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INTRODUCTION

Vampire—vagina. A more perfect sensual pairing couldn’t be imagined. Dark hungers, shocking thirsts… For blood, for connection… A sharing of nourishment and comfort… Infliction and acceptance of pain…

Whether the story depicts a traditional blood-drinker seducing a meal, a psychic vampire stealing life force from an unknowing host, or a real-life sanguinarian seeking a partner to share a ritual bloodletting to cement a bond, the stories will be varied and unexpected. Writers will be encouraged to investigate vampire myths from around the world, looking for something fresh to add to the pantheon.

 



That description was included in the call for submissions I sent out when I began this project. This being the first book where I don the editor’s hat and make the selections, I wanted stories the likes of which I hadn’t read before. I write about vampires and werewolves, demons and succubi, and a dragon here and there. I love to read about them. But in this shorter format, I  wanted to spark authors to provide me with something rare: a surprise.

I made hard, excruciating choices, keeping in mind that I wanted the stories to be beyond simply erotic. If they didn’t pull at my emotions, if they didn’t provide me with a fresh twist and leave me feeling hopeful or haunted, I put them aside. I am at heart a romantic.

Why vampires? Aren’t there enough books and movies to bludgeon the genre to death? Maybe. But I’ll bet there will be a tale or two here that you’ve never read before. Or a twist you didn’t expect. Add the sensual texture of Sapphic love, and it’s a perfect mix. Blood is life. And for a vampire, a blood host is more than food; the relationship is one to be nurtured, and who better to understand that than women?

So, sit astride the dome of St. Peter’s Basilica, sail with modern-day pirates, watch a meteor fall to earth and taste the powdery wings of a monarch butterfly. Not things you’d expect in a vampire tale? Then sip O-positive from a femoral artery while tugging at the silky strands of your lover’s hair, or scent a fated mate in an ocean breeze. Not so surprising, but eternally delicious.
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A soft, warm breeze tickled the leaves of the grand oak trees as I stepped out of the woods. The sultry night air pressed down. The weather had been unnaturally hot for the end of October, and the dying sun had brought no relief to the day’s humidity. Sweat trickled down my back and over the firm swell of my buttocks. My red silk robe clung sinuously to my clammy skin, and my long hair stuck to the back of my neck. The walk from my home to this sacred place was short, but in this heat even that produced enough sweat to slick my skin.

Bright light from the full moon illuminated the small clearing. I could clearly see the large wood stump I had consecrated months ago for my altar. I walked to it slowly, breathing in the sweet scents of the night air. It was a perfectly delectable night for making magic.

I set down the wicker basket I carried on the wooden altar. Stepping alongside it, I shed my robe and slipped off my sandals. I stretched my arms up to the heavens and closed my eyes. The  warm breeze caressed my naked body. The only thing I wore was an Egyptian ankh amulet around my neck, a ward against negative energies. I took in one last deep breath, then turned to my basket and the work at hand.

“I call upon the element of air to be present and to bless the work to be done.” I raised the candle to the night sky. “Hail and welcome.”

The invocations I did intensified the ancient mystical elements that roamed the woods. I could almost see the magic in the night sky. A faint warm glow emanated around me. The spell would be powerful. I had no doubt it would work. I was a commanding witch.

From the basket, I withdrew a small clay bowl and set it on the altar. Next, I took out a brown glass bottle, opened it and dripped oil into the bowl. The sweet warm smell of cinnamon wafted up to my nose. I took out another bottle, a plastic one full of avocado oil, and poured some into the bowl.

Dipping my fingers into the mixture, I rubbed the liquid onto my nipples reveling in the way it made my skin tingle with heat. As I touched my skin, power trickled over me, cutting a lazy trail down my belly to pool in between my legs. Energy crested at my center, making my juices flow.

I slid my hand over the soft folds of my sex. Wet and hot, I rejoiced in the way my flesh heated even more beneath my fingertips. Slowly, I inserted two fingers inside, pumping lazily, in no hurry to find release. I loved to play with myself. The spell would be stronger because of it.

Arching my back and spreading my legs even farther apart, I added my other hand to the play. I swirled my fingers over my clit, flinching as my legs tightened and flexed in response. An orgasm was building like a raging inferno.

Increasing my tempo, I fingered my sex while flicking my  clit. It never failed to get me off, and I needed to come hard for my incantation to be potent. The elementals would hear my cries one way or another.

As I buried my hand to the second knuckle, I pinched my clit sharply. Within seconds, a surge of pleasure crashed through me. Moaning, I clamped my eyes shut and came like a volcano. Hot cream gushed over my fingers.

Panting, I lay there until I had the strength to move. I sat up, being careful not to wipe off the creamy liquid on my fingers. I reached into my basket and gathered my bolline and two pink candles. With my ritual knife, I carved an ancient symbol into one candle and set it on the altar. I dipped my hands into the oil bowl, mixing my cum with the tincture. Again, I anointed the remaining candle and set it with the other on the altar where I lit them both.

The wind picked up and swirled violently around me but miraculously did not extinguish the flames. My magic was strong. This spell, I hoped, would be one of my most effective. The elementals couldn’t deny my call.

I raised my arms to the heavens, closed my eyes and bowed my head. “And let it be done.”

 



I rubbed at my temple again. The headache was getting worse, stronger, more centralized. This morning I woke with a dull throb all over my head, but now, late in the day, it was situated in my temples. It was as if someone had pushed pins into the side of my skull.

The bell at my door rang. I looked up as the door opened and Ted, Raven’s Bay’s deputy, and a woman strolled in. I smiled.

“Hi, Ted. Did you come for some more bath salts? I just made up a new batch.”

Ted blushed. “Ah, no, sorry, Anisa. Business today. This is  Sheriff Alexa Branwell.” He stepped to the side and waved his hand at the woman commanding the room behind him.

I felt my heart stutter in my chest as I looked her over. She was tall with wide shoulders and a trim waist. Her curly dark hair brushed at her collar and flirted at her brow, overlooking incredibly dark blue eyes. She had an impressive presence. The weight of her aura pressed back on me, circled me and caressed my skin.

There was power there.

“I had no idea Raven’s Bay was getting a new sheriff.”

She continued to eye me, as if taking measure. I shivered involuntarily at the intensity of her gaze.

“Ah, she just arrived today and needs to talk to you. In private,” Ted said softly, his eyes flitting to Poppy, my young employee, who hovered nearby, her dark brown eyes wide with interest.

“Sure. How about we go in the back?” I motioned to the gauzy curtain separating the back rooms.

I led them to the room where there was a small round table and two chairs. I gestured to one of the chairs. “Would you care to sit?”

“No, thank you.” The sheriff’s electric voice caressed my skin, and I shivered.

“Well, I will, if you don’t mind?” I pulled out a chair and sat, crossing my long legs. I hoped she didn’t notice them quivering. Being near the woman was intoxicating. I felt light-headed and almost giddy.

Clearing my throat, I tried to sound unaffected. “Was there something you wanted?”

After several long seconds, she pulled her gaze away and glanced around the room. “Did you know Stan Hart?”

I frowned. “Yes, I know him.”

“What was your relationship with him?”

“No relationship, thank you.”

“Stan’s not your favorite person?” Alexa cocked an eyebrow, and I wondered if she could hear the disdain in my voice.

“Not really.”

“You’ve had words over the years? Arguments? Heated arguments ?”

“You could say that. Stan has a problem with…me.”

“And that made you…angry?”

I sat forward in my chair and put a hand onto the table. “What is this all about?”

Ted sighed. “Stan’s dead, Anisa.”

I gasped and put a shaky hand to my mouth. Alexa’s gaze never left my face. I could tell she was searching for something. Guilt maybe?

The sheriff nodded toward Ted. “Deputy, could you excuse us?”

Ted looked at Alexa, then back to me. “Um…”

“I’d prefer if he stayed, Sheriff Branwell,” I managed to say, my breath nearly catching in my throat at the surge in power I sensed. My skin tingled and my muscles clenched. Sweat rolled down my chest to settle inside my navel.

She narrowed her eyes. “Why?”

“Because I don’t like the way you’re looking at me.” I lied. I liked how she regarded me, with equal measures of lust and hostility. The combination made my skin tingle and my muscles melt in desire. An ache, hot, brutal and intense, burned at my core. I pushed back on the heat Alexa aimed at me and wondered if she felt the same delicious quivers through her curvy body.

Ted looked from me to Alexa, unsure of what to do. “Do you want me to take notes, Sheriff?”

Alexa glanced over at him and nodded, her jaw clenched.

Ted took out his notebook and sat down in the chair across the table from me. “Let’s start over, shall we?”

I set my hands in my lap trying to hide the quake in them. “I’d really appreciate it if you’d tell me what’s going on. I’m feeling very…persecuted right now.”

“Persecuted? Interesting word choice. Why would you say that?”

“Well, you’re obviously here because Ted told you Stan and I never got along. You’re also here because Stan’s death was not accidental, and you’re here because Ted told you I’m a witch. So yeah, persecuted, I think, is the correct word for the situation, don’t you think?”

“You admit to being a witch?”

“Yes. Do you admit to being a bitch?”

Alexa tilted her head and grinned. I swallowed down the moan threatening to erupt. Her smile was more disarming than her intense gaze, and did I detect tips of fangs between her full lips?

Liquid heat pooled between my legs. I didn’t know how long I could hang on without anyone noticing my precarious condition. I desperately wanted to spread my legs and satisfy the throb drumming at my sex.

“Where’s your crystal ball?”

“I don’t have one. You have me confused with a psychic.”

“Okay, where’s your broomstick?”

“In the corner.” I gestured to the right corner behind her.

The back and forth banter did nothing to quell my growing need. In fact, it ignited the flames, urging them higher. Licking my lips, I did a slow, thorough perusal of her body. I smiled when I noticed the stain on the crotch of her snug jeans. She was obviously feeling the heat between us.

“Do you conjure spells?”

“Yes,” I said, tearing my gaze from between her legs.

“Can you put spells on people?”

I leaned back in my chair and narrowed my eyes. “No.”

I wanted to beg her to move away. Her hot violent aura was pressing down on me—oppressive but delicious. I wanted to reach up and hook my finger in her jeans and pull her closer. The urge to bury my face in her pussy nearly made me choke. “Spells are only suggestions, nothing more.”

“So, you could do an evil spell, on say, me…and make a suggestion that I…hmm, that I take a flying leap off a bridge?”

“Magic does no harm.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means, Sheriff, that magic itself is only a tool. It’s neutral. There is no such thing as an evil spell.”

“How about an evil person? Is there such a thing as an evil person?”

“I suppose.”

Alexa touched a finger to her mouth as if in thought. “What if this evil person knew magic? What then?”

I uncrossed my legs and sat forward in my chair defiantly looking up at Alexa. I knew what she insinuated, and I couldn’t muster the anger to debate her. If only she really knew how wicked I could be. Would she run, or smile in invitation?

Finally, I found my voice. “Then, I suppose, you’d have one hell of a problem on your hands, Sheriff.”

“Would I?”

“Oh, yes.”

With those words, I released some magic. I didn’t care who saw it in my eyes. I couldn’t contain the vortex of power swirling inside of me. Alexa did something to me no person had before. And I wasn’t quite sure what to do about it.

The candles sparked to life and the table beneath them  trembled as if the earth itself shook.

Ted stood up abruptly from the table and knocked his chair over. The resonating sound bolted Alexa from her trance. Her eyes snapped open, and she took a shaky step back from me.

“Okay, I think we’ve bothered you enough, Anisa. We’ll just get going.” Ted stepped up to Alexa and put a hand on her arm.

Alexa shook her head clear and glanced over at Ted. There was worry in her eyes. I could see it. Alexa looked back down. I still sat forward, but my hands were pressed down on the chair between my legs, as if I was about to spring up and attack, like a cat ready to pounce. If we had been alone, I would’ve.

“I’ll be following up with you, Ms. Crowley, so don’t think of leaving town.”

I nodded that I understood because words wouldn’t form. Too tense and on edge, I couldn’t do anything else.

I watched as Ted escorted Alexa out of the room and back into my shop. I could sense the nervousness Ted felt. The way he looked at Alexa told me that he feared for the sheriff. Ted was a smart man.

 



As I opened the doors to my deck, I inhaled the night air. The sweet smell of jasmine, lavender and freesia wafted to my nose from the garden in the backyard. I took in another deep breath, trying to calm my nerves.

Ever since Sheriff Alexa Branwell had entered my shop and befuddled my senses, I’d been on edge, unnerved. I’d never met a person with her energies. It floated off her like heat waves, causing severe short-circuiting in my own high-energy wiring. The woman had no idea what she did to me.

After she left the shop, I had to sit still in my chair for another half-hour before I could trust my legs to support my weight. She  had caught me off guard. I hadn’t expected to see her so soon. I knew she would have sought me out eventually, having no choice in the matter. Her aura would have recognized mine in time. But coming face-to-face with her, without my shields in place, nearly drained all my powers.

I turned from the open door and drew my attention back to the tincture brewing on the stove. Putting my nose over the pot, I breathed in the scent of jasmine, patchouli and nutmeg. I closed my eyes and felt an immediate tightening deep in my belly. I picked up the pot and set it on the warmer to cool, smiling to myself.

“Trespassing is against the law in this state, Sheriff.” I turned around slowly.

She stood in my open door, looking rumpled and brooding, and extremely sexy.

“Would you like some herbal tea? You look like you need some.” I grabbed the teapot and filled it up with water. I set it on the stove and turned on the heat.

When I turned back, I noticed she hadn’t moved from her spot. It was as if she was rooted there. I leaned back on the counter and regarded her.

“Have you bewitched me?” Her voice was low and rough.

“The tea will be ready in a moment. Why don’t you come in and sit down?”

She moved like lightning. I barely had time to lift my hand before she stood in front of me, her hands gripping my upper arms, fingers digging into my flesh.

“Have you bewitched me?” she demanded, her voice shaking with anger.

I raised my head defiantly and stared into the cold blue depths of her eyes. “No more than you have enraptured me.”

Alexa bent toward my mouth. I could feel her hot breath on  my face as she neared my lips. Wanting desperately to taste her, I parted them with a sigh.

She swore and pushed away from me. “I can’t eat. I can’t sleep. Your face occupies my vision. I can smell your scent on my clothes, on my skin. I showered and scrubbed until I was red and raw, but your smell still lingered.” She turned on me, fists clenched. “I’m the one that usually overpowers the other.”

I turned, facing the counter, and poured the tea. I took two cups and placed them on the table. I handed one to Alexa. “Take your tea. We’ll talk.”

Alexa swiped at my hand, knocking the teacup from it. It shattered into pieces on the tiled floor. “I don’t want your fucking tea!”

The rage pouring out of her surged over me like molten lava. I gasped and felt my knees go weak. I held the table to steady my stance. My breath came in short gasps, and I had trouble swallowing. The ache in my belly slipped lower, centering and intensifying in my sex. My panties moistened and my thighs quivered. “Alexa, you need to calm down.”

“I can’t, when all I want to do is rip away your dress, push you onto the table and sink my tongue into your cunt.”

Her energy crackled around my body. I could feel it biting into my skin, clawing at my flesh, trying desperately to gain entrance. I moaned and looked away from her electrifying gaze, which now glowed from the darkness inside her. Droplets of lust dribbled down my thighs. I could smell my own scent, musky and intoxicating.

Alexa moved closer. She sniffed the air and leered down at me. “I can smell you. Your cunt is hot and wet, dripping for me.”

I put out a hand to ward her off. “It’s too soon. I can’t protect myself. You’re moving too fast.”

She stepped into my hand, pushing against it. She grabbed my wrist and twisted my arm behind my back. A twinge of pain surged up my arm and I reveled in it.

She moved in close to me, a breath away from my face. “You smell like a whore. A whore ready to be sucked and fucked. Is that what you want from me, witch? You want me to fuck you first then suck your blood from your veins?”

I could no longer think. All I could see was Alexa, her eyes on fire and dangerous, her mouth twisted into a cruel smile, fangs, now distended, protruding between those lips. Those lips I wanted so badly on my skin.

They were the lips I dreamt about. Her face I pictured when I called her to me. She was the vampire lover I needed.

“Yes,” I murmured, out of breath, gasping from the power surging from her.

“What? I couldn’t hear you.” She spoke into my mouth; her lips hovering a whisper away.

“Yes,” I said more clearly.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I want you to fuck me.”

“Say it again.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“Again,” she growled like an animal.

“I want you to fuck me!” I screamed.

Alexa brought her other hand up to the neckline of my dress. She yanked downward, ripping the material. Buttons popped off. The dress separated, exposing my lace-clad breasts. She growled low in her throat as she moved her hand over them. Grabbing the lace cup, she pulled, freeing one pert breast.

I groaned while she pinched and pulled on my pebbled nipple. I sensed her loss of control. It was almost audible. She bent and feasted on my flesh, sucking hard on my nipple. She yanked  down the other cup and moved over to suckle the other nipple. She rolled it between her fangs, then bit down.

I gasped and writhed in her arms. I knew she wanted to hear me scream; to beg her to end my torment, to end the exquisite suffering. But I refused. It wasn’t time yet.

She yanked my dress completely down, ripping it to the hem.

I was now quivering before her in only my black lace panties. My sun-kissed skin glowed in contrast. She pushed me onto the table, unable to rein in her raging lust.

I knew she had thought of nothing but me since our first meeting. I had made sure of that. The oils on my skin contained my magic. When she had walked into my shop and first scented me, my magic had filled her nose, implanted my signature inside of her.

The only way to rid me from her was to give in, to slake her lust and ravage me. Maybe then I would give back her mind, her sanity.

But as she looked down at me spread out on the table, my eyes dark with desire, my skin glowing, and the flimsy triangle of fabric covering my sex, I sensed she wasn’t so sure she would ever escape, nor if she wanted to.

Alexa rubbed her hands over my taut belly to the swatch of lace between my legs. Without a word, she slipped her fingers underneath and yanked, snapping the thin elastic band. She brought the black lace up to her nose and breathed in my scent. “You smell like cinnamon.”

With a growl, she tossed the G-string over her shoulder and leered down at my exposed sex. A thin angry mark bisected my hip bone where she had snapped off my panties. She traced a finger along the line.

I hissed through my teeth as she pressed on it. She watched  my face as she traced a line down to my naked sex. I was shaved except for a small tuft of golden hair on my mound. She twirled her finger in the hair, and then trailed it down, splitting me in half.

Moaning, I closed my eyes as she stroked me slowly with her fingers. I imagined I was like liquefied satin under her touch. She brought her fingers to her mouth and licked them clean. “Damn, you almost taste better than blood.”

Alexa grabbed my legs and bent them, pushing them up and apart so I was completely open and displayed to her. She gazed down at my glistening sex and I saw her sanity break.

Bending down, she buried her face in me, licking my slit from anus to clit, then back down again. She did it repeatedly until I whimpered with desperate, clawing need.

While she lapped at my sex, I massaged my breasts, pulling my nipples taut. I gasped as she swirled her tongue over my swollen nub.

My muscles pulled tight in my legs and belly. I could feel the powerful orgasm building deep in my cunt. She probed deep into me, sucking on my juices. If she sucked on my clit like that, allowing her fangs to flick it back and forth, I knew I would explode into a thousand glorious pieces.

I grabbed her head and pushed her toward my aching nub. I needed release. I would go mad without it. My breathing grew labored, and my mind teetered dangerously on the edge. I needed to plunge into the velvet depths.

Alexa pushed my hand away and sat up, looking smug and pleased. “Beg me.” She grinned, her lips slick and shiny with my lust. “Beg me to make you come.”

I groaned as her words inflamed me more. Her control over me was delicious torture. “Please, make me come, Alexa,” I panted.

“How? How should I do it, dirty witch?”

“Fuck me.”

“Not good enough. Tell me more.” She brought a hand down to my aching sex and flicked her finger over my clit.

I bowed my back and moaned loudly.

“Like this?”

“Ah, yes. More,” I whimpered.

“More what?”

“Touch my clit.”

“And?” She flicked it again.

“Rub it. Pinch it. Pull it,” I panted.

Alexa pressed her thumb against the swollen, purple nub and rubbed it around in circles. “Like this.”

“Yes, harder.”

She pressed down hard and rubbed faster. “Like this.”

I could barely talk as jolts of pleasure surged through my cunt, over the swollen folds, and up my body. “Y-y-yes.”

Alexa pinched my clit between her finger and thumb and pulled sharply on it. The orgasm pounded into my belly and radiated up and out to my extremities. My muscles contracted and quivered as waves of pleasure crashed over me and threatened to drown me under their sublime grip.

I kicked out, forcing Alexa to back up. But she still held firm on my clit, rubbing and jiggling it, urging more from me, more than I’d ever given to anyone.

“Ah, no more,” I panted. “No more.”

Alexa relinquished her hold on my clit, and gazed down, her eyes slitted with desire. “You’re fucking beautiful when you come.”

Finally, the ripples of orgasm quieted, and I was able to take in a deep breath. I had no words for the sensations surging through me. I had no words for what she did to me.

“That was foreplay. Now for the main course.”

I could do no more than obey. Her words, her energies, commanded me. My surrender was complete. She could do what she wanted. I couldn’t stop her. My aura had opened up and accepted hers. It swirled around us, intermingled, converged into a powerful, sensual energy. For an eternity we were bound.

“Spread yourself wide.”

I hooked my hands around my knees and pulled my legs back and apart. My knees touched my breasts. I could feel myself stretch. Lust dribbled down the crack of my ass. I’d never felt so wanton, so violently lusty. It was as if my cunt had taken on its own personality, demanding satisfaction at all costs.

Alexa leaned down and licked my cunt from anus to clit, then suckled. I jolted at the sensations building there. I was still sensitive but battled back the urge to flinch.

She slid a finger into my pussy, then another, then another, until she was pumping all four of her fingers inside me. My sex stretched glorious inch by glorious inch to accommodate her. I was afraid to move as another orgasm quickened deep within my belly. I feared I wouldn’t be able to control the descent if I let go. No one had ever made me feel this vulnerable, this open.

Alexa pressed her tongue down on my clit as she picked up the pace of her strokes. Her other hand was busy at my anus. Gathering cum from my pussy, she slipped a finger into me.

I bolted upward, but her hold on me kept me on top of the table.

I closed my eyes against the assault of intense pleasure sweeping over me. My whole body vibrated, ablaze with delight as I crested the waves of release.

“Open your eyes,” Alexa groaned.

I opened them, but only because I could hear the restrained violence in her voice.

“I want you to watch as I bite and suck you.”

She moved faster, sliding her hands in and out with quick hard thrusts. I gasped as my muscles tightened around her. I could feel my orgasm quicken and harden. My breath hitched in my throat. It was too much.

Opening her mouth wide, her fangs fully down and glistening with saliva, she positioned over the main pulsating vein in my thigh. Without another word, she bit down on my skin.

I screamed as her teeth sank into my flesh. Pain rushed up my body. But soon it mixed with the pleasure and became one big ball of pure bliss surging through every nerve ending.

I could feel every draw she took on my vein. Blood soon spilled from between her lips and dribbled down her chin to drip onto the floor beneath us. Every suck she took was like one on my clit, in my cunt. It was the most intense experience I’d ever had. I could barely hold on to my sanity.

And as Alexa slipped another finger into my ass and her thumb and whole hand into my pussy, I let myself go. I stopped fighting the jolts and let them ripple over me unhindered. My orgasm slammed into me, taking me over the edge into a free fall.

White spots flared behind my eyes. Ringing sounded in my ears. I thought of nothing but the wave of pleasure that rolled over me, drowning me in its intensity. Her power possessed me completely. I was hers. And she knew it.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Alexa lifted her head and smiled. Blood stained her lips and chin. And I thought she looked like a goddess reborn.

“You taste just as I’d hoped you would.”

“Kiss me my lover.” I opened my arms.

My blood mixed with our saliva as we kissed. It sealed our destiny. I had called the vampire and she came just when I needed her.

“Did you like my offering?” I asked.

Alexa grinned. “Stan was quite satisfying, thank you.”

“It was easy to dispose of the body?”

She nodded. “Being sheriff has its privileges.”

“I’d say.”

I slid off the table and shed the remnants of my torn dress. I unhooked my bra and let it fall to the floor. I stood before her naked except for my silver amulet, unashamed in my nudity. Putting my hands on my hips, I cocked an eyebrow. A wind blew through the room and rustled my hair around me. Power surged through me and over Alexa, the magic that bound us evident in my face and on my body. I had thought to conquer her with my mind and my body, but instead I had been overcome and mastered.

The elementals had heeded my spell. They had sent me a powerful woman to quench my desires, all of them. But because of my arrogance they had also set out to punish me.

Here was the vampire I had conjured—the woman I had wished to be my slave—and she had enslaved me. Her bite was more powerful than any magic I possessed.

When Alexa took a step toward me and my outstretched hand, I knew that I was a goner, plain and simple. She was as bloody wicked as they came.
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Julia had never liked the furry ones. Not hairy men, and definitely not hairy women.

“Even when I was just fucking them, I always hated that,” she admitted to Astrid one night when they were just starting out together. “But especially now.”

“The texture?” Astrid had a foible or two of her own about texture.

“No. I just hate getting hair stuck in my teeth.”

They had shared a laugh, though it was true and one of the things people never really talked about when they were seducing you into the ranks of the sanguinarian undead. You had to bite deep to break the skin cleanly and get a good flow going. You had to commit, which meant all manner of nastiness between the teeth.

And flossing was a dangerous task when your canines were long and sharp. Even when they retracted—sometimes taking the damn hair with them—they tended to wreak havoc on the floss.

Such were the thoughts that weighed heavily as immortality spun itself out—over years, over centuries. Julia felt the tedium, the ennui more keenly with every passing decade. Even looking out on a timeless and undeniably exquisite vista like the one before her now—Rome just after sunset, sky still ribboned with pink and gold in the west, the mountains in stark silhouette against the horizon—it got to be too much.

“I thought I’d find you here.”

Julia smiled but didn’t turn. She waited, and was rewarded by the almost shy slip of Astrid’s arms around her waist and the press of cool lips at the nape of her neck. She wasn’t yet too jaded to enjoy that.

“I like it up here. It’s the perfect vantage point.” They were perched on the dome of St. Peter’s, looking not over the piazza in front, but to the west, over the park-like grounds of the Holy See.

“It’s a poor hunting blind, if that’s what you have in mind.”

“Not particularly. Though I can see several lovely members of the clergy from here. Ripe for the picking.”

“A man, then, tonight? Italy is having a strange effect on you, my love. All these boys with their bedroom eyes.” Astrid spread her fingers out, spanning Julia’s lean waist and brushing her thumbs over the delicate seam between ribs and breasts. “A girl could grow jealous.”

Julia laughed, the lyrical sound fading into the fitful wind. It was darkening now. True dark. Nearly time. She let her laugh turn to a delicate sigh as Astrid continued to move her hands upward. Cupping, squeezing gently. It did seem jealous, a little, but in a sweet way. It was a possessive thing to do.

“Don’t be jealous of the beautiful Italian boys. I may eat them, but only you get to eat me.”

Two flavors of laughter followed, disappearing into the  deepening Roman night. The back side of the basilica was not quite as well observed, quite as well lit or as often photographed, as the front. But it was still time to move, before the night tourists replaced the day tourists. Before the twilight’s forgiving ambiguity gave way to revealing floodlights.

Astrid’s thrilling alto deepened into a wordless murmur of delight as she plucked at nipples that were already firm and hot in the gathering chill. She pressed her teeth lightly against Julia’s neck, scraping at the skin more gently than she would at any other neck.

“Tonight, perhaps I should share both. Would you like that? Everyone eats everyone? With a little something now to take the edge off while we wait?”

Julia groaned and arched back into Astrid’s body, into her words. “Yes…”

They didn’t select a priest. Not for that sort of evening, not even as an appetizer. The decision was wordless and mutual. They flew from the church’s dome into the city and found a poor, lost soul near the Pyramid of Cestius. He was walking alone, mumbling to nobody, shaking his head from side to side. Whatever argument he was having with himself, he was clearly losing it.

“Angels or devils?” Astrid asked as they skimmed to a human pace several yards behind him.

“Angels, I think. Devils later tonight. Succubi. But this poor bugger looks like he could use a visit from the angels.” Julia nipped in front of the shambling victim-to-be, startling him from his reverie and forcing him to a confused halt there on the narrow walkway. There were few pedestrians, and nobody would notice them if they did not care to be noticed.

Julia spoke in slow but fluid Italian, letting her voice soothe the man as her eyes did their work. It was sometimes harder,  sometimes easier, when insanity was involved. In this case, to the relief of both ladies, the craziness made the meal much easier to subdue, much easier to lead into an empty side street, a darkened doorway.

He spoke no English. So he merely looked on in rapt adoration as the fairer of his two new angels pointed out that he reeked like an open sewer. Her fingers were caressing his shaggy cheek even as she said the words, and her eyes held all the secrets of love and happiness and life itself. He smiled, an expression of beautiful incredulity. When was the last time he had beheld such loveliness? When was the last time anybody had stopped to speak a kind word to him?

His dark angel replied, “We’ll take him at his wrists, so we don’t have to touch him as much.”

Astrid flicked her blonde tresses out of the way before lowering her mouth to the man’s filthy skin.

He died with a smile on his face, and the marks on his wrists would be long gone by the time anybody found his body.

“Ghastly. Like biting into a piece of withered fruit,” Astrid complained with a delicate shudder as they entered the disco in the Testaccio district. Noisy, over-mixed dance beats assaulted their sensitive ears, part of the price they would have to pay to secure a more delectable morsel.

“He was a leathery sack of blood,” Julia agreed, and then made a noise of sheer disgust. “And I have a hair caught in my teeth.” She picked at the offending souvenir with a scarlet-lacquered fingernail. To her relief, the hair came free easily. But it was still disgusting, especially considering the source.

“So we want something smooth and fresh for the main course,” Astrid said thoughtfully as she scanned the thin crowd in the disco. It was barely midnight now, still early.

The music throbbed out the passing seconds like heartbeats,  and Julia felt her own pulse quicken in response to the collective pulse of youthful blood and hormones that soon filled the small bar. Within an hour, they had spotted him. And from that moment, it was easy.

He was young, perhaps eighteen or nineteen at the most. He was far too sure of his own seductive potential. And he thought himself lucky, but deserving, to have caught the interest of the two foreign beauties who invited him back to their suite at one of the finest hotels in the city.

Luca, as the young man called himself, was easy on the eyes and spoke just enough English to ease Astrid’s way. Julia was an avid linguist, and always had been, but Astrid spoke only two tongues. She still recalled the language of her birthplace and had later adopted English. In her chosen language, Astrid communicated quite well.
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