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Timika was hungry, and she needed to
feed. It was harder these days as she preferred her prey virginal,
and virginal humans sufficiently matured to feed from were getting
rarer all the time. Many of her sisters had given up on the sweet
taste of the virgin, but she would not, she was royalty! She was
first cousin to Vlad the ninth, King of the Western Emperies of the
Nosferatu, and she would not partake of tainted fluids.

Coming to the Bible-belt was the worst
mistake ever. She had migrated here thinking that the strangely
conservative worshippers of the new religion would provide a bounty
of young virginal men to feed from. That had proven to be a joke,
for they fornicated as much or more than anyone else, they just
pretended to be saving it for marriage on Sundays. They weren’t
fooling Timika though; she could smell the change in them like a
hound seeking the fox, and new when they were lying.

She had considered many options. She
had initially thought to attend their churches, where the devout
attended every Sunday. The foolish notion that their church could
keep out her kind was almost as silly as the idea that only a stake
through the heart could kill her. It had been a bust none the less,
not one of the single young adults in any of the churches she had
attended was virginal, and from the scents of most of the people
there, the majority were not sitting with the people they had most
recently been intimate with.

She had tried bars, and night clubs as
well, and had done better, though still she needed a more regular
sustenance. That’s when she discovered the university. While there
were never many among them, she could, on any given night find some
young nerd who’d never managed to actually talk to the girls he had
lusted after as much as any other. The ability to speak to women
was apparently inversely proportional to the intelligence of the
human male, and so she found herself tonight trailing quietly after
a young man who was busily pacing across the campus from the
library to his dorm.

“Excuse me” Timika whispered
from close behind him when he entered the dark shadow of an
arch.

The young man visibly started at her
voice. “Can I help you?” he asked, his voice breaking.

“I hope so, very much” she
said in her most sultry tone, moving close and wrapping him in one
arm. “I would be plane; I am so enthralled with you. I could just
eat you up” she said coyly.

“What? This is a prank isn’t
it? Did those idiot Jocks on my floor put you up to this?” He said,
anger replacing shock as he imagined them hiding somewhere laughing
at him.

She was growing annoyed, but she had
dealt with his type before. “I don’t know who is giving you such a
difficult time, and I’m not even from around here. What I am is a
vampire, and you have something I need.” It was a gamble that had
often paid off, as long as one was patient.

This one actually giggled. “Vampire
eh?” he said, with a snort of derision. The laughter subsided
abruptly when she lifted him off the ground with one hand and bared
her fangs. “Holy shit, don’t kill me please?” he blurted
out.

Rolling her eyes Timika sat him back
down. “Our kind do not kill without cause” she said.

“Well, that may be but I’d
rather not be turned into a blood sucking night crawler either!” he
exclaimed, cringing at the realization of what he’d just called
her.

The pervasive myths the church had
created to frighten the parishioners was still alive and well. For
the early church, the feeding habits of the Nosferatu were far more
frightening than the foul lie they had created. “Young man, I have
no taste for blood, and your kind could benefit from avoiding the
cancer causing solar rays, if you weren’t so afraid of your own
shadow” she said giggling.

This one was smart, and rational, not
making her spell everything out in simple terms. “If not my blood,
what is it that you want from me?” he asked.

 

This was working out well thus far.
“While the myths you’ve been taught we invented by vile old prunes,
there is a tiny grain of truth in them. We do feed on your species
fluids…” she said trailing off to let him process the
possibilities.

“Which of my fluids would
you want to take, and how much?” he asked. He was not intentionally
being obtuse, but the first thing to come to mind for him was
cerebrospinal fluid.

“You really are a virgin, so
let me make it quite clear, I would have you take out your cock,
and then I would suck on it until you shoot your load in my mouth.
Does that help?” she asked, looking exasperated for
effect.

He looked at her skeptically. “I
suppose those fangs might hurt” he said, and she couldn’t tell if
it was a weak attempt at humor, or a legitimate concern.

Assuming the latter she responded
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