
Bleeding Heart for the Lonely Mistress



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BLEEDING HEART FOR THE LONELY MISTRESS

    

    
      First edition. July 17, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Gertrude G.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235734081

    

    
    
      Written by Gertrude G.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Bleeding Heart For The Lonely Mistress

Prologue.

Chapter One.

Chapter Two.

Chapter Three.

Chapter Four.

Chapter Five.

Chapter Six.

Chapter Seven.

Chapter Eight.

Chapter Nine.

Chapter Ten.

Chapter Eleven.

Chapter Twelve.

Chapter Thirteen.

Chapter Fourteen.

Chapter Fifteen.

Chapter Sixteen.

Chapter Seventeen.

Afterword.

Sign up for Gertrude G's Mailing List

Also By Gertrude G

About the Author

To everyone who supported me through the months of writing this, and everyone taking the chance on reading a first-time author.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue.
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Liz sizes up the house once more, gawking at its visage. She knows ornate old houses like this are by the riverside, but she’s never been in one, let alone thought about living in one, especially not this large. Yet here she is standing outside its chain-link fence, the listing that brought her here lighting up her phone screen. A cold, harsh gust of winter air pushes her forward as if to urge her on past the little gate that only comes up to her waist. As Liz cautiously wanders up the stone path, she could swear she sees someone peeking past the heavy blinds on the second-floor window for the briefest moment. Then once more for only a split second in another window on the first floor, in the corner of what’s probably the living room window or perhaps the kitchen.

With a shake of her head to bring her back to her senses, she keeps moving forward; it must just be her nerves getting to her and making her see things. The listing said the house only has one resident, and surely she wouldn’t be double-booking on interviews. Despite the grandeur of the home, the front door is a simple heavy wooden door without any embellishment. Before Liz has a chance to knock, it swings open, revealing a figure that doesn’t match how she pictured her from her name and how she sent texts with the demeanour of Liz’s grandmother. She’s short, shockingly so, reaching maybe five foot one, her skin an unhealthy pallor in contrast to pitch black hair, which isn’t too odd for this time of year but still feels off, as if her complexion is drained of colour. Her eyes also feel off, but not in a way Liz can immediately place at a glance.

“Are you Elizabeth?” she asks with a light, flowing accent. Her soft, young features, which look as if she couldn’t be over twenty-two, throw Liz off, but maybe she is just the granddaughter of the person she was talking to. Karnstein made it sound like she was living alone from her listing. The woman’s wispy frame stands as a complete opposite to Liz’s more heavy-set build and features. Though dark brown hair is far more similar to Karnstein’s pitch black than it is different.

“It’s just Liz—my family wasn’t really into formal names. Is Karnstein here?” she inquires after she realises she's been staring, hoping she hasn’t come off as too rude to the possible daughter of her potential landlord. 

“Fine, Liz.” The older woman can almost feel the scorn at such an informal name rolling off the younger one’s tongue. “I’m Karnstein. I said I would be waiting for you.” Despite her harsh tone, a slight grin flutters on her lips, like she enjoys how her presentation confounds people. “This way. We’ll conduct the interview in the dining room,” the homeowner tacks on before Liz has a chance to respond, only gesturing deeper into her manor.

The interior of the home is unsurprisingly as breathtaking as its exterior, carrying a sense of pride in its grandeur that is rarely seen in Winnipeg. It feels like she wandered into some of the old hotels downtown that were built far before she was born. Details are etched all across the house from its well-maintained dark wood flooring to its carved handrails ending in a floral pattern. The dining room is no less opulent, with a crystal chandelier hanging over a long perfectly polished mahogany table that can sit at least fifteen people, yet it only has one matching chair sitting lonely at its head. “Oh yes, I forgot. Give me a moment, I'll get you a chair.” Without waiting for a response she’s gone into the depths of the house, only to return a few minutes later with a blue nylon fold-out lawn chair that she places on the opposite end from the delicately carved chair clearly made to match the table.

Awkwardly Liz makes her best effort to gracefully take a seat, only for the joints to squeak as she does so. As she tries to thank the younger woman her nerves crawl into her chest, making it impossible to utter even a single word. 

“I looked over your application. It's exceptional but I still have a few questions. First and foremost, would be... assuming your application is accepted, would you have any plans to leave in the near future for something, such as marriage? I would also like to know why you left your prior long-term living situation,” Karnstein questions as her eyes wander over the application laid out in front of her. 

“Unless unforeseen circumstances emerge, I have no plan to change my housing situation for the foreseeable future. About my earlier housing situation with my past roommate, things were great for years until she made choices that I tried my best to accommodate but she was unwilling to be flexible on,” Liz answers in the most professional tone she can muster, dusting off the old interview cadence that she hasn’t used since she got her job at the blood bank. Karnstein hums to herself cheerfully, the ends of her lips curling slightly as she does so. “And do you have any plans to leave your current job?” 

“No, I do not. At least for the next couple decades,” she replies after giving it a second of thought. Maybe if they offered her a managerial position at a hospital, but that seems quite unlikely given how average her performance has been. 

“Good, good,” Karnstein mumbles to herself, barely audible to Liz across the expansive room. “Your application was exactly what I've been looking for, and it seems like you have a stable future. I have just one more question. But I would ask that anything shared in this last question not leave this house.” Liz freezes at the woman’s sudden shift to a serious and heady tone that sends a shiver up her spine. And at the way Karnstein looks at her as if she’s a cat looking to pounce on its prey. Her sharp piercing eyes feel more like slits than normal pupils, watching her every fidgety movement. But despite the unsettling yet intoxicating glint in Karnstein's eyes that surely screams trouble, Liz does really need the room.

“I promise I won’t say a word to anyone,” she gulps, overcoming the sudden fear that rushes through her. 

“I’m going to need you to acquire blood from your place of work,” the lady of the manor states matter-of-factly as she rests Liz’s application back on the table.

“You want me to get you human blood?” A myriad of conclusions run through Liz's head at her absurd ask.

“Do you have nonhuman blood at the blood bank?” she sarcastically retorts with a slight smile.

“What reason could you have to need human blood?” The best case scenario is that it's just some weird sex thing. Which to be frank, still isn’t a good reason to ask her to steal from a blood bank; it isn't good but at least isn’t actively malicious. Karnstein’s silence lingers, making the room so quiet that if she dropped a pin on the table Liz would be able to hear it.

“What if I told you I were a vampire?” Liz lets out an awkward laugh but the other woman's lack of any sort of joking smile silences her quickly.

“I would think you're bullshitting me and wonder if this is all some weird elaborate prank video,” the older woman states matter-of-factly, a twinge of annoyance peeking through her attempts at keeping a neutral tone. Still, through her dismissal of the other woman’s words the hairs on the back of her neck stay standing on edge. A wide grin finally spreads across Karnstein’s expression, revealing massive, unusually sharp fangs peeking past her lips. In this moment it also clicks with Liz what she found off-putting about Karnstein’s pupils. They aren’t just figuratively catlike; they’re literally long feline slits. 

“No jokes or lies, Liz, I’m simply a woman that wants to stop hurting people to get what I need. But I need your help with it. I won’t even ask for rent if you go along with this.” Despite the cool confident tone laced through her words this entire evening, genuine desperation slips through in her voice. Silently she slides the lease across the smooth table over to her, yet Liz’s eyes stay transfixed on the other woman’s fangs. How easily they could end her life, but still, she doesn't feel like her brandishing them is a threat. More to show her hand, and that she's being honest. Nevertheless, that doesn’t completely remove the thought of those teeth piercing her throat. Despite every cell in her body screaming that this is an awful idea, she rummages through her purse, already knowing the answer she has for the lady of the house. 

...

Karnstein lets out a long, exaggerated sigh as she stands a few feet back from Liz, her foot softly tapping against the dark wooden floor beneath her. “Let's go through this once more, shall we?” 

“At the end of the day, right before I leave, I’ll quickly dip into where we keep our blood and grab a few bags. Then leave before anyone notices,” Liz replies, her voice shaking with uncertainty, as she zips up her parka and prepares herself for the harsh winter winds. 

“Yes, perfect. Now try not to be too nervous, Liz. Just treat today as you would any other day.” The vampire's deathly serious expression betrays her casual demeanour. 

A shiver goes up Liz’s spine as Karnstein's gaze lingers on her. As much as Karnstein promised her no harm would come to her, Liz can’t help but dread that she’ll be the older woman's last meal if she fails.

“Well, I’ll be going now.” Liz nearly runs out the door as she attempts to shove her nerves down. By the time Liz reaches her car, she’s hyperventilating, as her mind runs through a tangled mess of thoughts. First and foremost, the fact is that she’s going to be stealing blood that was given to the clinic in hopes that it will save someone's life. She will be both risking the lives of people that need the blood and breaking the trust of those who gave their blood to help others. “Maybe I can just think of it as saving Karnstein’s life instead... After all, she did say that she needs the blood; it’s not like this is just some craving she has, Karnstein needs it.” Even Liz can tell how desperately she’s trying to cling to anything that will morally justify the actions she plans on carrying out today. Yet the idea still provides her the peace of mind to carry on till the end of her shift comes. 

...

Stealing the blood is far easier than she expects: not morally, it still weighs on her like no act she’s ever committed, but physically. All she has to do is walk in, stuff a few blood bags into her oversized purse, and walk out. Now here she is at the point of no return, her spoils staring back at her from her purse as if the inanimate pouches of fluid are passing judgment upon her. Liz can most likely saunter back into the building, say she forgot something, put them back where they belong, and everyone will be none the wiser. Even so she knows in reality she already made her choice when she agreed to the contract with Karnstein. “Fuck, Liz, what did you get yourself into...” 

Her drive home is only punctuated by the roar of engines and the crunch of snow beneath tires. Liz doesn’t even bother to turn the radio on and have its music accompany her, since she knows she won’t hear it over the voices in her head telling her to turn around and put the blood bags back where they belong. Even as she walks up the freshly shoveled sidewalk to the steps of her new shared home, that voice keeps telling her that it’s not too late... until the door opens and Karnstein peeks through the doorway, genuine worry written across her expression. 

“Liz, you’re back? How was your day at work?” Karnstein asks, her voice smaller than Liz has ever heard it before in their brief time of knowing each other.

“It was pretty standard, nothing really to write home about,” she answers as she walks through the door. The biting cold of winter quickly fades away to the gentle warmth of the manor home. Karnstein's eyes slowly shift around, eyeing her from head to toe. 

“I got them. I promise I didn’t go back on my word. There, in my purse. Did you really think that I would carry them openly?” Liz questions, almost unable to believe that Karnstein would think she would be so reckless. 

Karnstein lets out a small cough in embarrassment. “No, of course not! Now, may you show me?” Liz pulls out the three bags at once, immediately bringing a smile to Karnstein's pale lifeless lips: a genuine smile, not some performance or
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