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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would
like a longer read then check out our collections at
Sophie Sin's Book
List or her gay erotica under Dick
Powers.

 


Short disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are
over the age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in
all ways to the sexual activities that take place within this
collection of short works.


Editor's Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below in
'Kinky
Erotica Vol. 1'.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

A Canning In The Forest, Bang Bang Express, Anal Beads With The
Professor, Blood Sucking Bad Boy, Jelly Ass Eruption, Oh How I
Spanked Her!, One Crazy Night.

 


'Kinky Erotica Vol. 1' can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


Blood Sucking Bad
Boy

 


If I hadn't been starving then I wouldn't be
here and if I wasn't here then I wouldn't be seeing this truck stop
angel bending over, coffee in one hand and a towel in the other,
flashing what seem to be the biggest tits I've seen on a waitress
in at least the last 5 years of driving trucks on the long haul
coast to coast for the company.

“Spick and span.”

Yeah, really spick and span.
I'm thinking that I wouldn't mind neatening up
the top of this woman's shirt, and in that I mean pulling it down,
burying my lips in her chest and then shortly after, maybe after
I've stuck her full of myself and given her babies to think about,
I'll drink her blood and be done with it.

Vampire Trucker – that's me.

“You missed a spot.”

Her dimples are cuter than a woman's should
be allowed. Lethal weapons to a beast that knows he shouldn't, but
thinks he will partake of the taste of her – in all ways
imaginable.

“Oh?”

I reach up, flick my finger over her
gorgeous cheek, noting the softness of the skin under the pad of my
index finger and smile my most daring grin – a devilish one that
has scored me more hot blooded women than I care to have
tasted.

“You naughty man,” she chides in that way
that tells me that what I just did was quite welcome. “There wasn't
a spot.”

“There was,” I reply. “I got it just
now.”

We banter for some time. Having been born
several dozen centuries ago, I have the kind of masculine European
looks that women of this time find lacking in the males around
them. It's hard for her to take her eyes off me after a period of
'gentile wooing'.

“Well, I suppose I should take your order
then, handsome.”

“Steak, extra bloody. Almost uncooked would
be about right.”

“You like it raw?”

My eyes fix on hers. There is some rather
intense sexual negotiation that takes about 2-3 seconds tops.

“I certainly do.”

The food is good; the view is better. Over
the next hour, I drink copious amounts of coffee to the point where
I'm quite caffeinated and then lean back in my seat so that she can
get the full view of my masculine physique, as several older women
are from the corner table, much to everyone's pleasure. Soon she's
hoovering around. Women do that. It means they are horny and it's
time to go.

“The cab of my truck is going to be lonely
tonight. Wanna come keep me company?”

Even blatant suggestion works at this
point.

“I'll be there. Which one?”

I point out Big Red and smirk.

“It's a nice color. You thought red was the
color of fast?”

“In a certain sense of the word.”

“Touche.”

She leaves, I stare at her ass then her neck
then her ass again. I'm not really sure which I want, but one of
those two is going to get my mouth buried deep in it. That and a
lot of other appendages.

These thoughts we have at times like these
are truly priceless.


I'm sitting in the cab with my dick out and
not a girl in sight to make things right.

Where is she?

I'm wondering that at 8pm. I was wondering
that a little more at 7pm, but then I found some decent porn on the
internet and killed an hour just jerking, edging, jerking, edging
and almost cumming until I got my love lust under control by
remembering my blood lust.

At 8:35pm I'm about to hit the road (not
sleeping, day or night, makes being a truck driver quite an easy
job for a bloodsucking vampire like myself) when there's a knock on
the passenger side door. I scoot over, cock still out and
semi-hard, and wiggle the handle until the thing pops open.

“Sorry! I was held up.”

You sure where, I
think. Then I get a look at her and add, but it was worth
it.

“Do you have a license for that?”

“What this little thing?”

Little, that's what she calls a dress
high enough around the hem that her panties are showing.
They are pristine white by the way.

“You are quite something, Hilary.”

“Helen.”

“Sorry.”

She climbs the side of the truck, hops
inside, flirts with the idea of showing me more cleavage and
decides to slip up the hemline of her dress even further, perhaps
thinking I'm a leg man instead of a neck man.

“You look wonderful.”

“Thanks.”

“Do you always wear this after work?”

“Only for special customers.”

“A lot of customers?”

“One or two now and then. What exactly, Mr.
Tall, Dark and Handsome, are you going to do about my current state
of undress?”

“I was thinking I'd undress you some
more.”

“With your hand on the steering wheel.”

“You mean my cock?”

“I mean that steering wheel.”

I glance to where I have been unconsciously
grinding my palm into the rubber covering of the big wheel. There's
a dent. Turned on does not even begin to describe how I feel.

“Top or bottom?”

She looks down her own top and smiles.

“I like it from the top, thanks.”

I go bottom.

“Oh, now these are quite tame, aren't they?
Wouldn't a g-string have been more appropriate?”

“What and be slutty?”

There's a brief moan when I press my finger
to where experience tells me her clit will be.

“Aren't you slutty enough, my dear?”

“You...”

The thing about 'appropriate' panties is
that they tend to be easy for a guy to get his hands nice and
sticky on. I insert my finger slightly to draw some juices from the
well and make the whole nasty center of the fabric gooey and
sticky.

“Ohhh---”

Rotations happen, but it's the vein bulging
in her neck that turns me on. I could suck her dry right now and
she wouldn't even utter a squeak.

Rather than ruin the fun, I slip down
between her and the front board of the cab. I have to throw a
couple of copies of some
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