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The poison was sweet on Lynn’s tongue, like her childhood memories of summer on the beach, like opium perfume. She looked across her kitchen table at young Mark, taking in the way his collar gaped to show a crescent of white torso, lightly covered with sweat from dancing. The poison was called the bane. She knew its taste from other times—other hunters who had tried to use it on her. It would bring on paralysis, and in great enough doses, death. But it was slow to act, and there was time yet.

The night’s darkness pressed against the great kitchen windows behind Mark, and a single lamp lit the room in shades of tungsten and bottle glass. Mark looked back at Lynn. She wondered if he knew how fate lit out sharply in two directions from this point of time. Either a young hunter would make his name tonight, killing the great scholar-revenant, or said vampire would take the

latest in the long line of hunters by the neck and snuff him out like pinching a candle.

Mark had put far too much bane in her wine. To be safe in one way was to risk much in another. A quick-killing dose was prudent, but not if the taste gave away the game—and that was hard to judge given the refined senses of the fully quenched undead. That had not been the young hunter’s first mistake either.

Mark smiled a nervous, tremulously seductive expression. The calling passed down in families, but the mettle didn’t always breed true. This one, well, he wasn’t really cut out for it—he wasn’t hard enough for all that he was trying.

****

On first meeting him earlier that night, Lynn had been disappointed. She had thought Mark a handsome youth with the androgynous looks of a Michelangelo saint but the wardrobe of a new old romantic, too young even to remember Bowie in his prime. But she had seen in a second that Mark knew, and there were only two sorts of people that knew a vampire when they saw one—vampires and hunters. That was when she realised—she wasn’t sure she wanted to fight back this time.

What could she say? There were people she was responsible for, but none to care for her. The years had hung heavily on her during that moment as he approached her in the smoky pub, and somehow it all came together in one musky glance

across the beer-damp veneer of the bar with the music too loud for speech. The solitude Lynn had fought hard for over the last few months hung like cobwebs in every corner of her mind.

Like an ailing animal, she sought distance, solitude, and a safe, dark place. Lynn had told her closest confidant, her own Susanna, and all of her followers that she was just tired of the company of her own unchanging kind for a while—that she was seeking a little adventure on her own to recapture the glorious independence of her days as a rogue. But the truth was both more and less than that.

She was tired; she was tired of it all. Five score years might well be enough for any woman. Many vampires lived far longer, but it seemed that Lynn simply lacked their mettle. She decided to take the little hunter home with her—just to see what would happen.

****

Lynn took the wine glass in her hand and wandered through the archway into her bedroom. One swallow was enough to make the world smell of honey and her senses swim in peaceful amber—the rest of the glass would be painless death. Mark followed, silent, hesitant, as Lynn sat and then lay back upon the wide bed. His knees hung over and he laughed nervously, resting the foot of the wine glass upon her stomach.

It had been a strange meeting. They had danced and talked to the extent the music allowed—none of the usual grappling, none of the usual bravado. Lynn pretended not to notice Mark’s awkwardness. She bought the drinks with large bills, rolled out her charms and acted the dame, flattered by a younger man’s attentions. She dangled the forbidden fruit in front of him, and in due course, he reached for it—or at least pretended to. It was hard to tell how much was true desire and how much a ruse to draw her away from the crowd.

****

Mark leaned over and took the glass, placing it on the bedside table. Lynn half rose in protest; she was almost ready to do it, but Mark seemed to have other ideas now. He pressed her back down with one broad hand. He undid the buttons on her blouse with trembling fingers; bold yet fearful in the way men sometimes are even with an ordinary woman. Freud named the two great instincts as opposites: libido, the desire for life, and thanatos, the desire for death. For vampires, the two so often combined, but very few mortals would ever understand. She terrified him, and he wanted her—it was delicious.

He hardly seemed to know what he was doing—perhaps it was a night for acting on impulse. Lynn rather liked his earnest expression as he fumbled with her clothing. Some men know

no fear but those that do and venture on—well, perhaps there was more to the young hunter after all. She decided to lie back and see what the boy would do, see if he could kindle a fire in her cool stone hearth.

He splayed back her shirtfront carefully like a dissection, and then unzipped her skirt and slid it very slowly down her legs, his hands tracing the outside of her thighs. Lynn felt relaxed and calm. She knew her lassitude was partly due to the bane’s effect on her, but she enjoyed it anyway. It had been so long since she was anything but in control. She looked up at Mark’s tousled hair, haloed by the low-watt bulb above him. A small diversion from the path. Oh well—all the better if her last memories were pleasurable ones.

She smiled as she watched the young man undress and wondered what was going on in his head. He seemed scared, but his cock bobbed proud before him. He was tall and broad shouldered but with the slim, tapering body that hadn’t filled out to its full promise yet, although his cock was as good a size as it ever needed to be—thick and pale, sprouting up from a calyx of curling, tawny hair.

Lynn lounged back in her underwear. She unhooked her bra from the front, releasing the clever catch that joined the two cups. She ran her hands down her body, and her skin prickled with anticipation. Her finger slipped under her briefs and began to tease them down.

He got to his knees at the side of the bed. His tongue traced a path down after her lacy briefs, wending through her cropped bush to the top of her cleft. His fingers hooked over the panties and drew them so that they fell down her shins to the carpet. Gravity felt so heavy, pressing her down onto the mattress. Lynn parted her legs and he leaned in. His probing tongue slid slowly into her crevice, stroking the dimple of her clitoris, lathing over it and pushing upwards against her.

Lynn felt her response kindle, dampening her inner courses in languorous expectation. He worked her clit rhythmically with his rough tongue. The fingers of his right hand curled over her thigh, and his thumb crept over her labia to caress the lip of her vagina.

Lynn squirmed, arching her back and looking up at the blank ceiling as he teased her with his wet tongue and broad, coarse thumb. Lynn felt her liquid response, so ample it began to trickle from her. She refused to ask for him no matter how she ached for it. She put her hands over her breasts, feeling the nipples proud beneath her fingertips, and rubbed them gently. She lifted her legs and pressed her shins gently against his shoulders.

His insistent touch pushed her almost to the point of coming; she felt the jolting urge building in her groin. Finally, he moved up her body. She reached for him. Her hand smoothed up over his ribcage and rested on his firm small buttocks. She wished he had taken her nipples in his mouth, but he could wait no longer.

He loomed over her, leaning on one arm as he used the other hand to press his cock against her, rubbing up along the dampened crease of her buttocks and butting up against her exquisitely tender clit. His cock was thick, and as she pushed up toward him, she felt its broad head strain against her. She urged him on with her nailed hand clenched over his buttocks. He pushed harder and slid into her, firm and tight as a piston in its shaft.

He pushed deep and hard into her, driving up and sliding along her body until they came face to face. He did not make the mistake of trying to kiss her. His cheek brushed hers as he pulled back and drove in again even deeper, to the root. Lynn raised her thighs up and curled her spine to press up against his next stroke. His muscles writhed under his silky skin.

She met his every thrust, and he responded by pushing more quickly, harder. He started pounding against her directly, pushing his thick cock deep into her, its base crushing her wet clit and sparking gasps and ripples of pleasure up along her spine. She ground herself against him, aching and encompassing him tightly and completely. Her arms curled up around his shoulders, and she started to tremble with a slow, waxing orgasm. He pushed into her quickly and hard enough to thrust her further up the bed. With a harsh grunt, he jerked and came in her.

He collapsed down onto her, the sweat of their bodies sealing them together. Lynn quivered with a silvery orgasm even as she pushed against his

dwindling cock. Sweet but muted, her climax spread over her body, warm as molasses. Lynn lay peacefully, smelling the musk of their coupling and feeling him clasping her tight against him.

“Lynn….”

“Shhh.” She slipped away from him, feeling the cool air against her skin as she sat and reached for the glass. The wine ran down her parched throat like the blood of the long dead, stale and sweet with rot. She looked down and saw his eyes in the darkness looking up at her, bright with lust and horror.

She mused over the loss of her life; it was slipping free of her so easily. Not such long spans as her kind counted these things—not even a century. It was gone, on the impulse of a moment, on the building grief of almost a hundred years. It was too late now to bemoan what she had done.

Mark watched with ill-concealed disbelief. She could kill him yet. Lynn walked over to him as he sat up on the bed. She kissed him softly on the mouth, letting him taste the slight taint of the herb already stealing through her heart and out to each traitorous vein and venule. Lip to lip in a slight and warm embrace, he felt like doeskin or softest suede, he tasted of sweat and fear, but made no move to fight or flee.

Surely, he must be expecting me to feel the creeping touch of my true death, now with my hand upon his shoulder and my mouth within inches of his throat.

She walked past him and out into the bright kitchen. Her eyes rested on the cluttered shelves that stood about the room, brushing across the mementos of a thousand acquaintances, enemies and fond friends. The ephemera of a long life like an old lady’s china cabinet. A framed photograph of Susanna stood beside the telephone. Lynn touched one finger to Susanna’s two-dimensional cheek and sent a silent apology for her desertion, which would hurt dear Susanna most of all.

Lynn opened the door and walked out onto the great porch, screened with jasmine and ferns. The night was warm and the sky all green with up cast streetlights. The house was close enough to town to hear the music from the downtown bars as a thumping buzz through the moist air.

It hit her first as pins and needles, as she sometimes felt when a poem touched her deeply, the feeling of somebody walking on her grave. Then a kind of vertigo, almost nausea, left her clutching the balustrade. Mark came up behind her, his hand on her shoulder as if to offer comfort. He caught Lynn as her knees buckled and pulled her into his lap.

“Where is your stake, Mark?” she said. “Did you not come prepared?”

Her voice was husky, and her eyes wouldn’t even blink or focus now at her command. Her vision became foggy, but she could see him shake his head mutely, in denial—of what? His hand upon her shoulder? He was going to fail her after all. Perhaps this poor boy, this callow hunter, had never expected to find a revenant in a nightclub; his people would be less than thrilled to know he was there himself.

The bottle of wine in the glove box of his sporty little car probably hadn’t even been waiting for her in particular; the dust on it said as much. She just fell into his hands or sought him out as a moth does a candle flame.

He stared into Lynn’s eyes as if expecting to find some answer there. The bane struck at her gut and she spasmed, the last strength in her sinews protesting without coordination. Mark held her tighter against his chest.

“Oh, God,” she said.

Lynn feared that he wouldn’t kill her, that he would leave her to succumb slowly of creeping suffocation as the toxin reached toward her diaphragm. This hunter had little experience and less resolve. She remembered her mortal father’s scorn at a poor shot, the dribbling trail of blood. They followed that doe’s trail for miles before finding it panting and all but dead, and Lynn put another shot through its head.

Mark dropped her back against the cold boards of the porch, her head flopping lax so that she could feel the enamel paint against her cheek and saw the grey paint peeling up to show the white coat beneath. His footsteps retreated unevenly through the house, the scuffling sound of him collecting his vinyl parka from the coat stand, and the soft click of the closing front door.

So this is how it ends.

****

But…no.

After a few hours, she ached terribly from her flung out pose and insects crawled upon her arm and hand. The door opened again. Anger flushed her cheeks, but she could do no more than lie there and mutely wait.

Finish me properly, damn it, as you were trained.

Or did she secretly want his ardour, a repentant knight returning to save her? The exclamation she heard was not his.

The clicking of heeled shoes across the parquet and the hand turning her face… Susanna, not content to let her make a hermit of herself, had tracked her down as unerringly as a shadow pursues its body. Perhaps it is in the blood. When vampires choose to serve another, they become tenacious in that desire. Lynn saw then the one thin bond that held her to an existence she had come to despise. Susanna would follow no other. Susanna will never let me go.

“Lynn, Lynn,” she said sorrowfully.

Like a lioness with its teeth fixed possessively in the neck of its prey, Susanna dragged Lynn inexorably back toward life.

THE END
