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Eyes Without A Face

I didn't frequent places like this. If I'm being entirely honest, I had never been to one in my life up to that moment.

Twenty years ago I would have never even needed to consider it; breaking the law for a taste of something more than just survival. To think I had once defended that very same law, and now I was practically in violation of it simply by choosing to continue my existence.

But synthetic sludge can only take a creature like me so far before he begins to crack.

Twenty years of this hell. Twenty years. A lifetime for many of us deemed to be monsters.

I couldn't take it anymore. I wouldn't.

I stood outside that door with defiance in my heart, and hunger in my stomach.

We called them chefs. Those willing to indulge my kind in consensual feeding.

Others called them fools.

I reached a shivering hand out to the door knob, twisted it until a click signaled I had gained entry, then walked forward with the door folding in until I was out of the dimly lit hallway and inside a warm room.

The amber glow from the lamp in the corner shone forth to illuminate a woman’s figure reclining back on a chaise lounge, her blue lips pursed and suckling the straw off a juice pouch.

Her skin tone matched her mouth nicely; she was coated head to toe in periwinkle flesh. Only her hair broke the mold with a deep shade of black, and even that had been tainted with trickles of navy.

I had to admit, I didn't think my first chef would be a demon. They were so rare I couldn't even remember the last time I spoke to one.

I went to close the door behind me, and she finally piped up for the two of us, “Quiet one, aren't you?”

I crossed my arms and looked away, but out of the corner of my eye I caught her intrigued gaze, “It’s hard to know what to say when you're about to swap bodily fluids with a stranger.”

She laughed and slapped her knee as she orientated herself upright, then continued to chuckle into her fist.

“Quite a way to put it don'tcha think? Making me out like some lady of the night.”

“Oh, you may as well be, sweetness. According to the law, you're just as heinous as I am, and in more ways than one.”

“Well,” she reoriented herself and put the empty pouch in a trash can next to the chaise, “I’d rather be caught doing what's right than what's legal.”

I tried not to smile at that. 

She must have been young. Young enough to still carry that dangerous naivety that led her into a place like this to begin with.

I shrugged, “Those are certainly two different things nowadays aren't they?”

“Now more than ever. For all I know you're an undercover cop getting ready to jump me.”

I opened my lips, went to raise my hand, about to say something like I wouldn't be shaking this much if I were a cop, but I went silent, and found myself clenching at a hunger pang instead. 

She reached out in concern and leapt from her seat, “Oh, poor thing, com’ere,” she came to tower over me as a big warm hand rested on my shoulder and gently prodded me towards the chaise.

She walked over to a table in the corner and began taking out supplies; a tourniquet, some water, alcohol wipes. 

“When was your last time feeding?” she asked.

I gulped down a groan and tightened my grip on my stomach as the pain ripped through me, like the tip of a mace was twisting and turning in my abdomen.

I swallowed and seethed, and as the tension began to subside I found it in me to answer with a strain in my tone, “It's been a few days.”

Her head shot over to me. “A few days? Can't most of you go weeks without feeding?”

I shook my head. “I've... I never drank from anyone before.”

Her gaze was piercing now, no longer a mild shock, but a major one.

I gulped, and found myself fearful of how she'd react. Very few chefs would find themselves willing to be a vampire's first taste. It wouldn't be beyond reason to assume she'd send me out the door.

Damnit, Sasha, since when has the truth mattered to you?!

“...Shit,” she finally said, then walked over to me, tourniquet and water bottle in hand, an alcohol pad in the other one being rubbed into the section of her arm she intended on me feeding from, “Be honest with me, do you think you're gonna, you know?”

I glared at her, halfways from pain, the other half feeling insulted. It was a valid concern, both of us were intending on making it out of this alive tonight, and I was sure she had heard the horror stories of what a hungry vampire can do the moment they get real blood for the first time.

She had a right to be scared.

That didn't mean it wouldn't feel shitty to know she was.

I shook my head. “I'll be fine.”

“Well, it's not exactly you I'm worried about in that case, is it?”

“If there are any precautions you want to take, I won't stop you from taking them. But if we could please get this over with, I'd be delighted.”

“Alright alright, I trust you. But, just for my own peace of mind,” she put a hand into her back pocket and pulled up the hilt of a knife, “I’m of better use to your kind alive, got it?”

I nodded slowly, and somewhat hoped she didn't seriously think that would stop me in case things did get sour.

“If it's what you have to do. I was expecting some sort of bondage situation to tell you the truth.”

She came to sit down beside me and began pulling the tourniquet up her arm. “I'd like to give you the dignity of controlling yourself. You're not my first virgin, you know.”

“You looked surprised to know I was one.”

“Well, been a while since the last one. Let’s just say it didn’t end as nicely as I had hoped,” there was something in her eyes as she said it, like a long gone moment was ripping through time just to show up in her mind once more.

I winced as another pang hit me, a wave of blades coursing up my colon and into my stomach, the anticipation of a meal in view being irresistible despite how foreign it all seemed.

To sink my teeth into skin and not a plastic pouch, to soon taste warm, thick, salacious metal instead of sour rotten milk.

I never thought I would one day long for the taste of a childhood injury, from biting my lip and then wincing at the blood, only to now crave it on my tongue every day of my life, knowing my own wasn’t even a viable option.

I began to breathe deeper, my eyes beginning to burn as saltwater coated them, my nose singed with her scent, her heat, her sweat.

I pictured myself licking the skin on her arm and I groaned, a painful jolt of saliva pouring from behind my tongue like a faucet turned on high.

She stuck out her arm, a precious offering beneath the loose tourniquet. My vision blurred as I locked in on her vibrating purple veins, they seemed to glow in a ghostly light as my mind wiped every other image from my peripherals until the blood pumping within her was all I could see.

I took her arm in my hands like a fragile infant being passed to me, and my lips hit the fiery skin of her arm. My tongue teased her pores as I searched for the perfect spot, and my teeth locked into place as my lips receded.

I did my very best to be a gentleman, but I couldn't resist the jerking instinct in my jaw screaming for me to bite. 

I clamped down, locking into place, and she flinched, a hand moving to grasp my shoulder and push me slightly, telling me silently to ease myself. I ignored it, pushing deeper, needing more.

My teeth retreated to allow the blood to flow, and I whined obscenely as the fluid pooled into my mouth.

That first sip was ecstasy, divinely soft, hot and flavorful as it slid past my tongue and down my throat.

I sighed between every gulp, suckling from her like a baby latched to its mother's breast, feeling a tingle down my spine as my body demanded more.

I sucked harder, squeezing her arm dry long before her heart could pump more into it.

I felt my teeth growing antsy and I was feeling the urge to dig in more, open new pathways for her blood to spill through. My hands were clasped around her forearm like I was clinging to a ledge for dear life, leaving marks where fingernails met skin. I could feel it, that bloodlust, my satiated stomach demanding I take more lest I never get this lucky again.

Then her fingers weaved themselves into my scalp, and her voice turned from heavy breaths between clenched teeth to a sweet and gentle song, and I croaked in my throat as my growing rage began to fade into stinging tears.

She hummed and caressed my hair, playing mother to me, as if I needed that. But the comfort was undoubted even if it made me wince at first, and I found my attention had shifted from desiring more into feeling euphoria in what I had already gained.

A full stomach, for the very first time.

I broke my lips from her wounds and released her arm from my hands. I took a few open mouthed breaths and moved to wipe my face with my wrist, looking down to see it had been coated in saliva and bright, nearly neon orange blood.

I couldn't help myself, and lapped it up with my tongue like a desperate dog licking broth from a plate.

She pulled the tourniquet tight and pressed a wad of paper towel to the nasty mark on her arm, a swollen purple mass with two punctures, perfectly round and still dripping with her precious nectar. 

“There we go, that wasn't so bad, was it?” she said in a cheery tone, and I couldn’t tell if she was talking to me or herself. I could have lost it and killed her, and she was bandaging herself so casually you'd think I had only given her a paper cut.

“I just, I can't believe it's even possible... to feel like this.”

“Yeah. Hard to go back to the fake stuff after your first real meal, so I hear.”

“I feel... I feel amazing.”

“Glad to hear. That's what I do it for,” she took a swig of the water bottle, “that and, well, the other thing.”

I smirked at her, rolled my eyes and reached for my wallet. “And I was just starting to think you were doing this for the thrill of it.”

“Hey, I need to eat too, you know.”

I pulled out the two-hundred we had agreed upon in our messages earlier. She was the cheapest chef I could find, not that money was an issue before I was afflicted.

Nowadays it absolutely was, and I needed every penny I managed to get my hands on.

As I handed the cash over I did some quick math in my head. From what I knew, most human chefs could only reasonably donate every few months. My demon friend here could replenish much faster, but four-hundred bucks a month was still hardly sustainable. That was little more than pocket change nowadays.

“You know you're underselling yourself, right?”

She smiled at me and took another sip, then cleared her throat and replied, “I'm not actually doing it for the money, you know.”

“Why do it at all then?”

“Well, like I implied before, because I like to help people.”

“Pfft,” I shook my head, “you mean you like to help vampires.”

Blame the cynic in me, but I knew this was probably a kink of some sort. Masochism, maybe some kind of life-giver fetish. Would certainly explain the maternal play earlier.

“No,” she came to scoot a little closer to me, “you know you're still a person. Don't let them lie to you.”

“Hardly a lie, is it? People don't do this.” I circled the room with a finger, implying the obvious. “People don't have to do so much to hide the fact that they're not people.”

She smiled, but I could tell she was just using it to hide the pain of the reality.

“Yeah, Lord knows I get that,” she sighed, and pulled her hair back to reveal two massive cut-off slabs of black keratin on her head. “I've never even seen ‘em full-grown. Had to keep ‘em shaved ever since they broke through when I was twelve.”

I investigated the ridges with a little more than a glance. They would have been magnificent grown out. I could tell from the base that they had a striking pattern and an outward facing curve.

She'd be a divine beast with her horns. Intimidating, fear-inducing.

The same fear they see when they get a glimpse of my teeth.

The same reason we both had to do so much to hide our true nature.

“Same went for the tail, course that was something I didn’t get to miss.”

“Tails? demons have tails?”

“Legally they gotta cut ‘em off at birth. Never knew I even had one ‘til I asked what the scar on my back was from.”

“I suppose your skin is the only thing they can't do much about, right?”

“Not really. Surprisingly, no rules against that. Just filthy, dirty looks. Course, those I don't mind. It's better for everyone if I only partly look like a devil, isn't it?” she laughed gently, like she was chasing the pity away. I was finding myself already aching for another sip from her, although I couldn't tell if it was just a need for comfort to send that same pity running, or the dreaded bloodlust I had been warned about by my own kind.

Either way, I couldn't hang with a drained demon all day. I had money to make. A living to sustain.

Another price for existence to pay.

I put on a big smile and jolted up from the seat before we could start getting too sentimental, “Right, well, it was a pleasure doing business with you, miss...?”

“Chloe,” she reached to shake my hand excitedly, “and you're...?”

I gulped, and contended with giving her a fake name. I didn't want her to match a face to it, should a hidden memory remind her of a certain publicized incident from the end of my glory days.

It was everywhere for months. The press made sure to make an example out of me, and nationwide my name had become synonymous with Monster Suppression Initiatives.

But that was twenty years ago, she was probably a child when it happened.

“Sasha,” I gulped, but her eyes didn’t light up with recognition, so I sighed and said, “It's been a pleasure, miss Chloe, but I must be off.” 

I began walking quickly towards the door, deal set, exchange made, time to leave and forget what had been done here.

“No worries. Hey, if you find yourself needing another pick me up next month, give me a-”

I was out the door before she could say another word, leaning against it as I tried to catch my breath.

There was a burn in my stomach, but it wasn’t the usual hunger pangs. This time it was something yearning and black. A void within, a bottomless pit, something that wouldn't find itself satisfied with an occasional nibble from a willing donor here and there.

A need for something truer than that, something I couldn't risk setting free.

No matter how deeply I wanted to.

I shook it off as quickly as I could and made my way out of the hall and down to another door, opening it up to a sinfully loud atmosphere full of drunken patrons and trashy music. Men raged in the corner at each other over a game of pool, while women talked among themselves or put off yet another man's attempts at getting in their pants.

The scene before was not my style, but this was even more unusual for me.

Unusual unless I was attempting to pick up new clients, at least.

I moved through the crowd with reluctant urgency. I scanned the room for a clock, only to see in bright digital light that it was a quarter til 10PM.

Shit.

I burst through the front door and out into the world, the blood of the night rushing through the busy streets, the air warm with stale summer heat and bitterly scented from fresh vomit on the sidewalk.

I took a shortcut through a wide alleyway, accidentally kicking a rattling empty can of spray paint into a wall as I hurried forward. I watched it roll away, and my eyes drifted upwards to see the wet red lines that once occupied the can.

FANGS OFF OUR NECKS

There was a symbol below it, a bleeding red sun. Crudely drawn, whoever did it wanted to be in and out fast.

I could probably catch the little bigot if I tried, but it was no use. A well-intentioned, presidentially pardoned Daybreaker being attacked by a vampire for seemingly no reason would only set my kind backwards, not forwards.

And that would be the best case scenario. 

Worst case? Being led to a gang of them, beaten to a pulp, left to die or worse.

A vision quickly flashed through my mind. My own head swinging from someone’s balcony, my mouth agape in a forced grin as fishhooks tied my lips to my cheeks in a ghastly reveal of the sin in my existence.

I’d seen it before. Defended the man who did it. 

Said he was attacked, scared, wasn’t thinking straight. Blacked out, and there he was, hanging, like it was human instinct to desecrate a corpse.

The classic predator panic defense.

I shook off the chill that had been gathering in my shoulders and spine, and forced myself onwards.

I turned left out of the alley and picked up my pace, all but running as my black shoes clicked and clacked along the pavement, bringing me further from the pretend safety of that blue demon’s arms and closer to the wicked paws of a different creature.

One of my own kind, in fact.

A father even. 

In a sick, twisted, brutally cruel kind of way.

☀

You could say my place of work was beyond casual. Hell, the only time I even had to wear clothing was when coming and leaving. 

The front door was just as sketchy as my little chef’s had been. In the back of an alleyway it stood tall yet inconspicuous, the red paint chipped to reveal dented metal and rust. 

I knocked three times, waited five seconds and knocked twice more. A small slot opened up to reveal two piercing red eyes.

“You're late,” he grunted, slamming the slot shut again before unlatching the door from the other side and swinging it open.

“I got caught up in something,” I walked past him and moved to take my leather jacket off as he shut the door back up.

“I'll say. Might have to take this out of your pay, yeah?”

I knew better than to challenge him there. I learned long ago not to cross Maurice, and I had enough marks on my body to remind me of those lessons.

I draped my jacket over my arms and tried not to look at him as I started making my way towards my room, but he flashed over to stand in front of me and took my jaw in his sharp talons.

His nostrils hit my mouth and he took a deep breath, exhaling through his lips before he raised back up, still holding me in his tight grasp.

“How the hell did you get your grubby little paws on a demon?”

I tried to pull away, but it only made his grip grow stronger.

“There’s a demon chef on Baker's Street.”

“A chef?” He shoved me back and I had to catch myself before stumbling. “You're wasting your hard earned harlot money on a chef? Your daily due of Soylent Red not good enough for you?”

“I was curious. I won't be doing it again, I could hardly afford it this time.” 

I made another move by him but he stopped me again, this time with a hand twisting my shoulder towards him.

“I forgot to mention, your favorite client is in today. I know you'll be a good boy for him, won't you?”

I gulped, depending on his mood he was either playing a filthy joke on me, or actually speaking the truth.

I indeed had a favorite client, the one person to treat me like a human once I was inside that room down the hall.

“Don't I always?” I faked a smirk, hoping the face I made was enough to satisfy his sadism and leave me on my way.

“That you do,” his sinful smile fell to an accusational grimace, “according to your clients at least.”

I stepped forward quickly, reached my room and held my hand on the doorknob.

I took a moment to bury the sting of Maurice’s touch, blow out the scent of his face pressed against my lips. I breathed with a turn of my wrist and I stepped inside.

And there he was, lounging on the red silk. The only thing he wore was a sheet pulled past his hips and over his groin.

His black slitted golden eyes pierced through mine and sent my fangs out of hiding with a smile. There was a jolt in my center that made me shiver, and I took a moment to thank whichever god was watching.

I tossed my jacket to the floor and walked over to him.

“My apologies for keeping you waiting, sweetheart.”

His mouth turned to a grin, “The anticipation made it all worth it, my love.”

I came to rest beside him on the bed. He rolled forward to kiss me and ran his fingers up my scalp.

I broke from his lips only to ask, “Would you like a drink before we get started?”

“You're all the drink I need,” he muttered as he grabbed me and pulled me into the sheets alongside him. He tossed himself above me and his hands moved to rip my shirt from my chest. His mouth pressed rough nibbles down my abdomen before he went to unfasten my zipper from between his sharpened teeth.

He was being greedy today. As greedy as I had been earlier.

Karma.

With him, I didn't mind it so much.

He always stopped to look at me once he was inside, once his hips snapped and he began moving within me, with me.

It was my cue to hold him, to wrap myself around him while he penetrated my core.

His lips left overstimulating marks against my neck, his tongue rougher than it should’ve been, his nails digging deeper than any human man could. 

That was Sebastian’s gift, his curse, evidence of the betrayal of his bloodline.

Not too similar to mine, but a curse in itself.

His long silky blonde hair fell in my face and all around me as he arched up and flinched.

He tensed, and with a tremble to his nearly whimpering voice, he spoke, “I love you, Sasha.”

I felt him pour himself inside of me, and with something like ecstasy, I humored him with a genuine smile and cooed, “I love you too, Sebastian.”

He was quicker that night than he usually was, and within a few moments of kissing the fire away from my face, he collapsed to the side and reached out to hold me in his arms.

Running circles with his finger in my chest, he gathered his breath in the subsequent passing moments and nibbled my ear before whispering into it, “Are you sure you don't want me to try getting you off?”

I shook my head as I had a million times before, “Our moments together are about you. You know that. It's what you pay for.”

“But I do love you. And as long as you insist on living a life like this, paying for you is the only way I can keep any other man from hurting you.”

I glared at him and gently pulled away, sitting myself up against the headboard. I swallowed what should have been my pride, and from the corner of my eye I looked at him and muttered, “I think you should go.”

“Please, Sasha, run away with me. I can take you away from here, I can-”

“Stop,” I wanted to believe it, of course I did. I wanted more than anything for him to take me away from here and settle me down and live a disgustingly perfect little white picket fence life together.

But I wasn't a child, and I knew it was better protection for both of us if I never entertained his delusions about me.

“Please, Sash.”

“Enough,” I leapt from the bed and took my nude form towards the bar cart at the edge of the room, “you're a client, nothing more.”

“Fine. How much for forever?”

My head spun to face him. “Forever?”

“You heard me. How much will it take for Maurice to release you?”

“You want to buy me?!”

“If it's the only way you'll be free from this place, then yes.”

I scoffed as I unsteadily poured a cup of wine, “I don't need nor want your pity.”

“I don't pity you, Sasha, I love you!”

“If you love me then you'll go and let me get to my next client.”

He shook his head defiantly. “Do you even understand what I feel for you? How deeply I cherish you?”

“I can't say I do.” I walked over to him, cup in hand, lips already stained red with the blood of a grape. “You're telling the monster you pay for sex that you love him. What am I supposed to take away from that other than the fact that you’re horny and stupid?” I spat the words at him, gunpowder on my breath, yet we both knew they were only warning shots.

He needed to go away. If he got too close, I knew he would burn.

His head swung, pain washing over his face as he spoke in a voice just a smidge above a quivering whisper, “You're such a sight to behold, Sasha,” he looked up at me again, tenderness in his golden eyes as he gulped down a tear, “the most beautiful creature in the world, and you don't even know how beautiful you are. Suffering day in and day out, and none of it was even your fault.”

“I said I didn't want your pity.”

He swallowed again and raised himself from the mattress. “I'll never stop loving you. And I will free you from this place someday, I swear to it.”

He walked over to his clothes, folded neatly on a chair by the door.

A far cry from where mine had fallen.

I sat on the side of the bed, pulled a drawer out from the nightstand as I laid my glass upon it and grabbed a box of cigarettes.

I stuck one between my lips and struck the end with the blaze off a lighter as I watched Sebastian dress himself.

Suit and tie, the whole get-up. His shoes alone could pay my rent for three months.

He never told me what he did for money. I assumed he was a nepo baby. No hard-earned businessman would find himself falling for a poor vampire prostitute.

Life wasn't Pretty Woman, and my name was most certainly not Julia Roberts.

But he was cute, and sweet. I connected to him deeper than I had with nearly anyone else in my life. We'd often spend most of his paid time talking, debating, getting drunk and otherwise enjoying one another's company.

He tipped me often, and generously. He knew more than anything that I refused to be seen as a charity case though. I'd rather steal an extra hundred from his wallet while he engaged in a post-coital nap than have him hand it to me like I was some desperate beggar.

Still, I wasn't about to send him off entirely and lose my gravy ticket either. It was a delicate balance between dignity and desperation, and it was one I teetered on often.

I took one final puff off my cigarette before extinguishing it in the ashtray and rising from the bed to see off my favorite client before he stepped out the door yet again.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and enveloped his torso with my bare body. He eagerly grasped at me, pulling me in for a kiss on my lips with the impatience of a starving calf.

I was looking at a painting of a beach on the wall before realizing I hadn't yet closed my eyes within the embrace, but by the time I went to do so he was already pulling away.

“I'm going to free you from this place. I swear.”

I crossed my arms and smiled, “I'm sure you will.”

He didn't take his eyes off me as he walked out the door, his gaze saying so much he had already said prior.

So much I was tired of hearing.

And yet, I could never tire enough of it.

With that, Sebastian left, and I returned to the bed to await my next paying lover.

☀

Roughly fifty-percent of my clients were regulars. Most of those who saw me on heavy rotation considered me a friend of sorts. None were quite as sentimental as Sebastian, but I was comfortable enough with them that it was easy to zone out while they took their fill of me.

For the other fifty-percent, this wasn't the case.

My last client of the night was a new one. The moment he walked into the room it was like the temperature dropped twenty degrees.

His gaze was piercing. His lips were smiling but his eyes were grimacing.

My usual offering of a drink didn't seem to quell him too much. He just nodded in response, sat down on the bed, and watched me from across the room.

I kept cool. I had to. He'd be more likely to let his guard down if he didn't know mine was up.

I watched him from the corner of my eye as I poured us both glasses of wine. I saw him fidgeting with something in his pants, but not in the typical way I caught men doing behind my back.

I felt a burning heat climb up my spine like a snake slithering up a tree, and I turned just in time to catch him pulling out a knife and attempting to stuff it under the mattress.

He couldn't see me from where he was bending, so I spun back quickly, my breath catching in my throat and settling in my chest like a stone splashing into a bucket of water.

My hand was wrapped so tightly around the neck of the wine bottle that I had to practically pry my fingers away from it. I needed a defense, I knew that, but I couldn't be so obvious with it.

I took a brief moment to collect myself, put on a sultry face, and made my way over to the man with the wine glasses caught between my fingertips. 

I offered him one, and he took it without a thank you. 

It's one thing trying to kill your vampire prostitute, it's another to be rude when he's offering you free booze.

“You do this sort of thing often?”

He shook his head. His eyes never left mine. 

Now, it was usual for men to stare at me, but it's typically my body they were undressing with their eyes.

This man wasn't undressing me with his eyes. He was prying my skull apart with them.

“Well don't you worry, sweetness, I have more than enough experience for both of us.”

It was a line I used often. Most didn’t like to admit they paid for sex, especially from another man. The fact I was a vampire might’ve been a box they hadn't checked yet.

But this man wasn't responding to my cheekiness in the slightest. He didn't even seem interested in sex.

He just sat there. Sipping his wine.

Staring at me.

I made a move to get the upper hand, put my wine down on the table beside the bed and rolled my body in front of him, then down between his legs.

I snaked my face up his pant leg and towards his crotch, ignoring the noxious smell as well as I had a million times before. I pulled his zipper down with my teeth, and reached a careful palm into the crevice to pull out a flaccid weight of flesh.

It was far from instinct, I still had to force myself to move forward and do the deed, this time not out of obligation but for the fact that I was hoping it would serve as a distraction.

He moved himself to lay down, and I moved on top to continue the job, feeling him stiffen beneath me, his hands finally finding my scalp.

He shoved me back suddenly, flipped us over, picked me up by my arms and threw me to the bed.

I landed on a pillow, resisting the urge to reach down under the mattress and grab the knife before he could.

Then he kissed me. Blackened metallic and bile on his tongue, with a hint of some spirit and tobacco for good measure.

He shoved the meaty wet muscle between my lips, our faces smashed together as his fists took hold of my wrists and began forcing them up and over my head.

The barrel of my chest collapsed and inflated rapidly as he held my wrists tightly within the grip of one palm, then started moving the other down and towards the blade.

I couldn't rip myself from his grasp without starting a struggle, but I couldn't sit there and wait for him to actually get the knife out to do anything either.

I bit down on his tongue as hard as I could, a splash of blood shooting out and into my mouth as he began frantically pulling away, harshly screaming into my face and wildly grasping at the mattress in search of the blade.

I spit him out and pushed him off the bed, sending the back of his skull careening into the ground with a thunderous thump.

I moved quickly and reached under the mattress, pulling out the knife just as the man got to his knees and transitioned from threatening my life to pleading for his own.

“Please, pleasepleaseplease don't, don't do this man!”

“Me? You hid a knife under my bed!”

“That was for me, you're, you're a vampire, man!”

“Then why'd you reach for it? Was I being at all threatening?!”

“You, you're, you're a monster, man!” He spit out some blood, and what might have been a chunk of his tongue. “Was jus’ protectin’ m'self, man
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