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THE SPLINTERED DOOR opened a crack, and a hoarse voice asked, “Are you my whore?”

Crossing her arms in front of her chest, Charlotte rolled her eyes, praying this wouldn’t take long.  “Yeah, whatever, just let me inside.”  

The bloodletting hadn’t even begun, and already she felt drained!

When the door closed in Charlotte’s face, she gazed this way and that around the corridor.  The paisley gold walls looked like they’d been papered back in the seventies—the eighteen seventies—and hadn’t been attended to since.  The burnt-out sconces were more cobwebbed than the ones burning with subtle shame, but everything in this building felt dirty.  

After a moment of terse silence from the inhabitant in the ether, the metal bolt unlatched and the door opened wide.

Standing just inside the candlelit apartment was a pale young woman.  Her wild orange hair looked like it hadn’t seen a wash in as many years as the wallpaper in the hallway.  Even so, the girl was stunning.  She wore a short skirt made of torn lace held together with three velvet ribbons.  Under heavy black boots, she had on ripped cherry-red fishnet stockings to match opera-length fingerless gloves.  But what really drew Charlotte’s eye was the black PVC corset with red ornamental lacing on either side.  

The girl’s tits nearly burst out the top like two scoops of vanilla ice cream.

Even as Charlotte threw her head back and laughed at the freaky chick in the apartment, she couldn’t deny the pulses surging between her thighs.  Her pussy throbbed for those tits.  They were nothing short of spectacular: smooth, pale, and without a single blemish.

Lucrezia’s crimson lips pursed.  “What, precisely, do you find so amusing?”

Setting her palm against her cheek, Charlotte shook her head.  “Girl, it’s the whole getup.”

“You know why you’re here,” Lucrezia snapped.  “Who did you expect, Titania Queen of the Fairies?”

Grabbing Charlotte by the wrist, Lucrezia pulled her inside the darkened flat and slammed the door with such force a few of the candles blew out.  

Charlotte’s heart quieted in her chest while her breath hid deep his inside her lungs.  She thought she could laugh this off, but a chill ran up her spine.  When she caught sight of the old-school dentist’s chair and the needles and the blood pouches and rubber tubing, laughter escaped her body like the sweat beading at the small of her back.  She stared into Lucrezia’s cleavage with a sense of speculative awe.

Lucrezia wrapped ten fingers around the straps of Charlotte’s knapsack and eased it from her back.  The specter of a redhead stepped in so close Charlotte could almost feel those corset-cloaked tits against her own.  Red lips hovered kissably close as Lucrezia slid Charlotte’s backpack to the floor.  Her heart raced like a frightened rabbit. 

Why had she answered an online classified?  What kind of damn fool situation had she gotten herself into?  

No good could come of a woman named Lucrezia.

“Goddamn heavy textbooks.”  Charlotte snickered with nerves. If university didn’t cost so dang much she wouldn’t have to submit to this nonsense.  “For the price you pay for books, they ought to carry themselves.”

Making no reply, Lucrezia pressed her supple body against Charlotte’s and let the bag tumble to the ground. Lips, chin, nose, cheek—Lucrezia’s flesh was nearly upon hers when Charlotte arrived at a stunning realization.

“I know where I’ve seen you before—you work the deli counter at that big-ass supermarket down the street!”  

Charlotte’s laughter was unmistakably mocking.  The image of this scary chick in a meat smock and hair net broke the sexual fear-tension, only to generate a visible rigidity in Lucrezia’s ghostly body.

In her big boots, Lucrezia stormed to the dentist’s chair near the floor-to-ceiling windows.  “One does what one must to satiate a thirst for blood.”

Lucrezia?

“Hey, I thought your name tag said Tiffany.  Is that your real name?  Tiffany?”

Her voice turned every bit as ice-cold as her gaze.  “I’m not paying you my hard-earned cash to be insulted.  Now sit down and shut up.”

Charlotte could go on teasing and tormenting, but Vampira was right: she was shelling out good money for blood.  The least Charlotte could do was cut the lip.  

Under Lucrezia’s masterful gaze, she crept toward the old vinyl chair exploding with stuffing and climbed into it.  

Once she’d set herself down, Charlotte felt more horizontal than she’d anticipated.  As blood rushed to her head, she felt a buzzing sensation in her brain, like she’d eaten a tuna roll with way too much wasabi.  

She shook her head, but the sensation wouldn’t quit.

Looking down from above, Lucrezia offered a cunning smile.  “Problem?”

“No,” Charlotte whispered.  

She felt strange now.  Rubbing her face with both hands, she asked herself if giving this woman her blood was a smart move.  

Duh!  No, it wasn’t.  

But would she do it?  

Duh!  Yes, she needed the money.

When she shifted her hands away from her eyes, Lucrezia stood at her side with a swab drenched in iodine.  “Roll up your sleeve.”

Charlotte tried to follow the naughty nurse’s instruction, but her shirtsleeves were too tight to roll.  She fumbled, looking up in dismay at impatient Lucrezia.  “I can’t.”

Cocking her head, Lucrezia offered a seductive smirk.  “Then take off your top.”

Shouldn’t Charlotte have hesitated before tearing out of her shirt?  She felt like a woman possessed as she tossed it on to the floor and sat back in only her jeans and a black bra.  

The slits in the vinyl chair scratched her bare back, but Charlotte felt too disconnected from her body to care.  She was hypnotized by Lucrezia’s hand as it traced iodine around the inside of her elbow.

“It doesn’t show up on you like it does on white skin,” Lucrezia mused, staring down at her arm.

Charlotte might have surged with indignation under other conditions, but the nail-polish-remover scent of the iodine made her too dizzy to react.  Anyway, Vampira was right—her skin was too dark to be tinted red.

When Lucrezia pulled out a length of rubber, Charlotte felt hot all over.  Her pussy seemed to explode with wet heat, to the point where her jeans chafed her thighs. 

Before Lucrezia could get anywhere near her arm with that tubing, she’d unbuttoned, unzipped, and pushed her pants down past her hips.

“Help me,” Charlotte begged.  

Why was she doing this?  Any of this?  It wasn’t her.  

“Take them off,” Charlotte said.  “Get them off!”

Charlotte kicked off her shoes while Lucrezia ripped her jeans from her legs.  Pale tits jiggled in that PVC corset as Lucrezia struggled against moist denim.  

Once her jeans had settled on the floor, Charlotte felt considerably less sweaty, but her flesh still burned at the sight of Lucrezia’s.

In a swirling daze, Charlotte mumbled, “Blood whore,” and laughed.  That’s what she would become if she went through with this: a woman who sells her body for money.  

All the education in the world couldn’t change what she was about to do.

“I’m going to tie this tubing around your arm,” Lucrezia explained.  

The voice sounded distant and contorted, but the snap of rubber against
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