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 Lust for the
Vampire

 


The night was
just right for a walk in the park. The air felt warm on Bill’s
skin, and when he looked up there was not a single cloud
obstructing his view of the starry sky.

It was quiet
too. Even though he walked along the main trail, he hadn’t seen a
single person for the last fifteen minutes.

He saw a park
bench in a pool of light cast by a lamp not too far up the trail.
When he reached the bench, he sat down on the wooden planks with a
sigh. Two nights ago, he’d broken up with his girlfriend of three
years on that bench.

Bill didn’t
understand it. He knew people thought he was good looking, with a
tight body. Everyone said he was nice, too. Whatever the cause, the
breakup left a void inside of him. All he knew was that he wanted
to feel good again.

Despite the
stars, Bill rested his chin on his fists and stared at the grass in
front of the bench.

He must have
dozed off, because suddenly he saw a pair of black shoes enter his
field of vision. Startled, he took a sharp breath and leaned
back.

A man stood at
the very edge of the pool of light, as though loathe to enter. He
was tall and thin, but the way he held himself suggested a quiet
strength. Even in the shadows, the skin of his face and hands
looked pale. There was an eerie quality to him that at once made
him both attractive and unsettling.

Bill was still
trying to discern the source of his unease when the man spoke.

“You look
lonely,” the shadowy man said. His voice was smooth and sharp.

With a quick
shake of his head, Bill made himself stop staring. He wasn’t
certain how to reply. The man hadn’t even asked a question. Still,
he felt the need to say something.

“Uh, yeah a
little... How are you?” He felt dumb as soon as the words left his
mouth. He expected the stranger might laugh, or show some sign of
discomfort. Instead, he felt only a sensation of calm emanate from
the figure, and a hint of amusement.

“Can... Can I
help you?” Bill stammered.

A feeling had
begun to fill the empty space within him. It was a sort of cold
fear, with a hint of warmth that might have been excitement. It was
good to feel something there.

“Yes. May I
sit with you?”

Bill motioned
to the empty spot beside him. After a moment, the man stepped into
the light. He moved fluidly, like some dangerous and beautiful
animal, and sat beside Bill. In the light, Bill saw that the man
really was pale. His skin was the whitest Bill had ever seen. The
stranger was beautiful, too. Bill knew he himself was straight, and
he had no problem admitting that the man next to him made his cock
stir in his pants.

“Hello, Bill,”
the stranger said.

“How do you
know my name? Who are you?” The cold fear grew inside Bill’s
stomach. He thought that he should run, but another feeling, that
excitement and arousal, held him in place.

“I have been
watching you for a few nights now. One night, I heard someone say
your name when you were on the phone. As for me, why, I am a lonely
person, just like you.”

The stranger
seemed to stare into nothing at the last part. Deep down, Bill knew
it to be true. He thought back. Yes, a few days ago he had been
talking on his phone during a walk. But the thing was so quiet even
Bill had trouble hearing what was said. How could the stranger have
heard? Bill shifted on the bench until he was right at the edge, as
far as he could go without standing up.

“Are you
stalking me?” Bill asked.

The stranger
smiled. It must have been the light, because Bill thought he could
make out the points of two fangs revealed in the slight parting of
those thin lips. The man turned his head to look at Bill face to
face. The expression made Bill’s mouth dry out and, to Bill’s
surprise, his cock got harder in his pants.

“My name is
Jerome,” the stranger said. He reached out and grabbed one of
Bill’s hands. Jerome’s fingers were cold, but Bill could tell that
they held otherworldly strength.

“Come with me,
Bill. I don’t think either of us wants to be alone any longer.”

Still holding
his hand, Jerome stood. He looked down at Bill. Bill’s heart
hammered in his chest. He didn’t want to be alone any more, but he
felt safe in his pool of light. He knew that if he went with
Jerome, things would change.

Jerome, a
small smile on his lips, nodded as though he could hear Bill’s
thoughts. Bill decided that change was good. He stood up. They
walked away from the light, hand in hand.

As they made
their way across the park, Bill smiled. Goosebumps formed on his
arms and he felt almost giddy. Whether it was with fear or
excitement, he didn’t know, but it was good just to feel again. He
walked in a trance, guided by his mysterious admirer.

The next thing
he knew, they stood in front of the door to an old mausoleum.
Jerome pushed the metal door open with one hand, let go of Bill’s
hand, and motioned for him to enter.

Bill, the fear
a lingering cold in the pit of his stomach, entered. A few lit
candles served only to add depth to the darkness. Bill took a few
more steps, then stopped.

The door
clanged shut behind him. Two strong arms encircled him around the
waist, and he leaned his head back to rest on Jerome’s
shoulder.

Jerome ran his
hands around Bill’s fit chest and stomach. Jerome’s touches sent
tingles and sparks of excitement up Bill’s back. He sucked in a
breath through clenched teeth when he felt fingers brush his hard
cock, moving softly over the front of his pants.

“Give yourself
to me,” Jerome whispered into his ear.

His voice was
hypnotic. Bill felt himself lean more of his weight back against
Jerome’s strong body. Even touching through all of their clothes
made him feel electric. He closed his eyes and revelled in the
sensations, rubbing his body against Jerome’s and feeling the other
man’s hands squeeze and brush him in all the right places.

The smooth
skin of Jerome’s cheek brushed against Jerome’s face. It was then
that Bill realized he couldn’t feel Jerome’s breath on his flesh.
Something in his mind told him that Jerome wasn’t natural, wasn’t
even human, that he should run if he wanted to live. He pushed that
feeling away. The void inside him was filling up. Being touched,
being loved again was like having the fire of life inside him
rekindled.

Slowly, Bill
reached back with his own hands. His arms wrapped around Jerome so
that he touched his back. He ran his hands down until he had
Jerome’s firm ass in both his hands. He gave the taut flesh a few
light squeezes before moving his hand up under Jerome’s shirt.

As he felt the
other man’s smooth skin, Bill felt Jerome’s cock begin to harden.
They began to grind their hips together as they continued exploring
each other’s body.

Bill pressed
one of his hands between their undulating bodies. He worked his
fingers down Jerome’s tight abs. He felt the waistline of Jerome’s
pants. Going over the top of the pants, he ran his fingers down
until he felt Jerome’s stiff rod against his fingers. He rubbed and
squeezed Jerome’s stiff member.

Jerome, his
head still resting on Bill’s shoulder, gasped. Again, Bill felt no
breath.

His passions
suddenly flaring, Jerome grabbed the bottom of Bill’s shirt and
began lifting it from him. Bill obligingly lifted his arms. Jerome
lifted Bill’s shirt until it was over his face, pinning his arms
over his head. Jerome grabbed both of Bill’s wrists in one hand,
keeping Bill from moving or seeing.

Bill felt
Jerome plant a few light kisses on the side and back of his neck.
Each one made him gasp a little. Jerome wrapped the fingers of his
free hand lightly around Bill’s neck. He gave Bill’s supple flesh a
light squeeze, making it momentarily more difficult to breathe. As
quickly as he’d squeezed, he released his grip on Bill’s throats.
Bill felt Jerome’s fingers begin sliding down his chest, lightly
dragging his nails in a way that made Bill’s knees begin to
weaken.

Teasingly,
Jerome rubbed and pinched each of Bill’s nipples until they
stiffened beneath his touch. Unable to take it, Bill let all the
weight of his head rest on Jerome’s shoulder. He felt two sharp
points touch the soft skin of his neck, then move away.

Jerome’s
fingers restarted their quest down the front of Bill’s torso. They
ran between the well-formed muscles of Bill’s abs, exploring his
fit body. His fingers were so close to Bill’s cock now that his
body responded with little involuntary thrusts.

“Yes...
Yes...” Bill moaned.

“Do you want
me to touch you there?” Jerome whispered.

He felt
Jerome’s fingertips push down into the waistline of his pants.
Bill’s cock felt so hard, it needed to be touched, it needed to be
let free from the constricting fabric around it. But Jerome’s
fingers stayed where they were.

Bill whimpered
a little. He rocked his hips, trying to move those electric fingers
closer to his waiting cock.

Instead, they
moved around his waistband until they were over his ass. They slid
down beneath his pants and underwear until one of his ass cheeks
was fully cupped by those strong fingers. Jerome began squeezing
his ass. Their hips were still pressed together, so Bill felt
Jerome’s cock get even larger and stiffer than before.

Again, those
two sharp points touched Bill on the side of his neck. Jerome
pulled his hand from Bill’s pants and slid it back around to the
front of Bill’s body. This time, his fingers pressed down the
beneath the front of Bill’s pants and underwear. They didn’t stop.
They moved down until he felt them lightly grab his balls.

“Oh God, oh
God,” Bill moaned.

Very slowly,
Jerome moved his fingers up until they’d wrapped themselves around
the base of Bill’s hard cock. They tightened around his shaft. As
they did, he felt the two points against his neck bite into his
flesh.

Bill gasped.
He began thrusting his cock in the other man’s grip. Even trapped
as it was in his pants, the slight movement sent tendrils of
pleasure into his hips and stomach. The head of his cock rubbed
against the fabric of his underwear, almost tickling.

Too soon,
Jerome’s fingers released Bill’s cock. They pulled out of his
pants. He felt them deftly undoing his belt, then the button on his
jeans, and then the zipper.

Suddenly,
Jerome released Bill’s wrists. Instead, he grabbed the shirt and
pulled it completely off and threw it to the floor. He spun Bill
around and pulled him into a deep kiss. Jerome’s lips had the
coppery taste of blood.

Jerome knelt
in front of him, leaving a trail of kisses down the center of
Bill’s chest and abs and he did so. On his knees, he grabbed hold
of Bill’s pants and pulled them all the way down. Bill’s cock stood
straight out from his body, long and hard. The head quivered
slightly in the air, and a drop of precum glistened at the tip in
the dim light of the candles.

As Jerome
pulled off Bill’s shoes and removed his pants and underwear, he
kissed Bill’s hips around his cock. Bill badly wanted to reach
down, grab Jerome’s head, and shove his cock into the other man’s
wet mouth, but he kept his hands firmly at his sides. He didn’t
want to ruin this experience. He looked down. Jerome was looked up
at him. Their eyes locked together. Jerome’s kisses came closer and
closer to Bill’s cock. Each one made his hips tingle and more
precum leaked from the tip of his cock.

Jerome’s lips
touched the very base of Bill’s shaft. Their eyes still locked
together, Bill left a wet trail of kisses all around Bill’s rod.
Bill couldn’t stop himself. He reached with both hands and weaved
his fingers through Jerome’s hair.

When Jerome’s
lips slid over the head of Bill’s cock, Bill’s fingers tightened
up. The inside of his mouth was warm and wet. He felt the tip of
Jerome’s tongue pressed against the tip of his dick, lapping away
all the precum. Once Jerome’s lips pressed completely over the head
of Bill’s cock, Jerome stopped moving forward.

Jerome reached
up and grabbed Bill’s shaft with one hand. He began stroking Bill’s
stiff rod while simultaneously running the tip of his tongue around
the head of Bill’s cock. Bill threw his head back. His hips bucked
involuntarily, pressing his dick deeper into Jerome’s mouth. He’d
never felt anything like it before. Warm tingles spread from his
cock into the rest of his body. He didn’t know how he was able to
keep himself from shooting his hot cum into Jerome’s mouth right
then.

Jerome began
sliding his lips up and down Bill’s shaft as far as they would go.
He could feel how wet his cock was with the other man’s spit.

Bill, his
teeth clenched, looked down at him. “Stop. Wait.”

Pulling his
mouth away and smiling, Jerome released Bill’s cock. Little strings
of spit hung from his shaft. Bill leaned over and grabbed Jerome’s
shirt. He lifted it off of him. Jerome’s flesh was pale white in
the light, and he had well-defined muscles. Jerome undid his own
pants and slid them down, kicked them off when he pushed them to
his feet. They both stood there naked, hard cocks pointing at each
other, in the dim crypt.

Jerome turned
around and leaned against a small table. He looked over his
shoulder at Bill, who looked at his firm ass with hungry eyes.

“Fuck me,”
Jerome said.

Bill stepped
forward. He grabbed Jerome’s hips, then moved his hands over the
other man’s ass and spread his cheeks apart. He could just make out
the tight pucker of Jerome’s asshole in the weak light.

Bill leaned
forward until the tip of his cock pressed against that hole. His
cock felt so hard, he knew he’d have no trouble pushing it in.
Rather than ramming as hard as he could, his pressed with increased
force until Jerome’s tight pucker began parting around the head of
his cock.

“Fuck me. Put
it all in, now,” Jerome said. His lips were parted in a snarl, and
his teeth were clenched together. Clearly, Jerome didn’t like to be
teased. Bill could definitely see fangs, now. It was his turn to
smile.

He continued
pressing his cock into the other man very slowly. He luxuriated in
the feelings as the head of his cock pushed deeper and deeper.

Jerome’s
asshole squeezed the entire length of his cock as he pushed it in
deeper and deeper. It was tight all around, like a well-fitting
glove. Inside, he felt smooth like velvet and warm. It was much
tighter around him than his ex’s pussy had ever been, and it felt
amazing, stimulating every nerve in his hard shaft.

Bill watched
Jerome’s asshole get tighter and tighter around his cock, stretched
so far that it could barely take his girth. He pushed until his
hips touched Jerome’s ass. He stayed still for a moment, loving the
feel as the muscles of Jerome’s ass clamp and unclamp around the
entire length of his dick.

Jerome groaned
and whimpered, lightly grinding his ass back against Bill’s
hips.

“Fuck my
asshole,” Jerome said.

Bill pulled
back against the tightness. He watched Jerome’s asshole slide over
his flesh, tightening and pulling as though it didn’t want his cock
to leave. Bill pulled back until only the head of his cock was
still in Jerome’s ass. He spat into one of his hands and rubbed his
spit along his shaft for some extra lube.

Then he began
fucking Jerome. The sound of their flesh slapping together filled
the room, soon accompanied by their grunts and moans.

Bill tightened
his grip on Jerome’s hips so that he could fuck him harder. He
sucked in breaths through his clenched teeth. His cock was a blur
as he slammed it into the other man and wrenched it most of the way
back out again and again.

Bill could
feel his cock getting even harder, could feel the muscles in his
lower abdomen begin to contract. He knew he was going to come
soon.

“Fill me up,”
Jerome said.

With a final
burst of energy, Bill fucked Jerome as fast as he could. He gasped.
His cock stiffened up so much it almost hurt. It felt like waves of
electricity shot from the tip of his cock through his body as he
shot his cum into Jerome’s asshole. His hips bucked uncontrollably
as he came, trying to push his dick even farther into the other
man.

As soon as
Bill finished coming, he pulled his cock out of Jerome. It was
still wet and sticky with his own spit and cum.

Quickly, Bill
spun Jerome around to face him and dropped to his knees. He grabbed
Jerome’s throbbing shaft and shoved his mouth down over the head of
Jerome’s cock. He sucked and jerked quickly. He wanted Jerome to
come in his mouth, to feel as good as he made Bill feel.

Jerome reached
forward and grabbed Bill’s shoulders. He moaned and whimpered,
digging his fingernails into Bill’s taut flesh.

Bill could
feel Jerome’s shaft hardening a little more in his mouth. He saw
the other man’s ball’s raise slightly.

The next
moment, Jerome let out a long groan. Hot cum streamed into Bill’s
mouth. He swallowed it as it came out, more and more, in long
spurts. He continued jerking and sucking, wanting to completely
drain Jerome’s balls.

Both of them
exhausted, Bill sat down on the floor, supporting his weight with
his hands. Jerome leaned back against the table he had set up.
Despite how weak and tired Bill was, he felt satisfied and, for the
first time in the last few days, happy. He looked up at his
mysterious lover.

“Thank you for
that. I really needed it.”

Jerome smiled
down at him, showing his fangs. “Are you ready to give yourself to
me now.”

Bill
nodded.

Jerome swooped
down on him, pushing him completely down to the floor. He gently
pulled Bill’s head to one side and lowered his face until Bill
could feel his lips against his neck. He parted them. Bill could
feel the fangs again. He shivered when Jerome bit into his flesh.
He reached up and around Jerome, hugging him closer.

He knew
neither of them would ever be alone again, for as long as they both
lived.





Seducing the
Vampire Hunter

 


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.





My Best Friend the
Vampire

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello?” Bruce
called out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“...Andrew?”
Bruce whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

“Andrew?
What’s wrong?”

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

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

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

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

“What... What
do you need, bud?”

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

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

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

Bruce,
practically shaking from fear, nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

“Andrew, what
are you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Andrew, stand
up,” Bruce said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I like
it.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Bruce?”
Andrew said.

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

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

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

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

“Ung,” Andrew
said as he came.

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

“Let me taste
you.”

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

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

Then he
came.

“Yesss...”
Bruce said.

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

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

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

Andrew waited
until Bruce had caught his breath.

“I love you,
Bruce,” he said.”

“I know,”
Bruce replied.

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

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

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

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

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

Andrew was
quiet for a time. Then he nodded.

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