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"This is quite . . . unusual."
He was tall and lean and pale.  His hair and his eyes were black, as were his lips and fingernails. Sam couldn't tell if he had applied makeup and nail polish or if this was his natural coloring.
"I have never seen someone pursue me with such . . . perserverance."  His voice was deep and seemed to resonate in the chest.
Sam stared hard at him.
"You give a new meaning to the cliche 'dogged pursuit'." He grinned.
You don't know what I've done, Sam thought, to get to this place.
The tall figure turned away and Sam saw the back of his clothing.  The bleached white shirt was spotless.  So were his black trousers.  Sam could not see his feet.  Turning back, the black eyes regarded him again.  The shirt was unbuttoned to the mid point of the chest.  White on white.  The pants were secured with a drawstring.
"I think perhaps we have a misunderstanding."  An index finger went to dark lips.  "You think I have done something to you.  I have not."  The eyes that focused on him did not blink.  "And you think perhaps I have done something to your lady friend."
He gestured to Janet.  She stood a few feet to his right in the  pose of a dancer.  Her right leg was back, the foot pointed to her far right, while her left leg was forward with the foot pointed toward him.  Her hands were laced together in front of her and her arms appeared to form a circle around her torso.  Her auburn hair was long and pulled back behind her shoulders.  Her cheeks were flushed, as thought she might have applied too much makeup.  Her eyes followed every move of the figure that stood in from of him.  The gown she wore was of a single piece, soft pink in color.  The sheer fabric allowed Sam to see the contours of her body.
"I am not the monster you think I am."
Not bloody likely, Sam thought, but said nothing.  If that were so, why are we here in this abandoned house?  Why are the windows covered from the inside?  Why is the door, apparently so decripit to the casual observer, actually a well-fortified barrier?  And why did I find you in the basement?
"I am disposed," the figure said, "to reward your efforts with an explanation."
Sam was surprised.  He could hear the wind outside.  It whispered to him.
The dark lips grinned again.  "Eighty years ago I was a man of twenty five.  I lived in my own flat and worked in the financial district.  I made a good living.  The long hours didn't bother me because I was dedicated to my work."  He chuckled.  "I wanted to be rich."  He shook his head.
There was silence for a moment and Sam wondered if the figure had relived a past moment.  Spatters of rain danced on the roof.
"One night I was invited to a party."  The face brightened.  "I met this intriguing woman.  We stuck up a conversation while drinks were passed around.  Near midnight she stumbled while turning to avoid another partygoer and tumbled into my arms.  I was, of course, delighted to break her fall with my hands."  His eyes danced.  "She told me she had downed one too many cocktails, and would I be good enough to see her home.  Naturally I agreed."
Naturally, Sam thought.
"I played the part of the gallant gentleman, and rode with her in the taxi to her place.  In fact I was the randy young buck ready to take advantage of this poor unfortunate, drunk young woman.  She gave me her key and I let us into her flat.  I helped her find her bedroom, and laid her down on the bed.  She was beautiful and I was about to burst from tumescence.  I laid down with her and began to seduce her.  At first she protested, but I managed to overcome her objections and soon we were, as you say it, en flagrante dilecto."
Doing the wild thing, Sam thought.
"As the tide rose, she pulled me close to her, and put her hand on the back of my neck.  At the very moment of esctasy, she drove her fangs into my throat and drank deeply of my blood.  The pain and fear and lust combined to make it impossible for me to move or fight back."
Sam could envision the scene.  He expected a bolt of lightening to flash or a clap of thunder to sound, but none came.
"And her grip on me was unbreakable."
Sam would have nodded, but had decided not to move nor acknowledge anything.
"I think she stopped short of killing me outright because she needed me."  The face showed not arrogance or conceit but conviction.
Oh really, Sam thought.
"She sealed my wound with a lick of her tongue, rolled me over onto my back, and continued the seduction on her own terms."
Sam sat stock still.
"To this day I have no idea how long I remained there.  At some point I passed out.  Several times I awakened to find her on top of me, enjoying herself, and at each moment of climax she fed on me again."
Yikes, he thought.
"The cycle went on for days beyond counting.  I knew not darkness nor light, nor hunger, nor fear, nor anything beyond uncontrollable lust.  I found I was just as randy as she, and awoke every time with a desire I could not vanquish.  And soon I craved that moment when I peaked and her fangs found my flesh."  His eyes wandered to Janet.  Her eyes flared but otherwise she did not  move.  It was as if she had become some kind of animatronic doll,  a manniquin with moving parts.
"One morning I awoke and she was gone.  The bedroom, indeed the entire appartment was vacant.  There was no furniture, no clothing, no nothing.  The windows were boarded up and the stench of mildew and decay was nearly overpowering.  My clothes were strewn on the floor," he said with a grin, "much the same as I.  I got dressed and found my way outside.  The light hurt my eyes, but did not burn me in the fabled way sunlight burns . . . someone like me."  He turned to pace, then turned back. "To my astonishment, I discovered that seven years had passed."
Sam could not keep his brows from rising.
"And, over time, I realized that I had become like my seducer.  I can eat and drink like normal humans, but the food does not pass through my digestive system.  After a time the pain becomes intolerable and I must vomit it back up gain."  He shook his head.  "I am not damaged by sunlight, as I have said.  I can walk openly, day or night.  I can go anywhere you can."  He stretched his palm out to Sam.  "But I have the hunger."  His palm closed into a fist.  "I must, sooner or later, feed in the same way I was fed upon.  I must seduce and feed at the moment of ecstasy."
How repulsive, Sam thought.
"At first, I didn't care who I seduced.  Man, woman, child, best of breed . . . "  He chuckled, a deep rumble that faintly echoed in the derelict room.  "Then I discovered that I had been careless.  The police and vigilantes pursued me.  I managed to escape, but learned a valuable lesson."
Don't get caught, Sam surmised.
"Since then, and for the last seventy five years, I have made sure that I would not be discovered.  I have been very careful.  I decided to choose women exclusively."  He waved his hand in the air.  "Personal preference."
Sam glanced at Janet.  She was still frozen in place.
"And I sought out those who would suit my purpose."
Sam clearly didn't like that.
"For the past quarter century, I have been employed at various agencies that help battered women."
Sam felt his teeth grind.
"Many, many times, I have been able to seduce a woman and satisfy my need."
Sam fought down the urge to shout.
"And, sooner or later, I must make a kill."
Sam wanted to leap at the figure, but the bonds were too tight.
"And the death of such a woman was frequently blamed on the abusive husband."  The black eyes focused on Sam.  "When the body is discovered, they always find evidence that links the death to the pummeling fists of the husband."
Sam's face turned red.  The figure grinned.
"And I am able to continue unencumbered."
Then the figure smiled.  His fangs glowed in the low light,  spikes that hung from his upper jaw.
"I want him to take the blame."  It was Janet.  Her voice was much deeper than he remembered.  "I want him to live in Hell, as I have."
Sam looked at her and saw the fury in her eyes.  He could feel the force of her anger in his chest.
She stretched out her hand to the figure, and he stepped towards her.  As he reached her, he took her hand.  
"Roderick, my love."  Her voice had that lyrical quality that once was directed to Sam.  He expected them to embrace, but they did not.  Roderick seemed to hesitate.
"You see, Sam," Janet said, "we planned this all out.  I knew you would follow me.  I knew you would work out the clues we left for you."
Sam was devastated.
"And I knew you only wanted me so that you could beat me again."  Her voice was full of disgust.  "Do you know what it's like to give your heart so freely, to love so completely, only to discover that the one you love lives only to hurt you?"  Her eyes bore into him.  "It was the worst kind of Hell."
Roderick seemed to like that.
"And when Roderick found me, I fell so deeply in love with him that I lost my fear of you."  She glanced at him and her face softened considerably.
"I fell in love as well," Roderick continued.  "And, out of respect for her, I showed her what I am."  Her expression did not change.  "I don't know why, but I felt it necessary.  For once, I wanted to be honest."
"Something you could never do," Janet added.  She seemed to listen to the patter of rain for a moment.  "It was that honesty that seduced me.  If the man I love needed me, needed my blood to survive, and was honest enough to tell me, and let ME make a choice . . . ."  Her voice trailed off.
"You can't do this," Sam croaked.
"Can't I?  In a way, Roderick has treated me far better than you have."
Sam felt the truth hammer him.
"And besides," she said in an odd tone, "it's been fun.  Something you used to do to me changed me.  You'd beat me up, then bang the hell out of me, and when you did, the pain and the pleasure merged.  They became one in the same.  And when Roderick feeds, the pain gives me pleasure."
"Ugh."
"You caused it," she replied.  "So now I've decided to take my revenge on you.  Roderick is at the point where he needs to take a life, and I'm going to give him mine."
"NO."
"And you're going to be blamed for it."
" . . . no" he whispered.
"And when the police find my body, you'll be right here for them to find."
"Unbound, of course," Roderick added.  "There will be no doubt in their minds."
"And you'll be put on death row.  And you'll wait there, probably for years, wondering when death will find you."  She spat at him.  "Just like me."
The skies suddenly opened up.  Rain lashed at the windows and walls of the old house.  The downpour made a rumble on the roof, millions of fists pounded on flesh.  The thrum made Sam's head hurt.  His face contorted and his eyes clenched.  Tears squeezed their way out and trickled down his cheeks.
How could he tell her?  How could he explain that the beatings were caused by an illness?  The abuse he had suffered as a child had caused it.  His father, who literally drank himself to death, once hit his son so hard that it caused a concussion.  And that wound changed the chemistry of little Sam's brain.  Since then, anger had ruled him.  But after an accident at work, a CAT scan revealed the abnormality, and a battery of tests unveiled the truth.  A simple prescription had cured him.
And she would never believe a word of it.
Roderick and Janet viewed him without pity.  As Sam's vision cleared, they turned to each other.  An unspoken word passed between them.  She smiled and her eyes closed for a moment.  Sam saw her tilt her head back and he thought Roderick would jam his fangs into her and feed, but he did not.
"Are you ready for me?" he asked.
"Just as you are ready for me."  Her head tilted forward and her eyes opened.
Roderick reached out with his left hand and a light came on.  Below the light was a bed with tall posts at each corner, and lush pillows and bedclothes.  He gestured and Janet's face gleamed.  They turned and walked toward the bed, their arms intertwined.
Just like she and I used to do, Sam thought.
The noises from the storm softened.  It was as if the house were somehow separated by time and space from the outside world.  Sam couldn't explain it, but he could feel it.  No scientific test would prove it, but he knew if was real. 
The couple stopped at the side of the bed, then faced each other.  Sam expected them to embrace, and kiss, as normal lovers do, but a voice in his head reminded him of the circumstances.
Janet reached up and pulled the drawstring from her gown.  It slipped to the floor in a whisper.  Roderick shrugged off his shirt and pants.  As one they slipped onto the bed.  Sam's mind was frantic.  His wrists throbbed unbelievably.  His feet ached.  His legs were cramped.  His arms were nearly useless.  Tears streamed down his face.  He didn't bother to tell Janet he loved her.  She would have seen that as a useless, desparate gesture.  He didn't bother to say anything.  He knew it would do no good.
Roderick positioned Janet to the foot of the bed.  Sam noticed that her head was not on the mattress.  She spread her legs and arms wide and he laid his hips down upon her.  Her head moved and Sam knew he was inside her.  She straightened her legs into a wide V shape to cradle his hips as he placed his hands on either side of her torso.  They made eye contact.  Then he began to move within her.
Sam was frantic.  His lips trembled and his chest heaved.  His mind raced.  And yet no solution came.
Janet let her head hang below the top of the mattress, then made eye contact with Sam.  Her eyes bore into him.  Her arms remained wide, the backs of her hands on the bed.  As Roderick continued his pace, Janet stared at her husband and did not blink.  Her expression was one of defiance, even scorn.  It was her way to show complete contempt for the man who had abused her. 
Sam sat and felt complete defeat.
Roderick quickened the pace.
Sam noticed that there was some kind of ridge or bumper at the very edge of the bed.  As Roderick pushed into her, he made her hips react, but Janet's body did not move off the foot of the mattress.  Then Sam realized that this was part of their plan.
Janet's legs moved with each thrust.  Roderick stopped momentarily to settle deeper between her legs, then pushed hard into her.  She groaned and let all the air out of her lungs.  
Sam squirmed and twisted and yanked and pulled to no avail.
Roderick shoved hard into her and she groaned long and low.
Then he slipped his hands under her and laid his torso down onto hers.  Only then did she wrap her arms around his shoulders.  He seemed to wriggle for a moment, then settle into her.

“I am ready,” she whispered. 

Sam knew she spoke both to him and to Roderick.

Janet lifted her head up, then turned her face to one side.  Her hand went to the back of his head.

Sam cried in silence.

Roderick opened his mouth wide and Sam saw his fangs.

Janet pulled his head down so that his teeth dug into her throat.

Sam could not look away.

Roderick set a torrid pace.  He held her tightly as she remained still for him.  His thrusts lifted her hips off the bed and still she held his head while he drank.

Sam could not help but cry full out.
Slowly, surely, her skin paled.  Her head began to sink and Roderick deftly pulled her away from the precipice.  As his fangs remained in her throat, her neck came to rest on the edge of the mattress.  Her chin remained up and away, her hair waterfalled down the side of the bed.  Her blood flowed freely into him.  The hand on his back slid down to his shoulder, then fell away.  The hand on his head, the one that had gripped him so securely, lost it's strength and slipped away.  He heard the air leave her lungs and saw the tension leave her muscles and still he drank.
And finally, finally, when the last of her blood was in him, Roderick jolted one last time.
When at last he withdrew his fangs from her flesh, he raised himself up onto his elbows and pulled her down further on the bed.  Her face had gone slack, the bloodless muscles flat and shapeless.  Her hair, once soft and smooth, had become as brittle as straw.  He had felt her bowels let go, and was not disgusted but satisfied.  He remained on top of her for a few more moments, the heat from her body a mist that warmed him, then drifted away.
"Adieu," he whispered.
Roderick withdrew from Janet's corpse and slid back on the bed.  Her blood, and the kill, were like cocaine to him.  He was both drunk and high at the same time.  He leaned back against the headboard, oblivious to anything but the lingering pleasure.  Slowly, slowly his eyes focussed on Sam.
The man had, predictably, passed out.

"Very nice."
The voice was feminine and seductive.
Roderick stared at the lifeless body of his latest and most willing victim.  Memories of her, and the time they had spent as lovers, rolled through his mind.  But the disembodied voice that brought him out of his reverie was not one he'd heard in a long time.
A figure stepped from the shadows.  He thought he recognized her.
"Your plan is nearly flawless."
"Olivia?"
She stepped into the light and he saw her face.  Of course, she hadn't aged.  Her skin was perfect.  Her hair was long and styled to frame her face.  And the force of her will bore into him from those black marble eyes.
"There's just one little detail . . . "  She looked down at Janet's remains.
Roderick was speechless.
"How are the police going to explain the lack of blood in her body?"  She looked up at him.
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