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Gene said nothing. He merely stepped across the room and 

touched a couple of buttons on the stereo. Soft music settled 

into the room from the high speakers. The man glanced about 

nervously and said, “Tony Bennett, right? Left his heart in San 

Fran and all that. You got that song?” His smile quivered. 

Gene smiled coldly. “An old friend gave me that CD on my 

fiftieth birthday. I find it soothing.” 

 

“Yeah, sure, I . . . ” The man blinked as puzzlement crossed 

his face. He tried to frown and smile at the same time. He pointed 

a shaking finger at Gene and said, “You don’t look fifty, not even 

close.” 

 

Gene said nothing. A song ended, and a few moments of 

tense, hungry silence filled the room. Then Tony Bennett’s voice 

came again with “Good Morning, Heartache.” 

 

The man said, “What’s goin’ on here?” 

 

Emma stepped further into the room as the man stepped 

around the coffee table. She saw his eyes go from her face to 

her breasts, and she realized that her nipples were erect; she felt 

them press out against the fabric of her blouse, and her groin 

muscles tightened. The man looked to Gene and said, “Man, if 

you and your wife got some kinky shit going on here, I ain’t 

in’erested. I’m married too, and we ain’t that hungry yet.” 
 

“She’s not my wife,” Gene said. 

Anxiety joined the confusion on the man’s face. His glance 

began rotating from Emma’s breasts to Gene’s face to the front 

door and back again. “You ain’t old enough to be her daddy— 

fifty years old my ass. Whatcho people up to?” the man said as 

he took a step toward the door. Gene reached him in two quick 

strides and took him by his thin arm. The man tried to pull away, 

his widening, disbelieving eyes fastened on Gene’s hand, vice-gripped 

to his upper arm. “Lemme go,” he said. He looked to 

Emma. “Please, lady, tell’m to let me go.” 

 

Gene barked a laugh and shoved the man hard toward 

Emma. He took two tottering steps before the force of the 

shove threw him forward toward Emma’s legs. Surprised, 

she had time only to brace herself, ready to be toppled over 

backward. The man’s body struck her shins and he fell to a heap 

at her feet, not budging her from her stance in the slightest. 

Gene may as well have thrown a pillow at her. The man 

looked up at her, his face now full of fear. He scooted a foot 

away from her, and his big hands trembled. “What . . . what’s 



going on here?” He turned to Gene. “I don’t want yer twenty 

bucks, man. Please just let me outta here. I got a wife, man; 

she’s out there standing on a corner just like I was. C’mon, 

man, we got nothin’ left for you to take. You can have the 

money back.” 

 

“I don’t want the money,” Gene said. Then he looked to 

Emma, and he said, “Take him, Nikki; you know what to do.” 

But she didn’t. She looked down at him. Gene’s words turned 

the fear in the man’s face to open, barely controlled fright. She 

wanted to comfort him. Maybe, she thought, that was what Gene 

had meant. “Don’t be afraid,” she said as she knelt close to him. 

He tried to back away, and she caught him by the shoulders. She 

noticed that the music was louder as the aroma filled the air— 

thickening and sweet—that drove her nearly mad with hunger. 

She tried to push the feeling aside and concentrate on the poor, 

frightened man. He was breathing fast. His body was stiff in 

her grasp. His Adam’s Apple bobbed again as he swallowed. “I 

won’t hurt you,” she said. 

 

And she wouldn’t hurt him…of course not. She wanted to 

fuck him, that’s all. That’s what Gene had meant of course: ‘Take 

him, Nikki; you know what to do.’ He used her working name, 

but she wanted this man so much, she would do him for free. 

That was the hunger. Her pussy was pulsing crazily. She should 

have been wet, soaked, but somehow, she didn’t feel that. No 

matter. Keeping her grip on the man’s shoulder with one hand, 

she touched the side of his face with the fi ngers of her other hand. 

One hand held him tightly while the other stroked, gently. “Just 

relax, Baby,” she crooned. She kissed his lined forehead, his 

cheek, his trembling lips, the line of his jaw. The rough feel of his 

stubble against her lips sent an electric tremor through her body. 

She wanted him so badly. She cupped her hand between his legs. 

He wasn’t hard, not yet, but his body became less rigid, and when 

she kissed his lips again they didn’t tremble. How kind of Gene 

to put the music on for us, she thought—a romantic touch. 

 

The man whispered to her, “No, I can’t. I don’t want to.” 

 

Emma put her finger to his lips. “Yes, you can. And you’ll 

feel so good.” She looked into his eyes as she unbuttoned her 

blouse. Gene stood nearby—she felt his eyes on them—and 

some kind of mental energy came off of him, goading her on, 

telling her what to do, as if she needed help with the tools of 

her trade, especially when the feelings were so . . . real . . . for a 

change. The man watched her, but, unlike most others, he looked 

neither to her left hand opening her blouse nor to her right hand 

gently kneading his balls; his eyes remained fastened on hers. 

She watched as his eyes lost focus and his mouth went slack. He 

was hers, and the realization sent her higher. The throbbing in 

her cunt became an electric charge. 

 



Emma reached for one of his rough, calloused hands and 

slipped it inside her open blouse. She looked into his eyes as 

she pressed his warm fi ngers to her breast and held his hand 

there until he gripped her himself, his big hand molding itself 

to her skin. Her nipple hardened, tingling, and she imagined his 

mouth on it, licking, sucking hard. On some strange impulse, 

Emma willed that image into the man’s mind and she saw his 

cock begin to respond and she gripped his balls harder and she 

moaned. “Yeah, Baby,” she said, “We’re gonna have some fun.” 

 

With her free hand, she gripped the outline of his cock as it 

lengthened and pushed against the fabric of his jeans. Moving 

on its own, his hand unbuttoned his jeans and drew her hand 

inside. His cock was swollen, twitching, ready to come. She 

kissed his chin, the line of his jaw, the curve of his neck. She felt 

her nipple tingling, gently pressed and kneaded between two of 

the man’s fi ngers. Gene was watching behind her, and she felt 

an erotic burn at the nape of her neck. She thought about fucking 

them both at once, and her whole body sizzled. 

 

She ran the tip of her tongue along the man’s throat until 

she touched the quick beat of his pulse. The gentle throbbing 

beneath the skin brought her desire to a peak. She kissed him 

there, sucked gently and melded her mouth to the spot. A voice 

in her head whispered—Gene, driving her higher. The fl oor was 

hard beneath them; she didn’t care. Gene stood nearby, watching; 

she didn’t care. He could join in or jerk himself off watching. 

She didn’t care; the only thing she wanted was . . . 

. . . all she cared about, as her tongue stroked his pulse, was 

having this man here, now. Taking him. Her cunt, still strangely 

dry, burned with her need. She felt herself cross that sexual 

doorway of no return, where nothing on earth is more important 

than the coming orgasm. She draped a leg over his body and 

held him close as some deep part of her mind saw fi nally that 

the doorway was not the one leading to orgasm and that distant 

part of her mind screamed for her to turn back, turn back now. 

But that voice was on the other side of the doorway, far away, 

dimmer than Gene’s voice, and it just didn’t matter much now, 

as she held his neck steady and bit down. 

He jerked and cried out, but she held him fast. She sucked 

hard, pulling the blood from him in huge gulps. It went down her 
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throat like hot brandy, and she didn’t stop until he had no more 

to give. 

When she released him, the euphoria left her. She looked 

down at the corpse in her arms, and her body went numb. She 

got to her knees, pushing the man’s body away. Then, her 

head swimming, she reached a hand out and touched his lined 

forehead, above his still open eyes. His body, already thin, had 

shrunken in on itself. The man looked like a dried up, wrinkled, 

long-dead cadaver. She looked up at Gene, at the smile on his 



face, and she cried out, “What did I do to him?” 

“You fed on him. What do you think?” 

Emma wiped her mouth in disgust and looked at the blood 

on her hand. She shook her head as she looked from the dead 

man to Gene. “I killed him; I killed a man.” 

“I said you’d know what to do.” 

“No!” she screamed. “You told me. You forced me in my 

head somehow . . . made me think I was turned on. I didn’t—” 

“I told you how,” Gatz said. “What you felt,” He spread his 

hands and smiled coldly, “ . . . is what you felt.” 

A look of horror came to Emma’s face. She looked at her 

own hands as if they disgusted her. “No,” she mouthed silently. 

Gene strolled around the room, keeping his eyes on her. He 

pointed to the corpse and said, “What do we really have here, 

huh? A steer? A chicken? In the other life, they were the animals 

who died so you could eat. And who doesn’t get an erotic charge 

from a good, juicy steak? Why the fuck do you think people 

go to restaurants on dates? So what are we doing now that’s 

so wrong, so different? All that’s changed is the menu, and any 

one of us, any two, any ten of us will feed on fewer of them in a 

century than they killed of their own kind in the Second World 

War alone. 

Emma put a hand to her mouth as she began to cry softly. 

But her eye ducts produced no tears. Only her face showed her 

anguish. Her voice was husky and choked as she said, “It’s not 

the same.” 
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“No, it’s not. Humans waste lives; we feed.” 

Emma looked to the dead man. She reached for him, and 

gently cradled his body to her. “I don’t care what you say,” 

she said, looking up at Gene again. “It’s the people who the 

war saved that matters, Gene. And I didn’t save nobody. I 

never wanted to hurt nobody, and I just killed someone for 

nothing.” 

“For your survival, you stupid—” 

“What am I, then?” she whispered. Louder, she said, “What 

did you do to me, Gene? My God, what is this?” 

Gene stepped closer. He pointed to the corpse and said, “This 

is the price for living forever, Emma; get used to it.” 

On the stereo, Tony Bennett yielded to Nat King Cole 

singing, “Love Is Here To Stay.” 

* * * 


