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Natalie emerged from the bathroom, clean and naked. Matthew was right where she’d left him, sprawled out on the bed. His eyes were glazed. He seemed to be staring straight ahead, but if Natalie looked closely, she could see that he was actually staring at his still-erect penis. Meditating, she was sure, on how she’d just rocked his world. Or wishing that there was time for a second round, as she was. 

Natalie went to her lingerie drawer and selected a matching bra and pair of panties. She put them on. As she walked over to her closet, Natalie kept her eyes on Matthew. How content he looked. She would have liked nothing more than to climb back into bed and press the entire length of her body against his. The smell of their mingled fluids still hung heavy in the air. She paused, considering burying her nose in the sweat-dampened black hair of Matthew’s chest. 

He surprised her by speaking. "When will the hags get here?" he asked. 

She couldn’t suppress a laugh. "Half an hour," she said. She took the gray silk sheath dress from its padded hanger and slipped it over her head. Dressed, she knelt on the bed and kissed Matthew’s rough cheek. "But you shouldn’t really talk that way about Martha and Kelly." 

"I’ll be ready," Matthew said, ignoring the second part. As he turned to face her, Matthew smiled, and Natalie’s heart fluttered. That smiled promised so much. 

But what it promised would have to wait for later. 

"I’ve got to check on the roast," Natalie said. Matthew nodded. Still hard as a diamond, he rose from the bed and took his turn in the shower. 

Natalie paused to put on her makeup in the vanity mirror. Her long, chocolate-brown hair hung straight down, and she left it that way, adding only a choker of black freshwater pearls. She stepped into her shoes. 

In the kitchen, she discovered that the roast was coming along nicely. It was tender, without a hint of dryness. She checked on the liquid refreshments next. The bottle of dark red liquid rested in the warmer, held at perfect body temperature. Natalie’s mouth watered, but she resisted the temptation to pop the cork and take a taste. 

Matthew came in moments later, dressed in a loose-fitting white shirt and black pants. He came up behind Natalie and wrapped his arms around her. She eased back into him, inhaling his scent. 

"You look beautiful," Matthew said into her ear. "And the food smells delicious." 

"I need to put out the appetizers," Natalie said, suddenly remembering. She didn’t want to break free of Matthew’s arms. 

He let her go reluctantly, turning to stare out the window. It was a cloudless night, making the tiny sliver of the waning crescent moon stand out brilliantly. "Why did we make plans with Martha and Kelly tonight?" Matthew said out loud to himself. 

Natalie knew what he meant. Nights like this were designed for lovers. She was meant to stay in bed with Matthew until the sun crested over the hills. She felt a small stab of regret as she lifted the black-and-white serving tray from the refrigerator. 

She set the tray of neatly-arranged pinwheels of smoked salmon and soft white cheese on the bar. The doorbell rang, and Matthew went to answer it. Natalie followed him. 

Martha and Kelly crowded the door, huddled together. Kelly clung to Martha, but as Matthew greeted them, Martha dropped Kelly’s hand. 

"Good evening, ladies," Matthew said. "Come in." 

Martha, the taller and paler of the two, stepped in, smiling. She wore the feminine equivalent of Matthew’s white shirt and black pants, accented with wide silver hoop earrings and silver bracelets. Her calf-length leather boots were polished to a high shine. She stretched out her arms toward Natalie, and Natalie embraced her. 

"How have you been, Nat, dear?" Martha asked. "Anything exciting going on in your life? I mean, other than the plain fact that you’ve moved in with this—-" She looked Matthew up and down. To most women, he would have seemed large and imposing. Martha, however, was built according to the Amazonian blueprint. "—-This charming creature." She gave Matthew a carefully choreographed wink. 

Natalie was about to answer when Kelly cleared her throat. The petite, gray-eyed woman with bluntly cut blonde hair wore a red pleather jacket and matching pants, with a pair of Timberlands. She stripped off her jacket, revealing a tight white tank, and used Matthew as a coat rack. 

Kelly sniffed. "You smell like a wet dog," she pronounced. 

"It’s nice to see you again, Kelly," Matthew answered through gritted teeth. 

"Manners, Kelly," Martha said, narrowing her green eyes. "We are guests in Matthew’s home, and you know that Natalie and I have been friends for ages. Whatever you’re making for dinner, Nat darling, smells simply divine." 

"It’s a roast," Natalie said, as Matthew hung Kelly’s jacket in the coat closet. Natalie thought she heard a low growl as Matthew’s back was turned, but it may have been her imagination. "Please, make yourselves comfortable at the bar. Can I get you ladies something to drink?" 

"Something to drink," Martha repeated thoughtfully. 

"We never drink...wine," Kelly added, in her worst Bela Lugosi accent, as Martha smirked. 

"I have something I know you’ll like," Natalie said. She started to get it, but Matthew jumped up from his seat. 

"Let me get it," he said. "I’ll leave you three to catch up." He disappeared into the kitchen. 

"Have a salmon pinwheel," Natalie said, pointing out the black-and-white tray. She took a seat across from Kelly. Kelly snatched up one of the appetizers with each hand. 

"I just adore salmon," Martha said. "I just adore seafood in general. Tell me, Nat, have you and Matthew ever been to the shore together?" 

Natalie blushed. "A few times," she said. 

Martha and Kelly looked at one another conspiratorially. "There’s a little bed and breakfast on the shore, only an hour’s drive from here," Martha said. "It’s called the Horned Owl Inn. Ever been?" 

Natalie shook her head. 

"Oh, you have to go there," Martha said with rising excitement. "They have a restaurant 

there—" 

"They cater to our kind," Kelly pitched in. 

"Our kind our kind, or your kind our kind?" Natalie interjected, to Kelly’s utter bewilderment. 

Martha was about to clarify when Matthew reappeared. In one hand, he balanced a tray of empty wineglasses. In the other hand, he carried the bottle. Natalie rose to collect the glasses from the tray, and set one at each place. Matthew uncorked the bottle and poured. 

Kelly got the first glass. She eyed the red liquid, sniffed at it suspiciously, and said, "Is this pig’s blood?" 

Matthew made a low sound that could easily have been a growl. "No," he said through gritted teeth. "This is something special. A deer. Natalie brought it down herself, on our trip to the north woods, last full moon. A doe. She was pregnant." 

Martha’s and Kelly’s heads turned toward Natalie in unison. "The doe, not me," she clarified. "Highly illegal for a human hunter, but I wasn’t human at the time." Natalie and Matthew looked at one another and laughed. 

Martha sipped the blood delicately. She swallowed, nodded, and took a full swig. "Delicious," she pronounced. "Congratulations, Nat. That must have been quite a kill." 

Kelly considered the blood for a moment, then took a sip. Her face registered pleasant surprise. 

"Thank you, Martha," Natalie said. "Now, I think you were about to tell me about that restaurant at the B&B on the shore?" 

Kelly’s face took on a far-off, dreamy look. "The Horned Owl Inn," she said. "The chef’s name is Oliver, and he’s one of us." 

"Us us," Martha interjected. "Not you us." She poured herself seconds. 

Kelly ignored Martha. "He makes the best seafood I’ve ever tasted," she said. "Oysters, mussels, Maine lobster. He also makes the most amazing clam chowder." 

"Clam chowder?" Natalie said. "I thought you two were strict carnivores. Isn’t clam chowder full of diced vegetables?" 

"You’re thinking of Manhattan style, with tomatoes," Matthew said. "There’s also a New England style, which is full of potatoes." 

"Not when Oliver makes it," Martha said, cutting off Kelly’s reminiscence. Kelly seemed to dream on anyway. "Somehow, he knows exactly what you want. He made a pot from scratch, just for Kelly and me, heavy on the cream and clams and no plant life." She said these last two words disdainfully. "And somehow, he makes this dish both elegant and exquisite." 

"You have to try it," Kelly said, wiping a bead of drool from her lower lip. 

Martha reached across the bar and took Matthew’s hand. "You must take Natalie there to try Oliver’s famous clam chowder," she said. "Promise me you will." 

Matthew looked over at Natalie. She gave him a slight nod of approval. "Okay," he said. "I promise." 

The night went on, as smoothly as could be expected. When Martha and Kelly left, Matthew surveyed the dirty plates and glasses. "Let’s leave this mess until tomorrow evening," he said. His big body settled into the soft suede of the living room sofa. 

"Agreed," Natalie said, kicking off her pumps. She joined him on the sofa, pressing her face into his chest and breathing his masculine scent. "You so do not smell like wet dog. But try not to take it personally. Kelly just doesn’t like men." 

"Or pregnant doe’s blood," Matthew added. "Or medium-rare roast. Remind me again why we’re friends with vampires?" 

"Martha is an old family friend," Natalie said, snuggling in closer. "She knew my great-grandmother." 

"Are you sure I can’t kill them?" Matthew asked, chuckling. 

"No, that would be murder," Natalie said. 

"How about during a full moon?" 

"Not unless you want to start another interspecies war." 

"How about just Kelly then?" he said. 

Natalie laughed. "Let’s just go to bed," she said, looking up at the old grandfather clock. "The sun will be up in another hour or so." 

Matthew looked at the clock and frowned. Natalie rose, and he followed her. In the bedroom, Matthew watched as Natalie took off her choker of freshwater pearls and dropped it into the chaos on the vanity table. Watching himself in the mirror, he slid the straps of her silk sheath dress from her shoulders and let the dress fall to the floor. He looked into her eyes. 

Natalie found Matthew’s black-brown eyes full of desperate longing.  She loved that look in his eyes.  The love and lust were so deep, they went straight to her heart, her clit, and the animal center of her brain all at once.  She didn’t know whether she’d moved closer to him or he to her.  Natalie only knew that her body was pressed against Matthew’s and that her mouth was locked onto his.  She could still taste the doe’s blood on his tongue.  The primal taste aroused her.  She sucked his tongue fiercely.  

More than the taste, though, it was the feel of Matthew’s tongue moving inside her mouth that made Natalie’s heart pound.  The logical part of her mind drifted away.  She was consumed wholly by the pleasure that Matthew’s mouth brought to hers.  

He pulled away, kissing Natalie, lightly, on the lips.  She felt his retreat as keenly as if a part of her soul had drawn away.  Natalie opened her eyes, almost panicked.  

“Turn around,” Matthew said in a cool voice.  Without thinking, Natalie obeyed him.  His hot mouth, kissing its way down the hard muscle where her shoulder met her neck, was a relief.  The kisses were light, then suddenly
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