
 

 

Thursday. It was always Thursday. Things always changed, and Friday was no 

exception. For some reason I'll never understand, it became posh and trendy to start 

going out on the day before the start of the weekend. The centuries were less than kind 

on the creature that would become the club-goer.  

 

It started simply enough, churches, gatherings. Your basic Dark Ages sort of 'lets-hope-

the-monsters-don't-kill-us-in-our-sleep” sort of thing. Then as the Renaissance hit, 

people stopped believing and doing more. Blah, blah, blah. Clubs. Weekends. Fridays 

and Thursdays. It didn't really matter anymore. Things keep changing. 

 

Kind of like fashion, when you think about it. All things are fashionable at one time or 

another. Those same centuries ago, bigger women were where it was at. You wanted a 

woman that could pop out a kid or two, kill the goat, and churn a bucket full of butter. It 

was a simpler time. Though, things kept changing, and now the problem is that everyone 

wants what the new ideal is. Skinny, perfect, airbrushed. It was sickening. 

 

Whatever. What it meant was that I was stuffed into a corset top, done up like some sort 

of doll, my tits threatening to burst out at any moment to blind any unfortunate soul close 

enough to get caught in the line of fire. Despite it being the busiest night at this particular 

club, I wasn't feeling it. It looked like I would go wanting until I saw him across the room. 

It took a while, but we made eye contact. I smiled, and he smiled back. 

 

It was awkward at first, all the exchanges are. He tried to feign like he wasn't interested, 

but made his way over anyway. He didn't have too much choice in the matter. I felt the 



usual feeling of revulsion come over me as I could see the glossy look in his eyes, the 

look of compulsion. It had been far too long since I had seen that naturally. If it weren't 

important, I would have given up on this ages ago.  

 

Times, they say, change. The brief bit of small talk as I let him think he was picking me 

up just gave me time to reflect on just what he was saying. Sure, things changed, but not 

nearly as much as you'd think. All of the lines were the same tired things. When he 

finally gestured for us to leave, I was greatful that he just finally got to the point. 

 

There was a time I didn't have to go through all this, that there'd be more romance 

involved. I miss those a lot. He wasn't thinking clearly so didn't think twice when I told 

him that my car was down the dark and secluded alley. Usually I'd go home with a guy 

and at least give him the memory of having a good time. Tonight, I just wasn't feeling it. 

 

I looked into his eyes for a moment and put him down into a trance. It was like hypnosis, 

but more practical and versatile. It was the sort of thing that people thought of when they 

thought of hypnosis. He went limp and I held him up, tilted his head to one side and 

nicked his neck with the sharp cut of my fangs. I wasn't feeling it, so I only took a bit and 

licked the marks, watching them seal as I whispered in his ear about how he never even 

got anywhere. Then, I left him passed out in the alley. That was it.  

 

Sometimes I really hated being a vampire. It wasn't so bad back in the day when women 

actually looked like women, were expected to bear children, and do more than act as 

coat hangers with tits. I mean, yeah, there have been a lot of advances in the nature of 

women's rights, which have been great, but the standards of beauty have become 

unrealistic. It made hunting difficult. Finding a potential companion was next to 



impossible. 

 

I didn't think I was that hideous or anything, just bigger. I couldn't help it, I came from a 

fairly well to do family. Old money really. I didn't know exactly what my family did, but 

that we never wanted for anything or had to do anything. My father just had a lot of 

influence in the area, it came with the money. I guess that's what singled me out for the 

transformation. 

 

Dawn was rapidly approaching, so I made my way home.  

 

The next night came with a sense of optimism, I didn't have to always be so mad, did I? 

I could find a job or do some volunteer work to get me out of the house and away from 

the club scene. I pondered this as I got ready.Of course I was going out tonight I was 

hungry, and a girl's gotta eat. 

 

The Raven's Nest was a hot new hang out, so I thought a dress with a low plunging 

neckline would be fine. This was going to a good night. For me atleast. 

 

It was packed, wall to wall people. No one really noticed me which was always good. I 

never understood Hollywood's flashy vampire sterotype, worse yet those of us that tried 

to go for it. I mean come on, we don't be remembered. I laughed to myself as I sat at the 

bar nursing a beer. 

 

“I knew you sounded like an angel.” said a voice off to my side. I looked over. His face 

was like a greek god. He sat next to me. 

 



“I do?” I asked blushing. 

 

“Yes. I should know, I went to church a lot.” His smile was raidant. 

 

“Oh.” What could I say, holy water burns, come kiss me? 

 

“My name is Bruce.”  

 

“Lucy.” I said. 

 

I had given him my real name, now we were in my real house. He was really sucking on 

my nipples making me moan and grind my very wet pussy against him. I could feel him 

getting harder, straining against the fabric of his pants. I was getting this reaction without 

using any compelling. He wanted me, I really wanted him.  

 

He pushed me to the floor so I was kneeling, showing me his cock. It was very big even 

by standard. I kissed along the shaft before licking my way up again. Pleasure hit me as 

I worked my lips around his cock. I took him my mouth, by his reaction you'd think girls of 

this day don't do that. 

 

“Good girl Lucy.” He said moaning bucking his hips harder. I opened my mouth for him 

unable to really speak. His hands held me in place, a shiver shot down my spine. I 

moved to take him all down. 

 

I could feel him start to tremble and shake. I worked the muscles in my throat, sucking 

deeply. He growled, every muscle in his body went tense. Hot sticky sweet, nectar 



poured out of him. I swallowed. 

 

As he stood there panting, he changed me yet again. I was something else now. 


