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I was shouting with glee as Trevor carried me
over the threshold. It didn't matter that it was the doorway to our
hotel room instead of the doorway to the house we would share
together for the rest of our lives. All that mattered was that we
were together. And that we were finally married.

Our parents never wanted it. Our pastor told
us to wait. Even our friends were against it. But Trevor and I knew
we were meant to be together. So as soon as I turned eighteen, we
jumped into his beat up El Camino and made for Vegas. And after
only six hours in town, we were man and wife.

Still holding me in his arms, Trevor spun
around and I threw my head back, letting my dark red hair fan out
as we twirled towards the heart shaped bed. And when my back
touched down on the mattress, the world kept on spinning around me.
But when the dizziness wore off I saw Trevor crawling towards me
across the bed with a hungry look in his eyes. We'd waited for
this. Four torturous years of denial for this one perfect
moment.

"Are you ready Mrs. Boone?" Asked Trevor as
he slid on top of me, with his lips hovering only inches from my
own.

I was smiling so much that my face hurt. "As
ready as I'll ever be, Mr. Boone."

I couldn't wait any longer. With a burst of
energy I gripped Trevor and pulled his lips down to mine. And as
soon as our mouths were locked together, my hands drifted down to
wrestle with the buttons of his shirt. Before we were married, I
was always the one to stop him from going all the way. I wanted him
every time though. But now that there was a ring on my finger,
there was nothing stopping us. I couldn't wait to feel Trevor
inside of me. My whole life had been leading up to this moment.

Trevor wasn't complaining. His hands were as
busy as my own, frantically trying to rip away my second-hand
wedding dress. He didn't even bother trying to find the zipper.
Instead, he just tore the dress down the side and started pulling
me out of the tight fabric. He was an animal, wild and driven by
his most basic urges. And it only made me want him more!

Trevor's lips left mine so he could
concentrate on getting me out of my dress instead. I smiled
devilishly as I tried to pull him back down on top of me but he
just pushed my hands back to the bed and waggled his finger in
front of my face. I bit my lip harshly, letting the pain clear my
head for a moment. I wanted him s badly!

My whole body was screaming for his touch. I
writhed under him as he struggled with my dress. "Hurry Trevor! I'm
sooooo wet right now!"

He looked up at me with his smoky grey eyes,
half hidden from view by locks of his slicked back hair that had
fallen away from his head. His smile, deep and genuine, sent an
army of butterflies into action within my stomach. "Going as fast
as I can. I think they sewed this dress with braided steel or
something." A loud rip filled the air and the cool breeze of the
air conditioner rolled across my skin. "Got it!"

With one final yank, my dress was gone,
leaving me in nothing but my panties and bra. But they only lasted
for another few seconds before joining my torn dress on the floor.
And as I watched Trevor pull his shirt off and loosen his belt, my
heart pounded in my chest. Only a few more seconds and he would be
as naked as I was. Then the real fun would begin.

But as soon as Trevor's fingers wrapped
around the waistband of his tight, black boxer-briefs, which did
nothing to hide the raging erection that was straining to get out,
there was a knock at the door.

"The fuck?" Trevor said as he turned towards
the interruption.

"Just ignore them," I said as I tried to pull
him back down on top of me. "Whoever it is can come back
later."

Trevor smiled as he dropped back against my
body. And as he bent forward, taking one of my puffy nipples
between his wet lips, I could hear him mumbling to himself. "Come
back later. Much, much later."

My whole body shook as Trevor's hands ran
across my naked flesh. His fingers teased one of my tits while his
tongue traced lazy circles around the other. He knew just how I
liked to be touched up top. But tonight I wanted more. Tonight I
didn't have to stop his hands from drifting below my belly button.
And as much as I loved his ability to make me moan just from his
attention to my tits, I wanted sex. Real sex. Rough, sweaty,
passionate sex.

"Forget the tits Trevor! I want you inside of
me! We're married now. Make a woman out of me!"

His head lifted from my breasts with a smile
wider than anything I'd ever seen. "Your wish is my command
m'lady."

Trevor pushed my legs apart and stared down
at my naked body, completely exposed and his for the taking, for
the first time. His hands ran up my legs and his fingers slid
across the sensitive skin where my hips met my legs. He was so
close to touching my wanting pussy. I held my breath and my head
tipped back, waiting for the tips of his fingers to make
contact.

But just before his touch found the one part
of my body that craved him the most, another knock at the door,
louder this time, stole his hands away from me.

"Ohh come on!" I yelled as Trevor turned back
to the door. And when he climbed out of the bed, wearing nothing
but his boxers and a frustrated look, I called out to him. "Forget
the door! Pay attention to me!"

Without even turning around to look at me,
Trevor waved his hands behind his back and kept moving towards the
door. "Let me just send whoever the fuck this is away. I don't want
some drunk asshole knocking on our door during our first time."

Trevor's hand fell on the handle and he
leaned in close, pressing his eye up to the peephole. "Who is
it?"

A muffled voice answered back. "Room service.
I've got a bottle of champagne here."

Trevor turned back to me but I just shrugged.
When he turned back, I could hear the annoyance in his voice. "We
didn't order any champagne. You screwed up the rooms. Leave us
alone!"

But as Trevor turned away from the door, the
voice on the other side called out once more, deeper, stronger.
"Compliments of the hotel. Now open the door."

Trevor spun on his heels and pulled the door
open before I even had time to grab the sheets and cover my
nakedness. And standing in the doorway, dressed in an ill-fitting
uniform and leaning over a push cart with a single bottle of bubbly
was one of the most handsome men I'd ever seen. For a moment I
froze, just staring at the man in front of my nearly naked husband.
And it wasn't until the stranger turned his glacier blue eyes in my
direction that I remembered how naked I was.

I couldn't help but blush as the man looked
at me, with his eyes taking in every inch of my body, while
completely ignoring Trevor in the process. And while he was looking
at me, I couldn't help but study the brazen man as well. Close
cropped black hair seemed to draw in the light and contrasted
starkly with the pale skin that pulled tightly over high cheekbones
and a strong chin. His mouth, with full lips begging to be kissed
by any woman, was ringed by a well kept goatee. But it was his
eyes, those bright blue orbs that looked at me so intently, that
drew me in.

I felt so guilty, lying in bed like I was.
Only a minute ago, there was nothing on my mind except for Trevor.
I wanted him so completely that the thought of anything else was
driven from my head as soon as it entered. But that wasn't the case
with the strange man in the doorway. I wondered what he looked like
if he stripped down to nothing. I wondered what it would be like to
kiss him, with his goatee there to tickle my chin. I wondered what
it would be like to have him between my legs for my first time
instead of Trevor. I even thought about what it would be like to
him Trevor watch, while the man in the door took what was
rightfully his.

What the hell is wrong with me? I
thought as I dropped my eyes and pulled the sheets up to my chin.
I love Trevor. I married Trevor. He's the only man I should ever
want. He's the only man I'll ever need! But telling myself that
didn't stop the unwanted thoughts about the stranger in the doorway
from bubbling up and confusing me.

"Please," the server said with a slight
accent, "invite me in. This is a very good year. It would be a
shame to waste."

Trevor moved with a certain stiffness that
made it seem like he was struggling against himself as he stepped
to the side and waved his arm, bowing deeply as he did. "Come right
in."

The cart cleared the threshold as the server
pushed it into the center of the room. My eyes were glued to the
strange man in my hotel room while Trevor seemed frozen in place,
still gripping the door handle. I couldn't believe how someone as
good looking at the man in front of me was stuck as a glorified
bellhop instead of modeling underwear or making movies. And even in
the baggy uniform it was clear by the way the man moved that he
kept in shape.

And when he spoke, it was like listening to
the sound of ocean waves crashing against rocks. Powerful, yet
soothing at the same time. I was drawn to him in a way I couldn't
explain, and tried hard not to think about. But the more I tried to
push away the naughty thoughts, the more they seemed to take
root.

"Close the door," said the stranger to Trevor
as he stared at me. His eyes never left my body. "And go sit down
in the chair over there. Stay quiet."

Wait. What? What's going on? The room
suddenly seemed to grow colder and the man in the bellhop uniform
took on a decidedly deadly look. And as I watched Trevor comply
with the stranger's commands, my heart seized in my chest. The only
thing that made sense was that this was somehow planned by my
husband, but I couldn't understand why.

"Trevor?" I said quietly. When he didn't even
look at me, my voice grew louder, more insistent. "Trevor? What's
going on? Who is this?"

Trevor didn't answer. Instead, the stranger
in my honeymoon suite met my eyes. His silky voice swept over me
but it didn't make me tingle with excitement like before. This time
the sounds of his speech made me shiver in fear. "He won't be
answering you anymore. In fact, I'd be surprised if he ever said
another word to anyone."

My eyes darted to Trevor, who was sitting
straight up in the chair the stranger had point to, with his hands
folded neatly in his lap, then back to the intruder. Whatever was
going on, I didn't like it. So ignoring the strange man in the
room, I turned back to my husband and demanded an end to all of
this. "Trevor! This isn't funny anymore. Get him out of here and
tell me with the fuck is going on!"

Trevor continued staring straight ahead, not
even blinking. In fact, the only thing that moved on him at all was
his ring finger, which tapped against his leg over and over again
as he sat almost perfectly still. In contrast, the stranger in the
room was moving far more than I wanted him to. With each beat of my
rapid heart, the man would take another tiny step toward the bed,
and me.

"Get the fuck away from me creep!"

But the man didn't stop advancing.

"I mean it! Stay away! I swear I'll..."

I never finished my empty threat. The man
stopped, smiled, and then vanished from in front of me as if he was
never even there. And as I stared at the empty spot where the
stranger had just occupied, I started to wonder if he'd ever been
in the room at all. He had to have been real. The pushcart is
still here. And Trevor...

My husband was still sitting in the chair,
with his ring finger bouncing madly while the rest of his body held
perfect posture. Nothing else in the room had changed. It was only
the strange man that was missing.

"Starting to get the picture?" whispered a
voice from beside me.

My heart seized in my chest. It wasn't
possible. He couldn't have moved so quickly. And as my head slowly
rotated towards the direction of the voice, I kept telling myself
that this must all be some bad dream. This couldn't be real.

The stranger was sitting on the nightstand,
with his blue eyes locked onto mine. He was smiling but it wasn't a
friendly look. I imagined a shark as I looked at him, with open
jaws and rows of deadly teeth, just waiting to devour me whole.

"What are you?" I asked with a
trembling voice.

The man just laughed and his smile grew even
wider. "You're a quick one. And so pretty too. Most people ask
who I am before they get to the what. But it's no fun if I
just give you the answer. So why don't you guess."

This is all a game to him. He's insane! Not
human. A... A monster...

"You're a monster," I said hesitantly.

Instead of being offended, the man kept
smiling. "Some would call me that. But come now, you can do better
than that. Monster is so vague. Think hard."

Not human. Pale skin. Mind control? Is
that what he did to Trevor? And he's fast. Crazy fast. I tried
to remember every horror move I'd ever seen, but nothing fit. At
least, not right away. Wait, what time is it? I turned
towards the alarm clock on the other nightstand. It was well past
sundown. It's not possible. Vampires aren't real!

The stranger's hand landed on my shoulder and
my whole body shook from his touch. Even through the sheets, I
could feel the coolness of his touch. He wasn't any warmer than the
air in the room. "You don't need to say it Bethany. I can see it in
your mind. You know what I am. And now you should know what I'm
capable of. So please, keep calm. Keep quiet. This will be so much
easier for all of us if you do."

I looked down at the pale hand. Keep
calm? My eyes drifted back up to met his. Keep quiet?
And when I looked over at Trevor, locked away in his own body and
forced to obey, I started to scream. "Help! Ohh God somebody help
me!"

With a quickness I didn't even know I had, I
rolled away from the monster at the side of my bed, throwing the
sheets away as I did. I didn't care that I was naked. I didn't care
that the room was cold or that the vampire could see every part of
me. All I cared about was reaching the door. If I could just get
into the hall. If I could just get downstairs. Somebody would save
me. Save us.

I didn't even get two steps away from the bed
before the monster was standing in front of me. His eyes had become
two small slits and his mouth was closed tightly. And when I tried
to push him away, to punch my way past the man in front of me,
that's when I learned just how helpless I truly was.

Cold fingers wrapped around my wrists as he
caught my arms in mid swing. And with no effort on his part, he
pulled me close, then lifted me off the ground with ease. With my
arms above my head and my feet kicking desperately as I tried to
find the ground below me, I found myself at eye level with the
angry vampire. And being this close to him didn't calm me at all. I
kicked out as hard as I could but the monster didn't even seem to
notice my blows.

"Do you know how many people have tried to
run?" He asked calmly as I continued to flail. "It's okay. You
don't need to answer. Eight hundred years I've hunted. I've been to
every corner of the world. And it doesn't matter how brave someone
is, they all try to run once they know I'm coming."

The monster pulled me closer. I could feel
his cold breath on my cheek as his voice dropped to a whispered
growl. "They all try to run, but that just means they die
tired."

Ohh God. This is real! He's going to kill
us! "No! Please let me go! Oh God please let me go!"

The monster shrugged and did exactly as I
asked. My stomach turned as I fell to the ground. And even though I
was only half a foot from the floor, my shaking legs couldn't
support me when my feet touched the carpet. I collapsed in a heap
at the feet of my tormentor. And forced to look up at him from my
new place on the floor made me feel just that much smaller. That
much more helpless.

The monster picked me up and laid me back
down on the bed. His touch was gentle and calm. For a moment, I
forgot that I was nothing but a dinner meal to him. "Why? Why are
you doing this to me?"

The vampire sat down on the bed next to me
and let out a sigh as if the weight of the world was resting upon
his shoulders. He took my hand in his and touched the small golden
band that encircled my finger. "I was married once. In another
life," he said as he stared at the ring. "And my wife, she was
loyal. A woman of faith and beauty. With hair the color of my
favorite wine, and curves that made every man in our village
jealous when we walked arm in arm."

Why is he telling me this?

His gaze left the wing and turned back to me.
"And then she was taken away from me. Childbirth claimed my love
and our unborn. And that very same night, I left my village. I left
my life. And as I wandered, a shell of a man, I was found by a
monster."

His hand slid across my cheek ever so gently,
catching wisps of my hair between his fingers before pushing all of
my stray curls back behind my ear. "I stopped being a man that
night. I became a monster too. For centuries I've been alone. But
then I saw you. It was like looking at my lost love again. So
beautiful in your dress. And still pure. A woman of faith in the
City of Sin. I nearly took you right there on the street. But the
locals don't seem to like it when I'm so public."

He thinks I'm his wife. He truly is
insane.

The vampire shook his head and smiled at me.
"Not insane. I know you are not her. She is lost forever. But I am
tired of being alone. And I can tell you right now, your marriage
was never going to last. You were going to give up everything for a
man that could never love you fully. Not like I could. But you'll
learn. If it takes you centuries, you'll learn."

His words hit me like a truck. "You can't.
You can't! I don't want to be like you! I love Trevor!" I looked
back at my husband, still sitting so tall in his chair, and called
out to him again. "Please Trevor! Snap out of it! Do
something!"

 

The vampire stood up and pulled at his
bellhop uniform. The fabric ripped easily under his superhuman
strength, with the torn bits falling to the floor like confetti. I
could only stare in shock as he revealed himself to me. And my
reaction to what I saw surprised me.

I'd been right before. His body, tight and
muscular, was everything I expected to see on a model. Strong
shoulders and a built up chest gave way to V-cut abs that seemed to
direct the eye even lower. And when my gaze passed over his
package, my heart skipped a beat. Trevor's cock was the only one
I'd ever seen, and the vampire was easily twice his size. Long,
thick, and as hard as it could possibly be, the monster's
intentions were made very, very clear.

"You like what you see?" He asked with a
chuckle. Slowly, deliberately, the monster climbed onto the bed
with me. He licked his lips as his eyes ran over my body. And even
though I knew it was wrong, even though I wanted to drive the
thought away, part of me was liking the vampire's attention.

Out of everyone in the world, he chose
me.

"Now you understand," he said as his hands
touched my legs. His cool touch sent shivers up my spine but I
didn't pull away. There wasn't any point. "You are special. Love at
first sight does exist my sweet. I've seen it. I've held it in my
arms. And soon you'll understand. You'll love me Bethany. It will
be just you and me for eternity."

His hands climbed higher as I held perfectly
still. He's in my head. He's put some kind of spell on me. I'm a
puppet, just like Trevor!

The monster pushed my legs apart, giving him
access to my most private areas. Access that was only ever meant
for my husband, who was now a living statue on the other side of
the room. "This is no trick Bethany. You're husband may be
enthralled, but you are free. And you will stay that way." His
fingers ran down my cheek, gentle and caring. "I will win your mind
and your heart. Even if it no longer beats under those perfect
breasts."

His hands drifted down to my rounded chest.
Fitting perfectly within the palms of his hands, my breasts chilled
and my nipples perked up under his cold touch. My heart beat faster
as his fingers wrapped themselves around my puffy nubs. And as his
twisted them slowly, I tried to ignore the pleasure he was causing.
I didn't want it. I didn't want him!

My mind was a torrent of confused emotions.
Fear, hate, love, betrayal. I couldn't think straight. And with
each passing second, as the monster's touch sent another tiny
tendril of pleasure rushing through me, my confusion only grew.
This was all wrong, but it was happening and I couldn't stop it. I
was powerless, but felt wanted. I was scared beyond all reason, but
somehow curious. I wanted to run, to save Trevor, but I also just
wanted to lie back and let the monster above me take what he
wanted.

This isn't right! I love Trevor! "We
can't do this!" I managed to say between sighs of pleasure. "I
don't love you!"

With his fingers still locked around my
nipples, the vampire smiled at me. "I know you don't. Not yet. But
after so many lifetimes, I've become a very patient
creature." His grip around my tits became stronger, his touch
harsher. He twisted my nipples quickly as he squeezed. Pleasure
turned to pain under his grasp and for a moment, I thought he was
going to rip my skin right off. "Just relax. You might even enjoy
yourself."

Tears welled in my eyes as he continued to
twist. "You're hurting me!"

His grip fell away from my breasts. "Without
pain, you could never truly know pleasure." His head dropped to my
raw nipples. His cold breath calmed the burning fire raging across
my abused skin and his tongue, licked me slowly, tracing every part
of my tortured nipple. And in the process, he took away the
pain.

He smiled at me before switching sides. "And
you'll learn that I can take away your pain as easily as I can give
it Bethany. I can fill you with pleasure that no man can give you,"
he said as he licked my tit. The pain died away like before, and
was quickly replaced by sheer bliss. My whole body went wild under
his tongue. Four years of practice had made Trevor so familiar with
my breasts that he could make me moan for hours from his topside
touches, but the monster above me now was filling me with pleasure
that topped anything my husband could have ever given me.

My eyes rolled back as the monster's intimate
touch calmed every nerve in my body. My mind was lost and adrift on
a sea of ecstasy as he continued to lick and caress me. I didn't
know why his touch felt so good, or how he knew how to do these
things to me, but there was no denying that my body loved it. And
as an orgasm built within my core, I could feel myself growing
wetter by the second. So much so that my fluttering thighs were
slick with my own juices and the mattress under my naked body was
damp.

His head lifted from me again, only moments
before the pleasure he was freely giving me would have pushed me
over the edge. But when I opened my eyes, my lightheaded bliss was
driven away by the sight in front of me. The vampire was smiling
again, but his teeth were no longer white, but stained the color of
wine while his lips had taken on a deeper shade of red. And when I
looked down at my bleeding breast, I knew immediately why. He'd
already started to feed on me.

I didn't even feel it...

"You see now? You see what I can give you?
What I can do to you, for you?" His hand slipped along my
slender neck before coming to rest beneath my chin. He tipped my
head to the side, exposing my bare shoulder and neck to him and for
a moment, I thought this was going to be it. I thought he was going
to bite. But instead, his hand climbed higher, running across my
cheek again before sliding through my hair. "But don't think that I
do not expect anything in return."

His fingers wrapped themselves around my hair
and with a quick tug, coupled with a blinding flash of pain, I
found myself being pulled off of the bed and to the floor by my
hair. I cried out from the sudden shock, but I didn't fight against
it. I simply let the vampire lead me to my place between his open
legs. And once I was there, facing him and his long bouncing cock,
I knew just what I had to do.

He wanted me to go down on him. I've never
even done that to Trevor. Trevor. He was still sitting in his
chair, helpless and forced to watch as the vampire had his way with
me. And as I looked up at the monster that was clearly in charge, I
realized that I had no idea what his plans for Trevor were. He
wants me. But Trevor is nothing to him. He'll kill him!

I looked up with pleading eyes, but the look
the vampire returned was of utter indifference. "Go ahead and ask,"
he said, looking bored by it all.

"Don't kill him. Please! I'll... I'll do
whatever you want. Just please don't hurt him."

The vampire looked at Trevor, then back down
towards me. He nodded, then pulled my hair again, dragging me
closer to his waiting cock. "I promise I will not harm your Trevor.
But only if you give up trying to resist me. There is no point. You
will be mine Bethany. Let your urges guide you."

I didn't have time to answer. Another tug on
my hair pushed me into his lap and my mouth around his cock. And
before I knew it, his tip was pressed against the back of my
throat, setting off a string of painful coughs that racked my body
as I gasped for breath. My hands pushed against his legs and I
tried to pry myself away from his dick but the vampire's hand slid
to the back of my head and held me in place. My eyes grew wide as I
pounded my tiny fists against his rock hard body.

"Relax and breathe through your nose. And
when you do, I'll let go of you. Then you'll show me just how
serious you are about becoming mine."

Just relax. Just relax. Breathe
Bethany... My nostrils flared and the vampire's thick forest of
dark pubes tickled my nose as I did. And as I sucked in air
greedily, his scent, faint but pleasant, filled my nose. The smell
brought back happy memories of my youth. Of long summer days with
nothing to do, and quiet nights in front of a warm fire. Safe,
secure, peaceful. Everything that the vampire shouldn't be, but
somehow was.

Breathing and calm now, I felt the hand at
the back of my head disappear, letting me pull myself back from the
vampire's crotch. His thick cock slid against my lips, with my
tongue drifting lazily along the cold dick in my mouth. Unsure of
what to do, but knowing that I had to at least try to give the
monster above me a blowjob, I did what he asked me to do. I let my
body lead me. And when I did, I heard a sigh from above me.

It was like licking a popsicle. Cold and
hard, with my hand at the base and my tongue gliding wildly along
the pointed tip, I licked and sucked on the vampire's hard cock
while listening to his grunts above me. Each of his sighs were like
a confirmation. He was telling me without words that I was doing a
good job. And the longer I licked, the more I wanted him to moan. I
wanted to make him happy. I needed to make him happy.

My whole world narrowed until the only thing
that mattered to me was his cock in my hand and his thick mushroom
tip in my mouth. His sighs were coming closer together now,
sometimes even seeming to stack upon one another. And as I worked,
I once again felt myself responding in a way I never thought I
would. I was excited and horny. I was enjoying myself. And I didn't
want to stop.

But as soon as I had that thought, I felt
another tug on my hair. The vampire's dick popped from my mouth and
left me longing for the feeling of his cool cock against my lips. I
looked up with pleading eyes, begging him silently to let me
finish, but the pale man just shook his head and pulled me to my
feet before flinging me back onto the bed.

I'd barely managed to push myself to my knees
when I felt the vampire's strong hands on my hips. He pulled me up
and kicked my legs apart, forcing me to drop my head against the
mattress just to keep my balance as he bent my back and pushed my
hips into the air. I had no modesty anymore. My pussy was clearly
visible to the man behind me and my slick folds told him everything
he needed to know. I wanted him as much as he wanted me.

"You can't deny it anymore Bethany." Cold
fingers pressed against my lower lips, spreading me wide and
letting another finger slip deep into my begging pussy. "If Trevor
was truly your soul mate, you wouldn't be so eager. So ready. I can
feel it on my fingers Bethany. I can see it in your mind. But I
want to hear it. I want you to say it now. Tell me how much you
want me."

I want Trevor! screamed an ever
shrinking part of my mind. I want my husband! But even as
part of me continued to rebel, the rest of me knew the truth. No
matter how much I tried to fight against it, I knew the vampire was
right. Whatever he was, and whoever I was, it was clear that I
wanted him. The thought of choosing Trevor over the dead man behind
me actually felt me feeling hollow now.

Somehow, in less time than it took for Trevor
and I to get married, the vampire had made me believe him. Made me
want him. Made me... love him? Could it even be possible? Were
these thoughts even my own? And did it matter if they weren't? Real
or not, there was no denying the feelings pulling me towards the
vampire behind me.

The words caught in my throat as I opened my
mouth. I knew what I wanted to say, but getting them to form on my
tongue was another matter entirely. "I want..." I took a breath,
slow and steady. "I want you... I want you to... to... to take me.
Make me. Use me. I want you to fuck me!"

The vampire's fingers dug into my sides as I
spoke, clearly pleased with my words. And without warning, a new
feeling spread through me. The vampire's cold cock pressed against
my pussy, spreading me wide and slipping inside of me with such
ease that I barely noticed his entry until his dick pushed through
my virginity. With a sudden, blinding flash of pain, my innocence
was lost forever.

The pain didn't last long. The vampire slid
deep, pressing again the back wall of my aching pussy. I'd wondered
for so long what my first time would feel like, but I never
imagined that the stinging pain of losing my virginity would be
taken away by the coolness of the cock inside of me. The chill of
the vampire's dick stopped the hurt before it could take hold,
leaving only the feeling of pleasure behind as he started to pump
into me.

He started slowly, sliding in an out with a
measured pace that any man could match, but the tepid pace only
lasted long enough for me to appreciate the feeling of being filled
by a man so completely. Then the vampire really took control. His
hands pulled my hips in close as his cock buried itself between my
folds. With each forceful push of his dick, pleasure built within
me. And with each repetition, my vampiric lover picked up speed. By
the time my first orgasm hit, he was already moving faster than any
man.

The feeling was more than I could have ever
dreamed of. All of the orgasms I'd gotten in the past with Trevor,
or by myself as I thought of him, paled in comparison with the
pleasure rushing through my body right now. My whole body felt like
it was on fire as my muscles tightened and my back arched. A
strangled moan escaped my lips before I stopped breathing
altogether. And holding my breath only seemed to amplify the erotic
energies bouncing around in my body. And we weren't even close to
being done. My vampire was still picking up speed.

I wasn't sure if I passed out from the sheer
pleasure of it all, but when I opened my eyes again I was on my
back, looking up into the clear blue eyes of my vampire. He was
smiling down at me as he continued to thrust, driving me to another
climax as I moaned uncontrollably.

My head tilted back as my body spasmed from
the second body shaking orgasm. And as I drifted on a sea of
pleasure, I barely noticed the sting of his fangs piercing my neck,
or the soft tug of my blood being pulled from my body. If anything,
the loss of blood only increased my pleasure and extended the
lightheaded euphoria that gripped my mind.

"More..." I moaned as I bucked my hips. "I
want more..."

The world spun around me as the vampire
lifted me off the bed, supported by his strong arms. His mouth
never left my neck as he pushed me against the wall. And his hips
never stopped either. His cock continued its jackhammer pace,
sending me over the edge for a third, then fourth time. My moans of
pleasure turned to a steady scream as orgasms raced and battle one
another in my body, all the while masking the fact that my lover
was slowly killing me as we fucked.

I could barely keep my eyes open anymore. The
never ending pleasure died away even though I knew the vampire was
still pressing into me multiple times a second. And when I tried to
look around, the world spun drunkenly. I couldn't lift my arms. I
couldn't move my legs. I just wanted to sleep.

The vampire grunted and pulled me close. And
when I felt his seed spread within me, my foggy brain recognized
something wrong. The vampire didn't feel cold anymore. If anything,
he was running hotter than I was. And his cum burned! It felt like
fire eating through me!

I barely noticed when he laid me back down on
the bed. I couldn't open my eyes. I couldn't wiggle my toes. I'm
dying. This is really it... The vampire whispered into my ear
as I struggled to hold onto the last moments of consciousness. And
with his last words bouncing around my head, I let go, slipping
down into the darkness as my heart beat one final time, and then
stopped forever.

 


*****

 


My eyes fluttered open as I tried to sit up.
Words, softly spoken but with the power of centuries giving them
weight, sprang forth immediately. They repeated again and again
within my head, always delivered with just a hint of an accent that
I couldn't place.

"I love you Bethany. Now and forever."

The room around me swam into focus. I was
still in the hotel room Trevor had booked for the two of us. I was
still lying on the heart shaped bed. And I was still naked. My hand
flew to my neck in a panic but I found no holes. And when I looked
down at my bare breasts, I didn't see any bloody bite marks there
either. I was healthy and whole.

It was all a dream.

I should have been happy, but I felt empty
instead. And hungry. So, so hungry. And as I sat up, the hunger
only grew worse. My stomach rebelled against me, sending waves of
painful cramps roaring through me. And then I smelled them.

Trevor was still sitting in the chair, with
his eyes open and staring into space. His back was straight, with
his hands folded neatly in his lap. And sitting across from him,
watching me intently with his clear blue eyes was the vampire. He
was smiling as I stepped out of bed, and I could see his eyes track
up and down my body, drinking me in. But more importantly, I could
hear him. Not his voice, but his thoughts.

It was no dream, he said with a
thought. Now you are vampire. We can be together
forever.

If my heart still beat, I was sure it would
have been racing. But even without the tactile sensation of a thump
in my chest, I was excited all the same. There was no fear anymore.
There wasn't any point. I wasn't human anymore, and there was no
denying my attraction to the vampire sitting across from me. My
future was with him. And I didn't even know his name.

As soon as I thought it, the vampire
answered. I am William. And I am yours.

"So hungry," I said as I clutched my stomach.
"How long was I..." Dead. "Asleep?"

William stood up and took me in his arms. He
didn't feel cold anymore. We were the same temperature now. "Three
days now. You need to feed. The hunger is strongest when you are a
young vampire."

Vampire. This really was happening.

"How do I..." Pain wracked my body. William
hugged me tightly as I shook, and then pulled me over to Trevor,
still as stiff as a statue. He bent me over, pressing my lips
against Trevor's neck. But I pulled back. I couldn't. Not him. Not
even if he smelled so delicious. "No..."

Look into his mind Bethany. See the truth
of your relationship. See what I saved you from, said William
as he pressed his thoughts into my head.

"I don't know how. I just... I'm so hungry
William!"

Relax. Look into his head. He cannot keep
secrets from you now.

I tried to relax. I tried to push back
against the throbbing pain in my stomach. And for a brief moment, I
actually managed to see inside of Trevor's head. But the only thing
I saw in there was me and him. I pulled back from his thoughts,
then pulled back from his neck. "I can't! He loves me!"

William gave up on the telepathy. "Look
again!" he growled as he pushed my head back down. "Don't see what
you want to see. Find what he is hiding!"

Thoughts that weren't my own flooded through
me. Again and again I saw myself through Trevor's eyes. I saw his
hands on my body. I saw myself writhe under his touch. I saw my
teasing smiles and I felt his frustration when I stopped him from
going any lower than my belly button.

And then I saw the secrets. I saw Trevor
leave my house only to drive to someone else's. I saw girl after
girl spread her legs for the man who swore he'd wait for me. Lie
after lie exploded in front of me. All of the times he told me he
was busy. He was sick. He was helping a friend.

And then I saw the day of our wedding. I saw
him look at me in my white dress. Then I saw his eyes wander to
another bride waiting to get hitched. His eyes slipped up her long
legs and hovered on her fuller breasts. He thought about what it
would be like to slip away with her. To fuck her hard, maybe take
her in the ass. He even imagined me and the other girl together in
bed, wrapped in each other's arms as we explored each other's
bodies.

I pulled back again, leaving Trevor's
thoughts behind as I opened my wet eyes. And when I did, I saw the
skin of his neck, already so close to me. William didn't need to
coax me any longer. Without hesitation, I bit down and tore open
Trevor's jugular, relishing the sweet, warm taste of his blood as
it spilled into my open mouth. I was a monster now, but Trevor had
been one far longer.

I wasn't sure how long it took, but
eventually, the blood quit flowing. Trevor grew cold and when I
pulled away, his lifeless body slipped off the chair and collapsed
in a heap on the ground. Ashen white skin hung around vacant eyes
as they stared upwards at nothing. But I didn't feel bad about what
I'd done. And when I pried off the wedding ring from his finger, I
wasn't gentle.

"Till death do us part," I said as I stood
up.

I looked at the ring sitting in my palm. It'd
meant so much when we'd bought it. But our whole relationship was
built on lies. Trevor never deserved the ring. But there was
someone else in the room with me that did. I turned to William and
held out my hand, offering him the golden band that matched the one
already around my finger.

"We don't need rings Bethany. We are already
bound. That will never change."

I smiled at my maker and flipped the ring off
of my finger, sending it spinning through the air. "Afraid of a
little commitment?"

William snatched it from the air as it fell.
He was smiling as wide as I was as he slipped the ring over his
knuckle. "Me? Fear?" He laughed as he pulled out my suitcases from
under the bed. He tossed me a dress, then fished out an outfit from
Trevor's bag. "Let's go out tonight. You have a lot to learn."

Dressed and ready to go, I held my hand out
to my new lover. "And only eternity to learn it all. So we better
get started."
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