







Edgy, erotic, irresistible—drink in this thrilling collection of vampire fiction from some of today’s hottest African American writers.

Dark Thirst

“These sensual vampire stories should not be read alone. Read them quickly and watch your pulse! Dark Thirst packs quite a bite.”

—Sheree Renée Thomas, award-winning editor and creator of the Dark Matter series

“With stories ranging from the erotic to the ironic to the outright disturbing, Dark Thirst will satisfy vampire familiars everywhere.”

—Tananarive Due, author of The Living Blood and The Good House

“A dark, disturbing, hauntingly unique compilation of stories told in multiple, talented voices. Sip slowly and savor!”

—L. A. Banks, author of the Vampire Huntress Legend series
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Introduction



In 1865, as African American slaves were getting their first taste of freedom following the Civil War and being granted the legal right to read and write, French author Alexandre Dumas was creating a five-act play entitled Le Vampire. This grandson of a Haitian slave and a French aristocrat was the first black writer to pen a version of the vampire myth and, some might argue, was also the father of black horror. The play was set in Spain and predictably peopled mainly by whites—but, interestingly enough, Dumas did introduce the first dark-skinned character to appear in a vampire story, a woman he described as “Moorish” and cast in the role of a pagan witch.

The myth of the vampire had been around for centuries in as many forms as there were foreign languages, embodied in tales of fanged demons like Kali in India, stories of the shape-shifting and bloodsucking tlahuelpuchi of Mexico and the legends of soul-stealing witches among the Hausa tribe in Niger. In pre-colonial Africa, among the polygamous Yoruba in Nigeria, the vampire tale took the form of witch-wives. These women were described as jealous witches who secretly sucked the blood of their husbands and of the children of their other wives. The local folklore even said women could be turned into bloodsucking witches against their will if they were tricked into eating human flesh or drinking human blood.

But the vampire myth didn’t take on literary life until it traveled beyond the remote villages of Transylvania in Eastern Europe and into Western Europe, where it was reborn in the deliciously decadent novels of early English horror writers, who added dark twists and turns to the supernatural legend of an undead being who haunted the living and stole their very blood.

In 1897, Bram Stoker’s Dracula burst onto the literary scene. It was not the first vampire book, but it was to become the most well known, setting the standard for later efforts and spawning a new genre so vivid and so enthralling that other writers would follow his lead for centuries to come.

It would not be until one hundred years after Dumas that black hands would again take up the vampire torch. African American writers were diving into speculative fiction with authors like W. E. B. DuBois and George S. Schuyler giving us race-based science fiction stories like “The Comet” (1920) and “Black No More” (1931), but the field of horror seemed strangely off-limits, a segregated social club populated solely by whites. One of the first black writers to integrate the genre was Octavia E. Butler. This literary diva gave birth to “Doro,” the compelling Nubian immortal and star of her Patternist series that debuted in 1976. This vampirelike character was a departure from the evil-incarnate vampire fiends created by early European authors. Instead of physical force Doro used his telepathic powers to suck his victims dry before taking over their empty bodies.

It was during the 1970s that the vampire was to undergo a renaissance, with its eerie blend of death and eroticism capturing the imagination of a new generation, thanks to creations like the Marvel Comics character “Blade,” an African American superhero who was half-human and half-vampire. This period also saw the birth of Anne Rice’s prolific Vampire Chronicles series and Stephen King’s Salem’s Lot. But, again, horror writers of color working in this popular genre were still out of the ordinary. Ironically, it was Hollywood, with its voracious appetite for profit, that unwittingly served as the evolutionary catalyst that transformed the traditionally pale-skinned vampire into a dark-skinned African prince. In the 1972 blaxploitation movie Blacula, the late actor William Marshall brought new fans to the vampire genre with his stunningly powerful portrayal of the tortured dark prince. Critics could only watch in wonder as he stole the show by bringing an unmistakable grace to every scene, breaking our hearts at the climactic end when he perishes under the glare of a red-hot sun.

A black man would not play the role of the vampire again with such commanding charisma for nearly thirty years, until Wesley Snipes slashed his way onto the big screen in 1998 as “Blade.” His rippling muscles under smooth chocolate skin mesmerized audiences, while his dazzling martial arts moves brought the popular Marvel Comics hero to life and propelled the film to blockbuster status. Snipes gave the ancient Eastern European myth of the bloodthirsty vampire yet another face and gifted it with the cachet of cool.

The 1990s also brought an end to the long literary drought as groundbreaking writers of color like Jewelle Gomez gifted us with unconventional story lines that for the first time presented the vampire from an African American viewpoint. The 1991 Gilda Stories, about a runaway slave girl from the Mississippi Delta of the 1850s who turns vampire, once again flipped the script on the original Stoker creation. In its wake has come a rush of talented writers like Tananarive Due, Jemiah Jefferson and L. A. Banks, whose vivid imaginations gave us books like The Living Blood, Voice of the Blood and the übercool vampire huntress Damali Richards, bringing the vampire into the new millennium with an edgy, urban energy.

Dark Thirst aims to push the envelope still further and shatter stereotypes about the face of contemporary horror. Three of today’s most popular black writers, Omar Tyree, Donna Hill and Monica Jackson, along with a few noteworthy newcomers, have stepped outside their usual genres and entered the dark world of the vampire. As you will soon see, there are few rules and no taboos. The vampires in these pages range from the traditional image of a demonic, fanged-tooth monster to the leather-wearing icon of urban cool, a sexy, fallen hero or a seductive temptress able to lure her prey with a single steamy glance.

Each of these artists has dared to enter the world of the vampire not as pale imitations of themselves, stripped of all cultural identity and reduced to cheap caricatures, but as strong African American writers who bring a new dimension to an old story, taking it above and beyond the accepted norm. In doing so, they change the definition of vampire forever.

Angela C. Allen


New York City, 2004
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The Ultimate Diet

Monica Jackson










Desire



It was almost midnight. I wrapped my mouth around the pizza, the doughy crust mingling with the tart sauce and the salty melted cheese sliding over my tongue. Then the roof of my mouth hit the spicy pepperoni, the tangy sausage and the meaty hamburger and I rolled it all over my taste buds, my teeth working the gooey goodness.

It was something like sex, the sensation building to the point where you can’t let it go…Oh, don’t stop, baby. I stuffed another bite in my mouth before I swallowed the first one. My cheeks pudged out and my eyes closed. I was in pizza hog heaven. This was as close to nirvana as I got.

Shoving it in fast, I covetously counted the pieces in case my girl Angelica, or Jelly, like everybody calls her, got ahead of me and copped some of my share. Jelly jams as good as I do when it comes to food. I feel downright petite next to her. I weigh two hundred and twenty-five pounds. I know Angelica tops three hundred.

Jelly and I go way back. I met her in high school when we were picked out of the projects for a math enrichment program, of all things. Nobody had ever given a shit about potential mathematical Negroes before. But some bleeding hearts had this idea to test tons of black kids and apparently Jelly and I were among the cream of the crop. They said we had high IQs and big potential. We both were surprised because you couldn’t have guessed our smarts by our grades. We were run-of-the-mill fat black girls newly promoted into would-be math nerds.

We liked it because they took us all on fancy field trips and bought us stuff. We got big-time perks. It was the only reason we hung in there because the whole thing was a social drawback. It was definitely not down in an inner-city black school to be stylin’ like some sort of nerd.

But Jelly and I often discussed that if it wasn’t for that program, we’d probably still be in the projects with ten kids between us and less than ten dollars left out of our welfare checks each month once we’d spent for the necessities.

Now we were both computer programmers with nice homes and healthy incomes. But when you think about it, success is all relative. If we were back in the projects, we’d be getting fucked, maybe by low-life, no-working, dependent losers, but we’d at least be getting some. We’d get high when we could and we’d party when we could. We’d have friends and family and kids and we wouldn’t worry too much about shit.

All we had now was each other and our jobs. We worked together in a big company, you’ve probably heard of it, with a bunch of white folks. White folks don’t think much of fat black women. Surprise, surprise.

One thing I’ve noticed about white nerdy men, they worship bony white women with big tits. It ain’t natural. But I don’t envy white women, because most of them don’t look like that.

Jelly pulled me away from my thoughts when she snorted, turned the lights off, and pulled open the window blinds. I was irritated. What could be going on outside that was important enough to interrupt my pizza groove?

“Keeshia, check out those Mexicans heaving that heavy shit like it was nothing. They’re moving fast too. Where were they when I moved from my house and had to deal with those niggas leaning upside their truck and holding it upright while I was getting billed by the hour?” she demanded.

I sighed and moved to the window. Short, stocky men were unloading a moving van. I guess Jelly decided that they were Mexicans because of their small size and height. But they seemed uncommonly strong as I watched one handle a seven-foot sofa as if it were made of Styrofoam.

A classic silver VW Beetle pulled beside the van and Jelly and I both drew in a breath when we saw the woman who stepped out of it. She stood under the streetlight as if she were voguing for a magazine shoot. The light threw her ebony marble features into relief. Her hair and skin blended, both the color of black patent leather.

She turned slowly, surveying our quiet tree-lined suburban neighborhood like she owned it. She had fine, chiseled features and huge eyes, the whites standing out against the black skin like they were opals. Her hair fell almost to her waist in waves like black ocean water.

Her outfit matched her attitude. She was decked out in head-to-toe bloodred leather. To top it off, she was tiny, one of those skinny little hos with big tits and a round African ass that filled me with envy.

Suddenly, she looked straight at us. Jelly and I shrank back from the window. Her lips parted and her teeth reflected the light like pearls. I shivered.

I wondered why she was moving in at midnight. What did it feel like to be a skinny bitch like her? Not that I was the envious type or anything. I just wondered. I stared at her through the window as she went in the house and pointed out to the movers where her heavy and expensive furniture was to go.

I suddenly felt empty, despite the sodden mass of pizza lying at the pit of my stomach. If only I could…I stuffed another slice of pizza in my mouth rather than finish the thought.

“There’s sauce on your chin,” Jelly said, holding two slices of pizza at once. I wiped at my chin.

“You still starting that Paradise Resort diet Monday with me?” I asked.

What if I could get little like that skinny heifer moving in across the way? My life would be perfect. Everything would be easy. Everyone would admire me. I wouldn’t have to deal with my goddamn job and my asshole boss…. I’d have the man of my dreams, fuck, I’d have a man, period. Satisfaction of the sexual sort consisted only of my fantasies and the fingers of my right hand.

“Keeshia!” Jelly was saying. “I was asking you about walking.”

“Walking? I walk every day, otherwise I wouldn’t get from point A to point B.”

Jelly sighed. “You know what I mean. Around the block, a couple of miles a day.”

“That’s not going to lose me any weight. I’m going to blast out on the Paradise Resort diet on Monday. Are you with me?”

“You always starting some diet, girl, and they never stick. I’m giving up on the diets. I’m going to walk and cut out the sugar and fast food. That pizza was it, I’m cooking at home from here on out,” Jelly pronounced, trying to fold her arms over her girth.

I raised an eyebrow. So my obese partner in dietary trauma was giving up on me. “I ain’t never going to give up,” I said softly. “Whatever it takes.” I meant every word.

 

I admit I was hungry as fuck the next week. I’d get off my job and cook up my diet crap and go into the living room and open my blinds, eating my nasty food in the dark while I watched that skinny ho eat. Every evening, a little after dark, she sat right in front of the window and grubbed. I do not exaggerate the word. The bitch ate full-course meals with wine, soup and the works. She ate steak one night, rare. Slurped up lasagna the next. Ate what looked like veal on Wednesday, tender and babyish, covered with cheese. Then she munched on leg of lamb with new potatoes. Friday, she sat down to crispy fried catfish.

I had enough. I pushed my plate of rabbit food and tasteless dry chicken breast away and marched my fat ass to her apartment. I carried a cup and fork like they were weapons. I do admit that I sincerely wanted to stick the fork in her small, shapely, overeating ass. It wasn’t fair.

I punched at her doorbell with a stiff finger. She opened the door fast, like she was standing on the other side waiting for me. I jumped back and blinked. Then I noticed that the skinny bitch looked better close up than she did far away. It wasn’t fair.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

She had some sort of strange accent.

“Hi, I’m Keeshia and I live over there.” I gestured to my apartment across the parking lot. “Welcome to the neighborhood.” I handed her the fork. She stared at it. “It’s a collector’s item,” I said.

“Oh,” she said.

Then I held out the cup. “I wondered if I could borrow some sugar.”

“I’m sorry, but I have none. I’m not much into baking or sweet things.” She had this cute crooked smile with gleaming white perfect teeth. Then, without an ounce of shame, she dropped the fork in the trash can. I had said it was a collector’s item!

“Won’t you come in?” she asked.

The hell with the fork. I didn’t hesitate to step inside her apartment. The door closed behind me with a swish and a thud. I noticed the sound because the coreless doors of my apartment don’t close with such finality.

My thoughts turned again to her skinny body. Maybe she was on some exotic diet I hadn’t heard about yet. Something like that grub-down-at-dinner-only diet. But I’d tried that one with the ever-burning hope that it would be different. I’d gained weight on it.

I settled down on her overstuffed couch. She pulled the drapes to her big picture window and sank down next to me. I studied the table, still filled with mounds of golden catfish and fried potatoes exquisitely sliced to thin crispy perfection. The coleslaw looked as if it were confetti and gleamed with mayonnaise. My mouth watered.

“Would you like to eat?” she asked.

I averted my eyes, realizing that I’d been staring. I mumbled no, the word almost unintelligible.

“Maybe later,” she said.

I noticed her scent. It unsettled me, made me feel strange. It smelled better than the aroma from her table. I leaned toward her and caught myself almost reaching for her. I jerked back as if I’d touched hot coals. Shit, I was going to…touch her. Wanted to touch her. Like she was a man. And there wasn’t a thing male about her. It was crazy. I curled my fingers and stuck my hands in my pockets, not a graceful move since I was sitting. I sucked in a breath.

“My name is Sofia,” she said, her voice breaking the silence like cream pouring into coffee.

“Where are you from?” I asked, relieved to have a distraction from my confusing reaction to her.

“Originally from eastern Africa,” she replied.

“Kenya?”

“No, I’m from a kingdom closer to what is now Ethiopia.”

Kingdom? I didn’t know of any kingdoms in present-day Africa, but I let it ride. My brain oozed slow-motion-style around my chaotic emotions, but my mouth kept running. “I’m trying to lose weight and I noticed how you’re in great shape,” I nattered, all perky like a white girl in a TV commercial. “I wondered if you’d let me in on your secret.”

She smiled at me and leaned closer. My mouth went dry. “You want to know my secret?” she whispered.

I tried to focus my suddenly fuzzy vision on her ruby lips, bloodred. Juicy. I felt the beginnings of moisture between my legs, a hot sweetness tingling and spreading.

Her sexy smile widened, her white teeth gleaming in the golden lamplight.

She moved closer and I felt my nipples harden. When I realized that her face was moving toward mine like she was going to kiss me, a rush of excitement mixed with astonishment flooded through me.

Now realize that my sexual fantasies have always centered around the concept of a big, hard cock. I loved the idea of a hot dick shoving up into me, pounding my pussy. This lesbian shit was tripping me out.

“Keesh, girl, you in there?” I heard Jelly’s voice yell through the door and I swear I almost cried in relief.

“Yeah, I’m coming,” I yelled, and I was off that sofa and to the door before you could say jackshit on a cat. I didn’t look back. I was afraid to.

“How did you know I was in there?” I asked her as I shut the door behind me, panting slightly.

“You left your door open, your food half-eaten on the table and the house was dark, the window open. Not to mention I could see you two sitting there from your living room window. You’ve been going on and on about how that woman eats, so it wasn’t hard to figure out where you could be. So what’s she like?”

I swallowed hard. “Garden-variety skinny bitch,” I said, but I was lying. I just didn’t want Jelly to talk about her anymore. Because then I’d have to wonder why I wanted to go back and find out how her lips would feel against mine.

 

After Jelly left, I couldn’t stop thinking about Sofia and, worse, I couldn’t stop watching her. The next night this fly white boy went to her apartment. They ate a bloody rare steak together, and he touched her constantly. I imagined the outline of his hard dick through his jeans. I know he wanted her. How could he help it? Then she pulled the blinds, but there was this small sliver of golden light trickling through.

I couldn’t help myself. I put on black sweatpants and a black sweatshirt and I crept outside, easing into the bushes outside her apartment. I crept along the walls, the shrubs tearing at my skin. I rubbed my hand across wetness trickling down my cheek. I thought it was sweat and I was surprised to see my hand come away red with blood.

When I finally peeked through the opening of her heavy drapes, I saw Sofia naked on the sofa, splayed out. Perfect, she was perfect, every inch of her gleaming black skin flawless. Her breasts round and firm with hard, black nipples, the black areolas blending into the darkness of her skin. Her muscles flexed under her skin like a panther, and her glossy black pussy hairs were neatly trimmed.

The white boy was worshipping her body. He’d taken off his shirt and I could see the sweat trickling down his back. His pink tongue trailed down her taut belly to her pussy. His eyes were closed. He knew what he was doing, his tongue holding a rhythmic dancing beat, right next to her clit. Her head was thrown back in ecstasy, her neck and back arched.

My fingers crept inside my sweatpants and under my panties to work in rhythm with his tongue. I was close to coming when he suddenly stood up and pulled off his jeans. His dick sprang free, pink and engorged. He moved on top of her in one motion and drove his dick deep into her pussy. I came in hard jolts when I saw her mouth move with the cry of her pleasure as he shoved his hard, pink dick in and out of her slick pink cunt edged in blackness.

When I looked up again, she was burying her face against his neck. I gasped as I saw redness seep from around her lips. Then she opened her eyes and looked straight at me. I dropped down into the bushes and scrambled away, barely getting my sweatpants back up over my ass.

Back in my apartment, I stared at my hand. Blood, blood? White boy blood oozing from under Sofia’s lips. Her knowing glance up at me. Fuck, I was more scared than a lobster staring down at a boiling pot. I locked all the doors and checked the windows.

I never thought much about weird shit like monsters or ghosts. Horror flicks had never been my thing because the black guy usually dies first. When black folks started getting some play in scary movies as the big-bad, I knew we’d arrived and my interest picked up a touch. But I never dreamed that shit could be for real.

Maybe the blood on Sofia’s lips was my overactive imagination. But I remembered her hypnotic hot attraction. Her too-white teeth. And I wasn’t the imaginative type.

I suppressed a shudder.

But being scared for too long isn’t my style. I rummaged in the kitchen and found some macaroni stuck in the back of a cabinet, boiled it up and made some from-scratch mac-and-cheese. Then I booted up my computer and signed on to the Internet while I chowed down straight from the pot. The diet was history. What was important was what the fuck did I know about vampires? Not bloody much.








Idea



“She bit him on the neck, I swear,” I told Jelly the following evening. For some reason I really needed her to understand. The shit was getting to me. Jelly always had my back and I needed her now. In many ways, Jelly was the sister I never had.

Jelly sighed and rearranged her bulk. “Maybe it was some kinky sex thing. This vampire stuff…it’s not like you. You’re trippin’, girl. That Paradise Resort diet must be getting to you.”

I didn’t want to admit the diet was history. “It’s not the diet.” I tore a napkin to shreds on the end table until it was tiny pieces of white confetti, and then cursed when I sneezed and they drifted to the floor. “I’m afraid to leave my house after dark,” I near-whispered.

Jelly’s right eyebrow raised. “All because of that heifer that moved in across the street?”

I nodded. “She knows.”

“Knows what? That you’re too big to be crawling around the bushes like a cat burglar? If she has the balls to fuck somebody in front of an open window, she probably doesn’t give a shit.”

Jelly was right. What was I afraid of? Then I thought about that studly white boy, her mouth on his neck, and the blood seeping between them. Yeah, I didn’t have a damn thing to be afraid of, other than getting killed and eaten.

“What if I’m right?” I asked Jelly. “What if she is a vampire? I’m probably high on her menu. Think of how juicy I am,” I said, patting my belly.

Jelly laughed, “Yeah, you’re mighty juicy.”

“But vampires are limited,” I reminded myself. “They only operate at night and you have to be out then and allow yourself to be isolated.”

“I know of several ladies who mainly operate at night in the style you describe, and they’re not vampires,” Jelly said. She shook her head. “There ain’t nothing scary about a ho, unless you’re spending money on her skanky ass.”

Jelly wasn’t going to believe me easily, so I dropped the subject. Something in me felt abandoned and a little hurt. Maybe a little angry. Jelly cooked, since she wasn’t into fast food or eating out anymore. We ate baked chicken with a decent taste to it, baked potatoes and green beans seasoned with ham and watched TV until darkness fell. I looked out for her as she went to her car. Jelly was juicier than me and the only friend I had.

But I couldn’t stop watching Sofia. She had visitors, several a week. Young, beautiful people, both men and women of all races. The interesting thing was that when they went in, few of them came back out. I was too scared to crawl back and peek through her window. But I knew what she was doing, fucking and eating, and fucking and eating some more.

I decided to do some more research and check out the missing-person list online. I checked the stats and it was no longer the usual. People disappear all the time. My eyes scanned the photographs and I didn’t even gasp when I saw the white boy’s picture. I knew it would be there.

 

“Why you keep talking about that ho?” Jelly said to me the next night when I went over to her place. She had a touch of her namesake spread over a slice of high-protein bread instead of her customary jelly doughnut. But I wasn’t worried about her losing weight and becoming thinner than me. She wasn’t going about it right. Everybody knew you had to diet to lose weight and Jelly refused to diet. She kept up with walking around for no good purpose and she didn’t eat the sweets she used to, unless it was a small dessert.

“That woman hasn’t done anything to you. You’re just jealous,” Jelly accused.

I started to say that I wasn’t jealous, but I pulled up. It wasn’t true. I was slime-green jealous of that fine bitch with her dog-in-heat scent and all the rich food, hard dick and hot pussy she could handle.

I always thought I was one hundred percent straight, but lately my dreams had the scent of women in them, along with a certain soft wetness. I’d wake up with my fingers in my own pussy, my fingers working fast and hard as I came.

Did she get to stay alive forever, looking fine as hell, fucking and eating with abandon and without consequences? What did she do to deserve such bliss?

Oh yeah, she was a goddamn vampire.

“You ever saw a fat vampire, Jelly?”

“Bitch, I ain’t ever seen a vampire, period,” Jelly snapped back. I could tell she was getting a little tired of hearing about vampires.

Frankly, I was getting a little tired of her skepticism. “You want me to prove it?”

Jelly looked at me as if I’d lost my marbles.

“Twenty bucks,” I said.

Jelly liked to spend money and she knew my word was gold on a bet. She heaved herself off her sofa. “Let’s go, sucker,” she said.

 

We both crept through the bushes. I had a wooden ruler I’d carved to a point with a kitchen knife, and a large silver cross around my neck, though I doubted either really worked. If she came from ancient Africa, her gods predated ours, and assuming I could pound that ruler with enough force through bone at the right place, she probably wouldn’t stand still long enough to let me get through the procedure.

I’d put enough garlic on my hamburger to asphyxiate her with my breath if what they said about vampires not liking the stuff was true.

Sofia’s drapes were pulled shut, so the eating was over and the fucking had commenced. The golden light shone through exactly at the same spot. I gestured to Jelly to look.

She stood on her tiptoes and peeked through the opening. “Who’s she fucking?” I whispered. Jelly gestured at me to be silent, her eyes wide. I settled down to wait.

Jelly’s breath quickened and I knew she was feeling it too. I imagined Sofia naked, her legs wide. I wondered who was sticking it to her this time. Some big black buck? Another white boy?

It was a while before Jelly dropped to the ground like her legs had lost their bones. She started moving quicker and more silently to her car than I would have imagined. I followed and got into the passenger seat.

She turned on the motor and I started to question her, but she held up a hand. “Later,” she said and put the car in gear.

Jelly drove up to a brightly lit convenience store. I followed her in, not about to be left alone in the dark.

She gave me my twenty from the bet, then bought a six-pack of beer and went back to the car. She opened a beer and, driving with one hand, gulped it down, then opened another.

I reached for a beer and cussed when I saw it was low-carb. What would they fuck up next? I popped the top anyway and sipped. It wasn’t too bad, after all.

“So who did she do?” I asked conversationally. Jelly shook her head.

“A woman. A sister.” Her voice was hoarse, choked.

I felt a tingling between my legs. I wished I could have seen it.

“She killed her,” Jelly said. “I saw it, she killed her.” Jelly opened another beer. Tears were flowing down her fat cheeks.

She pulled up in front of her apartment and parked. We didn’t move. Nobody wanted to open the door to enter the dark night first.

“She knew we were there,” Jelly said.

“I know,” I answered. “She let us see.”

 

We sat in Jelly’s apartment with every blind tightly drawn, every light in the place blazing. “We have to do something,” said Jelly.

“What do you propose we do? Offer ourselves up as an alternate menu selection? From what I’ve seen of her choice of entrées, we run a little high fat for her.”

Jelly turned to me and met my eyes for the first time. “You need to be serious. This is serious. People are dying and I can’t believe all you’ve talked about is how good she looks and how many folks she gets to fuck.”

“She gets to eat all she wants, too. Just think of it. Everything you ever wanted to eat and never gain an ounce. Have you ever heard of a fat vampire?”

Jelly’s eyes narrowed. “Didn’t you feel the evil? She’s an abomination, a monster and a sin against the Lord. What is this shit about fat vampires? She needs to be destroyed.”

The thought of Sofia’s perfect flesh being destroyed touched me like a cold finger in the middle of my spine. How can you destroy beauty? Obliterate power and pleasure?

“How do you propose to do that? I doubt if the mythical bullshit like a stake in the heart works. I’m not going to bet my life on it, anyway.”

“Evil can always be vanquished.”

“Vanquished? What are you talking about? You ain’t Buffy. You can close your eyes and dream all you want, but you’re not waking up bony and blonde.”

“Your problem is that it all comes down to the superficial to you. That’s why you’re so obsessed with weight and looks. You need to realize that looks mean nothing.”

Something flared inside me. “Yeah, looks don’t matter,” I said, my tone dripping sarcasm. “That’s why you didn’t get that promotion you deserved. That’s why people stare through you as if you’re invisible. That’s why I know you get disrespected every day in subtle ways just like I do. You got no man, have had no man and never will have a man unless you feel like supporting some sorry-ass piece of one in return for the little bit of dick he throws you. You’re lonely, ugly and as worthless in the eyes of the world as I am. And you know why? Because you’re fat and that’s all that matters.”

Somewhere in my speech, the sarcasm turned to pain. I wiped my eyes with my arm, and my face felt hot. Jelly stared at me, silent.

I met her eyes. “If I have the chance to be fine like that woman and have what she has, I’ll grab it,” I said, “because that’s what I want. That’s what I need.” My voice broke and I shamed myself by sobbing. I sank in a chair and Jelly handed me a box of tissues. It took a while to pull myself together.

“We need what she has and I’m going to figure out how to get it,” I said. “That’s all that matters.”

Jelly looked like she was going to cry also. “You have it wrong. That’s not all that matters. That’s not what matters at all.”

 

Jelly took me home and watched until I got into my apartment. I never was afraid of anything waiting for me there, because I had a feeling that one thing that I had read about vampires was correct. Something like vampires had to be invited before they entered your home. Or your heart.

I’d had it with hoping and wishing. Jelly was the one who was wrong. She was misguided in the sappy way the weak often are. I was going to get what I wanted. What I wanted most in the world was to be like that vampire slut, Sofia.








Plan



I don’t want to die. Yeah, I know that vampires are undead, but that’s my point. I want to stay conscious and not visit the hereafter. My heaven is going to be here and now, fucking, sucking and gorging for eternity.

But how was I to accomplish my goal and get Sofia to bite me and transform me into a vampire when she had this nasty habit of killing her victims? Nobody walked in her lair alone and came back out. So my odds of continuing to breathe if I directly approached her were woefully low.

I tried to find some other vamp and I couldn’t. I’d know it if I spotted one. They’d have Sofia’s preternatural air, her supernatural beauty and top-of-the


-fucking-food-chain attitude.

I learned on the Internet that vampires are solitary creatures with large territories. They rarely sire whelps because that would be competition. The world can’t support too many vampires. Historically, when their population gets too high, humans rebel and fight back. Prey becomes scarce.

Sofia lived and hunted alone, but the woman fucked too much to be lonely. She went out and partied almost every night. One night I cruised behind her silver Beetle in my beat-up Ford and parked outside the club to watch and wait.

Sometimes Sofia brought two or three folks home at once. I liked that because it meant more sex and less blood. It was also nice to know she had a weakness. She couldn’t take on more than one person at a time. Sofia’s guests only died if they entered her place by themselves.

Last night Sofia went down on this little Asian guy with a huge joint, licking it like a Popsicle, and then opening her mouth wide until he disappeared inside. She worked that dick, sucking it, pulling on his balls until he arched and screamed in ecstasy, gobs of white gizm oozing out of her mouth. Then his screams changed and I saw the blood. Ouch.

Best of all was a few weeks ago when three women did her at once. One was blonde, one black and the other Hispanic. My hands drifted downward as I remembered. I’d almost fallen out of the bushes, I had gotten so hot. I watched the blonde girl frantically rub her light pussy hairs against Sofia’s black crispness, cream oozing out of both of their pink crevices. The black girl’s tongue danced around one of Sofia’s hard, black nipples, and the Hispanic girl’s rosebud mouth worked on the other. Their fingers danced in and out of each other’s pink cunts, covered with juices while they licked and tongued on pussy round robin. Fish-o-rama buffet, sushi style. I came so hard I thought I was going to suffocate.

I wasn’t her type if I went by the fine, fit and young folk she fucked. I was young enough, but that was the only qualification I met. So how was I supposed to get close enough to her to make her turn me into a goddamned vampire without killing me?

I had lots of time for research because—Did I mention that I’d been fired? The late nights spying on the vampire next door jacked me up. I came into work late half the time and called in sick the rest. When I was there, I didn’t do that great either. I was tired, and sitting in front of a computer coding can be boring as hell. Fat, black chicks don’t get cut the slack white folks do. We can get away with being a little evil, but that’s about it. I’d seen white boys drag their asses for months on end when they went through some shit and get no more than a referral to the employee assistance program and some time off, usually paid. But after two weeks of my tripping over the vampire out of four years of near-perfect service, they told me to pack my shit and not to bother to show up the next day.

I didn’t really give a fuck, because it gave me more time to concentrate on what really mattered. Pretty soon I wouldn’t need a job. I never heard of a nerdish vampire who coded computer software. Maybe a vampire with a glamorous career, like a supermodel or a rock star, but not a vamp doing some shitty software coding. What would be the point?

I was still able to pay my rent and figured I had about six months’ living expenses. That would be more than enough time.

Jelly tripped when I got fired, and rushed over to my apartment with some goddamn fruit. Can you believe it? Fruit! In times of angst, she used to have enough sense to break out the chocolate, at the very least. I moaned and groaned and whined and told her I needed space because I was depressed.

Do you know what she said? She said she’d pray for me. Jelly is way off the deep end and she ain’t pulling me down with her. I’m getting what I’ve always deserved. For the first time in my life I’m going to be accepted and admired. I’m going to get me a life, even if I die trying.

Nope, Jelly wouldn’t approve. Spooked by Sofia, she no longer came over to my place, but she used to corner me at work and go on and on about killing the vampire. Get this, I finally said to her, the vampire is already freaking dead.

Then she went off on another tangent, bitching and moaning about evil.

What’s evil? I asked. Did she really know? Is it evil to bomb children into bloody little bits for economic reasons and power? Is it evil to benefit the wealthy and screw the poor? Is it evil to ruin the earth for profit? A lot of these gray dickheads around here think that so-called evil shit is better than sex and chocolate. So what the fuck is evil? Let the cream rise, the strong prosper and the economy grow. Fuck all that whiny crap like caring for the downtrodden, helping the weak and protecting the poor. Grab all you got coming to you. Evil is relative, my fat girl Jelly, and I’m changing my politics.

Jelly stared at me, eyes wide, and her sorry bleeding heart didn’t have a word to say.

I was talking loud and those crackers at the company about had a stroke. The boss called me into his office and told me politics weren’t an appropriate subject for the job. That’s probably another reason they fired my ass so fast.

Fuck Jelly. She’d regret not being there for me when I got the payoff and she was still a beached brown whale working her ass off in a sea of white folks who turned their noses up and eyes away when she passed.

But Jelly would come to her senses once she saw how good I had it and then I’d help her get it too. But in the meantime, I needed to keep things on the down-low, so I avoided Jelly. I told her Sofia had moved and I was depressed and job hunting and needed some time to myself. I didn’t think she’d try to storm Sofia’s apartment with a wooden stake or something, but I didn’t need the complications of having to watch out for Jelly’s silly ass on top of everything else.

Because the only way to get what I wanted was to use magic—dark magic. Once I admitted the shadows existed, I saw them more clearly. Vampires existed, and more. Much more.

Magic was a science. A science of the mind that took skill and study. But I had the brains and I had the time. Most important, I had the will.

I started practicing spell casting and disciplining my mind with meditation and other practices. I worked quickly through the disciplines. I fasted at least once a week to prepare my body and get in the proper frame of mind.

Whoever said that fat chicks have no willpower had no clue. I hear skinny bitches whining and moaning about how they can’t do some easy shit all the time. Try to diet for months on end, bitches. Starve your naturally skinny asses. They can’t do it unless they’re off the deep end like those crazy anorectic freaks. I quit a pack-a-day habit in a week. That was nothing in comparison.

Yeah, I had the will; all I needed to perfect was the way. My will was powerful enough to stay on the beet, bacon and orange-rind diet for a whole three days, so I knew it was powerful enough to enlist the assistance of something more powerful than me. Something more powerful than Sofia.

That would be a demon.

Demons were some scary sons of bitches, but for creatures that supposedly served the Lord of Chaos they sure seemed to have a lot of rules to follow. Like everything else, they were under the ultimate control of Order.

I needed a demon of the big-daddy caliber to force Sofia to turn me into a vampire. But demons were touchy creatures. If you let him, he’d figuratively screw your ass. Technically, demons were “its” instead of “hes” since they got no real dicks, po’ things. Wanting to screw your ass was all they could do. There ain’t no fucking in hell. No eating, either. Shit, no wonder they had a rep for being grumpy. I’d be pissed too. I guess that’s why they call it hell.

Some of the stuff I read seemed to make demon summoning easy. Rustle yourself up a denizen of hell in ten easy steps, some of these grimoires instructed.

Wipe a little chalk on the floor, scribble some drawings, mutter a few words and maybe scatter a bit of incense and blood about, and that’s it, you get McDemon ready to carry out your every whim in twenty minutes or less.

Also, supposedly if I drew a circle right, stood in it and did everything correct, I could summon up the biggest, baddest, mack-daddy demon and he wouldn’t fuck with me. After I summoned him, he’d run around doing errands until I decided to let him go.

Ain’t that some bullshit?

I was born and bred in the projects, a place where hell reigns on earth most of the time. I know a thing or two about badass motherfuckers. There ain’t enough chalk and words and silly rituals in the world to make a badass motherfucker not kill your ass if he can.

You got to give him a reason not to do it. The best reason would be that he could use you to get what he wants. Bottom line, you better want what he wants or your ass is his. The demons I read about all seemed to be gaming folks, like a cat that plays with a mouse before it attacks.

The magicians who wrote those demon-in-ten-


steps grimoires were probably the usual run-of-the-


mill arrogant, privileged white folks, disrespectful and delusional. In this day and age they got it like that. But once they start fooling with demons, I’d bet money that they ended up some unpleasantly dead white folks. Disrespect a badass motherfucker and pain will be all you have to look forward to between your next breath and your last. Demons are the baddest motherfuckers of them all.

Did I mention the problem of payment? One rule is that everything had a price, and a demon’s price was high. If you want something from a badass, you don’t get to tell him what you’re going to pay. He gets to tell you what he wants.

But I thought I could handle it. I had the will and I seriously doubt that the depths of hell could compare with the agonies of the Mayonnaise Clinic Diet that I stuck to for two whole months. A demon would quail before that fucking horror, pain and degradation. No, my problem was I couldn’t keep up the effort for months on end, so I needed to get this shit over with.

I had to be certain to pick the right demon, a simpatico one with goals aligned with my own. Then I had to control myself well enough so as not to come under its control.

The final key was making the effort worth its while. That wasn’t too difficult because I was going to give up my blood and my soul, hefty tender for any hellacious creature. The biggest payoff was Sofia, a tasty morsel of a vampire. It would be a win-win deal for the right demon. You know the saying: why not kill two birds with one stone?








Action



The demon was one jacked-up motherfucker. He had horns, wings and a tail and was in serious need of some attention to his feet. That son of a bitch’s feet seriously stank, with the longest, fungiest yellow nails you could imagine and gobs of black toe jam stuck between his toe cracks.

He was naked, which didn’t help his overall appearance one bit. It did prove that I was wrong about demons not having dicks. His dick matched his crooked-up, scaly, little charcoal-gray body. His little dick must have not worked worth a fuck either, because he sure looked like an irritable asshole.

“What do you want?” he roared, shaking my whole apartment, with crap flying off the walls and out of the cabinets. Pissed me off big-time, because I knew he wasn’t going to stick around and clean up any of the mess.

But I do admit I admired his special effects and how he got to the point. So I got to the point also. “I want to be a vampire,” I answered.

I think I surprised him. The shit whirling around in the air settled to the floor.

“Vampire? Can’t do it,” he growled.

I knew he was getting ready to split, and probably kill me as a side diversion, so I said quickly, “I need you to force Sofia to do it.”

He paused. I could tell he was interested. I’d named her so I might as well have shone a spotlight on her and pointed her out on a map to him. But I needed to get him to act fast, before he got bored and decided to rip my guts out for fun. “Pain, death and spilled blood,” I said. It doesn’t do to be long-winded with a demon.

He eased down on his haunches and I knew I had him. Bingo.

Then I blinked and I was in Sofia’s apartment. That demon truly didn’t believe in conversation or wasting time. My stomach was in knots and I was freezing. I looked down. The SOB had stripped me naked! I started to protest, but the words faded when I saw the vampire. Sofia was headed for me, teeth bared, eyes blazing, not bothering to put on her façade of humanity. She was beautiful, but terrible. A predator. I about pissed myself. The concept of being undead and all was cool, but when actually faced with dying, well, let me tell you, if at that moment I could have changed my mind, I would have.

I ran like hell, but that bitch was fast. She’d almost grabbed me when a gray whirling fog enveloped us and Sofia screamed.

I would have screamed too if I could have breathed. It was like being squeezed by the wind. Cold damp wind. Quite unpleasant.

“Sire her,” the demon’s voice rasped.

“Noooo,” Sofia screamed.

Then this nasty brown shit started seeping through her skin and leaking from her eyes. I took a second look and saw it was blood. Old, congealed, stinking blood. I couldn’t fully appreciate the smell, not being able to breathe too well and all, but the tiny whiff I got made demon’s feet smell like spring flowers.

Sofia hit the floor, writhing, gasping and moaning. The demon giggled. “Sire her,” he repeated. He wasn’t one to be wordy.

Sofia struggled to her feet and reached for me. Her bicuspids had grown long, snakelike fangs and her eyes matched—slitted and red. I tried to get away, but the solid winds were like heavy rope, crushing my body, holding me into place.

And despite my terror, when she pressed her body against my naked skin, the heat of arousal rose from my pussy. She must have sensed it, because she thrust her fingers in my pussy as her fangs pierced my neck.

The demon screeched with glee. Her fingers worked over and around my wet clit as she sucked my blood. My breath came in gasps, accompanied by pain, dizziness and the feeling of molten lava flowing through my veins.

Sofia’s fingers were without mercy. My thighs opened as wide as they could go, my hips rotated. I was on the knife edge of pleasure and agony. Hurting, fearing and aching to come, but she wouldn’t let me. My world had narrowed to the beat of my heart, the throb of my pussy and her moving fingers. Nothing else mattered. My heart was fading, going fast and faint. Something like a light flared under my eyelids and I exploded, convulsing in agony and ecstasy. She rubbed my clit past the ecstasy to pain and I sobbed.

With my cry, my mouth filled with fetid death, tepid, decaying, metallic. She’d opened her vein and filled my mouth with her blood. I could no longer choke, feeling the foul liquid run unchecked into my lungs and stomach. When she was finished, she let me drop to the floor.

Blackness fell as I felt my heart flutter with the last dregs of my blood. I knew I was dying.

Where was the demon? We had a bargain. Had he lied? They have a habit of that. Had I miscalculated? I whispered his true name in anguish. My last conscious human memory was the small sound of triumph that Sofia made.

 

When I opened my eyes, I was on the floor of my own apartment. I lay there naked, like so much meat. There was no more pain. I tried to move and my body betrayed me. It no longer transmitted pleasure, pain or anything else. I can’t communicate the pure terror I experienced when I realized my chest no longer rose and fell with my respirations; my pulse no longer beat a familiar low rhythm in my ears.

My body lay there like the dead thing it was, stinking and putrefying. I was a prisoner in my dead flesh. Maggots, juices, bloating, the works. You know, when someone tells you that you’re full of shit, they’re right? The shit worked through my guts first, then rotted the rest of my flesh. But you probably don’t want to hear about that. Most of you human motherfuckers are squeamish about the details, like your ass ain’t one hundred percent guaranteed to rot eventually. If you’re lucky, you won’t have to smell yourself. You better believe I was relieved when my olfactory sensors finally went.

After about seven days, I must have hit critical rot, because the pain hit. Blazing fire, it was fucking excruciating. I couldn’t scream or move; I just had to lie there and fry. Shit, I thought maybe that demon had finally come and dragged my ass down to hell. I finally lost consciousness.

When I came to, I tingled with sensation. I moved air in and out of what had to be newly grown lungs. I stood in a fluid motion and stared at the bones of my hands covered with familiar brown skin. I rushed to a full-length mirror. It was too good to be true. I had to be dreaming. Beyoncé and Halle Berry stand back, there’s a new bitch in town. My, oh my, I was fine. Better than I thought I’d be. I was as slim as I’d imagined. I ran my bony hands down my sides and felt my ribs. No tits, but I’d fix that within a week with some implants. I’d get my ass fixed up good too. That’s what all the real skinny bitches had to do. It wasn’t all bad, though. I had long, shapely legs, and I must have been all of a size six. Maybe even a four or a two. I was all bone and gristle, a white man’s dream girl.

The hair was best. It had reverted to its natural dark brown color and kinky texture. But it had grown crazy long, flowing down my back almost to my waist. It was wonderful, a deep chocolate froth over my butter pecan skin. I’d need to braid it at night, but that would be it.

I was hot, wild, everything I wanted to be. Exultation filled me. I’d done it! I’d pulled off the biggest damn project of all. It was the ultimate fucking diet.

Then I noticed things looked different. The air looked like it moved, or things moved through it. I could perceive waves and thick mists. Nothing was clear anymore. Things blurred and flowed and shadows were everywhere.

But screw things I could do nothing about. I was hungry as hell. And for the first time in my life I could eat whatever the fuck I wanted and not get fat.
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