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The hush that falls over a city during a snow storm is the same today as it was three hundred years ago. You can sense the snow wrapping around the Earth like a soft blanket. Traffic sounds are reduced so only the closest cars can be heard.
Like so many countless nights before, I walked the city looking for a chance to alleviate my Hunger. With Christmas only a few days away, the streets were busy and I knew it wouldn’t be a long wait before I could feed.

I walked down Oak Avenue, its brownstones and older houses alive with twinkling lights of all colors. Christmas trees, fake candles and the occasional garland were visible in the windows. 
That was when I saw her. She stood in the door way of her duplex, one arm crossed over her chest as if it could ward off the cold winter wind. She was waving to the last few guests that were walking down the street, two were carrying bags filled with what I assumed were presents that they had exchanged this evening.

She was about thirty, very curvy and wore a red sweater with reindeer and snowflakes woven in. There was a button pinned to the sweater. It looked like her and a boy, her son, cheek to cheek and grinning. A quick glance at her left hand revealed a conspicuous lack of a wedding ring. I smiled to myself. A gust in the wind made something above her head sway back and forth, mistletoe. From the sidewalk I could hear her heart beating and the Hunger grew inside me.  

As her friends disappeared in the snow she turned to go back inside and stopped. She smiled and cocked her head to the side as she saw me at the end of her walk.

I feigned being cold and gave her my warmest smile, “Merry Christmas!”

She chuckled and looked around before replying, “Merry Christmas to you.”

Normally she would have closed the door and locked it, but not tonight. The stranger staring up at her was a creature of the night and she was already mine. She just didn’t realize it.

A confused look crossed her face and she shook her head slightly and blinked. She was stronger than most. She wasn’t strong enough. “Do I know you?”

I smiled and shook my head. Drops of melted snow fell from the dark damp curls that crowned my head. “No, we have never met. Perhaps I should come back again when you don’t have guests?”

Again she blinked. “They were the last guests and my son is at a friend’s, Mr.-“

“You can call me Gareth.” I started up the sidewalk. The power flowed from me into her.
“Gareth? That’s an unusual name. Is that your last name?” She was still a little tense. Her will was indeed strong, most women were putty in my hands by now. 

“It’s my first name. It’s Welsh.” Now, face to face I was able to look deeply into her dark brown eyes. A stray snowflake slowly melted in her shoulder length black hair.
“Oh. I’m Gwen.” Her eyes searched mine for some bit of reason, for some indication why she was doing exactly what she shouldn’t do. Never talk to strangers she had been told.
“That seems a waste.” I replied.

She was confused and pulled back an inch.

I chuckled and pointed to the mistletoe above her head. She stared at it for a few seconds and then looked back at me, smiling. It was my turn to lean back an inch. The hunger in her eyes almost matched my own.
This was one of those moments when I could relate to people who say “I love my job.” This was why I loved being a vampire. She leaned into me and kissed me deeply, her tongue seeking out mine. I wanted more but I had to tend to the business at hand.

I pulled back and smiled. Again she looked confused. “I thought I was going to trip over the step.” I explained.

She looked down and could see my feet on the step below her, not yet in the house. “If you are going to keep kissing me like that, or at all, you need to come in.”
Finally, the invitation that I needed! I stepped up and across the threshold. She looked up at me and slid her hand behind my neck. Before, the step had made us closer in height, but now she had to pull me down to her. The sound of her heart was like a huge drum in my ears.

We kissed for what seemed like ten minutes, each second that passed was more passionate than the one before it. Soon our hands were running over the other’s body in exploration and desire.

My hands slipped under her sweater and slid it and her turtleneck over her head. Turtlenecks, they should be banned for hiding the flesh which I craved so much. I started to step back so I could look her over, my hunger wasn’t confined to her blood now. Before I had more than a mere glance she was pulling at my coat. After it was a heap on the floor she tugged on my shirt collar. The sound of buttons chattering across the floor made me wonder who was in control.

She pulled me by my open shirt into her living room. It was aglow with the lights from the tree. A few crumb-covered plates and mostly empty glasses were scattered about but she didn’t seem to worry. She had other things on her mind, as did I.

We went back to our heavy kissing as both of us pulled at the each other’s clothes. We fell onto the couch and just when I thought we were going to begin making love she stopped and reached up over her head.

“Sorry.” She muttered as she placed a picture frame flat on the end table. 

Curiosity got the best of me and I picked it up. It was photo of the same boy that was on the button. He was kneeling and wore a dark blue soccer uniform. A ball was placed at his knee and a trophy in his hand. He looked to be about twelve.

“That’s my son, Tommy.”
“He looks happy.” I couldn’t help but smile.

“He usually is, I just hope he gets to stay with his current team. All of his friends play for United.”

She smiled when I looked down at her. “United is the club’s name. It may lose its fields if they build a strip mall. If that happens, he will have to tryout for another club.” Her smile softened.
I put the photo back down as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me on top of her. I forgot all about the photo when I saw the lust in her eyes. Soccer mom was one of my favorite dishes.
We kissed and I could feel her soft warm breasts against my cold, hard chest. My kisses progressed down her jaw until I was nestled into her neck and throat. She grabbed the afghan from the back of the couch and covered us.

“You’re freezing!” She exclaimed.

“Not for long my dear.” I let my fangs grow and bit her neck. She gasped and pulled me tightly. My hips were now where I wanted them, in between her legs and she told me they were where she wanted them by wrapping her legs around me. I pressed against her wet flesh and she gasped again as I slid inside her. I could feel her fingernails digging into my shoulder blades, such exquisite pain. I could smell her perfume and shampoo as I drank of her essence.
My thirst satisfied I pushed myself up and looked down at Gwen and smiled. She tried to smile back but her heavy lidded eyes and quivering lip told me she was in no place to flash a grin. She came within seconds, the combination of blood loss, my power and the sex had overpowered her. As I felt her grip on me increase as she came I let go and followed her with my own throaty moans. My body seemed to be on fire, her blood ran hot and fierce in my veins and it intensified the last moments of sex.
I smiled down at her again, this time she met it with her own sleepy grin. I paused to take in the sight of her, large breasts and pale soft flesh that almost shone in the dark living room. I felt a tug at my heart and knew I had to leave soon. Even a vampire can get lost in the eyes of a beautiful woman and forget themselves.

Fifteen minutes later I tucked her in her bed. Her smile was mirrored by my own. It was moments like this that I regretted my rule: Only feed from a host once.

* * *
The next night I did visit her again. I stood in the shadows, watching her home from across the street. As I requested, the phone call from Tommy’s coach came at seven P.M.  From across the street I watched as Gwen answered and walked around the living room with a grin on her face. My sensitive ears couldn’t catch everything she said, but I could hear her glee.
As soon as she hung up she cried out, “Tommy!” I smiled as the boy from the picture came into the room. After a moment and some wild gesturing from Gwen, Tommy jumped up and down, his fist pumping.
I smiled and felt a cold red tear run down my cheek. When you have lived as long as I have you tend to accumulate wealth. You do, however, run out of things to spend it on. Gareth Fields would be something I could be proud of but I would have to buy the lights if I ever wanted to see a soccer match there.
As I started to walk away I paused for one last look at Gwen. Tommy was walking out of the room, the phone in his hand. When he was gone Gwen walked to the window and looked out into the night. She seemed to be looking for someone. She stroked the right side of her throat, the place where only twenty four hours before, she provided me with life giving blood.

“Merry Christmas, Gwen. Merry Christmas, Tommy.” I never looked back.

