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			Charcuterie

			A man and his vampire husband spend an intimate, indulgent evening together.
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			Charcuterie

			As always, the house is silent when I arrive home from work. 

			I drop my messenger bag in the foyer, toeing off soft loafers into the bottom shelf of the shoe rack. Then it’s straight to the kitchen, rolling up my sleeves as I open the freezer. Vacuum-sealed portions of meat line the icy belly, dates sharpied in my husband Caleb’s neat, boxy script. I select the oldest and move it to the fridge to thaw in time for tomorrow’s dinner.

			Concealed by a corner cabinet is another fridge, this one locked. I turn the combination dial and pull the latch free, a wisp of vapor spilling out. Stacked inside are vials of dark, glossy liquid, dated with the same meticulousness as the frozen meat. I retrieve two vials between my knuckles, pouring both into a clean mug to carry upstairs.

			The lights in our bedroom are off, blackout curtains drawn, the silence heavy like a sensory deprivation chamber. Muscle memory leads me across thick carpet, until my knees nudge the side of our bed. I set the mug on the nightstand, fingers skirting the duvet until I find the lump of his body.

			“Darling,” I murmur, squeezing what I think is his shoulder. “You’ll be late for work.”

			Caleb stirs, mumbling something about not needing a job anyway, even though that’s entirely untrue. We’re comfortable, sure, but his night shift at the hospital provides more than just a second income.

			“I brought your breakfast,” I say, reaching for the bedside lamp to pull the cord.

			He catches my wrist, a blur in the dark, his luminant eyes settling on my face.

			“I put some meat in the fridge to thaw,” I say gently, like his nails aren’t digging into my pulse; the promise of pain making my head swim and my cunt clench. “Flank, I think.” 

			Caleb says nothing, dragging my hand to his parted lips. The scrape of his sharpest teeth sends a flutter through my lower belly, betrayed by my stern tone when I add, “That isn’t what I meant by breakfast.”

			“But you’re warm,” he rasps, followed by his hot tongue snaking along my palm. “I like it warm.”

			I wriggle my hand free to cup his cheek, then peck his mouth. “You’ll be late,” I say again.

			Though Caleb is much smaller than me, his strength easily overpowers mine. He tugs me forward by my wrist, pinning me against him. He squeezes the back of my neck like a scruffed puppy, manhandling my body to lie on top of his. “They’re not going to fire me,” he says, his voice thick with sleep. “You worry too much.”

			As much as I want to argue, he’s not wrong. My anxiety has no shortage of fuel. “You shouldn’t let your breakfast go to waste,” I say, and it’s generous that he allows me to finish my chiding before his teeth sink into my throat. “Fuck,” I hiss, instinctively bucking even though the stinging pain pours into me like a drug. “Caleb—” 

			His only response is to dig his nails into my neck, lapping at the wound created by his bite. I relax despite wanting him to get up and shower, groaning as he licks the wound closed.

			“Much better,” he whispers, tipping his head back as he pulls my mouth to his, copper dancing between our tongues. I’ve asked him if blood tastes different from a human biting their lip or sucking on a papercut, and his comparisons are interesting, to say the least. From syrup to wine to honey, he says it varies based on whoever he’s feeding from. He won’t tell me what I taste like, only that I’m his favorite.

			I rub at the sore, puckered puncture marks as he stretches, his arms circling my shoulders. “You want to play this weekend?”

			I inhale, let it out. It’s been almost a month. “I’m feeling alright, yeah.”

			“No more dizziness?”

			“No.”

			“Nausea?”

			I hum. “I’m fine, doctor.”

			Caleb reaches up to stroke my cheek, looking pensive. “I took a lot from you last time.”

			I want to tease him—now who’s worrying too much?—but he’s right. I’d called out sick for three days and hadn’t left the bed except to piss and bathe. But Caleb had more than made up for it, and admittedly I like it when he fusses—bringing me meals in bed, switching out cool rags across my forehead; turning off all the lights, setting up the sound machine, and curling around me beneath the sheets; drawing a steaming bath and damn near carrying me to the bathroom to scrub the bed grime and sweat from my body; eating me out, slow and unhurried, warming my cock until I unravel, too tired for my moans to catch sound.

			“This weekend sounds perfect,” I say, sidestepping the urge to further placate his concerns.

			Nonetheless, my answer seems to satisfy him. “Do you have any requests?” he asks, thumbing the curve of my jaw. 

			“I trust your judgment.” I dip my head, kiss him again, and regretfully pull away. “Come on. You’ll be late.” Maybe he’s right that they won’t fire him, but he doesn’t need any unwanted attention, either. 

			Caleb sighs in acquiescence, and makes a show of stretching before he clambers from bed. He takes the mug, sniffs it, and casts a tender glance over his shoulder. “I do appreciate this, you know.”

			I return downstairs while he showers. He gives me one last kiss before he leaves, and afterwards, I putter around the house like a widow in mourning. It’s difficult sometimes, having opposing schedules, barely seeing one another during the week. I’d never considered myself an especially affectionate person, but I miss our downtime, the domestic physical intimacy that comes with being around another person almost constantly. Granted, Caleb would still be asleep most of the day if he wasn’t working, but it’s different knowing he’s here and not elsewhere.

			I run a load of clothes through the washer. I flip through the mail on the kitchen table, plucking out the bills and tossing the junk. I empty the dishwasher, then load the handful of bowls and mugs from the sink, hissing as something sharp nicks me on the side of my palm. Eyeing the knife I hadn’t noticed before, I lift my hand to inspect the shallow cut, a single bead of blood welling up before the wound zips shut.

			I had long accepted there were unexplainable things in the universe before crossing paths with a vampire. I’d been incredibly drunk at the time—and so blown away by Caleb’s kindness of helping me into a rideshare and ensuring I got home safe—that I’d invited him up to my apartment. 

			His kindness hadn’t been entirely selfless; he’d of course been looking for someone to feed on. But what surprised me more than being shoved against the wall as soon as I locked my front door, and the fangs sinking into my neck two seconds later, was how much I’d loved it.

			The pain, the loss of control, the display of strength with no doubt he was holding back. How much I wanted him to hurt me; to make me bleed from more places than just my throat. 

			I found my own shock mirrored in his face, the mark he’d left closing up as soon as he pulled his fangs out. Suppose he was probably used to his victims collapsing, or being so out of their minds off his venom they barely noticed him leave. 

			But I’d grabbed him around the waist, kissed my blood from his mouth, and told him to do it again. 

			Since then, we’ve been inseparable. 
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