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Ozzy’s “Shot in the Dark” blared from James Evan’s little red corvette. He put the car in drive and burnt rubber peeling out of Suzy Pennington’s driveway. What a bitch. All he wanted was a little head. Fuck. It wasn’t like he was trying to get in her pants on the first date. What was it with women, anymore? He couldn’t figure it out. She was no trophy. She should’ve been flattered that he’d wanted her lips on his cock. It was prime cock, after all. A look at his might’ve even got her wanting it. In fact, he was counting on it. It wasn’t every night a guy like James was interested in a bitch like Suzy. She hadn’t exactly been popular in high school. She was damn near invisible, for fuck’s sake. Now, in college, he suspected she was even more so. Stupid cunt, he thought as he crushed his third can of Busch Light and tossed it in the passenger floorboard.

The cool breeze of autumn was a welcome respite to summer as it blew a constant chill in the driver’s side window. James needed to cool down. He hadn’t blown his load for a week and was almost ready to break his no self-fiddling rule. “A guy like James Evans shouldn’t have to jack off,” he told himself as he opened his next can of beer. His right foot grew heavier on the accelerator. He knew he could hit up Rachel Hoskins for a guaranteed lay, but that bitch had gone plain psycho. Wanting a relationship or some shit. No nineteen-year-old college freshman needed to be in some stupid ass fucking relationship. A guy’s college years were supposed to be fun, not spent tied down when there was so much unexplored pussy at parties and on campus. Fuck that shit. No, he knew what he had to do, and he wasn’t too proud to do it. At least it meant not choking the one-eyed snake.

He turned down Fourth Avenue. His friend showed him an alley where an old high school girlfriend of his turned tricks. The bitch would even do anal for a mere twenty bucks. He’d taken her up on it before. That time, he’d been reluctant. But after he saw how damn good she was, he was sold. He pulled up to the side of the road, just shy of the alley. He flashed his lights twice. It was the signal his friend had told him to use. He turned down his stereo and waited. And he waited. And waited. Shit. She must not be working tonight. 

He pulled the car up a few feet so that he was directly in front of the alley. There, the streetlights weren’t blinding, and his eyes focused on the dark alley. He saw a woman walking slowly toward him. As she got closer, he noticed it was not the one from before.

“Where’s Jasmin,” he asked the woman.

She licked her full lips.

“I can be Jasmine,” she answered in a voice James found oddly alluring.

She leaned down so that they were face to face. She was beautiful. James thought his eyes were deceiving him. Perhaps a trick of the darkness. No woman that good looking would be selling herself on Fourth Avenue. If anything, she’d be dancing somewhere, swimming in the pile of cash thrown at her on the stage.

“So, what do you say?” she asked.

He shifted in his seat, his dick begging him to say yes. 

“How much?”

“We can talk about that later. But I guarantee you’ll find my rates are... reasonable.” She winked.

Another look at her and the cleavage hanging just inches from his face, and it was decided. Oh, what the hell?

“Sure. Get in.”

She smiled. “Good choice.” 

***
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After James pulled behind a dumpster in the alley and turned off the corvette, the woman, whom he now knew as Charisma, was quick to take him into her mouth. He reclined his seat and enjoyed the strangely cool sensation of her lips and tongue. He had felt a similar sensation before when a girl used a cool mint Altoid while going down on him. She pulled her mouth from his dick and climbed on top of him, taking his girth into her. She squeezed her muscles around his veiny organ, allowing them to do the sucking. Mere seconds later, he told her he was going to cum. She slowed down, but stayed on top of him, allowing her pussy to suck each drop inside of her. 

Charisma sat up in the passenger seat. “So,” she said, “what do you think that was worth?”

He laughed. “Fuck. I didn’t wear a condom,” he answered.

“It’s okay, honey. I can’t get pregnant.”

His nerves calmed, though that wasn’t exactly his concern.

“Um... okay. Well, I pay Jasmine twenty bucks.”

She nodded. “I see.” She put her hand on his thigh. “What if I told you I don’t want your money?”

He grew confused. “What do you mean?”

“I want something else.” She stared down at his dick and squeezed his leg, her fingernails digging slightly into his flesh.

James felt himself grow hard again.

“We can take it from there.”

“Umm... okay,” he agreed, curiously.

She smiled, then went down on him, eliciting a scream which echoed off the brick walls of the alley. Two sharp teeth punctured through the skin of his favorite organ. The pain mixed with pleasure, then his vision blurred. The alley grew darker. Darker. Pitch black.

***
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James woke to the sound of busy streets on both sides of the alley. He was fully clothed, and his head felt like Larry Holmes’ punching bag. Had he really had that much to drink? He didn’t think so. Then, he remembered the woman. What the fuck happened? He remembered parking in the alley and having sex with her, but the rest was like a dream. No, more like a nightmare. Yeah, that’s what it’d been. A stupid nightmare. He dreamt the woman bit his cock. What a fucked-up dream. He shook off the memory and turned the key in the ignition. Fifteen minutes later, he was home and groggily walking through the front door.

***
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James turned on the hot and cold water in the shower, adjusting them until they were just right. He took off his shirt and pants and threw them in the laundry bin. He went to remove his undershorts, but his pubic hairs pulled along with the fabric. He slowly peeled away his briefs, then threw them in the bin. When he looked down, he gasped at the sight of his pubes matted together in a cluster of dried blood. He examined his dick. Two scabs were there on the side, tender to the touch. 

He stepped into the shower and shampooed his pubic region until the hairs were free from the crusty blood holding them together. Gently, he washed his cock, careful not to touch the sores. He continued to wash the rest of his body as the hot water relaxed his nerves. When finished, he dried off, got dressed, and lay in bed going over the night in his head. There was no way it happened. Yet here he was with the undeniable proof on his junk like some STD. Only it was no STD. The amount of blood dried in his hair and around his crotch was no fucking disease. The bitch had done it. She’d bit his cock. She could’ve bit the motherfucker off, for Christ’s sake! What the fuck, James? He felt like punching himself in the face. Had he really been so hard up for a nut that he let some psycho bitch bite his cock? He took a deep breath, then exhaled slowly. He’d find her tonight and see what the fuck her deal was.

***
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The clock read six-thirty-two, and James sat counting down the hours until the sun went down and he could go out to talk to Charisma. He should’ve been counting the beers he was drinking, but his tunnel-vision was on the main agenda. Besides, the alcohol helped to calm his nerves. What kind of psychotic bitch bites a guy’s dick like that? Even more so, with only two sharp teeth. He knew what he was thinking, but he wasn’t crazy. Vampires weren’t real. Hell, he was just shy of having himself admitted just for thinking it. She obviously punctured him with something. What, he didn’t know. He had been drunk. It was dark. He didn’t even think to pay attention. All he knew was he was going to get his dick sucked as payment for fucking a bitch. That’d be a story to tell the guys. After all, you can’t make that shit up.

He popped open another can of Busch Light. Flipping through the television, he came upon Fright Night. What the fucking fuck? He immediately changed the channel. He didn’t need that shit feeding into his paranoia. Finally, he decided on The A-Team. It was the episode where Murdock’s continuously screaming for a trash bag in the mental ward. James needed a good laugh. 

Before he knew it, dusk was setting in. He’d finished his twelve-pack of beer an hour before. He went into the bathroom to splash his face with some cold water. After taking a long piss, he threw on a shirt and grabbed his car keys from the kitchen table. He stumbled off the last step of the porch before tumbling onto the hard sidewalk. Shit.

A few minutes and he was downtown and turning on Fourth Avenue. He pulled up to the side of the road at the edge of the alley. He got out of the corvette and walked into the alley like a man on a mission. It wasn’t quite dark yet, and the alley was empty. Frustrated, he walked back to lean on the side of the car. He looked at his watch. It was ten till nine. He took a deep breath and let it out with a nervous sigh. His leg shook anxiously as the seconds crawled by at a snail’s pace. He wished he’d picked up some more beer. Despite finishing off an entire twelve-pack, he already felt himself sobering up. He went over the questions he had to ask Charisma. Really, it was just one question. What the fuck is wrong with you? It wasn’t subtle, but it was to the point. 

A chill crept up his spine as he heard heels on the pavement. This was it. He was about to get an answer or hit a woman for the first time. He walked back into the alley, his eyes already adjusted but saw nothing. No one. The hairs on his neck stood on end.

“Hey there, lover,” a voice said from behind him. 

He quickly turned around. It wasn’t her. 

“Oh,” he said, “I was looking for someone else.”

The woman looked disappointed. She seductively licked her lips. “You sure you’re not looking for me?”

“Positive.”

She pouted playfully. “Maybe I can help you. What does this mystery woman look like? Or do you know her name?”

“She’s a redhead. She said her name’s Charisma.”

The woman nodded. “I know Charisma. You could say she’s a friend of mine.”

“Well, do you know where she is?” he asked impatiently.

“I might. She’s not here.”

Obviously, you smartass whore.

“I need to talk to her. Now,” he insisted.

“I see,” she said. “The thing about Charisma is that she’ll find you.”

“What the hell’s that supposed to mean?” he asked.

“She’ll be here on a night she chooses. She works all over. We all do.”

“You all?”

“The three of us. There’s me, Charisma, and Lilith. I’m Lucretia,” she said as she extended her hand.

James reluctantly shook it. Her skin was ice cold.

Fuck.

“Okay. Whatever. Well, if you see her before tomorrow night, tell her the guy she was with in the alley last night is looking for her. I’ll be here tomorrow after dark.”

“After dark, yes. I can tell her.” She smiled, her eyes seeming to gleam in the darkness.

“Yeah, do that then,” he said with irritation in his voice. He walked around her and returned to his car. He looked back to say thanks, but she was gone.
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Michael Irving stepped off the Greyhound bus, a heavy black bag draped on each shoulder. As the door closed behind him and he heard the brakes let up, he took in a deep breath of the polluted Portsmouth air. Between the polluted air and the polluted river, he didn’t want to stay in the city for long. Get in, kill, and get out. He walked up to the motel office and opened the door where a cloud of heavy cigarette smoke blew past him and into the night. The guy working the counter seemed disinterested his new arrival, his headphones over his ears and Walkman sitting on the counter. Michael approached him.

“I need a room for the night,” he told him.

The employee blew a bubble with his gum and looked up at him in a dead stare. He removed his headphones.

“May I help you?”

“Um, yeah, kid. I said I need a room for the night.”

“Oh, sorry. Didn’t hear you.”

No shit. Kid’s these days.

“That’ll be twenty-five for the night.”

Michael opened his wallet and placed a twenty and a five on the counter.

The clerk turned and fumbled with a key on the wall behind him. He tossed it beside the cash, then took the bills and placed them in the register. He blew another bubble and reached for his headphones.

“Checkout’s at eleven.”

He leaned back in his chair and put his feet on the counter.

Michael smirked and shook his head.

“Whatever you say, chief.”

He grabbed the key and his bags and walked back out the door. The thin plastic triangle on the key said 202. So, he found the stairs and went in search of his room. Upon finding it, he had some trouble getting the key to turn. He jostled it around in the lock and turned the knob back and forth a few times before the key would go all the way in. As the door opened, the musty and hot air of a motel room in the summer assaulted his nostrils. The first thing he did was turn on the air conditioner, though from the sound of it, it could quite possibly quit at any moment. So was par for the course. Cheap motels were the usual digs in his line of work. He doubted he’d be sleeping there much anyway, often finding himself hunting until dawn when his prey would desperately search for cover from the rising sun.

He sat his bags on the bed and began to remove the contents of each. A small crossbow, a wooden stake, a crucifix, another stake, a small bundle of arrows made entirely of wood, and a couple changes of clothes. Vampire hunting could get messy. And bloody clothes weren’t exactly the best thing to be wearing when trying to board a bus and get out of Dodge before local law enforcement takes note. He used to get a kick out of dressing the part of Van Helsing, the fictional vampire hunter from many books and movies until he realized the obvious, he stood out like a sore thumb. Dressing as your everyday Joe was the way to go, though preferably dark clothes to help conceal the blood splatter. 

He got ready for the night, a stake tucked up inside each of his pants legs and a flask of holy water held close to his person by his black leather belt. It’d have to do until he got a handle on the night walker situation in Portsmouth. There could be one, two, or a whole fucking coven holed up in any of the old, abandoned buildings.

He left the room and made his way out into the night, careful to stick to the shadows with light footfalls so as not to alert any nearby bloodsuckers. Even though he was a hunter, the last thing he needed was one to sneak up on him from behind and bury their teeth in his jugular. Over the years, he’d learned the importance of stealth; almost losing his neck twice due to rookie carelessness. But that was many years ago. He was a seasoned veteran now. A real hunter. Bloodsuckers beware, he entertained himself with the thought.

***
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“That kid you bit last night’s looking for you,” Lucretia told Charisma as she entered the house.

Charisma smirked. “Of course he is.”

“I just saw him an hour ago. These kids kill me. Bite their dicks and they become obsessed.”

“It’s all in the sucking,” Charisma joked.

“I take it you’re going to turn him?” Lilith asked.

“I don’t know yet. I wouldn’t mind having him around. He’s nice to look at.”

“Being attractive doesn’t equate to being useful,” Lilith reminded her.

It was true. Some became so enamored with the bloodlust, they were like junkies. Their entire existence defined by finding their next fix. 

Lucretia chimed in again, “He’s a strong one. Might prove useful.”

“Might. Might not,” Lilith responded. “If you turn him and he becomes a liability, he’s your responsibility.”

Charisma nodded and rolled her eyes.

Lilith saw the defiant gesture but chose to ignore it. Time would tell. She knew her sister was far smarter than she sometimes gave her credit for. 

“If he becomes a problem, I’ll drain him dry and let Ashley take care of the spoils,” Charisma informed.

Ashley was a wererat the sisters kept in a spacious basement. When they first captured her, she’d been a pain in the ass. Defiant and mouthy. But she soon realized she didn’t have a bad set up with the vampires. She got to eat any time she wanted. All she had to do was say the word and one of the girls would suck someone dry and toss them in with her. Sometimes, they’d even hypnotize one to walk right into the cage. They’d lock it behind them and let her have her way. At times, she’d fuck them first. After all, a wererat has needs. Moreso than your average human. And the blood rapidly pumping through their veins afterward had a special sweetness she couldn’t put her finger on. Maybe it was just with it being the icing on the proverbial cake. After all, nothing like a good drink or meal after mind-blowing fuck, which it was more often than not with her heightened senses. She knew she’d eventually tire of her situation with the sisters and her wanderlust would kick in but, for now, she was content.

“Ashley’s a convenient little pet,” Lilith agreed.

“Well, I’m going back out,” Lucretia said.

“Me, too,” Charisma agreed.

“Why don’t we all?” Lilith asked. “And, Charisma, turn or kill, it’s on you,” she reminded.
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James steered the corvette into the parking lot of Bob’s Pub. It wasn’t much for nightlife, but it had alcohol. And, at this point, he needed something stronger than beer. 

“What’s up, Craig?” He asked as he walked up to the bar.

“Hey, James. What can I do you for?”

“Give me some bourbon. Cheapest shit you got. And make it a double.”

Craig nodded. “You got it, bro.” 

The bourbon tasted watered down but burned his throat just the same. He asked for another, and a mug of Busch Light. 

After Craig sat each in front of him, he asked what was on his mind.

“A bit of this and that,” he answered. He sat up straight. “Hey, man, can I ask you something?”

Craig leaned down, resting his veiny and tattooed forearms on the table. “Shoot,” he said.

James took a breath. “Okay. So, I met this bitch the other night. Fuck. Look, it was hooker, alright? Don’t ask. Anyway, after we get done fucking, the bitch bites my fucking cock, dude. Left two spots on it.”

Craig stood up straight. “Wait. Two spots? You wear a fucking rubber?”

James shook his head. “No, I mean, spots from where she bit the motherfucker. It doesn’t look like a human bitemark. It fucking looks like some dog tried to bite my junk off.”

Craig tried not to laugh. The story was insane. “So, this, umm, hooker tried to bite your dick off?”

“No. I mean. Her teeth went in the fucker, and she just kept sucking on the side. The fucked-up part was it hurt like hell, you know, but it also kind of felt good. I know I’m fucked up, okay. I have my kinks. But this bitch was something else.”
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