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

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

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

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been replaced by the yellow light of a streetlamp.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Alisha,” she
said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you
again,” Marcus said.

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



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

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

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

“Just the
handsome ones with big cocks.”

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

“So you like a
big, hard cock?”

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

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

“You’re a very
lucky girl, Alisha.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She pulled back
from him a little.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck!”
Alisha muttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Am I making
you come?” Marcus said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Was that what
you needed?” She asked.

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

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

Alisha
gently gripped his hardening cock in one hand. She smiled back up
at him.
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