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Detroit-Present Day, Christmas Eve, 10 p.m.

I hate holidays. Scratch that, I like certain ones. Others make me insane with jealousy of those lucky enough to be home with family relaxing or at least trying to chill out depending on the relatives in town. It was late Christmas Eve in the hospital and those who were stuck in the overnight shift were dealing with the usual holiday home accidents. 

A guy nearly sawed off his forearm trying to cut wood for a fire. A girl broke a leg and strained her shoulder while trying to ride her new bike down the stairs. She said her brother had dared her to do it. I just wondered where the hell her parents were when she fell. Right now, they were like guilty prisoners in a holding cell while they paced in the waiting room. A grandmother got scalded by a pot of boiling water. She would need serious skin grafts. The ER was bombarded, and I had worked a double. My relief was coming at 11pm. I hadn’t had a chance to feed, and I was starting to get restless. Well, more than restless, I had an itch to scratch. I could not wait to get out to see Evelyn.

Every once in a long while, in between settling into my new identity, faking my current life, and generally trying to be a decent undead, I have to drink from a real live female human that enjoys it. Preferably while I’m doing her senseless. I know, there’s still that dark side of me. But if I can just humor it occasionally, I’m good for a while. It was time to get humored.


__________


Detroit, Several years ago

After I’d ended up in Detroit, I did what every vampire does first. I found the safe places to feed. Fortunately, in modern times there’s an underground network. You can call any vamp and get a recommendation in seconds. Everyone knows where to get the good stuff and they’ll protect its secrets by bleeding you dry should you even think of exposing anyone.

These places didn’t advertise; they didn’t need to, as they were strip clubs and bars. A few actually had a neighborhood pub feel to them. The first I found was “The Vixen,” or at least that’s what it was known by. It was an upscale gentleman’s club that was underneath an abandoned auto plant. Except for two or three undead guards on the back side of the entry gates, you wouldn’t have a clue that anything was going on there. One would usually assume they were protecting the property for the next possible owner. But they were conveniently there to take your password with a smile.

The parking was beneath the surface. You could never tell if it was going to be packed until you passed the empty buildings and cruised under several ramps and levels to park. 

The first time I passed those gates I had the anticipation of a young teen pulling out his first girly magazine. I’d heard this place was good. It was more than that, it was spectacular. 

A valet parked my car near the nondescript grey metal door. At first I’d felt guilty just driving up in an Impala, but looking around at the lot, there was everything from a limo to junkers nearby. It was dead quiet except for the occasional cars coming and going and the chatter of the valets’ walkies.

A tall suited undead slid back the heavy metal door of the entrance and greeted me warmly after I again repeated the password. He motioned me beyond a dark curtain and along an extensive black hallway lined with several security guards holding flashlights to guide my way. Flashing strobes and neon welcomed me to the main showroom. Like any other strip club, a bevy of beautiful women danced alongside poles in various stages of undress, waiters served pricey drinks and the girls would sell you a private dance in rooms in the back. There were even gentleman entertainers for the lady vamps and those of the homosexual variety.

The difference here was that the expensive drinks were fresh blood and the dancers offered direct lines to their veins in addition to entertaining you with their flesh in the exquisite parlors hidden from view. 

I sat among other gentlemen to watch the ladies. I enjoyed the aptly named specialty, Warm Spirit, pure rich dark blood served in a brandy snifter with a chaser shot of cold blood mixed with cinnamon schnapps. Several cuties caught my eye, but it was one wild beauty that made my head turn. This was not my usual type.

She was wildly sexy; her long black hair was accented with streaks of blue and purple. Her pale skin was only enhanced by a multitude of dark wild tattoos that covered her body in vivid patterns. Her piercings through her ears, lips and navel glimmered under the throbbing lights. She stepped onto the stage wearing a black leather vest, matching thong and patent leather boots with heels that reached up to the sky. Most impressively, she grasped a hot poker and breathed a long vivid branch of fire that roared over the thickened crowd. She clearly had a following here. 

She easily played with the flame, alighting her fingers, and then having it appear and disappear with simple pinches. A skinny young vamp nerd whispered beside me. “She’s entrapped you too eh?” I glanced at my new bespectacled friend.

“Yeah that is...something else.” We were mesmerized as she put out the fire then strolled along her pole and gathered tips from her admirers. 

“That’s Evelyn. They say she’s dirty, but her blood is as clean as a virgin’s.” My nerdy companion laughed. She saw a good tip from a mile away. My fellow vamps were giving her tens and twenties. My extended hundred-dollar bill quickly brought her in our direction. She had a catlike crawl and practically purred in our faces. 

She sat on the stage then with a swift light kick, swung her boots astride me and drew my lips to hers. I then had the oddest sensation of a forked tongue that flickered and teased the inside of my mouth wildly. Evelyn whispered in my ear, “For just a little more money you can get a lot more action.” 

I agreed excitedly.

As she jumped next to me, grabbed my hand and led me away, the groans of the less fortunate were audible, even above the thumping club music. Two smiling guards opened more dark curtains for us as we strode to her private room. We passed several closed doors from which various moans of pleasure could be heard. We stopped at the end of the hall, and she proffered a key card from her vest pocket. She unlocked the door with a devilish grin. “Are you ready?”

“Yes.” I smiled eagerly. We entered her parlor that was like an old west madam’s room. Heavy red jacquard curtains trimmed with thick gold fringe lined the walls. A black marble fireplace hosted a flickering blaze. Two chairs and a center table with a black vase full of red roses framed the center of the room. A wrought iron bed with a gold cushioned headboard and dark black silk sheets occupied the rest of the room. I noticed another closed door and fathomed what kind of fabulous bath might be in there. Evelyn set her poker near the fireplace, picked up a simple sheet of paper from an ornately carved oak end table and handed it to me.

“You’re new. You’ll need a menu.” She smirked. “Read it, take your time and let me know what you want. But,” she paused teasingly, “if you want to feed, you have to let me know up front. A girl can only give up so much blood in one day.” Then she snickered, sauntered across the room to the bed, pounced on it and rolled onto her stomach.

I gazed at the paper. It was a menu of various acts of naughtiness and possible combined feedings. The list went from just drinking a shot from her wrist to several hours of pure pleasure called “Everything.” It was not cheap to be entertained privately. There was a hold harmless statement at the bottom and a guarantee that the dancer’s blood was fresh and untainted. Nice touch, I mused to myself. 

I gazed at her. She examined her nails and absently clicked the heels of her boots together. Her deep brown eyes peered up seductively. “Any questions? You know I’m human, but you can order a female vamp if you want?” she asked somewhat hesitantly. She could tell I had enough money to do what I wanted. And she wanted that cash.

“No. I’ll take, the Everything.” She sprung off the bed like a cat and leisurely strolled to me. “Would you like to eat first or do it in the process?” She undid her vest and it fell to the plush carpeting quietly.

“In the process.” I cleared my throat as she closed in on me. She slithered out of her thong.

“Um lovely.” She stood back up and then loosened a leather wristlet that exposed two permanent holes about an inch from the base of her palm. “Would you like to help me out of these boots?” she giggled.

“No, leave them on.” I ordered.

Then she did precisely everything to me.


__________


Every prostitute or stripper plays the seduction game. They want to draw your interest and keep it. It’s their life’s blood, their trade. In Evelyn’s case she played the game well and literally gave her blood to live. The Vixen had a multitude of women and men, humans and undead that were expert entertainers. Evelyn stood out amongst the others. 

She was wildly good in bed and out of it. She had plenty of clients; there were times I had to wait. I tried coming on different nights to catch her before someone else did. Her blood was rich and thick. I was easily addicted. As my first years in Detroit had been pretty boring, I was at the club with her often. To say we developed a relationship would be peculiar. I wouldn’t say host and parasite, but something more symbiotic. I knew
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