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It had been
almost a week since Theodore had tasted the blood of his last
victim. A new vampire hunter, young and virile, had chased him
across what seemed like half the continent.

By day,
Theodore hid from the scorching light of the sun wherever he could
find shelter. By night, he moved quickly across the land, trying to
make up for the time he spent waiting and sleeping fitfully in the
day.

He had been
unable to sleep that day, holed up in an old, abandoned barn.
Instead, he hid in some shadows and watched as the light coming in
through the broken boards and windows slowly moved across the
floor. When the sun finally dipped below the horizon, Theodore, his
body demanding blood, stepped through the doorway and into the cool
night air. The fields around the barn had been long unused, and
tall grass gently swayed in the breeze.

Theodore eyed
the grass warily. Anything could be hiding in there. His
supernaturally-enhanced senses could feel living things all around.
The thudding of their hearts was almost too much for him to bear.
Some of their hearts beat rapidly, like those of small animals
scurrying about. The hearts of larger beasts, and those of men,
beat more slowly.

Head slightly
cocked, Theodore listened for the slow beat that might signal the
vampire slayer lying in wait for him. When he didn’t hear it, a
smile crossed his handsome features.

Drinking the
blood of an animal wasn’t ideal, but he’d live. With his light
step, it would be no trouble at all to sneak up to his unsuspecting
victim.

Getting back
into a city would be nice. All those people, the beautiful men and
women just waiting to be plucked like ripe fruit...

“Demon,”
someone said behind him.

A shock
thrilled up Theodore’s back as he spun around to face his attacker.
It was the vampire slayer. He held a flask of what was probably
holy water in one hand, and the other clutched a small crossbow
currently trained on Theodore’s chest, waiting for the trigger
squeeze that would send an arrow through his heart.

“You!”
Theodore snarled. “How did you find me? How did you hide from me?”
He was helpless and he knew it. Theodore just wanted some answers
before he was slain.

The vampire
hunter smirked at him. He really was a handsome young man, with
well-developed muscles and a masculine face. He was young, too. Not
like those old men that seemed to gravitate toward the profession.
Theodore realized that his thirst for blood was being replaced by a
different feeling as he stared at his killer. It was lust, a
powerful desire to feel the hunter’s warm flesh against his own.
His cock stiffened a little in his pants as he thought about
it.

“Simple,” the
hunter said, “I simply made my heart beat faster. I know you can
hear it, the blood. A city dweller like you has no concept of how
to move without notice in the country. I could have killed you a
dozen times by now, but your desperate attempts to escape amuse
me.”

Theodore
snarled. The young pup was insulting him! He crouched slightly, his
muscles contracted like a coiled spring, ready to throw him at his
hunter in one last, desperate attempt to escape his fate.

The hunter saw
this movement. He raised his crossbow a little more to show it.

“Try it.
You’ll be dust before you touch the ground.”

No one had
ever treated Theodore this way before. It made Theodore even more
aroused. Finding someone who didn’t just cower when they knew his
true nature was so rare. He relaxed and held his hands up so that
the hunter could see that he offered no resistance. Perhaps,
Theodore thought, there might be an enjoyable way to bring an end
to this hunt.

“Any more
smart remarks before I send you down to hell?” The hunter
asked.

Theodore took
a small step toward the other man. “Yes. What’s your name?”

The hunter
frowned, apparently taken aback by the strange question. “Gerard,”
he said.

“Well, Gerard,
I think there is an arrangement we might come to that would satisfy
us both.” Theodore was glad it was dark. His cock was straining
against his already tight pants. He kept looking Gerard up and
down. Such a handsome man. He knew his type. He hunted vampires for
the thrill of it, the excitement. All he had to do was offer
another form of excitement.

“What?” Gerard
said, lowering his weapon slightly.

Theodore
turned slightly and made a small motion with his head. “This way.
Over here. I’ll show you.”

Gerard replied
with a motion of his own, giving Theodore permission to move. He
needed to get him back to the barn. It would be nicer there.

They walked
back through the field toward the barn. Theodore’s flesh felt
electrified. He wasn’t hungry any longer. All he could think about
was what Gerard would feel like. What sort of sounds would he make?
Did he already know something was up? Did he want it, too? Maybe
he’d refrained from killing Theodore for so long because, on some
level, he knew that he wanted this, too?

Finally, they
reached the door to the barn.

“It’s inside,”
Theodore said.

“Go in,
then.”

Once inside,
Theodore led Gerard to the back of the barn, near the sturdiest
wall. Some moonlight was coming in now, so they’d both be able to
see what was happening.

Theodore came
to a stop. He turned around to face his hunter.

“It’s right
here.”

Gerard
frowned. He looked about. Theodore knew this was his chance; Gerard
had lowered the crossbow in his confusion. He leapt at the hunter.
They both fell to the ground, Gerard screaming, trying to bring his
weapon around.

Just as he
pressed the sharp head of the arrow to Theodore’s chest, Theodore
pressed his lips against Gerard’s.

There was a
clatter as Gerard let go of the crossbow so that he could wrap both
of his arms around Theodore’s body. They rolled around on the
floor, groping at each other’s bodies. Theodore felt one of
Gerard’s strong hands grab his ass and begin squeezing it. Pressed
together like they were, Theodore could feel the hunter’s cock
hardening against his own.



Gerard’s
tongue slid into his mouth. He felt it probe at his fangs, then
move past them, looking for Theodore’s tongue. As their kissing
became more and more passionate, they stopped their rolling around.
Gerard was on top of him now, and they began slowly grinding their
hips together, kissing each other harder and harder.

Theodore ran
his hands all over his lover’s body. Gerard’s muscles felt hard and
shapely beneath his fingers. He ran his hands from the hunter’s
ass, slowly up his back, until the fingers of both hands parted the
hair at the back of his head. With care, Theodore balled his
fingers into fists. He pulled back on Gerard’s head, so that they
had to stop kissing. He kept pulling until Gerard’s head was arched
back as far as it would go, exposing his smooth-shaven neck.

Theodore bared
his teeth and moved his mouth closer and closer to Gerard’s hot
flesh. He could see the blood pumping quickly through the hunter’s
veins. This close, the sound of Gerard’s heart pounded loudly in
Theodore’s ears, calling to him. Looking up, Theodore realized he
could end all of this right then. One bite, that’s all it would
take. He’d be full, and he’d be free.

He could feel
how hard Gerard’s cock was, pressed against his own lips like
that.

Without
another moment’s pause, Theodore pressed his open lips to the
flushed flesh of his lover. He left a trail of wet kisses, running
his sharps fangs along the skin not quite hard enough to cut
it.

Gerard gave a
little moan on top of him. Theodore planted the final kiss when he
reached the bottom of Gerard’s neck, then he relaxed his grip in
the hunter’s hair so that he could move his head freely. Theodore
rested his own head against the hard floor of the barn.

“I could tell
what you were thinking about there, demon,” Gerard said. His eyes
glinted. “You want to suck me, don’t you?”

“Yes,”
Theodore replied.

Gerard
untangled himself from Theodore. He pushed himself lithely up to
his feet and began unbuckling his belt. Theodore could see the long
rod of his cock pressed against the fabric of his pants, waiting to
spring out.

As Gerard
finished unbuttoning and unzipping himself, Theodore rose up onto
his knees so that his face was level with the hunter’s hips. He
grabbed Gerard’s hands and pushed them away before the hunter could
push his pants down. Theodore leaned forward. He bit the fabric
over Gerard’s cock and held it in his teeth without nipping the
hard shaft beneath it. He pulled down with his mouth, slowly
revealing Gerard’s hard dick. It strained, trying to pop out of the
fabric.

Gerard reached
toward his cock, obviously eager to set it free. Theodore reached
up and stopped him.

When about
half of his cock had been revealed, Theodore stopped pulling. He
put his tongue out and slowly ran it along the top of Gerard’s
erection. It felt so warm against his tongue. Gerard sucked in a
breath as he watched.

“Put it in
your mouth, you monster,” the hunter said.

Theodore
reached up and grabbed Gerard’s pants. He drew them down slowly,
until finally the hunter’s cock, thick and hard, stood straight out
from his body. The flesh of the head of his cock was so taut that
it practically shone in the moonlight. With one hand, Theodore
reached up and grabbed the long shaft. Looking up into Gerard’s
eyes, he slowly stroked it up and down in his tight grip.

“Yeah, just
like that...” Gerard said, his mouth hanging open a little and his
eyes almost shut.

When some
precum leaked from the tip of his cock, Theodore leaned forward and
slurped it off. Gerard gave a little jump, as though the touch of
Theodore’s tongue on his cock had sent an electric shock through
his whole body.

Gradually
picking up speed, Theodore jerked the hunter off.

As more precum
leaked from the tip of Gerard’s cock, Theodore used the tips of his
fingers to spread it up and down the length of the hunter’s shaft.
It didn’t take long before his whole cock glistened in the
moonlight. Gerard’s breath came in shuddering gasps, and every few
seconds his whole body shook.

Abruptly,
Theodore stopped jerking his dick. Before Gerard could look down to
see why, the vampire lunged forward with his mouth. Half of
Gerard’s cock rammed into his moist opening.

“Oh God!”
Gerard said.

Theodore held
still for a moment so that the hunter wouldn’t shoot his cum into
his mouth. Then, he began moving his mouth up and down the hunter’s
shaft, leaving it sopping with his spit.

“Yeah, you
like to have something to suck on, don’t you?” Gerard said.

In answer,
Theodore wrapped his hand around the hunter’s shaft and began
jerking him cock into his mouth as he sucked.

He did like
having it in his mouth, all hot and full of the hunter’s blood. He
could feel the hunter’s pulse with his tongue as he slurped up and
down. Soon, strings of spit added to the precum Gerard’s cock was
already wet with. Theodore’s tight grip slid easily along the
entire length of the hard rod.

Theodore
worked his free hand around to Gerard’s ass. He massaged each cheek
as he continued working his cock with his mouth and other hand.
Slowly, he slid his fingertips into the cleft of the hunter’s ass.
A moment later, he felt the tight little pucker of Gerard’s
asshole.

He pushed
against the hole with one finger. Slowly, the tight sphincter gave
way to the pressure and his finger pushed into the hunter’s ass.
When he worked that finger most of the way into his very tight ass,
he started pushing another finger in. Gerard began to moan and
whimper. He rocked his hips back and forth, pushing the head of his
cock against the back of Theodore’s throat.

Finally,
Theodore got both fingers in. He began moving them around, looking
for that special spot. When he found it, he gave it a little
rub.

“Ah!” Gerard
yelled. His cock got rock hard in Theodore’s mouth, and his hips
bucked uncontrollably. Theodore stopped rubbing the spot in his ass
so much. He didn’t want the hunter to come yet.

Soon, he was
able to work three fingers into the other man’s tight hole. His
asshole had relaxed quite a bit by now. He could tell that Gerard
liked having things up his ass, the way he whimpered and wriggled
about whenever Theodore applied a bit of pressure to that sensitive
spot.

When he felt
that the hunter was ready, Theodore stopped sucking and jerking
him. He let go and backed away. Gerard’s cock was absolutely soaked
with his spit. It quivered a little in the night air. The hunter
looked down at him.

“What are you
doing? Keep sucking my cock, you worthless monster.”

Theodore stood
up. Without warning, he shoved Gerard by the shoulders hard enough
to send him falling to the floor. “My turn,” Theodore said,
standing over the hunter, “Get up on your hands and knees. Show me
your hot ass.”

Gerard’s gaze
fell on the crossbow for a moment, then looked back up at the
vampire. Slowly, he turned over onto his stomach and supported his
weight on his hands and knees, just like Theodore had asked.

With one hand,
Theodore pushed on the small of Gerard’s back. His ass arched in
the air. In the moonlight, Theodore could see the hunter’s tight
asshole waiting for him. Theodore undid his own pants and pushed
them down far enough for his own cock and balls to come out. He
spat in one hand and rubbed it over the head of his dick, sending
little tingles up the length of his shaft.

He crouched
down over the hunter so that his cock into the cleft of his ass. He
slid his rod down, keeping it angled with a thumb so that the tip
of his cock touched the little brown pucker he’d spent so much time
loosening up. Before pushing in, he paused. He ran one hand down
the curve of Gerard’s spine, marvelling at the hunter’s fine
muscles. His back had a sheen of sweat to it.

“Tell me you
want it,” Theodore said. He pressed a little harder with his
cock.

“Fuck my
asshole, bloodsucker,” Gerard said over his shoulder. To emphasize
his desire, he pressed back with his hips so that the tip of
Theodore’s cock entered him.

With a smile,
Theodore pushed back. The entire head of his cock pushed into that
tight opening, he left it there for a second, revelling in the
tightness the asshole gripped his member with. He started pushing
again. They both grunted as Theodore’s wet shaft pushed deeper into
Gerard’s hole. The skin of his cock, gripped so tightly, started
bunching up. Theodore clenched his teeth and pushed harder. It felt
so nice in there, it was so nice and warm and firm. Finally, his
cock was two-thirds of the way in.

Theodore
stopped.

Gerard looked
back at him, curious.

Theodore
pulled back, watching the skin on his shaft stop bunching and begin
to loosen. Soon, Gerard’s tight sphincter pulled against the skin
so that it looked like it was stretching. The inside of Gerard’s
ass felt so smooth and moist against the head of his cock. It made
him tingle with pleasure.

When his cock
was most of the way out, Theodore rammed it back in so that his
hips slapped against Gerard’s ass. The hunter let out a loud grunt,
the pulled forward so that Theodore’s cock slid most of the way out
again. Then the hunter rammed his ass back. Theodore got a grip on
Gerard’s hips to fuck him harder. This time, his cock rammed all
the way in. He knew he was touching that special spot with the tip
of his dick, because Gerard’s began bucking in his grip.

He had the
hunter right where he wanted him.

Gerard
clenched and unclenched on the inside, squeezing Theodore’s cock so
hard that he could barely pull back for the next thrust.

Theodore
reached around with one hand and gripped Gerard’s tight shaft. He
began jerking as they fucked.

Gerard looked
over his shoulder, his face strained and his forehead sweaty. “Make
me come, you dirty monster.”

Theodore
jerked faster. Gerard breathed quickly. Theodore could feel his
asshole squeezing tighter, as all the muscles in the hunter’s body
stiffened up. He could feel that tingle of warmth of in his own
cock, could feel his balls tighten up. He wanted them both to come
together.

He jerked and
fucked harder and faster, his cock buzzing with energy. He was past
the point of no return now. He dug his fingers into the flesh of
Gerard’s hip as he came. Cum spurted from his cock into the
hunter’s ass, filling him up. Theodore’s own hips moved of their
own volition, forcing his rock-hard cock deeper. Theodore sucked in
his breath, his eyes squeezed shut, as his whole body shook.

Gerard gasped
and held completely still. The hunter’s cock jumped in Theodore’s
hand as cum shot from the tip onto the barn floor. More and more
spurted out, Gerard grunting each time.

Theodore’s
body relaxed, and it was all he could do to prevent himself from
collapsing into a satisfied heap on the floor. The hunter couldn’t;
his arms and legs gave out and he lay sprawled, panting and
shivering.

Theodore
leaned back on his haunches, surveying his handiwork. The hunter
was so handsome, so vulnerable that he wanted to take him again
right away. But he knew his body wouldn’t allow it. So, he pulled
his pants back up and redid the button. Gerard rolled over onto his
back to he could look at the vampire. Theodore offered him a toothy
grin.

“That was
good. I don’t think I’ll kill you. No, you’re more fun to me warm
and alive. Catch up to me again and you know what will happen.”

“You...
Monster...” Gerard panted.

Theodore
turned around, knowing that Gerard wouldn’t even be able to grab
the crossbow, let alone hold it up. He left the barn, walking into
the night and revelling in his freedom.



cover.jpg
JILLIAN






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



