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 In the Arms of the Vampire

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

If anything,
that made his dick get harder.

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

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

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

“Hi,” she
mouthed with a smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Very
excited...” Dorian finished.

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

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

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

The words sent
shivers down her back.

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

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

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

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

“Suck,” he
said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get up!”
Dorian said with a growl.

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

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

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

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

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

He thrust his
cock forward.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Damn!” Dorian
said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So tight...”
Dorian moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




 Seduced
by the Vampire

 


Elsa had been
stalking him all night. She walked far behind him down the deserted
street, but the sound of his heart beat so loudly in her ears that
it could have been her own.

She didn’t
know his name. In fact, he hadn’t even turned around so that she
might see his face. It didn’t matter; she was still going to make
him hers.

Despite the
darkness, Elsa saw everything. She saw the way his firm ass flexed
in his jeans as he walked. She saw the strong muscles of his back
and neck. She had on noting but a pair of heels and a long coat to
hide her naked body until she wanted him to see it.

Opening her
mouth a little, she ran her tongue over her full, red lips and then
lightly over the point of each fang. Just being near him made her
feel warm and hungry. She slipped into some shadows left by burnt
out streetlights, trying to work her way closer without being
detected.

He led her all
the way down town, him keeping a steady pace, Elsa slipping from
one pool of shadow to the next.

Signs of other
nightlife began to appear around them. The signs of the few bars
and stores still open glowed. People walked from place to place,
some reeling drunk, others in small, whispering groups. It all made
Else glance around with squinted eyes, trying not to be
noticed.

Her prey
didn’t seem to notice anyone, either. He walked straight past many
of the people, ignoring any greetings. He had willpower, this one.
It was obvious that he knew what he wanted, and that he was the
sort of person to head straight for it.

He still
hadn’t so much as glanced behind him. Elsa smiled. She was going to
enjoy taking him, draining him. But what does he want? Elsa wondered. She knew what it was she
wanted. She also knew that she was going to get it.

Finally, she
found out. He’d stop in front of a dingy looking bar, its large
front windows covered in steam and condensation from the heat
within. He opened the door and disappeared through it.

Elsa
waited a few minutes before she stepped in as well. A little bell
jingled, announcing her presence and making her involuntarily
wince. It was for nothing, she found. None of the men lined up
along the bar looked up from their cups. But where was he? Elsa
looked around. Ah! She caught a
glimpse of him going through another door at the end of the
bar.

She slipped
through that, too. There were stairs leading up to a brightly lit
hall. Going up, she saw that there seemed to be a few apartments
over the bar. A door clicked shut and a deadbolt banged into place
just around a corner. He’d gone home.

This was a
problem. How was she going to get in? Public places required no
invitation, but going into someone’s home did...

A solution
popped into her mind. She worked quickly, undoing many of the
buttons that held her coat closed. She pulled it open at the top,
letting the milky-smooth skin of her perfect cleavage show through.
She pulled it so that the material just barely covered her already
stiff nipples.

Rounding the
corner, Elsa knocked sharply on the door. The deadbolt opened with
another bang and the door opened inwards.

Elsa felt
herself get a little wet.

Her prey stood
in the doorway, looking at her with a slightly puzzled expression
on his handsome face. She watched his sight travel down to her
mostly-bare breasts, linger for a moment, then move back up to her
eyes. He swallowed and shifted his hips back a little, as though
trying to hide something. She listened as his heart started beating
faster and faster.

“Can I help
you?” He asked.

“Yes. What is
your name?” Elsa replied.

“Mike.”

He was tall.
She looked up into his eyes and gave him a closed-lip smile. “May I
come in?”

Mike’s eyes
flicked back down to her chest, then back up. He licked his lips,
looking past her down the hallway and then back into his apartment.
He was hesitating. She couldn’t have him say no, not after
following and watching him all this time.

“Look at me,
Mike,” Elsa said as she untied the belt around her waist. He looked
just as she pulled the coat partway down her shoulders, fully
exposing her breasts. She rolled her hips a little so that he would
look down there, too. When he did, her pussy tingled.

“Let me in,”
she commanded.

“Please do,”
Mike said, stepping out of the way and motioning for her to
enter.

Elsa walked
in, pulling the coat back up over her shoulders. His apartment was
small, clean, and cozy. When she heard the door click shut and the
lock slam back into place behind her, she turned around to face
him.

“Do I know
you?” Mike asked.

This time when
she smiled, she made sure that he saw her fangs.

“No, Mike, you
don’t know me. But I’ve been watching you, and I’ve made my
decision.”

She watched
his eyes travel down the small opening in the coat that ran down
the middle of her body.

“And what
decision might that be?”

Taking a step
toward him, Elsa suddenly lashed out with her hands, shoving him so
forcefully against the door that it rattled as the breath left his
body with an “Oof!”

“I’ve decided
that you will be mine. I take it you find this agreeable, yes?”

She moved over
to him and grabbed the front of his shirt with both hands. His eyes
opened wide as she yanked him closer to her. Grabbing the back of
his head, she pulled his face near hers. His quick breaths felt hot
on her skin. His whole body shook a little when she kissed him,
pressing her tongue into the warmth of his mouth.

Mike shoved
his hands under her coat and around her waist, linking them
together at the small of her back. She felt his fingertips move
over the firm flesh near the top of her ass. He pulled her in
closer and curled his tongue around her own.

Else pulled
back from him. She grabbed his wrists and forced his arms back
against the wall. He tried leaning forward against her strength,
tilting his lips toward her own again. She looked down at his body,
saw his cock straining in a huge bulge at the front of his pants.
Her body responded to the sight, her pussy getting wetter still and
her nipples stiffening up so much they hurt a little.

“You do as I
tell you, and nothing else. Do you understand?” Elsa said.

“Yes,” Mike
said after a moment. There was a fire glinting in his eyes.

“Good,” Elsa
said, “Now go and lie on the bed. Nothing else, yes?”

She released
him from her grasp. He went over to the neatly-made bed and lay
down on his back. Elsa pulled the coat from her shoulders and let
it fall on the floor as she walked sinuously toward him, rolling
her hips.

When she
climbed up on the bed, he reached for her. She grabbed his wrists
and pressed them down, lifting one leg over his hips to straddle
him. Once he stopped pushing against her grip, she let go of him
again. Grabbing the neck of his t-shirt with both hands, she tore
it down the middle and then pulled it down his sides so she could
look at him. His muscular chest heaved as she ran one finger down
the small cleft between his hard abs. She ran that same finger back
up to one side of his neck. With one quick move, she scratched him.
He hissed as blood began leaking from the small wound.

Gathering her
hair and throwing it over her shoulders, Elsa leaned forward and
stuck out her tongue. She ran the tip along the scratch. He body
convulsed a little as she coated her tongue in his metallic-tasting
blood and swallowed it. His body writhed under hers, the bulge of
his cock bumping against her moist cunt.

Leaning back
into a sitting position over him, Elsa smiled. “Even better than
I’d hoped... Yes, this will be fun. Won’t it, pet?”

“Now, is there
something else I should taste? Something I can put my lips around
and suck?”

Elsa leaned
over and kissed his chest. She worked her way down his body,
letting her lips brush over his skin. He shivered as she got to his
waistband. With a quick movement, she undid the button and zipper,
and began sliding his pants down his hips. He raised his hips up a
little, trying to make it go faster.

She pulled
down until half his hard shaft was revealed, large and hard with
big veins standing out. It jumped a little as he tried to get it to
pop out from the waistband of his underwear. Elsa ran her lips down
to it. She kissed the very top, leaving a spot of shiny saliva,
moved down, and kissed again. It took one more kiss until she was
at the waistband again.

Pulling down
his pants again, she kissed each inch of his cock as she revealed
it. Finally, the ridges of his head showed. She stuck out her
tongue and ran the tip of it along the back of these. He raised his
hands to his face and pressed the heels of his palms into his
eyes.

“Oh, God...”
He muttered.

Elsa put one
hand flat on the top of his cock to keep it from standing up as she
pulled his pants and underwear down past it. With it still pressed
down, she ran her tongue along the head, pressing it against the
little slit. She shook a little at the taste of his precum. It was
almost as good as his blood.

Slowly, she
let his hard erection stand up. As it did, she let her lips part
around the head. The more it stood up, the deeper it pushed into
the wet heat of her mouth. By the time it stood fully up, she had
the whole head and part of the shaft inside the tight ring of her
lips.

Fingers curled
in the hair at the sides of his head, Mike looked down at her. “Oh
baby... Holy shit that is nice...”

Curling her
fingers around his shaft, she stroked up and down once. The tip of
his cock swelled in her move, and she used her tongue to clean away
the new batch of precum that spilled from it. She stroked again,
this time pressing her lips down a little more at the same time.
She could feel his heart beating through his cock, which throbbed
in her mouth with each new stroke.

She pulled her
mouth completely off him and then spat on his dick. Rubbing the
spit around his shaft with her hand, she lowered her lips around
him again and started sucking. She pushed her lips forward, pulled
them back, never taking her eyes off his face. Arching his hips up
again, he pressed his cock deeper into her mouth. She accepted it,
straining her red lips around his girth. She let more spit trickle
down his shaft, using it to lube him up so that her hand moved
freely along his firm flesh.

Running her
free hand down her back, she felt a tingle as her fingertips
brushed pass the pucker of her asshole. She slid the tip of her
middle finger down her sopping slit, then back up a little. Moaning
around his cock, she pressed her finger into her incredibly wet
pussy.

Each time she
pushed her lips down around his length, she shoved her finger into
herself. Soon, she pressed a second finger in as well. She felt
herself tightening up around them.

Groaning, she
pulled her mouth off his cock and pulled her fingers out of her
pussy. On her hands and knees, she crawled up to give him a deep
kiss so that he could taste himself. When that was over, she leaned
back on her knees. Reaching back, she grabbed his cock and pointed
it at her pussy.

Slowly, she
lowered herself until the head of his cock bumped again her wet
slit. She rubbed his rod back and forth along it, jumping a little
each time it brushed past her clit. Elsa slid the head of his cock
so that it was right against her entrance.

Here, she
stopped. Reaching down with her free hand, she smeared her fingers
with the blood from the scratch she’d given him earlier. Bringing
her hand to her mouth, she started licking the blood from it. As
she did this, she slowly lowered her pussy down onto his rod.

Her juices
helped him ease in. He looked hypnotically down at his cock as the
skin bunched up on his shaft, trying to press into her tight little
hole.

Inch by inch,
her pussy swallowed up his whole shaft. He felt completely rigid
inside her, his girth pressing her slick walls back and sending a
shiver up her body.

“Hold me,”
Elsa said. She grabbed Mike’s hands and moved them to her ass.

He started
squeezing and rubbing her cheeks as she began to grind her pussy
against his body, sending shocks through her little clit.

“Your cock is
so hard in me... Do you like my pussy? Is it tight enough around
you?” Elsa teased him as she ran her nails down his chest and abs,
leaving red trails behind.

She laughed,
squeezing him inside her. His eyes squeezed shut and he groaned,
with the tips of his fingers digging into her ass the whole time.
He opened his eyes and looked at her. He began rolling his own hips
back and forth, increasing the friction against her pussy.

Opening his
mouth, he started to speak. Elsa reached forward and stuck one
finger through his lips. They wrapped around her finger, sucking on
it. She pulled it out all shiny with his spit and used it to trace
a line down the middle of his torso.

Elsa leaned
down over him and put her mouth over the bloody spot. As she licked
at it, she rocked her hips back and forth on him. As she licked,
she felt his hands shift a little to get a better grip on her ass.
With a grunt, he lifted her a few inches higher.

Then he
started jackhammering his cock into her. The sound of their flesh
slapping together filled the room.

She added her
own slamming to the mix, pushing down around his cock every time he
pushed up into her pussy. A spark shot up her back, making her
whole body tense up. She felt her fangs push into his flesh,
followed by fresh, hot blood trickling into her mouth. He gasped as
she hungrily lapped it up. The sensation seemed to fill him with
energy. His fucking quickened.

Soon, she had
to pull away from his neck. The sensation of his cock, quickly
thrusting into and pulling out, was too much. She arched her own
neck, letting the warm and tingling waves wash up and down her
body. Running her fingernails up and down the flesh of his chest,
she managed to lean forward and gave him a passionate kiss, letting
him get a taste of his own hot blood.

“Where do you
want me to come?” Mike said, his teeth clenched and his face
flushed.



“I never said
that you could come. Maybe after I’ve come all over your cock...”
Elsa replied. She dug her fingernails more deeply into his flesh to
emphasize her point.

He slammed his
cock into her as hard and fast as he could. His face was twisted as
he tried to keep from firing off inside of her.

Her orgasm
built inside her. The waves that had been moving through her flowed
back and forth more quickly now. They reached their most intense
point. She clamped around him, tilting her head back to scream and
whimper as her pussy lost control around him.

When she
finished, Elsa lifted off of him. She moved down his body so that
her mouth was right over his quivering cock.

First, she
licked all of her juices from his rod. They tasted almost as good
as his neck had. That task done, she pressed her lips down as far
as they would go around his shaft, then pulled back.

Concentrating
her sucking on the tip, she jerked hard and quickly at the base of
his shaft. Soon, his back started to arch, forcing his cock deeper
into her mouth. He grabbed fistfuls of the blanket as she felt his
cock jerk a little against her tongue.

His cum shot
into her mouth in hot strings. There was so much that it leaked
through her lips and down his shaft. She kept jerking him until
nothing came out. When she finished with that, she cleaned the rest
of his come from his rod with her tongue.

Standing up
from the bed, Elsa felt good. She was full. Walking over to her
coat, she bent over and picked it up. She threw it over her
shoulders and started doing up the buttons.

“Your
leaving?” Mike said behind her.

She turned
around. Mike was lying on his side, pressing against the scratches
and bites on his neck with one hand. He looked exhausted. Elsa
walked back over to him and ran one finger along the strong line
made by his chin.

“I got what I
needed from you,” she said. She bent over and kissed him lightly on
the lips.

Turning
around, she walked towards the door. She undid the deadbolt and
turned the knob.

“Wait!” Mike
said.

She turned her
head to see what he wanted.

“Will you ever
need it again?”

Elsa
smiled and walked out the door. I just might at that, she thought as she turned the corner and
made her way down the stairs.




 The
Vampire’s Prey

 


Marcus paced
near his front door, waiting for the last bit of light to leave the
world. Hunger consumed him. It felt like every nerve burned inside
of his body. But this wasn’t a hunger for blood. Sating that was
easy. He did it most nights of the week.

No, this was a
different kind of hunger; one he hadn’t felt the need to fill for a
long time. It was as though a fire had rekindled, sending its smoky
heat through him.

For the
twentieth time, he smoothed the tight white t-shirt he’d chosen
over his well-formed abs and chest. He reached up and smoothed his
hair. It was a cruel irony that vampires had no reflections when he
so badly wanted to know that his handsome features were still
there.

Looking down
at the bottom of the door again, he saw the bar of weak sunlight
had been replaced by the yellow light of a streetlamp.

“This is it,
then,” Marcus said as he opened the door, stepped out, and closed
it behind him.

For a moment,
he let the warm air of the summer night brush past him.

She would have
to be just right. Anything less than exactly what he wanted and he
knew he wouldn’t be satisfied.

It occurred to
Marcus that he hadn’t actually considered just how he was going to
find this mythical woman. All his energies had been spent in
preparing himself and then waiting for the scorching sun to go
away. Normally, he went to places like bars or clubs for food. That
wasn’t the type of woman he wanted.

A woman taking
her small dog for a walk smiled up at him as they passed. Her dog
yipped and bark, tugging against its leash. Marcus hurried away
before she could start a conversation. The animals always knew what
he was.

Where was he
going to find the right woman? He quickened his pace, scanning
through the darkness with his eyes as though she might just pop up
in front of him.

Marcus
stopped at a sudden moment of insight. The park! He thought. With the heat of the summer, all those
avid and in-shape joggers always went out either early in the
morning or at night in order to escape most of the heat of the
day.

The park was
only a few minutes away by foot. All he’d need to do would be to
watch and wait. He’d practically have his pick.

A new
excitement in his step, Marcus walked toward the park. He went down
one path that was relatively wide and well lit. Just the type of
thing a jogger might look for in order to avoid trouble.

Crouching just
behind some bushes that gave him a clear line of site, he
waited.

It wasn’t in
vain. A few people jogged by, even a few women who were almost good
enough. He knew if he was patient, what he wanted would come right
to him.

She came
jogging around the bend, he long hair pinned back in a ponytail.
She wore tight jogging clothes that shoved off the curves of her
body. Just the sight of her made Marcus’s cock brush against his
pants.

He sprinted a
ways ahead of her, out of sight. Going onto the path, he purposely
banged his knee off the ground, tearing his jeans and the flesh
beneath them. Carefully, he arranged himself in a pained heap. He
settled down just in time.

“Oh my God!”
She yelped as she rounded the corner.

A pained look
on his face, Marcus struggled up into a sitting position and tried
to look shocked when his gaze touched his knee.

She knelt down
beside him. Her smell was wonderful. Her heart beat strong and fast
in her chest, becoming faster when her sight touched his wound.

“Are you okay?
Is there anything I can do?” Her eyes widened a little as she took
in the rest of her body. He noted how her skin flushed even
more.

“Yeah,” Marcus
smiled at her as he spoke, putting on a fake flinch as he shifted
his leg, “I don’t suppose you have any antiseptic? Maybe a
bandage?”

She considered
for a moment, then grabbed him by the upper arm and helped him
stand. “Look, I live just across the way. I can patch you up. Is
that okay?”

Her skin
felt so warm and soft. Yes,
Marcus thought, she’s the one.

“Yeah, that’ll
do just fine. Thank you...?”

“Alisha,” she
said.

“Thanks,
Alisha,” he said, “I’m Marcus.”

Her apartment
was small, but well kept. Best of all, it looked like she lived
alone. Not even a cat. She’d sat him on the couch. In the bathroom,
he heard her rummaging around for first aid supplies. A few moments
later, she came out with a small bottle and some bandages.

She knelt down
in front of him, between his legs. He wondered if she saw the bulge
of his hardening cock. He could see her hard nipples poking through
her jogging shirt.

“This might
still a little...” Alisha said, dabbing at his knee with the
antiseptic. He sucked in a breath, pretending that it stung.

“It’s not as
bad as it looks,” she continued, “There’s hardly any blood.
Weird.”

Grabbing the
bandage package, she started to tear it open. Without saying
anything, she leaned forward so that her pretty lips hovered a few
inches over the scratch. Pursing them, she blew lightly. His whole
body shivered a little. She noticed, blushing suddenly.

“Sorry, I
always thought that it helped...”

Marcus smiled
down at her, “Don’t worry, I liked it.”

She tilted her
head back down as she smoothed the bandage into place. As she
finished, Marcus put one finger under her chin and tilted her face
back so that she looked up into his eyes.

“Thank you
again,” Marcus said.

Her blush
deepened. Unable to take it anymore, Marcus leaned down and kissed
her. She jumped a little, but then leaned into the kiss, wrapping
her arms around his neck. Marcus reached down and, grabbing her
thighs, pulled her up onto his lap. She shifted on him, getting
comfortable. Her pussy rubbed over his bulge, sending tingles
through his hips.

Marcus didn’t
open his mouth yet. He didn’t want his true nature revealed until
later. He started running his hands around her body. Alisha’s
jogging clothes were almost skin-tight. He brought both hands up
her back, then trailed them down to get a grip on her firm ass
cheeks. Kneading them made his cock hurt, pressing against his
jeans like it was.

Marcus pulled
his lips away from hers. “Is this how you take care of everyone who
falls down?”

Alisha ran her
tongue along her lips as she reached down between her thighs. She
cupped his bulge, squeezing it and stroking up and down with one
finger.

“Just the
handsome ones with big cocks.”

Marcus pressed
his fingers below Alisha’s tight jogging shorts so that he could
feel the bare skin of her ass. She jerked a little when one of his
fingers brushed across her slit. She was already wet.

“So you like a
big, hard cock?”

“Only if you
like a tight, wet pussy...” She replied.

It was time
she knew about him. Wrapping his arms around her waist, he moved
her so that she was lying on her back on the couch, with him lying
between her legs.

“You’re a very
lucky girl, Alisha.”

She gave his
bulge another squeeze. “I know.”

Marcus bared
his fangs, “You get to help satisfy a craving I’ve been
having.”

Alisha
squirmed underneath him, her eyes suddenly wide. At first, she
struggled to get out from under him. While doing so, her pussy kept
bumping against his hard cock. Soon, she started moaning. Her hands
went below his shirt at his back and she raked her nails down his
flesh.

“I think I
know just what you need,” she said. Her eyes took on a smoky look,
“You’re going to fuck my brains out, aren’t you?”

Marcus replied
by leaning back, lifting her legs straight up into the air, and
pulling off her shorts and panties. He could practically feel the
heat coming off her moist pussy. Alisha raised her torso up and
pulled off her own shirt and bra, lying completely naked in front
of him. Her breasts jiggled a little, and the stiff, pointy nipples
seemed to call out for a good pinching.

Pulling off
his own shirt to show his cut abs, Marcus moved down the couch. He
wanted to know what she tasted like. She started moaning and
wriggling her hips when she figured out what he was about to
do.

Alisha spread
her legs apart as he slid his lips along the inside of one of her
thighs. Her smell drove him crazy. He wished he’d taken his cock
out of his pants before going down on her.

Putting his
tongue at the top of her slit, he slowly ran it down all the way to
her already sopping hole. She reached forward and grabbed his head,
trying to mash his tongue down onto her. Marcus resisted
easily.

He ran the tip
up and down her soaked gash a few times before settling it over her
stiff little clit. This, he toyed with. First, he wiggled his
tongue from side to side. Alisha groaned and bucked her hips
against his face, covering his cheeks in her shining juices. When
he started twirling his tongue around, she lost control. Alisha’s
hips convulsed, and she let out little yelps through her snarl.

“Fuck yes!”
She screamed, “Lick my fucking pussy, you damn vampire!”

When Marcus
jammed his tongue into her hole, she came. Her fingers bunched into
fists in his hair, pulling at his scalp and forcing his tongue even
deeper into her. She grinded her pussy against his face for so long
that it would have asphyxiated a mortal man.

She’d gotten
so wet that her juices left a wet spot on the couch by her ass.
Finishing, she let go of his hair as her body relaxed.

Just as
quickly as she’d relaxed, she sprang into action. She sat up and
grabbed Marcus by the shoulders, making him sit up as well. Then
she shoved him backwards, making him lie down. Now she was between
his legs.

Undoing the
button of his pants with a snap of her fingers, he straightened his
legs into the air and now she pulled his clothes off. Finally, his
hungry cock sprang free. It was large, and big veins bulged along
its surface.

Grabbing his
shaft with both hands, she jammed her lips around the head. She
bobbed up and down, making slurping noise as her tongue ran over
his sensitive flesh. Marcus arched his hips, trying to cram more of
his shaft into the hot, wet space.

Her fingers
looked so small and dainty as they moved up and down his throbbing
rod. Marcus sucked in a breath and held it as he watched a shiny
line of saliva leak from the seal her lips made around him and move
slowly down his length.

She pulled
back from him a little.

“Is this what
you needed? To feed this monster you keep in your pants?”

She cut his
reply short by swirling her tongue around the tip of his cock,
covering it in her spit. Moving one hand up, she ran one fingertip
along the back of the ridges around the head. The muscles in his
legs contracted like he’d been shocked.

Marcus
couldn’t take his eyes away as she buried part of his shaft in her
mouth again. He could feel the back of her throat. She pulled back
again.

“Are you
thinking about fucking me with this thing now? Wondering how
tightly my pussy will hold it?”

Alisha had
arched her ass into the air while sucking him off. Looking up the
curve of her back at it, Marcus felt his cock jump a little.

Alisha turned
around so that he could admire her shapely ass. Her cheeks were
spread apart so that he could see her scrunched brown asshole. She
backed up against him so that his huge rod rested in the cleft
between her cheeks. Raising herself up a little, he watched as the
tip of his cock left a smear of precum down the cleft. She reached
down and grabbed his cock with one hand, positioning it so that it
pressed against her wet hole.

“Oh, fuck!”
Alisha muttered.

She lowered
herself onto him. She had to go slowly, letting her pussy stretch
out around the massive head of his dick. He watched as the lips of
her pussy strained out around his girth in a tight circle, trying
to eat up more and more of him. The skin on his shaft bunched back
as she slowly managed to take more in.

Reached out,
he cupped her ass in his hands to help support her weight. He
gritted his teeth.

Her tight
little pussy only managed to hold about three quarters of his
length before he felt his cock bump against the back. When it did,
she clenched around him and he felt her ass flex in his hands.

With one hand,
Marcus started lifting her. The other he put high on her ass so
that his thumb rested in her cleft. He edged his thumb down until
it was right over her asshole. He ran the tip gently in circles
over the puckered skin, never trying to press it in.

Alisha had to
fuck him very slowly at first. Each time she raised her body her
pussy left his shaft slimed with her juices, and each time she
pressed down around him again the skin bunched up against the
pressure. When she felt stretched out enough, she leaned forward
and put her hands on his shins.

Moving his
thumb faster around her asshole made her whimper. She raised her
ass higher up until only the head of his cock was still in her.
Positioned like this, she bobbed his hips up and down a few inches
only, making his head push into the tightest and most sensitive
part of her cunt. It got so tight that she had to slow down,
letting her straining pussy lips get pulled slowly in and out
around him.

“Am I making
you come?” Marcus said.

“You’re so big
in me...” was all Alisha could manage.

Shifting
around carefully, never pulling his cock out of her embracing
pussy, Marcus shifted them into the doggy-style position. He braced
one foot on the floor. He knew this was a great way to get his cock
even deeper into her tightness.

Her ponytail
made a good leash. He reached out and grabbed it, pulling back
gently so that she had to arch her neck out. He saw that she was
sucking on one of her lips as he thrust his meat as far as it would
go into her. Smiling, he saw that he was right. Her pussy managed
to swallow just about his entire cock. He left it in there for a
second, allowing her heat and wetness to soak into his throbbing
rod.

Pulling back
only a little, he thrust back in with more force. She turned her
face so that he could see it better. Sucking on her lip like that
made his dick get harder in her, and she gave a little whimper as
he pushed in again. The next time he pulled out a little, she
pressed her hips backs. They both stopped and moaned for a
second.

She was so
damn tight that he didn’t know if he’d be able to give her a hard
fucking. Instead, he pulled his cock almost all the way out. Her
slimy juices covered it. A few strings of her wetness dripped down
onto the couch as he slowly pressed his cock all the way back into
her. She gasped as she felt his full length.

Alisha
shuddered. His cock suddenly got even wetter than it had been
before. He found he could slide his cock back and forth through her
tightness more easily now, so he picked up more speed. He knew she
was going to come soon. A tingle in his balls told him he would
too. He wanted to come with her, to fill her up as the walls of her
pussy convulsed in sexual agony around his huge cock.

“You’re going
to make me come...” Alisha said.

Her words made
his cock buzz with energy. He couldn’t take it anymore. He slammed
his dick into her as it jumped. Cum burst from it, making him
shudder and flesh all the muscles in his body each time he spurted
again.

Then she came
too. It was as good as he wanted. Her walls constricted around his
cock, squeezing him so tightly he didn’t know if he could keep in.
It was so tight that some of his come squeezed out, sliding down
her pussy. He pulled back harder on her ponytail as she gasped,
and, impossibly, she got even tighter.

After the
final spurt, Marcus let his body relax a little. All of his muscles
felt rubbery, and he shook a little. When he let go of Alisha’s
ponytail, she buried her face into one of the cushions.

Marcus ran his
hands up and down the curves of her back. Her skin felt hot to his
touch. When his cock finally started to soften, he grabbed the part
of the shaft that was showing and pulled it out. His cock and balls
already felt sore. He’d completely drained himself.

Smiling, he
realized that through that emptying, he’d managed to fill the
hunger he’d been feeling. But something remained. The fire that had
started in him hadn’t been fully extinguished. The embers still
smouldered, threatening to reignite into the inferno at any
moment.

He’d never be
free of this lust again. Marcus knew that he didn’t want to be.

Alisha managed
to roll over onto her back. Her nipples will still stiff.

“Was that what
you needed?” She asked.

Marcus grabbed
one breast in each hand and gently squeezed her nipples between his
fingers. He could feel his cock begin to stiffen up again.

Smiling, he
replied, “As a start, yes. But I need more.”

Alisha gently
gripped his hardening cock in one hand. She smiled back up at
him.
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Andrea felt
safe sleeping her family’s old farmhouse. She was visiting home
from the next state over, and when everyone else said they’d wanted
to go out for the night, Andrea wanted to stay in. She hadn’t been
back since she’d finished college, and she missed the old
place.

She walked
through the hallways in nothing but a white shirt and her panties.
In her old room, she stopped to admire herself in the full-length
mirror on the closet door. Andrea smiled.

“I turned out
pretty hot, don’t you think?” She twisted her hips a little to see
her round, firm ass. Laughing, she winked at her reflection and
left the room.

Pausing on her
way to the kitchen, she looked out a window. With the full moon
high the clear sky, she could see everything clearly, from the old
barn on one side to the tree line on the other.

The perfect
stillness and silence of that summer night shattered with a howl.
It froze Andrea where she stood. Her arms broke out with goose
bumps and it felt like all the fine hair on the back of her neck
stood up. It was a chilling, unnatural sound. There had been
something human sounding in it, she thought.

It was a
minute before Andrea could convince her body to move again. Trying
to smile, she shook the petrifying feeling off.

“Damn
coyotes,” she muttered, walking to the dark kitchen. Something
inside told her that hadn’t been a coyote. Andrea pushed the
thought away as she pulled open the fridge door, spilling light
into the kitchen.

A few minutes
later, the microwave dinged. Grabbing her glass of water from the
counter, and her bowl of popcorn from the microwave, she plopped
down on the couch in the living room.

Soon, she was
lost in the move she put on. It was an adult film. She felt dirty
and excited watching it in her old home. On the screen, a man and a
woman writhed in the throes of their fucking.

Andrea felt a
tingle as her pussy started getting wet. She drank in the images
from the movie. Slowly at first, she squirmed on the couch,
squeezing her thighs together. Soon enough the bowl of popcorn sat
cooling and forgotten on the coffee table. The moans and screams of
the couple fucking filled the living room.

Andrea lifted
her shirt a bit. Her hard nipples poked at the fabric. Fingers
flat, she ran the palm of her hand down the taut flesh of her flat
stomach. She pushed her fingers beneath the waistband of her
panties and spread her legs apart on the couch. Her soft pussy gave
off heat as she ran her middle finger down her moist slit.

Her breath
caught as she eased her fingertip into the warmth and wetness of
her hole.

Watching the
glowing screen, she pushed the finger in deeper. Her pussy made a
“schlicking” noise as she rubbed at her sensitive flesh with the
practiced “come hither” motion of her finger.

She played
with her nipples with her other hand. Her finger curled faster and
faster, she was getting wetter and tighter. She knew she would come
soon.

“Umm...”
Andrea moaned.

The thing
outside howled again, this time much closer. Her pussy clenched up
around her finger at the sudden fright. Pulling her hand from her
panties, she grabbed the remote and muted the TV.

One of the
steps leading to the porch creaked as though something very large
had pressed its weight down on it.

It couldn’t be
everyone coming back, Andrea knew; it was too early. Besides, she
would have seen the light from their headlamps on the wall.

The next step
creaked. One more step and whoever – whatever – it was would be at
the front door.

Andrea’s blood
pounded past her ears. She lay still, not daring to move. Had it
heard the TV? Had it heard her moaning?

The more
rational part of her mind struggled to reassert some measure of
control. Maybe someone was playing a prank, it told her, maybe it
was some peeping tom who would run as soon as a light gets turned
on.

Getting
startled seemed to have turned her on even more. Andrea had to
fight the urge to finish what she’d started with the movie.

The final step
creaked. Then she heard something clack on the porch. It didn’t
sound like any boot or shoe. Andrea’s eyes widened as she realized
that it sounded more like claws. Slowly, she put her hands up on
the couch and pulled herself up so that she could see over the
back. It looked right on the front door, which had a large window
and one of those thin curtains over it.

She choked off
a scream.
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Normally, the outdoors didn’t frighten
Erica. The noon sun shone hot and bright through the leaves and
branches above her head. Hiking was great fun, so was canoeing,
rock climbing. All those things. What wasn’t fun was finding a bear
rummaging through her campsite.

Erica leaned against the rough bark of a
tree trunk. She tugged at her hiking shorts, which had ridden up
her shapely bottom. Looking at her long legs, she saw that her tan
was coming along nicely. She took a sip of warm water from her
canteen and looked around.

“Where am I?”

In her hurry to get away from the bear,
she’d run off without thinking of where she was heading. Nothing
around her looked familiar.

She knew to let people know where she was
camping, but they wouldn’t begin looking for her for a few days, at
least.

But it shouldn’t be too hard to find her way
to a road or ranger station, she knew. Erica lifted her arms over
her head and stretched, showing a slice of lean tummy.

Besides, being lost was kind of exciting. It
was too bad she hadn’t brought a guy with her; they could let their
excitement out with a good screw. Her pussy got a little wet and
tingly at the thought. Before the fantasy could overwhelm her, she
picked a direction and started walking.

Erica walked for hours with no signs of any
people. She hadn’t even found old campsites. Dusk had settled over
the forest, cooling the air and creating deep pools of shadow. She
grabbed her canteen. It was empty. Holding it vertically over her
mouth, she managed to coax a few drops of water from it.

“Damn it.”

Stopping again by another tree, she peered
around at the shadows. The tingly excitement from before changed
into a numbing fear that edged in cold fingers up the small of her
back. The thought of spending a night along, without any supplies,
made her shiver.

A twig snapped somewhere behind her.
Panicked, she sprinted away. When her lungs burned and her legs
ached, she stopped. Hands on her knees, she took big gulps of
air.

Filling her lungs, she screamed, “Help!
Someone! Please!”

Only echoes replied. There was a large rock
poking from the ground nearby. Erica walked over and sat on its
hard, rough surface.

Finally, her lungs stopped aching. She
looked around. Something in the distance glinted through the trees.
Erica leaned forward, heart thumping, squinting to get a better
look.

Could it be? Her heart felt like it had
leapt into her throat. It was! There was a cabin a few ahead feet
ahead of her.

She ran forward, her hiking boots thumping
the ground. As she came closer, she saw light inside. Someone was
home. Maybe they’ll have a phone, Erica thought. Something
in the deepest part of her mind whispered, “Maybe there will be a
man.”

Rapping once with her fist on the door, she
took a step back and said, “Hello?”

A few long moments dragged by before the
person inside opened the door. A tall man peered out at her. He
looked about her age, was clean shaven, and shirtless. The sight of
his powerful chest and arms, along with his washboard abs, got
Erica’s juices flowing again. She resisted the urge to jump him,
and realized she was staring.

“Um... Hi,” she said.

Frowning, the handsome stranger replied with
his own, “Hello.”

“I’m Erica. I seem to be lost. Do you have a
phone or radio?”

His features softened into a smile. Erica
felt the heat rise in her cheeks, and between her legs.

“Sorry. Keep to myself around here,” at her
sudden downcast expression, he hurried to say, “But come in. It’ll
be dark soon. Tomorrow I can point you to the nearest ranger
station.” He stepped aside to let her in.

Erica started moving, but paused with a
smile. “Aren’t you supposed to say you don’t bite?” She kind of
hoped he did.

The frown returned as he ushered her in and
closed the door.

It was pretty spare inside. A small cot
pressed against one wall. A little table and a single chair sat in
the middle of the room. Strangely, there was no food, nor anything
to prepare any.

He must have noticed her expression. “I just
ran out yesterday and I haven’t had time to do anything supply run.
I’m John, by the way.”

John extended one hand. Erica reached out
and they shook. His hand was large and warm, and seemed to have a
deep reserve of strength. Erica’s pulse quickened.

After a quick search of a backpack in one
corner, John found a plain white t-shirt and pulled it on. Erica
walked over to him and put her hands on his muscular chest when he
turned around.
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{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



