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 Suzanne watched, her eyes widening as Alana’s fingers 

danced along the top of the microphone. The woman on stage 

was dressed as any school boy’s wet dream would be; black 

off the shoulder top, short, red plaid skirt, and black 

high heeled boots. Suzanne swore that Alana’s deep green 

eyes stared through her rather than at her. She carelessly 

tossed her dark hair over her shoulders and smiled wickedly 

revealing her pearly fangs. Suzanne wondered if she would 

melt into the very floor she was standing on. Alana merely 

winked as she launched into the chorus. The lyrics were 

straight up over the top sexual and Suzanne couldn’t help 

but laugh. They were Alana to the core and any lingering 

doubt as to which type of vampire she was had completely 

disappeared. Seductress all the way and probably the best 

one I’ve ever made, not to mention one of the deadliest.  

 Recharge with Alana was always a pleasure. How much of 

a pleasure was contingent upon if she was seeing anyone. 

Sometimes Suzanne brought her a couple bags of her blood to 

use at her leisure and other times, well Alana would drink 

straight from the source and Suzanne wouldn’t be heard from 

for weeks. Suzanne was hoping for the later and given their 



recent phone calls that was exactly what she was going to 

get, although there was the unpleasant business of 

Charlotte to discuss. But pleasure first, always. Suzanne 

marveled at her fledgling. They were so similar in their 

intensity. She thought about how funny fate was. Things 

would be very different if Charlotte would have just agreed 

to make Alana. But as it was, she refused and Alana had 

come to her. Hundreds of years old and still behaving like 

the village harlot, I guess some things never change.  

Suzanne sighed as she watched Alana dance from one 

side of the stage to the other. This was a small venue for 

her band, ‘Satan’s Niece’ to be playing, an intimate gig to 

kick off their summer tour. Suzanne had asked her why now 

and why go on the road with yet another band. Alana had 

shrugged saying she was bored and that eternity was a hell 

of a long time to kill. So once again, she had embraced 

being a rock star. It suited her lifestyle anyway since 

Alana, unfortunately was not a day walker. Suzanne had 

always felt guilty about that but there were no guarantees 

how any person’s genetic make-up would react when becoming 

a vampire. And while Alana hadn’t seen a sunrise in 

hundreds of years her other abilities had more than made up 

for it. 



Suzanne’s eyes scanned the crowd for any possible 

threats. After realizing that the audience was largely 

human she began to relax. Alana’s set was mainly new 

material with a few old favorites thrown in like, ‘Tongue 

Jack My Box’, which had started as an obscene joke between 

the two of them one night at a bar. But that was Alana, 

always making the most out of an opportunity. As the house 

lights came up Suzanne went to the bar to order a drink. 

They were in a mixed establishment, one of the few in 

Chicago, which offered both blood and normal alcoholic 

beverages. The club itself was no more than a hole in the 

wall with black and red walls which were covered in old 

band flyers. Stale cigarette smoke drifted in from outside 

as the crowd filed out. Suzanne approached the bar and let 

out a squeal of delight. 

“Jane! What on earth are you doing here?” Jane 

Justice, one of Suzanne’s closest friends stood behind the 

bar smiling a full fanged smile back at her. 

“Well a friend of mine asked me to cover their shifts 

this weekend here at ‘The Tomb’ and I thought to myself why 

the hell not? Good money and besides I am a huge ‘Satan’s 

Niece’ fan. What’s not to love, old school goth meets dirty 

ass lyrics? And it’s been way too long since I’d been to 

Chicago. But a better question is what are you doing here? 



Let me guess you know Alana, right? Hang on before you 

answer that let me grab us a couple drinks on the house.” 

Suzanne watched as Jane moved so quickly that all any human 

eyes would see was a blur. Her long jet black hair was 

billowing out behind her, along with the flutter of her 

rockabilly dress as she worked. She set two glasses down on 

the bar and was about to pour the shots when she looked up 

startled. 

“What is it?” Suzanne asked. A familiar voice 

answered. 

“I don’t think she was expecting to see me in the 

crowd so soon after the show or daring to mingle amongst 

mere mortals either.” Alana let out a soft laugh from 

behind Suzanne’s left ear. She was so close that the scent 

of her blood was palpable and if Suzanne’s heart could 

still beat it might have exploded. As it was she felt her 

skin begin to flush as Alana ran her nails across her lower 

back. Suzanne watched Jane lick her lips then smile 

nervously. 

“Would you mind making it three?” Alana asked in a 

seductive voice. Jane only nodded. Suzanne wanted to turn 

around but she feared the electricity of their connection 

would be broken. Alana leaned closer and Suzanne felt one 

of her breasts press into the back of her arm.  



“The set was great Alana.” Suzanne whispered. She 

turned her head slightly to study the contours of Alana’s. 

“It was Ok. We still need to work on a few things but 

over all I was pleased.” She paused and for a moment 

Suzanne wondered if they might kiss right there in the bar. 

Wouldn’t be the first time and she doubted it would be the 

last. But instead Alana continued her slow teasing. She 

brushed Suzanne’s long auburn hair aside and put her lips 

next to Suzanne’s ear. 

“I’m starving. What do you say after this shot we head 

to my limo? Hmm?”  She placed a soft kiss just below 

Suzanne’s ear before pulling away and leaning against the 

bar.   

“So how exactly do you two know each other?” Jane 

asked as she set the third glass down and began pouring. 

The liquid was a deep red and definitely contained blood. 

Suzanne almost laughed as Jane’s eyes darted over to 

Alana’s cleavage hoping not to get caught.  

“I was Suzanne’s first.” Alana said feigning a sweet, 

sugary voice. Suzanne noticed the surprise look on Jane’s 

face. 

“Yeah, it’s true. Alana was my first, alright, first 

fledgling that is. Alana, this is Jane, Jane this is 

Alana.” The two women shook hands over the bar almost 



knocking the drinks over as they did so. This caused all of 

them to laugh. Suzanne turned her head and leaned in close 

to Alana before speaking.  

“I know Jane from my Dayton days. She’s the lead 

singer of a very successful rockabilly band called Jane 

Justice and the Dirty Dogs. Jane puts on a hell of show and 

she writes all of her own music.”  

“Aw, stop it Suzanne, you’re gonna make me blush. Very 

cool to meet you Alana. I’ve been a ‘Satan’s Niece’ fan 

since your very first album but of course I can’t remember 

name of it right now. Dammit, and it was something 

hilariously inappropriate too.” Jane paused for a moment 

trying to remember, and then raised her glass before 

continuing. Suzanne raised her glass and watched as Alana 

did the same.  

“That would be Velvet Hole.” Alana said with a smile.  

“Shit, that’s right. God I loved that album, wore the 

damned cassette out twice. Well let’s drink to Velvet Hole 

then.” 

“You’re too kind. To Velvet Hole.” Alana said. 

“To Velvet Hole,” Suzanne repeated.  

 Glasses clanked and Suzanne felt the familiar warmth 

of blood spread throughout her limbs. She thought about 

what a strange thing lust was. It could be all consuming, 



much like blood and no matter how hard someone tries to 

resist it they always come back for more.  

 


