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Bruce didn’t
know what to believe anymore. Someone had attacked Andrew, his best
friend, in an alley outside a bar two nights ago. The attacker bit
him on the neck! By the time he’d reached the hospital, he’d lost a
lot of blood.

He’d just
gotten off the phone with the nurse at the desk. Andrew was gone.
Not dead, missing. The police were searching for him, even though
the doctors couldn’t come up for any explanation for how he managed
to stand, let alone run away.

Bruce rubbed
at his temples. It was dark outside, and cold. In his weakened
state, there was no way Andrew would make it through the night.

Pulling on his
shoes and searching for his coat on the rack, he called upstairs,
“Babe, I’ve gotta head out. Don’t know when I’ll be back.”

As Bruce
struggled into his coat, his wife called, “Okay. Be safe,” from the
bedroom.

The next
moment, Bruce opened the door and left the house. He involuntarily
hunched against the cold. There wasn’t any snow yet, but he knew
they’d get some soon.

Without any
clue as to where he should start, he began walking down the
sidewalk. He couldn’t shake the cold, even with his hands stuffed
into his pockets. He was in pretty good shape, he knew, so he hoped
he’d warm up soon. His heart beat quickly, and he could feel his
cock stiffen a little in his pants when his fingers brushed against
it through the fabric of his pocket.

“Where are
you, buddy? Where would you go?” He muttered, searching the
lamp-lit street for anything that might jog his mind.

As he walked
down the street, he could swear he was being watched. A figure
seemed to dart in and out of Bruce’s peripheral vision.

“Hello?” Bruce
called out.

Another
sensation of cold began running up his back that had nothing to do
with the weather.

Bruce saw that
he was now quite far from home. He also remembered that they’d not
yet caught Andrew’s attacker. He could be the one lurking in the
shadows, waiting for an opportune moment.

Then again,
Bruce realized, it could be Andrew stumbling about in a daze. He
lived in this area, too.

The excitement
that pumped his blood so quickly through his veins was beginning to
warm him up. He pulled his hands from his pockets and cupped them
around his mouth.

“Andrew? Is
that you?” He didn’t yell too loudly. He didn’t want to wake anyone
up, or make them come to the door. They might spook Andrew.

He caught
movement to his left. Spinning quickly, he thought he saw a shadowy
figure duck behind a house. For a moment, a stray bit of light had
caught the figure. It looked like Andrew.

Immediately,
Bruce broke off into a run. He sped across the front yard. The
grass was long; the house was abandoned. As he circled around the
back where he thought he’d seen Andrew, he saw that it was almost
completely black with shadow back there. With no light from the
house, Andrew could be standing only a few feet ahead of him and
he’d never know.

Those fingers
of fear that had been slowing creeping up the small of his back
practically jumped now. All of his nerves felt suddenly on edge,
and it seemed like all the small hairs on his body stood up at
once. The only other feeling he could liken it to was the first
time he’d had sex. It was that excitement, that fear of what he
didn’t know, and what was about to come. At least, that’s why he
told himself that his dick was getting harder, making the front of
his pants start to get uncomfortable.

“...Andrew?”
Bruce whispered.

Someone
stepped from the complete darkness in front of him into the weak
light from the distant streetlamp.

It was Andrew.
Even in the dark, he looked bone white, and he was completely
naked. Andrew was in good shape, with a muscular chest and
chiselled abs.

“Oh my God!”
Bruce said. He took one step forward and grabbed his best friend in
a tight hug. Andrew’s skin felt cold against his own, yet he wasn’t
shivering at all. Bruce took a step back, his hands still on
Andrew’s shoulders.

“Come on, man.
We need to get you back to the hospital. You must be freezing.”

Bruce made to
step back, but Andrew reached up and grabbed him by the wrists. His
fingers gripped him like a vise. Bruce frowned.

“Andrew?
What’s wrong?”

Bruce noticed
that Andrew didn’t seem to be breathing. He fixed Bruce with an
unblinking stare. “Bruce, I need your help. Come with me.”

With that,
Andrew turned around, still holding Bruce by one wrist. Bruce
seemed to have little choice, so he followed. Andrew walked up to
the back door of the abandoned house. He shoved it. The lock broke
like it was made of Styrofoam instead of steel.

Inside, all
was dark. But it was a little warmer, thanks to being out of the
wind.

Andrew led him
to a room with an un-boarded window, letting in some light from the
street. He stopped and released Bruce’s wrist. They faced each
other.

“What... What
do you need, bud?”

Andrew smiled.
It was funny, Bruce thought, he didn’t remember Andrew’s canines
being so long.

“I’ve never
felt better. I see everything. Hear everything. I can hear your
heart beating in your chest, calling. But there’s a hunger inside
me, and I don’t think it can be satisfied by anyone but you.”

Andrew reached
out and gently stroked Bruce’s cheek. “Will you help me,
Bruce?”

Bruce,
practically shaking from fear, nodded.

Andrew grabbed
a handful of the hair on the side of Bruce’s head. Roughly, he
jerked Bruce forward into a kiss. Their faces hit so hard that
their teeth clashed. Andrew wrapped his free arm around Bruce’s
back and pulled him close. Bruce could feel Andrew’s hard cock
against his leg.

He struggled
back, managing to pull his face a few inches from his friend’s.

“Andrew! What
are you doing? You need help. Let me—“

Andrew reached
down between their bodies and grabbed Bruce’s cock through his
pants. In all the excitement, it had gotten fully hard. “The only
help I need is you. I have power now, strength. But what I want is
you. Always you. Why do you think we live so close? Why do you
think I never got a girlfriend?”

Bruce had just
thought they were always close friends. But now he knew, he saw
clearly. No one was around. No one would know.

“Andrew, what
are you?”

“I was turned
the other night. Into a vampire.”



Before Bruce
could say anything more, Andrew pulled him into another kiss. He
slid his tongue into Bruce’s mouth. After a few moments, Bruce
closed his eyes and melted into the kiss. He pushed his own tongue
into Andrew’s mouth. He could feel the sharp points of his friend’s
new fangs.

Andrew hadn’t
taken his grip off of Bruce’s cock. He began squeezing and rubbing
it through Bruce’s pants. His actions were desperate, animalistic
even.

Bruce wrapped
his own arms around Andrew’s naked body. His friend’s back was
smooth, and he could feel the hardness of the muscles under his
skin. He worked his hands down to Andrews ass, and then kneaded
each tight cheek, grinding his friend’s hips into his own.

Andrew’s hard
cock was pinned between their bodies, pointing straight up. Bruce
moved one of his hands, trying to press it between their writhing
forms so that he could grab Andrew’s shaft and stroke it.

Before he
could work his fingers in, Andrew pulled away from their embrace.
His hands shot out and shoved Bruce hard. He backpedalled, trying
to keep his balance. His back slammed against the wall.

The next
moment, Andrew was on him. He tore Bruce’s coat like it was paper,
ripping it from his body. The next to go was his shirt. Bruce’s
bare chest heaved with excitement as Andrew lunged forward and
kissed him between his pecs. He left wet hickies in aHis actions
trail down Bruce’s torso, while simultaneously undoing his belt and
pants and then yanking them partway down his thighs.

Bruce’s cock
sprang up. The head of his cock bumped against Andrew’s shaft.
Andrew dropped to his knees in front of Bruce. He began nuzzling
Bruce’s cock with his cheeks, running his lips along Bruce’s
throbbing shaft as he did so.

“You’re so
big. So warm...” Andrew said.

Before Bruce
could reply, Andrew took him in his mouth. Andrew swallowed the
head of his dick. He could feel Andrew’s tongue slurping up and
down at the tip, lapping up any precum that might come out. He
trailed his lips back a bit and then kissed the very tip. Then he
should the cock back into his mouth, making hungry groans as he
did.

As he sucked
his friend’s cock, Andrew ran his hands and fingernails up and down
Bruce’s torso, making Bruce gasp and hiss. Andrew sucked and
slurped, moving his mouth smoothly up and down Bruce’s rod. The
noises he made sent shivers up Bruce’s back, and soon Bruce reached
out and grabbed Andrew’s bare shoulders. He pulled, making Andrew’s
mouth strain to take more of his cock in. It was so moist and
warm.

Bruce let his
mouth hand open. Little grunts and gasps escaped him. These noises
seemed to drive Andrew crazy. His friend took more and more of his
cock in, until he was deepthroating the entire length. He would
press his mouth down until his nose touched Bruce’s stomach, then
pull so far back that Bruce’s cock just barely touched his lips.
Long strings of spit hung from his shaft, and it shone with the
light from the street.

Gently, Bruce
pushed back on Andrew’s shoulders until his friend leaned away from
his cock and looked up into his eyes.

“Andrew, stand
up,” Bruce said.

Andrew stood.
They were just about the same height. Bruce grabbed him by the
waist and pulled him forward until the heads of their cocks
touched. He reached down and grabbed his own dick with one hand,
and Andrew’s with the other. Both of them staring down, he began
rubbing the heads of their cocks together. With all the spit Andrew
had left on his cock, their rubbed smoothly against each other.

It felt like
little electric sparks shot down his cock and into his hips. He
jerked a little uncontrollably. Both of them breathed quickly,
concentrating entirely on the sensation. Soon, the head of Andrew’s
cock was as wet with spit as Bruce’s.

Andrew put one
finger under Bruce’s chin. He pushed so that Bruce lifted his face
and gaze away from their dicks. They looked each other straight in
the eyes.

“I want you
Bruce. I need you inside. Can you do that for me?”

Bruce
swallowed. His wife never let him try anal, and he’d always wanted
to. His cock stiffened up more at the thought. He nodded to his
friend.

After Bruce
let go of their cocks, Andrew walked over to the wall next to
Bruce, pressed his palms against it, and leaned forward so that his
ass stuck out behind him. Bruce’s heart raced in his chest and he
took position behind Andrew. His dick felt so hard that it
quivered, and he could feel how it pulsed with each beat of his
heart.

He pushed his
cock forward so that the head rested behind Andrew’s balls. He
pulled the head up along the cleft of Andrew’s ass until he felt
the wrinkled pucker of his friend’s asshole against the taut flesh
of the tip of his dick. Andrew shuddered when he felt it, and he
began slowly grinding his hips up and down, trying to force the
cock into his ass.

One hand
around the base of his shaft, the other wrapped around his friend’s
waist, Bruce pushed. Andrew groaned and whimpered as the head of
Bruce’s cock forced its way into his tight hole. It was a tight
fit. Bruce gritted his teeth and pushed harder. He couldn’t believe
how tight it was. Even with all the lube from their spit, Andrew’s
ass seemed like it could barely take it.

Bruce used his
thumb to try and press his dick in a little faster.

“Get your cock
into me,” Andrew moaned. He pushed against the wall.

All their
straining began to pay off. Slowly, Bruce watched as the skin on
his shaft wrinkled and bunched. As soon as the head of his dick
managed to squeeze all the way in, it seemed to loosen the way for
the rest of his rod to follow. His ass was still unbelievably
tight, but Bruce felt and saw his cock pushing in farther and
farther.

Andrew’s hands
made fists against the wall. He beat against it. Worried that he
was hurting his friend, Bruce stopped.

Andrew turned
around. A snarl twisted his lips, and Bruce could see his fangs
clearly. Fear curled its way back up Bruce’s spine, making his
whole body stiffen.

His friend
must have seen the expression of terror on his face, because he
stopped snarling. His features softened.

“I’m sorry. I
just need this so bad. Do you like it?” Andrew said.

He gyrated his
hips, pulling the skin on Bruce’s shaft back and forth. It was so
tight and smooth inside him. The friction and squeezing made it
hard for Bruce not to come.

“Yeah, I like
it.”

His cock
firmly in Andrew’s ass, he wrapped both his arms around his
friend’s waist and began to grind his own hips, trying to match the
rhythm Andrew had started. Soon, a thin sheen of sweat covered
Bruce’s torso. He panted, unable to take his eyes from the tight
asshole stretched around his wide cock. It felt so good. He didn’t
know sex could feel this good.

Bruce leaned
forward, and began kissing Andrew’s broad shoulder blades. He felt
goose bumps form under his lips and smiled. Andrew gasped, and his
asshole got so tight that Bruce had to stop for a second before he
could resume running his cock into and out of his friend.

“You should
have told me sooner, Andrew. You know I’d do anything for you,”
Bruce said.

He reached one
hand down from Andrew’s waist so that he could grip and squeeze his
friend’s hard cock. A moment later, he reached down with his other
hand so that he could hold Andrew’s balls. He began stroking his
friend’s cock in time with his own thrusts, and giving his balls a
gentle squeeze. Andrew’s cock was so hard in his hand. He felt at
the tip with one finger and found it soaked with precum. He
massaged this around the head of Andrew’s cock.

Soon, Andrew
grunted and moaned like an animal. His hips began bucking back and
forth with a passionate insistence. Each thrust pressed all the way
back on Bruce’s cock. The slapping of their hips and their
collective sounds of pleasure filled the otherwise quiet room.

“Bruce?”
Andrew said.

Bruce brought
his gaze up from watching his cock thrusting in and out.
“Yeah?”

“Will you come
in my mouth? I want to get a taste of you.”

Bruce almost
came in his friend’s ass right there. He was always begging his
wife to let him come on her face or tits or something. She’d never
let him. He nodded, unable to speak. Instead, he began thrusting
harder and harder. He’d have bruises the next day, but it would be
worth it.

Suddenly, he
felt Andrew’s balls jerk a little in his hand. They felt stiff. His
cock had gone the hardest he’d yet felt.

“Ung,” Andrew
said as he came.

Bruce
continued jerking Andrew’s cock as cum shot out against the wall.
When he felt his balls loosen, he stopped jerking. Andrew relaxed
against him and leaned back so that his head rested on Bruce’s
shoulder. He kissed Bruce on the cheek.

“Let me taste
you.”

Andrew slid
down Bruce’s body down onto his knees. He turned around and grabbed
Bruce’s cock. Then he opened his mouth wide and lowered it over the
head of Bruce’s dick. He closed his lips around it and began to
flick at the tip with his tongue. Then he started jerking so
quickly that his hand was just a blur.

“Oh shit, oh
shit,” Bruce said. He ran one of his hands up into his own hair and
curled it into his fist. His dick felt electrified. He could feel
his own balls tightening.

Then he
came.

“Yesss...”
Bruce said.

The first shot
of warm cum flew into Andrew’s mouth. He started jackhammering his
head up and down, trying to milk it as it came out.

His mouth felt
so good that Bruce could hardly stand up.

Finally, he
stopped coming. He looked down to see Andrew finish swallowing the
last of his load. They both pressed their backs to the wall and sat
down. Andrew reached over and grabbed Bruce’s hand.

Andrew waited
until Bruce had caught his breath.

“I love you,
Bruce,” he said.”

“I know,”
Bruce replied.

They sat there
like that for a while, just holding hands and enjoying the
afterglow of their loving. Bruce’s balls felt sore, but in a good
way.

After a few
more minutes, Bruce noticed that Andrew was staring at him. He
looked over and said, “Yeah?”

Andrew seemed
uncertain, almost afraid. “Do... Do you want me to turn you? We
could be together forever. We could even stay in this house and
make love every single night.”

Bruce wanted
so badly to say yes, but he knew it was a bad idea. Eventually,
others would find out what happened to Andrew. They’d want to kill
him. Bruce couldn’t let that happen. He leaned over and gave Andrew
a deep kiss, then pulled back.

“Look, Andrew.
You need to go. If they find out about you, they’ll kill you. I
couldn’t live with that. Please man, just run. Live.”

Andrew was
quiet for a time. Then he nodded.

Bruce knew
that he would miss his friend, but would be glad to know he was
okay.
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