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I have no specific recollection of how Cat came into my life.  One day she was just there, lying on my bed.  She seemed to know me, I seemed to know her, and after one of the longest dry spells known to dykedom, that was good enough.

“Come to bed,” she purred.  She always seemed to be purring.  Maybe that’s why she was called Cat.  I couldn’t remember if it was a nickname or a diminutive of Cathleen or Catalina or something.  At that point I was too embarrassed to ask.  I was supposed to know her.  The way she talked, it seemed like she’d been in my bed for ages, and I was only just waking up to her.

“Look at the time,” Cat said.  She drew open the bed sheets, inviting me in.  Had I ever seen her in that cotton cami or those little ruffled boy shorts?  Everything about her—even her clothes—seemed hazily familiar, like I knew them from a dream.

“Come on,” she begged, with a pretty pout on her pink lips.  “It’s late.”

“Late?  It’s only two.”  I felt like she ought to know I didn’t consider two in the morning late, but at the same I didn’t really know what she knew.  “I work better at night,” I explained, but that didn’t seem relevant to her.

“You shouldn’t stay up sketching all night,” she teased.  Her voice had the warmth of a cashmere blanket.  When she spoke, I wanted to wrap myself in her words.  “Do you want to turn into a vampire or something?”

The innocence of her tone made me chuckle.  “Yup, that’s it,” I said.  “All artists want to be vampires.  That’s why we work under the cover of darkness.”

“Oh.”  She stretched out like a tabby.  The way she looked at me, with total honesty, made me wonder if she didn’t take me a little too seriously.  But when she raised her eyebrows and crossed her long legs like a pin-up model, work was the last thing on my mind.

Setting down my pencil, I crawled on top of her and nuzzled in.  Somehow I knew she’d giggle.  As I kissed up and down her neck, she laughed so loudly I’m sure my neighbours thought they were in on our joke.

“Suck my neck,” she cried.  Loudly.  Her lithe body writhed beneath me. “Bite me!”

I wrapped my lips over my teeth like a toothless granny and chomped on her neck.  She giggled so hard I thought she was going to die.  I loved that something so simple evoked such a huge reaction.

“Stop, stop,” she wheezed between sputters of laughter.  “Stop, I can’t breathe!”

Showing mercy, I leaned away for a second.  Her chest heaved as she sighed, giggled, sighed, giggled, her pixie face framed with messy orange curls.  The weathered cotton of her cami was so sheer I could see her pink nipples forming tight buds underneath as her breathing regulated.  A surge of electricity shot through me.  I barely knew who she was, but I knew I couldn’t resist her.

Pulling her top over her head, I dove at her little white tits and sucked her hard nipples.  They were like candy on my tongue.  I loved her tits.  If I had two heads, I’d have sucked them both at once.  She ran her hands through my hair, moving my mouth from breast to breast as I thrust my hand beneath her shorts.  Her slit was wet and waiting.  When my fingers dove inside, she sighed and grasped my hair in her little fists.  If I sucked hard, I could get her whole tit in my mouth, but she seemed more interested in the fingerfucking.

“I want to take this the next level,” she panted.  In my books that meant fisting, but as I prepared to give her another finger, she let go of my hair and rolled onto her belly.

I gasped as she fished through my night table.  “Your back!”

Why did her back come as such a shock when her clothes and her lips and her hair seemed so familiar?  Had I never seen it before?  Had she never rolled over naked in my bed?

Looking up at me, her eyes wide with alarm, she asked, “What’s wrong?”

My head seemed to be shaking of its own volition.  My whole body felt prickly and hot.  I was horrified. Or was I fascinated?  Maybe both.  I was transfixed, at any rate.  Her back was carved up like...well, really, the only comparison I could draw was, “You’ve got a back like a bathroom wall!”

A cheeky grin bled across her lips.  “I like that,” she said.  “A back like a bathroom wall.  I’ve never thought of it that way.”

“Who did this to you?” I asked, though it was obviously more than one person.  There were different names, different phone numbers, quotes and political messages, different styles of handwriting.  Was it still considered writing when it was carved into a girl’s back?

“Some people get tattoos every time they think they’re in love,” Cat reasoned.  Her tone was dreamy and casual.  She turned her head until her chin rested on her left shoulder, and pointed to the name there.  “The first girl I slept with was Roxanne.  I thought I was in love with her.”

All I could do was stare.  I didn’t want to touch it—I didn’t want to hurt her—but I wanted to know how her scars would feel against my skin.  “And this was her idea of a tattoo?” I asked, tracing the big ‘x’ in the name with my fingertip.

“No, that was her idea of love,” Cat replied. She shuddered as I stroked it.  Her scar was the softest skin I’d ever touched.  “Love and possession were the same thing to Roxanne.  She sat on my back.  She wasn’t big, but she had some serious muscle to her.  She sat with her ass in the curve of my back and her knees pressing my arms into her carpet.  Then she pulled this knife out of her pocket.”

Fishing around in the drawer of my night table, she finally found what she was looking for: a razor-sharp scalpel with a shiny metal grip.  When she passed the knife to me, I was surprised by its weight in my hand.

“She took her time marking me with it.  She dragged the knife through my skin and I could feel it cutting through me.  Just one straight line to start the ‘R.’ I could feel that I was bleeding, but she leaned down and drank up every drop.  No good wasting it on the carpet, she said.  She did another line and drank the blood from that one, but then she said that was enough for one night...”

“For one night?” I stammered, shaking my head.  I wouldn’t have believed it if I didn’t have my finger on the very ‘R’ Cat was talking about.

“Yes,” Cat replied with a simple nod.  “And I promised to stay with her until she’d finished putting her name in my skin.  We did a little more each time.  She’d lick my pussy or fuck me with her fingers, and then as the grand finale, she’d carve me up.  We never lost a drop of blood to the carpet.”

“What?”  The word came out more explosively than I’d intended.  I didn’t want to seem judgmental, but it was all just crazy, wasn’t it?

Handing me the scalpel, Cat giggled, “The bathroom wall wasn’t built in a day.  It’s taken years to get to this point.”

With a combination of nausea and awe, I traced my finger down from Roxanne, through a phone number with an international area code, and the words Art is Life.  There were more names than I could stand to read.  Though I felt no sense of ownership over Cat, it hurt me to think of her with all those other people.  I wouldn’t let myself count how many names had stained her back with blood.  Too many.  But the worst part was that mine wasn’t one of them.  Looking down at the scalpel in my hand, I thought, ‘The next person to hold this thing will never know I was here.’  I had to leave my mark.

Cat rested her head on my pillow.  She wasn’t looking at me when she asked, “Do you want to add your name to the bathroom wall?”

“Yes,” I replied before she’d finished speaking.

The biggest space I could find was down in her lower back, nearly along her side.  Anywhere else, I’d have to condense my name to a diminutive, but I felt like if I was going ahead with this I might as well carve Marjane out in full.

My heart raced as I visualized the knife cutting the first line of the ‘M.’  I traced the scalpel through the air, imagining exactly what that line would look like: mostly straight, with a slight curve at the bottom.

“Remember to catch my blood after you make the cut,” Cat called as I leaned in to put scalpel to skin.  “Best way is with your tongue.  Just suck it up.  It’ll heal faster, too.”

“Okay,” I agreed, leaning in very close.  I rested the point of the scalpel millimetres away from her flesh and held that position so long my hand started to cramp.  What was I waiting for?  Pressing the tip of the knife into her skin, I drew it down, around, and out in one swift motion.

Cat shrieked in what sounded like half pain and half orgasm.  I licked the line of blood tumbling down her flesh.  The moment that thick metallic redness met my tongue, I knew I could never go back.  Those few drops of sweet blood seemed to course through my veins, warming my toes and exploding like a supernova in my pussy.  I gasped at the sensation her life force generated in me.

Setting the scalpel on my night table, I flipped her onto her side and grabbed at her tits as I licked the incision.  I felt like an animal.  Her blood made me wild.  As I sucked the blood from her body, my throbbing clit drove me to trib on anything close by—and that anything ended up being her smoothly-shaven leg.  I suckled her side.  She nourished me.  Her blood ran hot through my body, and I knew if I didn’t get to feel her wet pussy on mine I would lose my mind.

In one swift motion, I tore off Cat’s ruffled boyshorts and pressed them against the bleeding line in her side.  Her legs were long, but her body was easy to manipulate.  When I tucked my body neatly between her legs, she sighed, Oh, Mari, Mari, Mari, and my lungs just about exploded.  Her voice contained all the passion of the willingly seduced.

Cat threw her leg over my shoulder.  I kissed it, leaving a path of red blood as I sunk into the V of her thighs.  She pressed her wet pussy against mine, and I pressed back against her moist folds.  Together, we were juice.  We were one big pool of pussy juice lapping like waves against distant shores.  The pressure of her wet lips on mine drove me wild.  My body burned with her blood.

Neighbours be damned.  I cried out in an ecstasy of blood and sweat as my soul blazed.  Cat was shouting too, shouting incomprehensible niceties as she circled her hips to press against me.  We were stuck pussy to pussy, bound together in a writhing mass of bodies that seemed more than the two we were.  As I lay face-up on my bed with a strange girl between my legs, I felt a sense of invigoration attached to my post-coital exhaustion.

“I can’t believe I licked your blood,” I said, shaking my head in amazement.  It occurred to me that I should clean her wound with something more than my tongue, but when I lifted her little cotton shorts from her side there was nothing there but a clean cut in her flesh.  No blood.  I stared in disbelief.  “I cut you.  You bled.  Why aren’t you bleeding now?”

Cuddling her head on my pillow, she giggled.  “I told you your tongue would seal it up.”  Her eyes seemed to melt from sky blue to seafoam green as she held my gaze.  “How did it taste?”

“Good,” I said.  I could still taste the metallic sweetness of her blood on my lips.  When I licked them, all her strength surged through me.  “It tastes incredible, actually.”

So incredible I began to crave not only its taste but also the surge of fiery power that coursed through my body with every lick.  Each night I carved a new line.  I sucked the blood from her fresh wound.  She gave herself over to me.  When I looked at her back, I didn’t see a bathroom wall anymore.  I saw generosity of spirit.  Cat was the most benevolent creature I’d ever known. 

It would take twenty-three nights, I estimated, to spell out ‘Marjane’ all in capital letters.

“What are you?” I asked on that final evening.  Only the last line of my ‘E’ remained to be carved.  As I sketched her, I could only think how normal she looked.  She couldn’t be human, could she?  Was I?  At one time yes, but not anymore.  I could feel the change in my body and my cravings.

“I told you when we met,” she said with a smile, like she was amused by my forgetfulness.  “I told you who I am.”

My pencil scratched against the paper as I shaded her inner thighs.  That night, she wore a satin slip that barely covered her hips when she lay on her side.  I licked my lips.  Sex and blood were becoming one in my mind.  Cat had everything I wanted.

“I don’t remember,” I finally confessed.  I hoped she wouldn’t be upset.

With a quaint chuckle, she said, “I’m the Catalyst.  You wanted to switch your days to nights.  You wanted to give your life over to art.  I am the way.  I’m the means to that end.”

I didn’t understand, and that’s what I told her, though I suspected if I’d concentrated more on the conversation and less on my art I might have figured it out on my own. As much as I wanted to put down my pencil, I couldn’t do it until I’d finished her portrait.  It was the only way for me to keep her, in any sense.

“Haven’t you ever heard that art is life?” she giggled.  I couldn’t get over how coy she was with me, even though she was living in my bed.

“Sure,” I said, still putting pencil to paper.  “It’s carved into your back—Art is Life.”

“You want to be a true artist,” she replied, tracing her big toe up the back of the opposite calf.  “Where do you suppose all that life force comes from?  If it came from you, your art would eat you alive.  You’d be dead in a day.  If you want to create like the masters, you have to live like them.”  Taking the scalpel from my night table, she held it up like an instrument of worship.  “I’ve given you a taste. Now you have the blood lust.  I’ve been your mother and allowed you to suckle my lifeblood, but after tonight you’ll be on your own to procure your meals.  Do you think you can handle that?”

My pencil fell from my hand.  “No,” I said.  My head seemed to be shaking.  I couldn’t stop it, even as I dropped my sketch and ran to join her on my bed.  “You’re my source, Cat.  If you leave me, I’ll die of thirst.”

Leaning forward, she ran her fingers through my hair and planted a sweet kiss on my forehead.  “You can fly, baby bird.  I know you’ll figure it out.”

“No, I really won’t.”  I was starting to panic, but her smile reassured me.

“Where’s your confidence?” she asked.  “You’re more innovative than you know, so don’t go asking me where your next meal is coming from.  I can only tell you where to get your last supper.”  She cocked her eyebrow as she handed me the scalpel.  “Finish the E.”

The instrument had never felt so heavy in my hand.  I suppose I must have known all along my ginger Cat was initiating me into another realm of existence, but I hadn’t counted on her leaving until I was ready to let her go.  Now the end was drawing near and all I could do was cut.

She sighed into my pillow as I traced the knife through her flesh.  The sensation of cutting deep into her skin was familiar to me now, but no less invigorating.  After a brief moment of molecular shock, small drops of red rose to the surface.  My legs quivered even though I was sitting.  My heart beat in double time.  I licked my lips.

Tossing the scalpel to the night table, I threw my face at her side and savoured the taste.  Her blood ran through me as I sucked it from her body.  Its sweetness filled my cheeks and its warmth burned inside me.  She sighed at the sensation, but I knew how nice she’d feel if I pressed my palm against her pussy.

Cat seized, tossing her head back on my pillow.  As I squeezed her pussy lips together, she moaned my name, Marjane, and pressed her thighs tight around my hand.  I stroked her gorgeous slit.  Her juice soaked my bare fingers while her blood drenched my lips.  When she reached under my top and grabbed my tits, I sucked her side with renewed vigour.  Her soft hands felt incredible against my skin.  Why did she have to leave?  She squeezed my breasts as I lapped her blood in ecstasy.  Why couldn’t she stay with me?  Nourish me?  Feed me?

My hand went wild on her slippery clit and she threw her head to the side, pinching my nipple hard.  Her sweet blood coated my lips when she came loud as ever.  She was pain and she was joy.  Her scream was the cry of an infant entering this world with the wisdom of the ages.  She gave me all.

How can I describe Cat but to say she was my creator and my creation?  She was the Catalyst who sparked my blood lust.  She was my artist’s enabler.  Without her, what would I be?  Normal?  What artist could live that way?  Normality, mediocrity—artists cringe at these words.

I don’t remember Cat leaving.  Of course, I didn’t remember her coming either.  In and out like a lamb, but a lion in the interim.  I understood why she had to leave.  There were others like me, other artists fated to add their names to her bathroom wall.  She had to tend to them all, and there was only one of her.  In that sense, I marvel at the number of weeks she devoted to my personal catalysis.  

The taste of her sweet blood planted a longing in my veins, but I’m on my own now, fending for myself.  It’s a task in everyday eroticism and as sexually charged as you can imagine, but not as challenging as I’d anticipated.  

You’d be surprised how many backs are out there, just waiting to be scratched.
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“I’ve never had sex with another woman.”

A keen smirk bled across Sovanna’s lips.  “Ah, but have you been with another vampire?”

“Of course,” Lisa chuckled.  “Only, like, a million!”

“A million?”  Sovanna mockingly raised an eyebrow.  “So, what do you say?  Want to make it a million and one?”

Lisa glanced around the room.  She’d only just arrived at Geri’s Blood Bash.  She hadn’t even said hi to the host yet, but there was something about Sovanna that made her pulse pound between her legs.  Sovanna was different from the other girls at these parties.  Firstly, she was Cambodian while pretty much everyone else was white.  Lisa’s gleaming black skin set her apart from the crowd, and maybe it was their difference that felt so unifying.

They’d met a few months ago, and Lisa was stunned when she found herself flirting.  She never did stuff like that—flirting with other women.  It was so not her.  Lisa was totally into guys.

“You really want your first time to be with a girl like me?” Sovanna asked.

“Sure!  Why not?”

“I don’t know.”  Sovanna picked up her 7-Up from the coffee table ran her finger around the rim.  “Just, some people are intimidated, or... I don’t know how to put it.  Even in a close-knit community like ours, sometimes there’s still a fear of people who are different.”

“Don’t I know it!”  Lisa’s heart pounded in her chest as she reached for Sovanna’s hand.  “I don’t understand how people can take one look at you and if your skin’s a different colour or whatever, they’re automatically like, ‘I hate that girl.’  How crazy is that?”

Sovanna smiled widely.  Her dark eyes gleamed as she squeezed Lisa’s fingers.  “I wish I’d met you, like, a thousand years ago.  You would have been good for me.”

“I still could be,” Lisa said.  She couldn’t believe she was coming on to Sovanna so forcefully.  She’d spent centuries as a guys-only girl.  It was time for a change.  God, she was itching for change.

And it’s not like Lisa had anything to worry about, with the Blood Bash bunch.  Rules were really strict to be part of the club: you had to get tested every two weeks, and if your paperwork wasn’t up to date you didn’t make it past the door.  It would just be too easy for disease to spread through a group of bloodsuckers.

“What’s the verdict?” Sovanna asked.  “Stay or go?”

“Go where?” Lisa grabbed a handful of Cheetos.  Nerves made her snackish, and she couldn’t remember the last time she’d been so giddy about going home with someone new.

“Your place, or mine.  Whatever you want.”

“You choose,” Lisa said.  She was feeling fidgety now.  She could hardly sit still.  “I’m no good at making decisions.  We can do what you want.”

Sovanna bit her lip, looking every bit as nervous as Lisa felt.  “Well... who lives closer?”

“I’m all the way uptown,” Lisa said.  “You?”

“Just around the corner.”

That struck Lisa as an incredible relief, though she wasn’t sure why.  Oh, that was a lie.  Of course she knew: her apartment wasn’t much bigger than a cardboard box, and every time she brought someone home where gangsta guys hanging around the entrance.  It was so embarrassing.  She hadn’t known Sovanna long enough to let her guard down completely.

When Sovanna got up to fetch their jackets, Lisa scarfed down so many Cheetos she nearly choked.  This was a big thing.  A big first.

They didn’t talk much as they hurried down the foggy streets. The air all around them was buzzing so much that, when a sheet of lightning illuminated the sky, Lisa was sure their mutual lust had caused it.

Sovanna’s loft was amazing.  Lisa wasn’t usually a fan of those polished concrete floors and exposed brick walls, but Sovanna’s decor softened the space enough to make it cozy.  The windows were probably the greatest element.  They took up the entire east side of the loft, giving them an astounding view of the lightning storm.  Echoes of light transformed the sky into a shuddering lantern. 

Lisa took off her jacket, and all the little hairs on her arms stood on end.

“Let me hang that up for you,” Sovanna said, and disappeared into the darkness.  She’d left all the lights off, which was just as well, with so much going on outside.

“I can’t get over how beautiful nature is, you know?”

Sovanna was looking right at Lisa when she said, “Oh, I know exactly what you mean.  Snowfalls and glistening rain, and flowers when they just come into bloom.  It doesn’t seem to matter how long you spend on this planet.  Stuff like that never gets old.”

It was a comfort, for Lisa, talking to a bloodsucker who was so much like herself.  Most of them were jaded vamps who couldn’t see the loveliness in unending cycles.

But Sovanna was different.  Lisa knew that from the very beginning.

“Where’s your bed?” Lisa asked—forward and abrupt, but her blood was pumping and she’d waited long enough.

Sovanna pointed up, and that’s when Lisa realized the bedroom was on top of the kitchen.  No walls around it.  Totally open. Just a wrought iron circular staircase to get there.  “Want to go up?”

“Up, down, all around.”  Lisa always made stupid jokes when she was nervous.  “Do we need a knife?  What’s your piercing method?”

“Teeth,” Sovanna said.

“Oh, good.  Me too.”

A lot of vamps tried to get their fangs capped or removed, but that never worked.  If there’s one thing Lisa knew all too well it was that a vampire could only change certain aspects of her basic physical form.  Vampires were always complaining they couldn’t shift those final five pounds, though Lisa gathered that wasn’t a problem confined to bloodsuckers.

“What about you?” Lisa asked.  “Have you ever been with a woman like me?”

Sovanna chuckled as they ascended the narrow stairs.  “Oh, sweetheart, I’ve been with every kind of woman you can imagine.”

Lisa wasn’t sure if she should feel comforted or anxious.  She really didn’t know her way around a pussy.

“I’m glad you came,” Sovanna said, taking a seat on the bed.

“I haven’t come yet,” Lisa chuckled.  She felt like such an idiot.  “Sorry.  I’m nervous.  I don’t even have words for how nervous I am right now.”

Until that very moment, Sovanna had seemed every bit as anxious as Lisa.  Something shifted, then.  Sovanna stood from her bed and cast off her fluttering copper-toned dress.  She stood proudly in a black bra, tight panties, and thigh-high stockings.

“My god,” Lisa stammered.  Sovanna’s body was full and luscious, with sweet folds at her waist and reasonably-sized breasts.  She hadn’t taken off her heels, and her legs looked like a million bucks.  “You’re beautiful.”

“So are you,” Sovanna said, but Lisa rarely felt it.  She was too gangly and tall, flat and curveless.  Too much in some places, not enough in others.

“Bite me,” Lisa whimpered, loosening her top buttons.  She pulled her shirttails out of her jeans and unbuckled her belt, but Sovanna laid back on the bed so temptingly she just pounced.  “Oh, I want you!”

“Then take me,” Sovanna cried as Lisa landed on top of her, kissing her quiet.  Her mouth tasted super-sweet, like the 7-Up she’d been drinking at the party.  Her tongue was hot and heavy.  It moved like velvet, twining with Lisa’s.

They rolled together on the bed, exploring each other’s hot mouths as thunder rumbled the cityscape.  Lisa kept tearing at her shirt buttons, trying to get her top off despite her self-consciousness.  Especially in front of people who had never seen her naked before.  There was always a moment of grand tension as she waited for them to react.

“Are you sure you’ve never been with another woman?” Sovanna whispered in Lisa’s ear, her breath hot like the tropics. 

“Never.”

Sovanna chuckled warmly.  “Well, it doesn’t show.  You’re a great kisser.”

“Thank you.”  Lisa’s heart quaked as lightning shattered the sky. “You are, too.”

“Should we see what else those lips can do?” Sovanna asked across the rolling thunder.  She grabbed Lisa’s wrist, and Lisa gave herself over to the woman with the most beautiful lips she’d ever seen.

When Sovanna set Lisa’s hand against her stiff black panties, Lisa knew instinctively what to do.  She rubbed.  She rubbed Sovanna’s crotch while they kissed, and as she rubbed, something started to happen.  Was that... was that...?

“Oh yes,” Sovanna cooed, kissing behind Lisa’s ear.  “Oh, that feels wonderful.  Keep going.”

Keep going...

Dig deeper...

As lightning flashed across the sky, Lisa grabbed Sovanna’s panties and yanked them down, down the sleek strip of her stockings, past her knees, beyond her heels.

“You...”  Lisa stood at the foot of the bed, her shirt mostly undone, her belt hanging out of the loops.  “You have... one of those?”

“Yeah,” Sovanna said simply.  And then her expression fell.  “Wait, you didn’t know?”

“No,” Lisa said.  Her heart was racing.

“I was sure you knew.  I figured the other bloodsuckers told you when I joined the party.”

“No.”

Sovanna sat up in bed, perplexed.  “Everybody else in the world whispers about me behind my back, when they’re not harassing me straight to my face.  They’ll call me anything, anything at all.  I can’t believe you didn’t know.”

Lisa couldn’t believe it either, all things considered.  “Bloodsuckers are pretty good that way.”

“Apparently.”  Sovanna shook her head, chuckling gently.  “And you haven’t run off screaming.  I can’t believe it.”

“Why would I?” Lisa asked with a shrug.

“It’s your first time with a girl,” Sovanna said.  “Wouldn’t you rather have a girl with a pussy?”

“One day, sure I’d try a pussy, but tonight I’ve got my eye on a girl like me.”

Sovanna smiled, cooed, writhed on the bed.  And then it must have clicked, because while Lisa tore out of her jeans, Sovanna asked, “A girl like me?”

It probably should have kicked in earlier, but it really hadn’t occurred to Lisa that Sovanna might not know.  Everybody else sure did.  

“We share a secret,” Lisa said.  “I honestly thought you knew.  I mean... my body isn’t exactly...”

As Lisa stood naked before her, Sovanna’s eyes widened, brightened, and suddenly filled with tears.  “Your body is beautiful.  You are... beautiful.”

“Not what you were expecting either, though, is it?”

“Oh, that doesn’t matter.”  Sovanna wiped her eyes as lightning illuminated the entire loft.  “Nobody said it would be easy, being stuck in the wrong body for all eternity.”

Sovanna’s emotion put Lisa over the edge.  “I was starting to think I was the only trans bloodsucker in the whole world.”

“No, no,” Sovanna said.  “There are others.  There are plenty.  They’re hiding in plain sight.”

“Apparently.”  Lisa opened Sovanna’s legs and climbed her sheer stockings, crouching between her thighs.

Sovanna’s eyes blazed.  “God, you look good down there.”

“Not as good as you look up there.”

“You feeling a little more confident?” Sovanna asked.

A wave of adoration reamed Lisa’s body, filling her with hot lust.  Wind shook the windows as she grabbed Sovanna’s cock and licked the tip.

“Oh god!” Sovanna moaned.  “Yes, that.  Again.”

Lisa stroked Sovanna’s throbbing shaft, licking the deep red tip.  It tasted exactly the way Lisa expected: salty, heavy, sweet as custard.  Once she’d started licking, she couldn’t stop.  God, Sovanna tasted so good.  So good...

“I want you in my mouth,” Sovanna whimpered, tracing her nails across Lisa’s shoulders.  “Turn around, baby.  Give it to me.”

How could Lisa argue?  Her cock was ready, willing, and getting harder by the second.  Without releasing her stronghold on Sovanna’s shaft, she whipped around until she was lying on her side.  Sovanna rolled that way too, and Lisa switched hands, throttling her cock with one and using the other to toy with her balls.  They’d grown large since Lisa ripped off her panties, and their slick hairlessness was an invitation to lick.

Lisa couldn’t resist.  She lapped Sovanna’s sack while Sovanna grabbed her cock, but even that was not enough.  She wanted them in her mouth.  They were big, but she could try.  Pressing her lips against Sovanna’s smooth balls, she started sucking.  As Sovanna whimpered and writhed on the bed, Lisa opened her mouth little by little. 

Sovanna’s grip tightened around Lisa’s shaft.  God, that felt good.  She parted her lips wide as she could and filled her mouth, breathing hard though her nose.

“Oh god!”  Sovanna painted her lips with Lisa’s precum, then licked desperately. Lisa thrust unapologetically, ramming Sovanna’s hot throat.

They sucked each other, whimpering, squealing, moaning as they did.  Sovanna’s balls filled Lisa’s mouth, and she throttled the beautiful woman’s dick while she caressed those smooth orbs.  Obviously Sovanna loved it, because she sucked harder on Lisa’s cock.  Everything was heaven.  She couldn’t ask for anything more.

Except to satisfy her other craving.

Lisa didn’t mean to extend her fangs.  It was a function she didn’t have much control over.  Until Sovanna screamed and pulled her balls from Lisa’s mouth, Lisa didn’t even realize they’d started to surface.

“Sorry.”  Lisa poked at her fangs with her fingers.  They weren’t all the way out yet, but the closer she came to orgasm, the farther they’d extend.  “Didn’t mean to prick you.”

“It’s okay,” Sovanna said around Lisa’s erection.  When she went back to sucking, Lisa thought she felt something a little different.  Not just full lips, not just a hot, wet mouth, but something a little sharp, a little needling.

Yes, oh yes... Sovanna’s fangs were coming out too.

“Suck me,” Sovanna pleaded. “Hard.”

Lisa didn’t need to be asked twice.  She wrapped her lips around Sovanna’s shaft and threw her head forward, driving that throbbing cock into her throat as far as she could take it.  Sovanna was sucking so vigorously, Lisa’s gag reflex took a back seat to arousal.  She let Sovanna in deeper than she’d ever thought possible, and her fangs extended around that plump, pounding cock.

Sovanna wrapped her arms around Lisa’s waist and pushed her luscious middle against Lisa’s thin frame.  They were so close the mists of sweat over their glistening bodies mixed and mingled.  All Lisa could smell was sex, but she craved something more.  The coppery taste of blood danced on her tongue.  She could taste it in anticipation.  Soon she’d relieve Sovanna of more than just cum.

“God, I’m so close.” Sovanna moaned without letting Lisa’s cock out of her mouth. “Get me there, baby.  Make me come!”

Lisa was close too, so close she couldn’t speak.  All she could do was ram her cock down Sovanna’s throat, cup those beautiful balls in her hands, and suck like a beast. Her mouth was starting to feel crowded, and it wasn’t just because Sovanna’s fat cock was filling it up.  Her gums ached as two extra teeth moved in, hungry for blood.

“I’m ready!” Lisa shouted, though her mouth was more than full.

Sovanna was panting, bucking wildly, driving her erection into Lisa’s throat so hard there would probably be bruises tomorrow.  This was it.  Lisa knew, and her teeth knew, too.  Gripping Sovanna’s balls, Lisa slipped that throbbing cock out of her mouth.  She didn’t go far.  Angling her head just enough, she sunk her fangs into Sovanna’s shaft.  Not hard.  Not too hard.  Just hard enough to spark a reaction.  The reaction.

Hot cum spewed from Sovanna’s cock, coating Lisa’s shoulder, drizzling down her front.  When that lovely cream met her nipple, she gasped and forced herself into Sovanna’s mouth.  Sovanna pushed back, stealing her lips away before sinking her teeth into Lisa’s shaft.

“Oh god!”  Nothing original, but Lisa wasn’t out to win any competitions.  Her balls clenched and her thighs tightened while Sovanna freed blood from her body.  In seconds, the buzzing in her pelvis burst and cum shot from her cock.  She looked up, and caught sight of it splashing between the regal folds of Sovanna’s breasts.  That vision made her ache almost as much as the incisions in her shaft, where Sovanna sucked freely.

Lisa released her fangs’ hold on Sovanna’s cock, and warm blood spewed onto her tongue.  That thick red liquid was like a drug.  Lisa could practically feel her pupils dilating as her mouth filled.  It was the perfect place to suck.  When they were aroused, all their blood went to their cocks anyway.  Why not pierce those parts?  The pain?  Ahh, well any self-respecting bloodsucker welcomed a little pain in the bedroom.

“Your blood,” Sovanna cooed.  Her lips were red and there was a drizzle slipping out the corner of her mouth.  “Oh Lisa, I’ve never tasted anything like it.”

“I know what you mean,” Lisa said, and that wasn’t lip service.  “Yours too.  It’s perfect.  I’ve been craving you all my life, and I never knew it.”

Sovanna lapped Lisa’s waning erection like a cat, picking up hot red droplets with every pass.  Lisa mirrored the gorgeous woman’s posture, licking slowly, letting that perfect blood warm her body inside and out.

After a time, Sovanna looked up, out the vast windows.  “I think the lightning is over.  No more wind, no more thunder.”

“Too bad,” Lisa said, climbing up the bed and settling in next to Sovanna.  “I love a good storm.”

As they cuddled together in bed, Lisa wondered if Sovanna had been as moved as she had.  Bloodsuckers shared plenty of experiences, plenty of sex, and as good as it felt, as good as the blood tasted, it was never as good as tonight had been.  Not for Lisa.  That’s for sure.

Now Sovanna was a part of her, mingling inside her body.  They were one person, after everything they’d shared.  But Lisa didn’t want to speak those thoughts, because she didn’t want to scare Sovanna off.  Hell, those kinds of clingy thoughts even scared Lisa a little bit.

But just then, Sovanna wrapped her arms around Lisa a little harder and kissed her neck sweetly, like the answer to a question.  They’d found each other.  For the first time, eternal life felt like bliss.
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Vampire Cutter



[image: image]


It was just like quitting smoking.

That’s what people didn’t seem to realize.  If you wanted to give up blood and you had a hell of a lot of willpower, you could do it.  It wasn’t easy.  Hell, it was probably the hardest thing Byron had ever done, but it was possible.

Vampire stories were so romanticized.  All that undead stuff, the melodrama of addiction, the eroticism, the homoeroticism wasn’t what life was like for Byron, even if he was gay.  Well, bi, actually.  His boyfriend Tyler was always on him about bi invisibility and how they shouldn’t let people think they were gay just because they were two guys who loved each other.  Byron didn’t care so much what people thought, but for Tyler’s sake he corrected their mistakes.  Sometimes.

Well, okay, maybe part of the reason he let people assume he was gay was that it helped in his profession.  If you’re styling a woman’s hair and she’s sitting there thinking you’re gay, she’ll open up to you like crazy.  It makes the job way easier.  Tell her you’re bi and suddenly she’s wondering why you mentioned it at all.  Are you hitting on her?  What’s the deal?

So often Byron let sleeping dogs lie. No skin off his ass.

And then along came Amy and everything changed.

Everything.

From the moment she said hi and he caught that tilted little smile on her blood red lips, he knew no amount of willpower could save him.  She sat at his station with her hair freshly washed, wispy black strands sticking to her pale neck.  Her skin was so white it was almost blue, and she reminded him of a flapper girl in a black and white movie.  She would be his undoing.  He knew that from the start.

“What did you have in mind?” Byron asked as he unfastened the towel from around her head.  A mass of black hair splashed across her shoulders, shimmering like oil.

“Classic bob.”  Her lips curved into that crooked smile he loved already.  “Straight lines and a fringe.  Like Cleopatra.”

“Cleopatra,” Byron replied, because his mind was too muddled to say anything else.

Amy glanced around Byron’s station as he combed her hair.  She looked for a long time at the picture of him and Tyler at Halloween when they’d both dressed like Bowie.  Most people stole glances, but Amy actually stared.

“Is that your boyfriend?”

Byron nodded, watching their reflections in the mirror.  For some damn reason, instead of saying yes he said, “We’re bi.  Both of us, me and him.  Both bi.”

What an idiot.

Amy giggled, and there was something in the timbre of her amusement that made Byron want to see under her black salon smock.  Not that he wanted to see her naked, not in that moment.  He wanted to see what her clothes looked like.  Something poofy.  He could tell by the way her smock billowed up at the front.  If she had crinolines on he’d give himself to her then and there.  Hell, he’d let the whole salon watch.

“Are you going to cut?” Amy asked, meeting his gaze in the mirror.

“Cut?”

Her eyes were huge and round like a dairy cow’s, dark and dreamy in the centre but with crisp, clear whites.  Byron hadn’t met anyone like her, not since his days hanging out with other vamps.  He craved blood just looking at her, and she seemed to know it.

“Or are you just going to comb it all afternoon?” Amy asked.

Byron chuckled, but he felt like the world’s biggest moron.  “Cut your hair?  Oh...”

Amy’s expression fell, just for a second, but long enough for Byron to spot it.  “What else would you cut?” she asked with a snicker that seemed insincere.  “You’re a hairstylist, aren’t you?”

Staring at her reflection in the mirror, Byron struggled to centre himself.  There was something about this girl that put him totally off kilter.  Even as he started sectioning her hair, he didn’t know how he was going to cut with his blood pumping so hot in his veins.  Christ, he could feel gushes of warmth every time he breathed.  His heart circulated his own rushing red fluid, but the more he thought about it, the lonelier he felt.  He wanted someone else’s blood inside of him.  He wanted Amy’s.

He tried cutting her hair without looking at her, because every time he looked at her his heart went wild.  The craving was back.  He could feel it in his throat every time he swallowed: a thickness, a warmth, a need very much like lust and yet somehow different.  Byron thought about blood every day, but the recollection hadn’t been this physical in ages.

With each snip near the nape of her neck, he imagined opening his shears and pressing them to her flesh, drawing blood.  In his mind’s eye, he could see the precise shade of red she would bleed.  He’d watch a droplet drizzle down the nape of her neck and then lean in and catch it with his tongue just before it could slip beneath the salon smock.

Byron struggled through the cut, dizzied by the ongoing fantasy of consumption.  He’d had plenty of days like these back when he was first quitting blood, but there was something about Amy that rekindled his desire for it.  He didn’t know quite what that was until after he’d finished the cut.

“Thank you,” she said, and when she handed him a tip, he caught sight of it.

Her wrist...

The scars, some faded, some fresh...

A cutter!  No wonder Amy stirred up Byron’s blood lust.  She was probably as focused on letting blood as he’d ever been on drinking it.  Oh, this was bad.  This was very, very bad for Byron.  He took her money, but shuffled her out to reception as fast as he could.  She dragged her feet all the way, obviously wanting a word with him, but he couldn’t handle it.  If he couldn’t be around other vamps, he couldn’t be around cutters either.  He’d kicked the habit.  He was good now.

Even when Amy was gone, she was all Byron could think about.  When he got home, he found Tyler in the kitchen.  The first word out of his mouth was “Amy.”  He told his boyfriend everything.  No secrets between them.  If he was tempted, Tyler would be the first to know.

“But you got through it,” Tyler said, always encouraging.  “You got through the cut and you didn’t do anything stupid.”

Byron eyed the big knife his boyfriend was using to slice peppers. They’d gone veg after quitting blood, since eating animal flesh was too close a reminder.  But, man oh man, a block of tofu didn’t hold a candle to a nice big slab of meat.  No way.  He pictured a filet mignon, just barely rare.  He imagined slicing into it and watching the blood pool on a clean white plate.  Oh god, he wanted that.

And then he thought about Amy and, god, he wanted that too.

“She was really pretty,” Byron said as he watched Tyler chop vegetables.  “Like, vamp-pretty.  She’d fit right in with our old friends.”

“So what?” Tyler snapped.  “Stop thinking about her.”

Byron took a step back, leaning against the fridge.  “Jeeze, I’m sorry, okay?”

Tyler held his pose for a moment, knife poised above an onion.  He stared at Byron.  Stared, his eyes so intense Byron could feel the fire in him.  Finally, his shoulders fell and he shook his head, relenting, “It’s not the girl.”

“Then what is it?” Byron asked.

“It’s the blood.”  Shaking his head, Tyler sliced into the onion and backed away from its intense aroma. “Look, I don’t want you starting up again with that stuff.  We worked hard to kick the habit, and if you go back you’re making me choose...”

Tyler put the knife down.

“What?” Byron asked.  “Choose what?”

Tyler started rattling around in the cupboards like he was looking for something.  Turned away from Byron, he said, “I can’t stay with you if you start up with blood. I can’t go through that again.”

“What?” Byron scoffed, though he knew Tyler’s concern was well-founded.  “Who ever said anything about going back to blood?  I was just telling you about some girl I met. That’s all.”

“That’s not all,” Tyler growled, pulling a can of black beans from the cupboard.  “Don’t start seeing her, man.  You know where it’s gonna lead and it won’t be pretty.”

Byron slammed the flat of his hand against the fridge and propelled himself out of the kitchen.  He headed toward the bedroom and then changed his mind.  The bedroom was too close.  He slipped on his shoes and picked up his keys while Tyler asked, “Where the hell do you think you’re going?”

“Out!” he shouted, and slammed the door.

“Out,” he kept thinking to himself as he left the building.  He didn’t look back, not once.  He was acting like such a little queen, he realized, but sometimes Tyler just pissed him the hell off.  No, it wasn’t Tyler.  He was just blaming his boyfriend for being right.  Byron wanted blood.  He wanted it so damn bad he could taste it on his tongue, like a hot, thick elixir.

“Byron!”

He turned, expecting to see Tyler chasing after him even though it wasn’t Tyler’s voice that had said his name.  It was Amy’s voice.  It was Amy.

“Hey, I found you,” she said.

“Yeah, I guess you did.”  He was so surprised to see her he forgot to be nervous.  And then he remembered.  “Hey... hi... you look... wow!”

“Same as I did last time you saw me,” she said.  “Your haircut.  Your work.”

He nodded.  “It looks good.”

Amy scrunched up her nose and turned around.  “Not in the back, though.  My roommate told me when I got home.  It’s kind of crooked.”

Byron touched the tips of her hair, and the silky sensation against his fingers brought a surge of electricity through him.  She was right.  He’d really screwed up.

“How did you find me?” Byron asked, wondering at once if she was psychic as well as a cutter.

“I called the salon and asked for your address.  They weren’t going to give it to me, but I said we used to be friends.”

“Oh.”

Amy walked a ways down the sidewalk, and settled on the ledge of the neighbouring building’s water feature.  Her crinolines poofed up in front of her, and she folded her hands in her lap, waiting for Byron to sit at her side.  The fountain at her back splashed up in the air like a geyser, creating a soothing water sound.  He walked by this place every day and he’d never noticed how nice it was.

“So, how long since you quit the vampire life?” Amy asked.

Byron’s spine went straight.  All his muscles tightened.  “What... how did you...?”

“It’s obvious,” she said, and shrugged.  For a while she stared at her hands, and Byron stared at them too—at the chipped black nail polish and the long sleeves covering her forearms.  “I bet you think I’m one, too.”

“I don’t know,” he said.  He didn’t want to sound accusatory or anything.

“I spent a couple years dabbling in the scene,” she admitted.  “But there was something weird about me.  That’s what everyone said.  My blood wasn’t... it wasn’t like everyone else’s.”

Byron watched her kick the heels of her patent leather shoes against the base of the fountain.  “What do you mean your blood’s not like everyone else’s?”

She glanced up at him and smiled, then lowered her eyes back down to her lap.  “Some vamps would utterly drain me and say they felt nothing, like my blood was a non-alcoholic beer or something.  They didn’t even get buzzed off it.  Then people started getting better after drinking me week in, week out.”

“No...”  Byron had heard of people like Amy, but he didn’t think they really existed.

“Yes,” she said.  “I’m like a human nicotine patch.  I’ve got the cure for bloodlust flowing through my veins.”

“How?” Byron asked.

“I don’t know.”  She looked up at him, her eyes large and round, two dark pools of mystery.  “I really don’t know how or why, but I know it works.  If you want to kick your habit for good, I’m the girl to drink.”

Byron’s heart beat fast, too fast, too loud and too wild.  “No, Amy, I’ve already kicked it.  I haven’t had a sip in... years.”

“Except when you’ve relapsed behind your boyfriend’s back and tried to hide it from him, lied when he asked, ‘Is that blood on your breath?’  Overreacted to make him question himself.  You’ve done all that, right?”

Suddenly Byron felt dizzy, like Amy had stolen his thoughts and he was left empty.  “How did you know?”

She shrugged like this was all so simple. “I’ve seen it before.  Now are you going to take me upstairs, or what?”

“Upstairs?”  Byron couldn’t blame the girl for trying.

“To fix my hair,” she said.  “It’s crooked, remember?”

“Oh.”  He’d forgotten already, with all this blood talk.

“You have scissors at home?”

“Yeah, but my boyfriend,” he said.  “Tyler’s up there and we just had a fight.”

“Introduce me.”  She perked up, bouncing a little against the fountain’s edge.  “If he’s as cute in real life as he was in that picture, I’m sure I won’t be able to think straight.”

Byron stood, though his legs felt like jello.  “Tyler didn’t want me seeing you.  You’ll need to explain to him, you know, all that stuff about the nicotine patch.  Tell him you’re not going to fling me off the wagon.”

Amy laughed at his turn of phrase and took his hand while they walked slowly toward his building.  The architecture was early twentieth-century, and he watched her take note of it.  Vampires always seemed to love great architecture.  As they inched slowly up the stairs, Byron clung tighter to her hand.  Tyler would not be happy, not one bit.

“I saw you with that vamp girl!” he hollered the second Byron’s key turned in the lock.  “I saw you on the sidewalk, and you went next door and you sat by the fountain!”

“Yeah, we did,” Byron agreed, ushering Amy into the apartment.  “And then I brought her up to meet you.”

Tyler stood stunned at the entrance to the kitchen.  He flipped a tea towel over his shoulder and swallowed hard.  His voice was much softer when he said, “Oh crap, I’m sorry.  It’s Amy, right?  Please come in.”

“Tyler always was good with guests,” Byron said with a smile that made Tyler smile back.

He explained about Amy’s haircut, how he’d screwed it up and needed to fix it.  Then Amy took over, offering Tyler the same information she’d just given Byron.  She was a blood addict’s nicotine patch.  She could fix them for good.  Tyler didn’t seem sold on the idea, even though he’d heard of blood like Amy’s before.  It was just so rare to encounter a girl like her.  It seemed impossible that her blood could wean a vamp off his cravings.

“Well, you might as well get started while I work on dinner,” Tyler told them.  “I hope you’ll stay, Amy.  It’s a tofu stir-fry tonight.”

She scrunched up her nose and then laughed.  “Sure, sounds nice.”

Byron went into the bathroom to fetch his spare styling tools, and he returned to Amy sitting in the dining room wearing a strapless black corset, crinoline skirts, fishnets and dainty shoes.  The sight took his breath away, and when he gazed into the pass-through between the dining room and kitchen, he saw Tyler staring every bit as intently.

“I didn’t want bits of hair all stuck in my top,” she explained.

He nodded, but wrapped a stylist’s smock around her.  No way he’d be able to concentrate on hair if he could glance over her shoulder and catch sight of those pale white breasts rising and falling with every breath.

Tyler gulped audibly from the kitchen, and then resumed his chopping.  His pace was slower than usual, like he was afraid he might cut off a finger or two.

Once Amy was covered, Byron realized he hadn’t taken notice of her scars.  Damn it!  There was something about cutter scars that did it for him, but he didn’t want to ask.  He just concentrated on the crisp clipping sound his scissors made as they evened out Amy’s hair.  Christ, he’d done a seriously shitty job the first time around.  He must have been hella-distracted by his lust for her blood.

This time when he finished the trim he let Tyler be the judge.

“Yeah, looks good,” Tyler said as he set the table.  He didn’t even look up before answering.  “Dinner’s ready, so get everything cleaned up, okay?”

Byron pulled Amy away from the table so they wouldn’t get bits of hair in their food.  He swept off her smock and brushed her neck with a feather duster, which made her giggle and purr.  When she turned to face him, he glanced down at her arms.  God, those cuts.  Those fine lines, some healed white, some glowing red.  He wanted to lick her so bad his cock pulsed against his fly.

When he noticed Tyler staring, he said to Amy, “Let’s eat before it gets cold.”

Amy smiled bashfully, but she didn’t put her top back on.  She sat at their table in her black strapless corset and began eating while they watched.  “Mmm... this is good.  I didn’t expect to like it but, yeah, I really do.”

Tyler looked at her blankly for a long moment before grunting a monosyllabic, “Thanks.” Slinking into his chair, he shovelled stir-fry into his mouth.

Byron knew exactly what Tyler was up to: filling his mouth with the taste of vegetables and teriyaki so he wouldn’t imagine how her blood might feel on his tongue.

Oh, her hot, red, beautiful blood...

They ate quickly, shrouded in a thick, weighted silence.  When they’d cleaned their plates, Byron didn’t know what to do.  His body felt itchy, inside and out.  He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so anxious.  He wanted blood and sex, and he wanted to share all that with Tyler.  And with Amy.  God, it had been so long since they’d been with a girl, or another guy for that matter.  Not since their vampire days.  Everything had become so convoluted.

“Thanks for the cut,” Amy said.  “And for dinner.”

Against the soft glow of a setting sun, her lips looked red as blood and her skin powder-white.  She stood, but she didn’t go anywhere.  She just looked at them, back and forth from Byron to Tyler, like she’d asked a question and was waiting for an answer.

“Oh, you’re welcome,” Byron said.  “It was our pleasure. Truly.”

Bowing slightly, Amy took a long breath and then glanced around.  Time slowed to a crawl as she walked to the sideboard, where Byron had set his shears after disinfecting them.  She picked them up, holding them high in the air.  The sharpened edge glinted like a beast’s snarling teeth.

Amy opened the scissors wide, as wide as they would go, and by the time Tyler had shouted, “No!” it was too late.  She’d opened her left arm in a long line near the pit of her elbow.  The slice wasn’t along the vein, but it brought brilliant red dots to the surface.  Those dots joined together in slow motion, and formed a crimson line on her snow-white skin.

“Come on,” she said, sidestepping to their bedroom.  “It’s good for you.  I’m the human nicotine patch, remember?”

“We don’t need you.”  Tyler backed away, like that was the only way to resist her siren’s song.

Byron moved toward the bedroom, a sleepwalker wide awake.  His heart slowed at the sight of that blood, and his pulse moved lower down in his body.  “Maybe we do.”

Tyler’s voice turned hard.  “No,” he said, emphatically.  “We don’t.”

“But...”

“Byron!”  Tyler’s voice turned uncharacteristically resonant.  “You’ve got your thirst under control.  Don’t do it.”

Byron didn’t turn around, didn’t respond.  Amy’s crimson blood had cast a spell over him, and he entered the bedroom, approaching her like a wolf on the prowl.  He could smell it, warm and rich and sweet.  Sure, he wanted to stop himself, but how?  He craved Amy’s essence more than he’d ever craved anything.

“Get back here,” Tyler shouted.  He hardly ever raised his voice, but he was angry now—not that Byron could blame him.  “You’re making a choice.  It’s her or me.”

“Both,” Byron said, so quietly the word barely left his lips.

Tyler must have heard him, even all the way across the room.  Out of nowhere, Tyler was running through the apartment, then jumping like a maniac, landing so hard on Byron’s back they both flew across the bedroom.  Byron caught himself on the bookshelf, shaking the old wood enough to knock a load of paperbacks to the floor.  Like an animal, Tyler hooked both feet around Byron’s waist, arms over shoulders.

“Get off me!” Byron hollered, trying to unhook his boyfriend’s hands from around his neck.  “I want it.  You can’t change that.”

“You’re an addict!  You can’t stop yourself.”  Tyler sounded so choked and tortured Byron’s heart bled.  Of course he wanted to stop, but he couldn’t.  Every inch of his body burned for Amy’s blood.

Byron was usually the kind of guy who wouldn’t hurt a fly, but just now his muscles twitched to toss his boyfriend across the bedroom.  He would do anything to get Tyler off his back.  He would do anything for the blood now dripping onto their hardwood floor.

“Amy’s our elixir,” Byron cried.  “She’s our anti-venom.  If you had any faith in me, you’d drink her blood to.  We’ll be healed forever.”

“She’s lying!”

“I’m not.”  Splayed on the bed, Amy held her bleeding arm in one hand, like a gift.

Tyler hooked his legs tighter around Byron’s waist.  “You know vamps.  They’ll say anything.”

“I’m not one of them,” Amy pleaded, looking almost hurt by the comparison.  “Please, you have to believe me!”

Just as Byron opened his mouth to console her, Tyler cupped both hands under his jaw and pulled up, forcing his head back.

The lightning bolt of pain that shot down Byron’s spine put him right over the edge.  Howling, he propelled himself—and Tyler along with him—across the bedroom.  Amy let out a terrified scream as they reached the doorframe.  Spinning on his heels, Byron bashed his boyfriend’s body against the wooden jamb.  The crushing force that drove Tyler into the entryway forced a groan from his winded system.  He let go only for a moment, but it was enough time for Byron to toss him out of the bedroom and lock the door.

“You bastard!”  Tyler jiggled the handle, then growled like a grizzly.  “If you drink from her, I’ll leave you tonight.  I’m not even joking.”

“Amy’s the cure,” Byron said, though probably not loud enough for Tyler to hear over his shouting and banging and rattling at the door.

“He’s really mad.”  Amy cowered on the bed, her bloody arm extended.  “Maybe we shouldn’t do this.”

“Were you lying?” Byron asked.  His muscles surged with excitement.

Amy shook her head.  Jet black hair waved sharply against her pale cheeks.  She looked scared out of her wits.  “I wasn’t lying.  I wouldn’t lie.  My blood can fix you.  Just drink it and you’ll see.”

“You hear that?” Byron shouted at the door. His cock was so hard it hurt, and his heart beat like a drum.  “Her blood will fix me.  Drink, and I’ll never crave it again.  I’ll never go to another vamp party behind your back, and then lie about where I’ve been.  I’ll never put you in danger.”

Tyler didn’t say anything, but he did stop banging on the bedroom door.  For Byron, that was as good as a go-ahead.

Byron followed his rampant erection to Amy.  A few drops of blood had dripped onto the clean hardwood floor, and she pointed to them as she leaned against the headboard.  “Don’t waste.”

Though his cock throbbed inside his pants, begging for freedom, he dropped to his knees and licked. When Amy’s essence touched his tongue, a long-forgotten sensation came over him.  It was the taste he’d never forgotten, the heaviness of it.  But Amy was right in what she’d said before—there was something missing.  It didn’t have that quality, that addictive je ne sais quoi of other bloods.  Hers was unique.  He could tell from the first drop.

“So you’ve made your choice,” Tyler hollered.  The words seemed angry, but his tone didn’t sound that way.  Maybe he was cast under Amy’s spell just as much as Byron was.

Closing his eyes, Byron imagined Tyler falling at Amy’s feet, right there beside him, licking her blood from the floor.  There was something incredibly hot about that mental snapshot of his boyfriend on all fours, ass in the air, running his hot, wet tongue across the hardwood. Byron could anticipate Tyler’s reaction—the recognition, the warmth, the realization that Amy would not destroy them.  He would gaze up at her the way a puppy greets his master, worshipful and loving, and then he would kneel high and lick her arm, all along the cut.

The knocking began again.

“Let me in,” Tyler cried, with more urgency in his voice than anger.  “Open the door, Byron.  I want inside.”

Byron tried to block out Tyler’s voice, but it wasn’t easy.  He loved his guy, yet he couldn’t stay away from Amy, whatever the repercussions.

Approaching the bed on his knees, Byron licked a drop of blood that had dripped all the way down Amy’s hand.  When he sucked her finger, she let out a wicked groan.  She leaned back on their bed like liquid, like a body of pleasure.  Byron followed her as an animal craving human flesh.  He licked her all over.  It wasn’t just her arm anymore, but everywhere her clothing wasn’t—her neck, her shoulder, the topmost curve of her breasts.

“Come on!”  Tyler rapped madly at the door, making it rattle inside the jamb.  “Open up.  Let me in.”

Amy’s skin tasted salty and fresh, but Byron missed the metallic sting of copper from her blood.  He went back to her arm for more, but he didn’t feel the lurid pull of addiction.  Blood lust, yes, but it was temporary and he knew it could be satisfied body to body.

Tyler banged at the door.  It sounded like he was using himself as a human battering ram.

“Let me,” Amy said, digging into Byron’s pants with the fingers he’d already sucked.

Byron looked at the trembling door.

“Is it okay?” Amy asked.

Of course it was okay.  Tyler would never object to the sex.  Sex wasn’t the problem.  Blood was.  But it was all mixed together in Byron’s lust, now.  He wanted the taste and the feeling.  He wanted the satisfaction.

He put on a laugh.  “You think I’m gonna say no?”

With a coquettish grin, Amy unzipped his pants and his cock pummelled her hand.  They both moaned as precum splashed her wrist.  Byron had never felt so hard. His erection throbbed wildly, in time with Tyler’s insistent pounding at the door.

“I want you in my mouth, Byron.”  Amy wrapped her hand around his shaft with familiar force, and gazed into his eyes.  When she opened her mouth again, he expected words to tumble out.  Instead, she slowly licked her lips and every muscle in Byron’s groin tightened.

“Fuck, I need this.”  Byron tore out of his clothes, ripping them at the seams, no cares. Only destruction and desire.

Just as he’d finished struggling out of his shirt, the door burst open and Tyler rushed the bedroom like a tornado.  Amy flipped onto her side and Byron’s heart raced, full speed ahead, with such velocity he could feel it against his ribcage.  No doubt Tyler was about to take a swing at him, not that Tyler had ever done any such thing before.

Byron braced himself for impact.

But that’s not how it went down.  Not even close.

Racing to Amy’s side, Tyler grabbed her bleeding arm with such force she gasped.  Just as she started to pull away, he set his tongue to her cut and licked it, a savage embrace.  Byron hadn’t seen his boyfriend’s appetite for blood so voracious since they were deep in the vamp lifestyle.  He had no idea Tyler still harboured such unbound desires.

“Yes,” Amy whispered.  Her eyes rolled back in her head, like he was bringing her to orgasm just by drinking her blood.  “Oh god, I need something to suck.”

“Guess my cock will have to do,” Byron said as he shoved his erection between her brilliant red lips.  In truth, he was a little jealous that she’d reacted so overwhelmingly to Tyler’s tongue.  It bought out the rough stuff in him.

But Amy didn’t seem to mind Byron’s exertion of force. She went at his dick as voraciously as Tyler consumed her blood.  The way she sucked him brought Byron nearer to ecstasy than he’d been in a hell of a long time.  Sure the sex was great with Tyler, but they were so close.  They knew what to expect from one another.  Things were always different with someone new.

Amy’s chest heaved as she moaned around Byron’s erection.  Her tits looked so gorgeous he shoved his hand deep inside her corset.  She gasped as her cupped her full breasts, and then whimpered when he pinched her nipples.

The sounds of Amy’s pleasure drew Tyler’s attention.  Stripping off his T-shirt, he pressed the fabric against her bleeding arm.  When she took over applying pressure to the wound, he stripped out of his pants and then crawled over her body to undo her corset ties.  Vamp girls loved corsets, so vamp guys had plenty of experience unlatching all those complicated systems.

While Tyler worked at stripping off her clothes, Byron watched the sweet pucker of Amy’s lips around his shaft.  Her lipstick painted his dick crimson, though the shaft itself was getting pretty red through the pressure of her suction.  She knew just how to do it—not afraid of sucking hard, but not going at it so rough it hurt.  God, this girl was perfect.  She rolled toward him, burbling as she wrapped her fist around the base of his cock.

Tearing off her corset, Tyler rolled Amy onto her back and Byron’s dick popped out of her mouth.

“Dude, what gives?”

Tyler glanced at Byron for the first time since he’d barrelled into the bedroom.  “Yeah, you’re one to talk.”

“But I was right, wasn’t I?” Byron asked, feeling just cocky enough to rub his engorged cockhead up and down Amy’s pale cheek.  “Her blood’s special.  You can taste it.”

Tyler didn’t say a thing.  He seemed far more interested in Amy’s naked breasts rising and falling as she gulped for breath.

“Wow.”  Pure lust blazed in Tyler’s eyes as he gazed down at her. “I’m getting kind of glad you followed my boy home.  Honey, you’ve got the most gorgeous tits I’ve ever seen.”

Byron had never heard his boyfriend talk like that to any girl, vamp or not.

“You like my tits, sweetie-pie?”  Amy grabbed his hands.  Setting them at the sides of her breasts, she forced him to press those pallid mounds together.  “Want to fuck them?”

Tyler shuddered visibly, like lust had seeped into his veins.  Did she know how much he loved shoving his dick between a nice pair?  It was the sort of thing Byron could never give him, but all the power to Tyler if tits were his thing.

Hopping off the bed, Byron fetched lube and condoms.  He squirted the lube into his palm and then fisted Tyler’s cock, getting it all covered in slick liquid, tip to base.  God, he loved the way his boyfriend’s dick jumped in his hand, like a puppy happy to its master.  He stroked Tyler off, gazing from that huge, hard dick to Amy’s huge round tits.  Oh, he had to.  He just had to lean down and lick the erect buds of her nipples.  They were so pert and perfect.

Amy arched and squealed as Byron sucked her tits.  She somehow found his dick, squeezing it, and the three of them became a mess of limbs.  As Tyler slipped his dick between Amy’s stunning breasts, she beat out his rhythm on Byron’s needful cock.  They were like a human ball of yarn, all tangled up in each other.  Byron barely knew which parts were his own.

“Fuck me,” Amy whispered.

Byron looked up at Tyler, still half-waiting for his boy to crack.

“Fuck her,” Tyler said, encouragingly, without a hint of jealousy.  But that was Tyler.  He was so giving, when it came to sex.  He wanted Byron to take pleasure in life as long as that pleasure wasn’t harmful.  And by that point, they both seemed to have reached their own conclusions that Amy’s blood was safe.

Flipping off the bed, Byron slipped on a condom and tossed up Amy’s crinolines.  She had on fishnets, but no panties.  The sight of her bare pussy lips pressing against the holes in those sexy stockings made Byron’s cock jump.  She lifted her feet, opening her legs wide.  Her pussy glistened just for him, and Byron moaned despite himself.

“Bad girl,” he said, watching her pussy lips splay.  He craved the pink of her, the sheer wetness and want.  “Were you walking around like this all day?”

Amy tilted her head to one side and glanced at him beyond Tyler’s thrusting body.  “You betcha.”

This pretty vamp girl had been sitting in his salon chair with her wet pussy rubbing against nothing but this gaping pair of fishnet stockings.  Oh god, and no panties when she was sitting by the fountain either. This knowledge changed everything.  Byron wished he could go back in time and re-experience every moment with Amy’s pantyless pussy at the forefront of his mind.

Tyler turned his head and stared at Byron’s throbbing cock.  “What are you waiting for?”

“Just...”  Byron shook his head, staring into the pink of Amy’s pussy.  “Just looking at this gaping, gorgeous slit.  I can’t wait to fuck the hell out of it.”

“So stop looking.”  Tyler dickhead poked through her cleavage, then hid back inside.  He pressed Amy’s breasts together with such force that she squealed.  “Start fucking.”

The sight of Tyler’s back muscles working as he thrust between her tits made Byron so horny he couldn’t stand it.  Tyler’s butt bucked into Amy’s crinolines, and Byron had to push them forward to keep her pussy in sight.

He couldn’t wait any longer.  He had to have her.

Tearing her fishnets open at the crotch, Byron pressed his cockhead into her wet heat.  Her pink lips parted, just like her mouth had done before.  She was so open, so willing, and that made his dick throb even harder.  He pushed his hips forward, slowly, fighting the resistance.  God, her pussy was hot.  It hugged his cock so hard he shivered, grabbing her fishnets and holding tight.

“Fuck me,” she growled.  She was grasping Tyler’s hips now, and he had one palm pressing against the cloth that stemmed her blood flow.

Byron watched that place where his boyfriend’s hand met Amy’s arm.  He thought about the sweet metallic taste of her blood, its warmth and the pleasure he’d taken in drinking it.  He asked himself if he wanted more.  Did he?

A few years ago, he’d have been all over a cutter girl, licking and lapping her arms until he’d gorged himself on her essence.  Maybe he’d changed, or maybe Amy really was different.  Either way, he knew he wanted her in his life for good.  And not in an addictive sense.  It really wasn’t that.  By now he knew the difference.

That’s what Byron was thinking about as he rammed his cock balls-deep into Amy’s wonderfully wet pussy.  She whimpered and writhed.  She must have been at least a little afraid Byron would fuck her harder than she could handle, because she started crawling up the bed.  She didn’t get too far before Tyler pinned her down.  They would satisfy her, for sure.  They’d be rough in bed, but out there in the big bad world they’d always stand by her side.

“Amy,” Byron cried as her pussy muscles clamped around his cock.  “Oh god, Amy, I’m going to come.”

“Me first!” Tyler moaned, his body jerking against Amy’s ample chest.

Byron let go of Amy’s fishnets with one hand and smacked his boyfriend’s ass.  Crinolines bounced against their bodies like the froth beneath a waterfall while Tyler shrieked, “Again!”

Another smack.  Byron spanked his guy while Amy wrapped her wicked legs around his middle.  He could feel the dig of her patent leather flats into his flesh, and when he fucked her, Tyler got jostled in the mix.

“I’m coming!” Tyler cried.

“On my tits,” Amy begged, holding them together while Tyler took his cock in hand.  There was no mistaking the sound of Tyler’s lubed up fist rushing up and down his shaft.  Clenching his cheeks and groaning, he throttled his dick until he got himself all the way there.

Byron had to bend to the side to see his boyfriend’s cum spill across Amy’s breasts.

That spectacle put him over the top.  He needed to come, and he was intent upon bringing Amy with him.  Setting his thumb against her cherry-red clit, he traced circles around that explosive little spot.  It was only when Tyler rolled off of her and started kissing her neck and shoulders that Byron saw how close she was.  Her eyes rolled back and she fitted recklessly on the bed.  Byron pushed his thumb down even harder on her clit, and he shoved his dick in her pussy with such rapid-fire thrusts that her hips started to buck with every fuck.

“Yes,” she murmured, over and over again.  Her lipstick was nearly gone now, and her pink lips puckered as she hugged her breasts.  They were still coated with Tyler’s hot cum, and when her fingers found the stuff, they painted her flesh with it.

Byron couldn’t believe he hadn’t blasted his load yet.  Amy’s every move was so hot, so sexy, that he could have come sixty-nine times by now.  With every thrust, the tension built inside him.  He crushed his palm to her clit, feeling his cock moving inside her as he mashed that tender bud.

Amy went over the top.  She screamed and tightened her grip on him, both with her pussy and her legs, bringing him so far inside  herself that his balls pressed against her ass.  When she arched off the bed, he couldn’t help but picture the rosy pucker of her asshole.  Oh, that was it.  Byron came hard, like the first few times with Tyler, when they were still exploring each other’s bodies.  Now Tyler looked on, unsmiling, and just when Byron started to worry his boyfriend was mad as hell, Tyler zipped across the bed and kissed him fully and deeply, with such pleasure and pressure that Byron knew it was for real.

They fell in beside each other—one, two, three—across the bed.  Staring at the ceiling, breathing so loudly nobody tried to talk over the sound.  It was divine torture, those few moments after coming.  You wanted more, but you couldn’t move.  Your parts were spent and sore, so hot you didn’t want anyone touching them.  You wanted your space, but not too much space.

Byron thought about the look of bliss on Amy’s face, the look of desire on Tyler’s.  He wanted that forever.  Both of them.

As if hearing his thoughts, Tyler said to the ceiling, “I didn’t believe your human nicotine patch story.  I thought you were just one more vampire siren, luring addicts in recovery back to blood.  But you were right—your blood is different, somehow.  It tastes like the real thing, but there’s no buzz.”

“I’m too safe,” she said, placing one hand in Byron’s and the other in Tyler’s.  “That’s why the addicts don’t like me.  They laugh, like I’m some kind of joke, like I’m not playing at their level.”

“Don’t worry about those bastards,” Byron said, kissing her freshly cut hair.  “You’ve found your place in our bed.”

“And our lives,” Tyler added.

“And your hearts?” Amy asked.

Byron’s breath caught in his throat, and he tried to arch up and grab Tyler’s attention as subtly as he could.  But they all knew the answer, so there was no point in skirting it.  “Always in our hearts,” Tyler said.

Sighing, Byron smiled.  “And in our blood.”
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“Put the knife down, Julie.”  Elsha took a step forward, extending an unwavering hand.  “Here, give it to me.”  

Julie let her lips curl into a playful grin.  “No.”  When she clutched the heavy butcher’s knife between her naked breasts, the dull edge of the steel blade chilled her flesh. 

“God, next you’ll be asking me to strangle you.”  Elsha shook her head.  “It’s like you’ve got a death wish, chickadee.”

With a chuckle, Julie traced the knife slowly down her breast.  “A death wish?  I’m not that fucked up.” 

Elsha laughed.  When she reached for the knife, Julie relinquished it to her steady grip.  “Where do you get these crazy ideas, child?”

Julie’s cunt tremored in approval.  She loved it when Elsha called her a child.  Names helped her to feel more submissive.  With a shrug, she fell back on the couch and propped her head against a throw pillow.  “I know people.”

“Scary people,” Elsha replied.

“Not scary, just intense.”  Julie stared up at Elsha, at her braided hair and long skirt.  The girl dressed like a pioneer.  But maybe Elsha’s disinterest in trumping the social order was precisely her appeal.  Julie had known enough rebels.  Elsha was safe.  Too safe?  Boring?  Julie’s body cried out for action.  She wanted to be cut.  It was something new.  She had to try it.  She had to try everything.  Life was short. Do it now.  Her veins coursed with adrenaline.  “Don’t you ever just want to grab life by the horns and fuck the shit out of it?”  

Elsha stood in the middle of the carpet, eyes wide and lingering.  When Julie’s gaze fell to the big knife in her hand, her toes curled and her cunt constricted.  She could feel the juice gliding from her naked slit, down past her asshole, and coating the couch.  Elsha would be upset by the mess, and that made Julie smile.  A surge of annoyance ran through her body.  The waiting killed her.  

Running her fingers through her short hair, she pulled on it until the upward pressure on her roots gave her a needed dose of pain.  But self-imposed fury never was as good as the measured grief Elsha doled out.  Grasping chunks of her own hair between her fingers, Julie cried, “Cut me!  Just fucking cut me already, will you?”

When Elsha walked with complete calm to the kitchen and slid the knife into the butcher’s block, Julie’s muscles seized with rage.  She’d relegated her sexual self to a life of submission, and it made her crazy.  She made demands out of turn because she wanted experiences that defied the mundane life she’d always led.  But, ultimately, it was Elsha’s call, and that put her over the edge.  

Writhing on the couch, she pulled harder on her hair. “Please don’t put that knife away!  You have to cut me, pleaase!”

As always, her wrath provoked no reaction but a smile on Elsha’s lips.  After a moment of maddening silence, Elsha began her slow return to the living room, one foot in front of the other.  Clicking disapproving teeth, she shook her head as she stretched their clean cotton tea towels end to end.  They were long and beige with a pattern of little white flowers around the edges.  Julie’s heart hammered at her ribcage when it clicked what they were for.

“How exactly can you call me your Domme when you are constantly telling me what to do and when to do it?” Elsha asked.  She wrapped one towel around Julie’s eyes, and the world went dark.  

“Because I’m willing,” Julie replied, crossing her wrists over her head.  “I’m willing to submit to you.”

Elsha tied her up.  “But only when I do as I’m told?”

This was too much talk.  Much too much talk.  Julie preferred action over contemplation.  That’s why she quit school young.  That’s why she went into general labour.  Her body needed to move, it needed to hurt, it required constant sensation, even if that sensation was aching muscles after a thirteen-hour shift.  She loved it.  

And she loved Elsha.  

If only the damn girl didn’t try her patience so consistently!  Elsha was always talk-talk-talking about their relationship, saying Julie had to take it easy or she’d give herself a heart attack some day.  Well, that was some day and this was now, and right now she wanted to feel alive in her flesh.

“Would you shut your yap and just cut me, already?”

Elsha tsk’d as she left the room—Julie could tell by the sound of her swishing skirt that she was walking away.  For a split-second, her fingers and toes went numb, and then she panicked.  “Elsha!  Elsha?  Where are you going?  I’m sorry, baby, but you know how I get.  I just want it so bad.”  

No response but shuffling in the next room.  

“Come back, Elsha.  I said some mean things.  Come back and punish me, will you?”

The rustle of a long skirt announced Elsha’s returned.  “I’m not going to cut you with a knife,” she said, each word slow and measured.

“That’s fine,” Julie sputtered.  Her heart leapt in her chest.  “You’re doling out the punishment, mamabear.  It’s whatever you see fit.”

“Kitchen knives are unsanitary,” Elsha went on.  As she spoke, a sound like cracking plastic shot through the room.  

Blindfolded, Julie had little sense of where Elsha was standing.  She squirmed on the couch, rubbing her thighs together in hopes of getting off a little on the pressure.  “What are you up to?” she asked when all she could hear was a slight flicking sound from somewhere in the room.

“I won’t cut you with a knife,” Elsha repeated.  Her speech was tortoise-slow.  She drew out every syllable, and it made Julie crazy.  “The last thing I want is for you to get an infection.  Real cutters use razor blades.  Didn’t you know that?”

As she stared into the microcosm of stars swirling before he eyes, Julie’s mind reeled.  Was Elsha going to do it?  “No, I didn’t know that,” she said.  “How did you know that?”

Elsha’s skirt swished until Julie could feel her looming over the couch.  “Saw it on TV.  You’d learn a lot if you’d only watch a documentary or two between your police dramas.”

An icy rectangle met her belly.  It was metal—that much, Julie could tell.  She knew what it must be, but still asked, “What’s that?”

“That’s the blade,” Elsha said.  “You crack open a new safety razor and take out the blade.  It’s sterile.  That’s what you cut with.”

Julie could feel her pussy drooling in anticipation.  Her muscles throbbed for action.  “Do it,” she said.  Above her head, her hands started to tremble.  She’d grab that razor blade herself if Elsha didn’t get a move on.  “Cut me.  Come on, just grab the thing and fucking do it, already!”  

The blade seemed to bounce on her stomach as she writhed, but Elsha removed it before it could do any harm.  “Patience,” she said in a whisper.  “The waiting is the best part, Julie.  You’re impetuous, you’re rash, and you speak out of turn.”  The more Elsha said, the softer she spoke, until it was a strain to make out her words.  “If you want me to hurt you, to cut you, you must be willing to wait.”

But Julie wasn’t willing.  Her body screamed for the pain.  “Just do it.  I need it now.”

Elsha’s skirt met the loveseat with a soft thump.  

“Don’t fucking sit down, you...”  Julie didn’t call her a bitch.  That wouldn’t have helped her case.  “Get over here and cut me up!”

Elsha switched on the radio and scanned until she found a classical music station.  “Ah, Debussy!  Don't you love his impressionistic composition style?  It’s so soothing.”

“God!” Julie cried as she writhed on the couch.  There was nothing keeping her in the room.  She could have gotten up and left...but then there was no chance Elsha would take the blade to her flesh.  Elsha was the cruellest of Dommes. She always made Julie wait. And Julie had no patience.  

But Elsha was right in one regard—the music on the radio calmed Julie down.  Her heart stopped palpitating.  Her muscles relaxed.  Staring into the darkness of her blindfold, she breathed at a normal rate until she felt the base of the couch sink slightly under Elsha’s weight.  

Then, all bets were off.  

“Do it,” she said.  “Cut me up, mamabear.”  The tension returned to her muscles, and she grasped the loose ends of the tea towel securing her wrists.

“Are you absolutely certain?” Elsha asked.

“Yes!  Haven’t I said it, like, forty times?  Yes!”

She felt the blade resting against her skin, right at the base of her belly button.  If she bucked up, the razor would pierce her flesh all at once. She thought about doing it, but in truth, she was afraid.  She wouldn’t be able to see how deep it’d gone in, or how much she was bleeding.  So she gave control over to Elsha, if only in her mind.

Elsha pushed the blade down until it sliced through Julie’s skin.  At first, it didn’t hurt at all.  The pain didn’t kick in until she dragged it slowly down Julie’s belly.  Her muscles were paralyzed with fear.  She couldn’t budge, even as Elsha positioned herself between Julie’s open legs.

“Is it bleeding?” Julie finally asked.  She wasn’t sure she wanted to hear the answer.

Setting a warm palm flat against her pussy, Elsha said, “No, I didn’t go too deep the first time.  Want me to do it again?”

Trepidation gripped Julie by the throat, and still she stammered, “Go deep.”

Elsha held her body still while she pressed the blade to the base of Julie’s navel and slit her belly open. 

Julie gasped—a desperate sort of wheezing gasp.  “Damn it!” she cried before diving at Julie’s stomach and pressing her tongue to it.

“Oh my god!”  Julie cringed in response to Elsha’s reaction.  “What did you do?  Am I bleeding?”

“You’re bleeding,” Elsha said, licking the length of her belly again and again.

“Is it bad?”

Pressing her palm to the wound, Elsha squeezed Julie’s pussy lips together hard and her veins flowed with a confused mix of pleasure and anxiety.  Still, the fact that Elsha hadn’t responded worried her.

“Is it bad?” Julie asked again.  The pressure on her belly lifted with Elsha’s hand, and now all Julie felt was the sting of the wound and Elsha’s fingers as they crept inside her wet pussy.  “Well?”

“It’s all right,” Elsha said with a sigh.  “But it’s deeper than I’d intended.  I went at it too fast.  I should have taken my time.”

Julie took a deep breath, which spiked when she felt Elsha’s thumb on her clit.  That thumb moved in circles, drawing Julie’s bud erect as her fingers stroked the depths.  

“Okay, well...”  Julie’s brain was already fried from fear.  “Take your time, then.  Christ, I don’t want you to fucking kill me.”

As she licked Julie’s stomach, Elsha moved her fingers slowly inside her open cunt.  Julie felt her body writhing, her breath rising and falling, and her whims take on new fancies as Elsha scored shallow gashes along her side.  The pain felt nearly as good as the pleasure.  Maybe better.  She couldn’t yet tell which was more intense.  

When Julie raised her hips to greet the circling thumb, Elsha withdrew from her pussy.  Elsha fluttered like a blossom on the wind until her mouth found the V of Julie’s thighs.  Pressing her palm against the major injury along Julie’s stomach, she said, “Some blood trickled down.”  

Elsha licked Julie’s pussy lips and her whole body shuddered.  “Oh god,” Julie said, her breath flitting from her chest.  A bolt of worry shot through her veins.  “I’m bleeding that much?”

Without offering the faintest reply, Elsha sucked her throbbing clit between full lips.  Julie thrust without thinking—that was her Pavlovian response to feeling the most sensitive part of her body inside Elsha’s warm, wet mouth.  The stars in her field of vision swirled off into galaxies as she pressed her pussy in tight circles against Elsha’s face.  The cuts all over her stomach pinched every time she moved, but the sharp twinges couldn’t dissuade her from building pleasure on pain.  

Julie planted her feet against the cushions.  When she’d lifted her ass far enough off the couch, Elsha dragged some juice down to Julie’s asshole and slowly pushed her fingertip inside.  That set off Julie’s tripwire, and she bucked against Elsha’s sucking mouth.  

Elsha pushed down harder on Julie’s stomach as she devoured Julie’s clit.  Her finger remained steady inside Julie’s hole, and Julie’s assring gripped and clung to it as the wave took over.  She came loud and proud, her body jutting and trembling.  Her toes stayed curled even after she’d settled down on the couch.  For a moment, all she could do was breathe and mutter, “Oh god, mamabear...”

Elsha disentangled her body from Julie’s and untied her wrists first.  “Do me a favour and press down on your cut while I take off your blindfold.”

As droplets trickled from the edges of her wound, Julie pressed her palm flat against it.  The pain had dulled to a subdued ache, but it still felt better when she applied pressure.  

“Will you be upset with me if there’s a scar?”

Julie’s heart trembled.  This sort of play always made her feel happy, unified and bonded with her girl.  “Why would I be upset?” she chuckled.  “It was my idea, for Christ’s sake!”  

“I know,” Elsha replied.  The moment she’d removed the makeshift blindfold, Julie’s gaze darted to her belly.  She lifted her hand to check out the damage.  

But there was none.  

She looked back and forth between her stomach and her hand, searching for any sign of blood.  

Nothing.  

No sign of cuts or scratches, and the razor blade rested clean on the glass tabletop.

Tossing the tea towels over her shoulders, Elsha offered a mischievous grin.  She stuck out her pinky finger to show Julie its long, sharp nail.  Before Julie could think how to respond, Elsha pressed the nail to the underside of Julie’s arm and dragged it down the length.  

“Jesus fuck!” Julie cried, grasping the new wound.  “That hurts like hell.”  Of course, there was no cut.  Elsha’s fingernail didn’t even leave a red mark in its wake.

Elsha loomed like a cunning fox over the couch.  “If you want to be my sub,” she said, “I’m going to dominate you my way.”
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Blood Money
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The splintered door opened a crack, and a hoarse voice asked, “Are you my whore?”

Crossing her arms in front of her chest, Charlotte rolled her eyes, praying this wouldn’t take long.  “Yeah, whatever, just let me inside.”  

The bloodletting hadn’t even begun, and already she felt drained!

When the door closed in Charlotte’s face, she gazed this way and that around the corridor.  The paisley gold walls looked like they’d been papered back in the seventies—the eighteen seventies—and hadn’t been attended to since.  The burnt-out sconces were more cobwebbed than the ones burning with subtle shame, but everything in this building felt dirty.  

After a moment of terse silence from the inhabitant in the ether, the metal bolt unlatched and the door opened wide.

Standing just inside the candlelit apartment was a pale young woman.  Her wild orange hair looked like it hadn’t seen a wash in as many years as the wallpaper in the hallway.  Even so, the girl was stunning.  She wore a short skirt made of torn lace held together with three velvet ribbons.  Under heavy black boots, she had on ripped cherry-red fishnet stockings to match opera-length fingerless gloves.  But what really drew Charlotte’s eye was the black PVC corset with red ornamental lacing on either side.  

The girl’s tits nearly burst out the top like two scoops of vanilla ice cream.

Even as Charlotte threw her head back and laughed at the freaky chick in the apartment, she couldn’t deny the pulses surging between her thighs.  Her pussy throbbed for those tits.  They were nothing short of spectacular: smooth, pale, and without a single blemish.

Lucrezia’s crimson lips pursed.  “What, precisely, do you find so amusing?”

Setting her palm against her cheek, Charlotte shook her head.  “Girl, it’s the whole getup.”

“You know why you’re here,” Lucrezia snapped.  “Who did you expect, Titania Queen of the Fairies?”

Grabbing Charlotte by the wrist, Lucrezia pulled her inside the darkened flat and slammed the door with such force a few of the candles blew out.  

Charlotte’s heart quieted in her chest while her breath hid deep his inside her lungs.  She thought she could laugh this off, but a chill ran up her spine.  When she caught sight of the old-school dentist’s chair and the needles and the blood pouches and rubber tubing, laughter escaped her body like the sweat beading at the small of her back.  She stared into Lucrezia’s cleavage with a sense of speculative awe.

Lucrezia wrapped ten fingers around the straps of Charlotte’s knapsack and eased it from her back.  The specter of a redhead stepped in so close Charlotte could almost feel those corset-cloaked tits against her own.  Red lips hovered kissably close as Lucrezia slid Charlotte’s backpack to the floor.  Her heart raced like a frightened rabbit. 

Why had she answered an online classified?  What kind of damn fool situation had she gotten herself into?  

No good could come of a woman named Lucrezia.

“Goddamn heavy textbooks.”  Charlotte snickered with nerves. If university didn’t cost so dang much she wouldn’t have to submit to this nonsense.  “For the price you pay for books, they ought to carry themselves.”

Making no reply, Lucrezia pressed her supple body against Charlotte’s and let the bag tumble to the ground. Lips, chin, nose, cheek—Lucrezia’s flesh was nearly upon hers when Charlotte arrived at a stunning realization.

“I know where I’ve seen you before—you work the deli counter at that big-ass supermarket down the street!”  

Charlotte’s laughter was unmistakably mocking.  The image of this scary chick in a meat smock and hair net broke the sexual fear-tension, only to generate a visible rigidity in Lucrezia’s ghostly body.

In her big boots, Lucrezia stormed to the dentist’s chair near the floor-to-ceiling windows.  “One does what one must to satiate a thirst for blood.”

Lucrezia?

“Hey, I thought your name tag said Tiffany.  Is that your real name?  Tiffany?”

Her voice turned every bit as ice-cold as her gaze.  “I’m not paying you my hard-earned cash to be insulted.  Now sit down and shut up.”

Charlotte could go on teasing and tormenting, but Vampira was right: she was shelling out good money for blood.  The least Charlotte could do was cut the lip.  

Under Lucrezia’s masterful gaze, she crept toward the old vinyl chair exploding with stuffing and climbed into it.  

Once she’d set herself down, Charlotte felt more horizontal than she’d anticipated.  As blood rushed to her head, she felt a buzzing sensation in her brain, like she’d eaten a tuna roll with way too much wasabi.  

She shook her head, but the sensation wouldn’t quit.

Looking down from above, Lucrezia offered a cunning smile.  “Problem?”

“No,” Charlotte whispered.  

She felt strange now.  Rubbing her face with both hands, she asked herself if giving this woman her blood was a smart move.  

Duh!  No, it wasn’t.  

But would she do it?  

Duh!  Yes, she needed the money.

When she shifted her hands away from her eyes, Lucrezia stood at her side with a swab drenched in iodine.  “Roll up your sleeve.”

Charlotte tried to follow the naughty nurse’s instruction, but her shirtsleeves were too tight to roll.  She fumbled, looking up in dismay at impatient Lucrezia.  “I can’t.”

Cocking her head, Lucrezia offered a seductive smirk.  “Then take off your top.”

Shouldn’t Charlotte have hesitated before tearing out of her shirt?  She felt like a woman possessed as she tossed it on to the floor and sat back in only her jeans and a black bra.  

The slits in the vinyl chair scratched her bare back, but Charlotte felt too disconnected from her body to care.  She was hypnotized by Lucrezia’s hand as it traced iodine around the inside of her elbow.

“It doesn’t show up on you like it does on white skin,” Lucrezia mused, staring down at her arm.

Charlotte might have surged with indignation under other conditions, but the nail-polish-remover scent of the iodine made her too dizzy to react.  Anyway, Vampira was right—her skin was too dark to be tinted red.

When Lucrezia pulled out a length of rubber, Charlotte felt hot all over.  Her pussy seemed to explode with wet heat, to the point where her jeans chafed her thighs. 

Before Lucrezia could get anywhere near her arm with that tubing, she’d unbuttoned, unzipped, and pushed her pants down past her hips.

“Help me,” Charlotte begged.  

Why was she doing this?  Any of this?  It wasn’t her.  

“Take them off,” Charlotte said.  “Get them off!”

Charlotte kicked off her shoes while Lucrezia ripped her jeans from her legs.  Pale tits jiggled in that PVC corset as Lucrezia struggled against moist denim.  

Once her jeans had settled on the floor, Charlotte felt considerably less sweaty, but her flesh still burned at the sight of Lucrezia’s.

In a swirling daze, Charlotte mumbled, “Blood whore,” and laughed.  That’s what she would become if she went through with this: a woman who sells her body for money.  

All the education in the world couldn’t change what she was about to do.

“I’m going to tie this tubing around your arm,” Lucrezia explained.  

The voice sounded distant and contorted, but the snap of rubber against her skin brought Charlotte surging back to reality.

The phantom woman stroked Charlotte’s forearm slowly.  Lucrezia’s fingers felt cold against her blazing skin, and she closed her eyes to enjoy the massage.  When she opened them again, Charlotte was shocked to spot her own fingers stroking her clit overtop of her black panties.  

What the hell was she doing?  Masturbating half-naked in a circa-1950 dentist’s chair while a ghostly butcher hovered over her with a needle in hand?  

This could not be real life.  It had to be a dream.

But, despite her surprise at her own behavior, Charlotte didn’t stop stroking her wet pussy.  She let her fingers move around her clit in sloppy circles as Lucrezia set a cold needle against her flesh.

“You’re going to do it now?” she asked as Lucrezia tapped a finger against the soft skin inside her elbow.

Lucrezia nodded.  Her countenance was utter concentration while she inserted the sharp metal into Charlotte’s vein.  

Charlotte gasped. Her body buzzed and a listless scream caught like a fishbone in her throat.  She shook out her fingers and her toes.  She flicked her head side to side.  Waves of giddy warmth passed through her core even as her stomach tossed.

“Don’t fidget,” Lucrezia commanded, though not unsympathetically.  

No doubt she’d seen a number of blood whores through this process.  

She grabbed both Charlotte’s hands.  

Climbing on top of her and straddling her thighs, Lucrezia pressed the backs of Charlotte’s wrists flat against the chair.

Layers of lace wisped against Charlotte’s thighs.  Boots brushed her calves.  When she looked up, all she could see were white tits struggling to remain cleavage.  

If only Lucrezia would lean a little farther forward, her breasts would tumble out of that corset.  Her tight pink nipples would fall into Charlotte’s mouth and Charlotte would suck, suck, suck like a babe.

Lucrezia placed her palm flat against Charlotte’s.  “Squeeze my hand.  Squeeze it in pulses.”

Charlotte struggled to follow instruction.  She happened to glimpse her ruby blood flowing down a tube and into a pouch on some kind of machine that teeter-tottered the viscous fluid back and forth.  Her body vibrated with a frenzied feeling of apprehension.  

What good did it do to worry now?  She was in it.  Deep inside.  Though her whole left arm felt limp, she closed her fingers around Lucrezia’s gloved palm and pressed it.

“Good,” Lucrezia whispered.  She bent down low to put her hot breath in Charlotte’s ear.  “Good girl.”

“Please.”  The words came out of nowhere, but they were undeniably Charlotte’s.  “Let me suck your tits.”

Burbling with a generous brand of laughter, Lucrezia dug her breasts out of her PVC corset.  She never let go of Charlotte’s hand, even as she pressed an erect pink bud to Charlotte’s mouth.

Charlotte squeezed Lucrezia’s hand as she let that hard nipple slide between her lips.  She circled her tongue around it before licking up and down.  

Lucrezia’s breast was unbelievably soft.  

Charlotte had never before seen skin so paper-white.  Her breath bounced in her chest.  She felt blood pulsing out through her arm even as it surged down to her pussy.  

She sucked that gorgeous nipple, and the warm sensation in her core urged her to wrap bare legs around Lucrezia’s boots and buck her hips up against the lace layers of that tattered skirt. She needed to feel pressure against her pulsating clit.

“Please,” she begged, squeezing Lucrezia’s hand tight.  She tried to hold back, but her head rolled side to side on the chair.  “Oh, I need it...”

Charlotte wasn’t quite sure what she needed, but Lucrezia seemed to know.  

Descending between Charlotte’s thighs without releasing their handhold, the white ghoul pressed her chin against Charlotte’s clit.  Even through a layer of wet satin, the motion of Lucrezia’s chin as she opened and closed her mouth pushed just the right button.

With Lucrezia’s soft breasts between her knees, Charlotte pressed her legs together just a touch.  That supple flesh drove a frenzy of excitement through her veins until her blood surged out of her body and into the pouch beside her chair.  Her extremities tingled.

What kind of whore demanded gratification?

“Please.”  Charlotte ran the fingers of her right hand through Lucrezia’s wild hair.  “Eat me.”

Without hesitation, Lucrezia pressed her tongue flat against the satin crotch of Charlotte’s panties.  She took one long lick, looking up at Charlotte from behind heavy eye makeup.  There was a smile in her green eyes.  It was a look of utter adoration.  Of worship, even.  

In that moment, Charlotte understood: “I feed you.”

“Yes,” Lucrezia hissed, pulling down Charlotte’s black panties.

“I give you what you need.”

Lucrezia nodded even as she dove at Charlotte’s pussy.  With a fierce moan, she licked Charlotte’s wet slit hot and rough.  She was an animal—a pale, redheaded tiger, destroying the sizzling flesh of Charlotte’s snatch.  

The woman went wild. 

Shaking her head side to side, Lucrezia slurped Charlotte’s engorged clit into her mouth and sucked the life out of it.  

Charlotte’s insides trembled and quivered.  Her blood flowed fast and her heart pumped faster.  She bucked her hips toward Lucrezia’s face, gliding her wet pussy across the gorgeous girl’s lips.

As Lucrezia slurped and sucked and licked Charlotte’s pussy, Charlotte lost control over her hips.  It seemed terribly rude of her, but she watched herself coat Lucrezia’s cheeks and chin with juice.  

Clear pussy nectar dripped from the tip of Lucrezia's nose as she ate Charlotte’s snatch in rampant sips and gulps.  That tongue drove Charlotte out of her mind and very nearly out of her body.  

Charlotte squeezed the collector’s hand in raging pulses, though her arms felt weak as water.  Her life force ebbed and flowed, pulsing with sexual surges and draining with the loss of blood.  

As fast as Lucrezia gifted her with energy, it slipped out through her arm.

Still, the wave built stronger inside her core.  Her thighs trembled with her oncoming orgasm.  She couldn’t keep herself from slamming them closed against Lucrezia’s ears.  

Nothing could stop the pallid specter.  

Lucrezia licked and lapped at Charlotte’s slit until the familiar flourish of warmth overtook her.  Charlotte hopped on the dentist’s chair.  Her body surged upward.  Her stomach tumbled as her pussy went into spasm.  She quaked under a barrage of unending kisses.

When she couldn’t handle any more, Charlotte opened her legs and pressed Lucrezia’s head away from her clit.  “Please,” she begged.  “Please, no more.”

With a dizzy smile, Lucrezia tumbled to the floor.  Her pale tits bounced outside her corset as she pulled herself up against the large chair.  Wiping pussy juice from her face, she gazed at Charlotte’s pillow of a blood pouch and rushed to shut down the operation.  

When Lucrezia extracted the needle, Charlotte watched her blood pool at the site.

“This is the essence of you,” Lucrezia said, letting a drizzle of blood from the rubber tubing course down Charlotte’s arm.

The blood was hot.  Red.  It was redder than anything she’d seen dripping across her flesh.  She’d never have imagined feeling aroused as she watched another person drinking her blood, but when Lucrezia bent to lick the trail, Charlotte’s exhausted pussy tingled.  

Was it a revolting sight, or was it the most beautiful mingling of souls she’d ever experienced?

Lucrezia sucked the injection site and Charlotte went limp watching.  She was horrified on a certain level, but on a more immediate and more sensual level, she’d never felt more attracted to a woman.

“I’m inside of you now,” Charlotte said.  She understood.  She’d never understood before, but she did now.  “I’m inside you.”

Red lips kissed the bleeding site.  A thirsty tongue licked the thick, warm fluid.  When Lucrezia was satiated, she cleaned the spot and sealed it with cotton and gauze before climbing into the dentist’s chair. 

Lucrezia’s breath had a metallic tang as it warmed Charlotte’s cheek.  Cold pink nipples pressed against her hot brown flesh. She couldn’t have moved if she wanted to—but she didn’t want to. 

Lucrezia ran an adoring tongue up Charlotte’s neck, and there was no place else she’d rather be.

Charlotte would come again.  Money, no money, it didn’t matter.  She’d give again.  

Again and again.  

All for Lucrezia, whose body surged with her dark essence.  

Charlotte had come to this place a blood whore, but she’d leave a vampire.
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Turn Your Back to the Woods
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Morgana’s a woman who knows her worth.  She doesn’t consider herself any less valuable than she did as a peppy teen, or a fresh-faced twenty-something, or throughout her beauteous thirties, or forties, or fifties.

She stands tall. She holds her own.  She wears her silver hair in a ponytail so long it brushes her hips.  

Young models flock to her.  Of course they do—she’s a photographer of note.  But models don’t hold Morgana’s interest anymore.  

Her work is her world. 

This is not to say she prefers loneliness over company.  Morgana adores company.  But it has to be the right company.

It has to be Rose.

Some might say it’s an abuse of power, a photographer Morgana’s age taking her young assistant to bed.  Perhaps this is true.  Perhaps it is not.  Morgana doesn’t concern herself with other people’s perceptions. 

As an applicant, Rose stood out among fawning hipsters.  A Black girl with albinism stands out in any crowd.  Rose’s skin is light and freckled, her hair bleach-orange.  She wears the thickest glasses Morgana has ever seen, due to the fact that she is legally blind—another stand-out quality for a photographer’s assistant.  

And a photographer, herself.  

Rose is quite accomplished, not that she would tell you so.  During interviews, Rose was the only candidate who brought bashful and self-effacing to the table.  These are qualities Morgana finds generally unappealing, but she can’t help feeling attracted to Rose’s pureness of character.

For her age, Rose is an eager and experienced lover.  Much as Morgana hates to admit this, it was Rose who made the first move—working late one night in Morgana’s penthouse flat.  Rose had a way of insisting, and Morgana could not deny herself the pleasure. 

They travel together, make love in assorted locales, and slumber at each other’s sides.  It is for this reason Morgana knows young Rose has trouble sleeping.  Falling asleep, staying asleep.  She experiences her fair share of body pains, as well as anxieties that can be treated, with some success, by a powerful orgasm.

But there are nights when even the worthiest of orgasms isn’t enough.

Morgana rises out of bed when the clock strikes three.

The witching hour.  

“Come with me,” Morgana pleads.

“Where?” Rose asks.  “We’re in the middle of the woods.”

True enough.  They are surrounded by trees.  When Morgana needs to get away, she escapes to this remote cabin she’s owned—and kept secret—for many years.  Rose is among the rare few ever to grace its solid planks.  What comfort to have the girl here.  

If only their serene surroundings helped Rose to sleep. 

“Trust me.”  Morgana slides effortlessly into black leather pants.  She pairs them with a silky white blouse.  “I know a place.”

When Rose reaches for something to wear, Morgana says, “No.”

Rose doesn’t seem to understand.  “No what?  No clothes?”

“Precisely.”

Grabbing her glasses from the bedside table, Rose asks, “Where are we going that you don’t need clothes?”

“You don’t need clothes,” Morgana clarifies.  “I’m already dressed.  Anyway, we’re not going far.  You’ll see.  It’s exciting out there, in the dark.”

“Out where?  The forest?”

“Precisely.”

Rose shivers, even though the night is mild.  It’s been one of those wondrous days in autumn where the leaves have already abandoned their trees, and yet the summer’s intense heat has returned with a vengeance.  Daytime can be most unpleasant, particularly in the city, but night-time in the woods is divine. 

Sliding out of bed, Rose asks, “What if I don’t want to?”

“If you don’t want to, I can’t compel you.”  Morgana uses her most luscious voice to say, “But I certainly hope you’ll take a risk.”

“A risk?  What risk?  Where are we going?  Why can’t I put clothes on?”

Morgana grabs her camera bag and says, “I want to shoot you.”

Rose gasps.  “No!”

“With my camera,” Morgana chuckles.

Rose releases a bloodcurdling scream and cries, “No!!!”  

She tumbles face-first into bed while Morgana laughs heartily.  “I’ll let you wear my boots—how about that?”

Despite the comedy act, Morgana can sense Rose’s anxiety.  Her young assistant is capable of seeing shapes and some features in sunny conditions, but in the forest, guided only by moonlight?  Seeing the path ahead will be a challenge.  

Morgana knows her way through the woods, but this will be a trust exercise, for Rose.

“I don’t know about this.”  Rose arches from bed and puts on her glasses.  “Is it really such a good idea?”

“Anxiety prevents you from sleeping?” 

Rose nods.

“Yet anxiety is all in the mind.”

Rose grumbles.  “I don’t know about that...”

“There are physical symptoms, I understand, but your fears originate in that dark forest of synapses.  Your fears can’t truly harm you.”

“I beg to differ,” Rose says.

“Fears could lead one to harm oneself, but fear is not a cougar.  Fear is not a black bear.  Fear cannot leap, fully formed, from your consciousness, to tear through skin and crush bone.”

Rose appears terrified.  “But outside?  In the forest?”

“Anything can happen, in the forest.”

Morgana slides her feet into unsuitable shoes, and tosses her boots to Rose.  Without a word, Rose grabs these and slips off the bed.  Morgana leads the way toward the cabin door.  She doesn’t need to turn to know Rose is following.

She opens the door to the night and breathes in the musty, sun-warmed scent of autumn.

“Won’t there be bugs?” Rose asks as she puts on the boots.

“Not so late in the season.  They died off during the cold snap, when the leaves changed shade.”

“But it’s hot again now.”

“It’s hot, yes, but it isn’t spring.”

“How do the bugs know?”

Morgana hasn’t the answer to this question.  She provides only silence.

Rose grabs her hand, but Morgana leads the way only as far as the trailhead.  When they arrive at this place, where the clearing gives way to dark forest, she asks, “How does it feel to be naked out of doors?”

“Strange,” Rose admits.  “I’m only doing it because I’m with you.  There’s no one else I trust enough to be this vulnerable with.”

The compliment warms Morgana’s heart.

The sentiment won’t last long.

“I want you to lead the way,” Morgana says.

“But I don’t know where I’m going.”

“There are no choices on this trail.  You follow the path ahead, or you return to the cabin.  These are your only options.”

Rose says nothing.  She cautiously puts one foot in front of the other.  

“Can you see?” Morgana asks.

“A little.  Not really.”

A relatable sentiment.  Thankfully, the autumn night seems brighter than a summer night would.  With so many leaves fallen to the ground, moonlight carves a path all the way to the forest floor.  

As they disrupt the crispy carpet underfoot, their footfalls echo and resound through the woods.  Every step ricochets off every tree—the birches and maples and oaks and pines, the crab apple tree whose overripe fruit fills their nostrils with a super-sweet, somewhat alcoholic aroma.

Crickets surround them with comforting chirps.  Absolute silence would be harder to stomach.  Morgana needs noise always, whether it be music or crickets or the cacophony of sirens slicing through midtown traffic. 

“How do you feel?” she asks, watching Rose move cautiously in the moonlight.

“Actually good,” Rose replies.  “There’s something really empowering about being out here, all alone in the dark.”

“All alone but for me.”

“Alone together, I meant.  We’re alone, just the two of us.  That kind of alone.”

Even though they’re whispering, their voices fill the forest.  The crickets shush temporarily, but their chirping swells when the humans are once again silent.

“Are you cold?” Morgana asks.

“No.  Are you?”

“No.”

They continue slowly down the path of pleasant moonlit darkness. Until they come to a clearing.

Morgana is expecting this.  

Rose is not.

With a shriek, Rose grabs for Morgana, catching hold of her silk blouse and holding the fabric as a child would.  “What is this place?”

“Calm yourself,” Morgana chides.  “Have you never seen a playground before?”

“Is that what this is?” Rose asks.  And then, “Why?  Why would this exist in the middle of a forest?  Why is it here?  A playground for ghosts?”

Morgana senses wave after wave of panic coming off Rose’s skin.  This is good.  This is real.  This is fear.

“It was built at the turn of the last century—long before health and safety regulations came to exist.  There were mines not far from here, and where there are mines there are miners.  And where there are miners, families tend to crop up.  This playground was built to occupy the children before they could be put to work, with their fathers.  But the mines have long since closed, and the old playground has been taken over by nature.  I’m not sure if you can see all the vines growing up the play structure, and taking over the swings.”

“Is that what I’m looking at?”  Rose takes two steps closer, clearly fascinated by the spooky locale.  She walks all the way to the swing set and cautiously touches the rusty chain links.  “This place has got tetanus written all over it.”

Unzipping her camera bag, Morgana says, “Turn your back to the woods and your face to me.”

Rose whips her head around, giving Morgana a gorgeous view of the girl’s ample backside as well as her cupid-like face.  “You’re not taking pictures of me...”

“Certainly I am.  Your skin looks radiant in the moonlight.”

Rose rolls her eyes.  “If you say so.”

“I do indeed.  Now turn fully for me and climb up on that swing.  I want you crouching upon it as you hold those chains.”

Rose cringes visibly.  “They’re so rusty, Morg, I swear to god!”

“Models don’t whine.”

“I’m not a model.”

“You are tonight.”

Rose fights a blush as she says, “No I’m not.”

Still, she does what’s requested of her: she makes her way to the other side of the swing so her naked body faces Morgana.  She cringes as she wraps both hands around the rusty chains.  This must be done before she can step onto the seat and pull herself into a crouching position.

Her body blooms in the moonlight.  

Morgana takes one step back, which cannot be accomplished discretely on a blanket of dry leaves.  Rose’s spine straightens, and she blurts out an alarmed, “Where are you going?”

“Nowhere,” Morgana replies.  “Just widening the shot.”

She’s never seen Rose’s skin glow like this, like a ghost.  Pooled in moonlight, set against a backdrop of dense forest, and coupled with rust, Rose makes a magnificent subject.  Her fear is palpable when Morgana steps back again.

“Where are you?” she asks.  “I can’t see you.  Don’t leave me alone out here.”

Rose must be trembling, because the swing set creaks at the top, where the chains meet the high metal bar.  Playgrounds of this era look more like child prisons than sources of fun, and this one is not at all softened by the plant life entwining itself around rusted metal.  The vines look practically carnivorous, especially at this time of year, when they can’t seem to decide whether they should be living or dead.  

Rose reacts to every squeak, every squeal.  Morgana can feel her heart racing, feel Rose’s fear like it’s her own.  Maybe that’s what it is to love someone: caring so much about that person’s wellbeing you empathize with their anxieties.  

A noise in the woods snaps Morgana’s spine as straight as Rose’s.  Branches crack off to her left, Rose’s right.  Footsteps.  Could those be footsteps?  No.  And yet what do they sound like?  Footsteps in the forest.  

Rose seems so fearful she can’t move, can’t speak.  But who is Morgana to throw stones?  Her heart hammers her ribs.  A drum beats in her ear.  She can’t silence this rush of blood thundering through her body.  All she can hear over this mortifying sound is the crack of branches off to the left.  Beyond the wall of trees.  Deep in the woods, and yet approaching.  Approaching.

“It’s a ghost!” Rose whispers, clinging to the rusty chains.  “The ghost of a miner!  What else could it be?”

Morgana assures her, “A ghost can’t hurt you.” 

“If he has a pickaxe, he can!”

“It isn’t a ghost,” Morgana says, but at this point she’s not so sure.

“Well, what if it’s a man?”

“I can save you from a man.” 

“A man with a shotgun?  How would you save me from a man with a shotgun?  You couldn’t.  You can’t!”

“I’ll find a way.”

More footsteps resound from the forest.  Not so deep anymore.  Getting closer.  Approaching steadily.  A man would have spoken by now.  No, that’s not true.  A man would stay silent, then brutally attack.  She doesn’t know what a ghost would do. 

They should run.  Morgana knows they should run, but she can’t find the words.  She can’t produce words.  She can’t speak.

Leaves crackle, twigs snap.  

Whatever it is, it’s coming closer to the forest’s edge.

Whatever it is, it’s silenced the crickets.

Rose’s fear is palpable across the expanse as she whimpers, “Morgana?”

A form emerges from the forest, low down, near the ground.  A crawling ghost?  A slithering man?

No, neither.  Not a man, not a ghost, but a startling red fox.  There’s white around its eyes and white around its muzzle.  A furry brown collar to match the tip of its tail.  Apart from that, almost entirely orange.  A treat to behold, especially in the moonlight.

Rose jumps to her feet, so she’s standing on the swing.  She looks ready to climb those rusty chains to heaven. 

Morgana no longer feels the girl’s fear.  She feels ebullient, seeing this sight, this cosmic vision in the forest.  She snaps picture after picture.  Who could resist, when the fox wanders so close to the swing set it could practically lick Rose’s toes? 

The fox looks curiously up at Rose.  She gazes down at the creature with more than mild apprehension—in fact, she looks about ready to leave her body.  Her beautiful, naked body.  The tension in her muscles is amplified by the moonlight.  With the creepy, overgrown playground in the background, these shots are sure to win awards.

As for the fox, it doesn’t appear frightened in the least.  It makes its way across the playground and disappears into the woods.  Many moments go by before Rose’s shoulders relax. 

“You see?” Morgana asks.  “Not a ghost, not a man.”

Rose offers a cheeky grin, and says, “You were scared too.”

“Out of fear comes great art.  I got some incredible shots of you and that fox.”

Hopping down from the swing, Rose says, “Hand me your camera and take off your clothes.  Don’t be afraid.  It’s my turn to shoot.”
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