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​Preface

 


***

 


High Off Your Blood is the story of
a man frustrated with his life who randomly stumbles into a female
vampire at a whorehouse in a shady part of town, and consequently
becomes addicted to her blood, and will lie, cheat, and steal to
drink more of what she has to offer him.

 


~~*~~


 


 


 



​High Off Your Blood

 


***

 


Five men walked by his window.
Someone knocked on the door. Griffin had been anticipating the
knock all day, and consequently had a revolver in his hand, and
sweat on his brow. Rapidly, possibilities danced through his head.
He could fight and die, give in and have half his penis chopped
off, or just shoot himself in the head, and die with his cock still
attached to him. There was no guarantee he would survive having his
member chopped off.

Then there was his addiction.
Naomi’s blood.

She wouldn’t be allowed to see him
again. How could he go on without her blood? How did he allow
himself to get to this point? Her intoxicating blood changed his
life profoundly.

“This is how it all started,” he
said into a tape recorder that sat on his lap.

Hopefully someone would find it
after he was dead, and would tell his story. A dead man’s dream.
They always want their story told after they die.

*

It all started not so long
ago.

Sick and tired of his girlfriend’s
complaints about the lack of legitimacy in his career as a thief
and the lack of money in his pockets, and interested in losing
himself in the night, the sounds, the smells, and the sights, he
took a walk down a dark street in a dangerous neighborhood. The
rent was due again; she had her half, and he didn’t have the other
half. Jane was a nurse in an emergency room, and most of time when
she came home, she was covered in more blood than a serial killer.
He scowled disgustedly at her attire while she nagged about the
rent money. This particular night, her face was contorted into a
frightening form, and she reached out with bloody gloves. The blood
on her uniform looked fresh, and he backpedalled his way out the
door before he was infected with syphilis or lupus or leprosy. A
walk was definitely needed.
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