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The vine-smothered recording studio on Marshall Street was empty, but Gabriel’s hyper-sensitive hearing alerted him that some careless idiot had forgotten to put the television out of its misery. A hoary crone’s gruff, gravelly voice yammered in the background. It sounded like she was speaking Romanian. He did not comprehend her jabbering, but her gestures and tone boasted about her beautifully redone kitchen floor.

Her rough, uneven pitch drilled into his ears, triggering violent thoughts. He imagined shredding her skin with his fangs, then dropping her open-veined corpse into a puddle of blood that would permanently stain the pristine tiles of her precious floor.

That would silence the old bitch.

Gabriel shuddered, disturbed by the savage imagery produced by the primal part of his brain. Taking long strides, he made his way over to the tiny TV and quickly pressed the Mute button. Contrary to the conjured images of carnage, quenching his thirst for blood did not presently occupy the top spot of his desires.

Tonight, he needed something stronger to satisfy his lust. Something that was harder and longer-lasting; something that involved lubrication, penetration, and, above all, ejaculation. According to Raiden, his sex drive would only increase as he traveled further down the path of vampirism.

Though Gabriel’s body had partially adjusted to the radical physical changes he had experienced in the past week and a half, he still found no success in embracing the mentality of a non-human. He wondered how long it would last, this inconclusive sense of existence—this wraithlike state of being. The answer was elusive.

To make matters more frustrating, Raiden stubbornly refused to divulge his own early experiences as a newborn vampire. Gabriel felt indignant when he thought of how much crucial information the singer was keeping from him. Hearing his maker’s personal recollection of turning into a creature of the night might ease his troubled conscience. But no—Raiden’s lips are sealed.

Gabriel knew the loneliness he felt was due in part to the singer’s standoffish nature and reluctance to talk about himself. There remained a barrier between them, though it increasingly exhibited signs of weakness. In one way, Gabriel felt he and Raiden had gotten closer since his transformation; in another, he had never been further away from discovering the truth about his maker’s past.

* * *

A couple days ago, Gabriel sat on the floor of Raiden’s blue bedroom, smoking a cigarette. They had just returned from their third feed—an old lady. Though Gabriel had balked at the papery-thin feel of her wrinkled flesh, he could not deny her blood possessed a richness of body.

Licking his lips, he stretched out his legs. “It’s been more than a week, and you still haven’t told me much about vampirism.”

Raiden slithered toward the bedroom door, swaying his hips with the practiced nuances of a professional seducer. Gabriel did not know whether to protest or moan when the singer firmly closed the door and leaned against it with effortless ease. Nervous, Gabriel pretended to brush lint off his pants.

I will not allow his undignified posturing to distract me.

“I guess you’re wondering what the deal with the sun is,” Raiden mused, distractedly rubbing his bottom lip with his tongue.

Gabriel forced his eyes away from the pink, pert muscle, and unconsciously licked his own lips.

“Well, I haven’t burned into a fiery pile of ash yet, but yes, it would be nice to discover the potential consequences of sunbathing.”

Truthfully, Gabriel had not given much thought to vampire myths—even after his turning. He was too distracted by the various alterations in his existence to worry about the sun, which he usually avoided anyway.

Raiden clicked his tongue. “As far as I’ve seen, vampires are allergic to sunlight, but it doesn’t kill us. However, too much UV exposure irritates our skin, weakens our senses, and temporarily prohibits our superhuman abilities.”

Gabriel adorned a distasteful expression. “You sound like a poorly-written comic book character.”

“Beggars can’t be choosers.” Raiden shrugged his shoulders. “You asked, I told.”

“I want to know about the others.”

Raiden peered at him. “What others?”

“The other vampires, genius.”

Years piled upon years in Raiden’s eyes.

For a split second, Gabriel glimpsed a softer side of him: a hidden vulnerability, a possible Achilles’ heel.

So, he really was human once. Could have fooled me.

“I only know of one other,” Raiden muttered at last. He closed his eyes as if in pain.

“Well, where is he or she? How did you meet? Were you—?”

“He’s gone,” Raiden said, and would not elaborate, no matter how tirelessly Gabriel prodded him for answers.

At length, Raiden got so fed up with his questions that he threatened to exclude him from the next kill. Not wishing to starve, Gabriel dropped the subject; regrettably, the topic remained off-limits for the rest of the evening.

* * *

Gabriel sighed at the memory. He fiddled with one of the myriad CD players located within the control room. After a minute of song-skipping, he elected a decidedly sexual ballad. It had been days since he had gotten off, due to his freshly altered lifestyle and provisional housing arrangements. Too many nights had resulted in self-denial stemmed in guilty remembrance.

Gabriel had the strong feeling his libido would only worsen after tonight’s kill.

Unless . . .

Furtively, he glanced from side to side, as if expecting to find an observer (though he knew without a doubt he was alone). The control room had only a desk lamp to illuminate it. The lack of bright lights endowed the room with eroticism. Gabriel peeked inside the pop culture magazine resting on top of the table beside him. As he glimpsed the picture splashed across the center spread, he knew he would no longer abstain from touching himself.

There—in all his striking, unpainted glory—was Raiden, staring straight at the camera. Cigarette coquettishly dangling from his lips, he mocked anyone who dared make eye contact. Shirtless, he angled his guitar suggestively above his leather-encased crotch. Gabriel wished he could touch him, if only to erase the haughty insouciance off his face by shoveling a giant helping of quivering cock down his throat.

“Raiden, I despise you,” he said aloud. Miserably, he smoothed down the pages and began to unbuckle his belt, fondling his thickness before he could completely release it from the confines of his Chinos.

“I brought Chinese!” a familiar voice cheerfully called.

Choking, Gabriel flipped the magazine aside, speedily redoing his pants while powering off the CD player. The overhead lights turned on. He cringed.

From the look on Ken Laurent’s face, the damage had already been done. Frozen, he stood in the control room’s open doorway. Only his eyes moved, registering the questionable tableau in front of him.

Gabriel could not speak. Inwardly, he cursed himself for having failed to discern Ken’s approach over the sounds of sex-music and his own moans. Apparently, he had been too self-absorbed to notice the obvious indication of approaching human footsteps.

“Don’t you knock?!” Gabriel felt his cheeks flush.

“In your last text, you said the door would be unlocked, so I should come on in.” Ken snorted. He did not seem too embarrassed about having caught Gabriel mid-masturbation. “I thought you’d be happy to see me back in town.”

“You should have sent me a text when you got here so I’d know to expect you,” Gabriel said with half-hearted indignation. He finished tucking himself back into his pants. Already his embarrassment was fading.

Since Ken was both his roommate and co-star of Mesmerized, there was not a lot he had not already seen. Gabriel was more concerned about whether or not Ken had happened to observe whose picture he was using to enhance his session of self-love.

As if reading his mind, Ken glanced at the wrinkled magazine and smirked. “No comment. You do you.”

Gabriel’s cheeks burned.

Ken took a glance around. “Where’s Joe?”

“Joe and I haven’t been spending much time together lately.”

Ken squinted at him. “What do you mean? He’s your freaking bodyguard.”

Gabriel was not surprised to learn Ken remained ignorant of his distance from Joe—though he was still technically staying at Gabriel’s rental house. After all, Ken spent most of his time partying with the local elitists and down-low Richies. Occasional text messages aside, this was the first time they had seen each other since Ken had returned to West Bloomfield.

Casually, Gabriel said, “I don’t need Joe’s services right now, since I’m staying at Raiden’s summerhouse. He had a studio key made for me, so I can come and go as I please. I come here when there’s no one else around.”

Ken’s gaze fell to his crotch. “You might want to re-think your security detail.”

Gabriel rolled his eyes. “Where’s your backup? You’re almost as famous as I am.”

Ken pointed toward the door. “Waiting outside. Duh, Gabe. You’re taking a big chance not bringing any staff here. What if somebody recognizes you when you’re leaving?”

Gabriel gestured toward the black-haired wig and oversized sunglasses sitting on top of the sound board. “That’s what those are for.”

“Classy.” Winking at him, Ken brandished a large brown paper bag. “Look what I brought.”

Gabriel’s heart sank. It was human food. A lot of it. Ken took out a quart of steaming hot, high-quality pork-fried rice. His brown ringlets bobbed up and down as he opened the container with uncontained enthusiasm.

“I know how much you love this shit, Gabe. C’mon, start eating, before it gets cold.”

Gabriel suspiciously sniffed it. The greasy scent of soy-sauce-drenched pork, vegetable oil, and fried egg filled his nose. Inwardly, his nausea was roiling, threatening to catapult an endless supply of regurgitated bile and remnants of undigested blood into Ken’s unsuspecting face.

“What’s with you?” His roommate waved a plastic spoon under his nose.

Struggling to overcome his queasiness, Gabriel said, “You know I don’t eat . . . rice.”

Ken rolled his eyes. “Since when?”

“Since I discovered carbohydrates are the ultimate enemy. They’re the reason why my body fat percentage isn’t at its optimum low.”

“Gabe, if you lost any more body fat, you wouldn’t be alive.”

Too late, my friend.

Gabriel smiled weakly at him. “Thank you, but I’m not hungry.”

“Eat it,” Ken insisted.

He swept up a giant clump and held it near Gabriel’s tightened mouth.

“I really, really don’t want it,” Gabriel said through gritted teeth. The smell of the rice was so vile, he felt practically suicidal. Since his transformation, all foods had undertaken an unpleasant odor, but for some reason, this particular combination of starch, meat, and grease was the worst yet.

“Eat it now,” Ken ordered.

“No.”

“Yes.”

“I’m not going to eat it.”

“Don’t make me force-feed you.” Ken dangled the bite precariously closer to Gabriel’s mouth.

“Get it away from me!” Gabriel sought sanctuary on the other side of the booth.

Ken followed him. “C’mon, Gabey-baby, open up for the choo-choo!”

“Fuck the choo-choo!”

Ken laughed. “What’s the occasion for this shitty mood of yours?”

“I’m just not hungry, okay?”

“Your loss,” Ken conceded. He gobbled up the mouthful of rice he had intended to feed Gabriel.

Behind his hand, Gabriel hid a grimace of disgust. When Ken finished chewing, he regarded Gabriel with a more serious expression.

He’s going to interrogate me. Just what I need to brighten the day.

“Joe told me about your tendency to upchuck these days. I thought you had conquered the eating disorder.”

Ken’s comment stung because Gabriel actually had kicked his bulimia. Not like it mattered anymore, since according to Raiden, no matter how much blood he drank, he would still remain the same weight. Though when he focused on the big picture, he could only consider that as the most trivial of perks.

“I did conquer it! I’ve just been under the weather. In all likelihood, I ate something that didn’t agree with my chronically sensitive digestive system.”

“What? Like Raiden’s jizz?”

“If you don’t want me to spew projectile vomit all over your cute little face, you’ll never say anything that disgusting to me ever again.”

Fucking hypocrite, the gleeful Raiden-demon chirped inside his head. For once, Gabriel agreed with him.

Apparently, so did Ken. “Spare me! Like I’m supposed to think the idea of your lips attached to Raiden’s cock is so far-fetched? Gabe, please!” He rolled his eyes. “Your mouth opens wider than a nutcracker’s.”

Gabriel sniffed. “I have standards.”

Ken cackled, patting his arm with infuriating condescension. “Yeah, standards Raiden far surpasses. He might be a jerk, but he’s a living work of art. If you like that wispy type—”

Gabriel held up his hand to protest, with no success.

“—which you do. And now you’re staying at his house, Gabe—his place of residence, where there are beds and couches and chairs and all other sorts of miscellaneous furniture— and you expect me to believe the two of you are spending all those nights together rehearsing lines?”

Gabriel shrugged. “It’s just business.”

Ken tapped him on the nose with the clean end of his spoon. “Uh-uh. Don’t think so, Gabe. Not to mention you have, like, a massive crush on the guy. So, if you expect me to believe you’re not still interested in him, I’m sorry to disappoint you, but I’m not fooled.”

“Well, regardless of what you think you know, it’s not like that at all. We’ve been pouring all our efforts into rehearsing for the movie. When Raiden read the script, he agreed it would be best for us to live together for a while, so the audience will actually believe our on-screen bond is genuine.”

The scent of his lie was positively fecal. Judging by the dubious expression on Ken’s face, he had gotten a good whiff of his bullshit. All the same, Gabriel could not (would not) reveal his secret life. He did not want to frighten the other actor away. Or worse, expose himself as the monster he was becoming.

Ken crossed his arms. “Gabe, you’re not telling me the truth.”

It was easy to fool strangers, the public, and members of his own family, but Ken was one of his closest friends and confidantes—his surrogate brother, on and off screen.

“You promised you’d never lie to me.”

Gabriel hung his head. He ached to spill his guts, but the image of his maker’s face held them in. It was absolutely insane to think that Raiden, the cause of all his misery, could hold such sway over him. The power the older vampire possessed was nothing short of extraordinary. Raiden, the pale demon. Raiden, the dark angel. Raiden, the chaperon of survival.

“He and I are nothing more than creative collaborators,” Gabriel lied.

Ken raised his eyebrows. “Interesting. So, when I walked in on you with your pants down, holding the magazine with Raiden’s picture—”

“Stop! Let’s not speak of such things.”

“Aha! I knew it! Gabe’s falling in love!”

Ken grabbed his hands and twirled him around in circles. Infected by his friend’s puckish glee, Gabriel allowed himself to be whirled around the room, breathless as the walls spun around him. After a few seconds of this, the dizzy sensation caused by his twirling brought him discomfort.

“You’re insane!” Gabriel exclaimed, wiggling away from Ken’s grip.

Ken grinned. “At least I’m not jerking off to pictures of my co-star!”

“Well, neither am I, since you so rudely interrupted me.”

Ken giggled obnoxiously for a good minute, then playfully tackled Gabriel to the ground, teasing and tickling him. Laughing uncontrollably, Gabriel almost forgot he was no longer human. But then, the sight of his friend’s flushed face, the increased beating of his heart, and the unmistakable warmth of his blood-filled body swept Gabriel back to reality.

Hurriedly, he scrambled away from Ken, ignoring his confused stare, and produced a cigarette pack from his pocket. He lit up a cancer-stick. Puffing like a chimney, he focused on the harsh tobacco smoke invading his chest. He would do anything to keep his thoughts away from feeding on his friend.

“You’re moodier than a chick,” Ken observed. “What’s really going on?”

The genuine worry in Ken’s eyes caused a twisting sensation in Gabriel’s chest. “I can’t—tell you.”

“Gabe, you can tell me anything.”

“I’m just . . . not myself lately. I’ve been doing these really—horrible things . . .”

“Like what?”

“Like . . . going to bed without brushing my teeth,” Gabriel pretended. “I mean, it’s unhygienic, Ken. It’s revolting. I am a disgusting creature.”

The curly-haired man burst into laughter. “And here I thought you were about to confess you’d started going on nightly killing sprees, or worse, stealing from your charities.”

Well, they’re more tri-weekly than nightly, but close enough. Aloud, he said, “I don’t sponsor any charities.”

“Good point.” Ken grabbed the container of fried rice and resumed his eager consumption of its contents.

Gabriel could tell he was enjoying the food. Not wanting to subject himself to more extensive questions concerning his own appetite, he grabbed a few cubes of ice from the studio’s mini-freezer and chucked one into his mouth. He crunched on it, grimacing at its complete lack of flavor.

If only it were coated with a bit of blood . . . but that was Raiden again, chattering incessantly inside his mind like a conscience-less Jiminy Cricket. It was bad enough having to deal with Mind-Raiden and Real-Raiden on separate occasions, let alone both in the same frame of time.

As the ice melted into nothingness, Gabriel remembered another snippet of his latest encounter with Raiden, during their recent read-through of Luna Sunset.

* * *

Rehearsing the script was painful, but necessary in order to maintain credibility. Of course, what Raiden did not realize was Gabriel still had every intention of making the movie. Mostly, Gabriel wanted to actualize the film because he was stubborn and hated to fail. He also wanted to punish Raiden for having stolen his mortality.

Generally, when Gabriel wanted something, he got it, so he was unconcerned about convincing Raiden to see his point of view. Coercing people had always been one of his specialties. Despite recent events, Gabriel still felt confident he could eventually persuade the singer to follow through with the film.

“Now that we’ve done a full read-through, let’s try another one,” Gabriel declared. He smoothed down invisible creases in his pants.

Raiden’s eyes followed the motion. “I think I’ve had enough for one day, thank you very much.” He flung the script into a far corner of the room.

Gabriel patiently retrieved it. “Practice makes perfect.”

Raiden lounged on the bed. “When it comes to sex, maybe you’ve got a point. Otherwise, I’m spent.”

Gabriel swallowed hard. “Smart-ass.”

Raiden winked. “Don’t I know it?”

“You do indeed. That’s the unbearably annoying part.”

“Everyone’s a critic.”

Gabriel sighed. “You’d be much more charming if you weren’t so full of yourself.”

“Oh, like you’re so humble?” Raiden moved from the bed to a standing position too quickly for Gabriel’s eyes to detect the transition.

“I’m only humbled within the presence of greatness.”

“Bow down, then.” Raiden gestured to the space in front of his feet with a haughty expression.

“You wish.” Gabriel stubbed out his cigarette and stood up, towering over his maker. If nothing else, at least he had the advantage of height.

“Don’t you know that disobeying your master will surely lead to your demise?” Raiden’s tone had a sharp edge.

“I’m not afraid to die. I’m afraid to live.”

Raiden glared at him. “Now that is the lamest thing to ever come out of your mouth, with the very small exception of Backseat Boy’s junk. You probably did that kid a favor, killing him off before he turned eighteen. Now he won’t have to face the eternal shame and miserable damnation of having been born with a vertically-challenged chinko.”

“Eh?”

“A small dick,” Raiden clarified.

Gabriel briefly entertained the notion of biting him in the exact same spot where he had bitten the boy. With a lecherous grin, he reached down and rumpled the singer’s hair. “Perhaps you’re similarly afflicted.”

“That’s none of your business.” Raiden brushed off Gabriel’s hand.

“It’s okay. I understand it’s probably embarrassing for you to admit your three-inch tool perpetuates a long-held stereotype. You know, how Asian men have tiny—”

Raiden speedily trapped Gabriel’s arms behind his back.

Damnit, I have to learn how he moves like that. He growled, exposing his elongated eyeteeth as Raiden continued to disable him.

“And what makes you the authority on the size of my cock, Colin? The last time I checked, I was the one who saw you naked. Got an eyeful of the whole kit-and-caboodle. Not much to look at.”

Gabriel tittered, completely unashamed of his endowments. He possessed enough self-awareness to acknowledge his body was perfectly sculpted: well-developed in all areas.

He leaned down and whispered into Raiden’s ear, “Then all the more reason for you to hide behind false bravado and blatant swaggering. You obviously want to conceal the painful truth: you’re too short to shop in the Men’s Department . . . if you know what I mean.”

Too late, he realized the closeness of their bodies was causing him excitement. Everything seemed to pause. He exhaled into his maker’s ear, unable to move because too many pleasurable sensations were coursing through his nerve-endings.

Raiden broke the pause; slyly peering into his reddening face. “If you wanted to see my goods, Gabriel, all you had to do was ask. That would have been a more dignified way to show me your interest, rather than loudly carrying on about my size . . . if you know what I mean.”

With that, Raiden emancipated him and walked over to the window, disguising his expression. Gabriel was certain, however, he had felt the singer stirring before their bodies parted. Raiden’s physical reaction had been much more sizeable than he would have imagined for such a diminutive man. That night on the boat, he had felt Raiden’s erection against his, but that was during the heat of bloodlust, so his recollection of the sensation was foggy at best.

More than he cared to admit, Gabriel speculated about how his maker looked naked. All things considered, he felt confident he would someday succeed in breaking down Raiden’s walls, until there was nothing left between them but flesh and blood.

* * *

Bidding Ken farewell, Gabriel closed and locked the studio door. He made his way over to the swivel chair and slumped in it, exhausted yet strangely exhilarated. Somehow, he had managed to avoid telling his friend the truth. It was a sign that maybe he could be okay, maybe he could “hack it.” Perhaps he could even get his life back, return to some sense of normalcy and regain his lost self.

Are you fucking kidding me? Raiden’s voice whispered to his tortured mind. You’ll never get it back. The only way to stay alive is to take life. Once a killer, always a killer. You can’t run from that.

No, Gabriel thought, heatedly grabbing the Raiden-tainted magazine and tearing it into a thousand angry pieces. I sure as hell can’t.

He knew something momentous was occurring, though its scale was difficult to accurately gauge. This time, when he felt that familiar fluttering in the pit of his stomach, he endeavored to kill it, but failed. Ignoring his instinct was next to impossible. He had recently learned specific internal twinges signified impending urges for both blood and sex. For days he had been living off it, feeding it, and letting it grow. To ignore it now, to starve it, might be a mistake.

Though Gabriel could not foresee the future, he knew the road ahead was paved in shadow. There would be many routes from which to choose, each twisting and turning more than the last. Although he had taken victims on several occasions, Gabriel still possessed no clue how to cope with the suddenness of his transformation. Everything was still raw, fresh with pain and brutal emotion. He longed to sanitize himself, rid his body of the bloodstains seemingly etched into his skin, but that was not possible.

After all, Raiden’s voice reasoned, you do what you gotta do in order to survive.

Gabriel was becoming more familiar with the language of Raiden’s occultism. The more he grew to understand its meaning, the less he was disgusted by it. Feeding off humans was not without its addictive qualities. The tempting tang of salt-tainted blood was enough to humble him, for it was not only his source of food, but also his source of fancy.

Of course, his fear had not vanished—would not vanish—but his aversion to the idea of drinking blood had all but disappeared. More alarming, however, was the subtle lessening of his shame. Gabriel’s victims were beginning to fade from his memory with astonishing velocity. Forgetting the faces of the dead was easier than he had ever imagined.

Glancing at the pieces of magazine on the floor, Gabriel felt a throb of regret for having destroyed it. That little blond cover boy kept hidden razors in his smile, but Gabriel admitted he had always been a sucker for self-destruction. From the way Raiden’s eyes would soften at the edges whenever he did or said something funny; from the manner in which his eyes roved hungrily over Gabriel’s body when he thought himself unobserved; from all the little clues Raiden had given him, Gabriel concluded the eventual outcome of their tension would be volatile.

Though the idea of initiating a physical relationship with Raiden repulsed his fading integrity, a thrill of scandalous excitement nevertheless rippled his flesh at the image of their bodies writhing together in the throes of passionate fucking. He would hold off as long as his sanity would prevail, but in the absence of rationality, Gabriel knew their mutual attraction was too powerful to ignore. Their collision was inevitable.

“Knock, knock.”

For the second time that day, Gabriel was nearly frightened out of his skin. This time, the spook was Raiden.

“How the fuck did you get in here?” Gabriel demanded. He had not expected the singer for at least another fifteen minutes.

“I have my ways.” Raiden gestured to the now-unlocked door. “Shall we dine?” His sharp eyes took in the sight of his torn-apart face on the floor. “Hm.”

Gabriel did not want to guess what his thoughts might be. “Don’t say a word about it.” He grabbed his coat from the chair.

The singer tossed him his wig and sunglasses, indicating to put them on as he produced another set of shades from his jacket’s inner pocket. “Wasn’t planning on it, but now I kind of want to ask you why—”

“Stuff a dick in it.”

Raiden hooted. “In due time, Gil. In due time.”

Though his eyes were now obscured by the sunglasses, Gabriel had the feeling they were dancing with mischief.

With a swagger in his walk, Raiden pointed out the 350Z he had parked at the back entrance of the studio. “Coming?”

“You bet.”

They quietly talked together, planning their next kill. Under the rising moon, their shared darkness turned toward the light. Their rapidly retreating figures cast graceful shadows; their voices melodically merged together.

Although Gabriel’s bloodlust started to roar at the first mention of the next victim, he was too preoccupied by Raiden’s attractiveness to truly embrace the urge to kill. Judging from the way Raiden edged nearer to him as they walked, Gabriel was not the only one who might soon want something closer than blood.




OEBPS/7025b768a5eefc49b55385af54fd7c171d5b8faa_smallRaw.jpg





OEBPS/images/7025b768a5eefc49b55385af54fd7c171d5b8faa_smallRaw.jpg













