures were performed and the massage tables were assembled, Keith could clearly hear what sounded like a broken Swedish accent and a lot of banging on the door. "OUTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT!" the word seemed to be. Rattling of the door now. Then what sounded like scratching. Then kicking.

Then something louder.

"The fucker ripped the toilet seat off again," Weekes groaned. "Let's get him before he smashes his head into the wall."

The other players pinned the rookie to a massage table, on his back, and started taking off his clothes. The captain stepped into view; he was somber, and not holding the rookie down with the other players. He said quietly, "This is going to be confusing to you. Just trust me. I'll explain it all later."

Keith squinted at his new mentor. He had no idea what he was talking about. Was this a mind fuck of some sort?

His teammates yanked off Keith's shoes and socks, then went for his trousers. In the background, her heard banging, crashing. A trash can was kicked from the bathroom and came rolling into the training room. Weekes and his Czech teammate were cursing in two different languages at the same time.

"Calm down, Sammy," Weekes said. "CALM DOWN, SAMMY."

The left wing who was pulling down Keith's trousers, not even looking at him, said "Neck or what?"

"Thigh," the captain said. "Give me a towel."

A towel was tossed to him. Keith watched this all unfold. He felt his teammates spread his legs and pin his ankles. They had left him in his briefs, so he was praying this was not some gay sex ritual about to unfold, because he had heard about those, too.


Then he saw Sammy. Weekes and the Czech were holding him, and he was shuffling his feet to move forward, and by the grimaces on their faces, and the sweat on their brows, he could tell it took all their strength to hold back the seemingly smaller framed player.

He recognized the young Swede, who he had met briefly and regarded as extremely quiet, but his head was down as they dragged him forward. He was salivating - actually, drooling, and spittle was dripping on the floor in a long stream as they dragged him forward. Weekes had his right arm pinned so far up behind his back, the Swede's shoulder muscles bulged and Keith had to cringe. He was totally confused.

Then Sammy lifted his head for the first time.

Keith said, "Holy fucking shit!"


CHAPTER 2

"What the fuck!" he screamed, trying to get up. "What the FUCK!"

He could not take his eyes off of Sammy, and could not believe what he saw. In his mind, he thought, ok, this is some fucked up special effects mind fuck holy-hell of a hazing, and they are trying to screw with my head.

Because Sammy was not the shy, pink cheeked Swede he met that day when he got off the bus. He was salivating, snarling, and growling; his eyes were on fire, his hair was dripping in sweat, and his teeth were mangled, green in some areas, his lip was bleeding from a puncture wound of his own tooth that was disgustingly disfigured.

"What the fuck is that?! What the fuck!" Keith said.

"Hold still," the captain said. And at that moment, Sammy nearly wrenched free from Weekes and the Czech, and they tackled him, pinning him to the floor. Keith could no longer see him, but saw Weekes twist his arm back more.

"Sammy," he said. "Calm down. Don't make me hurt you."

Sammy's feet were paddling in air, as if running. "MUST. DO!" he screamed. It was loud.

The captain leaned into Keith's view, and said, "Just hold still." And he put a towel over the rookie's face, pressing it down over his mouth to silence him. "Go," he said.

Keith struggled. He heard something be kicked over. He heard Sammy wail. He heard Weekes say, "Hold his head. Hold his head. Get his jaw."

They were all panting. Three hands were on Keith's thigh. Someone was holding his hips still. He felt drool, moisture, dripping onto his open thigh, he felt breath on him, and could smell the stench of it. He heard Sammy growl. "Yes, yes, yes," he said, then in Swede, he said it again.

"Got him," Weekes said.

"Ready," the Czech said.

Then he felt piercing pain in his thigh, he tried to bolt up right, and the captain said, "Easy now, just relax. This will be over quick."

He screamed into the cloth.

The last thing he heard before he nearly passed out from pain, shock and confusion was Weekes saying, "Sammy, don't BITE DOWN! DO NOT FUCKING CHEW!"

There was a wail of pain from the Swede, and Keith could hear the distinct popping of muscle and knew that Sammy had his arm wrenched back more, and could also feel it, because he was pressed more into the rookie's thigh. He could not see, or realize much more than the pain, but it felt like he was being bitten. Hard. By a rabid dog.

He whimpered. He thought, what a mind fuck. Who the hell are these people?

Then he passed out, briefly.

***

Keith came to when the towel was removed from his face, which was just a few moments later. The captain took the towel and pressed it to the rookie's thigh. He looked at the left wing. "Sutures?"

"No, it looks ok."

Keith turned, panting, to see Weekes and the Czech dragging Sammy out of the room, who was now half limp, moaning, gasping, panting, with a trail of blood was following them. His blood.

He looked at his leg. It ached. "What the fuck," he panted, "is going on?"

Keith heard showers coming on. More wailing. Screaming.

The captain said, "I'll explain in a minute. Lay back. It's over. We'll get some ice on it."

The other players stopped holding Keith down and disassembled, and he heard them move into a conversation about basketball playoffs, as if nothing happened. They disappeared into the locker room.

There was more commotion coming from the shower. Sammy wailing. Weekes yelling, "Hold still, Sammy!"

The captain put his fingers to his temple, his eyes shut. "This is too much for you to take in one night. Tomorrow, I'll explain it all. Just …. just know that you are going to be ok, and don't think about what just happened."

Keith got up onto his elbows as the Czech dropped off the ice pack. He said to the captain "John's got him in there. I need to go. I am already late." He gave the rookie a slap on the shoulder. "You’ll be ok. See you tomorrow."

Keith held the ice pack to his thigh, which was still throbbing. He lifted it to look, and saw bruising, a gash, some lingering blood. He grimaced. "What is that??"

"Sammy goes beast," the captain said. "That's what we call it. I will give you the details tomorrow. Right now, you need to go to your hotel, and go to bed. I'm going to give you some motion sickness pills. You'll be throwing up all night, but feel better by morning."

"Is this some sort of twisted joke?" the rookie asked, looking desperately at the captain.

"Unfortunately, no."

***

In the locker room, the rookie half hobbled, half hopped, and tenderly put his trousers back on. The captain came to him and handed him two small white pills. "Take these. Go to your hotel. Do you want me to have someone go with you?"

"No," the rookie said softly. "I…. I don't feel well. I'm really confused."

The captain put a hand on Keith's shoulder. "Take another shower if you can. Go to your room, sleep. If you want to skip practice tomorrow, that's ok. I'm going to call you in the morning to see if you are feeling ok."

"Yeah," the rookie said, his face in his hands.

As the captain stepped away to go to his own locker, the rookie mumbled, "I should have gone with fucking Detroit."


CHAPTER 3

The captain had almost finished packing up his things when Weekes emerged, tossing a bloody towel on the floor with a sigh saying, "He ain't changing back."

Kyle turned slowly to him. "He needs more?"

Weekes opened and closed his locker, looking for his water bottle. "Yep. And it isn't pretty. I'll go, if you want."

The captain shut his locker. "I'll do it."

Keith overheard this conversation, and watched the two men walk back into the training room. Weekes turned, before going out of sight, and asked, "You ok, rook?"

The rookie responded, quietly, "I…guess so."

Then they were gone.

***

The captain was pulling off his sweater as he entered the training room. He placed it on the other massage table, then sat down and reclined in the remaining one. Two of his teammates, who were ranting about something that happened in the game that night, hardly aware, it seemed, of what was going on, walked over.

"It was a bad fucking call," one of them said.

"Bullshit," the other said, and they flanked Kyle, each took him by the upper arm and shoulder, and one said "You ready, cappy?"

"Yeah," he said, eyes down.

Weekes had already left to retrieve Sammy from the bathroom. He and another player dragged him out. They had washed up his face pretty well, and the blood was gone, but he looked rabid. When he saw Kyle he said, "Captain, I get captain."

Kyle turned his head the opposite way when Weekes positioned Sammy close to the captain's neck. "Sammy, you are vile."

The captain shut his eyes.

"Ready?" Weekes asked.

"Yes," the captain responded. And his body jerked, just once, when his teammates guided the ferocious Swede's open jaw to the captain's collar bone.

"Ten seconds, Sammy," Weekes said, stern, like a father. "That's all you get."

All the captain could do was count in his head, backwards from ten.

***

The captain slammed his locker. He took two of the motion sickness pills, washed it down with water, then leaned down to zip his gym bag. Keith emerged from the shower, a towel around him. He said softly, "I took your advice. Showered. I feel a little better."

"Good," the captain said, standing and looking for his car keys. "You'll be fine."

At that moment, Sammy walked in, just in a towel, his eyes down. He looked normal again, but very sad. Wet, dripping wet. He softly said, "hi," but did not look at anyone.

The captain said, "It's ok Sammy. It's ok. See you tomorrow, alright?"

Sammy replied, from the far side of the locker room as he retrieved his clothes. "Ok."

Keith turned to the captain. "He isn't aware of what he did, is he?"

"Nope," the captain said as he stood. "Forgets it all. Feels like shit afterward. I will explain it all tomorrow. Go home and sleep."

He gave the rookie a tap on the shoulder and left.

The rookie turned and stared at the door of his locker.

Sammy cleared his throat, and said, softly, "I am sorry, Keith."

Keith looked at Sammy with a blank stare, then turned back to his locker. Under his breath, he said, "Should have gone with fucking Detroit."

***

Indeed, the next day, the captain explained it all to Keith, over breakfast before practice.

"Sammy goes beast, as we call it," he said.

He explained that they got Sammy from Dallas two years earlier, and the Dallas General Manager had called their GM and said, "I have to warn you, he has a condition". Later, they all joked, "That was an understatement."

In their first season with Sammy, he only went beast four times total. It happened fast, usually right after a game, and often if they played poorly. He got a blood lust, lost his mind for a few moments, but once he got a little taste, he was fine. They found out, quickly, that it was a certain blood type only, and it used to be just a few drops. Then he'd snap out of it.

The next year, it got worse. He needed more, and more often. He turned more rabid when he did it, and his strength in that state was incredible. They had, what they called, the "pool" - that is, players with the right blood type. So they would take turns.


But lately it was getting worse. More often. Sometimes twice in one night. Sometimes he'd jerk out of the hands of the people that were holding him, and bite so hard, the victim needed sutures afterwards. He had ripped locker doors off and flung them at people, destroyed the bathroom where they locked him up, slammed his fist into glass mirrors in a rage. Always, when it was done, he walked out sullen, sad. Remembering nothing. He would apologize.

"Why don't you trade him?" the rookie asked, after hearing all of this. "Or send him to a doctor? He must have a medical condition."

The captain sipped his coffee, placed the mug down, and said "Because if we bring him to a doctor, it will become a media circus. We have been able to keep it under control. And we don't want to trade him, because he's good. He's key to our lineup. This is a fluke thing, it just happens. We can't figure out why, or when, or how. We can't figure out how it used to be once a month, now it's three times a month. If it gets worse, we will look at our other options. Right now, we have agreed, collectively, that we will put up with it. We don't want to lose him.  We care about him.  He’s our teammate, and our friend."

The captain leaned over to fetch a bite of his omelet. "And he's a good kid," he added. "This isn't his fault."

"So," Keith looked down, hesitated. "Am I a part of this pool, now?"

"Yes," the captain responded somberly.

"Do I have a choice?"

"Yes. You can say no. But as a member of our team, I would hope you would make the same sacrifice the others do, and I do. Look, we don't want this any more than you do. We don't want to be up puking all night. We don't want our necks ripped open, and to have to deal with the shit that comes with him when he goes beast on us. But we care about him. He is our friend. Our teammate. He is a good person. He's sick, and he can't help this. We want to keep it quiet, deal with it, and focus on the game."

Keith poked a fork into his eggs. "Detroit," he mumbled. "Should have…"

The captain laughed. "You wouldn't be happy there. Trust me. Talk to Chauncy, he came from there. They are pricks."

There was an awkward silence.

"With nine of us, now," the captain added. "The most you can think about is maybe one more time, two at the most. He goes in stages, sometimes a lot, something nothing. Just be patient. Once you go through it a few times, you get used to it."

The rookie ate, and thought, and shook his head slowly, and said, "This is unreal."

The captain responded, "Welcome to my world."


CHAPTER 4

Two weeks later, about a quarter of the way into the normal season, the team was playing Dallas - Sammy's former team. Sammy had gone "beast" two times in two weeks, but seemed to be slowing down a little, thankfully. Both times, again, were after bad games. Rage and self-hatred seemed to be what triggered him.

In this game, the home team was suffering. The opponents were rubbing defeat into the face of their opposition, and it infuriated just about everyone. Down 6 to 0 in the last period, there was little hope for a comeback.

About half of the current roster of the Dallas team knew of Sammy's condition since they used to have him on their team, but because he was no longer his problem, most didn't even think about it. Additionally, his ailment was much subtler when he had played on their team, and they had no idea how it had mutated and become more frequent, and insatiable.

Rubbing the loss once again in the other team's face, as Sammy entered the face off circle with the opposing team's center, and well-known instigator, the moment they put their sticks down to get into position, he was pushed over the edge.

"You guys really suck this year," was all the guy said, shaking his head, as if to humiliate the young Swede and take him even more off his game.

Three players on the Dallas bench stood up when they saw it. The team captain, who was a defenseman, and was on the ice at the time, saw it at once. As soon as the puck was dropped, he literally left the game, skated to the home team's bench, and said to their captain, who was drinking from his water bottle, "Sammy's fucking changing. Right now. On the ice."

Four people on the home team bench stood up to look. Indeed, he was. Three more people stood on the Dallas bench and were talking to each other. The play was in the defensive zone and Sammy was following the opposing center, barely even holding onto his own stick any more, and not even in the position where he belonged. He was going after the other guy. And it was just a matter of a few strides before he'd catch up to him.

The opposing center got the puck on the stick of his tape at about the middle of the ice, right when Sammy sped up to reach him. Sammy grabbed him from behind, and threw him backwards onto the ice. Both officials raised their arms to indicate a penalty.

At that moment, four people from the Dallas bench jumped onto the ice in a frenzy, and six from the home team, all rushing to the scene that unfolded.

***

The on-air announcers were scratching their heads as a pile of about eleven players landed on top of the two fighting centers. "This is going to result in several game misconducts," the color commentator observed, "And probably some heavy fines leveled on several players. I can understand why Dallas might have blown a fuse and take the off-the-bench penalty, but I can't for the life of me figure out why the home team would."

He was, of course, referring to the NHL rule that stated if any player left the bench to join an on-ice altercation, it would result in an immediate game misconduct and heavy fine. This was a rule designed to discourage entire benches from joining fights during a heated moment.

The referees pulled the players off one by one, pointing most of them to their respective locker rooms as they were going to be forced to skip the rest of the game. At the bottom of the pile, a growling Sammy was clutching, feverishly, at the protective gear of the opposing team's center, who was hissing, "Get him the fuck off of me!"

Sammy was having trouble with the chin strap of the victim's helmet. He threw off another glove so he could use his fingers.

"Grab him, grab him, grab him," the veteran on the home team hissed, talking to not only his own team, but to Dallas.

Sammy let out a whine of frustration. Media were snapping pictures like mad as this was certainly going to be the lead sports story the next day, but because the action was at center ice, it was hard for most to get the zoom on their lenses in close enough to really capture it.

Finally, someone got their hands on Sammy by the shoulders. The captain turned to his bench and with a wave of the hand, called over their medical trainer. He was panting, saying, "Cover his face, cover his face."

The trainer leaned down with a towel, and the captain removed Sammy's helmet. His face was then covered with the towel, as if to tend to a split lip or bloody nose. Indeed, they were just blocking his face from the media and fans, because while he had not fully changed, he still did not look quite right.

He fought his own team like mad as they dragged him off the ice. His feet were slipping out from under him, as if he forgot he was on skates. He threw his head from side to side.

Again, upstairs, the commentators were looking at each other, confused. "For a guy that never gets into a scrum," one said, "he is one angry fellow."

"His own teammates are having trouble getting him off the ice," the other added. "And I'm still unsure what even sparked this. Let's look at the replay."

It was amazing the game was able to finish, considering how many players were kicked out for fighting.

***

The next day, across the city, Leilani Pierce was reading the morning newspaper. Sipping coffee, she listened to her fiancé, Jake. He was mumbling about his work day. He was a lawyer and had to go into trial, which was one of the things he hated.

Leilani had a slower day planned, so she was trying to unwind a little. She had read the entire paper already and sighing, picked up the sports section that was left. She did not follow sports, but it was either that section or the classifieds, so she took it. The cover story of the sports section was: "Confusing alteration results in unprecedented eight misconducts, three suspensions, steep fines."

She looked at the picture. Hockey, she reflected, was a violent sport. She did not follow it, but had heard about it. The picture was of a pile of men. She read the story, and found it to be confusing (as the writer did; he could not put a finger on why the mayhem started, and in the post-game interviews, both teams gave really evasive answers to direct questions from the media).

Finding it a bit like a soap opera, she sipped her coffee and opened to the inside, where the remaining portion of the story was. Another photo was inside, this one, in black and white. It was of three players dragging away the gentleman that apparently started the fight. She squinted at it.

Putting down her coffee mug, she leaned closer. "Oh my god. OH MY GOD."

Jake was in the kitchen now, trying to find some juice. "I am late. Jesus. I can't believe it."

"Oh my God," she repeated. "Jake, come look at this."

Hearing the change in her voice, as if she just read someone she knew had been killed, he walked over and said quietly, "What is it? What's wrong?"

"Look," she said, pointing to the picture.

"It's a hockey story. When did you become interested in sports?"

She put her finger on the face of the angry player who was being dragged away. "Look at his face."

Jake leaned down. "I don't see anything. The picture is blurry. What is it? Do you know him?"

She was getting frustrated, and her hands were also shaking a little. "Look at his eyes. Look at his mouth. Look at -- look at his hands."

Jake leaned even closer. He realized what she was getting at. "I…. ok, I see what you are saying, but I highly doubt it, Lei. We've been through this. No one is out there like you."

She handed him the newspaper as she stood. "Read the story, then look at the photo again."

Jake took it, and turned to the front page. "Are you saying you think he's like you?"

Leilani stood, staring out the window, sipping from her mug. "I know he is. I have no doubt. I have to find out who he is, and what his situation is." She turned as her fiancé was reading the article. "This could be the answer we were looking for," she said. "Because if he is, and no one knows…."

Jake finished her thought. "He must be getting it somewhere."

He was, of course, referring to the ritual.


CHAPTER 5

Leilani and Jake had been together nearly eight years, engaged for two. They had lived together for more than one year. They had met in college, where he was pursuing law and she was pursuing business. She became an investment broker, and he became a prominent attorney. They planned to marry within another year but had not settled on a date.

Like Sammy, Leilani had an odd condition and the same blood lust. Also like Sammy, her frequency had shot up in the last several months. But because she and Jake were monogamous, and she was terrified of sharing her condition with anyone else for fear it would destroy both of their lives, they kept it quiet.

Unfortunately, it was apparent Jake was no longer enough for her. Because if she had to do it three times, in one night, which was sometimes the case, he barely had the strength to endure it. It was the only thing that threatened to destroy their relationship, and she spent many nights crying in his arms. "This can't tear us apart. I should go to a doctor.”

"They will put you away, Leilani," he would say softly. "I can't lose you. I love you."

"I can't keep doing this to you," she would cry.

He had sighed, just a week before, and said, "Maybe we need to find someone else. Maybe…maybe we could pay them, find a way to trust them. In college, when you did this with other people, it was not nearly as bad, right?"

"Yes," was her response.

He stroked her hair. "You just need something new. We will find a way. This is not going to destroy us, Leilani. I will not lose you to this."

***

`

It was a charity event. Two weeks later. The team was on site to interact with fans that paid a hefty fee to support a good cause.

Leilani had done her research and knew who most of the players were. She decided not to approach Sammy, but the person who appeared to be, from the articles, his closest friend. A Russian veteran player by the name of Alexey. He appeared to be, as she could tell, like Sammy's adopted father and mentor.

Alexey was sitting at a table, signing autographs. Leilani walked to him, then sat in a chair that was a few feet from him. It was intended for staff, but she sat down anyway. He barely took notice of her, and kept signing things as a steady stream of fans moved past him.

"Alexey," she said, "My name is Leilani." She paused. "I have to tell you something."

He turned to her, looked at her for just a second, appeared to not recognize her as staff, so he reached out to her to see if she had something for him to sign.

She handed him nothing. She said, "I know about Sammy."

The Russian turned back to face forward, signing things again. As he scribbled his name across a hockey photograph, he said, "I don't know what you are talking about."

"I know about him," she said. "I know about what he does."

"What he does," Alexey responded, not looking at her. "You mean, play good hockey?"

She wanted to get to the point. She paused. Then said one word. "Blood."

Alexey looked at her. The line stopped, because he did not accept another item. He looked her slowly up and down, as if trying to see if he recognized her. "Who are you, and why are you here?"

"Because," she took a breath. "I am like him."

He reached out to take the next item to sign, but kept looking at her. "I don't know what you are talking about."

"Alexey," she said softly, leaning over. "I know about it. Can you listen to me? Can we talk?"

He made a gesture, a smirk, he glanced around, as if to say, "In front of all these people?"

"Can you meet me tomorrow?" she asked.

He took something from a young kid, and signed it. Said nothing. Then, finally. "What time?'

"At 8pm. At the Cove. In the lot."

The Cove was a fine restaurant at the top of the hill, near where Leilani and Jake had a house, as did many of the well-paid hockey players.

"Eight," Alexey said. "Tell me, what is it that you want?"

She stood slowly, and said, softly, "Help."

Then she walked away.

Alexey shook his head, and just kept signing.

***

The next night, shortly after 8pm, a Lexus pulled up next to Jake and Leilani's BMW. A figured exited the car and walked to them.

She got out of the passenger side, opened the back door, and said "Let's talk in the backseat. Not out in public."

Alexey entered the car, sighed, and shut the door. She got in on the other side. Jake was still sitting in the front seat, silent, his head resting against his hand, elbow propped against the side front window.

Leilani wasted no time. "I know about Sammy, because I saw it in the paper." She paused, then added, "I never thought there was anyone like me. Never. I have been like this since I was 14. Has he?"

Alexey looked seriously at her, and she could tell he was debating whether to continue to deny everything. But he gave in. "I don't know. He said since juniors, in Sweden, so that's about 16 years old. What is it that you want? You want to meet him, to talk to him?"

Leilani blinked, swallowed and then looked seriously at Alexey. "There is no easy way to put this, so I will get to the point. I need new blood."

"New - blood?" Alexey raised his eyebrows. It was obvious this was a shock to him.

"He must do this with members of your team, right? Or friends? Someone?"

"Continue," Alexey gestured, not wanting to divulge anything.

"Jake," she motioned toward the front seat, where a figure sat motionless. "Is my fiancé, My only partner. My - host. I have not had anyone but him, for eight years now. Eight years."

"Go on," Alexey said, looking at her.

"Lately, it isn't taking. It's not --- working. I …. I do it, but it doesn't work. So I do it a second time. Sometimes a third. He cannot handle this. It is too much for him. I need someone else. I do not, for the life of me, want to introduce this to anyone else --- ANYONE - because it could destroy our lives."

Alexey gave her a very subtle nod, a blink. "Keep going."

"You must have someone for him. For Sammy. Give him to me. Or them. However many. Just once, maybe twice, in three months."

Alexey started to laugh, then brought his hand to his face and rubbed his temples. "Oh, you must be kidding me. Is this a joke?"

"I am serious," she said. "My life is in danger. My relationship with the man I love and will marry is in danger. I don't want anything else than to make this go away, but it's not working with him. It's like - I can't explain it. I need someone new. It would be quick, clean, legal, and we'd pay you."

He raised his eyebrows, more shocked than actually intrigued. "Pay?"

"Twenty-five thousand dollars," she confirmed. "No strings attached. Cash. For two hours."

He shifted to face her more squarely, raised a hand to gesture. "Look, Leilani, let me explain to you. The guys, they do this, because they have no choice. This is a fucking - shit - messed up thing that is ripping our team apart. If they can barely do it for their teammate, for their friend, there is no fucking way in hell they will do it for a total stranger."

"Alexey - " she pleaded. Her voice now more timid. Jake was getting visibly more rigid in the front seat.

Alexey raised his hand to silence her. "There is no - FUCKING - way. I am sorry about your situation, but you must find some friends, or people. I cannot ask them to do this."

"If I ask someone," she said softly, "If I bring someone into this," she added. "It could ruin our lives. I could be put in a mental institution. In jail. You know this. You must know this, because you obviously protect him for the same reason."

He reached for the car door. He said, "No. Fucking. Way."

She grabbed his elbow and he shot her a glance, as if to say, back off.

Leilani had tears in her eyes. She was trying to be strong. "Alexey, I am so desperate. I have no choice. Nothing. I thought the money would help, but I can understand, they don't need the money. But please, listen to me. Help me. I am so desperate.”

He looked at her, regarded her desperate face for a moment, then blinked slowly and shook his head. "I cannot help you. It is not fair to my teammates, they have much more to worry about now. Find someone else."

Leilani, with a shuddered sigh, reached up, and from the front seat Jake handed her a manila envelope. She handed it to Alexey. He looked at it, but did not open it.

She said, with a half sob as she inhaled. "If I have to out myself to the world, to protect my marriage, then so does he."

Alexey opened the envelope. Leilani had opened about fifteen color photographs from the press that more clearly defined Sammy's odd state in the fight. At a quick glance no one would notice, but if you stared at them, there was apparently something very wrong with him.

"Are you blackmailing me?" he asked, quite deliberately, looking at her, then at the back of Jake's head, who was still sitting silently in the front seat.

She choked back a sob. "Yes. I don't have a choice."

He grabbed the envelope, opened the door with a deliberate motion, and said, "You're fucking sick."

He slammed the door.

She started sobbing. Tears came from her like a river.

Jake turned around as the Lexus sped away in a tear, tires screeching. "Come up front," he said softly. "Let's go home. You did what you could. I'll call them tomorrow, and see if he changed his mind."

Getting out of the car, she re-emerged into the front seat, hands over her face, crying. "I am so sick. I am a beast. I am cursed. …. I should just give up, and go. Go to the hospital. Let them lock me up." She was sobbing.

Jake pulled her close. He stroked her hair. He watched the Lexus speed away in his rear view mirror. "They are professional athletes. They don't need anything. They don't know emotional pain, or sacrifice. I didn't think this would work. We'll find another way."

She sobbed. "I am so afraid," she said. "of losing you."

"I'm not going anywhere," he replied, starting the car engine. "Let's go home. You did the best you could. "


CHAPTER 6

The Russian

Once the team agreed they'd accept the threat from Leilani and her fiancé Jake as legitimate and daunting, a unanimous agreement from the eight players who fit the bill was offered. When the time came that Leilani needed her "fix," they would draw names to see who would have to go.

An unmarked beeper sat on the first shelf of Alexey Andropov's locker, and it remained dark for very long. In fact, when a month had come and gone, he assumed perhaps they realized the flaw in their ethics and came to their senses.

Meanwhile, Sammy's condition became worse, his temperament, when he had to do the act, was more ruthless, and three times in a row the selected host to his ailment needed stitches. And three times in a row, it took two victims before he even settled down, and they were getting more frustrated.

With that in mind, no one wanted to face the "she-beast" as they referred to Leilani, so they were happy that no one called on them.

On a February night, after a home game, Alexey was about to shut his locker when he saw the glow coming from the back. He picked up the beeper, and sure enough, it had gone off that afternoon. He hesitated, then picked up his cell phone and walked across the locker room to escape some of the chatter from his teammates in the background who were talking about the game they had just lost.

He dialed the number with a sigh, and muttered to himself, "Fuck."

***

Jake was the one to answer the phone.

"This is Alexey" Andropov said, flat. "I got your message."

Andropov could hear a faint female voice in the background. It sounded like she was crying. Jake hesitated, said "Hold on," then his voice got a little farther away but he was heard saying, "Shh, it's ok. Just go take a bath. Let me handle this." He came back to the phone and said "Yes, thanks for calling. So, uhm, is tomorrow ok? Or the next day?"

"The timing is not good," Alexey said. "We played tonight and we play tomorrow."

"Well, as you know, we can't really predict the timing. Leilani can probably wait an extra day if you need her to."

"No, we will get it over with. But it will be late tomorrow. Maybe midnight."

"That's fine. Let me give you directions."

Alexey took out a piece of paper, and wrote down the address of the house. It was in the hills, actually, where many of the players lived. But at the top of the hills, where only the highest paid guys lived. Money, he thought. They've definitely got money.

***

With a sigh and a scratch of the head, he confessed to the eight players who were collectively dressing into their post-game suits what had happened. A few of them groaned. The captain said simply, "Guys, let's draw a name. Come on, don't drag this out." And with that, he assembled scraps of paper into a hockey helmet and let them all draw one, and the one with the X on it would go the next day.

The young Russian was the unfortunate victim, and he showed his piece of paper to his teammates with a bit of a blank stare. The team's winger gave him a slap on the back as he stood up. "You're a good man. Give the she-beast my regards."

"Are you going to be ok?" the captain asked.

"Yes," he said softly, and reached down to put on his shoes. "I will go. It does not matter." His Russian teammate handed him the directions.

"Tomorrow night," he said. "I said you would be late."

"Yes," he responded simply, putting the paper in his jacket pocket. "It will be late."

***

The next night, it was 11:45pm when Stanislav Markanov shut the door of his luxury car and headed up the walkway to the large house at the top of the hill. There were three cars in the driveway, one which he stopped to admire briefly before continuing up the walkway. The house was ominous and large, even for his standards. He rang the doorbell, and Jake answered almost immediately.

"Hi. Come on in," he said quietly. Jake was dressed in nice shirt and dress pants, and looked very tired. He had short, nicely kept dark hair and sort of an unassuming look about him. Almost rigid. He introduced himself and shook the man’s hand, who just nodded and glanced around.

"Do you want a beer or anything?" Jake offered.

"No," he replied, glancing again, wondering where "she" was. If maybe he kept her locked up, the way they were used to locking Sammy in the bathroom until they were ready for him, how he'd rattle the door and sometimes scream as loud as he could to be let out.

He caught a glance of a female figure in the kitchen crossing the floor, she had long, thick dark hair and was wearing a light, translucent robe. She was sipping tea or coffee. She sat down and opened a magazine. Markanov guessed this was a friend, or sister.

"Leilani," Jake called. "He's here."

She looked up. Her eyes were soft. From far away, Markanov regarded her as somber, somewhat sad. She said, without getting up, "Hi," then turned back to her magazine.

"That is her?" Markanov asked.

"Yes. She's…she gets a little shy. Don't take it personally. She's kind of in her own space right now, you know, changing over. She likes to be alone."

"Oh," the young Russian responded, and glanced at her again as Jake made a gesture to the front sitting room.

"Come sit down for a second. I have a few things to go over with you."

Markanov followed him, and took a seat in a chair next to a coffee table. Jake sat down, opened a file folder, and took out reading glasses from his pocket and put them on. "This is a contract," he started, and then went into some legal diatribe, and the man not only wasn't really listening but didn't understand the legalese anyway.

He turned to Jake, and glanced at the papers the man was holding then toward Leilani again, who was standing now, pacing a little in the kitchen as she sipped from a large blue mug. "Is she, is she going to change soon?"

"She's almost done," Jake responded.

"When does she get ugly?" the boy asked innocently. He did not know what other word to use.

"Ugly?" Jake laughed. "She doesn't get ugly, no. She's got a little more time to go but she's almost there. Look though, I need you to see this contract, it's more for your protection than ours, but you have to sign it."

Markanov looked down and read a few of the words and shook his head and said "Contract, I cannot sign a contract. I - " he picked it up and squinted at the words. It was about fifteen pages in length. "I do not think I can sign this.”

Jake took it from the man. "I will walk you through it. It's an agreement that the sex is consensual, and -"

"The what?" Markanov interrupted.

Jake looked at him. "Intercourse."

"Inter?"

"Sex."

"Sex?" the man raised his eyebrows, then laughed a nervous laugh. "This is - this is the - this is blood. Yes? Sex? No."

Jake stared at him. "Sex is what she does when she - does it."

Markanov laughed and shook his head. "I do not think, no, sex. I do not understand. I think, I thought, I came here. Oh, how do I say."

"Are you Russian?" Jake asked, finally pinpointing the accent.

"Yes," the boy responded, and he was staring meekly at the contract again, rubbing a hand on his thigh, shaking his head, confused.

Jake turned. "Lei," he called. "He's Russian, can you come talk? We are having trouble understanding each other."

Markanov looked up. "She speak Russian?"

Jake stood to give her the spot on the couch. He took off his glasses, visibility a little frustrated. He responded simply, "She speaks just about everything."

***

Leilani elegantly slipped onto the couch and set down her large blue mug. Up close, now, Markanov could see the beautiful features of her face, and how perfect her skin appeared. When she spoke, he barely noticed any change in her teeth, in fact, it was not even noticeable, unlike the chompers Sammy would get that often were discolored, and so out of form that he was often drooling like a rabid dog.

Her accent in Russian was perfect, and she had a very soft, delicate way that she spoke. He found himself just wanting to stare at her more than anything, and tried to not let his eyes wander obviously to her body, which was just slightly hidden by the robe she was wearing. He saw the top lace of a bra, he saw what appeared to be a bikini type bottom, or a thong.

She explained, briefly, each paragraph of the contact to him in plain Russian words, and even though it only took about ten minutes, he could swear he saw her changing before his eyes. Becoming more beautiful. Her teeth, just a little more pronounced, but bright white, almost glowing. Her hair seemed to grow right before his eyes, the curls actually curling before him. Her skin was glowing. When she turned to him, and took eye contact for the first time, she smiled softly, and said in English, "Do you understand now?"

All he could say was "Yes."

He was very aroused. Sex, he decided, was not that bad, if he was going to be with someone quite beautiful as she - and so gentle.

Even the scent of her, which he could not place because it was natural and not perfumed, was captivating to him. And she wore no make up. She was, simply, stunning.

"Thank you," she said, standing. "Jake will show you where you need to sign. Jake, I am going upstairs now."

Markanov watched her walk to her fiancé, and he kissed her on the forehead, held her by the shoulders and was talking softly to her. She nodded, her eyes down. She looked like she was very sad, and he felt bad for her.

She made her way up the stairs as Jake sat down with a pen. "Here is where you need to sign."

Markanov wasn't even looking at Jake when he took the pen, he was catching the last glimpse of her as she went up the stairs. "So she does not, she does not go beast? No - animal?"

"No. She actually just becomes more beautiful, as if that is possible. Sammy changes in a different way?"

The Russian took the pen and looked down to see what he was supposed to be signing. "Sammy become more ugly. Very ugly."

Jake laughed. "I never would have guessed. Strange. Ok, sign here."

So he signed. He signed again. He initialed here, there, and signed here and there, and finally signed, and dated. Jake took it and said, "It goes into a safety deposit box and only you and I will have the key. For a period of two years. The room is at the top of the stairs. She should be ready for you now."

The boy stood up, hands in his pockets. Nervous. He wondered, though, if she did turn beast, but that the love this man Jake had for her just clouded that. Because he had seen Sammy many times like that, and he was the ugliest thing he'd ever had to look at.

***

The door was just slightly open and a little light was escaping the room. Markanov knocked lightly on it with one knuckle. She said from inside, "Come in."

When he pushed the door open he saw the enormous bedroom, more elegant than anything he had ever seen. "Close the door," she said. She had her back to him and was sitting at her vanity, brushing her hair. Her robe now was down around her back a little lower, and for the first time he saw her neck and shoulders. Her skin, he regarded again, was magnificent. Completely unflawed, and each curve, even the subtle ones in her shoulder blades, were amazing. His mind wandered, helplessly, to what the rest of her flawless body would be like.

But he had not seen her face yet, and he swallowed nervously as she set down the hairbrush, because he knew he'd know soon enough if she'd turned she-beast on him.

She turned slowly and stood, and he could actually feel his own jaw drop a little. She was, by far, the most magnificent beauty he had ever seen, twice as beautiful as she was downstairs. She smiled, just softly at him, and again he looked for the insane teeth, but they were still quite elegant, and glowing, and he wanted so bad to just kiss her.

Leilani had this schoolgirl type look on her face, shy, innocent almost, and she was smiling a little, but kept trying to keep her mouth closed, as if afraid of her teeth and how they must look. He wanted to tell her it was ok, but before he could, she spoke.

"Can you take off your clothes for me," she said. "And I see you are wearing some jewelry and a watch, can you take that off too. I …I just have a thing, about nothing on a body. Ok?"

"Yes," he replied softly. "Sure."

"Thank you," she said, and she turned to go across the room. He watched her body move and took advantage of the time to really stare at her since her back was to him. Indeed, she was wearing a thong under the almost see-through robe that glided against her perfect skin. He was painfully erect, he noted, as he got undressed and collected his necklace and bracelet, removed his watch, and set them on her vanity which was the closest surface he saw around.

Looking around the room, he noticed three glasses of water in a row on the bedside table. The bed was a large, luxurious king, with lots of big pillows, and a beautiful, richly decorated quilt.

Leilani was taking off her earrings. She finished, and as she walked over, said "Lay down on the bed." She did not even look at him, standing there naked, which made him a little sad, as he hoped she'd at least say something complimentary about how he appeared to her. Especially his most obvious feature, which was an erection that was impossible to miss.

She was collecting some things from a nearby elegant dresser stand, but he was so busy watching her he did not notice. "I use restraints," she said softly. "I have to tell you; it is for the illusion of capture. I don't know how it is with Sammy, but everything goes a lot easier for me if I can make myself believe I am a predator."

He only understood half of what she said, because of the words she used, and she could tell when she turned to him so she translated back to Russian, and he nodded, looking at the leather straps in her hands that were connected to a few links of chain. "Ok," he replied.

Leilani moved toward him and he watched her face, her eyes, as she took his first wrist and wrapped soft leather around it. Without looking at him, merely focused on the buckle as she locked it, a look of - subtle pleasure - in her eyes, she said "You need to tell me, what is the most times you can orgasm in one night."

He was now looking at the leather around his wrist as she guided his arm up over his head, and locked the other end of the links of chain into something that apparently was fastened to the far post of the bed. "Oh," he blinked. Shy for a moment.

She crossed to his other side and took his other wrist, and he watched her again, watched the leather cover his skin, watched the buckle as she fastened it. "Tell me," she said. "I need to know."

Markanov looked up, then down again, then up, and said, "Oh. Three. I think - but I - " he looked at the clock. It was 12:20am. "I cannot stay all night.” He was feeling tremendous conflict, guilt. He had to call Russia by 3am, and had practice at 10, and neither could he miss. But he was hesitating already. "I think, maybe I can stay longer, but - " he was going to ask about the call, at least.

"It's ok," she interrupted. "Three is fine. And you will be free to go in about an hour."

"One hour?" he said, raising his eyebrows, lifting his head to watch her wrap the same leather around his left ankle. "Three times not in one hour."

She nodded, and smiled, as she buckled the strap and said, "Yes. Maybe an hour and fifteen minutes. Don't worry, I will take care of that. Test the shackles."

Leilani seemed to say this with amusement, and he gave his wrists a tug and looked at the chains and said, "It's ok."

She finished the other ankle. "It's better than ok," she smiled, turning and walking away from him. "It's inescapable, Stas." The fact that she knew his first name, and Russian nickname, was odd to him. But it made him almost giggle, like a nervous schoolboy.

For the first time, she sounded menacing, and even the way she walked was ominous, and he thought, suddenly, oh shit, this is where she turns beast, and this is going to be horrible, and he could not move. His ankles, even, were worse, so he had no way to use the strength in his legs. Even his erection felt the effects of this sudden realization that he'd been duped.

He placed his head back on the pillow, sighed, closed his eyes, thought maybe it would be over soon and how sad if she did turn she-beast on him, and the next thing he knew, her mouth was around his cock. His first thought was "oh shit, teeth, teeth" but that thought only lasted about a half second before he felt something he had never felt before. And he bit his lip not to scream, because the pleasure itself was so intense, he was dizzy.


CHAPTER 7

He had to look at her, to visualize what the hell was going on down there, because it was unlike anything he had felt. Her teeth, yes, he felt them, he felt them against his cock, but they were fluid almost, they moved around him, they caressed his erection, they almost seem to hum against his flesh, they were - they were alive, and they felt better than the best pussy he had ever been in. He gasped, he watched Leilani peer up under her hair, his cock full in her mouth, two sweet almond eyes, the most beautiful creature he had ever seen.

And he thought, oh shit, oh, shit, oh, shit, no, I can't let this happen -

And he came. It took ten seconds. He bucked his hips once, he was helpless against the way her mouth felt, and he could not help it. He was embarrassed, but still twitching with post-orgasm. His eyes, just half open, watching her sit upright at the foot of the bed, swallow as if she savored it immensely, lick her lips, and say "Mmmmmm…"

"Oh my god," he said softly, breathing hard. The chains rattled a little as he shifted what he could. "I…. I am sorry."

She was beside him now, drinking the first glass of water. She finished, licked her lips, and said, "I told you we'd move along quickly."

"I usually…I do not…"

"I know," she said. "Don't be ashamed."

He had his eyes closed, still amazed at his body's reaction, he was still twitching a little, the orgasm still filled him.

Then he heard her say, "Plenty of time for shame later."

***

Once again, Markanov found himself wondering why she was suddenly coming across more - menacing. It was a slow transformation, but her previous angelic smiles now seemed mischievous. He fumbled a little in his chains, tried to re-adjust his position, and watched her as best he could while she made her way through the spacious bedroom.

She appeared to be in her walk in closet looking for something. He realized she was picking out clothes for the next day, completely ignoring him. He didn't know what to say, so he said nothing.

About five minutes later, she returned, gave his body a glance, perhaps evaluating if he was ready for what he guessed was round two. He had hoped she'd do the same thing again, since he missed out on the first one. Next time, he noted, he'd use all his reserve to make it last.

She sat on the bed next to him and gazed at him for a second. It made him uncomfortable. He lowered his eyes. The chains rattled a little in the background as he moved his arms to find a more comfortable position.

"Three is a good number, for me," she said, matter-of-factly.

"Yes," he said quietly and looked at her. He was starting to get aroused again. His eyes fell to the outline of the lace of her bra, now revealed more as her robe was again opening up before him.

Leilani continued. "I like to take a man three times, and eat him three times. First, his seed. You already experienced that."

He nodded, and swallowed, then looked at her again, trying to read her expression. Again, he sensed something ominous about her. Cruel. It was a little scary.

"Third, of course, is the reason you are here. The blood. Do you know what the second is?"

He shook his head.

"Come on. You didn't even guess. Are you afraid?"

His mind was blank. Then he thought, oh, piss. Well, that's disgusting. He didn't say anything.

"That's disgusting," she said. "I can tell what you are thinking, and no, it isn't piss."

She took him by the chin and forced him to look at her. A very serious stare she gave him. Her eyes, now, were haunting. She smiled, just a little, and he saw the fangs this time, they were definitely shaping up, but not ugly like Sammy's.

Leilani tightened her grip a little on his chin, and it actually made him flinch a bit. She was quite strong.

She said, simply, "Tears."

***

When she stood up to walk away, he propped himself up a little as best he could, onto his elbows half way. "I…I am not sure I understand you."

"You understand me." She was at her vanity, brushing her hair again.

"It is not easy for me to cry."

"I will make you cry."

Markanov swallowed, regarded his wrists for a moment. He was clearly uneasy. He stared and pondered whether or not he could wiggle free if he needed to. He straightened his fingers and gave a soft, slow tug at the leather.

"You can't get out of those," she said matter-of-factly.

"I would like to not - involve - in two."

Leilani did not turn around. "You do not have a choice, Stas. Besides, I need it. It means less blood. Trust me, tears are better than blood."

He laughed, a quiet nervous laugh, as he watched her approach the bed. "But you see, I do not think I can cry. I just cannot do it, right now. "

Leilani placed herself on the bed, next to him. She had, in her hand, a simple white wash cloth. She looked at him, almost like she felt sorry for him. It made him more uncomfortable. She said, softly, "You will cry. You will cry a river for me, tonight, in just a few minutes. Whether from pain, fear, or desperation. I am good at this. I will wring them from you like a soaking cloth. And I will drink them all. Are you ready?"

Markanov lowered his eyes, kind of laughed nervously, and shook his head, and said, "No."

"That's too bad. Open your mouth."

***

He looked at the cloth in her hand. She had it balled up a bit. He opened his mouth just a little and she smirked.

"I said open it, don't fuck with me, boy."

This time, her words were painful to hear. She was getting more and more cruel. In fact, the smile on her face was sadistic. He was going to ponder his options for a moment but she grabbed him by the chin, and it hurt, and he started to get angry, and out of frustration and impatience and stubbornness he resisted for a moment, but her nails dug in, and he winced. This time, when she said, "Open your fucking mouth," he realized it was better to give in then to fight it off.

He shut his eyes tight, grimacing, and opened his mouth. She shoved the wash cloth into his mouth, quite ruthlessly, and he choked a little on it. He pondered to himself if the intent was to make his eyes water from the desire to choke and gag, and that maybe, yes, he could muster a tear or two for that because it's a natural bodily reaction.

Leilani leaned over him, saying under her breath as she did, "If you spit that out I will duct tape it in next time and trust me you don't want that."

Her hair was in his face as she leaned over. He coughed a little but kept his eyes shut and just concentrated. Over him, she was turning something upright on the bedside table. "Open your eyes and look," she said.

The young Russian opened his eyes and turned his head where she was indicating, and there was a mirror there, sitting upright facing him. He went to turn away from it but she directed his head back. "You keep your eyes open. You look at yourself. You bask in your own pathetic image, my miserable little fuck toy."

Her words sliced him like a knife. How could someone who was so gentle and beautiful now be so cruel when he was giving so much to her?

Leilani placed her index finger to his cheek. Just one finger. She said, "Try to turn your head this way."

He did. He couldn't. She was too strong.

"This is one finger. I could crush you right now. You have seen, I am sure, how strong Sammy gets." She paused. "In college, I accidentally crushed a man's wrist just because I was holding him down when we were making love. I don't even know my own strength."

She slithered slightly down his body, and his cock was pressed to her belly, which was smooth, tight. She straddled him. "I could crush your hips with the strength of my legs and not break a sweat. I could tighten my pussy around your cock, and it would be removed from your body."

All of these things, for him to listen to, were obviously disturbing. He was thinking, clearly, I want to go home now. This is not what I agreed to.

Leilani said, "You are not going anywhere until I am done with you. Keep your eyes open, watch the mirror, and if I see you look away or shut your eyes, I'm going to make you cry from pain instead of the other way, which is much better, trust me. Nod if you understand."

He nodded.

"Good," she said. Then she mounted him, and started fucking him. And she said, "Don't fucking cum or I'll beat the shit out of you, boy."

He was terrified. His instinct was to shut his eyes, but instead he stared at the mirror but blocked out the image. Her motions on him, the way she moved her body, was as captivating as when she had gone down on him, so he had to concentrate not to cum.

Briefly, he wondered if the point was that he'd force his eyes to tear up so the image would blur and he'd not have to see it any longer, but then, suddenly, his mind raced to something far more pressing. He was about to cum.

***

He gave a muffled whimper of sorts to alert her of his condition. She kept pumping, swung her hips around him so gracefully, and just her pussy alone seemed to be milking him without mercy. He made another sound, fought the desire to shut his eyes.

"You better not cum,"

He tightened and curled his fingers into two tense fists and didn't even realize he'd shut his eyes. She grabbed him by the hair, yanked his head up, and slapped him across the cheek. Not hard, but enough to jerk him back to attention and his eyes shot back to where they needed to go.

"You will not cum,"

He nodded, though, to say, yes, he was about to.

"You will not cum," she repeated.

He wanted to look at her to tell her with his eyes, yes, sorry, he was about to cum, but he did not want to be slapped.

"You will not cum," she said, and this time, she even laughed a little.

It was welling up in him, his thighs tensed, his body arched a little, and just when he was about to cum, something happened to him. It was as if her entire pussy locked around him at the base, clenched him so tight that he screamed into the wash cloth, his eyes did start to water, from pain, and he shuddered all over in a full body spasm from the sudden inability to ejaculate, even if he was ready.

He felt her finger at the corner of his eye. Just a little moisture had escaped, more a bodily reaction to the pain he was experiencing and his desperate attempts to push the orgasm back down into his body since he could not release. He heard her slide her finger into her mouth. "Not enough," she said. "This will not do."

The boy was shaking, and he felt he was suffocating. At least he pushed back the orgasm and his balls stopped aching for the moment, but through the corner of his eye, he could see she was sitting upright on him, now she was naked, and he did not recall when she did that, and she was also masturbating while fucking him, but with barely any movement or effort. She was not even breaking a sweat. Every slight push of her hips made his body ache and she did it as casually as if she were reading a magazine at the same time.

"I want to drink," she said. "It's time for the tears, Stas. Pay up now, or I bring out the pain toys. I will beat you until you sobbing in my arms like a baby."

He tried. He tried to cry. He thought about things to make him sad. He thought about people he loved that were gone. He thought about the pain he was feeling in his groin. He thought about how pathetic he looked in the mirror. He couldn't do it. He tried to think about the pain he'd have to endure, because he believed her, when she said she'd torture him.

She was fucking him the entire time, talking in great detail about these tortures. Some which might cause some permanent damage. She reminded him of her strength by wrapping her legs around him quite easily, and just giving his body a small squeeze, which nearly crushed his middle.

Still, he couldn't do it. He was too afraid and overwhelmed at that point, and he was about to surrender to it, he even shut his eyes to block out the mirror because he figured he was about to be tortured anyway.

Leilani pulled the cloth from him mouth. He was waiting for the slap, but it didn't come. His mouth felt like sandpaper. He coughed. She said, softly, back to her previous angelic self, "Do you want some water?"

Her voice was so sweet, so innocent, he opened his eyes and turned to her, she had this look in her face as if she felt so guilty for hurting him, her body had temporarily stopped pumping him even though he was still inside of her. He felt suddenly safe, overjoyed, relieved.

Again, she said, "Do you want some water?" because he could tell, she knew, his mouth was aching.

"Yes," he said, surrendering to her with his eyes, as if to say, because he could not figure out the right words, that he was so grateful that she was not going to be cruel anymore.

She leaned over to the nightstand without dismounting him, picked up the glass, he gazed at her beauty once more.

Then she turned to him and threw the water in his face, soaking him, and grabbed him by the chin, and said, "Then you better fucking cry, you little prick."

***

He was stunned. He was soaking wet, cold, startled, and her fingers in his chin hurt. And she was fucking him again, and this time it really hurt. He said, "Oh, god. Oh, god. Let me go. Let me go."

"Shut up," she said.

He choked on his own words, his eyes shut tight. "I cannot do this. I have to go home. Please stop."

"Shut up," she said.

"I am trying to cry," he said. "I want to, but I cannot do it." He hesitated, his eyes still shut. "I want to do it, but I cannot do it." He was so frustrated.

She stopped fucking him. There was a strange, eerie silence in the room. He heard her make a sound, perhaps a sigh, something. He was preparing to be slapped, or worse. Crushed. Her strength could kill him, and he knew that. She was a she-beast, but a beautiful one, still, she was as cruel and heartless as Sammy was ugly. He was helpless and at her mercy. He was terrified.

"Open your eyes," she said. Softly. He opened them. "Look at me."

He slowly moved his eyes up to her as she was straddling him, her body not moving at all, but he still felt her pussy around him, massaging him, and the orgasm was welling up inside of him despite the fear.

"Clear your mind," she said.

He did.

"This is how easy it is," she said softy, looking into his eyes.

And suddenly, he started sobbing uncontrollably.

***

This confused him a great deal. It was as if she had that power all along, something about her eyes, or maybe it was the sudden surrender he felt when she looked at him and put him at peace because the cruelty had vanished, but he not only started crying, he wanted to cry, and he was crying hard, so much that he was humiliated, but it felt so good at the same time.

She was holding his face in her hands and whispering things to him which he could not even understand anymore, he just kept his eyes wrenched shut and sobbed and felt her lips gently kissing his face, kissing the tears, saying, 'Shhhhhh, you're safe, it's ok."

He cried so hard he started losing his breath a little, and again she said, "shhhhh…."

The Russian said, "I am sorry," in Russian, because he momentarily forgot his English. She responded in Russian, "You are a sweet angel, keep crying, you are safe. I will take care of you."

So he kept crying, and he was suddenly aware of her body making beautiful love to him, gentle, romantic, peaceful love, and he orgasmed inside of her gloriously, the most magnificent orgasm he had ever felt, as she cradled his face in her hands and kissed his tears.

Then he collapsed back into a heap, the pillow under him also soaking with tears. He opened his eyes and gazed at her, and she smiled at him, gently touched his cheek and he wanted to melt into her. She was, indeed, more beautiful. She smiled, and he choked back a bit of a gasp, because her teeth - while still glistening and white and perfect, were more ominous than Sammy's. More like a rattlesnake than a rabid dog, he thought to himself. Like they could cut steel.

Leilani leaned over him and took the cloth again, giving him a brief moment to admire her breasts which were completely amazing, her nipples rock hard, he wanted so bad to touch her, to feel her more. Then he saw the cloth and he tensed and he thought round three meant she'd be cruel again and he was not ready to endure that again, so all he could do is look at her pleadingly and say, "please, not again."

She smiled and brought the cloth to his face and he turned his head, closed his mouth, let out another "no, please." But she merely dabbed his nose.

"I'm just cleaning you up," she said gently. It made him want to cry again. In fact, he started, again.

"Don't cry. It's ok. I'm not going to hurt you."

"I am so embarrassed," he said. "I cannot stop crying."

"Shhh," she said. She kissed him on the head, he held back a half sob, and then felt at peace. Through the blurriness of his vision he saw the clock which read 12:45am and his reflection in the mirror with a pink nose and red eyes. And behind him, she leaned down into the line of vision in the mirror, smiled at him and everything was ok. She said, "You are beautiful, an angel," and he felt full.

She said, "Will you give yourself to me now? The final gift, the one I really need?'

It took no time to think. He said at once, "Yes. I want that. Please. Let me."

Her smile, again, made him feel complete. When she stood to leave the bed he turned to her, his body already aching to have her presence back. He watched her cross the room, and she was stunning.

If his hands had been free, he'd cover his face and shudder from it all. But all he could do is lay there and gaze.

***

She was brushing her hair again at the vanity. Now, though, of course, she was naked. He could only see her back, and her hair was now down to her waist almost. She said to him, very casually, "My hair, it does this thing. It makes my head itch. I have to keep brushing it out. I'll be there in a second."

He found himself trying to come up with a clever response but just sat there dumbfounded, sweating, exhausted, aroused again.

Leilani stood and walked over to the bed and picked up the third glass of water, "Still thirsty?"

He said, "Please do not throw it at me."

She smiled. "I won't." Holding the glass, she gave him a few sips. She was no longer cruel, he could see it in her eyes, in her body, he closed his eyes and sipped the water, and trusted her with his life. He felt her smiling even though he was not looking at her, and it made him feel warm all over.

"I am going to have to get very cruel with you, very ruthless," she told him as she sat on the bed at his side. She said this, though, with an almost sympathetic look on her face.

He nervously pulled a little at the chains and shifted a bit. "I…I do not like that."

"You have to trust me."

"Are you going to hurt me?"

"No," she said, and he believed her. "But I am going to scare you. Look at me. Stas, I am not going to let anything happen to you. But if you beg me to stop, I will succumb and stop, and then this is all for nothing. If you beg me to stop, I will stop. I cannot take you against your will."

"Yes," he nodded, trying to search her expression some more, because he was so captivated by her sincerity. At that moment she could put a knife to his throat and he would trust her unconditionally.

"Always remember you will be safe. It won't hurt. You are giving me a beautiful gift, and I will take care of you for that. I can't explain to you why I have to do it this way, but you will soon understand."

"Now, I am getting nervous, again," he said, with a half laugh. "Maybe, can I be free then, for this, so I feel safer," he asked, nodding toward his wrists which were still in shackles.

She shook her head slowly. "I'm sorry, you can't. It's safer if you are like that, you know."

He nodded. Indeed, even in the locker room, they'd hold down the player Sammy was drinking from, just to keep them from moving and making it more difficult. So the young Russian nodded and said "ok."

Leilani stood and smiled and said "It's going to start now. Don't be afraid. It will be over very quick."

She turned around with her back to him and he could not help but ease up a little onto his elbows, and ask, innocently, worried, "You turn beast now?" because he thought that is what she meant, that in fact, at the end, she'd turn terrifyingly ugly and animal-like.

Leilani pulled her long hair back into a clip and turned around, and said, "Do I look like a beast?"

Markanov could merely gasp a little, she was almost too painful to look at, she was so beautiful. He blinked a few times, his eyes teared up again, just out of overwhelming emotion. He was so aroused he felt he could cum from just gazing at her body and her face, and when she made her way back toward the bed he wanted to slow time to a standstill to keep the moment alive forever.

She moved toward the bed, and now, more than ever, he wanted free. "I must touch you," he said under his breath, now gazing without any hesitation, downright staring at her. He did not care any more.

Leilani gently pushed him back down into the bed with a hand over his chest, said, "You deserve one taste, for this," and straddled his face, and for two glorious minutes, of which time almost stood still for him, he was allowed to eat her. And it was a taste that he knew he would never forget.

***

When Leilani moved off of him, from gently straddling his face, he strained to follow her and then dropped his head in frustration and said, "Please, let me keep doing that, please. I need to. Please."

"Shhhh," she responded.

He struggled in the chains and tried one more time, begging her with his eyes. "Please. Can I make you feel pleasure? To the end?"

"I will cum when I am ready," she said, "My way."

He shook his head each way, looked at his wrists again, gasped to himself, and said "Oh my god. Oh my god." He savored the taste on his lips, that was all he had.

Leilani positioned herself on him again, once again, he was enveloped by her pussy and he felt like he was going to cum, almost immediately. She rocked on him, he gazed at her beautiful, naked body. She had her eyes closed, she kept her lips pressed together, perhaps to not frighten him with her teeth. She had one hand on his chest, he assumed, to hold him steady, but in reality she was feeling his heart beat, his breathing.

She controlled every rhythm, every movement of her body, with such precision, he could barely keep his eyes from crossing or his body from just shaking immediately into an orgasm. This time she controlled it, but did not hurt him, instead, without words or cues, she just seemed to know when to stop, and to when to go.

His eyes were closed; he was in another place. He felt as though she'd keep at this pace forever and he was overwhelmed with a pleasure he had never felt. She whispered his name. "Stas," she said. "Open your eyes. It is almost time."

He opened his eyes. She was terrifying, but in a beautiful way. Her hand was around his throat. She tightened her grip. He could not breathe, and he was not expecting that, and he looked at her tensely.

"Shh," she said. "No breathing. Nothing. "

With his eyes, he tried to tell her, he had not taken a breath, and he was already choking. She tightened her grip. In his mind, he remembered the time Sammy nearly tore the windpipe from one of his teammates, because in the blood lust he had no idea what he was doing. He was suddenly terrified, thinking she did not know, he could not breathe any more. He struggled. The chains rattled and the bed shook, but she ignored him.

Leilani kept her eyes on him, one hand at his throat, the other on his chest. She rode him. He bucked his hips. "Here you go," she whispered, let go, and he gasped for air, then she rode him harder, faster and leaned over to feel his breathing across her neck. "Keep breathing," she ordered, "Quickly. Next time will be longer."

He said, softly, "I…I can't " - she stopped him with a finger to his lips.

"I'll know when you're in danger," and then she said, "Breathe in now, last time, real deep."

The Russian shut his eyes tight and inhaled, and suddenly her hand was now over his nose and mouth and no matter how much he shook his head he could not get away. This time, it seemed forever. His heart was pounding in his chest, he opened his eyes to tell her again this was not ok, that he was afraid, but now, she was in another place, her eyes closed. Oh my god, he thought, she doesn't even know. No sound he could make would alert her, no movement of his body could tell her he was about to suffocate, and he was on the verge of passing out.

In fact, he saw flashes of light, felt her hair on his face, his eyes closed, his body was suddenly shaking with orgasm, then she let go and he inhaled graciously, and all he was aware of was his body convulsing in climax, moans of pleasure from her, and how good it felt to breathe again, his chest heaving. He was seeing stars. He breathing was so loud, he felt deafened by it.

His eyes were wet again. Her hair was draped all over him and it had a wonderful calming scent. Finally, able to speak, he said "When are you going…to. do it."

She tossed back her hair, she was setting down a glass of water. A hand gently on his cheek, she said, "I already did."

He was not even aware it had happened.

Catching his breath, he was only aware of her body sliding off of him and her breathing which was as hard as his. He turned his head slowly. His neck was not sore. She reached over and dabbed the cloth once over his neck and then showed him to very small traces of blood, then set it aside. She stretched before him, glowing, with a content smile, and he was mesmerized.

Without opening her eyes, she said softly, "I did it that way," she licked her lips briefly - she was not the bloody mess that Sammy usually was afterward. "To get your heart beating hard, fast. It makes it easier. The fear helps. You have a very strong heart. It means I finish fast, before you know it."

He was in awe.

Again, she pulled her hair back into a pin. "Now you have to help me get rid of these teeth. Do you like to kiss, Stas?"


CHAPTER 8

Of course, his response was, "Yes." To kiss her, he imagined, would be pure heaven. He had been admiring her lips, as well as the rest of her, all evening. She was seated next to him on the bed, and she leaned down, taking his chin gently in her palm.

Softly, her voice so soothing, she said, "Get your tongue gently around my teeth. Caress them. It helps them go away. Careful, they are sharp."

In a hushed whisper, his eyelids fluttering a little as he tried to decide if he should close his eyes or continue to gaze at her, he said, "ok."

"Follow my lead," she said, parting her lips.

Again, all he could say was, "Ok."

Her lips felt like velvet and tasted like fine chocolate. Immediately her tongue was delicately exploring him, his teeth, just barely, and it was hypnotic. He actually felt dizzy. Remarkably, his first thought was that kissing her on the mouth was more arousing than going down on many of the women he had been with.

His head was swirling. He tried to find her teeth, and yelped into her mouth when he did catch a sharp edge, and he tasted his own blood for a moment. She parted from him and whispered, "It's ok, you're ok, keep trying." It only stung a little bit, and he was struggling, he found, to strain upward as much as he could, to be even deeper in her.

Lost in the kiss, he forgot he was kissing her mouth. In his mind, his tongue was inside of her again, worshipping her glorious taste. The number four was in his head. Four, four, four teeth? Four times. Four times. He could cum again, so soon, from a kiss, a kiss on the mouth. He whimpered, a delicate, surrendering whimper because he felt elation like the first time he ever kissed a girl on the lips, when he was twelve.

She was purring contently into his mouth, stroking his face, her fingers on his temples. Her soft sounds were so encouraging, he felt elation, reward. Now comfortable with the landscape of her sweet mouth, he found his way around her teeth with ease, and actually felt them shifting, changing, and it was remarkable. It was as if every time they dulled slightly in her mouth, she moaned with great pleasure. He could swear she was orgasming again and again. Occasionally she pulled his face back to kiss him gently on his upper lip, her eyes closed dreamily, and whisper, "So good, you are doing so good, keep going."

He moaned, overwhelmed with emotion. He fought, again, to get closer, to almost climb inside of her. Now, her teeth almost seemed, to the touch of his tongue, normal. He bravely tested them with his own tongue, almost with some sense of chivalry, and pride, and what he had conquered. At that moment, he could swear, she was bucking her hips and in the heat of an orgasm unlike anything he had ever seen.

Leilani pulled away from him, arched her back, threw her head to the side and her hair whipped around him once, and she had a glorious, glowing smile on her face. It was as if she was showing off her teeth again, her normal, human teeth, and her skin was glistening with sweat.

Markanov gazed at her. In awe. It was all he could do.

She had the most beautiful smile he had ever seen, and she was smiling, and her smile illuminated his entire world. He was fixated.

Leilani collapsed onto him, her naked body on top of his, and he shuddered momentarily at the sheer heat. It was like nothing he felt before, she felt like she was burning with fever but her skin was humming, and it warmed him like hot chocolate on a freezing cold Moscow day, or an electric blanket turned on high in a chilly, damp, cold room. He felt enveloped by warmth all of a sudden and she was wrapping herself all around him like a snake.

"Now, I take care of you," she whispered. He felt a sense of serenity unlike anything. He felt closure, safety, warmth. He closed his eyes and realized he was shaking all over but was incredibly warm. She was whispering into his ear, "Shhh," then in Russian she said, "Sleep now, my beautiful angel."

The last image in his head, before falling asleep, was a surreal content sense of being a three-day old child in the arms of his mother, his belly full of her milk, looking into her eyes and thinking "I love you, and I am safe here." His first conscious thought of serenity, love and safety.

Then it all was black, and he was in an amazing place.

***

He awoke with a start.

Jake was there, his hand on the boy's shoulder. "Hey, you awake?"

Markanov propped himself up onto two elbows on the bed. He was no longer restrained, and he was dressed in his pants now. His eyes searched the room, immediately, for her, but she was gone.

Jake said, "I was going to let you sleep, but Lei said you had somewhere you had to go."

He looked at the clock. It was 1:20am. "Where did she go?" he asked quietly, rubbing his eyes.

"She's asleep now," Jake responded. He was putting away a few of the things that were around the room. There was some jingling of buckles on the restraints being put back into drawers as the young Russian sat up right, and was about to explain to Jake that really, he probably did not need to go just yet…

"There are two glasses of orange juice there," Jake said. "I've found that it takes away the fuzziness like nothing else. Drink them both."

Markanov picked up the first glass and started, then paused and said, "Can I see her?"

"She's asleep now." Jake repeated. "It wears her out, if she doesn't get right to sleep, it ruins the next day for her."

No, he found himself thinking. That is not acceptable, she must be happy. He looked around the room for a photograph of her. He was trying to remember her as clearly as he could in his head. He continued to drink orange juice as Jake picked up the empty water glasses.

He finished the second glass and leaned over to put on his shoes. His mind was spinning. "Is she ok?" he asked quietly. "Did she say - if it was ok?"

"She said it was fine," he answered. "She said thank you."

"Oh," he quietly said under his breath as he put on his second shoe. "It is no problem. It was fine. Are you sure I cannot say goodbye to her?"

"I'm sorry. She's out like a light."

Markanov stood and started to put on his shirt, and as he buttoned it, regarded his neck. Just two pinpoints, nothing more. No bruises. No stitches, no discoloration of the skin. No nausea. He found himself staring at the marks.

Jake was watching him carefully. He was waiting in the door way.

The boy considered asking, foolishly, if he could maybe just look in to see her asleep. He imagined she must be beautiful and catlike, curled into a sweet ball, her delicate face resting on a big pillow, that same glow, and sweet smile.

He decided not to, as he felt the gaze of her fiancé on him. He put his wallet into his back pocket and checked his pants for his keys, and Jake said, "I'll walk you out."

At the door, Jake shook his hand and said, "Thank you again. And good luck with your season."

Markanov hesitated at the door. He did not want to leave. He did not know what to say either. Jake seemed to be in a rush. He imagined he would be, too, if he had her waiting in the bed.

"She is --- remarkable," the young Russian said. He could not help it.

Jake smiled. "Yes, I know she is. Thank you again."

Then he was standing alone on the porch. He stood there, for a few seconds, then went to his car, got inside, and stared at the house. The thought of putting the key into the ignition and leaving was painful.

***

In the master bedroom, where Leilani was sleeping, Jake undressed and thought for a moment. He could still see the Lexus out on the street and the car had not started yet.

Leilani cooed from the bed. "Are you coming to sleep, Jake?"

"Yes," he said, peering out the window. "He's got it bad, Lei. The spell. He's sitting in the car outside."

She did not move, or open her eyes. Dream like, she said, "He'll snap out of it. You know how it is."

Jake glanced again at the window, then shut off the light and crawled into bed next to her and felt her roll over and crawl into his arms, the familiar heat of her body resonating the satisfaction she had in her feast.

He listened for the car engine and still did not hear it. "I remember the first time," he reflected. "When you did that to me. You have no idea how it is Lei, you feel like you have touched heaven and it's pulled out of your arms, and you want nothing else but to be back there again. He's a young guy, he's probably going to lose his mind over this."

She did not respond for a moment, half asleep. Finally, she said, "You know he'll wake up tomorrow and forget all about it. One more day at the most. The harder they get it, the faster they bounce back."

"I never bounced back," he confessed.

"That's because we fell in love," she reminded him.

Finally, he heard a car engine start. He sighed in relief, imaging he'd have a young Russian sitting in his driveway all night gazing in awe at a window in hopes he just saw her shadow cross by.

"I love you, Jake," she said. "Now, let's sleep. He'll forget about me soon enough."

***

The next day, at practice, there were a lot of awkward, tense silences. No one wanted to bring it up, but they all wanted to know how it went. Of course, when they undressed to change before the morning skate, they peered over to look for bruises, or stitches, but saw nothing. He was tense all morning, quiet, sullen. He was not very talkative.

Alexey was concerned, because between the lack of marks and his quiet attitude about it, he wondered if the boy backed out and did not tell anyone. So after practice, after they had all showered and were packing up and getting dressed, he broke the silence.

"So, how was it?" he asked. The other teammates looked over, eager to hear, but all continued getting dressed as to not make a big deal of it.

Markanov didn't look up. He was putting his skates away. "It was fine. Good. Not bad at all."

"Did she get snarly on you?" one of the other teammates asked, not one for tact.

The boy laughed. "No."

"She-beast was ok?" another asked.

Markanov looked at the guys, one at a time, then shook his head slowly. As he started to put on his shirt, he said, quite plainly, "I am in love with her."

Alexey choked back a drink of water. "You what?"

The boy shut his locker, sitting down on the bench to put on his shoes. Not looking up, flanked by his teammates who were all exchanging incredulous looks. "I am in love with her. I will marry her."

"Isn't she engaged?" one of the guys asked. "What exactly did she do to you?"

The young Russian shrugged, and started to share some details. They all started to pry more, and his descriptions were quite graphic at times, of what she did to him, and her beauty, and all the various sex acts that occurred. The captain listened with his arms folded, somber. "Well, I had no idea about the sex thing. So that means next time, you guys who are in relationships obviously can't go, so that limits the number a bit."

Markanov scoffed. "It does not matter anyway; I will be with her. She will not need you."

Alexey scowled a little, confused. "Stas, does she feel the same way about you?"

"I do not know, but I will find out."

The guys all exchanged looks. One of them rolled his eyes. Another gave a wave of the hand and sauntered off as if to say, "The kid lost his marbles."

Markanov went back into his locker because he felt like he was missing something. He was also getting frustrated by the questions. The more well-known playboy of the team, who was also part of the "blood pool" said, "Let me get this straight. She fucks like a rabbit, she got you off three times in two hours, she swallows, she didn't rip your throat out, she lives in a mansion and is the most goddess-like woman you have ever seen, she has a perfect body, and it didn't hurt when she bit?" He ended his rant with a chuckle, then turned to Sammy, who was just listening and said "This isn't making you hungry is it?"

The young Swede just laughed shyly. "No, it does not work like that. I just listening."

Markanov shoved the remaining gear of his into his sports bag, smiling a little. "You see why I am in love with her. She is amazing."

That was enough for Alexey. He quietly walked away, took out his cellphone, went into the showers so he would be out of earshot, tried to ignore Markanov's continued ranting to his teammates, and called Jake.

***

"Jake, this is Alexey calling you."

Jake said, "Oh, I'm glad you called. I was going to call you. Is Stansislav ok?"

"Well, no. Not really. He is acting very funny. He says he in love with her. This is very strange and not like him. What is going on?"

Jake sighed. "Look, trust me. It's --- it's a thing. He will get over it. Probably by tomorrow morning. Literally, wake up, and forget it all. I can't explain it, but we have seen it before. I keep thinking you have experience with all of this, but it sounds more and more like Leilani and Sammy and more different than they are alike."

Alexey scoffed. "That is an understatement, my friend. He is talking like a raving lunatic. I would not doubt he drives to your house right now."

"Lei and I are actually leaving town. I have some business to do in New Zealand anyway, and she wants some time off. It's better if we are away. But trust me, he will snap right out of it in less than 48 hours, max. "

"I hope so," Alexey replied.

"Oh, and I sent you a small package, he left his watch and a few things here. I was not sure of the spelling of his last name so I sent it to your front office to your attention, please make sure he gets it."

"Alright," Alexey said. "I go get it now. Talk to you later."

They hung up, and he went over to the front office where the GM was making a deal on the phone, looked and found the package, then walked back into the locker-room where Markanov was still in a long discussion about his marriage plans and timeline for romancing Leilani.

Alexey approached the boy, who was now actually acting more agitated that everyone was doubting his emotions, and said, "Stas, I just talked to Jake, I have to tell you something."

"You talked to him? Why did you not let me talk to Lei?" he asked, scoffing. "Give me your phone."

"Stas, Jake says you have some temporary fixation that will go away."

"He say that because he knows I love her," the boy laughed. "Now give me your phone. I want to call her."

The other guys were peering over, a little concerned, because the young Russian was starting to take defensive posture and was visibility agitated. The older Russian held him by the shoulder. "Calm down. Listen to me. Just wait, please. "

The boy stared at him. "Give me your phone," he said once more. Not wanting to argue, or fight in the locker room, Alexey handed him the phone. The boy hit redial, and sat down on the bench. He got an answering machine. So he started talking, in Russian. Of course, only Alexey could understand, and the other guys looked at him as if to say "clue us in?" and he just shook his head. The boy was talking like a teenager with serious puppy love.

Markanov hung up the phone and handed it back to her. "Why you talk in Russian?" Alexey asked.

The young Russian stood and grabbed his bag, agitated. "Because she speaks Russian and Jake do not. It is a private call."

"Marki," Alexey stopped him again by the shoulder. "She is engaged."

"I do not care."

He was about to leave, but Alexey stopped him and handed him the envelop. "They sent this. You left some things."

The young Russian took the package and eagerly opened it. Inside, was another envelope, this one said simple, in delicate hand writing on the front, "Stas" - he showed it to Alexey, as if to say "See, she is affectionate to me."

He tore it open, and inside, found his watch, his necklace, his bracelet, and $25,000 in cash. Which was the original amount of money Jake had offered Alexey to use his friends for this purpose. Alexey was actually visibly shocked to see the cash in there.

The playboy teammate gave Markanov a slap on the back, "And she returns your shit and pays you twenty-five grand? I'm in."

The glare he got back was enough to make his teammate give a wave and say "I'm out of here, way too much love in the air. See you guys tomorrow."

Markanov was scouring the envelope for something, anything, a note, anything she gave him, but it was just the money and his things. He fell down onto the bench with his head in his hands. He said, sadly, "I must go see her now. Talk about this. About what we do."

His older teammate looked at him sympathetically. "She has left for New Zealand. She is not home."

Markanov looked up, as if about to cry, and said, "She left me?"


CHAPTER 9

The next day, at practice and the game, Markanov was miserable. He would not eat. He cried in the shower. He held his belly as if he was in pain all the time. He could not stop talking about her, as if just mentioning her name, if anyone would listen, might bring her back to him. Alexey was livid, he wanted to slap the boy and say, "Grow up," but he felt bad.

Markanov played an awful game, and when he weighed in, he had lost four pounds already. They were in the showers, moaning collectively about the loss, when Alexey saw the young Russian leave with a towel over his face. He followed him, and found him sitting in the locker-room with his head in his hands, sobbing into the towel.

He put his hand on the boy's shoulder. "It's ok," he said. "I bet you feel better tomorrow. Just take it easy, ok?"

A few other players started to arrive to get dressed.

"Let's go out," Alexey said. "Tonight. Rhino Room. Who wants to go?" Rhino Room was the strip club they'd visit on nights to celebrate, but even though they lost, it seemed the best way to take the boy's mind off of things. The guys chimed in, and about five of them said they'd go.

Markanov said he was not up for it, but Alexey said, "You do not have a choice. You are going. Get dressed."

***

Indeed, they went to the strip club, and they filled Markanov so full of alcohol to try to shut him up, and kept buying him lap dances, but it only made it worse. He was sunk back in a big velvet chair, not even looking at the ladies, visibly annoyed by their advances. After a few drinks the teammates were growing impatient with him also, telling him to go get laid to get his mind off of it, and to just stop talking about her.

Sulking, he was a miserable, drunken mess by the time they closed the place down.

"I'll take him home," Alexey told his teammates. "He cannot drive."

They all agreed. Alexey half-carried the young Russian into his condominium, placed him in the bathroom, and let him throw up for a while.

***

The boy was crying again. Now, he held nothing back. Drunk and delirious, he told Alexey as the older Russian stood in the bathroom doorway, "I am in love and my heart is breaking."

He put his head in the toilet again and threw up.

Alexey handed him a glass of water. "You need to go to sleep, my friend."

He sobbed into the toilet, his face hidden in one arm. "I do not want to live. I hurt in my entire body. My heart is broken!"

Alexey crouched down and put his hand on the boy's shoulder. "Do you realize you have your entire life ahead of you? You can have any woman you want? You are a millionaire, and you are not even twenty-one? You have talent, and skill? Listen to you. You are acting ungrateful. You will collect yourself and move on. You will forget about this woman. You can have ANY woman."

He lifted his head, sniffled, and cried. "I want her. I want Leilani."

"Oh Christ. Go to bed, Marki. You are going to make me throw up also."

He sobbed into the toilet, threw up again, then dragged himself to his bed and collapsed on it, still dressed.

Alexey said, as he turned off the lights, "I sleep on the couch. Do not kill yourself. Go to bed, Markanov."

There was a groan, and then the older Russian heard the boy say her name, one more time.

Settling on the couch with a mere blanket and a piercing headache, Alexey found himself very angry. This boy was sick, physically and emotionally sick, his life about to be in shambles. He was losing weight, unable to eat, he was playing like shit, he was talking about leaving the NHL, about killing himself, and probably going to have a drinking problem. All because of this woman. He was disgusted at himself for ever allowing it all to happen and passed out on the couch in a fit of anger, border lining on rage.

***

Alexey awoke to the sound of a cabinet closing in the kitchen. He sad up, rubbed his eyes, and said "Marki??"

There was a groan in response. "I feel like shit."

Alexey rubbed his eyes more, sat up, and peered over his shoulder. Markanov was padding around in the kitchen, still dressed from the night before. He was in the refrigerator for a moment, getting some juice, then he said, "I need aspirin. Do you want an aspirin?"

"Yes," Alexey replied, stretching a little, checking his watch with a squint. Markanov came into the living room and handed his friend an aspirin and glass of orange juice, then he collapsed with a groan into the lazy boy chair and used the remote control to turn on the television.

Downing the aspirin, Alexey looked at Markanov, and finally said, "How do you feel?" This was the longest the boy had never gone without mentioning her name.

He was flipping through channels. With a sniffle, he said, "My head is pounding. I feel very bad. Bad hangover."

Alexey continued drinking the orange juice. "How do you feel, though?"

Markanov looked at him. He did, indeed, look like shit. "How else can I say I feel like shit? My head feels like I was hit by a hammer. I need to eat. We should go buy breakfast."

Alexey looked at the boy, but the boy turned back to the TV, and made a comment about basketball playoffs. Then he muttered about a shower maybe helping his head.

So finally, he figured he may as well open the can of worms. "What about Leilani?"

Markanov didn't even look at him. "What about her?"

"How do you feel about her? You stopped talking about her."

Markanov looked at him. "She's fine. It was not so bad. What are you talking about?"

Alexey stared again, and paused, and almost spoke, but stop. He could not believe it. Finally, he said, "Do you remember saying you want to marry her?"

Quickly, the young Russian turned. "Marry? No." he paused. He thought. He squinted, then held his temples, it was obvious his head was hurting. "Wait. Oh. I think, yes. Oh. Did…Oh." He looked up, and shook his head, as if shaking off a chill. "I think so. Did I say that?"

"You did. About one hundred times."

"Oh."

Alexey almost smiled. "You do not feel that way?"

Markanov laughed. "She is engaged. No, of course not. She is nice, not like Sammy, you know. But that is all."

"Let's have breakfast," Alexey said. "I feel much better now."

***

Ironically, the boy's game turned around that next day. He gained ten pounds in three days, and his speed and accuracy increased threefold. He stopped talking about Leilani completely, and was focused on his game completely.

He scored a hatrick and set a record.

His teammates all just looked at each other and shrugged, and their captain said "Who should we send next time?"

And four of them said, "Me."


CHAPTER 9

The Captain

The captain of the team arrived at Leilani's house right on time. Jake opened the door to find him standing there, stoic, and he was actually the first player from the team he remotely recognized from the TV and newspapers.

"Kyle, right?" he said.

The captain responded, "Yes."

Jake escorted him in and offered him a drink. He declined quietly so without hesitation, Jake simply motioned up the stairs and said, "Thanks for your help."

"You're welcome," Kyle replied, and went up the stairs. Of course, he had heard all the details from Stas so he knew what to expect, but he had never seen Leilani. For some reason, he had thought should be a statuesque blonde that wore fine clothes and jewelry and a lot of makeup.

She was, though, the opposite. She was an exotic woman, with long dark hair, and he could not pinpoint her ethnicity. And while quite beautiful, she appeared to wear no makeup. Not even lipstick. Not that she needed it.

Leilani smiled at him, and she said, "You're very handsome." She thought that would get a smile out of him, or a blush, but he just replied, "Thank you."

"Do you mind if we just get started right away?" she asked him softly. "It hit me harder this time than usual. It's a good thing you were able to come by on such short notice. I don't think I would have lasted until tomorrow."

"That's fine," the young captain responded. "Just tell me what you want me to do, I'm ready."

"Do you mind if I undress you?" she asked, crossing the floor to approach him as he was standing near the bed. "I usually just …you know, have them get undressed. But there is something about you that I can't put a finger on and -"

He still remained somewhat stoic, but interrupted her quietly, with one simple word, "Sure."

Leilani watched him watching her. He stood still, and she moved to unbutton his shirt. "You have very nice skin."

This time, he didn't respond. Leilani realized she may be pouring the compliments on too much for him, but she couldn't tell if his lack of emotional response was because he was shy, or just used to the fawning from women. So she stopped, and instead, undressed him rather quickly, with a little more strength in her movements. She noticed that he never took his eyes off of her, but never turned his head to follow her. He only moved his eyes. She regarded him as cautious. An observer. Who did not like to let on what he was feeling.

"Your wrist," she demanded. He lifted his hand to her and she took off his watch and placed it next to the bed.

He obviously knew what was going to happen next, so when she nudged him toward the bed he reclined back and placed his wrists above his head. Stas, Leilani thought to herself, must have spared him no details.

Again, she was intensely aware of the way his eyes followed her. He never took them off her. But he was not staring in awe. He was observing. As if, to turn away for a moment, he may miss something, be caught of guard, or surprised. As little as she knew about hockey and what he did for a living, it occurred to her, instinctively, that this is why he was talented in that sport.

He was aware of everything going on, at any given moment, by careful use of all of his senses, especially his vision.

"You don't miss a thing, do you?" she finally said.

He responded simply, "You're right."

***

"Don't do that," he said. It was the first time he objected to something. It was a blindfold.

"I want to cover your eyes."

"No." he said, and turned back to her, and repeated it again. Firmly. As if to say there was zero room for negotiation. "No."

"What are you afraid of?"

"I'm not afraid," he said. "I simply won't accept it. Don't do it."

She smiled. She did it to him anyway. And it took a little fighting with him to get him to hold still, and he did mutter a few expletives and finally just sighed and bit his lip and gave in.

"Just for a few minutes, sweetheart," she said. Then she held him by the chin, and placed her lips on his. He did not respond but did not turn away. She could feel his breath though, and it was a little quicker, and his fingers moved slightly, his wrists jingled around in the shackles, and she felt him testing the strength of the restraints on his ankles. He was using his body, she observed, to continue to get a sense of what was going on around him.

When she moved off the bed he tilted his head in her direction. When she walked to the other side of the bed, his head followed, as he was listening. She smiled, then moved catlike, so he could not hear her this time; she was patient and slow.

At the far side of the room, she knocked a large book off of her bookcase and it hit the floor with a slam, and he whipped his head around and took a breath.

"You have no idea where I am," she told him. "Unless I allow you to know."

"You made your point," he said quietly.

"So just give in. It will make it easier. Surrender to the idea of knowing nothing, hearing nothing, and just being taken."

He swallowed, and now just was still. When she walked across the room, he no longer moved his head to listen. He just swallowed again, made two fists, cleared his throat, and exhaled.

"What a beauty you are," she said, and then she began to suck his cock.

***

When he came, he came with a shudder and an arch of his back, a slight twist of his hips, and a gasp of air. He had lasted much longer than Stas, but still was no match for her talent. As she swallowed, she stretched herself over his naked body, also naked now. Content, she watched him breathe. He was a deliberate breather. Even. Premeditated. Also meditative. She watched him for some time, her cheek resting on his chest so she could listen to his heart and feel the steady rhythm of his inhale and exhale.

"Wow," he said. That was the first compliment he gave her.

She smiled. Traced little circles on his flesh with her fingernail. He twitched. "Don't tickle me, please," he said. Not in a begging tone. Just sort of matter-of-fact.

"Ok," she responded.

He let out one, final, deliberate breath, then closed his lips, and she thought to himself he's now at rest, his breathing back to normal, calm. His recovery was immediate, quick, controlled.

"You have fantastic lips," she said.

For the first time, she saw him fight off a smile, and his skin did flush a little. He held the smile back though, regained his composure, and cleared his throat.

He was quite entertaining, she thought. And pretty to look at.

A moment later, she straddled his hips, but did not take his cock inside of her. She leaned down, her chin on his chest and her hair tickling his face slightly. He was still blindfolded, holding very still. "I want you to resist my kiss."

He said, softly, "I don't want to resist it."

She smiled. "You want to kiss me?"

"Yes," he said. "Very much."

"Well, just pretend. I would like that very much. And I have to warn you, keep your tongue out of my mouth. Not that I don't want it there, I just, uh, my teeth are incredibly sharp now, more than usual. As I said, I got it bad this time…."

"Alright," he said. Again, she was fascinated by his lips. It seemed that everything he did, from the way he watched to the way he spoke, was efficient, calm, as if to use the least amount of energy should he need to conserve it. He was unaffected. Deliberate. Focused.

First, she took his chin in her hand, and he yanked his head away, almost gave a sneer. Wow, she thought. Some emotion. She took his chin again, and he turned the other way, now clearly frowning, and he said, "Don't"

She smiled again. For someone so unemotional, he was quite the role-player when he wanted to be. She grabbed him by the hair instead, his black strands sticking up between her clenched fingers. Again, he wrenched free, but this time, it hurt, and he grimaced.

"Get off of me," he said, with a buck of the hips.

"Kiss me," she said.

"No."

Now, she grabbed his chin hard, jarring his head back, and he was startled, and with a soft hiss, whispered, "Careful."

"What?" she asked.

He whispered, swallowing, "My head. Concussion. Don't jar me around, please."

"I'm sorry," she whispered. "I didn't know."

"It's ok," he whispered.

"Open your mouth," she said.

And he slipped back into role with ease, so she was delighted. He said, "Fuck you."

Of course, she wanted to play along, and slap him for the remark, but after hearing he was prone to concussion, of course she just gave his hair a painful, deliberate pull, slow, increasing in intensity, until he had no choice but to part his lips with a painful "Ahh---"

Leilani placed her mouth on his. He kept his tongue back. She delicately investigated him, carefully prodding, but definitely invasive. The chains above him rattled. He let out a muffled sound, his hips twisted a little against hers. "Mmph," he repeated. His lips were incredibly soft.

She never broke the kiss. He had to breathe through his nose. Using her tongue, she was able to literally pry his tongue from his mouth and position just below the sharpest part of her left front tooth, which she knew had the point of a needle at this time - one press, and it would puncture him with ease, and probably go right through him to the bottom. His entire body tensed.

He whimpered. He couldn't say no - well, he couldn't say anything, but his body did beg her not to do it. It was as if, though, he was even afraid to make a sound for fear of moving.

He held incredibly still and she kept him there, prone, breathing through his nose, for almost an entire two minutes.

***

When Leilani broke the kiss, he inhaled with a gasp, and ran his tongue over his lips as if to make sure it was still intact and not bleeding. He was shaking a little.

"I thought for sure -" he inhaled. "you were…."

"I wouldn't do that to you," she said softly.

Again, he exhaled, his lips slightly pursed. "Can I ask you something?" he said softly, then inhaled again.

"Yes," she said, staring down at him. His hair was now disheveled.

"Can you let me see now?" he asked. "It's been longer than a few minutes."

Leilani smiled again. "Aware of everything in detail, aren't you?"

"Please, Leilani. I'm starting to see stars. I get dizzy sometimes, and I don't want to start feeling sick."

"Alright," she said, and removed it.

He blinked, shut his eyes hard a few times, then looked at her. "Wow," he said. "You're…. wow."

She lifted a finger toward his lips, just a half inch away. He looked at it, then at her, then at her finger again. He lifted his head, and kissed it. Just pressed his lips together a bit, let them linger there, then pulled back slowly and looked back up at her.

"You're intuitive."

"You're beautiful," he responded.

***

She got off of him and walked slowly away, and he watched her, her body and the way it moved. He turned his head toward his right bound wrist, tilted it up as much as he could reach, and tried to pat down the hair that he could feel was sticking up in seven directions.

Leilani returned with something but kept it out of view as she returned to his side on the bed. She said, "Kyle, how long can you hold your breath?"

He looked at her. Searched her face for something. "I don't know," he responded. "Probably a couple of minutes."

"Probably?" she asked. She leaned over to him finally, and he looked down and saw that she had quite a long, black scarf. Made of silk. She slid her hand behind his neck with it.

"Oh," he said softly, his eyes down. "Wait," he said. "Leilani…"

"Don't worry," she wrapped it around his neck, twice, so the two remaining ends were equally long on each side, one in each of her hands.

He swallowed, and looked at the ceiling, and even though she had put no pressure on the scarf, a breath got caught in his throat. He swallowed again and the chains jingled and now his eyes were back on her. "I don't think, I…"

She lifted her hands, they were empty. "I haven't done anything. I didn't pull."

"You were going to," he observed.

She shook her head. "Why do you look so upset?" she asked.

He let out what was a forced quick laugh, and said, "Because, uh, you're about to choke me."

Leilani shook her head at him and he blinked as he stared at her for some sense of her intentions. "I'm not going to choke you," she said. "You are."

***

"I don't think I can do this," he said. His breath was quicker now as she systematically put each of the lose ends of the scarf into both of his palms, one on each side. He closed his fingers around them, probably thankful to at least be the one controlling them for the time being.

She flipped her hair back, put both hands on his chest and stared down at his frame. "I would probably do it," she said. "But I want to have my hands free, to explore your body, when I am making love to you."

"It's like slapping yourself," he said. "You just can't do it."

"Yes, you can." She smiled at him, looked into his eyes. "For me. Just for a tiny bit. Not hard. I am right here on your chest. I can hear your heart. I can feel your body. I will know if you are in danger. Trust me."

His eyes searched her face. He seemed slightly mesmerized. He swallowed, and said, "I'll try."

Leilani smiled, and his body seemed to fold into her for warmth suddenly, like he was lost in the look in her eyes, the beauty in the happiness she felt for his willingness to try.

"You are brave," she said. "And beautiful. You will be aware of nothing but how good my body feels, and how warm it is inside me, and when you see how happy I am, you will feel safe. Just relax."

Once again, the captain swallowed, he looked away for just a second, up at one of his palms that held the end of one side of the scarf that was snugly around his neck but not constricting in any way. He swallowed a final time, inhaled, and pulled with both hands.

Leilani mounted him, took him inside of her, and watched him shut his eyes tight. Indeed, he was doing it. And was not holding back.

***

"Easy," she whispered as she rode him, "Not so tight. It's ok. Just a little, just a little."

His eyes were wrenched shut. She used a finger to wedge some space between his neck and the scarf. "You don't need to pull so tight, angel. Just a little. There you go."

The bed creaked as she moved slowly. "Look at me," she said. It had been about thirty seconds.

He turned to her, opened his eyes. His lips were together tight. As if not to tease himself that if they were open, he could breathe anyway. Leilani leaned down, her hair draping his face, her eyes closed to him. She blew softly into his eyes and watched his lashes flutter in response. She did it again. She could tell he knew her motivation. She was teasing him. Teasing him because she had it, and he didn't.

His eyes seemed to look into one of hers, then the other, as if looking for which one would give him release.

"Shhh," she said. "Feel my body. Feel it." Her hands were all over him.

He blinked hard. Her hand, on his chest, felt his heart very clearly now. "Stop," she said, "Go ahead and stop."

He let go. She slipped two fingers under the scarf to loosen it fully and he gasped, inhaled, and her body was lost in the movement of his chest. She closed her eyes, lowered her face to him, and basked in the heat of his breath against her cheeks. "You sound beautiful," she said. "Does it feel good?"

The captain had trouble getting the word out, but said, "Yes."

"Was that so bad?" she asked. She was still making love to him, and he was holding out quite well against her deliberate, sensual thrusts.

"Yes," he said. He was still breathing deep, but not gasping, or gulping. He would inhale through his nose, then press his lips together slightly to exhale.

"One more time," she said. "For me. And I'll make you cum. All right?"

"Can I catch my breath -" he asked, pausing to inhale. "First."

"No."

"Ok," he said. No hesitation, no fear, shut his eyes, took a breath, and again pulled the scarf tight around his neck.

Then, Leilani fucked him hard. Ruthless.

***

When she sensed he was about to cum, she leaned down close to his body and pulled the scarf away from his neck. He let out a gasp just as she got her teeth into place, sliding the silk cloth away from him as she began the task.

He was cumming at that moment, but unlike Stas, she could sense he knew when the puncture happened, and he cried out a bit, between catching his breath. She delicately placed her hand on his face as if to calm him, and he turned toward her open palm. She felt his breath there, then he kissed her palm. Again, just a delicate touch of his lips against her flesh. Even though she could not see him as she was at her task, she felt, in her palm against his face, that he was wincing, and his eyes were shut tight, and his jaw was clenched.

When Leilani pulled back he shuddered. His body shook a little more, and he let out another gasp. Her eyes were closed. She felt incredibly warm.

Gasping just a bit, for the first time breathing in what seemed like a less controlled manner, he said, "Take more,"

She lifted her head slowly. His eyes were closed tight, inhaling deeply.

"Take more, if you want. I'm --- " he inhaled, then exhaled. "ok."

A smile came over her that she knew, if he saw, would put him in heaven. But she did not want to disturb him from his private darkness. She placed a finger on his chin and gave it a slight push, to see if he meant it, and sure enough, he turned his head the other way, and offered the other side of his neck.

She leaned down.

This time, he did scream.

***

She had forgotten the power of distraction. In the midst of orgasm, and a pounding heart, and the gracious sensation of being able to breathe, her partners were often totally unaware that they were being punctured. His heart rate was one to return to normal very quickly, he had settled his breathing in just the few short seconds, and this time, he felt it.

His cry of pain was not that bad; but it startled her, and she could not just stop once she started, so she lightly put her hand over his mouth as if to shush him, but gently. Again, he was holding back another sound, a wail perhaps, and as if to distract himself, he went to kiss her palm and she felt him holding back what almost seemed like a stifled sob. His body twisted a little under her. The chains were rattling. "Ow -" he said "Ow -" the second one came out like a half sob. "Please stop -" he said, and she heard something in his voice.

Embarrassment.

Finally, she was able to let go. She would have earlier, but it was impossible to stop once she started. When she sat upright, he had his head to the side, breathing hard. He was crying.

***

"I'm sorry," he said, inhaling deep, his head deliberately turned away. "I thought...I thought I could handle it."

"It's ok," she said, and turned his chin toward her. He opened his eyes. Just a few tears, but his eyes were sparkling. He had already stopped crying. He sniffled once, blinked, and looked at her as he exhaled. "You are so beautiful," he said.

"I'm sorry if I hurt you," she said.

"It's ok," he responded. "I just…I had no idea it would hurt like that."

He blinked again. After a brief pause, he said, "I'd like to be untied so I can hold you."

Leilani smiled.

He smiled.

She let him go.


CHAPTER 10

John Weekes stood at the door of the large house at 11:20 pm, about a half hour earlier than he had planned because the game finished early.

He rang the doorbell. There was no answer. He peered in the window and saw lights on but no one inside, but with a light tough of the ornate doorknob, the door creaked open. "Anybody home?" he asked. No answer.

He stepped inside and took a quick peek around. There was a note sitting on the couch a few feet in front of him. It read, "John. Jake is out on business. I am upstairs. Please help yourself to anything, but do not come up until midnight. Thank you. Leilani."

Weekes groaned and looked at his watch, crumbled the paper into a ball and walked into the kitchen. After throwing it away, he went into the refrigerator and leaned down, let his eyes scan the contents, and settled on a Heineken.

He checked his watch again. It was only 11:25. Killing thirty-five minutes was not something he particularly enjoyed, especially when he had a game again the next day and a ten-day road trip immediately after. He hadn't even packed. With a sigh he plopped down on the couch, picked up the television remote, and turned on the news.

***

After channel flipping for fifteen minutes and finishing his beer, patience ran out for John Weekes. "Fuck this," he said, and headed up the stairs. The door to the large bedroom was open a crack, so he pushed it as he gave it a few taps.

Startled, Leilani spun around at her vanity with a gasp, her hand on her chest.

"Sorry," he said.

"You're early," she responded quickly as he approached her. In the semi darkness of the room, she regarded immediately that he was much older than the two previous players. The first of course was just nineteen, and the second was in his mid twenties. "Are you the coach?' she asked.

"No," he said, still approaching.

Leilani shrunk back a little. "You're early," she said, and looked at his swollen bottom lip. He had fresh stitches. "I'm not ready yet," she added.

Weekes stopped approaching her as she folded her robe up over her body, obviously nervous about something. Stammering a little. Uncomfortable. He paused, then said, "The game ended early, and as I mentioned, I have another one tomorrow, then a ten-day road trip. I haven't even had time to pack, or eat. I also need some rest. So, if it's ok, I was hoping we could do this now, and as quickly as possible."

Leilani stood and turned away from him, walking across the room. "It…it doesn't work that way. I can't make myself change any faster."

He put his hands in his pockets with a sigh, then looked around. He started to pace around the room, looking at things, picking up picture frames, then setting them down. Leilani was in her large closet for a moment, then emerged, watched him as he looked at things, and was unnerved by how he picked things up but then did not return them to their proper location. His fidgeting was distracting her.

Leilani sat down. "Let's talk for a few minutes, then," she said, trying to get him to stop walking around.

"Ok," he said, but he did not look at her, he was looking at a crystal snow globe that had some Russian writing on it. He shook it.

Leilani cleared her throat. "So, you do this with Sammy, right? It sounds like he and I are very different." She also was irritated, somehow, deep down, that he wasn't even looking at her. She checked the mirror. Indeed, her beauty was about tripled now, and at this stage, neither of the two others had been able to stop staring at her. This man seemed to be almost unaware she was in the room.

"Yeah," he finally responded with a sigh, turning with a glance as if to look for something else to go pick up and investigate. "But I'm usually the spotter."

"What does that mean?"

"I'm the one that holds him down so he doesn't get out of control. Or twist his arm if he's getting violent."

"I see. What happened to your lip?"

He still would not look at her. He made his way to the bed and she tensed. She did not want him touching anything else. "Had a fight."

Leilani knew about fighting in hockey and hoped this conversation would interest him enough to get him to come over. "What made you fight?"

Weekes finally walked back over, his hands in the pockets of his slacks. He was wearing a dress sweater. "I wanted a Gordy."

"A what?"

For the first time, he looked at her, and stared a little. Finally, she thought, he is starting to notice my beauty. Then she realized, he was giving her a blank stare as if to say "You don't know what a Gordy is?" He spoke again after a pause. "Gordie Howe Hat Trick. A goal, an assist, and a fight in the same game. I had the goal and assist, so I wanted to round it out."

"Superstitious?" She asked.

"Everyone wants a Gordy when you can have one. And I like things in threes. Can we get started soon?"

This man was agitating Leilani, and if anything, it slowed it down for her. But now, even she wanted to just get it over with. She figured starting would hopefully get her changing faster. She said, "I like things in threes, also."

"I heard," he said matter-of-factly. His tone seemed to indicate that he was not impressed, shocked or even cared. She gritted her teeth. "Take off your sweater and jewelry, your watch. And bring that big chair over here."

Leilani watched John take his wallet out of his back pocket, his car keys, some change, and place it on the vanity corner. He carefully pulled the sweater over his head as to not hit the fresh stitches on his bottom lip, and folded it rather neatly and placed it down also. Next he slipped off his watch and then went to get the chair she had pointed at. It was close to the bed.

Turning back to the mirror to give her teeth a look, she said, "That silver bracelet, too."

There was a grumble from him as he was carrying the chair toward her.

"What?" she asked, not hearing him.

"I said no."

"No?"

He placed the chair in front of her. "Is this where you want the chair?"

Leilani turned in her seat and stared up at him. He looked at her for a second, then made a "speed it up" swirling motion with his hand. "The chair? Here?"

"Take off the bracelet."

"I don't take this off."

"Why not?"

"I don't need to explain that. It stays on. Now where do you want the chair?"

Leilani was steaming at this point.

He could tell she was angry. "If you don't like it," he started quite flatly. "Don't look at it."

"Put the chair there," she pointed a few feet away. "And sit in it."

She expected a smart ass remark, but got no response. Off he went with the chair, placed it on the floor, sat down, and sighed. Obviously bored.

Checking her teeth, she noted they finally were starting to look half decent. But there was no blood lust for this man. If anything, she wanted him to go away. Sadly, because of all three she had, he was the most attractive to her, in some odd way.

Perhaps, because he was not smitten.

Yet, she mused. Yet.

***

Leilani approached the chair with some black gaffer tape in her hands. She decided if he felt he could resist her beauty; he'd have to start to try harder. She moved with grace and elegance and put on the charm a bit, and indeed, she did catch his eyes give her body a scan. She reminded herself that men could not resist her. It was impossible.

She smiled. She said, "Are my teeth intimidating to you?"

The teeth often enchanted some of the men - many reacted with fear, some with awe. Weekes gave a squint to see them, seemed to almost be analytical about it, then said, "Well, they aren't as big as Sammy's."

Something about the way he said it was as if he was trying to be demeaning to her. She tensed, then added, "They are much sharper. That's what Stas said."

Weekes gave her a bit of a half smirk. "I guess that's a good thing. Sammy's got one tooth that doesn't come in all the way anymore, half the time. He also tries to chew. It's pretty disgusting."

"How does he get rid of the teeth, after the bite, if you don't mind my asking?"

Weekes responded, again, in a level tone. "We figured out that if we take him into the showers and just rinse him down with a ton of cold water, in about ten minutes he starts to go to normal usually. We found out on accident when we were cleaning up the blood mess, and ran out of hot water one night. Otherwise we had to keep him locked in a room and keep peeking in, and it took about four hours."

"I see," she smiled. "Put your wrists behind the chair and cross them. I am going to tie them together."

He obeyed without hesitation. Without fear, either. As she was taping his wrists together, avoiding the bracelet, actually giving it a shove to get it out of the way, he turned his head over his shoulder to observe. "Watch the bracelet, would you? Can I ask you how long you think this will take?"

Leilani stood and went in front of him. She took off her robe and he regarded her body - she was in a full black lace teddy with garters. "I would tape your mouth shut," she said, "But you have those stitches."

Finally, Leilani recognized a familiar bulge in the trousers, and yes, John was giving her somewhat of long gaze. She crouched down, unzipped his pants, took out his cock (and was quite impressed), and took him full in the mouth.

His breath escaped in a half gasp, he tilted his hips up to meet her, and she almost smiled to herself, thinking, well now he's mine.

Ten seconds, then twenty. Then thirty. No man had ever lasted that long. Then forty. He moaned. Then fifty. She paused, and looked up. His head was back, eyes shut tight, definitely enjoying it. He said, "Don't stop now."

Leilani could not believe it. He would not cum. He did not cum. And her teeth were now full, and doing their seductive work around his cock, humming around it, seducing it, her deep-throating skills were unmatched, and he would not cum. Finally, after a few minutes, she gave up, because she was getting impatient. The pre-cum, yes, it was a taste, enough, and she was getting frustrated. She stood, thinking to herself, he must be gay. 

And it infuriated her.

***

"Do you have a girlfriend?" she asked, drinking a glass of water.

"No," he said.

"A boyfriend?"

He laughed. "No. I'm not gay."

"Why don't you have a girlfriend then?"

He looked away. He obviously didn't want to talk about it. "Is this therapy? Would you do the blood, so I can go home? Or go back to sucking my dick?"

"Don't act like an asshole,"

"I AM an asshole," he snapped. "A tired asshole who has to play a game tomorrow then fly all night and hasn't even packed. Now come on, Lei, just do it."

"No one calls me Lei but Jake."

John leaned forward in the chair what he could, shifting a little to get more comfortable, shaking his head. "Jesus Christ. Fucking high maintenance. Sammy gets more ugly, you get more bitchy? What the fuck? LEI-LANI, will you please, please, just fucking do this? I'm serious. I'm giving it to you. I'm sitting here. I'm tied up, like you want. Take the blood, come here, do it. I'm ready."

"You don't get it, John. It's not about the blood. It's not about the cum. It's about the soul. If I wanted blood, I'd go to a blood bank. If I wanted cum, I'd be a hooker. I want your soul. Surrender to me."

For the first time, John gave her a long look, and she saw something else in his eyes. He had the strangest eyes. Deep. Serious. Sad. He said, simply, "I don't give that up to anyone. You can beat me, slap me, fucking beat me senseless if that makes you happy Leilani, you can take all the blood you want, however you want to get it. But you are not getting anything else."

"Someone hurt you bad," she observed.

He turned his head and just muttered something. Impatient.

"When was the last time you cried, John?"

"Fifteen years ago," he said.

"I want you to cry for me," she said, touching his face softly. He turned away from her hand. She touched him again, this time pressing her thumb to his lip, which she knew must be aching by the way it looked.

John didn't wince. He seemed more annoyed than in pain. He looked at her. "Please," he said. "Just do it.  Get this shit over with."

Leilani crouched down so she could see his eyes again. Still, pain in them. She was insanely curious about what was going on in his head. "What do you think would ever make you cry?"

She expected an answer that would reveal more about what broke his heart. Instead, he said simply, "Raising the Cup."

***

"The Stanley Cup?" she clarified.

Now, he looked annoyed. Insulted that she even had to ask. "Yes," he said.

"Is that related to the reason you wear the bracelet?"

"In a way. The blood, Leilani? The blood?" He was starting to get visibly agitated.

Leilani paused for a moment and looked at him seriously. "If you trust me, and just settle down, and have an open mind, I can get this over with quicker. But you have to trust me."

"Whatever it takes," he said with a shake of the head. "I'm ready."

Leilani knew her power of suggestion was quite strong when she needed it to be. Almost hypnotic. That is how she had made Stas cry; a direct look into his eyes, the communication of a sense of desperation and fear and need for release that he would die to feel, and then the tears came in a flood.

To see this man, this stoic man, who had not cried in fifteen years, break down in her arms, that would certainly make up for the lack of semen she was able to taste, and, even better, lead into a wonderful blood lust. Yes, it was coming together in her mind.

And he meant it, when he said it, that he'd cry when he had that Cup. So she was going to give it to him. She went downstairs to her finest antique cabinet, and pulled down a silver, beautiful goblet. It was an antique and she and Jake had used it just once. It did not matter that it looked absolutely nothing like the Stanley Cup, because she'd have John believe it was, and was right before him, and the tears would come in a waterfall.

Her teeth, she noticed as she climbed the stairs, were all the way in.

***

She approached John, holding the goblet in her hands. He looked at it then at her and said nothing. "My eyes, John. Look right at me. Trust me."

He looked up at her, and she leaned down closer to him. In those eyes, again she saw a wall. Pain. A shield. Defense. For a moment, slight emotion, then they went stoic on her again. "Shhhh," she said, even though he said nothing to her. He continued to gaze. Now, he seemed softened slightly. Confused a bit.

Leilani sought emotion in his eyes, she felt as if she was trying to hammer through an iron gate. "Open up," she said. "I won't hurt you."

"What are you doing?" he asked, the softest his voice had ever been.

"Open up," she said again.

John squinted a little at her, started to try to speak again, but this time had no words.

"You want the Cup," she said softly.

"Yes," he responded.

"I can give it to you," she said.

He responded, softly, but still a little trance-like, "I have to get it myself. Or it means nothing."

Leilani said, "I can make it possible for you to get it."

"Yes," he said, and his eyes were now fixed. He was not going to look away. She felt she had him. She felt the grip was tightening. She slowly lifted up the silver cup to put it in his vision and said, "This is it."

John's eyes moved to it. He looked it up and down, slowly. He then turned his eyes to her eyes, and she smiled, and she thought, here it comes.

He said, "Leilani, that's a fucking goblet," with a half smirk.

Livid, without hesitation, without time to think, in a rage, she backhanded him across the face. The cup went flying out of her hands, blood started pouring from his opened stitches and she screamed at him, "You arrogant bastard!"

She lost it.

***

"Ah, FUCK," he muttered with a shake of the head, sucking blood back into his mouth. She was tearing around the room, overturning things, on the verge of tears. "Ahh, FUCK!" he said again, slurping back the blood, feeling with his tongue if all the stitches were out, or just half.

"Give me the fucking cup," he said.

She turned to him, fire in her eyes. She was, thankfully, still beautiful in her rage, as he had wondered if she'd go Sammy on him.

"Give me the fucking cup," he said.

She looked at him, serious, breathing hard. "Are you going to cry?'

His mouth, now, was full of blood, and it was hard to talk, so it came out in a mumble, "I'm gonna spit into it or else get blood on your floor, GIVE ME THE CUP."

"You are such a bastard," she said, picking the cup off the floor and carrying it over.

"I told you," he managed to say before leaning his head down and letting the blood drip from his mouth, mixed with saliva, into the goblet she held under his chin. "I just don't let people in." He spit.

She stared at him with scorn. How dare he defy her. How dare he.

Looking up at her, his tongue moved again over his bleeding bottom lip. "Stitch it up."

"I don't do sutures."

"Get a thread and needle, I'll do it myself."

"No."

Blood was already filling his mouth. "Cup," he said.

She lifted it. He spit. "Leilani," he said calmly. "It's not going to stop bleeding. You split my stitches open. Unless you can put that cup in the fridge and use it as a midnight snack and let me fucking leave so I can now add to my list of goddamn things to also sewing my own fucking mouth up, YOU BETTER TAKE THE FUCKING BLOOD!"

Leilani grabbed him, hard, by the hair, yanked his head back. Her full strength was in her now, she felt it, and she glared down at him, his neck exposed. He was not breathing hard, even with the adrenalin of having his lip split open and the associated pain.

And then, he did something, again, no one had ever done before. He had enough strength to wrench his head out of her grip.

"I don't know what I am going to do with you," she said. And this time, it was almost sad. Desperate. "I don't know what I am going to do with you."

"Gimmethecup," he sputtered. She held it up. He spit.

He said. "You're going to sew my mouth up, or drink the fucking blood and let me go."

"You don't respond to pain at all," she observed.

John looked up at her, again, tongue on his lip. "I've been speared. My arms have been slashed. High sticked. Butt ended. Slugged. Slapped."

"It's a nasty career record," she commented.

John stared at her. "That was just tonight. Please. Get this over with. Give me the cup."

She held it up. She was now stoic as well, watching him again spit into it.

"This is not going to get anything but worse," he said. She did not know if he meant the blood gushing from his lip, or the night in general. She figured both. "So all I'm asking is you try. I can take it if your teeth aren't in. I have taken it from Sammy."

Desperate at this point, she agreed. His mouth was filling with blood again, and again she wanted so bad to just get the night over with. She leaned down and he tilted his head back, offering his neck to her, and just that one tiny act of surrender, remote, almost insignificant, was all she had to grasp onto, and it was not nearly enough. But, like the pre-cum, it was better than nothing.

She hoped for a whimper of him, perhaps the word "ouch….", a gasp, anything to communicate to her that he was in pain, but she got none of that. He took in a breath when his skin was punctured, and behind his back she opened her eyes as she struggled to take it, and to see if he had even clenched his fists. She just saw that damn bracelet again, so she shut her eyes.

His heart was apparently almost at a resting rate. So she got very little to taste, and even that exhausted her because she had to work to get it. When she let go, she somberly lifted the cup again as she knew it was time again for him to spit. He did, said "Thanks," then with a motion of his shoulders, she heard a snap, and he stood. He'd just, with ease, ripped the tape off his wrists.

Even his restraint was an illusion. Leilani stood there, feeling like she needed to cry.

"Can I have a towel," he said. "And a needle and thread, and some ice?" He was quiet. Stoic. Tired. He had his hand on his neck to stop the bleeding.

Leilani went to her vanity and assembled the things he needed. She handed them to him, somber, not looking at his eyes. "Ice is in the freezer," she said.

Not looking at him, she listened to him collect his things, put them back in his pockets, and then pick up his sweater and carried it with him as he left the room.

She sat on the edge of the bed, and started sobbing.

***

A few minutes went by, and she did not hear his car start. She was crying, and her teeth were in some sort of awful half stage. She had not gotten enough in her. She heard his footsteps coming up the stairs, and for a brief instant, she wondered if he was under the spell, returning to offer himself more fully to her. She looked up hopefully, tears streaming down her face.

He stepped inside, now holding a bloody towel full of ice on his lip, and looked at her for a second, blankly. He removed the towel and said, "I need a lighter."

She pointed to the candles. John walked over, took it, then went into the bathroom to do the stitches. Leilani walked to the bathroom entrance and silently watched him sterilize the needle. She sniffled. "My teeth have to go back," she said, not looking at him as he leaned close to the mirror.

He awkwardly re-stitched without speaking, then finally said, "Cold shower works for Sammy."

"I need it through a kiss. Stas told you everything else, didn't he tell you that?"

John did not take his eyes off the mirror, finishing the tiny knot. "Yeah. But," he said, turning and gesturing to his mouth, "One, I'm not about to mess this up again, and two," he said, washing his hands. "I don't kiss unless I'm making love."

"We could do that," she said.

He turned off the light as he walked past her out of the bathroom. "No offense Leilani, but I like blondes. I gotta go home, it's fucking late."

And with that, he was gone.


CHAPTER 11

The next day, at the morning skate, when John was getting his gear out to change, the captain gave him a double-take. "What happened to your face?" he asked, noticing the stitches from the night before were now a botched obvious self-job, and the swelling was worse.

John shut his locker, looked at the young captain, and said simply, "Leilani."

Stas turned, who was just entering the room and caught the tail end. "She go beast on you?"

John sat down to put on his skates. "She went bitch on me."

"You are not in love with her?" Stas asked, looking at John curiously since they all were quite familiar with the little two-day fascination everyone seemed to get.

"Let's just say we didn't hit it off."

The captain shook his head. "Well, sorry to hear that. Have the trainer take a look at that, it definitely needs some attention."

"Yeah,” he responded, and was standing to head to the ice when his cell phone started ringing. He pulled it out of his locker. The caller ID had Leilani's name on it. At first he wasn't going to answer, but then picked it up.

"Hello?" he said quietly.

"John, this is Leilani," she said. Very soft. Almost timid.

"I know. What do you want? I'm at morning skate."

"I need to see you again."

He had to choke back a laugh. Stas was putting on his skates, looking up curiously at the veteran player, who had a hand over his temples now as if choking back a headache. "Leilani, it's just not possible. I have a game in a few hours, then we fly to San Jose."

"When do you come back?"

"Ten days," he said. "But it's not going to happen then anyway, it obviously doesn't work with us. I'll send Stas when we get back, he'll go."

Stas nodded in the background. "Yeah, I will go. I do not mind."

"It has to be you," she said, it sounded as if she was choking back tears. "I am very sick now. I didn't get enough, and it has made me extremely ill."

He slammed his fist into the locker. Stas gave him a look, shook his head, took his stick and walked out of the room toward the ice.

John said, "If you are asking me to skip a game, or a road trip start, to do this, that is absolutely out of the question. You are messing with my career."

"I think I might die," she said somberly.

"You aren't going to die. Sammy's had the whole half-done thing, and having someone else was fine. Call your fiancé. Or wait until we get back and someone else will go."

She was going to continue, but he hung up on her. As he put the phone in the locker, it was ringing again. He ignored it. The captain, standing in the hall, who had heard a little of the conversation, said "Sounds like she's the one that got that spell this time."

"Just what I need," John said as he touched his tender lip. "A psycho stalker blood lusting sadist."

***

After the morning skate, when John pulled the cell phone out of his locker, it said he had seventeen missed calls. The other guys were all getting dressed, talking, coming in and out of the shower. John clicked through his call log. Leilani. Leilani. Leilani. Leilani. His sister. Leilani. Leilani. Jake.

He turned to Sammy, who was staring at him as he put on his shoes. "She is not well?"

John looked at the young player. "She said it has to be me. That's the only way she will get better. Does this make any sense to you?"

Sammy just shrugged. "I remember nothing so I do not know. She would know this."

He was going to ignore it; after all, they had a game soon, and then a plane to catch, but his conscience got to him and he sat down to at least return Jake's call. Hopefully, he had called to tell her he'd calmed her down.

Jake picked up the phone after one right and said without a hello, "John?"

"Yes."

"Leilani's terribly ill."

"She told me." There was clear distress in Jake's tone, who had always been otherwise very even tempered. John shut his eyes, and cringed. He could tell where this was going. "Maybe you should go take care of her."

"Oh, I am. I'm on the next flight out, I canceled all my meetings, cleared my schedule. I'm coming from New York. Listen, she told me what happened, and I know you are busy, so I will make this as clear as possible and I pray you will show some compassion."

John just listened with one hand over his face, eyes closed.

"She's messed up because she didn't finish. She never told me this before, but this happened once before we met, and it put her in the hospital, and she nearly died. They diagnosed her as terminal. It wasn't until she got back the man she'd not finished, and then she was fine. I am begging you, John. I am BEGGING you, please, please don't let my fiancé die."

"I am not skipping a game, or canceling a road trip. I can't do that. I can't do that, I'm sorry."

"You are in San Jose tonight."

"Yes."

"I'm putting her on a flight. She will meet you there when you land tonight, ok?"

"But Jake, it didn't work last time, it's not going to work this time. I can't give her what she needs, she made that very clear."

Jake sighed. "She realizes she was too pretentious with you. She tried too hard. This will be quick, she will be very clear and level headed, trust me. She's desperate. She just wants to feel better. Can you do this for us, please?"

"Yeah," he finally said. "Adam's Mark Hotel downtown. We don't land until 1:30 am." He sighed. "And please, tell her it has to be quick. I am going to be exhausted."

"Thank you, John. Really. Thank you."

He hung up. Slammed his locker. Sammy looked up. "She-beast is going on the road with us?"

"Indeed."

The captain was standing nearby. "I'm sorry," he said.

John shrugged, picked up his gym bag, and said, "See you at the game."

***

At 1:45am, the team bus rolled into the hotel lot and the weary players made their systematic exit, their equipment trainer handing them envelopes as they emerged that had their room keys and room numbers. John took his, flanked by his teammate who would share his room, but knew of the situation. The young, quiet Canadian, who was not part of the "blood pool" said quietly, "I'll go hang out in Tommy's room, maybe crash on the couch if you are late, just call me."

"All right," John said somberly. Exhausted. Sore.

Sure enough, Leilani was in the lobby, in a big chair. She was wrapped in a large blanket which even covered much of her head, sitting very still. Stas had approached her, and was crouched down talking to her. John recognized a look in the eyes of the young Russian. He looked very sad, timid.

When he approached, Stas put his hand on her knee and said, "Here he is. Please get better."

She turned and looked up, and John made eye contact with her. Indeed, she was pale, and looked awful. Her eyes were puffy from crying, she looked like she lost fifteen pounds since the night before, and on her slender frame, there was not much left.

Leilani stood slowly, and John wrapped the blanket around her shoulders. He did feel bad for her. She did look terrible. And that stern, bitchier-than-thou look had left her eyes, and she was now like a fragile doll at his side. They entered the elevator together. Some other players were also going up, but they didn't say anything. There were a few awkward coughs from one. One cleared his throat. The tension was thick.

Since most players were on the same floor, they paired off and said their good nights and one at a time disappeared. John opened his hotel room door and held it for her, and she walked inside slowly. She had not said a word.

"How do you want to do this?" he asked quietly.

She had a small bag with her. She placed it on the floor and opened it. "On the bed," she said softly. There was the jingling of leather restraints. "Just take off your shirt and coat," she added, again, almost emotionless. "And jewelry."

He was taking off his shoes. "Not the -"

"I know," she sniffled. "Not the bracelet."

John did as told, set his alarm clock, groaned at the time that it read. She approached him and he reclined and spread his arms for her, allowing her to wrap the leather around his wrists and secure them above his head at the headboard.

"All I ask," she said softly, "Is that you try to surrender. As much as you can. I know it's hard, but I need it. I need it very badly. Open up to me. Give me something. Anything. Let me inside of you in some way. It is obvious I cannot use pain to make you mine. It is obvious you are not enchanted by anything about me, so I can't use lust. It is obvious your heart is completely shut off from anyone, especially me."

"I'm damaged goods," he clarified quietly.

Leilani looked at him. "No," she said. "You are a gorgeous man. Someone strong. But you are afraid. What scares you?"

"Feeling vulnerable," he said. "being crushed again."

"She hurt you bad."

He nodded. "I don't really want to talk about that. I'd rather just, you know." He looked at his wrists. "You want me to pretend to be afraid, or something, or - I don't know. What, what do you want?"

"Just tell me," she said softly. "Please. What happened. That's a sacrifice for you. I need that. I need something. So tell me."

***

John thought for a moment. He even said, "Give me a second," and she watched him as he was staring forward. She saw pain in his eyes. He took a breath. He shut his eyes. "This is not easy."

She was sitting next to him on the bed, her palm resting on his naked belly. For the first time ever, she saw him breathing just slightly harder. And it was not from lust, obviously, or fear. It was from pain. And not pain from his still bruised lip.

"It's the bracelet," Leilani observed.

"Yes," he said.

"She gave it to you. Who?"

"My fiancé," he responded quickly.

"Did she die?" she asked quietly.

He shook his head quickly, but just slightly, still look looking at Leilani. "She left me. It was fifteen years ago."

"That was when you cried," Leilani said.

He inhaled. "Oh, yeah. You could say that."

"I'm sorry. Why do you still wear it, if it hurts you so much?"

John bit his bottom lip, and even winced a little, as if adding a little physical pain might dull out some of the emotional pain he was bringing to the surface. He looked up, regained some stoic nature, and said matter-of-factly. "She left me for my best friend. She cheated on me. Hid it for six months. And then married him."

Leilani saw pain now. This was real pain. And as guilty as she felt for it, she felt lust building inside of her. Lust. Pure lust. He was slowly transforming into an animal of innocence, and helplessness, and surrender, right in front of her, by letting this pain come to the surface for her to see. Strength started to enter her limbs at once. Her skin tone brightened. Her half-shaped teeth started to come in, quite quickly. She wanted to fuck him. She was lusting. It was happening very fast, and it almost scared her.

"Is he still your best friend?" Leilani asked.

"No," he said with a scoff.

"Why didn't you give her back the bracelet when it all ended, so you'd have closure?" she asked.

Again, he would not look at her. "Because, fuck them. Fuck them both. I wore it…" he took a breath, closed his eyes. "I wore it at the wedding. I lied to them and told them I was happy for them. I was the best man. She thought I had thrown it away. I wanted both of them to see it when I handed him the ring he put on her finger."

"Just to spite them," Leilani clarified.

"Yes. And I will wear it until I die, or one of them dies."

Leilani looked at him, and noticed that he seemed to give her a second glance, and could see the change in her energy, her skin tone, her beauty, and that her teeth were coming in now. "But why continue torturing yourself over this for fifteen years. You made your point at the wedding it sounds like."

"Pain is a great motivator," he said quietly.

"Do you ever see them anymore?" Leilani asked, wondering if his ex-fiancé would have asked him to stop wearing the bracelet.

This question he would not answer. He just looked away.

And suddenly, something washed over her. Which she realized should have been obvious. Fifteen years ago, he was already in the NHL. It was his best friend. She took in a breath, a little shocked. She said, "You are his teammate, aren't you? That's why you still wear it?"

He would not look at her. She took him by the chin but he pulled away. "I told you enough."

"You still wear it, because you see him every day, don't you?"

"I don't want to talk about it."

"Who is he?" she asked him.

He turned, and he laughed. "You asked for the story, and I gave it to you. You look much better as a result…so don't get greedy, Leilani. Let's get this finished."

But the lust was strong. His heart was wide open, and she wanted to jump into it. Even though fifteen years had transpired, the wounds were fresh. And part of her wanted to cure him of this curse, because no man deserved to suffer what he did. Her instinct, somewhere, somehow, was telling her she could be that person.

***

Leilani got up and went to the bedside table. She heard the jingling of chains as John sat up a little. "What are you doing?" he asked.

She picked up the phone. She dialed the hotel operator. "Stanislav Markanov's room please."

"No," John said sternly. The bed shook. "LEILANI, DON'T!"

She had her back to him. "Stas," she said.

"NO!" John screamed.

Stas, on the other line, half asleep, said "Oh. Leilani. Is he ok?"

"NO!" John screamed. "DON'T FUCKING TELL HER, STAS!"

"Stas I have to know. Who is the man on your team that married John's fiancé? Who was his best friend?"

"DON'T YOU FUCKING TELL HER!" John screamed.

Stas said, "Oh..." and trailed off. Someone was mumbling in the background. Stas pulled away from the phone and said "It's Leilani."

"STAS I WILL KILL YOU IF YOU TELL HER!" John screamed in the background.

Leilani said, "I have to know Stas. Please tell me. This will be a good thing."

Stas said nothing. He said, "Uhh…. I am not sure, I…"

Now, John was actually going hoarse. He kicked his legs. The bed shook. The bedroom rattled the walls. A picture fell off. From the next room over, someone banged on the walls and said "Shut the FUCK UP! We are SLEEPING!"

It was their teammates, since the players were all in a row on the same floor.

"Stas, tell me."

"Leilani, hang up that fucking phone," John said, and he was sweating, and breathing hard, and trying to rip himself out of the shackles. He was red. He was gritting his teeth.

Stas paused, then on the phone said, "Alexey said you are too loud. He can hear you, we can hear you, now. So please make some quiet?"

"HANG IT UP!" John screamed.

More banging on the walls. This time, from both sides. A French-Canadian accent came through, muffled "QUIET DOWN IN 'DERE" and from the other side, Russian, Alexey, who was rooming with Stas, "We're going to get fucking fined. Quiet down and let us SLEEP!"

Stas hung up. Leilani hung up. She turned to John, who was panting. And now also sweating. Jaw clenched hard. "He wouldn't tell me," she said. "And as much as it hurts me to do this, I have to. For your own good."

***

"What are you doing?" he panted as she leaned up to him. She was reaching for the bracelet. "NO!" he said "NO!" He kicked. He grabbed her by the wrist and caught her hand before it could get to the clasp.

It was difficult for him to speak. "Do not take that off. DO NOT take that off."

"It's coming off."

John wrenched his eyes shut, arched back, and for the first time, words escaped him that sounded truly pleading. A desperate white. "Please, please, please, don't do this to me. I gave you so much. I gave it to you. I gave you what you asked for! I trusted you! YOU FUCKED ME! I gave you everything!"

"You need to heal," she said, tugging, trying to twist her arm out of his firm grasp. He was quite strong, but she was getting stronger, and stronger. It would be a matter of thirty seconds, she guessed, before she could pull free, once he got tired. Or, she'd just lean over and use her other hand to take off the bracelet.

He screamed, "NO!"

More banging on the wall from two adjacent hotel rooms. "Shut the fuck up!" someone screamed. "She-beast, SHUT HIM UP!" Someone else screamed. Doors were slamming in the hall. Someone knocked on their door. More milling around. More door slamming. Voices.


He was writhing. In agony. She leaned over with her other hand and reached for the clasp.

"No," he whimpered.

"Shhh," she said.

"No," he whimpered. "Please. It's all I have."

"She's gone John. She's gone. Give her up."

When the clasp came undone and the silver bracelet fell from his palm, he started sobbing. Then he screamed, "YOU ARE KILLING ME!"

***

Alexey had his face under a pillow. He turned on the light, and looked at Stas, who was pretending to watch TV but was obviously nervous from all the screaming in the next room over.

"Stas," the older player said in Russian. "Is this normal? All the screaming?"

"I did not scream."

"What are they doing in there?"

Stanislav shrugged. "I don't know."

Alexey rolled over and put the pillow over his head again. There was more screaming. Then people knocking on his door also. "This is a fucking circus," he said in Russian, got up, and put on sweat pants.

***

She was trying to open the window. They were on the eighteenth floor. John was choking back tears; the bed was rattling against the wall. "It's going out the window," she said. "As soon as I figure out how to open it." There was some sort of security lock. "This is for your own good."

"NO!" he screamed.

"SHUT UP!" came about four different varieties of accents from adjoining rooms. Knocking on the wall. A Finnish accent, saying, "John, you ok?"

More knocking on the door. She heard the voice of the captain. "Leilani, open up."

The window was clearly meant to never be opened. So she left, and walked into the bathroom as John watched her, panting, still trying to find some way out of the restraints.

The toilet flushed.

He screamed, "NO!  You fucking bitch!”

More rapping on the door, and now from two walls. One at the front door, one at the side door, that linked their room to the room of Stas and Alexey. Leilani emerged from the bathroom with a wash cloth and duct tape in her hand. "Your teammates need to sleep," she said, and shoved the cloth into his mouth. She was careful not to get the stitches, but they did start to bleed again. A piece of duct tape was placed over the cloth, and now, helpless, he just buried his face in the pillow at the side of his face and cried. Real tears of pain. Choking on them.

"I flushed it down the toilet," she said. "As you should the memory of her, and of whoever that man was. I know you hate him."

He nodded and scowled and glared.

"I hate him too. He ruined your life. He ruined mine, too. Because you won't let me inside, because of what he did to her and to you."

Leilani unzipped his pants.

She was ready. She was going to fuck him. He was panting like mad, his heart rate probably soaring. He was vulnerable, but she knew, after she took him, she'd help him, heal him, and he'd treasure her. She'd freed him, but he did not know it yet. Tears were streaming, tears of anger, hatred, and despair.

More banging on the door distracted her. "Leilani." It was Stas. He was in the adjacent room. "Leilani please open, just so we can have one word," he said. He sounded distressed.

There was knocking at the front door, too. It was the captain. "Come on, let us in. We'll call security. As long as it is ok, we'll leave you alone. It got quiet. Hello? Leilani? John?"

There was a pause, then the captain spoke again, “Two minutes before I call security.  This is not what we agreed to. Ever.”

Leilani thought for a moment and realized a few things. One, they would not go away, obviously, and security walking in as she was feasting would be horrible for all parties. Two, John should not be seen by his peers in this state. So she picked the side door, as it was farthest from the bed where he was in a puddle of tears, and she flung it open but blocked the direct view to the bed so they would not see him.


CHAPTER 12

Stas was standing there, the typical timid look in his eyes she was so familiar with, and Alexey was behind him. "What did you do to him?" Alexey asked.

Stas tried to enter but she stopped him with her palm and said softly, "Stas, it's ok. Get back." He obeyed, stepped back, and started pacing.

Alexey tried to look over her shoulder. "He is ok?"

She said, "He's fine, we were roleplaying. I'm almost done. Can you go out and tell the other guys to go to bed, we will be quiet now, I promise."

Alexey said, "Ok, fine," and back away, and as she was about to close the door, she stopped.

"Wait," she said. "Alexey, can you tell me who the person is on your team that married his fiancé?" - because, of course, she had to know. And Stas heard and jumped up, but before he could interject, it was too late.

Alexey said, "It was me."

***

Then, it was chaos.

In literally a split second, Leilani went beast. More beast than Sammy, and the change was instant. She took Alexey into her clutches by the shoulders and dragged him into the room, and Stas stood there, stunned, mouth open before he could leap to assist his teammate.

She was ferocious. Like a beast. Alexey was strong, and fought, but her strength was triple his, and when he managed to get up, she slugged him, with a closed fist, and knocked him out completely. Then she lunged on him, and started to feed. Stas was helpless to intervene.

John, unable to do anything, braced himself on elbows and tried one last time to wiggle out of the restraints. Stas had opened the front door, called the lingering guys in the hall to his aid, and in a matter of a few seconds about seven of the guys were in the room trying to pry her off of the unconscious Russian veteran.

John was released by Stas, then he ripped the tape off his own mouth, and the stitches in the process, and dove into the pile to retrieve Leilani since he was most familiar with the strength of Sammy and she was having no trouble throwing elbows that knocked the guys right off her, or kicking them in the thighs.

Alexey was out cold and she'd gotten a good bite out of him. When John got her off, he turned her to face him, and she was a beast. More so than Sammy. And all she did was growl at him. He said, "Leilani, calm down."

She pulled out of his arms and again lunged down and mounted Alexey, and went for the other side of his neck. It took four guys to pry her off of him, then she started to whine, or howl, and blood was everywhere.

John said, "Into the shower, into the shower" and they dragged her in, dumped her in the tub and turned the cold water on. She screamed.

It was chaos in the room. Alexey started to come around. The captain said, "The cut isn't so bad. Someone get the trainer up, let's get some antibiotics on it. Alex, can you hear me?"

He groaned.

They dragged him back to his own room and put him on the bed. The other players were milling around, grumbling. Listening to splashing water and howls from this woman.

John was splashing water on her face. She was freaking out. But she was changing. Luckily. Starting to look more normal. The way Sammy would change back. It took all of their combined strength to keep her in the tub. She was half naked now. He wrapped her in a towel, and she was sobbing.

The other players got up, shook the water off their arms, and one said "What a fucking nightmare."

He wrapped her in a second towel, and she was sobbing into his arms, saying, "I'm sorry, what did I do, what did I do?"

He said, quietly, "You went beast."

***

Stas was standing there timidly when John guided her out of the bathroom, wrapped in towels. He asked timidly, "She is ok?"

John said, "I don't know."

Stas nodded and gestured to the next room. "I go check on Alexey. I will call you. Ok?"

"Ok."

Stas left, and the two were alone. She was sobbing. He dried her off. Finally, he said, "What the hell was that?"

"I felt such rage," she said, without hesitation. "When he told me it was him. Then I don't remember anything. I wanted to kill him for the pain he put you through."

"That was a hell of a punch," John confirmed. "He went down like a ton of bricks.  Can you skate?"

His tone was light. Sarcastic. She managed a half laugh in response, because she got a sense he was trying to make her feel better. "You know the saying, 'you hit like a girl'? You don't," he added.

She laughed again, her head against his chest. His heart was beating hard.

He added, "You give Brashear a run for his money."

She figured he was a hockey person who also was a fighter, but did not ask. He pulled the towels up around her shoulders more.

"He'll be fine," John said. "I've hit him just as hard."

"How," she asked, eyes closed, "if you are on the same team?"

"In the Olympics. He plays for Russia; I play for Canada."

"Do you hate him?" she asked.

"We don't talk to each other," he said simply. "And just stay focused on the game.  It’s the sport.  We play with hated enemies all the time. It’s about winning, not our own personal business."

She closed her eyes. Emotionally exhausted. As she drifted to sleep, there was a slight ache in her belly. Her teeth were still sharp. But she was so tired, she slept anyway.

***

The phone was ringing. She awoke from the sound, and from him reaching for it. Looking at the clock, she realized it had only been about thirty minutes.

"Yeah," he said. "Ok. Ok good. Alright. Bye."

He hung up. John said, "Alexey is fine. The trainer looked at him. His ego is bruised, that's about it. I guess he has quite a black eye from the punch.  Humiliated that it came from a woman. Good job."

She made a soft sound. Like a kitten. Her belly was still aching and she could feel teeth still there, but she was so tired. She rolled over, into John's chest.

He said, "I guess Alexey was really freaking out, since he doesn't do it with Sammy."

She looked up, opened her eyes. Squinted. "He doesn't? Why not?"

John looked at her. "Because of his blood type."

She sprung up in bed, the towel fell off of her, she put her hand to her mouth. "He's not the blood type?"

"No - "John stammered. “I thought you knew. How much did you drink?"

She said, in a panic, "I don't know. I don't know. I don't remember anything. Did it look like I drank?"

"Yes."

"Oh my god," she said. "I have to go throw up. I have to go throw up. This is not good." And she ran into the bathroom and slammed the door, and he heard her vomiting. He looked at the clock. He had no idea what to do.

***

John was knocking on the bathroom door. "Leilani," he said. "Can you open the door? Are you ok in there?"

Finally, she opened it, wrapped again in a towel around her shoulders, and scooted past him across the floor. She was pale again. She looked ill. She curled up on the bed, holding her belly, shuddering.

John walked over, sat down, and put his hand on her hip. "What is it? What's going on? Is it like an allergic reaction?"

She started to cry. She said, "I am so sick. I feel awful. First, I needed the blood. Then, I drank the wrong kind. My insides are coming apart. I am dying. This is the end of my life."

"Do you want me to take you to the hospital?" he asked softly. "Should I call your fiancé?"

Her eyes were shut tight. "No. I need to eat. John, I need it. I need it, and I need it soon. I feel like there is a fire inside of my stomach burning me from the inside. It's ripping my guts out. My entire body is racked with pain. I have no strength. I am losing my vision." She was crying. Sobbing.

"Ok," he said, and he felt awful for her. Wrapped up in a towel, bloodied with her mess, Sammy's mess, and some blood from his own swollen lip. "Just tell me what to do. I will take care of it."

She rolled over, slowly, squinting at him, trying to see him, to focus. She sniffled weakly. "Bound. You need to be bound. Heart rate. It has to be high. Pounding." She seemed like she was struggling with the words. She closed her eyes. "Give me your neck at the moment of climax." She paused, then added, "Hold your breath before, for as long as you can." She stopped, and then added, her head turning softly to the side, "Please hurry."

Then she collapsed into a ball.  Perhaps unconscious.

John got undressed all the way. He ripped the wet towels from her naked body and picked her up, under one arm, like she was a limp rag doll, and positioned her under him. He began to make love to her, holding her face in one hand, whispering, over, and over, and over again, "Shhhhh, it's ok. It's ok. It's ok."

The entire bed rocked. It banged the wall. There was a groan from the room next door, the French Canadian, and a howl of, "I am goalie, I must sleep!" Then, a string of French-Canadian obscenities.

The bed slammed the wall. She slept under him as he made love to her, deep, with force. "Leilani," he said with a gasp, "Wake up."  There was a pause, and nothing.  “Please,” he said.  His voice was desperate.  He felt responsible.

***

She snapped awake in a daze and realized he was inside her. When her vision focused, she saw him trying to wrap the restraints around his own wrists, fumbling with the buckles. Just binding them together, wrist to wrist.

"Here," she said softly, reaching up. He gave her his wrists.

He was breathing hard. "Will this help?" he asked.

She tightened the restraints around his wrists so they were bound together. "Yes," she said softly, weak. "I'm slipping away, though," she said. "I'm scared."

"It's okay Leilani," he whispered back, leaning into her, his wrists now bound. He tried to find a place to put them, and settled on holding the back of the headboard. "I'm close now. Are you ready?"

She just murmured, her head turned to the side, and she was again apparently not conscious. Her body was still warm, in fact, hot to his touch. Her body seemed to be responding to his thrusts, so he kept pumping, and it was deep, and ruthless. He was trying to get his heart rate up. He figured, what better way.

Leilani dozed. She heard sounds. Felt breath on her face, the heat of his body. Dripping warm, salty moisture. On her cheek, her nose, her forehead. She turned and parted her lips, and there it was again, like rain. She tasted it. It was sweet. Like candy. She could only say one word. "Tears?"

He said, with a gasp, the bed rattling in her eardrums. "Sweat."

"It tastes good," she said, still unable to open her eyes. She parted her lips, and his sweat dripped on her. He was gasping above her. She had never felt such raw passion.

He was leveraging himself with bound hands on the head board, almost upright, plunging into her. Drenched in sweat. Finally, he said, "Holding my breath now," and took a deep breath, held it, and kept making love to her.

Her head was swirling. She could not move, and was vaguely aware of him above her except the heat between her legs. His hand was under her neck as he pulled her head up toward him. He used one finger to prod her mouth open, then pressed it to his neck, and literally forced her teeth into his own flesh.

His heart was pounding so hard; she was overwhelmed at what came from him. He climaxed inside of her at the moment of the puncture, and the blood was sweet, and just flew into her without her having to do a thing. He was gasping to finally breathe after holding his breath, and also cradling her head so she did not fall away from his neck, but he did it with ease and elegance.

She tasted his blood, mixed with her own tears. She had never felt anything like that.

***

A moment later, she came back to consciousness, and was cradled in his arms. She vaguely remembered him using his teeth to unlatch the shackles around his wrists and toss them to the floor. Salt was around her lips, and she was lapping at it hungrily.

His body was so warm.

"Sweat?" she asked him, as another drop hit her mouth.

There was a brief silence.

"Tears," he said.

She shuddered. Overwhelmed. She had it all. Just not in the right order.

"Shhhh," he said, feeling her start to tremble. "Sleep."

She choked back a sob. "It's in the bathroom drawer."

There was a silence.

"I didn't flush it down the toilet. It's still there, if you want it."

John was quiet for a bit, then said, "I don't. Go to sleep, Lei. You are exhausted. Everything is fine now."

And she felt a serenity like nothing else before, as his arms wrapped around her and he held her. She felt the teeth still there and was going to ask to have him help her get rid of them, but she was so tired, she drifted to sleep before she could say it.


She had the most peaceful sleep ever.


CHAPTER 13

The Goalie

Again, for the third time, the “victim” of Leilani demonstrated remarkable skill and prowess on the ice in the two days following her feeding. Unstoppable, showing talent that sportscasters marveled at. It was as if their talents blossomed into the unfathomable.  

The next time, it was the veteran center John Weekes that made the call.

Leilani was surprised to hear from him, as she had not called upon the team for assistance in some four weeks - which was a sign that maybe her condition was improving.

Weekes sounded hesitant, and stumbled through some small talk before saying, "There's a reason I'm calling you, Leilani. We need your help."

Genuinely compassionate, Leilani responded immediately with, "Is it Sammy? Is he ok?" She assumed perhaps he'd gotten ill and Weekes was looking for advice or insight, or maybe ended up in the hospital. She sat down with her phone and prepared to offer whatever input she could. It occurred to her they might be seeking legal assistance from Jake.

"No, Sammy's fine. Actually, it's been very quiet with him, same as you, I wonder if that is a coincidence. Anyway, it's, uh, it's our goaltender."

"Did I do something to him?" she asked, wondering who he was - she never remembered their roles or even names quite often, and thought maybe he had a delayed reaction - but four weeks would have been unprecedented.

What John Weekes went on to explain left Leilani too shocked to even respond. "I'll try to explain this as best as I can," he said. "Our goaltender was seriously injured last night. He will be ok, but he is out for the rest of the season. Have you been following the news of our team?"

"No," she said, honestly. She did not follow sports at all.

"We're going into the final round of the Stanley Cup playoffs next week. This is the first time we ever have."

"John -” she hesitated. "I can't heal people, you know that."

"I know. I'm not asking you for that. I'm asking you to meet with our backup goaltender. We just brought him up from the minors. He's a good kid, but very green. He's got the talent, but is a headcase, and as you can imagine this is incredibly intimidating. He has to be totally on his game."

"Meet with him?" she clarified.

"You know, meet with him. Leilani, the one thing we have seen that never changes is as soon as you…well, do your thing, about three days later the player's stats peek for about two to four games. Those guys with speed, get faster. Those guys with a hard slap shot start breaking glass. Those guys with deadly accuracy have four or five-point games."

"Are you asking me to fix a major sporting event? That is illegal and unethical," Leilani interrupted. This was the moment where she became speechless.

"I'm asking you for your help, Leilani. I'm begging you, for your help."

"I could never, ever ethically do that," was her response after a tense pause of silence on the phone line.

***

John was rubbing his temples as a handful of the other players were watching him tensely. He gave them a shake of the head to indicate she was not buying into the idea. Still, he persisted.

"Leilani, remember when you came to us and told us you would die if we did not help you? Then you blackmailed us? Was that ethical?"

"I would have died, I did not have a choice," she refuted.

"Well, as hard as this may be for you to understand, every single one of us will die if we don't get that Cup at least one time. Guys like me, I gotta think about retirement next year, and to play all this time and endure what I did and never have my shot at the Cup, well, you may as well consider me dead."

"Don't be so melodramatic," Leilani snapped. "It's a trophy, John. You make millions of dollars a year. It's just a trophy."

She started to speak, but he cut him off again. “You have no idea, no idea what this means to all of us.  Since the age of five, this is all we want. We sacrifice everything.  Our bodies, our life. I know you can’t understand it, but please try,”

Leilani paused. “It's not even feasible, anyway. I can't force myself to change. I can't turn it on and off like a light switch. It's been dormant for a month, and I would prefer to keep it dormant. Maybe it is gone for good. Which would be a gift, believe me."

"Each one of us gave you a gift, Leilani. We saved your life. All I ask is that you try. Just see him. See if you can psych yourself up to change. And if you go back to needing it again, we can help you."

His tone was so desperate, which she knew was very unlike the stoic John Weekes, so she started to soften. "I will think about it. If I did this, when would it be? How many days would I have to try to put myself into the right mind frame?"

Weekes turned to his teammates and gave them a hopeful thumbs up. "In five days. We are guessing round seven won't start for about ten days, so that would give Nicolai time to, uh, snap out of the puppy dog lovesick thing. There's one other catch."

"What is it?" she asked.

"He's seventeen."

***

This time, Weekes had to pull the phone away from his ear because she started screaming at him. The wandering teammates in the locker room exchanged a variety of winces and grimacing, and Stas said softly, "You make her so angry, she will go beast right now."

"Are you completely insane?!" she ranted. "Now you are asking me to break the law and engage in statutory rape? And surely get my ass in prison? Breaking a code of ethics is hard enough for me to swallow, but breaking the law is something I will not do."

"You broke the law when you blackmailed us."

"Oh, bullshit John. I never would have gone through with it, and you know it. I'd have let myself die before I did that."

"Leilani, he turns eighteen in five days. He will be legal. That's the reason we can't have you see him sooner. So no one is asking you to break the law."

"Just what I need, a head case eighteen-year-old to force myself to want to have. He's probably still a kid. How can I get into the mind frame for that?"

"Stas was nineteen when you saw him. You did fine."

"I'll call you tomorrow, John. I need to talk to Jake. He's going to be even more hesitant than I am."

Leilani hung up. John hung up. He looked at his teammates. "It doesn't look good."

***

Surprisingly, Jake was actually more open to the idea than Leilani ever thought he would be. They discussed it over dinner, and Jake relayed to her how he could understand the desire to win that final game, and how it would be a life changing event for these men that fought for that all their lives.

He was much more familiar with sports. He knew this was literally their life.

"It's as powerful a lust as the one you get," he compared, "it just manifests itself in a different way. And, honestly, right now you can be more flippant about it because you are in a good place, but they are not. "

She frowned at him and he raised his hand and begged to be able to continue. "You can be lighter about it, because you aren't in the middle of a series of spells, and I think you believe deep down that you're cured. Who knows if you are or not. What if it comes back stronger next year? Who are we going to turn to after we burn this bridge? Talk about bad blood. Sorry about the pun."

"I can't just force myself to change over," she said somberly.

"Yes, you can. You did it a few times in college, when it was more of a game for us, remember? When we went through that short period of time where it was a novelty. And you did it on purpose to help me pass the bar exam, Leilani. It's a similar thing."

She stood up, and started pacing.

Jake carried both their dinner plates to the kitchen. "I'd only demand that we do this under contract, and have legal proof of his age, and I want them all to sign it."

He kissed her on the back of the head. "I'll support your decision whatever you decide. I love you."

She closed her eyes, and said, "I'll sleep on it."

***

Nicolai Korvov was staring at his NHL locker, which was empty, a bit of a blank look on his face. He had just arrived from the airport that afternoon so he did not participate in the game, which was a miserable loss for the home team.

Most of the players had introduced themselves to him, with Stanislav handling translations as Nicolai literally spoke only a few words of English. He had only been in the USA for four months prior to being called up to play for the NHL team, so he had not had time to learn anything.

Weekes gave the captain a glance, then pointed at his watch. It was a Sunday game, so they ended early, and they had several hours to kill before midnight when Nicolai would be eighteen years old. "Marki," Weekes said to Stanislav. "Tell the rook we are taking him out for his birthday. Tell him we're leaving in about fifteen minutes."

Stanislav translated. The tall, quiet new goaltender responded softly, shaking his head. He said a few words in Russian, added a shrug, made a few hand gestures. Painfully caught in the middle, Stanislav turned to John Weekes. "He say he does not want to go out. He appreciates the offer, but he is very tired and wants to unpack and prepare for his first NHL practice."

Weekes shut his locker and threw a towel over his shoulder to head to the showers. "Tell him he doesn't have a choice."

With that, the veteran center, flanked by the winger and captain, headed to the showers.

Uncomfortable, Stanislav turned to Nicolai and said in Russian, "I think you need to go. It will not take very long. Please do not insult your new teammates."

There were some Russian swear words muttered, then Nicolai closed his locker, sat down on the bench, and put his face in his hands, exhausted.

***

They took Nicolai to the strip club. They had rented a limo, and only a small group attended - Stanislav, who was already becoming pretty much the only person Nicolai interacted with because he spoke Russian and was close in age - and Chipper, the left wing, Weekes, the veteran, the team captain, Kyle, and the Czech. Alexey came as well, and the veteran Russian sat up front with the limo driver to provide directions and explain the plans for the evening.

"You'll like this place, comrade," Weekes said, even though he knew Nicolai did not understand. Stanislav translated anyway. "Good for a young lad like you. Let's introduce you to some of the fine ladies of our city."

The captain said, quietly, "Don't get him drunk, Johnny," as they pulled into the lot.

"Would I do a thing like that?" he smirked.

"Yes," three teammates said in unison.

The exited the limo, and the young rookie sighed, looking up at the neon signs. Weekes put a hand on his shoulder and gave him a nudge forward, "Live a little, don't be such a wuss." Then he gave Stanislav a nod to indicate he wanted it translated.

Markanov, who remembered being just as timid on his first day, said to the new goaltender in Russian, "He said he is very happy to have you on the team and you do not need to worry."

"I do not like these kinds of places," Nicolai told Stanislav in Russian, with a serious look. “In fact, I detest them. With all of my heart. Tell him we have one drink then I want to return to my hotel so I can sleep."

"What did he say?" John asked.

Stanislav swallowed. "He say he flattered we take him out."

"Good kid," Weekes smiled.

Alexey overheard the entire conversation, and because he spoke Russian, he shot Stanislav a look with a half smirk and muttered, "Pussy," but did not call him on it.

***

Nicolai was visibly miserable the club, and made no effort to hide it. He sat slouched in a chair in the lounge, his arms tightly across his chest, making no eye contact with any of the other players, refusing to accept lap dances, and taking all of one sip of his beer before asking to be brought to his hotel.

"I accepted their gesture," he said to Stanislav. "Now I must ask for a favor of my own. I need to go to sleep, and I need to go call my girlfriend back home in Russia. It is my birthday in one hour and I always call her at that time, that exact time."

Stanislav swallowed. Goaltenders were notoriously superstitious. He turned to John Weekes, who had a pretty blonde on his lap who had just said to him, "That new kid you got is such a dud."

John was telling her, "You'll break him of that after a few more visits. He's just shy."

Stanislav leaned over. "He needs to call his girlfriend, in Russia, at midnight."

"Fuck that," John said. "There are plenty of girls here. He can call one of them, call them right over."

Stanislav turned back to give Nicolai a glance. The rookie goaltender was staring at his watch briefly, before turning to Stanislav and opening his arms as if to say "What are we waiting for?"

Still terribly torn about being in the middle, the Russian turned again to Weekes, who now had the blonde in his lap with her breasts planted firmly in his face and he had both his hands firmly on her ass. Stansislav leaned over, then said "Weeksie, you see, Nicolai is goaltender."

Weekes' response was a "mmph" and the holding up of his index finger as if to say, "Give me a minute."

Stanislav ignored him and continued. "If you mess with goaltender head, they mess with your game. He has many - habits, and he is new, and novice guy, and ---"

Weekes changed the index finger to the middle finger, let his face emerge from the blonde's cleavage, and said, "Tell him to fucking grow up, he's in America now, he's in the NHL. We can baby his silly superstitions on the ice all day long, but NOT when we are off the ice. Tell him that, Marki. And tell him he has to accept one lap dance before he goes. He is starting to look like a fag."

Stanislav meekly turned to Nicolai, and cleared his throat, and said to him, "I think it is best for you to accept some attention from one of the girls, then we can leave. Ok?"

Nicolai leaned over, his elbows on his knees, and in Russian responded, "Stas, these women are cheap whores. Prostitutes. Ugly, representing everything about the USA I find disgusting. I have a fiancé in Russia. My birthday is in one hour. She is the woman I want to be with, and I can only be with her by phone call. So unless you want to see me very angry, and very ugly, I suggest you tell your teammates to fucking get tits out of their faces and take me home. Otherwise, I will call a taxi."

Alexey overheard enough of this and saw the body language going on between the two young Russian, so he stood, lifted the girl off his lap by the waist and tipped her, then walked to Nicolai and gestured toward the door. "Let's take a walk, my friend. You need to blow off some steam."

Nicolai stood defiantly, shot Stanislav a look, then shook his head at Weekes as the veteran gave him a wave of the hand behind the thonged butt cheeks of the stripper who had been fawning over him.

***

Walking around the parking lot, the veteran Russian and the young rookie goaltender both had their hands in their pockets. Nicolai kept checking his watch. Alexey gave Nicolai the same fatherly, coming of age talk he had given to Stas two years earlier, and to every rookie Russian that came to the states. He explained to the young player that he must gain the trust and respect of his teammates if he ever wanted to stay in NHL, and that it was insulting to them to refuse their hospitality. The young player merely scoffed a lot.

Putting a hand on his shoulder, Alexey added, "I know you want to go back to your hotel. No one even expects you to be at practice tomorrow, you just got here."

"I will be at practice tomorrow. I will fucking be there, I can assure you," Nicolai responded.

Alexey sighed. "You must cooperate through this evening. Just one time. Every player in the NHL must go through this. Your night is just starting. Trust me, this will be very important to your career."

He looked at his watch again. "11:30. I must call Petra at Midnight. Take me to my hotel. Or, I can take a taxi, and you can stay here –“ he paused and made a gesture toward the neon building, "With tits in your faces, getting drunk, all night."

Alexey, after having a few drinks himself, now short tempered and not quite liking the arrogant youth, took the smaller man's frame and pushed him up against a nearby brick wall. The veteran defenseman was much stronger than the leaner, agile goaltender, so holding him in place was quite easy, despite the youth's struggling.

"Listen you arrogant little shit, you are not paying attention. If you think your life is going to be shit when the other teams here cause your life hell, that is nothing compared to life if your own team hates you. So don't fuck up on your first night here. I am tired of babying you. Now, grow up. You understand?"

"Yes," was all Nicolai could say, shaken up for the moment. Alexey let go with a shove, then said "We'll go back inside. You'll take your one lap dance. Then we're going over to a friend's house for a few hours."

Nicolai was shaking his shoulders a little, like shaking out cramps after a good workout. He sniffed the air once. Defiantly he said, "I will take your lap dance. But I am calling my girlfriend at midnight, on my cell phone then."

Alexey took the boy by the back of the neck and guided him toward the door. "You'll call her at 11:45, on the way over." He knew that Leilani was waiting for midnight, on the nose, and to mess up her timing might ruin everything.

As they entered the building again, Nicolai said, "No, I have to call her at MIDNIGHT, that is my birthday."

Alexey gave the bouncers a greeting nod as they entered, gave Nicolai a shove to hustle to the table, and shook his head and muttered to himself, "These fucking headcase goaltenders, they just get worse."

***

Nicolai took his lap dance, which was actually three women, because as Chipper pointed out, "We don't know if the little prick likes blondes, brunettes or redheads." The guys had been pretty ruthless on scoffing about the rookie, and the captain was more concerned, cautious. The fiancé thing was going to be a problem. Nicolai's attitude toward overt sexuality was going to set him off like dynamite when Leilani put on her subtle seduction moves. Worse yet, he'd obviously think they had taken him to a prostitute for his hazing, and then the shit would hit the fan.

He leaned over to Weekes, and they had a quiet conversation about this, while the goaltender was flanked, fondled, pressed up against, groped and breathed on by three women. All he did was sit there, rigid, his arms on the hand rests of the chair.

"It's ok for you to touch me, sweetie," the blonde said, taking his wrist and guiding his hand to her ass.

He pulled away and said something in Russian. She looked to Stas, who she knew, and Stas uncomfortably shook his head and said, "He don't like to touch."

The stripper just smirked, rolled her eyes a bit, and continued doing her thing. As soon as the song ended, and the girls left Nicolai's lap, Kyle leaned over to tip them and Nicolai stood straight up. "We go now."

Weekes said, "Finish your beer. Marki, tell him to finish his beer."

Kyle turned to Weekes and said, "Easy killer. Let him go. This is going to be hard enough as it is."

Weekes pulled out his wallet with a scoff, threw a handful of $20s on the table to cover the drinks, and shook his head at the goaltender that was already making his way to the door, now checking his cell phone and his watch.

It was 11:35.

***

As the black limousine wound its way up the hills into the rich suburbs, the players sat around relatively quiet except for some tense exchanges in Russian, where Nicolai pointed at his watch, then his cell phone, clearly agitated, and Stanislav apparently tried to calm him down. Alexey listened, and gave the rookie a few rolls-of-the-eyes.

"What is he saying, Stansislav?" the captain asked.

"He says he must call Petra at midnight and they talk for forty-five minutes. They do this every year for three years. She is his fiancé, and he never been with another woman. He is almost virgin."

Weekes put his face in his hands. "Jesus Christ, welcome to America. Can this get any fucking worse?"

Kyle turned to the veteran center. "This is a disaster waiting to happen. I say we call it off. Leilani can't deal with him, look at him. He'll freak. The whole thing will go off bad, if she can even pull it off, and then he'll be even more of a head case."


John turned squarely to the younger captain. "Leilani can straighten him out. He's young and impressionable. He'll fall like a ton of bricks when he sees her. I mean, you're no ladies man, and look what she did to your head."

John looked out the window as they made the last of a few turns. "I say, we at least give it a shot. Me and Chippy will hang around in case the boy turns nuts on her and we think she's in danger, and if it is a failure, we'll throw him in a cab and take him home."

Nicolai could sense the two were speaking in English about the plans for the night, so he turned to Stanislav and said "What are they saying? Tell me."

Stas stared blankly forward, swallowed, and said "They are talking about the Cup."

Nicolai looked at his watch. "It is 11:50."

Turning his head, Stas said softly, "I know."

And then they pulled into the driveway.


CHAPTER 14

From her upstairs bedroom window, she could see the limousine pull up, and several men emerge. Leilani sighed, stomach in knots, and put her face in her hands, and for one last time opened up an envelope that contained photographs and stats on Nicolai. She had asked John to send them, so she could at least try to put herself into the mind frame that this was the man she would possess. To motivate her.

The young Russian was attractive, indeed. He was lean, and thin, and six foot three. His hair was dark and neatly cut, and his eyes held a sort of calmed, almost sad innocence. She had just found out earlier that day that he spoke no English, for the most part, so she was relieved she at least spoke Russian. One experience she had trying to connect with a young Finnish player was a nightmare because they couldn't talk at all.

The contracts had already been signed. Jake was out of town on an emergency business trip. She heard the doorbell, so she padded down the stairs in her long robe, feeling tired, and not much "hungry" but somewhat intrigued.

She opened the door to find them all standing in a group, and Weekes and Chipper, each with a hand on the rookie's shoulder, gave him a prod to enter the house. He immediately started to go backwards, and said, in both Russian, and English, "No, no, NO, NO, Nyet! Nyet! NYET!"

Leilani put her hands to her mouth, shocked, as the boy tried violently to break free. He tried to take a swing at Weekes, who subsequently tackled him on the front lawn. Dogs started barking in the neighborhood, and porch lights came on.

"Oh my god," she said. "I can't do this. He's -- he's --- "

Chipper put his hand on her shoulder as he pushed past her. "He's a goaltender. They're all like this. They'll calm him down."

Leilani watched the veteran Weekes take what appeared to be a cell phone, and smash it under his shoes, then kick it into the gutter. He then picked up the rookie, and escorted him in with his arms behind his back, barely having worked up a sweat. Now, Nicolai just looked pleadingly at her, his eyes soft, desperate, and said, "No…nyet."

Alexey followed, jabbering in Russian, and she picked up enough to know he was trying to calm the goaltender, and Stas then walked in with the typical deer-in-headlights look in his eyes, and gave her the courtesy, "Wow, oh." he always did, as she was beautiful to him.

Weekes and Chipper dragged Nicolai up the stairs, and Weekes called down, "You got restraints up here, Lei?"

She said "On the dresser. Don't hurt him. And don't let him ---"

There was a crash something being overturned, glass shattering. "…break anything," she sighed.

The captain approached her, put his hands on her shoulders, facing her. "If you can't do this, I understand."

There was screaming of vulgarities in Russian from upstairs, the bed thumping against the wall. Words she did not even understand, so she knew they were slang, regional swear words. But he was already nearly hoarse.

"Is it ok if I grab a beer?" Chipper said as he came down the stairs. Alexey had gone up to help Weekes restrain the rookie goaltender.

Leilani nodded, barely giving him a half glance, and Stas lurked in the background with his hands in his pockets.

"I just - I never thought he'd be this upset. What is it he keeps yelling, midnight, midnight, Petra, Petra?"

Stas turned quietly. "He, uhm, his fiancé, she is still in Russia. Every year at midnight, he calls her, they talk for …uh, forty-five minutes. And, it's uh," he looked at his watch "two minutes until that time."

"Does he have any other weird rituals I should know about?" Leilani asked the captain. At that point, Chipper emerged from the kitchen after collecting his beer. "Oh yeah. You got a few minutes? Let me give you the list."

***

Weekes had Nicolai trussed up so tightly, he could not move. He was still fully dressed, but spread eagle on the bed. Alexey was smart enough to at least remove his shoes to keep mud off the bedspread.

Weekes had also removed all of Nicolai's jewelry, as he knew that was a "thing" for Leilani, and placed them with his watch and wallet and rental car keys on the nightstand table next to the bed.

The illuminated clock radio at the side of the bed read 11:59 pm. Still in a bit of a sweat, Weekes took the young Russian by the chin and forced him to face to clock. "You will break yourself of this habit, understand? We don't need another headcase goalie. It's just a fucking number. The world revolves around you, comrade, not vice versa. Learn that, live that, and you will be huge."

Nicolai merely whimpered, obvious he did not understand what the American said, watching the clock, and when it changed to 12:00 he struggled. His fingers, with his wrists bound to the headboard, reached out toward the telephone at the bedside table. "Petra," he said. He started to cry.

Weekes stood up. Alexey was there, his arms folded. He said in English, "This is way too cruel."

John gave the Russian a shrug as he left the room, letting out his breath, and said "The boy needs to grow up. Welcome to the NHL."

When the clock turned to 12:01, he screamed, at the top of his lungs, and Alexey had to dive over, grab a pillow and muffle the wails.

***

Sitting on the couch together, when the wails came from upstairs, Leilani was visibly shaken and turned to look up the stairs. John was coming down. He headed to the kitchen, saying, "It's ok Leilani, he's fine."

Chipper had been giving her the list. "He can't stand the number three," he told her, "We even had to change his room from the third floor to the fifth." He had paused. "Oh, and the color orange. He asked to be traded from a youth camp at a far superior team because the color of the jersey had too much orange in it. And he takes his sticks, and uses a black marker to cover up anything orange on it."

"Oh my god," was all she could say.

John entered the room, after collecting a beer of his own, and sat next to her. "He'll be ok. He's just a typical, superstitious goaltender. If anything, getting him to abandon those rituals will help us, anyway."

Weekes took a sip, then leaned forward to place his beer down. "But, he's also immature, overly tired, and already crying."

The captain put his hand over his face. "We can't do this."

"It's ok. Alexey is talking to him. He'll be alright."

John turned to her. "Leilani, be firm with him. Make him surrender right away. He's going to be an arrogant, desperate, defiant little prick. Just go in there and do it, ok? Don't drag this out, it doesn't need to be pretty."

Weak in the knees a bit, still hearing the muffled whimpers from upstairs, combined with Alexey's stern Russian dialog, she turned to John slowly, her eyes sympathetic.

He was sipping his beer, but did a double take at her, and then said, "Were you able to - uh, you know, change, or whatever?"

Slowly, almost with a since of apologetic regret, she parted her lips to reveal gleaming, shining, razor sharp teeth. Indeed, she had changed. Completely.

John smiled at her, and Chipper with a laugh stood up and said "I'm getting out of the way of the food chain right now" and Stas said, in Stas-fashion, "Wow. Oh."

Hand on her shoulder, John stood and said "You'll be fine. He's just scared. We'll hang around down here, ok?"

She nodded, looked down briefly, her eyes met the eyes of Stas and he looked down, shyly, and inside her, finally, she felt some sense of power. And then, she just wanted to get it over with.

***

When Leilani gently pushed open the door of the master bedroom, she heard him crying softly. The lights were dim, so all she could see was his frame, and he had wrestled his right hand in the restraints at least close enough to cover his face, which he was doing.

"Nicolai," she said.

"Nyet," he sobbed.

He gave a yank, by the leg, at one of the ankle restraints and the entire bed shook, rammed into the wall, and she jumped. Then, he did the same with the other, and she worried he'd rip the frame of the bed apart with the strength of his legs. Her heart was pounding, and she was scared.

At the same time, she was hungry. He writhed there before her. Unlike anyone she had seen before. He was trying to hide his tears by burying his face against her rich pillows, but he was in agony. The predator in her came to surface quickly, and even scared her.

"Look at me," she said. She was standing at the foot of the bed, her robe slightly open, the tops of her breasts revealed, her nipples hard.

He sniffled into the pillow, then lifted his head, up righted his body by the shoulders as if to show he had strength still, and half sobbing, half gasping, said in Russian, "I don't care if you are beautiful, you are a whore, a tramp, and I belong to Petra, and I will hurt you if you touch me. So LEAVE ME ALONE."

He had no idea she spoke enough Russian to know what he said. Then, he started to rattle the chains on the bed, yanking, yanking, yanking, until his wrists were starting to chaff, and the bed was slamming into the wall.

Weekes called up from the hall, "Are you ok in there?"

Her voice came back in a quiver, but loud enough for him to hear, "Yes. Fine. I'll be down in a little bit." She heard them turn on the TV downstairs.

She sat on the bed, at his side, and waited a moment, then said, "I am here to help you. Today is your birthday. I am going to give you a gift. Do you understand?" She said this in Russian as best she could.

He shut his eyes tight and choked back sobs. "I don't want your gift. I don't want your gift. I want Petra. Petra."

"Who?" she asked.

"Petra."

She took his chin with one hand, and with the other, held up three fingers. "Petra. Petra. Petra."

He screamed at her, "NO!"

She shoved a pillow over his face and listened to his stifled breathing. Through it, she said, "Three is ok. Three is ok. Three is ok."

His leg jerked up so hard, so fast from the corner bed post, the chain ripped off, and the shackles went flying, and overturned a lamp, which shattered on the floor.

"Hold still," she said, "Hold still. I'm not going to hurt you."

"Petra," he sobbed. "Petra."

"One more time, say it," she said.

"No."

Then there was a long silence, where he remained almost motionless, quietly sobbing.

***

Leilani fumbled through her make up drawer. She knew she had it. She knew. She had bought it a long time ago for some stupid reason, Halloween maybe. Or a really chic outfit. Finally, she grasped it, at the back corner.

Orange lipstick.

She paced through the bedroom, picked up a hand mirror. And in orange lipstick, wrote three times, one under the other: "Petra. Petra. Petra."

The orange was shockingly orange.

She brought the mirror over and said "Look at this. Look at this, little Nicky."

With a sniffle, he turned his head, opened his eyes, and looked at the mirror. He clenched his eyes shut, arched his back, and said "Why do you torture me like this?" in Russian.

She straddled his waist on the bed, and said back in perfect Russian, "To save you from years of torture later. Give it up, Nicolai. Give it up."

His only response, his hips twisting under her, was, "Please do not make me have sex with you. Please, I am engaged to Petra. Please, do not make me do this."

"Please. Please. Please," she responded. "Even you do it, Nicolai. Give it up. It's a number."

Leilani regarded him for a moment, a mess of sweat, tears, and snot, and knew that having sex with him would kill him. Hell, touching his cock would kill him. She had never done it this way. Ever. It always had to be threes, and ironically he was escaping from threes. So without warning, she grabbed him by the chin, shoved his head up, held him completely still and sunk into his flesh.

He just continued to cry, but did not seem startled by the act. The tears rolled down his cheeks, found their way to his neck, where they mixed delicately with the blood.

Leilani went into the bathroom, closed the door, and looked at herself in the mirror. She inhaled, and shut her eyes, and thought to herself, I must finish this act.

Entering the bedroom again, he was sniffling softly, his head turned, his body still. His eyes were closed. She reached for the condom that was at the bedside table, ready to complete the ritual, and his wallet was there open.

The photo on the front page was an even-younger Nicolai, standing together with a blonde young girl. She flipped the page, and the next was another picture of this young blonde. She looked to be sixteen or seventeen at most. The next page, the same. She flipped and flipped and flipped.

In the background, the chains shuffled slightly, and he said, "Petra."

She shut the wallet, placed it down, and closed her eyes. After tossing the condom back into the top drawer, she made her way to the bedroom door.

Leilani made her way downstairs, with Nicolai's wallet, car keys, watch and necklace in her hand.

Weekes looked up. "You ok?"

She slipped into the lazy boy chair after handing them off to Weekes and said softly, eyes half closed, "I'm finished. Can you just take him away from here, I'm really tired."

Alexey got up. "I'll get him."

Her eyes were half open, and she saw Stas looking at her, concerned, then half looking up the stairs, then back at her, then running a hand through his hair. Nervous. "It's ok," she said. "He'll be ok."

John and Chipper half dragged the groggy goaltender down the stairs, and John took a brief moment to lean over and kiss Leilani on the head. "Thank you," he said.

She had planned to tell him that she did not complete the full act - the sex, the tears, the cocksucking, then the blood. But they were gone so fast, she did not have a chance.

Leilani decided not to tell them at all, and curled up in a ball in the recliner and slept there.


CHAPTER 15

The Cup

Leilani never told Weekes, or the team-captain Kyle, that what she did was "an incomplete act" with the rookie goaltender. She had no idea what the effect would be on him, since her act was always a complete process of sexual intercourse combined with blood lust, and nothing in between. For all she knew, it would drive him to insanity.

The next days, she devoured herself in work. She did not watch the news, but Jake would mumble to her in the morning, "Oh, they won." And the next day, "They won again." He knew she did not want to talk about it. She got no frantic calls from Nicolai with puppy dog love and delirium; apparently, he just went on his way.

After the team won their third game straight, and the rookie goaltender had an unprecedented three-game shut out with no goals against them, three dozen roses showed up. The card read, "You helped get us here. Come to the game, tickets are under your name. Weekes."

She showed Jake. Jake said, "Well, I'm not turning down tickets to a Stanley Cup playoff, let's go."

The team was set up to sweep the opponents, with a rookie, eighteen-year old goaltender in the net. Headlines in the newspaper were things like "INVINCIBLE?" and "The Next Patrick Roy - but at age eighteen?"

Leilani had never been to a hockey game. She found the rink to be too cold for her taste, and the noise too loud. They settled into their seats which were nicely on center ice with a perfect view, and she watched a few hours of blood, sweat and tears. A few times she nestled into her husband and said, "This is a lot more intense than I thought," and he responded, "This is hockey."

She watched John Weekes drop his gloves and pummel someone for taking liberties with the young boy Stas, and saw Nicolai block pucks coming into his net that even she had to gasp at - his ability to predict where they would hit seemed - well, super human.


She recognized a few of the players, even in their heavy gear. The entire game left her a bit breathless.

And when they won, and they rolled out the cup, and handed it to the team captain, somehow she felt a part of it, and it made her proud. Everyone in the seats around her was going insane - it was mayhem.

When John Weekes took his turn to pick it up, and place his lips on it, his eyes found her in the stands (she guessed he know where the seats were, since he gave them up), he was crying. He said to her, "Thank you."

Overwhelmed, she just sat there. Unable to do much else.

***

Many hours later that night, she was unable to sleep.

She and Jake had the upstairs window open in full, because it was a hot summer night. The events of the night replayed in her mind like a movie, and she pondered them. The passion, the lust, the strength, the surrender. She tried to close her eyes, but her heart was still throbbing, and it kept her awake. Curling around Jake's body, she willed herself to succumb to sleep, but still it did not happen.

An hour later, there was a clamor in the front yard. Dogs barking. What sounded like a car alarm, then the breaking of a bottle, and a distinct, "Oh shit!" followed by masculine giggles that sounded like schoolboys.

Jake sat up in bed and she squinted up at him as he peered outside. "What is it?" she asked.

He put on his glasses, and leaned closer to the window. "It's, uh, it's a bunch of guys, and a really big cup."

The doorbell rang.

He climbed out of bed and grabbed his robe. "Throw something on," he suggested to her. "I think they wanted to say hi."

***

Jake opened the front door, and saw about nine guys, drunk and in dress suits, but right in front was a really big silver cup. Half of them had beer bottles in their hands. "HEY," they all said in unison.

He let them stumble in, and they maneuvered the cup in, then lifted it, and placed it in a big reclining chair in the living room. The captain of the team came to him and said, "We were just, uh, making the rounds. We'll only be here a few minutes, but wanted to drop by, and thank you both again. It's sort of a tradition."

Meanwhile, Weekes had already taken half the boys to the kitchen because he knew where the beer was located.

"Is she - uh, is she around? Or is she asleep?" Kyle asked, polite, although, visibly drunk.

"Yeah, she's coming down. Let me take a look at this thing," Jake said, impressed. He walked over to the cup, and placed his fingers on it. A Swede was already unconscious on his floor. The other guys were boisterous, loud.

Leilani made her way down the stairs. Normal. In a big, white terrycloth robe. She was nowhere near "she-beast" so her beauty was more typical, subdued, and in no make up and exhausted, she mostly looked tired. She held her robe tightly around her.

At the bottom of the stairs she was greeted by Weekes, who pulled her close to him with a squeeze and whispered, "Thank you."

Chipper tried to climb all over Weekes to get to her and mumbled something about "Eat me now, you earned it!" but was pried off by the Czech.

She approached the Cup, sitting there in a chair as if it was a human being. She looked at it for a moment, and then touched it, and felt something quite powerful. Like she was touching a part of history.

In the background, someone had already spilled a beer on the floor and was trying to clean it up. She looked, exhausted, at the captain. "It's the same cup, from all the years?"

"Yep," he said. "The team that wins it gets to own it for that time. We take it around, each get to spend time with it. After this, we're going over to the coach's house and throwing it into the pool."

Leilani placed her fingers on it again, and just looked at it. Jake put his arm around her. Stanislav approached, precarious, and almost giggling, and said, "Thank you for your help. Wow."

"You are a part of this, in a larger way," Kyle said. "So we wanted to stop by and show you. We'll be out of here in a few minutes, as soon as we collect Hans from the floor and get Trev out of your bathroom."

It had only been about ten minutes, but they guys were all collecting, ready to move to the next stop. Kyle walked to her and said, "Hey, we have to head out. Before we go - do you want a picture with it? Most people, well, you know, they want to get a picture with the Cup, it's a big deal to some people - it's up to you."

She turned slowly to him, and said, "Well, yeah, but, you know Kyle, I don't show up in photographs, being what I am….so there is not much point."

Leilani knew he was just drunk enough to buy it, and he sighed, and said "Ok, I guess so, but you know…" and went into some long diatribe.

"I was kidding," she interrupted him. "Of course I show up in photographs." She put a hand on his shoulder and he turned to her.

"Kyle, I have a supernatural lust that makes me do supernatural acts. But that does not make me supernatural."

The stoic captain actually giggled, almost, as close to a giggle as could come from him, and said, his eyes blurry. "Sounds kind of like us."

They took the photo, with the passed-out defensemen actually asleep but propped up against the chair. He slid over just after the flash went off, and someone had to collect him and boost him up.

Weekes approached Leilani once more. He shook Jake's hand, and said to Leilani, "Thank you for doing that for us. We couldn't have done this without you."

Leilani was half distracted, watching the men try to scoop up two different players who were half unconscious, and not spill beer bottles on the floor in the process - and, arguing lightly about who had the honor of carrying the Cup to the car.

"I didn't do anything," she said, not even looking at him.

"Yes, you did."

"No," she turned to him. "Actually, I didn't. I mean, I had him up there, and yeah, I, well, I did my thing. But I didn't have sex with him. And really, I was just going through the motions. I took a tiny bit, to get it over with."

He gave her a blank stare. "You didn't do the whole thing with him?"

She laughed softly. "John, I barely did anything with him. It was - just, a nip. So to speak. I couldn't go through with it, and was going to call and apologize later, and you guys kept winning, so I kept my mouth shut. Whatever you all did, you did it on your own. It wasn't anything to do with me."

John Weekes was beaming. He laughed. He said, "Oh, shit. Are you telling me we did this on our own?"

Leilani smiled also. "You did it out of lust. Lust makes us all do super natural things, from time to time."

Jake appeared, after already printing the digital photo to paper, and handed it to her. In the photo, she sat on the arm rest of the chair next to the big silver Stanley Cup, with lots of drunk hockey players and one passed out on the floor, half way through toppling over.

"Classic," Jake said.

She looked at the photo between her fingertips, smiled, and watched the guys dragging each other out of the door in various stages of intoxication. "Have fun," she said. "And call me if you need anything."

Weekes wrapped his arms around her in one last tight hug, then went over with a teammate to pick up the Cup. "Come on Stas," he said, "We got places to go."

And with that, they were gone.
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