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The night was
just right for a walk in the park. The air felt warm on Bill’s
skin, and when he looked up there was not a single cloud
obstructing his view of the starry sky.

It was quiet
too. Even though he walked along the main trail, he hadn’t seen a
single person for the last fifteen minutes.

He saw a park
bench in a pool of light cast by a lamp not too far up the trail.
When he reached the bench, he sat down on the wooden planks with a
sigh. Two nights ago, he’d broken up with his girlfriend of three
years on that bench.

Bill didn’t
understand it. He knew people thought he was good looking, with a
tight body. Everyone said he was nice, too. Whatever the cause, the
breakup left a void inside of him. All he knew was that he wanted
to feel good again.

Despite the
stars, Bill rested his chin on his fists and stared at the grass in
front of the bench.

He must have
dozed off, because suddenly he saw a pair of black shoes enter his
field of vision. Startled, he took a sharp breath and leaned
back.

A man stood at
the very edge of the pool of light, as though loathe to enter. He
was tall and thin, but the way he held himself suggested a quiet
strength. Even in the shadows, the skin of his face and hands
looked pale. There was an eerie quality to him that at once made
him both attractive and unsettling.

Bill was still
trying to discern the source of his unease when the man spoke.

“You look
lonely,” the shadowy man said. His voice was smooth and sharp.

With a quick
shake of his head, Bill made himself stop staring. He wasn’t
certain how to reply. The man hadn’t even asked a question. Still,
he felt the need to say something.

“Uh, yeah a
little... How are you?” He felt dumb as soon as the words left his
mouth. He expected the stranger might laugh, or show some sign of
discomfort. Instead, he felt only a sensation of calm emanate from
the figure, and a hint of amusement.

“Can... Can I
help you?” Bill stammered.

A feeling had
begun to fill the empty space within him. It was a sort of cold
fear, with a hint of warmth that might have been excitement. It was
good to feel something there.

“Yes. May I
sit with you?”

Bill motioned
to the empty spot beside him. After a moment, the man stepped into
the light. He moved fluidly, like some dangerous and beautiful
animal, and sat beside Bill. In the light, Bill saw that the man
really was pale. His skin was the whitest Bill had ever seen. The
stranger was beautiful, too. Bill knew he himself was straight, and
he had no problem admitting that the man next to him made his cock
stir in his pants.

“Hello, Bill,”
the stranger said.

“How do you
know my name? Who are you?” The cold fear grew inside Bill’s
stomach. He thought that he should run, but another feeling, that
excitement and arousal, held him in place.

“I have been
watching you for a few nights now. One night, I heard someone say
your name when you were on the phone. As for me, why, I am a lonely
person, just like you.”

The stranger
seemed to stare into nothing at the last part. Deep down, Bill knew
it to be true. He thought back. Yes, a few days ago he had been
talking on his phone during a walk. But the thing was so quiet even
Bill had trouble hearing what was said. How could the stranger have
heard? Bill shifted on the bench until he was right at the edge, as
far as he could go without standing up.

“Are you
stalking me?” Bill asked.

The stranger
smiled. It must have been the light, because Bill thought he could
make out the points of two fangs revealed in the slight parting of
those thin lips. The man turned his head to look at Bill face to
face. The expression made Bill’s mouth dry out and, to Bill’s
surprise, his cock got harder in his pants.

“My name is
Jerome,” the stranger said. He reached out and grabbed one of
Bill’s hands. Jerome’s fingers were cold, but Bill could tell that
they held otherworldly strength.

“Come with me,
Bill. I don’t think either of us wants to be alone any longer.”

Still holding
his hand, Jerome stood. He looked down at Bill. Bill’s heart
hammered in his chest. He didn’t want to be alone any more, but he
felt safe in his pool of light. He knew that if he went with
Jerome, things would change.

Jerome, a
small smile on his lips, nodded as though he could hear Bill’s
thoughts. Bill decided that change was good. He stood up. They
walked away from the light, hand in hand.

As they made
their way across the park, Bill smiled. Goosebumps formed on his
arms and he felt almost giddy. Whether it was with fear or
excitement, he didn’t know, but it was good just to feel again. He
walked in a trance, guided by his mysterious admirer.

The next thing
he knew, they stood in front of the door to an old mausoleum.
Jerome pushed the metal door open with one hand, let go of Bill’s
hand, and motioned for him to enter.

Bill, the fear
a lingering cold in the pit of his stomach, entered. A few lit
candles served only to add depth to the darkness. Bill took a few
more steps, then stopped.

The door
clanged shut behind him. Two strong arms encircled him around the
waist, and he leaned his head back to rest on Jerome’s
shoulder.

Jerome ran his
hands around Bill’s fit chest and stomach. Jerome’s touches sent
tingles and sparks of excitement up Bill’s back. He sucked in a
breath through clenched teeth when he felt fingers brush his hard
cock, moving softly over the front of his pants.

“Give yourself
to me,” Jerome whispered into his ear.

His voice was
hypnotic. Bill felt himself lean more of his weight back against
Jerome’s strong body. Even touching through all of their clothes
made him feel electric. He closed his eyes and revelled in the
sensations, rubbing his body against Jerome’s and feeling the other
man’s hands squeeze and brush him in all the right places.

The smooth
skin of Jerome’s cheek brushed against Jerome’s face. It was then
that Bill realized he couldn’t feel Jerome’s breath on his flesh.
Something in his mind told him that Jerome wasn’t natural, wasn’t
even human, that he should run if he wanted to live. He pushed that
feeling away. The void inside him was filling up. Being touched,
being loved again was like having the fire of life inside him
rekindled.

Slowly, Bill
reached back with his own hands. His arms wrapped around Jerome so
that he touched his back. He ran his hands down until he had
Jerome’s firm ass in both his hands. He gave the taut flesh a few
light squeezes before moving his hand up under Jerome’s shirt.



As he felt the
other man’s smooth skin, Bill felt Jerome’s cock begin to harden.
They began to grind their hips together as they continued exploring
each other’s body.

Bill pressed
one of his hands between their undulating bodies. He worked his
fingers down Jerome’s tight abs. He felt the waistline of Jerome’s
pants. Going over the top of the pants, he ran his fingers down
until he felt Jerome’s stiff rod against his fingers. He rubbed and
squeezed Jerome’s stiff member.

Jerome, his
head still resting on Bill’s shoulder, gasped. Again, Bill felt no
breath.

His passions
suddenly flaring, Jerome grabbed the bottom of Bill’s shirt and
began lifting it from him. Bill obligingly lifted his arms. Jerome
lifted Bill’s shirt until it was over his face, pinning his arms
over his head. Jerome grabbed both of Bill’s wrists in one hand,
keeping Bill from moving or seeing.

Bill felt
Jerome plant a few light kisses on the side and back of his neck.
Each one made him gasp a little. Jerome wrapped the fingers of his
free hand lightly around Bill’s neck. He gave Bill’s supple flesh a
light squeeze, making it momentarily more difficult to breathe. As
quickly as he’d squeezed, he released his grip on Bill’s throats.
Bill felt Jerome’s fingers begin sliding down his chest, lightly
dragging his nails in a way that made Bill’s knees begin to
weaken.

Teasingly,
Jerome rubbed and pinched each of Bill’s nipples until they
stiffened beneath his touch. Unable to take it, Bill let all the
weight of his head rest on Jerome’s shoulder. He felt two sharp
points touch the soft skin of his neck, then move away.

Jerome’s
fingers restarted their quest down the front of Bill’s torso. They
ran between the well-formed muscles of Bill’s abs, exploring his
fit body. His fingers were so close to Bill’s cock now that his
body responded with little involuntary thrusts.

“Yes...
Yes...” Bill moaned.

“Do you want
me to touch you there?” Jerome whispered.

He felt
Jerome’s fingertips push down into the waistline of his pants.
Bill’s cock felt so hard, it needed to be touched, it needed to be
let free from the constricting fabric around it. But Jerome’s
fingers stayed where they were.

Bill whimpered
a little. He rocked his hips, trying to move those electric fingers
closer to his waiting cock.

Instead, they
moved around his waistband until they were over his ass. They slid
down beneath his pants and underwear until one of his ass cheeks
was fully cupped by those strong fingers. Jerome began squeezing
his ass. Their hips were still pressed together, so Bill felt
Jerome’s cock get even larger and stiffer than before.

Again, those
two sharp points touched Bill on the side of his neck. Jerome
pulled his hand from Bill’s pants and slid it back around to the
front of Bill’s body. This time, his fingers pressed down the
beneath the front of Bill’s pants and underwear. They didn’t stop.
They moved down until he felt them lightly grab his balls.

“Oh God, oh
God,” Bill moaned.

Very slowly,
Jerome moved his fingers up until they’d wrapped themselves around
the base of Bill’s hard cock. They tightened around his shaft. As
they did, he felt the two points against his neck bite into his
flesh.

Bill gasped.
He began thrusting his cock in the other man’s grip. Even trapped
as it was in his pants, the slight movement sent tendrils of
pleasure into his hips and stomach. The head of his cock rubbed
against the fabric of his underwear, almost tickling.

Too soon,
Jerome’s fingers released Bill’s cock. They pulled out of his
pants. He felt them deftly undoing his belt, then the button on his
jeans, and then the zipper.

Suddenly,
Jerome released Bill’s wrists. Instead, he grabbed the shirt and
pulled it completely off and threw it to the floor. He spun Bill
around and pulled him into a deep kiss. Jerome’s lips had the
coppery taste of blood.

Jerome knelt
in front of him, leaving a trail of kisses down the center of
Bill’s chest and abs and he did so. On his knees, he grabbed hold
of Bill’s pants and pulled them all the way down. Bill’s cock stood
straight out from his body, long and hard. The head quivered
slightly in the air, and a drop of precum glistened at the tip in
the dim light of the candles.

As Jerome
pulled off Bill’s shoes and removed his pants and underwear, he
kissed Bill’s hips around his cock. Bill badly wanted to reach
down, grab Jerome’s head, and shove his cock into the other man’s
wet mouth, but he kept his hands firmly at his sides. He didn’t
want to ruin this experience. He looked down. Jerome was looked up
at him. Their eyes locked together. Jerome’s kisses came closer and
closer to Bill’s cock. Each one made his hips tingle and more
precum leaked from the tip of his cock.

Jerome’s lips
touched the very base of Bill’s shaft. Their eyes still locked
together, Bill left a wet trail of kisses all around Bill’s rod.
Bill couldn’t stop himself. He reached with both hands and weaved
his fingers through Jerome’s hair.

When Jerome’s
lips slid over the head of Bill’s cock, Bill’s fingers tightened
up. The inside of his mouth was warm and wet. He felt the tip of
Jerome’s tongue pressed against the tip of his dick, lapping away
all the precum. Once Jerome’s lips pressed completely over the head
of Bill’s cock, Jerome stopped moving forward.

Jerome reached
up and grabbed Bill’s shaft with one hand. He began stroking Bill’s
stiff rod while simultaneously running the tip of his tongue around
the head of Bill’s cock. Bill threw his head back. His hips bucked
involuntarily, pressing his dick deeper into Jerome’s mouth. He’d
never felt anything like it before. Warm tingles spread from his
cock into the rest of his body. He didn’t know how he was able to
keep himself from shooting his hot cum into Jerome’s mouth right
then.

Jerome began
sliding his lips up and down Bill’s shaft as far as they would go.
He could feel how wet his cock was with the other man’s spit.

Bill, his
teeth clenched, looked down at him. “Stop. Wait.”

Pulling his
mouth away and smiling, Jerome released Bill’s cock. Little strings
of spit hung from his shaft. Bill leaned over and grabbed Jerome’s
shirt. He lifted it off of him. Jerome’s flesh was pale white in
the light, and he had well-defined muscles. Jerome undid his own
pants and slid them down, kicked them off when he pushed them to
his feet. They both stood there naked, hard cocks pointing at each
other, in the dim crypt.

Jerome turned
around and leaned against a small table. He looked over his
shoulder at Bill, who looked at his firm ass with hungry eyes.

“Fuck me,”
Jerome said.

Bill stepped
forward. He grabbed Jerome’s hips, then moved his hands over the
other man’s ass and spread his cheeks apart. He could just make out
the tight pucker of Jerome’s asshole in the weak light.

Bill leaned
forward until the tip of his cock pressed against that hole. His
cock felt so hard, he knew he’d have no trouble pushing it in.
Rather than ramming as hard as he could, his pressed with increased
force until Jerome’s tight pucker began parting around the head of
his cock.

“Fuck me. Put
it all in, now,” Jerome said. His lips were parted in a snarl, and
his teeth were clenched together. Clearly, Jerome didn’t like to be
teased. Bill could definitely see fangs, now. It was his turn to
smile.

He continued
pressing his cock into the other man very slowly. He luxuriated in
the feelings as the head of his cock pushed deeper and deeper.

Jerome’s
asshole squeezed the entire length of his cock as he pushed it in
deeper and deeper. It was tight all around, like a well-fitting
glove. Inside, he felt smooth like velvet and warm. It was much
tighter around him than his ex’s pussy had ever been, and it felt
amazing, stimulating every nerve in his hard shaft.

Bill watched
Jerome’s asshole get tighter and tighter around his cock, stretched
so far that it could barely take his girth. He pushed until his
hips touched Jerome’s ass. He stayed still for a moment, loving the
feel as the muscles of Jerome’s ass clamp and unclamp around the
entire length of his dick.

Jerome groaned
and whimpered, lightly grinding his ass back against Bill’s
hips.

“Fuck my
asshole,” Jerome said.

Bill pulled
back against the tightness. He watched Jerome’s asshole slide over
his flesh, tightening and pulling as though it didn’t want his cock
to leave. Bill pulled back until only the head of his cock was
still in Jerome’s ass. He spat into one of his hands and rubbed his
spit along his shaft for some extra lube.

Then he began
fucking Jerome. The sound of their flesh slapping together filled
the room, soon accompanied by their grunts and moans.

Bill tightened
his grip on Jerome’s hips so that he could fuck him harder. He
sucked in breaths through his clenched teeth. His cock was a blur
as he slammed it into the other man and wrenched it most of the way
back out again and again.

Bill could
feel his cock getting even harder, could feel the muscles in his
lower abdomen begin to contract. He knew he was going to come
soon.

“Fill me up,”
Jerome said.

With a final
burst of energy, Bill fucked Jerome as fast as he could. He gasped.
His cock stiffened up so much it almost hurt. It felt like waves of
electricity shot from the tip of his cock through his body as he
shot his cum into Jerome’s asshole. His hips bucked uncontrollably
as he came, trying to push his dick even farther into the other
man.

As soon as
Bill finished coming, he pulled his cock out of Jerome. It was
still wet and sticky with his own spit and cum.

Quickly, Bill
spun Jerome around to face him and dropped to his knees. He grabbed
Jerome’s throbbing shaft and shoved his mouth down over the head of
Jerome’s cock. He sucked and jerked quickly. He wanted Jerome to
come in his mouth, to feel as good as he made Bill feel.

Jerome reached
forward and grabbed Bill’s shoulders. He moaned and whimpered,
digging his fingernails into Bill’s taut flesh.

Bill could
feel Jerome’s shaft hardening a little more in his mouth. He saw
the other man’s ball’s raise slightly.

The next
moment, Jerome let out a long groan. Hot cum streamed into Bill’s
mouth. He swallowed it as it came out, more and more, in long
spurts. He continued jerking and sucking, wanting to completely
drain Jerome’s balls.

Both of them
exhausted, Bill sat down on the floor, supporting his weight with
his hands. Jerome leaned back against the table he had set up.
Despite how weak and tired Bill was, he felt satisfied and, for the
first time in the last few days, happy. He looked up at his
mysterious lover.

“Thank you for
that. I really needed it.”

Jerome smiled
down at him, showing his fangs. “Are you ready to give yourself to
me now.”

Bill
nodded.

Jerome swooped
down on him, pushing him completely down to the floor. He gently
pulled Bill’s head to one side and lowered his face until Bill
could feel his lips against his neck. He parted them. Bill could
feel the fangs again. He shivered when Jerome bit into his flesh.
He reached up and around Jerome, hugging him closer.

He knew
neither of them would ever be alone again, for as long as they both
lived.
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