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        Summary:

          
            A hedonist is bound to get bored eventually. Luckily, there are options.

          

      






    

      
      
            

  


  
    
      Chapter 1: Prologue: A brief introduction to hedonistic tendencies
    


    


      
        Notes:

          EDIT: Apparently "a few" people have been reading this fic. That sure is absurd to think about, given that when I started this fic, this fandom had maybe 7 people in it. Anyway, a little disclaimer for anime-only people: Ronald will be referred to as "Ronald" throughout this entire fic (and all my other fics) instead of "Ronaldo." The reason is that "Ronald" is the name used in all Japanese materials, which is what I've consumed for the past two years and gotten used to.  Also, Draluc will be called with his full name  instead of any nicknames. I’m used to Ronald calling him "Dorako" in the original manga, and while some translations use Lord Drac, that just doesn’t sound right to me. So whenever Ronald calls Draluc, it will be just "Draluc" instead of any nicknames
Edit over, back to the original author's notes:
Hi. Hello. Welcome.
The working title for this was just “Vampire Sex” so you can probably guess where this thing is going. There’s going to be five chapters of this mess (prologue + four actual chapters), so strap in.
This fic has been half-finished in my drafts for 10+ months so I figured it would be best to just hurl out all the text and not fuss about the details. The overall the quality might not be the best, but it will do. My brain is threatening to explode unless I get this shit out. All upcoming chapters are already in progress, but it might still take a while to get all the text juiced out of me.
I'd like to thank my betas for being able to check my stuff without cringing out of existence. Thanks guys.


            
            (See the end of the chapter for  more notes.)
            

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    For a hedonist, 200 years is a long time. A hedonist is bound to get bored, eventually.
The statement is especially true if you are — by a laughable twist of fate — prone to dying and therefore unable to explore most of the offerings the world has in store.
To be fair, Draluc did have a small share of the fun in the later half of the 1800’s and early 1900’s. Europe might have been at war at several points, but the ballroom scene sure had been booming. Draluc’s family’s main castle in Romania and their several other smaller locations in various major centers throughout the world had provided a network of bases for the newly matured vampire to explore (to be fair, his overprotective father had been joining him on his trips most of the time, so whether or not much exploration had been done was debatable). It had been surprisingly easy to get acquainted in the nightly balls of Europe's bigwigs when the lights were dim, masks were quite commonplace and your family was influential. What Draluc had lacked in conventional appearance, he had made up for with a silver tongue.
The cute pet armadillo (a familiar, obviously, but you could not exactly let humans know that you were a vampire, back in those days) had also helped. A great ice-breaker, that John.
Still, none of Draluc’s acquaintances he had met in the corners of the lavish ballrooms had ever translated into anything physical, and his hedonistic pursuits had always been dwindled. Draluc had been a smooth talker and an enjoyer of good conversation (and a glass or two of red liquid his grandfather thrust into his hands out of nowhere, which the humans must have thought had been red wine). But the nights never ended with Draluc finding his way out with anyone. Mostly, the evenings had seen their premature end with him exploding into dust in the middle of a conversation due to ridiculous things such as  too strong of a wind  or someone making a toast a little too loud or someone stepping on his toes. 
Before long, the gatherings and parties had proved themselves too hazardous for someone with a weak body like him.
(His father eyeing daggers at people from the shadows had most likely not helped the situations either. At least his grandfather — who sometimes had appeared out of nowhere even though he should have been visiting an entirely different continent at that very moment — had seemed supportive, even if he was a man of few words or facial expressions. He had seemed to enjoy the company of humans quite a bit, especially that one particular vampire hunter he had sometimes dragged along with him.)
So, while Draluc had had a number of possible suitors, he did not have any success in the front of pleasure searching.

His hedonistic pursuits had also been dwindled by the fact that most humans he had met were, to put simply, quite boring.
And Draluc got bored easily.
—Anyhow, back to hedonism. The search for pleasure.
Masturbation sure is great.
Except when it is not.
It gets boring too.
To be fair, Draluc never had an especially high sex drive, even back in his short-lived and mostly unfortunate European excursion days. His physical constitution and proneness to sudden spontaneous deaths had translated into a quite considerable lack of libido. His body, being weak and frail, got tired easier than an elderly person on death's door. Sometimes, by the end of things, he had been nothing but a pile of dust in the coffin.
Also, your right hand being the only one to show you love had gotten boring fast — or left hand. That particular detail had not mattered. If human males seemed to be bouncing off of the walls after 20-or-so years of only having access to their own hand, one can only imagine what it had been like to live ten times as long.
For a hedonist, 200 years is a long time. A hedonist is bound to get bored, eventually.

***
Moving to his grandfather’s castle in Japan had opened up new possibilities for Draluc that he had never even considered.
Sure, it had been quiet at first — his grandfather and father had visited occasionally, the latter showering him with lavish gifts and envelopes full of thick stacks of Japanese yen every time — but most of the time it had been just him and John. Their daily life had consisted of playing together, Draluc cooking new dishes for John to try out, and maybe a few nightly walks if the weather had not been rainy or otherwise dangerous.
Pleasant, but tethering on the edge of boring. A hedonist is bound to get bored, eventually.
Draluc had once mentioned to his father that he would like to play more arcade games — he had even made the trek to an arcade in Saitama, had accidentally gotten sucked into playing Space Invaders the whole night and died in the morning sun, having to spend the daylight hours as a pile of dust in the corner before getting back home at nightfall.
Hearing the story (of what most likely sounded like a violent tale of horror), Draluc’s father had somehow brought in an entire arcade worth of games with him the next time he visited, swearing that his dear son would never have to put himself in such danger ever again.
—As years rolled by, the arcade games in Draluc’s castle had received newfound company from game consoles. Draluc and John’s daily life had gotten increasingly eventful in the form of all-night Famicom gaming sprees, quickly followed by other next generation consoles.
Finally, video games were followed by the invention that would end Draluc’s boredom for good and skyrocket his hedonism back into the forefront of his mind.
The internet.
Draluc had not even been sure what his grandfather had done to retrofit a European-style stone castle in the countryside of Saitama with an internet connection. Draluc just had — once again — mentioned to his father that he would like a computer, and the next night the technical marvel would be sitting on his table, with his grandfather showing him a double peace sign (god knows where he had learnt that) and assuring that the internet should be up and running.

The internet had offered the nocturnal creature anything and everything he had hoped for: emulators of the rarest old games, completely original internet games, gaming forums, chatrooms, video streaming and online stores.
—Online stores. Those had piqued a special interest in Draluc: his weak and accident-prone body had made sure that acquiring anything on his own had been hard, so why not have everything he desired delivered to him?
Are you over 18 years old? had read on the red button on the front page of one of the stores he had stumbled upon.
The answer had been, without a doubt, ‘Yes’.
With that very fateful click, an entirely new world had been presented to Draluc that rekindled his interests in chasing the kind of pleasure he had long since abandoned in the corners of the European ballrooms: apparently, there had been more ways to engage in solo activities other than just grabbing your manhood and letting your right (or left) hand do the work — that had gotten boring to Draluc nearly a century ago, taking most of his libido with it, leaving the vampire to focusing on getting his fix of daily short-term gratification through video-games and other hobbies instead.
But now Draluc had come to find out that apparently, even males could stimulate a bundle of nerves deep inside them. It would require patience and a selection of the right toys and tools, but the promises of earth-shattering pleasure had been enough to convince him.
The thought had also seemed especially convenient for Draluc: plenty of higher vampires could eat and ingest normal human food, which is why their anatomy was virtually identical to that of a human. Draluc, however, could not — he could only ingest a small variety of liquids including blood and milk. He had considered it a virtue — call it being fuel-efficient and managing with less nutrients rather than being the constant disappointment of a powerful and influential clan. This had meant that Draluc’s entire digestive tract went completely unused, and was naturally clean.
Why not put his unused organs to good use? Apparently, if done right and with the right toys, such activities could prove to be insanely pleasurable. And Draluc had been determined that he, if anyone, could be the one to do it right: he had not lived for 200 years, spent time among humans, died thousands of deaths and mastered hundreds of games just to back out of something that could prove to be so entertaining. It is natural for hedonists to chase pleasure. And if, by chance, Draluc would not enjoy the activities, he could just quit and throw the toys out. His body had always been honest above all else, and he could always count on it turning into dust if something had not been enjoyable.
That night, the very fateful online store had acquired a new customer, and in the next week, Draluc had acquired his very first package.
Upon the subsequent test of the goods, it had become very apparent that Draluc had very much enjoyed whatever the hell he just felt. 
In fact, he had enjoyed it more than anything he had ever engaged in before. Using the word ‘enjoyment’ had been a gross understatement: after his short test of the toys had been over, Draluc had spent the next two hours as a quivering pile of dust in the coffin simply due to the sheer intensity of what he had just felt. His right (or left) hand would or could never even compare. Sure, he had died a few times, but that was to be expected when trying out something new.
After that fateful day, the money spent on various online stores, the amount of discreet packages Draluc received and subsequently the time he spent in his coffin had skyrocketed like never before.

***
As Draluc had watched in horror as his grandfather's once magnificent castle exploded into a pathetic pile of stone and rubble (John must have gotten out on his own, no doubt about it), he had bid a silent farewell to the hedonistic life he had enjoyed.
He had also bid farewell to his beloved possessions that he knew would inevitably melt in the heat of the explosion. Especially the secret tools he kept in a locked cabinet next to his coffin.
Goodbye Naxus Revo 2. Goodbye Anaeros Trident Helix. Goodbye Tenho Tenge Spiral. Goodbye all his other tools of hedonism.
As the had rubble settled down, Draluc had wondered how (or where, for that matter) his daily life would continue. No matter the situation, a hedonist is bound to get bored, eventually.
Luckily, options that Draluc had never even considered would soon present themselves.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          I like the idea of Draluc’s past in Romania and Europe being explored more so I had to dabble into some headcanons. This dude has lived through an insane amount of human history (although I’m not sure how accurately Kyuushi actually takes history. But considering Japan in the manga seems pretty much identical to the real deal, I’m assuming the World Wars and subsequent economic boom happened. Am I taking this gag manga too seriously? Yeah, probably.)
(Editing Peru here,  it has been confirmed that World Wars and everything afterwards happened like in regular history, so yay for me! Draluc canonically moved to Japan after WWII, probably in the 50s or 60s, so that fits too. Nice.)
All the sex toy names mentioned in this chapter are based on real toys, with just one letter changed from each of the names. You know, in case you were wondering.

        

      







            

  


  
    
      Chapter 2: A certain discreet white plastic bag
    


    


      
        Notes:

          
One of my friends’ comments after checking this was “that vampire sure finished in no time”. And that’s it, that’s the joke. I’m leaving.


            
            (See the end of the chapter for  more notes.)
            

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    

“Huh? ‘Closed for staff training day’ ?” Draluc reads the paper taped on their local arcade’s locked door, voice skeptical. John lets out a sorrowful “Nuu”  from his master’s lap.


The clock is nearing eight in the evening: Ronald is at the office, and the pair of a certain vampire and armadillo have gone out on a nightly walk, first letting John dig holes near the banks of the Tsurumi River and then heading to an arcade for Draluc to try out the new game machines that were scheduled to arrive today.


Well, that had been their plan in the beginning. The arcade’s doors are, in fact, very much closed.


Draluc rolls his eyes.


“Well, let’s go home then. I can prepare some curry udon from yesterday's leftovers.” he shrugs. While the changes in their plans are unfortunate, they are not the end of the world. At least John was able to get some exercise, even if Draluc himself was not able to try out the new games — the armadillo has gotten plumper, lately. Draluc wonders if John has been sneaking treats in secret whenever he is out doing his various hobbies.


The walk back home is uneventful (save for the fact that Draluc dies once when a car passes them too closely on the road), and the duo of a vampire and an armadillo return to the office in a comfortable mood.


“We’re back. The arcade was closed.” Draluc announces their arrival from the front door.


He does not hear an answer from Ronald, which is odd. The clock is just about to hit eight in the evening, so it is still very firmly in the middle of Ronald’s usual office hours. Draluc notices that Mebiyatsu has been put into sleep mode as well.


Well, whatever. Ronald is probably in the bathroom delivering a dump of the century and cannot hear him. That does not exactly explain the situation with Mebiyatsu, but surely there is a valid reason for that as well.


Draluc opens the door to the living area, John still resting in his lap, and encounters something bigger than he bargained for.


A lot bigger. Draluc finds out that Ronald is not, in fact, taking a dump in the bathroom.


Instead, the young man is sitting on the sofa, pants around his ankles, face red, and hand pumping around his impressively hard dick.


A whole-body heat wave crashes through Draluc’s frame so hard that he feels his brain might have just evaporated clean off of his skull.


The two unconventional roommates stare at each other, neither moving an inch. Ronald’s mouth is hanging open in shock and his hand has stilled, gripping his (also very red) manhood. A bead of sweat makes its way across Ronald’s forehead, where his bangs have started to stick to his face.


“Shit fuck fuck fuck SHIT,” Ronald finally seems to wake up to the situation, begins cursing violently and grabs the nearest throw pillow to shove over his exposed crotch. His face had already been red before, but it is an even darker shade of crimson now.


“Why the fuck are you home?!”


Draluc stares at the pillow in Ronald’s lap, eyes empty, without dying and most certainly without answering. The heat that just blasted through his body burns like it’s about to peel his skin off with it, and Draluc feels as if the remnants of his brain have started migrating downwards through his spinal column. He vaguely hears John making a sound and feels the armadillo jump off of his arms, disappearing out of his vision and therefore out of his comprehension.


“Draluc? Oi, what the fuck?!” Ronald screams, his voice starting to sound desperate. That finally activates whatever motor function has been left in the vampire’s rapidly decaying head and nudges him out of the state he is in.


Draluc walks straight past Ronald without saying anything, opens his coffin, jumps in and locks the lid behind him. As soon as he hits the cushion at the bottom, he is dead: nothing but dust scatters on the velvet fabric.


This situation? Not good. Definitely not good. Draluc’s body regenerates, but only partly, and the blaze in his boiling head is so intense that he is not aware which parts of him are actually physically there and which are just ash.


He is, however, fairly certain he is at least half-hard.


“Hey!” he hears Ronald’s muffled yelling from outside, “I’m sorry! But still, what the fuck?!” The ruckus sounds close, so the youngster is probably leaning over the sofa backrest and shouting directly at the locked coffin.


The brain-melting white heat gets company from an ache that creeps at the end of Draluc’s spine and spreads to his lower abdomen. Sounds from the outside start disappearing into all-encompassing white noise, making the vampire groan. The realization that he has not relieved his urges ever since his castle got destroyed hits him like a freight train. He most certainly did not anticipate that the urge would make its return this way and this suddenly.


Alas, seeing Ronald has completely undone him. He knows he is not attracted to Ronald nor does he have any feelings for the man, but  something about the situation has managed to destroy him beyond any repair.


Worse still, he has seen Ronald naked numerous times before — the eccentric vampires they encounter on a daily basis sometimes lead to people’s clothes forcibly coming off — but this is the first time he has reacted in any way. He is also well aware of Ronald’s collection of AV DVDs in the back of his closet, so it has been clear to him that the young man does engage in jacking off.


However, it is different to see the act happen right in front of you. Draluc rubs his thighs together and dies again at the sudden sensation.


The white noise screams in his ears.


The night is still young, but Draluc does not come out for the rest of it. He stays in a perpetual death loop inside the coffin, plagued by the itch and fever that do not let him rest. Whenever he manages to regenerate enough to have his lungs back, he starts breathing heavily, chokes on his own ash and dies again. His heart (or whatever is left of it at any given point in time) beats so hard he can feel it all the way up in his throat and head, before his body inevitably crumbles again.


His agonising death loop continues inside the locked coffin.


  ***

Draluc comes to his senses on what he assumes is the next evening. The lid of his coffin greets him before his eyes, both a comforting and a frustrating sight. He lifts his shaky hand and tries patting down his torso to see how much of him has regenerated — his body seems stable enough to hold its humanoid shape, but he is still breathing heavily, and more inconveniently, shaking. He must have fallen asleep or blacked out at some point, because he certainly has no memory of the last several hours.
Most frustratingly, he finds that the itch has not subsided, only decreased slightly. It still crawls at the end of his spine and spreads its tendrils all across his lower body. His brain is filled with humming and the restless thumping of his heart. At least his dick is not hard anymore, but unless he can calm himself down further, that is in danger of changing any second.
Pinching the bridge of his high nose and closing his eyes in irritation, Draluc tries to endure the waves of fever without dying again. Breathe in, breathe out, rinse and repeat. Slowly, his heart-rate starts to calm down and most of the shaking subsides. The few edges of his body that are still in a state of dust on the bottom of the casket return to their right places.
The itch, however, persists. Draluc fights the urge to rub his thighs together — regenerating is a chore right now, so he really does not want to die again.
Sighing in frustration, the vampire begins one final attempt to calm himself down, and decides that perhaps diverting his attention to the outside world could provide some much-needed distraction.
He listens.
No sounds can be heard from the outside, so Ronald is probably at work. Draluc has the man’s schedule memorized and knows that the manuscript is not due for another few weeks, so Ronald is definitely not in the office writing. He has to be out doing an extermination.
Draluc might as well come out, then.
The vampire dares to crack open the lid of his coffin just enough to see if the sun has set. Warm light from the ceiling lamp stings him upon hitting his eyes, but he does not die, so the coast is most likely clear. He casts the lid aside with weak, trembling hands, and sits up in the coffin.
He is immediately hit in the abdomen with a hard ball of anger violently launching at him, accompanied with a crying “Nuu!” sound. The air gets knocked out of his lungs, he dies and the ball — John — starts hitting his slowly regenerating body with his paws while wailing loudly.
The crying of the armadillo echoes in the otherwise quiet apartment while Draluc’s body regains its shape.
Ah, John is angry. Draluc does not blame him though, he has every right to: his master did disappear into the coffin for an entire day and did not even let him in to check on him.
Even though Draluc is still trembling slightly, it feels comforting to have the grounding presence of his familiar in his arms — even if said familiar is currently crying and repeatedly smacking him.
“Sorry to make you worry. It’s okay. I’m back now.” Draluc mutters gently, petting John’s hard back with his still shaking hands.
It takes a while, but the two of them eventually calm down. John’s angry wailing turns into repeated worried “Nuu nuu”s, and when the armadillo finally seems to realize that his master is completely fine, the sounds switch into his usual lighthearted and upbeat ones. Draluc laughs in return, impressed and content with the apparent soothing powers of his familiar.
After their short altercation, John confirms the time to be in the early evening. Ronald has left for work some time ago, just as Draluc had thought. John, in turn, has been watching over the office’s landline for incoming work calls and seems proud of the work he is doing.
Draluc should probably be frustrated by the nearly 20 hours he just wasted, but his brain is still experiencing enough fogginess to not comprehend time properly.
A sudden vibration from his coffin makes Draluc jump. He casts his eyes downwards.
Oh, right. His phone.
Picking up the device, his lock screen greets him with notifications of several unread LINE messages, all of which are from Ronald. The most recent one has arrived just seconds ago, hence the vibration. Clearly Draluc has been out like a light if all these have gone unnoticed by him throughout the night.
He begins scrolling through the one-sided conversation and a timeline of events emerges.

  > Ronald


  I’m so sorry

20:01


  But still what the fuck

20:01


  Weren’t you supposed to be at the arcade

20:02


  Hey shit sand

20:02


  Are you gonna make dinner today

21:07


  Nevermind, I ate yesterday's leftovers

21:15


  Also we’re out of eggs

21:15


  Are you really not gonna come out of the casket today?

22:06


  Let John in with you, he’s worried

01:45


  Got an emergency work call, I’m going out

02:21


  Yo, I’ll be back home soon, you up?

03:56


  I bathed John, we’re both going to sleep

04:37


  Good night

04:37


  Are you still not gonna get up?

12:02


  Don’t tell me you’re actually dead

12:02


  Please don’t be fucking dead

12:03


  Your dad will kill me

12:04


  Draluc, hey

13:13


  Going to work again, will be back in the evening

16:30


  John and I ate some toast, don’t worry

16:30


  You better not be dead

16:31


  You up?

17:57

Draluc decides that he is not going to unpack any of that. It is best to just throw away the whole suitcase and pretend that yesterday never happened.
He sends Ronald a LINE sticker of a cartoon rabbit, mostly just to let the man know that he is back in the books of the living. And because that seems insufficient for the amount of messages Ronald has bombed him with, he also sends another sticker.
Ronald’s answer comes in just a few seconds later in the form of a sticker of a badly drawn dinosaur sitting on a toilet. A relatively tame and polite response given his usual profanity, but Draluc has no idea what the young man is trying to say. He does not seem mad though, which is positive. At least it is clear that Draluc is alive.
“So, the gorilla seems okay too.” Draluc mutters, mostly to himself. John makes a short and affirming “Nun!” from his lap.
The vampire finds himself staring at the black screen of his phone, still somewhat groggy and not sure how to proceed. What’s next? The situation with Ronald seems mostly handled, for now. John is no longer worried or angry at him either. Does he just go back to living a normal day-to-day life after seeing his roommate masturbating and getting so inconceivably turned on by the sight that he locked himself in a coffin for almost a full 24 hours?
Something begins to smolder in his abdomen again. Fuck, he really should not have thought about that.
Regrettably though, Draluc has no choice but to get up. As much as he would prefer to stay in his coffin and play a few games until his brain is back at its usual IQ and his body stops reacting to every single thought about Ronald, he has an armadillo and a (currently absent) gorilla to take care of. Draluc sighs, places John onto the ground from his lap, and begins a frustratingly tumultuous task of getting up from his coffin. His legs feel like lead, and the beginnings of heat in the back of his stomach make him more sensitive than usual. He also did not have the time to change out of his regular clothes yesterday, so he stumbles out of the coffin fully dressed and feeling absolutely disgusted about it.
John has made his way to the sofa and is watching Draluc struggle out of his bedstead. The armadillo is sitting in the same exact spot where he caught Ronald yesterday.
There is another bang of fever in Draluc’s stomach. Fuck, he really really should not have thought about that.
Trying to divert his gaze away from the sofa as much as possible, Draluc begins his daily tasks of housework. The effort quickly proves futile, though: as it turns out, it is difficult to avoid signs of the man you live with. As soon as Draluc goes to do laundry, Ronald’s underwear greets him in the basket, causing another wave of heat to crash through the vampire’s frame. As Draluc is preparing a few slices of toast for John (the cabinets or the refrigerator do not house much else, and Draluc is pretty sure he would end up burning any proper food he tried to prepare), he remembers that one of Ronald’s messages mentioned having toast earlier in the day, and the smoldering fever comes back full force.
While John is having his uncharacteristically bland and simple snack of toast on the sofa, Draluc’s heat-exhausted and muddled brain comes to its first good realization of the night.
Perhaps, instead of fighting the urge that grows within him, maybe it is time to give into it. It has been a while since he has done anything.
No, not perhaps; it is definitely time to give into it. Draluc does not think he can live through another night like yesterday: the thought makes his skin burn from the inside and his lungs feel like they are lined with the heaviest of velvets. Fighting the constant storm pooling in his lower stomach is really taking a toll on his thinking ability.
The question of tools remains. Draluc’s toys from the castle are long gone: while he was able to recover some of his possessions from the rubble, his toys were obliterated by the heat of the explosion — and even if they had not been, Draluc does not think he would have brought a cabinet of various dildos and vibrators with him. Ronald’s virgin brain would have self-destructed, and Draluc would have been left without a home once more.
Online stores are another possibility (Draluc has plenty of previous experience with ordering through them: they were his only way of acquiring a collection of adult toys in the very outskirts of Saitama back where his grandfather’s castle used to stand), but the heat is so overwhelming that Draluc does not think even the fastest next-day shipping available can save him. There is no way he can wait until tomorrow — there is no way he will survive.
He actually has to physically go out and purchase sex toys for himself.
The thought seems humiliating, but not as humiliating as dying of horniness for good and probably bursting into flames in his coffin, on the floor of Ronald’s office apartment.
“John, do you mind if I went out shopping for a bit?” Draluc makes up his mind and asks his familiar, petting the animal’s soft stomach in a haze. John reacts with a cheerful “Nuhihi.” He does not seem to mind his master’s sudden change of plans.
Draluc nods, more as a confirmation to himself than to the armadillo. His mind suddenly swirls with expectations, the heat from yesterday threatening to crawl back at full force and reach all the way to his manhood. Hastily, Draluc gives John a few more pets, straightens his spine and gets up.
“Okay I’ll be going. If Ronald comes home while I’m gone, tell him I’ll be back soon. I’ll have my phone if anything comes up.”
He is sure his face is redder than normal. He is also sure John notices it and is just deciding not to comment on it.
To be fair, John has lived for nearly as long as Draluc has and is generally talented at reading the room. They have shared a close bond and a living space for over 180 years — the poor armadillo might have already been exposed to a few things too many. Despite Draluc always making sure to engage in solo-activities when John was asleep or in another room of the castle (back when they had a castle), the armadillo can probably read the room well enough to be aware of his master’s habits.
There is probably a high chance John can tell exactly what is going on with him.
If John can tell something, he sure does not express his knowledge in any way. Draluc is not sure if he is proud of his awe-inspiring familiar for being so considerate, or if he wants to crawl back into the coffin out of shame and be thrown into the black waters of Tokyo Bay.
He has no time to waste though. There is a chance Ronald could come back any minute, which would leave him in an even bigger predicament: Draluc most certainly does not want to explain to the man why he is stumbling out of the door alone without John, sporting an uncharacteristic blush and looking even closer to death than normal.
Draluc hastily hurries through a few last-minute preparations: checking the forecast is a success (no mentions of rain, which means he can go out safely without the fear of being washed into a gutter), so the vampire pulls on his cape and grabs a reusable fabric shopping bag to go with him. He speeds his way through the living area, greets Mebiyatsu (who is now back to being awake, unlike yesterday) at the office doorway, and is out of the front door before he even fully registers it. Just the thought of what he is about to do is causing the fog in his brain to make a return.
Once out of the apartment and down the stairs of the building, Draluc begins to conjure up a plan: he certainly cannot do his shopping in Shin-Yokohama, Ronald and he are too well known in the area. Shopkeepers or people on the street would recognize him in no time, and that would be an embarrassment he would never live down. Draluc would not want the trending hashtag on Nuitter tomorrow to be #DoraDoraAdultStore or anything similar. The joys of living forever include that you are also going to have to remember your past mistakes for centuries to come.
The longer he stays in Shin-Yokohama, the more the chance of bumping into Ronald also grows. Draluc does not know where today’s extermination is taking place, but there is a good chance it is somewhere in the local area.
To spare himself the embarrassment of becoming a trending topic on social media or running into the person who put him into this mess to begin with, Draluc decides to take a local train a few stations towards the center of Yokohama. He dismounts the train when the nighttime scenery starts looking unfamiliar and pulls out his smartphone. A quick net search reveals him the adult oriented shops in the area, and he decides to pop into the closest one.
Draluc finds the store with relative ease with the help of his phone: the shop is located on a side street a few minutes walking distance away from the station, on the ground floor of a gray residential building. Draluc ventures in: he sure is not going to back out now.
The space inside is just as sleazy as one would expect: the lights are dimly lit in shades of magenta and pink, and the walls are lined with shelves. In the few spots where the walls themselves are visible, they are slapped full of gravure posters that have seen better days. The ceiling seems to have been damaged either by water or excessive smoking, if its yellowed hue is anything to judge by (Draluc assumes the latter to be the case, given the permeating smell of old tobacco in the store, and struggles not to die because of it). The front of the shop houses a selection of magazines and DVDs, and further back Draluc spots a few shelving units of toys.
The cashier makes brief eye contact with him, looking completely neutral, and Draluc nods back before emerging further into the shop.
The selection in the store is not the greatest, but that is to be expected from a small hole-in-a-wall shop in the age of the internet. Draluc is not too mad — he will be able to get a sufficient number of things he needs here to get started. The rest he can purchase from the internet later if he needs them. He is no stranger to next-day deliveries.
He does a quick round in the store, grabs a few different toy packages and various accessories such as lubricant, and makes his way to the cash register.
The clerk packs his purchases in a discreet white plastic bag with no logos or text, which Draluc is grateful for — he often saves old bags to be reused later, and it would be awkward to explain to Ronald why one of their trash bags suddenly reads  Yokohama Pleasure Center 1000% BIG HOT FUCK  or whatever the store’s name is.


The clerk does not comment on any of the things Draluc is buying, either, which is a relief. While Draluc is sure that the shop gets plenty of curious and bizarre customers, he is willing to bet that male vampires buying exclusively anal toys are in the minority. This part of the town is not that densely populated with vampires to begin with, so he is most likely already standing out like a sore thumb.


Or like a classically dressed higher vampire buying anal toys in a neighbourhood for almost exclusively humans.


He fights the urge to die out of shame, thanks the cashier and takes his leave.


As soon as he is out of the shop, Draluc shoves the plastic bag into the depths of the bigger reusable fabric bag he brought with him. He proceeds to power walk back to the station with such vigor that he feels like his legs might crumble under him.


Draluc dies a few times on the train ride home — once from being out of breath, once out of embarrassment, and once out of even further embarrassment when he realizes another passenger saw him die previously. Luckily the biggest rush hour has long since passed, and there are only a couple other people scattered across the nearly empty train car besides him.


When the train finally pulls back into the safety of Shin-Yokohama station, Draluc makes his way to the all-night supermarket they usually frequent. He needs to buy something to cover up his tracks and to explain why a sudden urge to go shopping sprung up in him in the middle of the night. In his brain-fogged state, he ends up buying a haphazard selection of green vegetables, discounted meat and eggs — he is mostly just throwing familiar-looking ingredients into the basket without keeping a mental checklist if he actually needs them or not.


Out of the store, Draluc checks the time. It has been well over an hour since he left.


Is Ronald home already? Will he ask where Draluc has been? Will he try to rummage through his shopping bag? Then again, he has never done that before, so why would he care now? But what if he suddenly does? What if Ronald ends up throwing him and John out onto the street because he does not want to live with an anal-masturbating weakling vampire? Maybe Draluc’s dusty body will be the one getting thrown out on the street in the white plastic bag when the next non-burnable garbage day arrives.


Or what if an oddball vampire with the power of x-ray vision bursts out from God knows where and sees the contents of his bag? He is in Shin-Yokohama, so it is not too far-fetched of a fear. And what if Ronald is the one who has been alerted to exterminate said hypothetical vampire, leading into an altercation, during which Draluc dies and his bag falls onto the ground, revealing—


—Before Draluc can finish his hyper-aware thought, he realizes he is back at the office. His legs ache and his mind swirls, but he did not die once since leaving the grocery store. Nor did any vampires appear, much less Ronald. He has made it.


The realization makes him feel a bit more stable as he begins ascending the stairs.


Upon entering the office, Mebiyatsu greets him with a short “Bii bii” at his usual spot next to the entrance. Draluc gently pats the robot’s head, locks the door behind himself, kicks off his shoes and makes his way inside.


The sight of John sitting on the sofa and watching a late-night variety show on TV greets him once he enters the living space. There are no signs of Ronald.


“Is the 5-year-old idiot home yet?” Draluc asks, looking around and trying to listen for any sounds that would indicate the human being back.


John shakes his head with a short “Nun nun.”


“He surely is taking a long time today.” Draluc ponders out loud.

In reality, he is more than happy to be home alone with his well-behaving familiar. Ronald would just stick his nose where it does not belong. Like into his bag, for instance.


”Well, whatever. I bought ingredients for omelet rice.”


(Did he, though? He is not sure. He can only remember the purchases he made at the dingy ground-level store in a side-street near the center of Yokohama, and the thought of it actively burns a hole through his brain.)


Probably after hearing Draluc mention the words ‘omelet rice’ John lets out a cheery sound and starts climbing down from the sofa, most likely to help his master unpack the shopping bag.


“Ah, don’t worry, no need! I can put the groceries away myself!” Draluc panics, with his voice rising a few decibels and his ears starting to turn into dust. John stops in his tracks halfway down the sofa, nods his small head and settles back into watching television.


Draluc heaves out a silent breath of relief. It does not matter if John is mildly aware of his  personal hobbies or not, but he certainly does not want to straight-up expose the sweet armadillo to them.


He sets the bag onto the kitchen counter and begins methodically moving the food items into the refrigerator (ah, so the meat he bought was pork. Good to know. Also, apparently, he bought celery as well — that is going into the omelet rice today, for sure.)


He finishes loading all the ingredients into their places, finally emptying the fabric shopping bag. The non-descriptive white plastic bag is left to stare at him at the bottom.


Draluc glances over his shoulder hastily. John is still happily immersed in the variety program on television and is not paying any mind to his master.


Acting as quickly as he can, Draluc snatches the white bag, shoves it under his cloak and walks over to his coffin. One last brief glance at John confirms that the armadillo is still having the time of his life, so Draluc opens the lid and thrusts the plastic bag under his pillow hastily. He locks the lid just to be sure that no soul other than him can get in.


In a few quick strides, Draluc is back in the kitchen as if nothing ever happened. He leans heavily on the counter, the situation and anticipation suddenly culminating and hitting him. He breathes out a shaky sigh.


He did it. He actually did it. The items are safe. Even if he dies now, it does not matter. He will have his moment later today.


Just the thought of that causes him to die on the spot. John cries.


  ***

Ronald makes his way back home when the moon is high. By that time, Draluc has finished cooking the omelet rice (with plenty of secret celery, obviously).
“I’m back.” The red exterminator greets the vampire. He sounds just a tad awkward.
“Oh. Welcome home.”
Draluc realizes he could make a joke about yesterday. He could tease the absolute hell out of Ronald with ‘Ooh, look who finally decided to come home. Where have you been? Been pulling the padge, huh? Tugging the boat? Beating the meat?’
However, given what he just went out to buy mere hours ago, he cannot. He would crumble into ashes under his own embarrassment, and fears that somehow from his dust Ronald could read the words ‘I, the invincible vampire Draluc just bought anal toys, and I’m going to use them the second I have private time tonight.’
So instead of bullying the human, Draluc lifts up a plate of food. His hand is a little shaky, but he hopes it goes unnoticed.
“Today’s dinner is omelet rice.”

  ***

Once again inside his coffin, Draluc stares at the closed lid in front of him. The boxes he purchased earlier in the evening are pressing sharply against the back of his head under the pillow. His phone has been turned off in anticipation of what is to come.
It has not been an easy night: Draluc has spent his entire evening dying and fumbling in video games that he normally aces, trying not to stare at Ronald’s crotch when the man walks by, and losing in petty arguments against Ronald’s gorilla brain. He has been — still is — in a pathetic state. The heat has been difficult to control, and at times Draluc has had to bite himself in the lip or kick his foot onto something sharp, purposefully killing himself simply because his pants had started to feel a little too cramped.
Despite the fact that he is now alone in the safe confines of his coffin, he has come face to face with two problems.
Number one: the private time he thought he would have is not nearly as long as he imagined. He forgot to factor in that his and Ronald’s sleep schedules mirror each other very closely.
The sleep-situation is no surprise, given that most of Ronald’s work takes place during the night. His inner clock has naturally skewed nocturnal. Ronald wakes up around midday, sometimes earlier if he has meetings with publishers or scheduled work calls. Draluc comes out of his coffin when the sun has set, generally in the early evening, and they both stay awake well into the morning hours. Ronald is the one to go to sleep first, followed by Draluc once the sun starts to rise again.
In total, they spend most of their time being awake simultaneously.
Relatively similar daily schedules are convenient for working together but make private time extremely limited — if they are both working, be it from home or on an extermination together, the only privacy Draluc has is when Ronald goes to sleep before him. Similarly, Ronald only has free time before Draluc wakes up. Then there is John, who bounces around between the two of their sleeping schedules, sometimes starting his day the same time as the human and sometimes with the vampire.
Draluc begins to understand why he caught Ronald in the act while he and John were supposed to be at the arcade. The most convenient private time this household has to offer seems to be when all the other residents are out — which, admittedly, is not that often. Even when they are in separate rooms, such as Ronald writing in the office and Draluc playing in the living room, the threat of Hinaichi or Handa bursting in at any moment looms over them.
These were not the kind of problems Draluc was used to running into while living in the castle with John.
Hence why, currently, having private time his coffin is the safest bet for Draluc. Bathroom would be another potential option, but since he is not particularly keen on fumbling out of the coffin with his various unopened boxes and waking up the entire town right now, the choice between the two is clear. Maybe he should have gone to a love hotel alone, but there is nothing he can do about it now.
Then there is problem number two: in his brain-fogged state, Draluc did not factor in that Ronald is sleeping on the sofa right next to his coffin. John’s basket is close by as well. Sure, the coffin is soundproofed to a point, but even that cannot stop every single noise — neither from inside nor outside.
He has come too far now, though. There is no way he is backing out.
It is better just to get started. Draluc is sure he can keep himself somewhat quiet. Anything to cure the simmering fire in his abdomen.
With anticipation rising and threatening to turn him into dust, Draluc pulls the boxes out from under his pillow. Four cardboard rectangles in various sizes appear: two toys, a boxed lubricant, and a small box of tissues. Draluc places the tissues a bit lower in the coffin, still within an arm’s reach, and begins opening the boxed toys next — he tries not to rustle the cardboard too much, even though the soundproofing of his coffin is certainly enough to keep noise of that caliber from leaking outside.
First, Draluc pulls out a sleek black vibrating toy from its cardboard confines. The silicone is soft and pleasantly matte under his touch, and Draluc can already feel a sweet numbness spread across his lower back and stomach in anticipation. This is a toy he is very familiar with: he had owned one, back before his collection had gotten destroyed along with the castle. He had originally bought the vibrator because it had looked like a gaming joystick, and it had proven itself to be just as fun as one. A reunion at the store today had been a pleasant surprise.
Draluc opens the other toy box as well, and a standard silicone member pops out. He is not familiar with this particular toy, but he does not need to be: it is just an ordinary dildo without any bells or whistles, standing up strong in its firm glory. It is looking a tad too big for Draluc right now, however — it has been a few months since the last time, and he does not want to end up dying while attempting to bite off more than he can chew right as he is getting back into things. More than anything, he just needs to get rid of the feverish ache and numbness.
Draluc tosses the now empty cardboard box into a vague direction towards the foot-end of the coffin and stuffs the dildo back under his pillow to wait for another time.
The vibrator will have to do for today. He honestly has no qualms about it.
Settling onto his side, Draluc brings his knees close to his chest — the coffin has just enough room for him to lay comfortably without the space becoming too cramped. He breathes in and out slowly, attempting to calm down his already expectant mind. Finally, the vampire opens the final box and pulls out a standard tube of lubricant the likes of which he has used many times before. His low body temperature has trouble warming up the lotion, but enough friction ends up getting the job done somewhat effectively.
With his dry hand, Draluc hikes up the hem of his nightshirt and lowers his underwear. He is already half-hard, but the embarrassing realization only serves to fuel him further. Waves of both shame and heat pass through his body, and Draluc fights his body’s natural urge to turn into dust while stubbornly biting his teeth together.
He brings his slicked hand close to his entrance and breathes out once more. White noise hums deafeningly in his ears.
First finger disappears into the tight heat between Draluc’s legs with little resistance. Despite the time it has passed since his last excursion, only his ears turn into dust from the foreign feeling, which he considers a success. The sensation inside of him feels more like an inconvenient pressure than anything else, but Draluc has done this enough times to know that the notion is about to change soon.
Draluc has also done this enough times to know exactly where to direct his finger next. He aims for the bundle of nerves inside of himself and immediately feels as if a lightning bolt of pleasure has run through every single blood vessel in his body. His half-hard dick also perks up.
One finger soon becomes two. Draluc alternates between nudging the nerves inside of him and stretching himself, feeling electric waves crash though his body from every direction with the alternating motions. His breathing has become increasingly labored, and he is vaguely aware that the coffin might not be able to hold the sounds in anymore.
Feeling ready, Draluc grabs the vibrator with a shaky hand and brings it between his legs. He nudges the small silicone shape inside, replacing his fingers with it. The increased mass is large but not unwelcome. If this was his castle, Draluc would be slower with the process — try out some new toys and techniques, change positions and possibly even rooms — but this is by no means a castle. This is the living room floor in Ronald’s office apartment, with the man in question sleeping on the sofa right next to Draluc’s coffin.
Draluc hits the button on the side of the toy, turning the vibrators on, and immediately screams. Whatever he was feeling before has increased  tenfold. He has to smash his face deep into the pillow to keep more sounds from leaking out.
He really hopes Ronald is in the deepest sleep any human has ever experienced, because otherwise he might be in trouble.
If Ronald wakes up and hears him—
Draluc is not even able to finish the thought, because as soon as his brain remembers Ronald’s existence, the image of the man from yesterday resurfaces and hits his mind full force. Ronald sitting on the sofa, face red, a bead of sweat rolling down his forehead, his hand around his—
With a violent convulsion and a muffled scream into the pillow, Draluc culminates before he even realizes it.
Draluc is left to stare at the while cloudiness on the mattress and side of the coffin for a few seconds before turning off the vibrations on the toy, melting into a mass of dust and passing out.
He is a hedonist. A hedonist is bound to get bored, eventually.
Luckily, with the way things are going, he does not see that happening anytime soon.
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          Raise your hand if you would visit a store called Yokohama Pleasure Center 1000% BIG HOT FUCK.
Feel free to kick my ass in the comments or on twitter.
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        Notes:

          Hello again. Time for some filth.
We’re getting into the Turbo Porn Territory now, like 95% of this chapter is smut in some capacity. I swear to god there is a plot in the background (a very thin one tbf). But. Trust me when I say that this is going to lead somewhere in the end.
One of my betas raised concerns over there not being enough banter between these two fuckheads in the last chapter, and I’m aware of that. Good news: there’s plenty of that going forward! So in case you were wondering “shouldn’t Draluc be teasing Ronald a lot more?” the answer is yes. The first chapter still included a lot of groundwork and we’re getting into the meat now. And there sure is a lot of meat in this chapter.
Tags have also been updated, so check them before continuing. Not like there’s going to be any curveballs of anything groundbreaking, but just in case you see something you don’t like.
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    Chapter Text

    

“Morning. Anything you want for dinner?” Draluc pokes his head into Ronald’s office room from the living area. The office is closed for customers today, with Ronald concentrating on writing and trying to catch up on RonaSen deadlines that have long since passed.


The man in question is doing what he usually does whenever a major deadline for the manuscript is approaching: sitting hunched over his laptop in the office — writing a sentence and deleting it immediately afterwards in despair — silver hair pulled back on a headband and wearing the old worn-out jersey he has had for ages.


Upon seeing Draluc, Ronald turns his blue eyes towards the vampire. If the feeling of stress-filled anguish ever manifested in a humanoid shape, Draluc is sure the final product would look exactly like the current Ronald.


“Ah, hamburger steak. With demi glace sauce and ketchup” the exterminator answers Draluc’s earlier query, sounding mechanic.


“Okay,” the vampire nods and decides not to crack a joke about how Ronald’s dietary preferences resemble that of a five-year old. His eyes look way too dead at the moment. “How’s the writing going?”


Ronald groans and lets his head fall face-first onto the laptop in despair — that is enough of an answer in itself. Draluc cannot help but snort out a short laugh at Ronald’s anguish.


“Okay, have fun. I’m going to clean around a bit before dinner.”


There is no fun to be had, but a muffled sound along the lines of ’’Thanks’ still emerges from Ronald’s laptop-smashed mouth. Draluc closes the office door, leaving Ronald to work on the manuscript in peace. Or rather, in misery.


Draluc steps back into the living space where John is waiting for him, ready to start another regular day in Shin-Yokohama.


Indeed, a completely regular day — free of any mentions of past incidents between Draluc and Ronald.


It has been a few weeks since one very specific incident, and they have not talked about  said very specific incident.


Simply put, life has been going on as it normally would: Ronald goes out to work every day and Draluc and John sometimes accompany him. They bicker, joke, and dance their way through the city and Draluc gets dusted more times than he can count. Newest RonaSen manuscript progresses as one would expect — that is, at a snail’s pace. Bizarre vampires continue to overrun the town and keep their hands filled with work. Lights in the Wamimart’s windows stay on all throughout the night. A bullet train departs from Shin-Yokohama station five times every day. Daily life goes on.


There seems to be a mutual understanding between the vampire and the human to not bring up the situation that happened on the sofa a few weeks ago, but that does not mean that the general subject of masturbation itself is off the table — mostly to Draluc, who is always looking for new ammunition to tease Ronald with. A quick and mischievous  ‘no need to rush, your dick will still be there even when we get back’  if they are in a hurry to get home after an extermination, a playful  ‘remember to use a tissue and don’t clog the shower drain’  when Ronald seems more enthusiastic than normal to take a bath.


Teasing Ronald about jacking off boasts an impressive 140% chance of death for Draluc — over a 100%, because sometimes he gets killed twice for one joke. If this was a video game, the combo streak would be insane.


This is fine. Life is normal, or as normal as theirs can ever get. Just as long as neither of them mention the specific evening with Ronald red faced on the sofa and Draluc fleeing into the coffin for 20 hours, everything is fine.


Ronald seems none the wiser about what Draluc does in his coffin at night (or sometimes in the bathroom; or more recently, a few times in a love hotel alone during a grocery trip or when taking John to his various hobbies), which Draluc is more than pleased about. He can afford to give Ronald a few jabs — the man is a hormonal turbovirgin mess in his twenties, so he should expect some jokes about wanking — but if a noble higher vampire like Draluc got caught in the act, he would consider packing his bags and moving back to his clan’s old castle in Romania. No matter how frail he is or how many times Ronald calls him a small fry, he still has his pride to uphold.


Speaking of said pride, Draluc should probably get started with today’s housework: managing to keep the apartment clean with the bizarre lives they live is something he is proud of, after all. Too many curious characters run through the household (and sometimes through the door, windows or floor as well) every day, so managing to maintain the house in a livable condition is nothing short of impressive. Such a task would no doubt be frustrating to a mere human, but Draluc does not have to worry about the passage of time; his time never-ending. It is part of what makes his day-to-day life fun and exciting.


Today’s schedule for housekeeping is relatively light, and only calls for putting away yesterday’s laundry and cleaning the bathroom. There is no need to do any laundry in itself today: yesterday’s extermination had ended up with all three of the residents of the office covered in a mess of mud and dust from various lower vampires, so Draluc had to run the washing machine three times in one night. As a result, their laundry basket is now triumphantly empty.


The drying rack has disappeared from the living space while Draluc has been asleep, so Ronald has apparently done his share of the work, too. The dry clothes thrown into a messy pile onto the sofa also suggest that Ronald has been helping out. It certainly is better than nothing, even if Draluc would have preferred Ronald actually  fold the clothes, but this works — Draluc has a habit of dying while trying to stuff the drying rack back into the corner of the bathroom, so it is convenient that the human has taken care of that part for him.


Settling to sit on top of his knees onto the living room carpet, Draluc begins the task of sorting the fresh clothes by type and preparing them for their usual storage. John joins him with enthusiasm, and helps his master complete the task eagerly. As a thanks, the armadillo earns a head pat and permission to eat a few of the cookies tucked away in a glass jar in the kitchen cabinets  — kept there just in case they need to bribe Hinaichi into doing something. While John is making his merry way towards the promised land of Draluc’s handmade checkerboard cookies (getting them might have been the armadillo’s plan since the beginning, clever boy), Draluc grabs a lapful of folded laundry and walks to the closet to start putting the clothes to their place.


Among the piles of t-shirts in Ronald’s closet, Draluc has a reunion with a pile of DVDs he has seen many times before.


Ronald’s AV collection, in all its pathetic glory.


The selection is modest, with less than ten DVDs. The contents rotate in and out, with most of the discs being borrowed: Draluc has never seen any of the AVs stay in for longer than a few weeks, so he assumes Ronald must be too embarrassed to actually buy something and just borrows new ones from others.


Yes, seeing the pile at the back of the closet is a familiar part of Draluc’s daily life. He has gone through the collection in detail before, but none of them spark any interest in him. He knows this.


Still would not hurt to have a little perouse of the covers, right? For blackmail material, obviously. Draluc sets down the remaining clothes from his lap and takes a closer peek into the closet.


Draluc has to admit that the selection of DVDs has changed from the last time he went searching for something to tease Ronald about. When Draluc first moved in and accidentally discovered the AV-stash while cleaning, the models posing on the covers were all big breasted women: big sister types, curvy office ladies, a few voluptuous mature women in their early thirties, and so forth. Nowadays, the focus has been shifting considerably more into women with more slender body types, and housewives posing with their aprons on in the kitchen. There is even a combination of the two, slender housewives, which must be a real tight niche — aren’t housewives in porn generally portrayed as having magnificent curves? Digging these DVDs out from whatever bargain bin they came from must have been a real chore. A gorilla’s taste in porn is subject to change, apparently.


Draluc picks up the topmost DVD in the pile on the back of the closet. It is one he has not seen in the pile before:  ‘Fallen Housewives vol. 5 - Special Edition ♡’


‘A new 7-hour long special edition of the Fallen Housewives -series!  ♡♡♡  A DVD stuffed full of never-ending fuck-action! Almost as stuffed as these housewives’ coochies! Meet Yuka, the slender and cute wife of a self-employed workaholic; what happens to this lonely and bored housewife when a new delivery guy appears at just the right moment!? Get ready to experience an explosive cum-drenched housewife NTR-fest like never before! She wants it while cooking dinner for her absent husband! ♡  While cleaning! ♡  While doing the laundry! ♡ You can also witness the return of a long-time viewer favorite— ‘ 


Draluc does not have to read further to realize this is not his cup of tea. He will, however, absolutely bully Ronald about the DVD later: he just leaves prime blackmail material lying around. Has the man really not realized that the vampire sees the contents of his closet every time he cleans or does laundry? Ronald can try to shove the various DVD boxes as deep into the closet as they can physically go, but they are sure to resurface every time Draluc reorganizes the piles of t-shirts the boxes are hidden behind.


None of the material in Ronald’s collection still excites Draluc, though. He is not even sure what excites him (well, napes, obviously, but besides those). He used to be open to anything back in the day, but none of it had ever led to anything. Draluc has never been intimate with another person — a vampire, human, dhampir, or anything else for that matter — and has long since realized that being the explorer of one’s own pleasure is the most secure way to achieve anything.


Plus, people can be so boring. A hedonist is bound to get bored, eventually.


Suddenly, a realization emerges: Draluc has never had a boring day living with Ronald. Not a single dull moment. Their days together are filled with stupid, bizarre, frustaring and simply intoxicating moments.


It has never once been boring.


Is that even possible?


Is that—


A sensation of something tugging at Draluc’s pant leg catches the vampire off guard and pulls him out of his thoughts. Casting his eyes downwards, Draluc is greeted by the sight of a slightly worried-looking John pawing at his leg and staring at him from the living room floor.


Oh, right. Draluc had been putting the laundry back into the closet. Has he been standing here for long?


“Ah, sorry John.” the vampire begins apologetically and picks his familiar up onto his lap. John seems to accept his master’s words and lets out a joyful sound upon getting to rest in his usual place in Draluc’s lap.


“I think I might still be tired.” Draluc continues while stroking John’s soft abdominal fur and making his way to the kitchen. He is certainly not lying — the sudden realization has made him absent-minded. The thoughts about Ronald, in general, have made him absent-minded.


He has never been bored with Ronald.  He has never been bored with Ronald. 

What is it about this human that makes him so intriguing?


Draluc’s hedonist brain swirls. This cannot be it. There must be something more he wants. This cannot be the have-all end-all.


Luckily, there is something that always manages to clear his head, especially when it comes to thoughts about Ronald. Draluc has been doing it a lot more recently than he ever used to in the old castle. Some would probably describe it as a  moderate masturbation problem;  Draluc would just describe it as perfectly normal hedonism.


What was the only other housework Draluc needed to finish today? Cleaning the bath, right? That suits him just fine. He can make that work.


First, he needs to take John out of the equation to get some alone-time — Ronald is not going to be a problem, as the man is practically nailed onto his laptop at the very moment and will not be moving before the writing is finished.


“John, why don’t you go and cheer up Ronald a bit, hm?” Draluc says as he places the armadillo onto the counter from his lap, grabs a can of cold coffee from the refrigerator and holds it in front of John, “The gorilla needs a break and a drink.”


John laughs with a delighted ‘Nuhuhu,’ picks up the can his master is offering and lets himself be picked up from the counter and placed onto the floor. The armadillo then waddles his way to the office with the drink and closes the door behind himself. Draluc can hear Ronald’s overjoyed voice (‘Aah, John! Is that for me? Thank you!’)  through the door between the office space and the living space.


Draluc must admit he feels a little guilty for essentially rushing his beloved familiar out of the room, but the current situation calls for it. No matter what John knows about him, he still wants to shield the armadillo from being exposed to his questionable personal habits.


The vampire begins to move. His plan — a little more rushed than normal, but a plan nonetheless — is as follows: have some private time in the bath, clean it afterwards, and proceed for the rest of the evening like nothing happened. The bath is supposed to be cleaned today anyway, so he can lock the door and take his time without any of his co-residents thinking twice about it.


Draluc rummages through his coffin: a new package that he has not had time to test out yet had been delivered a couple days ago while Ronald had been at work (Draluc purposefully chooses delivery times for his  various packages  for days when he knows Ronald is out on an extermination alone and the vampire himself is at home), so now is as good time as any to try the contents out.


With little searching, the vampire locates what he is looking for. It is a silicon toy of impressive length and width, wobbling in Draluc’s bony hand: he has specifically chosen this model because it had looked similar in size to what Ronald had been packing. Is that a questionable criteria to choose your adult toys with? Possibly, but since Ronald was the one to put Draluc into this mess to begin with, it is only natural that it would eventually come to this. Draluc is way too curious of a person to not test everything out at least once.


Grabbing the toy and a bottle of already half-used lubricant (he is not proud of that realization), Draluc starts making his way into the bathroom. A few condoms that the online store must have added as a bonus gift also fall out, but the vampire quickly shoves them back into the depths of the coffin — as if he is ever going to need those.


Locking himself into the bathroom, Draluc sets up a nice warm temperature for the water and begins filling up the tub — even though it is convenient that his body is naturally very clean and his intestinal tract is not used (for its original intended biological purpose, that is), it is still pleasant to have nice warm bath every once in a while and feel clean as well. This is way earlier than Draluc would normally bathe — it is early in the evening and he has just woken up, after all — but he supposes a little change of pace does not hurt.


The vampire takes off his clothes, folds them into a neat pile and places it onto the floor. He then settles into the bathtub (and ends up dying in the process, because the water has turned out to be too hot for him anyway, spends a few seconds as dust and finally revives back to his original shape), and picks up the silicone toy and lubricant, feeling them in his hands questioningly.


The toy looks... intimidating. Large. Draluc is lanky and bony, with all sharp edges and no pillowy softness. His body seems so thin that Ronald has sometimes commented that he is not even sure how Draluc’s organs fit under the skin and bones, and his waist is slim enough that an average adult man could probably wrap his hands around it so that the fingers would touch each other. Is there a possibility that this monstrosity could even fit inside?


Draluc takes a deep breath. If he imagines the toy to  actually be   Ronald, will it help? It is certainly worth trying. Draluc is way too curious of a person to not test everything out at least once.


As it turns out, it does help. It helps out  a lot, Draluc does not have to prepare himself for long before his body accepts the new foreign intrusion. With a little discomfort, and even stronger waves of heat passing through his frame, Draluc begins rocking his body into the sensation.


Technically, this could be Ronald, the vampire finds himself thinking as he moves his hips back and forth. The mental image is way too powerful, and Draluc cannot help but hiss as an unexpected sudden pleasure jolts through him. In Draluc’s hazy mind, the warm bath water starts to resemble human body temperature, one much higher than his own. He accelerates his movements and bites down his lip to muffle whatever sounds are threatening to leak out, and getting some dust into his mouth in the process. It does not hinder him, though.


Oh, this is definitely bad. This is not about clearing his head anymore: at this point, this is nothing more than masturbating to the thought of Ronald.


With the shameful realization now clear in his mind, Draluc accelerates his movements, chasing the thought and mental image of Ronald. This just might be the best he has ever felt. He begins openly panting, riding out the waves, until the end comes in an abrupt manner when the toy suddenly hits a particularly good and new angle. Draluc screams and culminates in a flash, white splattering onto the side of the tub. The aftershocks are so intense that Draluc nearly falls over in the tub, but manages to catch onto the sides before submerging completely.


That was— That was certainly something. He stays still for a while, catching his breath, with his brain starting to wrap itself around the implications of what has just happened.


He literally just imagined Ronald fucking his brains out. And he liked it. Immensely. There is no way around it.


Is it questionable at best and immoral at worst to do this kind of thing while letting your roommate-slash-work-partner occupy your thoughts? Yes.


However, had it also been mindblowing? Also yes.


Okay, that thing about not being attracted to Ronald, that Draluc had thought when he had originally discovered Ronald on the sofa on that fateful evening a few weeks ago? Scratch that. The situation has changed. Draluc is definitely attracted to Ronald — but make no mistake, only physically. Absolutely nothing emotional here. He is simply desiring Ronald for the sake of his hedonistic pursuits. Higher vampires have the tendency to become obsessive over their possessions, so this must just be his way of exhibiting the particular trait. Seems like a perfectly logical explanation.


What would happen if he gave in to the attraction, though? If he actually attempted to pursue Ronald as a sexual partner?


Well, he would have to get Ronald on board, first. The man seems as straight as one can possibly be — there has never been any indication that Ronald has even an inkling of interest towards men. Draluc hears the man slobber uncontrollably even at the slightest thought of breasts, and has seen the countless DVDs in the AV-collection rotate out throughout the months he has been living with Ronald. Nothing suggests that he would be interested in doing anything with sexual Draluc.


However, Ronald is also a pathetic virgin — a cherry boy who cannot control himself in front of anything that seems even the slightest bit erotic. If Draluc exploits that weakness and carefully establishes himself as something to be interested in, he might be able to condition Ronald to his liking.


A sudden burning intrigue rises in Draluc’s head like a fizzy drink: it would be like a game, or like training a house-gorilla. Draluc has never suffered from boredom while living with Ronald, but this would be sure to make things even more interesting. Not to mention he would get something out of it too — a hedonist is always searching for pleasure, after all.


Well, it seems like Ronald is into housewives nowadays. That could definitely work into Draluc’s favor: he might not be a female, but he cooks, cleans, does the laundry and his figure looks great in an apron. He is slender, too, which seemed to be another of Ronald’s AV collection’s rising trends (some would probably call Draluc a sickly old man seconds away from kicking the bucket, but why focus on such negatives?). If he plays his cards right and focuses on showcasing certain skills even more than usual — like his cooking, and spending even more time wearing an apron — this might just lead into something.


It is amazing how things work out for him. The puzzle pieces just seem to naturally fall into their rightful places.


Draluc can put this plan into action.

***
Draluc’s plan has come into its final stages frighteningly and unconventionally fast, the vampire realizes, as he is once again laying in his coffin and staring at the partially closed lid.
It has not been even two weeks since the realization in the bathroom. Things have started moving faster than he could have imagined.
Conditioning Ronald into looking at him differently seems to be working, and the observed results have seemed promising: never before has Draluc paid any attention to how Ronald looks at him, but recently, he has been catching the blue eyes staring at him daily. The gaze seems almost heated at times, especially when Draluc is cooking (and shaking his hips while doing so, obviously. He is not dumb, he can play into his good points). The housewife-aesthetic seems to be doing its job of rushing up into Ronald’s porn-rotten-brain magnificently well.
Which is why Draluc has decided to move into the final part of the plan: The execution. The grand finale.
He is going to actually get Ronald to fuck him. Absolutely destroy him. He does not care if he himself ends up in a pile of dust on the floor.
It has been clear from the start that Draluc does not have the power to coerce Ronald into doing anything, and he doubts simply asking would not do any good either. Which is why Draluc has come to the conclusion that if he wants something to happen, his best bet is to wait for Ronald to be in the right mood naturally.
That is, go back to where this entire mess started: catch Ronald masturbating again.
Today is the best chance Draluc is ever going to get: John is on a long-awaited overnight training trip with his futsal team, and it is also a public holiday, so Ronald’s office is closed for business. The only people in the office are the human and the vampire himself. If Draluc knows anything about his co-resident, it is that there is no way Ronald will pass up a chance of having access to the rare privilege of private time.
If Draluc somehow fails in this operation — well, moving back home might not sound like such a bad alternative, at that point.
As things stand, John has long since departed for his trip, and Ronald and Draluc are in the apartment alone. To not raise any suspicion, Draluc had spent the beginning of the evening playing games on the sofa like he normally would have, while Ronald had been watching television — both of them bickering and joking as on any regular day. After some time, Draluc had used the excuse of  being tired after pulling an all-nighter playing a new game yesterday  (a lie) to retreat back into his coffin and pretend to sleep — not forgetting to mention to Ronald that he was

 definitely going to pass out as soon as he laid down  and that he was  so tired that he could probably sleep like dead through anything.
He had also left his apron on while he had retreated back into the coffin. If Ronald is into housewives, a housewife is what he is going to get.
After that, it has been just a matter of waiting. Draluc has left his coffin lid open just barely so that Ronald will not notice the difference, but enough that the vampire will be able to hear the sounds from the living space without the soundproofing foiling his plans.
Draluc has obviously had to prepare himself as well if he wants to be able to do this as smoothly as possible. He cannot leave preparations into the hands of a pathetic straight-boy virgin (who might kill him at any second, on top of that). Needless to say, the newest toy Draluc had ordered a while ago and that had seemed like the closest match to Ronald’s member had been doing its job while Draluc had been waiting for Ronald to inevitably start his own private fun on the sofa.
It takes some time after Draluc has retreated back to his coffin, but finally Ronald turns the television off. There are sounds of shuffling coming from the living room, and Draluc listens.

He hears the office door open as Ronald briefly leaves the living room. Next, there is the distinct noise of Mebiyatsu being turned into sleep mode, and Ronald’s footsteps return back to the living area. Draluc hears the connecting door between office and living room being locked, and curtains being pulled over the room window.
In a few moments, the unmistakable sound of an adult video begins playing from the television.
Unbelievable. Draluc had been right. Or, actually, very believable — why would he ever even doubt his own superior intellect.
Draluc cannot just burst out of his coffin right at the very beginning, though. Ronald has to get started at first — but Draluc cannot come out too late either, so that Ronald does not have the chance to finish prematurely. In the meantime, Draluc checks himself, makes sure that places that need to be lubricated are indeed sufficiently lubricated, and wiggles back into his pants.
“Ronald” Draluc pops out from the coffin.
“HHEYYRTRSSUSJFFGHHH!?” the man in question screams and looks like he is about to fall off of the sofa with the vigor he pulls his bright red boxers back on. He turns off the television in panic, and the AV on the screen cuts off. The man’s entire face is so red that if he was wearing his usual exterminator uniform, the flush would surely match the color of the fabric.
“Ah, sorry, I didn’t see you there.” Draluc says and immediately slaps himself mentally  — yeah, okay, that was terrible. He started the whole conversation by saying  ‘Ronald’, so it is very clear that he did see him.
Whatever — if he wants this to work, he needs to move quickly. Maybe Ronald is too embarrassed to realize the mistake. Draluc’s superior IQ will surely pull him out of this one.
“I see you have a problem. Need a hand with that?” Draluc continues and scoots closer to the sofa. Ronald seems to be into lewd housewives who are ready to spoil the hearts of men, so Draluc is adamant to channel that energy.
Ronald eyes at him suspiciously, brows furrowed.
Cold sweat begins to roll down on Draluc’s back and the vampire fights the urge to die from embarrassment. This situation is not natural  at all.  There is no immersion! No housewife would ever do this!
“Is this a fucking joke?” Ronald asks and backs into the corner of the sofa as the vampire sits onto the piece of furniture as well. His dick still appears to be hard in his boxers, “Are you making fun of me?”
“No. What would I be making fun of?” Draluc extends his hand towards Ronald’s crotch but does not touch the man, instead letting his palm rest on the sofa cushion, “You have a problem and I’m here to help.”
Ronald continues staring, and Draluc’s mind reels in self-doubt. He has not been killed yet, which is — now that Draluc thinks about it — probably a bad thing. He is probably going to get brutally murdered. Oh god, Draluc is  fucked. There is no way this is going to work. He and John are going to get thrown out onto the street. Even his superior intellect cannot wiggle him out of this anymore.
“You sure this is not a prank?” Ronald confirms one more time.
Draluc shakes his head.
“Not a prank.”
Ronald turns his head away and lets a string of nearly incomprehensible mumbing fall out of his mouth, though Draluc is sure he can make out something along the lines of  ‘fine’  in the midst of it. The human’s face is so heavily blushed that Draluc can easily feel the heat it emanates even though there is a distance between them.
Holy hell? Is this working? Did Draluc successfully channel whatever lewd-assertive-housewife-older-sister it is that Ronald is into? Or is Ronald just unable to think because his brain has already been dissolved into nothing more than a liquid and has oozed all the way down to his dick?
Unsure about his prospects but not willing to let his hesitance show, Draluc extends his hand towards Ronald’s crotch. The man does not look at him, still stubbornly having his head turned away, but he does not stop the vampire either. As Draluc’s bony palm makes contact with the front of the bright red boxers, Ronald inhales sharply, but still does nothing to indicate he wants to stop.
Draluc palms the member through the fabric — it is burning hot, even with the fabric in between his hand and Ronald himself. The sensation makes Draluc hum out, which causes Ronald mumble out an annoyed and embarrassed “shut the fuck up.”
A situation like would normally be where Draluc gets killed — the close distance between them and the feeling of doing something forbidden have all the hallmarks of an incoming punch. Draluc almost expects to be dusted like he normally would, but Ronald seems too preoccupied with the building pleasure to do anything.


The situation is strangely exhilarating, Draluc finds himself thinking. The feeling of being in control of a beast of a man like Ronald makes his head hum and swirl in expectation.


With the newfound illusion of dominance and Ronald’s heavy breathing ringing like a mantra in his ears, Draluc hooks his finger into the waistband of the boxers and brings them down enough for the human’s member to pop out. Ronald inhales, but he does not have the chance to say whatever he is thinking of, because Draluc grabs his dick without hesitation and brushes his thumb over the head. Ronald’s inhale turns into a shaky moan and he grabs Draluc’s shoulder for balance — for a second the vampire thinks he is getting killed, but it turns out Ronald is just seeking for something to hold onto. The human’s knuckles are white with how firmly he is grabbing the fabric.


For a moment, only Ronald’s breathing and the low humming of the refrigerator and the air condition echo in the living room. Draluc moves his hand up and down Ronald’s manhood, alternating between different speeds and grips, slipping his thumb over the sensitive head every once in a while — Draluc might not actively touch his own member, but he still has centuries of more experience than Ronald, and it shows in the man’s reactions. Every time Draluc moves his hand in a new way, Ronald’s entire body bounces, and a shaky moan escapes his throat. He has also begun leaning forward towards Draluc heavily, not seeming to be able to hold his posture up anymore.


“Shit— Fucking sand—” Ronald groans.


Draluc just shushes him and laughs.


“Would you like to go further, hm?” the vampire inquires softly, leaning closer to Ronald’s ear. He hopes the atmosphere is enough to urge the human forward.


“Further?” Ronald asks, baffled and breathy, and seemingly not entirely present in the current reality. Draluc only hums in response, hoping the man catches what he means.


“You mean—? Wouldn’t you need to prepare for that?” Ronald stammers, as if his tongue has stopped working.


“Huh?” Draluc is mildly surprised the cherry boy is even aware of preparations needed between men, and pulls back a little bit to look at Ronald’s red face, “I’ve already prepared.”


“You whaHHGLHSLSHl?” Ronald keeps on tripping over his words, “A-a-at what point?”


“Don’t question it.” Draluc hums and gives Ronald’s dick a few more agonizingly slow pumps. He does not need to know that Draluc had taken care of himself in the coffin before this, “Do you want to do this or not? I can go back to sleep.”


He is bluffing — it is barely past midnight, there is no way he is going to sleep — but he hopes that the urgency of the situation and his hand on Ronald’s cock will make the human take the bait.


The tactic seems to work, because Ronald does not take long to form an answer.


“Fuck— Okay.” the man breathes out, biting his teeth together in what Draluc assumes must be frustrating arousal, “But nothing weird better happen. If this turns out to be a joke, I will fucking end you.”


Draluc laughs low in his throat.


“Yes, yes. Lose the pants and the shirt,” the vampire says and rises up from the sofa, “I’ll grab a few things.”


Draluc picks up a large bath towel from the closet and spreads it on the cushions while Ronald is pulling his shirt over his head. Next, Draluc grabs a handful of condoms — unbelievable, these came in handy, after all — and a bottle of lubricant from his coffin.


“I’ve heard—” Ronald swallows, having finished taking off his top, looking unsure, “—That vampires can’t catch human diseases, is that true?”


“Yes. Humans can’t catch vampire diseases either.” Draluc says and chucks a condom towards the human’s red face. He then sits down and throws the unused ones somewhere under the sofa. “That still doesn’t mean you should go in raw.”


“I know!” Ronald croaks out, fumbling with the foil package he has just received. Draluc watches the tomfoolery unfold for about two seconds, before impatience takes over and he grabs the packet back from Ronald’s hand.


“Where have you even heard about diseases between vampires and humans?” Draluc asks as he rips the packet open with his sharp teeth.


“It’s a pretty common plot-point in AVs.” Ronald mumbles while busying himself with kicking off his boxers.


Huh? Ronald has been watching vampire AVs? That is new information. Vampire-themed adult-entertainment is certainly a large industry, but Draluc has not seen any DVDs of the kind in Ronald’s (not so) secret stash.


Well, that hardly matters right now. As long as Draluc does not have to scrape any bodily fluids out of himself at the end of the night, he is content with the fact that they are on the same page with this.


He is also, frankly, way too aroused to question Ronald’s answer. His dick is in no better shape than Ronald’s is, and the back of his abdomen is aching with urgent numbness.


“Did you hear that,  Ronald Junior?’” Draluc leans down towards Ronald’s manhood, talking directly towards the shaft and giving it a couple slow thrusts with his non-occupied hand. “You need to suit up.”


A firm chop comes down and lands of Draluc’s head, turning him into dust. Ah, should have expected that at some point. It is still quite surprising that it took this long for Ronald to kill him, though.


“You said there would be nothing weird. Stop talking to my fucking dick.” Ronald growls, sounding impatient.


Draluc revives and decides to move things along. Better get this going quickly before Ronald comes to his senses — if the man already killed him once, nothing is stopping him from doing it again. The vampire takes the unwrapped condom and carefully pulls it over Ronald’s member, earning a long and drawn out moan out of the man, and kicks off his own pants and boxers.


The shirt and the apron stay on. It is all part of the plan — Draluc does not know how Ronald would react upon seeing the vampire’s erect dick (or any erect dicks, for that matter), so it is best to keep it hidden under the long front of the apron. The housewife-aesthetic will also probably help him get what he wants.


Ronald, however, seems to have other ideas: the man begins grabbing and pulling the fabrics of the shirt and apron upwards, as if urging Draluc to pull them off. He seems adamant, so Draluc decides not to fight against the force and takes off all of his clothes and chucks them onto the floor with all the others. Normally he would be more worried about wrinkles in the fabrics, but now is not the time.

He has to admit that it is a weird turn of events, considering that Draluc thought the housewife-aesthetic was Ronald’s newest thing. Maybe it is some sort of virgin-obsession to be completely naked during sex. All Draluc can hope is that Ronald will not change his mind once he is reminded how sickly thin the vampire’s frame is.


Draluc would have thought Ronald would have at least flinched from the sight of his body and dick, but apparently not: instead, the man seems fascinated by the raised ribs and protruding hip bones in front of him, staring at the exposed thin body with blown out pupils. He almost looks like he is about to reach out his hand and touch Draluc’s frame in a haze, before seemingly coming back to his senses and stopping.


“You said that you prepared, right?” Ronald asks, blinking a few more times than normal, probably to clear his head a bit. There is a bead of sweat running down his neck.


“Yes, you don’t need to do anything” Draluc answers and settles down on his back onto the sofa. He grabs a pillow to prop his lower body up a bit, and raises his legs up into an M-shape. He offers Ronald a bottle of lubricant from the floor. “Take this.”


Ronald places one hand on Draluc’s raised knee and accepts the bottle with the other. He pops open the lid with his thumb and glances at Draluc in quick disbelief before pouring a liberal amount onto his hand and slicking up his cock with the viscous liquid.


Draluc watches as Ronald seems to get a little too excited with touching his own dick and has to physically tear his own hand away in order to stop. The man quickly wipes his palm onto the towel beneath them and places that hand onto Draluc’s other knee.


The situation seems weirdly convenient, Draluc realizes: there had been hardly any foreplay, or much convincing, but Ronald still seems awfully eager to do this. Draluc briefly wonders where the catch is — is he the one being pranked here? Is Ronald about to pull the biggest joke of the century on him for all the times he has teased the man? Is the press going to burst through the door and write the newest smash-hit article titled  The Vampire Gets Ready to Be Anally Penetrated In No Time ?


The thoughts do not last long, because the next second Draluc feels Ronald lining himself up to the slicked hole between his legs.


Ah. This seems to really be happening.


“Should I—” Ronald begins asking. The man does not manage to get the whole sentence out of his mouth before the vampire answers back with a short and final “Yes.”


Ronald closes his eyes, breathes in, and starts pushing in slowly.


The first few centimeters go in without a hitch, and all that Draluc feels is the pleasant and numbing sensation of being filled. The feeling shoots a jolt of pleasure straight through his dick, which stands tall on his stomach. Draluc bites his lip just to keep himself from moaning out, because he is not sure how Ronald would react if the vampire under him suddenly started making sounds of pleasure right at the very beginning.


However, problems start arising once Ronald pressed deeper and it becomes evident that he is considerably thicker than anything Draluc has in his collection of toys. What began as a pleasant sensation turns into a constricting and burning pressure in Draluc’s abdomen, and he has to start taking in heaving breaths of air just to keep himself from dying.


Once completely buried inside, Ronald stops. Draluc has never been impaled by a wooden stake (thank god for that), but this is what he imagines it must feel like — if the stake was also on fire. And possibly not made out of wood at all, but molten silver instead.


It is burning hot, is what Draluc means. The difference between their body temperatures feels like it is going to set him on fire from the inside. His entire body is pulsating in an indescribable way.


Apart from the heat, Ronald’s dick is also bigger than the practice toy Draluc had bought — even though Draluc is experienced, the real thing still feels like it is splitting him open little by little. Draluc’s body is so thin that he can even see the outline of Ronald’s dick bulging out of his stomach slightly. The vampire feels a sudden panic rise from the back of his head: partly because he did not think such anatomic anomaly was even possible, and partly because he is afraid that Ronald is going to see the outline of his own member and wither in sudden disgust.


That does not seem to be the case, however. Ronald takes in heaving breaths, his blue eyes nailed on Draluc’s stomach, pupils blown wide open.


“Holy shit,” the man breathes and reaches out his hand to touch Draluc’s bulging stomach “You okay?”


The touch feels like it is leaving behind burns wherever Ronald’s skin meets Draluc’s. The vampire closes his eyes and breathes in and out a few times before answering.


“Yeah.” Draluc heaves, trying his best to relax against the intrusion. He is not able to do so completely, but after a short while he feels like he might have gotten used to the sensation, just a little bit.


“Okay, Move. But slowly” Draluc croaks, urging Ronald to forward.


Ronald does as he is told and starts pulling back. Both of the men exhale, both sounding pained but probably from two very different reasons.


Draluc’s legs immediately start turning into ash, the falling dust starting from his toes and slowly climbing up his shins with every centimeter Ronald moves.


“I can’t,” Draluc groans, “Too much— I’m going to die.” The vampire starts slapping Ronald’s arms, urging him to stop moving.


“I don’t think I can stop.” Ronald breathes, eyes closed tightly. He keeps pulling out, slower now, but still moving.


“Finger—” Dralic whines through his teeth, “—Give me your finger.”


“W-what?” Ronald breathes out.


Draluc does not wait for a more coherent answer (to be fair, Ronald might not even be in a position to offer one, judging by the heated look in his eyes). Instead, Draluc grabs one of Ronald’s wrists, brings the human’s hand closer to his face and chomps his teeth down on the first finger that comes into close enough contact with his mouth.


A thick taste of iron of blood spreads into Draluc’s mouth, and by a primal reflex, he swallows.


Ronald lets out a pained yell and immediately pulls his hand back, as if burned. He also, finally, stops moving, his dick halfway out of Draluc.


A few drops of blood splatter down from Ronald’s bleeding finger onto Draluc’s chin and chest.


“HEY! What the FUCK did you do?!”


Draluc does not have to answer: his legs regenerating at an accelerated rate serves as an answer in itself. Even Ronald seems to catch on as to what is happening.


“O-oh. Shit.” the man stammers, face red. The blood from Ronald’s finger keeps dripping onto Draluc’s newly regenerated legs and rolling further down against the pale skin. The contrast between the two colors looks almost unnatural.


“Don’t waste that, young man.” Draluc commands with a raspy voice.


Ronald does not answer, but seems to understand the implication. He brings his hand to hover above Draluc’s mouth, which the vampire shakily opens.


Crimson drops fall down and the coppery taste fills Draluc’s mouth again. It is not even close to the most exquisite flavours he has tasted, but it is rich and spreads a pleasant numbness down his throat. With a hazy head, Draluc realizes that technically he is the one who has created this very blood — his food and care has built Ronald’s muscles, bones, blood and his very being. This is his creation.


The thought feels as if it lights up every single nerve in Draluc’s frame and causes a full-body shudder to run through him. The discomfort fades and gets replaced by a swirling heat that travels through the vampire’s blood vessels and causes his spine to go numb. His dick feels so hard it just might burst. Clearly something about the situation is appealing to Ronald as well, because instead of the man’s cock wilting, Draluc can feel it swell and twitch where it is still buried halfway inside him.


The bleeding from the finger does not last for long. The drops dry up, and Ronald retreats his hand, placing it back to its original stead on Draluc’s raised knee. Draluc, in turn, pats his lower abdomen a few times with a shaky hand — he is not even sure if he is checking the regeneration ability or if he is trying to somehow feel Ronald’s half-pulled-out dick through his own stomach.


The two lock eyes, both breathing heavily. The few stray drops of blood shine darkly against Draluc’s pale skin, and Ronald’s blue eyes stare back at him under the silver bangs. The mood in the room has shifted significantly: Draluc cannot even think of a clever joke to say, the thick atmosphere having filled his brain and tethered his tongue onto the bottom of his mouth. The heat keeps swirling and pulsating inside of him.


“Okay,” Draluc breathes in, “You can continue.”


“Next time—” Ronald begins and starts slowly moving back deeper “— how about you fucking ask before biting me.”


Draluc tries to inquire  ‘What next time?’  but before he manages to get even the first syllable out, Ronald’s cock brushes against the nerves inside of him. The only sound that escapes out of Draluc’s throat is a breathy yell, something between a croak and moan, and his entire frame spasms. Something might have turned into dust, just now, but whatever it was has returned back immediately. The effect of live blood is amazing.


“Was that bad?” Ronald asks, clearly biting his teeth together by the sound of his voice. He does not stop moving until he is completely buried inside Draluc again.


“No, no, no nonono, it’s good,” Draluc pants, not bothering to look at the man and keeping his dazed eyes fixated on the ceiling instead. To be fair, most of his field of vision is flashing in white anyway. “Keep going. Faster.”


Ronald does not hesitate, and begins to build a fumbling and somewhat awkward rhythm of pushing and pulling. That suits Draluc’s hazy brain just fine — as long as the man keeps moving, he keeps hitting the nerves inside of him. Waves of heat pass vertically and horizontally through Draluc’s frame with every unsure thrust Ronald makes, and as the pace accelerates further, Draluc begins to let out a broken record of moans deep from his throat. Ronald does not sound much different, breathing heavily and groaning low every time Draluc cramps up when a good spot is hit.


Through the haze, Draluc does not know what to do with his hands or arms while laying on his back: he tries holding the towel in his fists desperately, tries grabbing a pillow and even his own dick, but none of it works to stop the shudders that run through him. In a last ditch effort, he begins to shift his weight onto one side, but Ronald takes matters into his own hands and just flips the vampire around completely like he is made of the lightest paper. Now on his stomach, face smashed into a pillow, Draluc can hold onto the towel-covered sofa cushion under him while Ronald grabs his waist with both hands and resumes thrusting. The man’s fingers bore into Draluc’s skin so tight they feel like they’re grabbing his actual organs through the bones.


What Ronald lacks in technique, he most certainly makes up for in enthusiasm and vigor — the man cannot aim for the good spot inside Draluc even if his life depended on it, but he certainly seems to have endless amounts of stamina. To be fair, Ronald probably does not even realize  he should be aiming somewhere   and is just lost in chasing his own pleasure, but Draluc can make up for it: thanks to the new position, he can meet Ronald’s thrusts halfway and change the angle ever so slightly to better reach the nerves inside him.


Draluc does not know if it is the blood, the atmosphere, or the fact that the object of his obsessions is actually balls deep inside of him, but everything feels like it is on fire. There is no way this is good sex in any way, shape or form — there is no technique, no rythm, and Ronald is just going at it without any care for him — but it feels way too incredible nonetheless.


Draluc keeps slobbering into the pillow, whatever small amount of blood still left in his mouth staining the pillowcase a red hue.


“I’m starting to—” Ronald begins, completely out of breath. Draluc knows what the man means, for he is not very far behind, “Can I?”


“Yes,” Draluc breathes out, face against the red soaked pillow. Even if Ronald finishes first, he is sure he can work something out for himself. “Do it.”


Ronald begins to accelerate his thrusts relentlessly, leaning most of his weight on the vampire and grabbing his hips with so much force that Draluc feels like his entire lower body might dislocate. His bones creak, as if threatening to break under Ronald’s weight, and some part of him might have turned into dust again — he is not sure which, maybe his ears or toes — but it does not matter. Only broken moans escape from Draluc’s throat as he slobbers onto the pillow, the burning in his entire body starting to approach the edge.


Ronald’s shaky hand finds its way to Draluc’s abandoned dick. Draluc tries to open his mouth to explain that he does not need that — that he does not jerk off, that he has not gotten anything out of touching his dick for decades — but as soon as Ronald’s rough hand grabs his manhood and gives it a pump on the same uneven rhythm as his thrusts, Draluc immediately tenses up and culminates at the very same second. The vampire screams into the pillow, voice breaking and head going utterly blank in a flash. White splatters shoot out from his dick onto the towel laid on the sofa.


Through the intense cramping of his body and the white noise rushing in his ears, Draluc vaguely hears Ronald curse something incomprehensible. The man tenses up behind him and stops moving, heavily leaning on Draluc’s waist, his dick seated deep inside. Ronald lets out a guttural moan, and even though his brain is filled with flashing lights, Draluc still realizes what is currently happening. The realization itself is arousing enough to make him tense up and moan in return, and had it been physically possible for him to finish again, he probably would have.


The two stay connected for a while, Ronald’s weight leaning heavily on Draluc’s hips. Draluc’s body keeps repeating small cramps, until they eventually become shallower and mellow out into an all-encompassing fatigue. The white noise in his head makes way to the sound of the real world — the hum of the refrigerator and air conditioning return, as does the sound of Ronald’s deep breathing from behind him.


With a final shaky exhale, Ronald slowly pulls out and lets go of Draluc’s hip. The vampire’s spent body unceremoniously slumps down onto the sofa. Draluc realizes that Ronald was probably the only thing holding him up a while ago. Something has definitely turned into dust, now — and yet again, he is not sure which part of his body it is. Maybe his legs. Maybe his organs. Maybe his entire brain.


The weight on the sofa shifts. Draluc turns his neck around to have a look: Ronald is fumbling with his still latex covered dick, seemingly trying to decide how to approach the situation of condom removal.


“Do you know how to take it off?” Draluc asks, breathy.


“Shut up,” Ronald groans, embarrassed and out of breath as well, “I’m trying.”


With some (frankly, cringeworthy) stubling, Ronald manages to peel the condom off of himself and tie the thin latex onto a knot. He makes brief, red-faced eye contact with Draluc before getting up from the sofa and disappearing out of the vampire’s sight. Draluc hears the sound of one of the kitchen trash cans opening, and prays that Ronald chose to chuck the condom into the right one.


He also realizes he is laying in his own cum, so his stomach has turned disgustingly sticky. Draluc briefly wonders if he should call for Ronald to bring him some paper towels, but ultimately decides that he is too tired for it. He needs to die and regenerate to reset the effects of the fatigue, so Draluc lets himself get absorbed into the comforting void of death and slowly crumbles into ash on the sofa.


He apparently had spent a few moments longer than normal in his dusty state, because when he regains his humanoid state and sits up on the sofa, Ronald is already standing in the living room, wearing clothes and seemingly having cleaned himself up somewhat. He is drinking from a bottle of water, and his bangs are still glued onto his forehead with sweat. Upon realizing Draluc is back, Ronald sets down his water onto the floor and offers Draluc a small glass bottle of milk from his other hand. The vampire accepts it — the bottle has come straight from the refrigerator, judging by the coldness of the glass surface. The difference in temperature feels pleasant against his skin, which is still warmer than normal despite the death reset.


“Goddamn, for a second I thought you had died for real.” Ronald comments, crossing his arms over his chest and shifting his weight from one leg to another in an awkward and slightly angry manner.


Actually dying seems to be an ongoing theme with these kinds of situations, does it not? Yes, the dick was good, but not  die for real and never come back   kind of good. When Draluc first caught Ronald in the act, Ronald had also thought he died for good back then.


Draluc gulps down the milk from the bottle in his hand and assesses the situation. It is great that Ronald cleaned himself up, but what about him? The vampire is just about to comment that he needs a few damp paper towels, when he realizes that his stomach does not feel sticky anymore. A quick glance downwards confirms that indeed, his lower body is free of any bodily fluids.


Did the— did the cum smeared on his stomach absorb back into his body while he turned into dust? That is convenient. And weird. And kind of lewd. But still convenient.


The towel on the sofa still needs to be washed, though. Same goes for the pillow that is soaked Draluc’s saliva and leftover blood. Draluc sets the now empty glass bottle down onto the floor next to the sofa, bundles the dirty towel up and plops in into Ronald’s lap. The pillow case follows suit.


“Put these in the laundry basket. I’ll take care of them later.”


Ronald takes the bundles of fabric and obediently disappears into the bathroom. Meanwhile Draluc peels himself off the sofa, legs wobbly, and goes to rummage through his casket to find himself a night gown and a fresh pair of underwear. Just as he finishes putting on the garments, Ronald appears back into the living space, now free of laundry.


Ronald keeps fidgeting awkwardly where he is standing near the bathroom door, as if he does not know where to go. His face is red again.


Draluc is a bit baffled by the situation. Does Ronald want to have a casual pillow talk or something? Draluc blinks in confusion, but decides to make his way back to the sofa and sits down. Ronald follows suit and sits next to the vampire.


“The blood— Was it okay?” Ronald begins stiffly, “I thought you only wanted to drink from virgins?”


“But you are a virgin.” Draluc deadpans.


“Shut the fuCK UP!” the man roars, his face heating up, and smacks Draluc dead. No amount of live blood can make the vampire survive such a violent affair, so Draluc accepts his fate and crumbles onto a mountain of dust.


Ah, right, Ronald technically just graduated from virginity.


This has to be the most bizarre pillow talk in the history of all pillow talks, Draluc thinks, as he revives and sits back on the sofa.


“I mostly drank the blood out of necessity. Not the finest drink I’ve ever had.” the vampire clears his throat, “Overall, it was good. Great.”


The last comment is not about the blood, and Draluc’s face heats up slightly from the thought. Ronald must have caught on to the meaning, because the man stays silent and seems awfully interested in staring at his own knees instead of answering anything. Draluc can see that Ronald’s face is red, and the contrast in color between his silver hair and the flushed cheeks seems almost inhumane.


Ronald’s entire body radiates heat next to Draluc as both of them stay silent. The vampire realizes he has to say something, otherwise the situation will get too awkward.


“What about you, though? Was that better than  ‘Fallen Housewives vol. 5 - Special Edition ♡’   ?” Draluc asks, grinning slighlty — no matter what has happened between them, it is still easy to fall back into his teasing ways.


“HEY!” Ronald’s face flushes further in embarrassment and the man smashes his fist angrily through Draluc’s body once more. “Why are you going through my goddamn closets?”


“I’m the one who cleans the house. Of course I’m going to find things.” Draluc answers, slithering around his seat on the sofa, still in a dusty state. “Don’t be shy now, young man.”


Ronald groans.


“That AV was NTR, so I didn’t even like it.”


In a surprise, Draluc regenerates his body enough so that his head rests on the top of the dust pile.


“Woah, a vanilla gorilla.” the vampire blinks in mock-surprise, and receives a firm and angry chop onto his head again.


If it is easy for Draluc to fall back into playfully bullying Ronald, it seems that it is just as easy for the human to fall back into the habit of constantly killing him. The thought is surprisingly comforting and warm — despite what they had just done, nothing has changed between their dynamic.


Draluc pulls himself up from the pile of ash and settles back onto the sofa.


“And the vampire AVs you mentioned?” he cannot help but ask.


“The internet exists.” Ronald answers, crossing his arms. His face is still impressively crimson. “Why do you even care?”


Draluc shrugs. He just likes to tease. Still, it is intriguing that Ronald has been dabbling into vampire-themed videos even before this. Probably not blackmail-worth information, though, considering that Ronald did just  have sex with an actual vampire . The time to joke about vampire AVs seems to have passed, unfortunately, but there will always be new things to tease Ronald about.


“Well, I can see your browsing history if I log into the Wi-Fi router control panel.” Draluc whistles mischievously.


Ronald makes a dumbfounded face.


“How do you have access to that? I thought I was the only one with the login.”


“I upgraded the internet for the office just recently.”


“WHAT. HOW.” Ronald screams, sounding panicked and angry now, “With WHAT?”


“With your bank information, obviously. The internet company had it on file when I called them.” Draluc answers, playfully waving his hand, “Your old internet plan was so much slower than the one I had in the castle, I just couldn’t live with it. Livestreaming was lagging constantly.”


Draluc does not even have time to react as Ronald launches on top of him in annoyance. The vampire screams and explodes into sand upon impact.


“I swear to fucking god you’re dead meat!” Ronald yells as he starts smushing Draluc’s dust around the sofa with his hands violently. The vampire can do little more than yelp and beg for forgiveness.


Well, he might have brought this upon himself.


The onslaught on the sofa goes on for a short moment, until Ronald abruptly stops. Draluc cannot see what is going on and why the attack has come to a halt, so he renegades enough to have his upper body back and takes a peek at Ronald.


The man’s face is red again, his pupils wide and breath heaving slightly. Draluc notices that one of Ronald’s hands is fumbling somewhere under the sofa — the realization of  ‘wait, that is where the extra condoms fell when we began’ .  hits Draluc’s brain.


“Draluc. Your dust... Do you think that it would be possible to—”


“No! You can’t seriously be considering that!” the vampire cuts Ronald off in panic before he can finish the sentence.



The two of them do end up considering and testing  that in practice for the next hour, with varying results.


  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Both of my betas asked if the AV description was real or if I made it up: I made it up, and it was super fun - probably the best part of writing this chapter tbh.
My original plan for this chapter was along the lines of “Yes, I’m going to write smut that accurately describes how awkward it is to have sex”. But then I realized what kind of ridiculous manga Kyuushi is and I abandoned all that. Fuck it. It’s porn-logic in here, folks. Sorry if any of you expected a groundbreakingly realistic depictions of ass-fucking. This is what my brain produced instead.
Next chapter is well underway and comes out when stars align. The comments and my twitter are open in the meantime.


        

      







            

  


  
    
      Chapter 4: Water and oil
    


    


      
        Notes:

          Hello! It’s been a long few weeks but here I am, presenting you with my content like a cat dumping a dead bird at its owner’s feet (a very apologetic cat, because this chapter is way too fucking long: over 14k words. Sorry about that.)
I had some trouble birthing this one, so I apologize if anything is off. I feel like the last chapter was much stronger in many regards, but I guess ebbs and flows in the quality are to be expected sometimes. While I have had the entire outline of this fic done for a long-ass time, bringing the text out always takes some finessing. Luckily this is not award-winning piece of fine literature, so at the end of the day, a little shittiness is to be expected.
I really have to thank you all for the support you’ve been giving this fic so far! I can’t thank you enough. I’ve had a blast reading and answering your comments, they are so encouraging, so wonderful, so funny aaaAAH!! How can I ever repay you for all the support ;__;
Also as usual, big thanks to my betas for correcting all my stupid mistakes and suggesting better alternatives for wording stuff. Also thanks for newfound pals at vampire disco who just let me shitpost constantly while I was procrastinating with this chapter.

Just like last time, please check the new tags to see what you’re getting into. Obviously previous tags still apply as well.
EDIT: This chapter now has art! Made by WyvernQuill. But don't look yet, it's a spoiler for the end of this chapter.  Here's the link anyway, but I suggest you only peek at it after reading. There's a link at the end of the chapter too, so don't worry.



            
            (See the end of the chapter for  more notes.)
            

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    Ever since that night, a sporadic game of tag has been established between Draluc and Ronald.

***
Recently, Ronald has been  hovering around him — that is the best way Draluc can describe the man’s newfound curious habit.
The particular act of hovering manifests in various different ways depending on the situation: during extermination jobs, Ronald sticks just barely closer to Draluc’s side than previously; during cooking he sometimes offers to help prepping the vegetables; sometimes he looks like he is about to open his mouth and say something, but always backs out at the last second.
Most of the hovering still ends up with Draluc being killed in one way or another, usually because the vampire just physically cannot help himself from cracking a joke at the man’s expense (or when Draluc offers Ronald a celery to prepare, just to mess with him), so nothing has really changed in the end.
The hovering had begun shortly after  that night. Much like with their first  very specific incident,  the two have not talked about what had happened — however, that does not mean that their most recent shared occurrence has been hastily buried and ignored like the first one. Far from it: it has come up continuously between them, just not in the form of talking.
The recent times have been interesting, to say the least. Pleasurable. Very entertaining for a hedonist like Draluc.
Despite everything, their daily life goes on: currently, Draluc is busy cooking dinner, just like any other day.
“Hey shit sand,” Ronald scoots closer to the vampire standing in front of the stovetop, the bottoms of his indoor slippers swishing against the floor.
He has been hovering, again.
Draluc lifts his eyes from the scorching frying pan where two beef steaks are resting in a bubbling mixture of soy sauce, sake, water and sugar. The garlic from the ingredient list has been substituted with spring onion and ginger for obvious reasons, but Draluc is still proud of the recipe he has crafted.
Ronald is looking at him with darkened eyes through his silver bangs. Draluc blinks a few times — not entirely sure how he is expected to react at the suddenly initiated conversation — until he glances downwards and realizes what the human is trying to hint at.
There is a clear tent in the front of Ronald's college pants.
“Wow! Pathetic!” Draluc laughs out in surprise, “How did you manage to do that? I’m literally just cooking. That’s absolute virgin behaviour.”
Ronald grinds his teeth together.
“Not a virgin.” he grumbles between his tight jaws, clearly annoyed, but has — by some miracle — not killed Draluc yet despite the continuous teasing.
“Tsk tsk tsk, young man,” Draluc wags his bony finger, smirking, “Being a virgin is a mindset, not a physical state.”
“Shut up! You can’t just make up rules.” Ronald complains, irritated, “Do I have to take a dick up my ass to not be considered a virgin or something?”
“Maybe you do.” Draluc laughs and shrugs at the ridiculous comment, purely sarcastic. He is merely taunting him — Ronald is obviously not a virgin (Draluc should be the one to know), but for some reason the topic is still a sore point for him, which continues to make it prime ammunition and endless entertainment for the vampire.
The mixture of soy sauce, sake, water and sugar continues boiling in the pan, slowly being reduced into a thick sauce.
“John will be out for a while, you know.” is all Ronald says after a few seconds of silence. He does not have to mention anything else to make his point across — Draluc understands the implication clearly as a cloudless night.
“And beef steak is a very time-sensitive dish to prepare, you know. Too much heat and it’ll be overcooked.” Draluc feigns ignorance, grabbing a pair of thick wooden cooking-chopsticks from the counter and turning one of the steaks over on the pan. He can practically feel Ronald’s dark and heated eyes following his every move.
Draluc turns off the gas from the stove and places the chopsticks back on the counter.
“So, it’s great that I just finished these. Convenient timing, don’t you think?”
The vampire looks at the human, moving the pan to an unused stovetop. He hears as the still-hot sauce continues bubbling on its own even when the pan is placed on the cold surface. He has a faint hunch that the steaks might end up turning overdone, but such is the fate of things that are left in the heat for too long.
***
Ever since that night, a sporadic game of tag has been established between Draluc and Ronald.
Well, to be fair, not much  establishing has been going on: neither of the two have discussed the situation, instead falling into an unspoken agreement of tangled limbs, dust, nights that stretch far too close to dawn, and trash that gets very quickly taken out the next morning. Rather than anything being established, things have just  happened: what they have created is a complex yet intriguing territory of unspoken and physically demonstrated desire. Most often it manifests itself in the form of Ronald and Draluc catching each others’ line of sight in a knowing manner just as John is leaving the apartment for his various hobbies, or in the adrenaline-laced aftermath of a night’s extermination job.
A lot of things between them have just  happened abruptly  without much prefacing or greater logic: Draluc’s castle exploding, him moving into Ronald’s apartment, them starting to work together, Draluc accidentally walking in on Ronald, and whatever followed afterwards. This current development seems to be no exception to the rule — the peculiar situation has just fallen into its place by its own weight, dictated by what happened at the sofa on the night that started it all, their already heated dynamic and the rhythm of their day-to-day activities.
—The rhythm of which, naturally, keeps changing constantly: with the bizarre lives they live, no day or week of theirs is the same as the previous, with vampires to be apprehended, editors to be dodged and mischief to be caused. It is part of the fun for Draluc’s hedonistic mind, one of the driving forces that keeps him from ever seeing himself getting bored with Ronald. Their new arrangement is just a new layer of entertainment on top of it.
Sometimes there can be an entire week between anything happening between the two of them, with their daily lives continuing in a completely regular manner: Draluc takes care of the household and causes general havoc, while Ronald works as hard as ever, kills Draluc constantly, misses all his deadlines as usual and  hovers. 

And, well, at other times Draluc is grabbed by Ronald and thrown onto the first semi-vertical surface almost every night. Draluc also instigates their little game of tag from time to time, which Ronald seems to have qualms about — if the situation was not as beneficial and exciting as it is, Draluc would consider the man’s libido to be almost frighteningly high.
He offhandedly teases Ronald about it, from time to time. Depending on the situation, he sometimes receives an angry punch through the gut as a reply, dusting him in no time. Sometimes he receives something different altogether.
Well, perhaps Draluc should not be the one giving jabs about a scarily high libido, considering that whichever of them instigates the situation, he is always just as eager to go as Ronald is. Not to mention that ever since the first time on the sofa, Draluc’s dick has sprung back to life after decades of going unused, just as eager to be touched as the nerves inside of him. Whatever Ronald’s inexperienced hands awoke in the vampire, they sure succeeded in doing it well enough to undo centuries of memories brought upon by Draluc’s own hands.
Draluc has also been delighted to notice that Ronald has improved his aim during the act a lot. He has not even had to instruct the young man, as it seems like Ronald has quickly learned how to make him squirm and moan all on his own. The vampire had not expected the man to exhibit such interest in his pleasure, but surprising turns like these are in no way unpleasant.
The two have settled into a rotation of spaces that offer relative safety: the bathroom, their own living room, whichever downtown love hotel is the closest and cheapest to their current worksite. Or sometimes toilet stalls in the guild. Or any other lockable space,  lockable  being the key word, with as little outside interference as possible — they had tried the office-side of the apartment once too, but Hinaichi had popped out from under the floor, causing whatever the two of them had successfully popped  up  to go down faster than a sack of bricks.
Hence why, the space needs to be lockable. Or at least without any known residents living under the floor.
Needless to say, the office-side of their apartment is absolutely out of the question. Good thing they had not gone very far, that particular time, otherwise they might have had to fish Hinaichi’s shock-paralyzed body out from under the floor and report to Ronald’s brother why one of his underlings had suffered a premature heart attack while on a standard observation mission.
And speaking of observation—
Ronald’s habit of staring at Draluc has certainly not stopped. It is mildly surprising, considering that the vampire had dropped the fake housewife-y act — which had included him specifically cooking Ronald’s favorite foods, wearing the apron as much as possible (even when it had made no sense to be wearing one) and specifically putting a lot of effort into his hip movements and bending over while doing housework — as soon as it had become clear that their game would be an ongoing thing. Still, even Draluc reverting back to his usual self had not stopped the sometimes smoldering looks.
While it is unexpected, it is still entertaining — if Ronald is so keen on observing him, then he can engage in little human observation as well. Two can play this game.
It has taken Draluc some time, but learning to read and understand even the smallest of Ronald’s facial cues and behaviours has become a fascinating and absolutely exhilarating daily hobby for him: is Ronald staring at him from across the apartment because he is angry at some insignificant detail, or is it something else entirely?
Among other things, Draluc has learned that an eyebrow twitch means a certain incoming death. There are quite a few giveaways that indicate if he is about to be sanded in the next second or so.
And, well, a breath deeper than normal when Draluc passes by a little too close to Ronald means something else entirely. So does a long, dark stare from under the silver bangs when the human thinks Draluc is busy looking elsewhere.
Thus, their game of tag continues.
There is no fear of Ronald turning into a vampire from any of this: Draluc knows the man has been preemptively vaccinated thanks to his profession and gets his booster shots regularly. On top of that, Draluc has honestly started to wonder if his bite could even cause any sort of reaction to begin with — his clan and bloodline are incredibly strong, but he himself seems to be the exception to that rule in every conceivable way.
With no threat of unwanted pseudo-vampirism hanging in the air, Draluc is free to paint his mouth red any time he needs to — mostly out of necessity, just like during their first time. While the Draluc has gotten used to Ronald’s size reasonably well considering his physical limitations and general extreme fragility, the exterminator sometimes tends to forget his own brute-strength in the heat of the moment. Ronald hardly seems to mind a sudden mountain of sand on his lap or under him (which is one of the reasons Draluc would consider the man’s libido to be  frighteningly high,    since even a half-dead dusty vampire corpse is not enough to deter Ronald’s enthusiasm and vigor), but the vampire himself prefers not to die in the middle of things: dust does have a sense of feeling, but not anywhere near the sensitivity of what his actual body does.
Hence, the blood-drinking serves both of them well. Out of necessity, of course.
(Draluc is not sure, but he feels like the taste has started to improve recently. Perhaps he has just gotten used to the flavor; nothing in Ronald’s diet has changed, so that cannot be the reason why the blood seems sweeter every time it goes down Draluc’s throat. Maybe it is just a form of acquired taste.)
They have not talked about it — much like anything else regarding the matter — but an unvoiced mutual understanding hangs between them: biting the neck is absolutely out of the question. That somehow seems too intimate, way too lover-like. What they have is a sporadic game of tag, an entertaining hedonistic pursuit. Sometimes it almost feels like a business transaction: both of them are able to get what they want, and both of them mutually benefit from the situation. And when it comes to biting necks, Ronald’s hands are much easier to maneuver around in comparison — reaching out to sink his fangs into Ronald’s nape would require Draluc be the one to move in, which would inevitably end up with him dying, given that he is often mere seconds away from turning into a mountain of ash.
An array of bite marks often litter the tanned skin on Ronald’s fingers and forearms, all in different stages of the healing process.
While the blood flow generally stops within minutes, vampire bite marks have a distinct appearance, one that the exterminator’s friends would definitely take note of if left visible. As a result, various cupboards and drawers in the shared office-apartment have now been stocked with new packages of bandaids (some of which feature the most embarrassing cartoon pictures Draluc could get his hands on at the drugstore, just to mess with Ronald).
Once Ronald’s fingers had been so covered in bandaids that the other exterminators at the guild had started asking questions. Watching the man try and struggle to come up with an answer as to why he suddenly looked like he had engaged in arm wrestling with Edward Scissorhands had been beyond hilarious to Draluc: seeing the crimson flush rise up to the man’s skin and the angry and panicked face looking at the vampire for backup had almost made Draluc bark out a laugh. The vampire had offered no help, instead standing next to Ronald smugly, offering a teasing  ‘come on, tell them what you’ve been up to’ , eager to see what excuse Ronald’s no doubt short-circuiting brain would come up with.
What Ronald had ultimately chosen had been to sand Draluc with a well-aimed kick in the shin (as well as a loud  ‘Stop fucking smirking! I can’t concentrate!’) which had finally caused the vampire to step up to the job and lie that Ronald had been helping him peel potatoes for potato gratin a little too enthusiastically. Silver tongue had gotten Draluc out of undesirable situations before (and more importantly,  into  desirable ones), so making up a few amusing excuses for the hunters had been no task at all.
Obviously he had chosen a mildly humiliating excuse for Ronald — what kind of independent and successful 20-something-year-old would get their hands absolutely obliterated while peeling potatoes? An idiot gorilla in heat with a barely functioning brain, that’s who.
Draluc had, however, paid the price for embarrassing Ronald later in the night when he had been hastily thrown over Ronald’s shoulder like a sack of potatoes (or a sandbag, which would arguably be a more accurate metaphor) and angrily dragged into the nearest love hotel. Not that Draluc had minded — if teasing had worked, he might as well continue if the results and the payoff continued to be this intense.
Ronald had also gotten a new band-aid next to all the others in his hands during that night, so in the end the night’s result might have ended up as an overall win for Draluc. Not that they had been keeping score.
However, blood has turned out to not be the only fluid which effects Draluc has been feeling as of late.
A particularly curious set of events had started when the condoms the online store had sent as extras with Draluc’s orders had run out -- after which, in a heated moment, Draluc had given Ronald permission to just go in raw. Since no diseases had posed a problem for them, it had not seemed like a big deal at the time. They would just purchase a new packet the next time one of them would go to the local convenience store.
This had been when Draluc had learned that apparently his body is capable of absorbing more than just his own bodily fluids when in a dusty state. And that said bodily fluids hold similar regenerative effects as blood.
If he gets wiped down before dying, it is obviously another thing altogether. But if things are on him (or in him) while he dies, they disappear into the dust. The effects resemble that of blood — able to keep Draluc from dying through discomfort that would normally sand him in no time, but not strong enough to make him survive a punch or a kick.
Draluc has not told Ronald about his observation: frankly, he is not sure how the man would react. The regenerative effects of blood are to be expected when talking about vampires, but absorbing cum? Splooge? Manjuice? That is something straight out of an AV. While Ronald is not a virgin anymore, there are some things that could still cause his brain to permanently short-circuit, this possibly being one of said things.
Draluc is also fairly certain that if Ronald would find out that his seed, of all things, had technically become a part of his diet, Draluc would be in real danger of ending up in the streets with John, or permanently dead.
Is this even normal? Do other vampires experience this? Draluc does not know.
He cannot exactly turn on the VRC and ask help, either:  ‘Hello, lately I’ve noticed that my body has started absorbing some foreign bodily fluids, any ideas what is going on?’   The insane mad scientist director would probably keep him as a test subject for the unforeseeable future. No thank you, Draluc would like to continue living his life with the bizarre, entertaining and ever-changing rhythm he currently does, not being locked away to be observed by scientists.
He also does not want to imagine what kind of experiments this particular problem would be tested with.
To be fair, if Draluc really wanted to know, his grandfather could most likely find out the answer — he is the head of their clan, wise despite his unusual personality and has had close human acquaintances in the past — but Draluc somehow wants to ask help from him even less. How exactly would one even go about explaining the situation to a relative?  ‘Yes, grandfather, you see, the human friend I live with has been providing me with some sustenance lately, but not the blood-kind.’ 
So, no. For now, he does not get to know the reason behind how his body is acting and if any of it is normal.
But then again, very few things in their lives can be classified as normal.
Draluc has to admit that a small part of him is beyond thrilled to monopolize Ronald, to control all of him — his diet, his work, to use his body for his own sustenance. Draluc has even seen the pile of AVs in the back of Ronald’s closet shrink with the DVDs being returned to their original owners and the few remaining ones being reduced to nothing but expensive dust-collectors (and not vampire-dust, just actual regular dust from bring unused and untouched), so it is clear that Draluc has become the main source of pleasure for Ronald as well.
Draluc supposes it is the obsessive nature of higher vampires manifesting in him. Vampire lords have the tendency to get obsessed over their possessions, Draluc knows this: it is a well established fact, one he has considered many times.
Still, a suddenly appeared, persistent rational voice in his brain keeps telling him that this might be just  a slight bit excessive.   After all, Draluc does not recall ever wanting to monopolize one person — or anything else for that matter, not even John — this aggressively in his over 200 years of being alive.
The rational voice in Draluc’s brain insists that the two of them should absolutely talk about this entire thing sooner or later — their game of tag, all of it. But talking is dangerous: Ronald might end up looking at the situation in a critical manner and come to his senses about the whole thing. Draluc is not a cute, mature housewife; he is a lanky and extremely death-prone man, who spends most of his time teasing Ronald in one way or another.
So, he chooses to shove the rational voice deep into his brain, hoping that it does not make itself known for a long time.
Draluc is a hedonist, and he does not want to lose the one thing that has proven itself to be the most intriguing and entertaining of them all.
***
After some thorough ventilation of the apartment, a quick shower and dinner (the beef steaks did seem to end up getting just the tiniest bit overdone, but nothing so major that the gorilla would notice), Ronald receives an urgent work call.
“Sounded like an easy enough job,” the man in question ponders while pulling on his work clothes, “Are you gonna come with, shit sand?”
“Not this time, John will be home soon,” Draluc answers. He has just finished putting on the washing machine and makes his way back to the living space where Ronald is pulling on his jacket, “And I haven’t had the time to do daily missions on mobile games in a few days, so there’s that, too.”
“That’s the stupidest fucking reason I’ve ever heard.” Ronald states, and decides to deliver a kick onto Draluc’s knees in retaliation, causing the vampire to crumble down with a mock-hurtful shriek of  ‘rude!’ 
“Whatever, suit yourself. I’ll be back in a few hours tops.” the human continues with a hint of his usual irritation in his voice, waves his hand to signify that he is taking his leave. Draluc, now sufficiently de-sanded, waves back as he sits down on the sofa and pulls out his phone to open up one of the mobile games he has been neglecting as of late.
There are a few seconds of unusual silence with no sound of the office door opening or closing, only the whirring of the washing machine echoing from the bathroom. Draluc looks up from his screen and finds Ronald still standing in the doorway between the office and the living-space, hand on the doorknob, staring at the vampire on the sofa. Ronald has not opened the door to leave yet, and looks like he is contemplating whether or not to say something. There is a wrinkle between his eyebrows, just barely visible under his silver bangs.
“What? Got scared to go alone?” Draluc scoffs in a playful manner, grinning so wide that his fangs are exposed. The title screen music from his mobile game joins the other background noises in the apartment.
“Shut up, I’m going.” Ronald grumbles, rolls his eyes and finally opens the door to leave. If he had had something in his hand he probably would have thrown it straight at Draluc’s smirking mug with the power and might of an all-star pitcher at a baseball game.
The exterminator in red makes true of his words, steps into the office and closes the door behind himself. The sound of the front door opening and closing follows, and soon Draluc is left in the apartment alone.
Laying on the sofa, the vampire cycles through his various mobile games just like he had intended to: completing a particularly tedious event in one of the rhythm games (and dying out of sheer bitterness when he does not get a full combo in the event song), farming materials in the popular strategy RPG to level up his characters (even though he never manages to pull any good 5-star cards unless he forces Ronald to press the summoning-button for him) and uncharacteristically struggles to complete a new daily level in a puzzle game.
His fumbling with the puzzle game particularly bothers him — Draluc knows he has had some trouble with his thoughts lately, a rational voice in his mind sometimes bothering him, but this is the first time it has actually hindered his daily life to this extent.
He briefly wonders if he should have joined Ronald on the extermination after all, because the voice in his head is starting to make itself concerningly more notable each time he is alone.
Luckily, Draluc does not have to stay with his thoughts for long, as one very beloved ball of positivity arrives back home merely moments after the vampire has finished cycling through his dailies.
John greets his master at the door joyously, and Draluc cannot help but let a gentle smile sneak itself onto his face.
“Welcome back.” Draluc picks up his familiar and nuzzles the soft fur of the armadillo's stomach against his nose. Being close to John always spreads a warm sense of pride and affection into his ribcage, making him feel content.
He supposes that is how love feels like.
John laughs with a cheerful and enthusiastic  “Nuhuhu”   in response to Draluc’s actions, seemingly happy to give and receive such devoted affection.
“There’s dinner waiting.” the vampire continues as he begins walking into the kitchen, all the while petting the round ball of pure positive energy in his lap. John has no qualm about eating, of course, seemingly always happy to sample his master’s homemade food.
Draluc attentively prepares his beloved familiar a portion of the dinner he had cooked earlier: the juicy beef steak cut into bite-sized pieces, thickened brown sauce, and rice from the rice cooker. The plate takes a quick spin in the microwave, and afterwards, Draluc adds a serving of salad onto the side, John cheering him on with enthusiasm, and receives a loving pet on the head along with his plate.
There is still some extra sauce left in the frying pan even after John’s portion has been prepared — Draluc decides he will store that in the fridge for tomorrow, but only after spending some long-awaited quality time with his familiar: the two have not had as much time together as they have used to in the past: John is well loved in the local community and has developed a list of free-time activities that rival even the most enthusiastic of hobbyists. On the other side of things, Draluc has taken a more active part with the extermination jobs as of late, with more and more clients specifically requesting him to join Ronald on the ground level. The game-related jobs Autumn has been offering him have been increasing as well.
(Not to mention, John has sometimes been ushered out of their apartment with hastily thrown-together excuses such as going to the grocery store to pick up a specific item — be it a new bottle of dish soap or a packet of ground pork they do not actually need — just so that Draluc and Ronald could have a moment of privacy. Draluc is not particularly proud of those decisions, in highsight, as entertaining as the results of their private moments might be.)
The pair of the vampire and the armadillo sit on the dinner table for a long while, enjoying a shared minute of peace and contentment — a rare moment of lull in their normally chaotic lives. Draluc shares some of the recent daily highlights that John has missed while being out, most involving Ronald in one way or another, proudly shows off his progress in a few games and listens as John recalls the events of his recent outings.
It is pleasant, but the quiet lull also gives the rational part of Draluc’s mind the opportunity to start screaming at him once more. He needs to find something else to do to drown it out.
As John bounces off of the dining table and heads to the sofa to catch this week’s episode of a variety show he likes, Draluc takes the used plates left behind and places them into the kitchen sink.
Housework often manages to take his mind off of things, so perhaps it will provide some help, even now.
First, Draluc scrapes the rest of the sauce he made earlier in the day into a plastic container. The ingredients have combined together into a nice flavorful glace with a hint of sweetness from the sugar. Draluc places the container in the fridge to wait for tomorrow — the sauce will go nicely on dinner with some chicken, hamburger steak or possibly even salad. Harmonious flavors that melt together effortlessly and are prepared with love can easily be enjoyed with various things.
Only remnants of cooking oil are left behind in the frying pan after the sauce has otherwise been scraped clean. Draluc pulls on the dish gloves.
As he washes the pan and used plates in their small kitchen sink, Draluc shoves the stubborn rational voice so deep into his brain that he hopes it will not make an appearance for a while — he is not interested in playing whack-a-mole with his own thoughts, having to constantly shove inconvenient half-realizations back into the abyss.
This is fine. Life is normal, or as normal as theirs can ever get. Just as long as Draluc keeps the rational voice out, everything is fine.
It is for the best to think of the situation like he has done before — as a game, something to be entertained by.
Draluc watches as the remnants of the cooking oil from the frying pan wash away into the sewer. He knows that water and oil cannot be combined no matter the heat or other conditions applied to them, for their natural differences will always make them inevitably separate in the end.
***
Ronald has been awfully fidgety for the entirety of today’s extermination. As the odd pair of the human and the vampire are making their way home through the narrow and dimly lit side-streets after the day’s work, Ronald finally speaks.
“I want to try it.”
Draluc cocks his eyebrow.
“Want to try what?” the vampire asks. Despite his newfound interest in observing Ronald’s behaviours, he is not even remotely sure what the man is talking about.
Thinking back to today’s extermination offers no clues as to what Ronald could mean: the work request had been a standard one, with a client suddenly popping up at the office in the late evening and frantically begging for help with a suddenly appeared swarm of giant vampire-mosquitoes in her garden. She had specifically requested for Draluc to join as well, citing the fact she was a fan of Ronald’s books and wanted to see both of them in action, prompting the two of them to go as a duo — John had stayed back in the office due to the possible high risk of the day’s job.
Ironic, really, considering that John would be much more capable of defending himself than Draluc would ever be.
While Draluc is still busy wondering what Ronald could possibly be talking about, the man decides to answer. He is not looking at Draluc, walking a few steps ahead of the vampire, but Draluc can still see that the tips of Ronald’s ears are painted in red hue.
“Bottoming.”
The words slip off of Ronald's tongue as if he is trying to expel them as quickly as possible before the vampire asks again.
The surprise caused by Ronald’s answer hits Draluc so suddenly that his brain shuts down and forgets to cause a death-reaction, stopping him in his tracks and leaving him standing baffled in the middle of the street.
“Huh?” is the only sound the vampire successfully manages to croak out in his baffled state. His fingers might have turned into dust inside of his gloves just now.
Ronald finally stops too, turning around to face Draluc. He is refusing to make eye contact, insead stubbornly staring at the sides of the gray concrete buildings next to them.
“Remember, you said that I wouldn’t be a virgin anymore if I did that. That’s the only reason!”
That offhanded sarcastic comment Draluc had mentioned a few days ago? That had been nothing but a harmless joke, just a little bit of fun at Ronald’s expense. The man had graduated by Draluc’s own hand — by no means was he a virgin anymore, no matter how you looked at it.
Had Ronald been thinking about it this entire time? Draluc had never thought that human social constructs would run so deep in the consciousness of day-dwellers that even a slightest comment would send them doubting themselves.
The brief confusion and surprise in Draluc’s brain is quick to change back to his usual sly smugness as a particular realization emerges:
Now  this  could prove to be interesting. In no good conscience can Draluc refuse from something so entertaining. Not to mention, his dick  has  become useful again recently, thanks to Ronald. He might as well put it to use.
“Sure.” the vampire shrugs, effortlessly reverting back to his usual smug self. He resumes walking, catching up to the man in red — both in the outfit and in the face. Despite Ronald’s clear embarrassment and the topic at hand being something they have never addressed before, the two fall naturally into their habit of walking at the same pace side by side, just as they normally do.
“That doesn’t seem weird? You’re fine with that?” Ronald asks. He is studying Draluc from under his brow, finally seeming brave enough to make eye contact, most likely because Draluc showed interest in the proposition. Still, the vampire can see that Ronald seems suspicious of what he is saying.
“Why wouldn’t I be? I have a dick too, would be nice to sometimes get to—” Draluc begins, voice full of his usual boastfulness, but he does not have the chance to finish his sentence before Ronald aims a sharp high kick onto his ribs, sending dust flying through the street.
“Okay, fuck that, I don’t want to hear any more,” Ronald groans. He keeps walking stubbornly, not bothering to wait for the dust shattered all across the alleyway to regenerate, “If you’re fine with it, let’s just go home quickly.”
“Wouldn’t a hotel be better?” Draluc asks, reviving himself from the spread-out ashes, once again catching up to Ronald and matching his steps to the exterminator’s.
Ronald eyes the vampire next to him skeptically. The shadows of the street lights travel across his face as the two walk, but no amount of darkness can hide the red hue in Ronald’s face.
“That would mean John would be alone in the office for longer, is that okay?” the man asks.
“You underestimate my dear John, he is seven times older than you,” Draluc gives half of an eye roll and a half of a snort, “I think he can handle a few extra hours. Plus, I put today’s leftover beef stroganoff in the fridge, he will probably have a field day with it.”
A sound resembling something between a groan and an anguished moan escapes Ronald’s throat.
“Aah, fuck, I was looking forward to having that when we got home.” the exterminator wails, seeming genuinely disappointed about the prospect of missing out on Draluc’s home cooking.
“I thought you were interested in sampling a different kind of meat tonight.” Draluc cannot help but snicker, not willing to let such a delicious opportunity for a joke to pass him by, and instantly receives an angry and firm chop on the head as a reply.
“If you won’t shut up right now, I’m not doing this.” Ronald swears, watching as the vampire forms anew from the dust.
“Fine, fine.” Draluc lifts his hands in the air in a means of surrender. He can hold his tongue for a few hours if it means the reward is worth it — and this definitely seems like it will be.
“A hotel, then?”


The two have become rather well versed in the love hotel offerings of Shin-Yokohama and other surrounding areas in recent times, so it does not take long for them to find a suitable establishment in the dimly lit streets. They happen upon a relatively plain and casual looking hotel with reasonable rates, not nearly as flashy as some of the other ones: it is a perfect fit, being relatively close to the station so that the walk home is not too long but also so that the hotel is not entirely out in the open next to the train tracks. The pair has visited this particular establishment before, though the situation had been considerably more heated at that time, so Draluc’s memory of the amenities is hazy at best — all he can recall is staring at a cream-colored ceiling and electric waves of pleasure hitting him from every direction.
There is still plenty of time until dawn, so a time-slot of a few hours will do nicely and leave time for safe return to the apartment without Draluc burning into a crisp in the morning sun. The modern touch screen selection allows Draluc to take a peek at the different rooms on offer — if his memory serves him right, Ronald had just smashed his hand down on the first room that had popped up on the screen last time they were here and had practically thrown Draluc into the elevator and into the room.
As soon as they enter their designated room, Ronald declares that Draluc needs to take a bath first and ushers the vampire straight into the bathroom alone (accidentally killing him in the process by shoving him too way hard on the spine, then stubbornly pushing the mountain of dust into the tiled space before slamming the door shut, leading to the sound killing Draluc yet again.)
The vampire sets his clothes aside and steps into the shower.
Draluc has to admit that the atmosphere is completely different from the usual: normally the two of them do not talk, discuss roles or question the circumstances: their impatient steps bring them straight into the bed, the bathtub, sofa, or any similar surface. The current change in the situation does not necessarily bother Draluc — he excels in hedonistic pleasure search, getting what he wants and is the master of turning awkward situations into his favor by any means necessary. Ronald had seemed tense, but Draluc knows the man well enough to know that if things progress normally from here on out, Ronald’s porn-rotten brain will soon be taken over by different emotions and instincts
The change in atmosphere does, however, allow more opportunities for the rational part of Draluc’s brain to spring forth, the one that has been trying to make itself known in recent times. The one that Draluc has persistently been hammering down.
Someone is moaning in one of the adjacent rooms, and the ventilation shaft carries the sounds into the small tiled bathroom like an amplifier. Draluc has never paid attention to how paper-thin the walls in these establishments must be, because this is the first time his mind has ever registered any noise made by anyone other than the two of them.
Maybe the reason he has never heard anything from the other rooms before is because usually they themselves are the ones being loud.
Draluc does not take long in the bath — he does not sweat the same way humans do, nor does he need much cleaning. There is no need for preparation either, since their roles are going to be reversed tonight. With a quick shower to warm himself up — his body temperature is lower than that of humans, and even though it usually warms up to match Ronald’s during the course of the night, Ronald has still commented on it before — and some minimal washing, Draluc is done. He pulls on a complimentary bathrobe the hotel offers and emerges back into the bedroom.
Upon the vampire’s quick return, Ronald is sitting on the bed, having taken his hat and jacket off and discarded them onto a nearby sofa. He is still wearing his usual pants and black turtleneck, the latter of which is sticking onto every sweat-slicked contour of skin.
The two make eye contact — Draluc curiously and Ronald red-faced with what must no doubt be embarrassment. He is gripping a bottle of lubricant in his fist so hard it looks like it is threatening to explode.
“Want me to help? I’m sort of the expert here.” Draluc offers and sits down next to the man on the bed. As a response, Ronald springs up abruptly as if being within a touching distance is going to burn him.
“No! I’ll do it in the bath myself” the exterminator shouts, eyes darting around the room as if to find something — anything — to look at, other than the vampire.
Okay, fair. The two have never really touched each other besides the actual act and have never explored each other's bodies in any other way besides penetration. Draluc always prepares himself, too, so he can see how the thought of him suddenly helping would feel strange and unappealing to Ronald. This is nothing more than a game of tag, after all. No need to dwell on it.
“Okay, suit yourself, but there’s a vending machine in the corner, you could buy a vib—” the vampire begins once more, pointing at a small machine built into a cabinet on the other side of the room, but gets interrupted yet again.
“No! No need! I’ll manage!” Ronald hurriedly answers and starts making his way towards the bathroom door with stiff and urgent steps.
Draluc groans in mild frustration. There is no going through to this idiot, is there?
“No, you moron, believe me, it makes things a lot easier.”
“Shut up! Just get yourself ready and I’ll be back.” Ronald shouts from the bathroom door before shutting it behind himself. The lock on the door closes with a quiet ‘click’, and with that, Draluc is left sitting alone on the mattress.
Sound of water starts from the bathroom. The fan on the bedroom ceiling hums loudly, but still does little to drown out the noises from the other hotel rooms.
There is nothing to do but to wait now, Draluc supposes.
He has a quick perouse through the channels on the television, but as expected, none of the AVs shown are to his tastes — there is a chance Ronald might enjoy them, though, so it is good to keep in mind in case the need arises.

Draluc also checks the vending machine built into the corner cabinet of the room, and purchases a few condoms: he doubts Ronald would enjoy sudden splooge in his ass, especially for his first time. Even though there is no fear of diseases, much less of pregnancy, it still does not hurt to be considerate and responsible.
While Draluc is still going through the offering of the machine with an interested gleam in his eyes, the bathroom door opens with a soft click and Ronald appears in a cloud of steam. He is wearing nothing more than a towel tied around his waist, and every inch of his skin flushed red from the bath.
“Done.” Ronald announces, voice back to its usual tone, but his legs seem a little trembly.
“Welcome back.” Draluc begins, straightening his spine and takes a few steps towards the bed,  “Are you ready, then?”
Ronald nods and sits on the bed, folding his knees under himself. His shoulders are stiff.
Under the towel  something else   seems to be stiff too, and Draluc is positively surprised that Ronald has apparently managed to do something in the bath. He has no idea how smoothly and to what extent the young man has gone through the needed preparations, but at least Ronald has seen Draluc prepare himself multiple times, so he should definitely be familiar with most of the steps.
The vampire also sits on the bed. Ronald swallows.
“This just... feels weird.” the exterminator offers nervously.
Draluc can only look at the young man with the most deadpan expression he can muster, while his brain decides to replay a vivid memory reel of  ‘The Greatest Hits of Ronald’s Huge Fucking Dingdong Buried Balls Deep In Draluc’s Ass (But Apparently Nothing Was Weird About That). Now Also Featuring Extra Dust-Fucking Scenes!’


The memory reel is concerningly long compared to the amount of talking they have done about the subject. It also sends a slight numbing, tingling sensation down Draluc’s spine and makes his face feel slightly hotter.
“Well, I’m pretty sure the whole ‘feels weird’  ship sailed a long time ago.” Draluc offers, voice overly sarcastic on purpose.
Ronald’s face, which had already been impressively red, somehow manages to turn into an even deeper shade of crimson and his eyebrows form an angry frown. Draluc is about to burst out laughing at the sight, but a fist flies out first, punching clean through his abdomen and turning him into a pile of ash.
“No! Don’t you get that this is different for me!? It just  feels  different!” Ronald roars.
“Okay, clearly this is not the time to talk about that.” Draluc comments, turning back from the dust and sitting onto his knees on the bed so that he is mirroring Ronald’s position. He scoots closer, so close that their knees are about to touch.
“Do you still want to do this, young man?”
Ronald swallows visibly and nods. His face looks hot enough that it would burn to touch it — but Draluc does not dare to. They do not touch unnecessarily. That is something lovers do, not them.
Instead, he reaches out his hand and slides it under the towel tied on Ronald’s waist. Draluc feels Ronald’s muscles jump slightly and hears the man breathe out the word ‘cold’  as the vampire’s bony palm hand makes contact with the man’s inner thigh. The difference in temperature is indeed quite notable, with Ronald’s damp skin practically burning up from the shower.
Draluc lets his fingertips travel across the man’s thighs, pelvic bones, navel and undergrowth; he is purposefully touching everything but Ronald’s dick, circling around the member like a particularly devious shark. Ronald keeps nudging his hips to try to urge Draluc’s hands into his desired direction — a futile effort — and Draluc looks up to the man mischievously: Ronald stares back like he is about to punch him from sheer red-hot impatience, so the vampire decides that it might be best not to waste any more time.
He grabs Ronald’s manhood firmly and abruptly, causing the man to jump up at the sudden contact. Despite the numerous times the two have done this already, Ronald is still surprisingly sensitive to Draluc’s touch.
“Fucking shi— Can you chill?” the man hisses.
“I’m plenty chill . You’re the one who should relax.” Draluc offers nonchalantly and decides to make his point by brushing his thumb across Ronald’s cock’s sensitive head, which causes whatever counterargument the exterminator had been about to come up with to die in his throat and turn into a shaky exhale.
Draluc cannot lie, his own manhood has started to react under the bathrobe as well. The act of teasing Ronald never fails to shoot a buzz straight into his head and make the back of his skull whirr just like a particularly high-class wine does.
He keeps up the teasing movements of his hand, revelling in Ronald’s honest reactions.
“You’re doing good. Good boy, Ronald.” Draluc chuckles with a deep voice.
“I swear I will hit you if you don’t stop saying shit like that.” Ronald breathes out through gritted teeth.
The threat does not sound very convincing, not with the way the man’s cock twitches at the comment and the way he is nudging his hips upwards to meet Draluc’s hand. Draluc only hums in response, indicating that he has heard the man but can clearly see the cracks in his tough act.
“Do you want to finish once before we go further?” Draluc offers — he knows a thing or two about having  phallic objects of various sizes   in his ass, and even though his member is not nearly the size of Ronald’s, it is still good if the man is as relaxed as possible for the main event.
Ronald shakes his head, his silver hair fluffing up from the movement.
“No,” he begins and swallows audibly, “I want to feel it.”
The way Ronald’s words shoot a jolt of fever and excitement through Draluc’s frame surprises him. He has to close his eyes for a few seconds to collect his thoughts, because holy hell, he just really said that. His dick most certainly felt that.
“You should probably lay down, then.” Draluc suggests, collecting himself from the moment of carnal weakness and pats Ronald’s knee with his free hand. The exterminator does as he is told and lays down on his back, embarrassment probably melted into a white enveloping blanket of pleasure a long ago. Draluc urges Ronald to lose the towel, which the man complies to, and Draluc takes off his own bathrobe as well: he knows Ronald wants them both to be completely naked during sex, for whatever reason, and is also not bothered by his grotesquely thin frame.
Missionary position will work just fine: it is easy to relax in, and a good position to start with. Sure, it would be fun to make Ronald ride Draluc and have him do all the work (Ronald’s muscle definition is impeccable and he has the strength to keep going for much longer than Draluc ever could), but Draluc knows he honestly would not survive the devastating blow of the man sitting on top of his pelvis with his full body weight.
With a few more encouraging tugs, Ronald seems to be sufficiently relaxed. Draluc lets go of the man’s cock (which is, at this point, standing up firmly against Ronald’s stomach and leaking heavily) and snakes one of his hands towards the man’s buttocks. He also begins searching for a bottle of lubricant and condoms on the bed with his other hand.
“Should I?” the vampire asks, touching Ronald’s backside with his hand but does not attempt to press any digits in yet, alluding to possible further preparations.
Ronald shakes his head.
“No— no need. I already did it. You can just— You can just start.” the man hurriedly answers and swallows audibly.
Draluc is a little skeptical, and cocks his brow to show it.
“You sure? It would not take long.”
Ronald just keeps shaking his head. He looks like he is too embarrassed to speak, so Draluc decides not to press the issue further. Draluc assumes Ronald must have done a good enough job alone in the bath, if the man is this eager to go on with no additional help. Also, yet again, they have never prepared each other, so it makes sense that Ronald does not want Draluc to have any part in that. It is not part of the game of tag.
Draluc decides to just nod as a response and grabs the bottle of lubricant and condom, preparing his own member for the main event, all the while feeling Ronald’s heated gaze on his skin.
Just as Draluc is about to start lining himself up, Ronald suddenly opens his mouth to speak.
“Are you gonna— Are you gonna need blood?” the man asks, his voice a bit breathy.
Draluc shakes his head, “Maybe later. I’ll let you know if I need any.” There is not as urgent of a need, since the risk of Draluc dying is much smaller with their positions reversed. He reckons he might need some to keep up the pace of his movements once things start heating up, but they can figure that out as they go along.
With the two meeting eyes for the last time, Draluc begins pushing in.
It immediately becomes clear that Ronald has done a somewhat mediocre job — not that Draluc is an expert in topping, but even he can feel that it is laborious to get himself sheathed inside. Sure, some preparation has been done and the lubricant helps, but this is in no way as smooth as it could or should be.
That moron should have just taken Draluc’s help and advice, for god’s sake.
Draluc groans, mostly out of frustration. He gives Ronald’s cock a few nice strokes in a futile effort to help relax the man’s cramping muscles. Ronald does not sound like he is having a good time, either, and has put both of his arms over his face in embarrassment.
After a laborious moment of pushing, pulling and pained groaning, Draluc finds himself fully inside the heat that is Ronald. He thanks higher powers that his dick is not more decently sized, otherwise this would have surely ended in a disaster
This seems like it is only the beginning of their problems, though.
The thightness is so overwhelming that Draluc feels like he is in danger of crumbling into dust at any moment.
Neither of them anticipated this in the slightest.
“Ronald, relax. Breathe. I’m going to die.” Draluc breathes out a pained wheeze of air.
Ronald is groaning low in the back of his throat, not seemingly able to relax at all. If the overall tightness enveloping Draluc’s shaft is not enough to kill him yet, the vibrations from the exterminator's groaning are going to do the trick soon: the tremors travel through Ronald’s body like an earthquake, and meet Draluc at the place where they connect.
Draluc is not even sure if the whole ordeal feels pleasurable: the pressure has become almost painful. Ronald does not seem to be doing much better either, if the sound of his pained breaths are anything to judge by.
“Seriously,” Draluc pants and closes his eyes in an effort to concentrate on simply existing and not exploding into a million atoms. He could technically crouch down and bite Ronald somewhere to keep himself from dying, maybe on the thigh, but there is a very real possibility that he will simply crumble if he attempts to change his position. Ronald does not look like he is in a shape to offer his hand for Draluc to bite on, either.
“Just breathe. It’s way too tight, I’m going to die, I’ll seriously die.”
Ronald’s groan turns into a shaky exhale. His arms are still covering most of his face, but Draluc can see the open mouth taking in large gulps of air. The inside is red.
Draluc likes all things red.
“Just—” Ronald heaves, “Just let me get used to it.”
The talking is way too much. Ronald’s insides contract, and the next thing Draluc realizes is that he is turning into a pile of dust with a shrieking yell despite all his efforts for the opposite. The tight pressure around his shaft disappears, and through his death reset Draluc vaguely hears Ronald inhaling in surprise.
One death down. God knows how many are to follow.
“Okay, okay, wait a minute, I’ll come back.” Draluc starts regenerating and places his hands on Ronald’s raised knees. Ronald’s breathing sounds less pained now that they are not connected anymore.
Draluc is about to start lining himself up to Ronald’s entrance once more, “This time, take deep breaths, otherwise I’ll just die again. You might need to give me some blo—”
A terrifying discovery makes him stop in his tracks. Draluc knows his complexion is pale by nature, but he feels even the little color drain out of his face as a cold sweat of panic settles onto his skin.
A simple  “Oh”    is all that falls out of his mouth.
“W-what,” Ronald pants out, with his arms still covering his face, probably too embarrassed to actually look, “What the fuck happened?”
“My—” Draluc swallows, fighting his body’s natural panic reaction to turn into dust. “Well— It’s not good.”
One of Ronald’s arms moves aside just enough to expose his blue eyes. The two men lock uncertain gazes, and Draluc makes a vague and stiff gesture towards his crotch.
A completely flat, dickless crotch — his balls are still there, looking absolutely gruesome and unnatural with nothing hanging over them. Stray specks of dust keep falling down onto the bed from the area where his manhood should be.
“I think it got stuck inside when I died.” Draluc swallows.
Ronald, still red-faced, takes slow heaving breaths and blinks, eyes locked on the target (or lack thereof) between the vampire’s legs. Draluc can practically hear Ronald’s one remaining braincell bouncing inside the silver-haired head in effort to conjure up a thought.
“You mean your dick is inside of my ass right now!? Like, detached?” Ronald screams and pushes himself up with his elbows a little. The sudden movement makes Draluc’s fingers crumble a bit.
“Well, it’s not my dick, it’s my dick turned into dust.” the vampire offers, not at all sure how to approach the situation rather than by explaining the facts.
“There’s  DUST  inside my ass right now!?” Ronald’s screams get louder and more aggressive with each passing sentence.
“It’s all probably inside the condom, so I think it’s fine.” Draluc sweats.
“ Probably   inside the condom!?” Ronald now all but roars, kicks Draluc in the face (in what the vampire assumes must be an intentional act of violence, the brute) and pushes himself fully up on his elbows. As Draluc revives, Ronald is holding his own upper body upright with one arm and frantically patting his lower abdomen with his free hand. There is clear panic in his eyes, and all the color has drained out of his once flushed face, the healthy glow being replaced with nothing but pale horror and cold sweat.
The two lock eyes once again. Draluc assumes their faces of horror most likely mirror each other quite perfectly.
“What the fuck are we going to do? Am I going to have to push a condom filled with moldy vampire dust out of my ass?” Ronald screams, his face looking as if he is about to fall into the same kind of frenzied hysteria as when his manuscript is late and Fukuma is knocking on the office door with his iron maiden in tow.
This would be a prime time to crack some sort of joke, Draluc realizes, but for once, he is absolutely flabbergasted. He can only look at Ronald in utter disbelief, while his brain feels like it is turning into ash and oozing out of his ears.
“Aaah, fuck, I can feel it in there.” Ronald groans and lets his upper body fall limp on the bed in defeat, arms sprawled out, his knees still up. His dick has completely wilted. “It feels so fucking weird.”
“We’ll get it out.” Draluc assures as his brain-functions finally return (albeit stiffly), but he is not exactly sure how they will get it out. The trapped dust is not returning to his body like it normally would, so Ronald’s muscles are clearly too tight. Someone is going to end up sticking a finger or two up there. Probably Draluc.
He does not even want to think about suggesting the particular plan to Ronald, who looks like he is one bad proposition away from either ending his own or Draluc’s life for good.
It is so mortifyingly embarrassing. Ronald has gone completely limp and Draluc has no idea what he will have to do to get his dick back. He wants to laugh hysterically, because holy hell, what has his life turned into. He also wants to die out of the shame that burns in his throat — because  holy hell, what has his life turned into.
Ronald — finally fed up with Draluc’s inability to do anything in the ridiculously humiliating situation they are in — kicks the vampire again. Dust scatters on the sofa bed with a ‘poof’.
“You said you would get it out. Now get to it, shit sand.”
Well, he had technically said that they  would get it out, but Draluc is not in a mood to argue right now. The vampire starts regenerating from the ashes once more, taking a second to ponder his options. They are already neck deep in this mess, so it does not hurt trying to get the dust out naturally: maybe if he really concentrates, the specks might come out and join his main body normally.
Seems like it would be worth a try. The finger will be their last resort — there is also a very real possibility that Ronald would end up with even more dust in his ass if they were to try inserting more body parts without a solid plan.
Draluc closes his eyes, leans his hands on Ronald’s knees, breathes out and tries to concentrate.
“Okay. I’ll try to nudge the dust. Wait a bit.” Draluc mutters, and hears Ronald grumble something vague in response.
A clear burning that Draluc recognizes as shame inches upwards his throat. This has to be the single most mortifyingly humiliating thing that has ever happened to him in his over 200 years of being alive. Nothing compares: not dying in the middle of a European ballroom some hundred years ago, not your body deciding to engage in a 24-hour death hyperloop from seeing Ronald masturbating, not having to travel to a different part of the city to buy toys, not anything.
He is— he seems to have some kind of control over the trapped dust: Draluc certainly feels like he is able to nudge the mass slightly when he concentrates.
Still, nothing is joining his body.
Draluc opens his eyes to check on Ronald, and to inform him of the good and bad news (Good news: the dust moves! Bad news: seemingly not enough!). However, before he can even open his mouth, he is greeted with the sight of one of Ronald’s hands balled into a fist, ready to fly towards the vampire at a moment’s notice.
Whatever Draluc had been about to say evaporates straight out of his brain as he shrieks and feels his ears crumbling in panic.
“Hey, stop stop stop! Idiot! Listen! This is going to be faster if you don’t threaten my life all the time!” the vampire screams and recoils backwards in self-defence.
Ronald looks like he is about to bounce and start chasing Draluc, propping up his upper body and leaning towards the vampire, stilled fist ready.
“Tell me what else can I fucking do when your limp sandy dick is moving inside my assHOLEE AH..!”
Ronald’s complaint turns into a yell and a sudden surprised inhale, and his body falls back to the bed with an unusual jolt.
Draluc stops in his tracks and cocks his eyebrow, puzzled, waiting for Ronald to continue. He cautiously slides back closer to the man.
That did not sound like a pained yell.
It sounded the exact opposite.
“What was that?” Ronald breathes out, sounding baffled and out of breath, laying on the bed with his eyes directed at the ceiling. A slight flush has risen onto his face again.
“What was what?” Draluc asks, having slid back to his original place between Ronald’s raised knees.
“The dust—” Ronald blinks, and Draluc can see a full body shudder run on the younger man’s skin. “When I moved, I think it hit— You know.”
“It hit—? Oh.” A realization dawns on Draluc, and a new plan immediately forms in his head, replacing his previous humiliation with nothing red-hot deviousness and desire to mess with Ronald like he has never messed before. A quick glance over to Ronald Junior between the exterminator’s legs, which seems to have regained some of its vigor, confirms Draluc’s suspicion and solidifies his plan into motion.
“I see,” the vampire smirks and grabs the half-chubbed member in front of him with one hand, keeping his other hand on Ronald's raised knee to steady himself, “That’s convenient. Let’s try something, then.”
The look Ronald gives him is one of pure unfiltered, red-faced shock.
“Are you seriously considering what I think you are?”
“Yes, just lay back,” Draluc assures, voice sly and thick, and pats Ronald’s knee with his free hand playfully. He begins to concentrate on the missing dust again, trying his best to make it move inside the man — he managed to do it before, he can do it again.
“Like hell I am,” Ronald  seems to have other ideas, and looks like he is about to start getting up once more, “This seems weird as fuUAAH AH”
His effort is cut short again with a particularly successful dust-movement that seems to  hit just the right spot inside Ronald , judging from the man’s reaction and the way his body jolts back onto the bed again.
“Good?” Draluc smirks, and moves his hand up and down Ronald’s shaft teasingly.
Ronald takes a few deep shuddering breaths before answering “...Weird. Full.” but the electric current running on his skin and the newfound vigor his cock has started to stand up in the vampire’s rapidly warming hand do not lie.
Draluc smirks in satisfaction, but the smugness goes unseen by Ronald, whose dazed gaze is directed at the ceiling.
“Want to keep going?” the vampire asks slyly and gives Ronald’s cock a few slow and encouraging pumps to keep the momentum going.
“...Yeah,” the exterminator breathes out and closes his eyes, bringing one of his arms to cover his red face again, “Continue.”
With that, Draluc begins a rhythm of concentrating on moving the dust, while simultaneously touching Ronald’s member the best way he can. There is a definite learning curve, and a lot of the process is based on trial and error, but every single one of Ronald’s moans, shuddering breaths and little pants of ‘there, right there’  from under his arm-covered face urge Draluc’s hedonistic brain on.
The situation does make sense, somehow, in its pure bizarreness — getting through the rim is usually the hardest part. Now that they have accidentally (and disastrously) cheated their way through that entire hurdle, Draluc has free access to the sensitive spot inside Ronald. Draluc hates to be thinking about technical details in the middle of sex of all situations, but with his superior intelligence, it is sort of to be expected.
Soon, a rhythm is established, with Draluc aiming ripples of stimulation straight into the bundle of nerves inside Ronald, all the while his hand keeps working itself on the man’s leaking cock — if Draluc brushes his thumb across the sensitive head while simultaneously aiming the dust straight into the man’s prostate, Ronald loses all means to communicate, lets out a throaty croak and arches his back so hard it looks like he is about to fall off of the bed.
Every once in a while Draluc slows down the stimulation just to take in the sight of Ronald beginning to whine through gritted teeth and nudge his own hips around to get some of the friction back — at which time Draluc can bring back the waves at full force and watch the man arch off the sheets again. Oh yes, making Ronald squirm is a definite plus.
The weirdest — and by far the most baffling — thing about the whole situation, though? Draluc feels very little of anything that is happening. His dick is gone, as literally as it can be. The dust does have a sense of feeling — thank god, otherwise he would not know where to aim — but not in the same way as his actual dick  would have. The best way Draluc could describe the sensation would be to compare it to that of a finger: the feeling is on the same general level. When Draluc concentrates, he can feel every contour inside Ronald, every single tremble and cramp the man’s body makes and every single moan that travels through the toned body — but if Draluc lets his mind wander for even a second, he either feels nothing more than enveloping tightness, or momentarily loses feeling altogether.
It is clear to Draluc that he is not going to get off from this — even though Ronald’s moans are repeating like the highest symphony to his ears, the visual and auditory stimulation is not nearly enough to urge the vampire into completion.
Not to mention, he does not have a dick to ejaculate with, which is sort of the root of this situation to begin with.
Despite the lack of his own sexual pleasure, Draluc finds himself enthralled by the situation, drinking up Ronald’s moans, squirms and small cramps with all his senses like they are the highest quality blood — it is making his ribcage swell in a sweltering warmth, Ronald’s heavy breathing and pleasured sounds reverberating through the heated air and straight into his heart. Making Ronald squirm is a definite plus, yes, but more than anything, the Draluc feels a vaguely familiar sense of warm pride and affection expanding in his chest.
Is he… not doing this for himself? Or to tease Ronald? Is he purely doing this just to make Ronald feel good, without any interest for himself?
The rational part in his brain pops up suddenly and screams in his head again: there is no way this is simply a part of some hedonistic pleasure search anymore. There is no way this is some kind manifestation of higher vampire’s obsessiveness
This is— This is—
This is no time to listen to such nonsense.
Draluc shoves the rational voice back into his brain, as deep as it goes — now is not the time. He does not know if the time to listen will ever arrive, but it is certainly not now.
He needs something to drown it out.
Only option he currently knows how to do is to keep going, faster, harder, to the end, to drown out the sound with nothing but Ronald’s voice. But dust control — while not physically demanding — takes constant mental concentration, and Draluc is already nearing the limit of how much mental strain his body can take before crumbling into a pathetic pile of sand.
There is one thing that can make him last through this.
Draluc’s hand that has been on Ronald’s raised knee this entire time pushes the man’s leg down towards the mattress so that Ronald’s legs are now spread open — it does not require much power, despite the impressive amount of raw muscle in the man’s legs, for they are currently putty in the vampire’s hands. Ronald reacts with a small ‘huh?’   and raises his neck to look at Draluc, but does not attempt to stop him, probably too far gone in pleasure to completely register the situation.
Draluc bites down into the inner thigh.
As soon as his fangs pierce Ronald’s (surprisingly soft) skin, the exterminator’s voice breaks out in a throaty scream, and with his dust Draluc can feel as Ronald’s insides contract. The man’s entire body tenses up, his back arching up from the bed, and he culminates in a flash. Splatters of white appear on Ronald’s toned stomach and on Draluc’s hand.
He is somewhat sure he might have gotten cum in his hair too, just now.
The taste of the blood on his tongue is somehow sweeter than it has ever been previously, Draluc’s brain registers, as he breathes in the scent of Ronald’s sweat-slicked skin and the smell of iron from the blood.
Ronald’s body cramps up continuously for a few seconds while the man keeps breathing heavily and raggedly. Draluc licks off the remaining blood from the inner thigh, letting his tongue travel the area for longer than usual.
Finally, after a long while of just breathing, Ronald takes in a breath that sounds like he is preparing to say something.
“Aah, that really fucking hurt. Did you have to  bite the thigh?” the man mutters, voice hoarse and almost gone from his throat. He begins lifting his upper body up slightly to get a better look at Draluc, leaning heavily on his forearms.
His entire frame is still shaking — from his deeply flushed shoulders to his heavily rising and falling chest, to his quivering and white-splattered hips that Draluc can still feel repeat little small cramps from the inside — and Draluc finds himself staring at Ronald’s toned and red-hued form from where he is still crouched against the man’s thigh.
“Well, you came from it.” the vampire states knowingly, finally lifting himself up from between Ronald’s legs, feeling excess blood drip down his chin. He absentmindedly licks some of it off of his lips.
“Shut—” Ronald swallows and presses his eyes closed tightly in clear embarrassment, “Shut up.”
Draluc hums, reveling in Ronald’s clear humiliation, storing it somewhere in his brain for his own hedonistic pleasure: he did not finish, unlike Ronald, but that hardly matters in a situation that is otherwise as delicious as this. Draluc finds his thin hands traveling across Ronald’s well developed thighs, feeling the relaxed and trembling muscles underneath his bony fingertips and brushing across the fresh bite mark  — this kind of touching is not what they would normally do, far from it, but something about the situation compels him to feel the tanned skin under him.
Draluc food and care have built Ronald’s muscles, bones, blood and his very being. He can revel in his own creation.
A bang of possessiveness hits the back of his skull, but Draluc shoves it back to where it came from.
“So how,” Ronald begins after a moment of nothing but labored breathing and swallows, a bit shaky, “How are we going to get the dust out now?”
Draluc cocks his brow and lifts his eyes from Ronald’s thighs to meet the blue gaze. Despite the blood, the rational voice in his head has not stopped — if anything, it might have gotten louder. There is no way they are stopping here.
“Get the dust out? You think this is over? Simple minded creature,” Draluc chuckles, wiping the now-dried excess blood from his mouth onto the back of his hand, “We’re just getting started.”
“Huh?” Ronald blinks, “But I finished?”
“That’s nothing.” Draluc now all but laughs, “You kill me at least ten times a day, it’s only fair I torment you as much for once.” he smirks and grabs Ronald’s wilted manhood, giving it a suggestive tug. Ronald hisses from the contact, no doubt sensitive after his orgasm, but his body is young, tireless — and above all — honest, and it does not take long for Draluc to feel the man’s cock swell in his hand.
The dust is still trapped inside Ronald, but they made it work the first time, and they can make it work again. Not to mention, Draluc has consumed live blood now (when did it start tasting so good, exactly?), so there is much higher potential for better dust control.
Oh, Draluc can  definitely  make this work. He might die a few times, but what are a few deaths on top of this mess, anymore.
Draluc brings his hips to rest snugly against Ronald’s buttocks, mimicking the position he would actually take, were they to be connected in a normal manner. He abandons the man’s dick for a second and grabs Ronald’s hips with his hands, feeling the muscle definition, firmness and warm flesh under his touch.
“How about you pretend I’m actually inside as a whole, now?” Draluc suggests, and watches as a crimson-red wave washes over Ronald’s face and shoulders.
The sound that comes out of Ronald’s throat is so far from anything a human could ever produce and so loud that despite consuming fresh blood, Draluc dies from the surprise and volume of the voice alone.
***


After the third time Ronald finishes — so hard that Draluc swears he can almost hear the young man’s bones crack from the intensity of the orgasm and the spasm his body makes — the two are both far beyond their limit. Draluc has already died a few times due to the constant mental strain of having to control his dust, even despite the blood consumed.
It feels like a natural conclusion to a very unnatural night. But then again, perhaps this is as normal as their life is going to get.
They do have to end up sticking a finger in there to get Draluc’s dick back. Luckily the dust has — by some miracle of god — stayed inside the confines of the condom, so the cleanup effort is minimal and not  nearly  as humiliating as it could have been, and at the end of the day, Draluc is safely reunited with his cock.
As the two lay on the king-size bed, side by side, looking at the ceiling, still catching their breaths, Ronald is the one who begins talking. A slight embarrassment is starting to set in, even into Draluc’s fragile bones.
“It was different.” Ronald simply breathes out.
“Good different? Oh my, did we awaken something in the gorilla?” Draluc snickers, falling back into his usual habit of relentlessly making fun of the man.
Ronald groans, sounding equally angry and embarrassed, and swings his fist towards the vampire. Draluc, predictably, explodes into a pile of ash onto the bed from the impact.
“When are you going to stop teasing me about these things? I thought we would be past this shit. Can you stop?” the man grunts stubbornly, and Draluc is quite sure he can detect a slight undercurrent of actual anger in Ronald’s voice besides the usual mild annoyance.
“Come on now, don’t be bashful,” Draluc coaxes with a slightly genter voice, trying to nudge Ronald to answer through the annoyance and embarrassment, “Just spill it, I don’t think there’s much to hide anymore.”
Draluc has to admit he is a bit embarrassed too, but at this point, what is there to be shy about anymore? Not only do they live together, freguently see each other naked, and have had sex multiple times, but now Draluc literally lost his dusty dick inside Ronald’s ass and proceeded to milk him dry.


Whatever line there was, it has been crossed by a mile by now. The line might as well not exist at this point.
Ronald takes a deep breath, clearly to collect himself before speaking.
“I mean— You know, once it got going, it was pretty good.” he clears his throat, not looking at Draluc, instead keeping his eyes closed and head directed towards the ceiling, “But in the future I’d still prefer being the one who does the dicking.”
Draluc nods at the man’s words, even though Ronald might not be able to see it. No matter how intriguing today has been, Draluc has to admit their dynamic works better the other way around.
“I’d prefer that too. And I’d prefer not to lose my dick in your ass ever again.” Draluc agrees.
“It’s a deal then.” Ronald offers with finalty.
“Yes, it’s a deal.” Draluc nods once more, but immediately freezes in his tracks.
A deal?
Draluc glances over at the human, who is laying next to him with his eyes closed, breathing more calmly now. A thin sheen of sweat glistens on Ronald’s skin, sticking his silver hair onto his forehead.
Does Ronald even realize the implication of his words?
A deal. They apparently have a deal now. This is the most talking they have done about this subject, ever.
The rational voice of Draluc’s mind pops out once again, accompanied with the strangely familiar warm feeling in his ribcage.
Instead of engaging in a mental wrestling match with his own brain, Draluc decides to turn into dust, silently drowning out whatever his mind is trying to tell him with white noise of death.
Ronald yells at him angrily for dying for no apparent reason and declares he is taking another shower before leaving.
***


Despite Draluc’s best efforts, the rational voice in his mind has not stayed silent.
It truly appears at the worst times, too: increasingly more often whenever Ronald does his usual hovering.
Or like currently, when they are in the middle of making good of their deal


Draluc is sitting on top of Ronald on the sofa of the apartment, Ronald buried to the hilt inside of him — it is usually a very death-prone and dangerous position that has often led to surprise dust-mountain being formed on top of Ronald’s unsuspecting manhood, but the amount of blood and other plasma Draluc has been taking into his body as of late has apparently come in handy. Not to mention that he is well used to the general sensation from experience by now, even being able to move his own hips without dying.
The rational voice truly appears at the worst times. Draluc stops the small movement of lower body, and Ronald — seemingly realizing that Draluc has stilled — also stops thrusting upwards. His hands on the vampire’s hips loosen their grip just the slightest bit.
“Draluc?” Ronald asks, and the vampire thinks he can detect a hint of concern in his voice. This just might be the first time Ronald has called his name in the middle of things, “Is something wrong?”
Draluc stares. More than the usual sensation of being filled, he is starting to become increasingly aware of the sweltering warmth in his chest cavity that had appeared during their disastrous-somehow-turned-successful night in the love hotel.
Draluc keeps on staring.
Blue eyes. A daylight sky Draluc will never  be able to see firsthand. Silver hair. A metal that the kinds of Draluc cannot physically touch without meeting their untimely demise.
It seems like there are some things he cannot have.
The voice in his brain screams so loud that Draluc has no other option but to collapse on top of Ronald’s torso in futile effort to try and escape it, slumping down as if his frame is being folded over. It is not because of any pain or discomfort — no, the feeling is great, just as it always is — but because he cannot bear to look at the man under him any longer in a fear of the last barriers in his mind scattering.
“Holy shit,” Ronald begins, out of breath but now definitely sounding worried, “Are you dying? Do you need blood?”
Draluc is already shaking his head vigorously before the man can even finish his sentence. He does not think he can speak at the moment.
“You can— My neck. It’s fine if you need to.” Ronald pants out. Draluc cannot see anything, head still down, but he feels as one of Ronald’s hands leaves his hips and gets gently placed on top of his head.
It is so warm that it feels like it is melting through his skull into his brain, and so intimate that Draluc almost feels like the inside of his ribcage has suddenly been filled with a heavy and sticky liquid.
Something in his mind finally shatters.
Draluc bites his fangs down on Ronald’s neck with such force that part of him becomes dust in the process, only to revive immediately once the coppery-tasting liquid reaches mouth. Blood splatters across the scene, across Draluc’s face, and paints the side of Ronald’s tanned neck crimson.
Ronald immediately lets out an agonized yell, convulses in pain and grabs a fistful of Draluc's hair with the hand he placed on the vampire’s head just seconds earlier. His other hand bores itself onto Draluc’s hip with so much force that if it had not been for the blood, Draluc would have definitely died.
Draluc does not care, instead devouring the liquid that keeps flowing out with every beat of Ronald’s heart.
Since when has it started to taste this intoxicatingly good? This was not supposed to happen. This was never supposed to happen.
Ronald groans in pain, his body completely tensed up and muscles across his frame repeating small cramps. His rough hands keep pressing themselves onto Draluc’s bone-thin body for a few seconds longer, until they start to lose their strength and his body slumps down. The pained groans turn into deep shaky breaths.
Ronald’s heavy and warm hand on Draluc’s head becomes gentle again and presses the vampire’s mouth deeper into the man’s neck. Ronald resumes the motion with his hips, thrusting upwards in a slow manner while continuing his heavy breathing.
Draluc does little more than sway with Ronald’s movements, his thoughts having drifted elsewhere in a violent current of realization. Whatever it had been that had shattered the vampire’s mind has opened the floodgates, and now the rational thoughts Draluc has been fighting to keep out are swirling on the forefront of his mind.
This is not for the sake of a hedonistic search for pleasure anymore. This is not due to a higher vampire’s tendency to become obsessed.
The thing about being only physically attracted to Ronald? Scratch that. The situation has changed. Or perhaps it had not changed at all — perhaps this is how it has been all along, but Draluc has been too focused on the wrong things to realize, instead of choosing to cloud his consciousness with repeated mantras of hedonism and obsession.
But this is no hedonism. This is no obsession.
This is love.
The realization rolls over Draluc like an ice-cold wave, suffocatingly heavy and crushing. Whatever part of his brain had been trying to make itself known now spreads its tendrils all over his consciousness, bringing with it a newfound insecurity and anxiety. With every mouthful of new blood going down his throat, Draluc realizes that he does want more than being hurriedly thrown onto the sofa whenever John leaves the apartment; he wants to melt into one with Ronald’s red mouth; he wants to feel the tension in Ronald’s muscles with his fingertips, on every inch of his body, and wants Ronald to do the same. He wants all of that and more.
But they have never touched each other intimately beyond their game of tag, not even prepared each other — Draluc had offered when they tried reversing their positions, but Ronald had refused — never kissed, never talked about what this is, beyond the fact that there is a deal. 

Because that is what this is, is it not? A deal. A sporadic game of tag. A business transaction. Draluc is not a cute mature housewife — he is a lanky and extremely death-prone man who spends most of his time teasing Ronald in one way or another. Water and oil cannot mix, no matter the circumstances.
God damn it. God fucking damn it.
Draluc presses his eyes closed so tight that they sting, still slumped on top of Ronald, enduring the man’s slow movements but not really feeling and recognizing anything besides the deafeningly loud hum in his head. He focuses on the taste of the blood spreading down his throat to keep himself grounded in reality: sweet, rich, numbing, when did it start tasting so good, this was not supposed to happen, this was never supposed to happen.
Contrasting the sweet taste of the blood, there is a bitter feeling burning behind his closed eyelids. Draluc does his best not to die from it

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          EDIT: Here's the art of this chapter by WyvernQuill that I mentioned in the beginning. Now is your time to look! Go go go!
Surprise, we went from embarrassing disaster sex to feeling things. A weird tonal shift for sure, but I tried to carry Draluc’s internal conflict along through the entire chapter so that the end would not seem so sudden. Still not the world’s greatest tonal shift, but I’m no personal trainer, I don’t need to tone anyone up, not even this fic (lmao)
Strange fact of the day: Draluc getting his dick stuck inside Ronald’s ass was the sole reason I started planning this fic. It seemed like a chaotic enough thing that could actually happen to them. But while I was brainstorming and planning the structure out, my brain went “well, I have to explain how they started fucking in the first place. But Ronald doesn’t seem like a bottoming type, so Draluc has to take it up the ass most of the time. And Draluc would probably keep dying during sex, so I have to explain how he manages that. I might need to make up two centuries worth of Draluc’s masturbation history to justify how he can survives that dick.”
And so, the concept for this fic was born.
Wouldn’t you know it, the next chapter is the last one! Really looking forward to tieing up the loose threads of “““plot””” and bringing this thing to a somewhat nice and complete package. Again, no promises on how long the writing will take, but I’ve made some good progress on the last chapter.
I’m accepting rotten tomatoes being thrown at me in the comments or on twitter, as usual.


        

      







            

  


  
    
      Chapter 5: A brief introduction to the psychology of silence
    


    


      
        Notes:

           
We’ve reached the final chapter. Welcome and take your seats. I’m once again apologizing for the length: this monster is 20k words. Sorry about that. Sorry about the wait as well, this fic kicked my ass big time.
I’ve been battling a severe case of impostor syndrome in relation to this fic and writing in general. I’m still not sure what to think of this chapter, but here it is nonetheless. My most sincere hope is that you can enjoy this one until the very end, no matter how questionable the quality of my writing may be.
A heads up: a vampire that is a big fan-favorite appears in this chapter. Some people who know the deep lore of this series might already have a hunch who I’m talking about. The lore will be explained in the end notes to those who aren’t familiar with the mangaka’s batshit insane tweets and vampires he comes up with.
Anyway, let the end times begin.


            
            (See the end of the chapter for  more notes.)
            

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    Years ago, back in Romania, long before Draluc had ever set foot in Japan, he vividly remembers there had been a time when his grandfather had suddenly stopped going on his usual trips and had put an abrupt halt to all his other usual activities. Instead, one day, he had locked himself in his study and stayed there — grandfather had always been a man of a few words, choosing to express himself with actions instead, and the sudden stillness out of nowhere combined the lack of clear communication had led to the entire clan being baffled and concerned at what had suddenly changed.
On the rare instances of grandfather cracking open the door to his study and venturing out into the night, Draluc had seen him wearing exclusively black clothes made for humans: top hats that covered his hair, long heavy black coats and straight-legged pants. A bouquet of flowers had often accompanied him, with a few delicate purple hyacinths sometimes peeking out from the middle of otherwise dark-colored bouquets.
It had been a period of quiet lull in the castle, all the chaotic hustle and bustle suddenly coming to an abrupt stop. Grandfather, a force that had normally seemed to care about nothing but amusement and entertainment, had come to still, unintentionally pulling the rest of the castle down into the silent and dark waters with him.
It can be hard to comprehend time when you have the potential to live forever. Generally, if a vampire refers to something having happened recently, it is anyone's guess as to how long ago said  recently  actually took place. That being said, even Draluc had had a feeling his grandfather had worn black for unreasonably long. How long exactly, he had never been sure — even on the most eventful days, life back in the castle had not been as busy as in Shin-Yokohama, so the months had blended together.
Eventually the clan had raised questions about grandfather’s well-being — he had always had a curious personality, taking part in unhinged activities, going on sudden trips, making unlikely friends and disappearing for months — so the sudden change in his demeanor had become increasingly alarming after enough time had passed by.
Draluc’s grandfather’s answer to the questions had been simple and regretful.
“Human life is short.”
The heavy implications of the words had not registered with Draluc until much later.
***
The smell of tobacco on Ronald’s clothes is faint, but it is still enough to turn Draluc into dust every time he stuffs the dirty laundry into the washing machine.
Ronald used to smoke only when he was under stress — Draluc had successfully weeded the habit out once, back when it had become apparent that even the few cigarettes Ronald would light up in the last panicked hours before a manuscript deadline had been enough to kill the vampire. It had taken some coaxing and a few cleverly aimed verbal jabs, but eventually Ronald had huffed something along the lines of  ‘Well, I guess I can try to quit smoking in the apartment so that your weak ass won’t die all the fucking time’ , somehow impressively red-faced despite the normalcy of the topic.
Curiously, the smell of tobacco had faded from Ronald’s clothing altogether soon after that, proving that despite his seemingly irritated initial attitude, he had actually dropped the habit entirely.
That seems to be firmly in history now, with the pattern of smoking apparently once again picked up by the man. Given their current situation, Draluc is not surprised that Ronald has gravitated towards the old stress-relief: as much as Draluc hates the dull stench of cigarettes and how the smell stings in his throat and nasal cavity after months of its absence, he can only blame himself. 
The situation they are currently in is utterly his fault. As much as Draluc likes to sneak blame of most things onto Ronald and laugh about it afterwards, this is a situation he can truly only blame himself for. 
After their most recent night together — the one during which terrifyingly heavy and emotional realizations had emerged from the repressed parts of Draluc’s mind, feelings rushing forward like an uncontrollable flood — Ronald has been avoiding him. 
Or, well,  avoiding  as best as you can avoid a co-resident that you also happen to work with. That is to say, the two still work together, but only when a client specifically requests it — and even then, their interactions are scarce and leave Draluc hollow, miserable and suffocated by the time they return back to the apartment. During the moments spent at home, there is a silent mutual recognition and distance, as if an overcast weather making a home for itself inside of the wall of the office. 
It does not matter how their daily life progresses: the unnatural distance keeps lingering and the days ring empty and bleak inside the confines of the office. Ronald does not hover near Draluc anymore — or rather, he still approaches like he would, a long-learned habit no doubt hard to kill, but recoils back in realization and returns back to a distance. The jokes and jabs Draluc receives are few and far between, usually laced with clearly noticeable underlying stiffness, and something that Draluc’s brain — by now well versed in the art of Ronald-observation — would classify as bitterness.
If Draluc has taken to the sofa for the night to play his games, Ronald makes the conscious decision to stay in the kitchen or in the office-side of the apartment. When Draluc prepares dinner, Ronald would rather heat up his portion later on than eat together like they had used to. The man also often retreats to work on the next draft of RonaSen, despite Draluc keeping mental tabs of his schedule and knowing that the next deadline is still a ways away. Even Ronald’s usually warm and affectionate interactions with John have become awkward, his delighted words directed at the armadillo sounding unsure every time.
Draluc and Ronald have most certainly not made good of  the deal  since the night that had started this entire downward slope and made the vampire realize his unrequited feelings.
Draluc might have cried during their shared moments that night. No, perhaps he should be honest and let go of his own higher-vampire pride for once: he had  definitely  cried, the realization of his feelings too heavy to handle despite his best efforts to keep the stinging and searing sensation behind his eyelids at bay.
Ronald had  noticed it,  too  . Afterwards, when the man had asked him if Draluc had been okay, face painted with worry, Draluc had panicked under the weight of his feelings and reverted back into his old habits of relentlessly making fun of Ronald — but instead of Ronald letting out his usual irritated and red-faced huff and killing Draluc like he normally would, the man had just gone quiet. Bitter, resentful, as if something Draluc had said or done had been utterly wrong.
And just like that, the avoiding had started, the cold air settling in and permeating every corner of the household, making a nest in Draluc’s ribcage the same way the sweltering warmth had used to rush in. Surely Ronald had noticed the vampire’s feelings painted all over his face (with tears, no less), too disgusted by them to continue their combination and interactions as normal. 
Even before realizing his feelings, the insistent rational voice in Draluc’s head had kept telling him that Ronald would come to his senses about the whole  arrangement, the game of tag, the deal they had created; and this had apparently finally been it.
Obviously, Draluc had tried to come up with solutions for the situation in the first few days, his mind way too obsessed just like higher vampires tended to get, too baffled about the sudden change in atmosphere and badly touch starved, aching for Ronald’s attention in silent agony, but all of his ideas had been atrocious and stillborn: first Draluc had tried inserting himself back into Ronald’s personal space repeatedly just like he normally would, pretending not to notice the clear resentment and unrest emanating Ronald, joking as if nothing had been wrong; but he had only received a punch and a cold shoulder in return. Preparing the man’s favorite meals or using John to win back his attention had not worked either, and within just a couple days Draluc had drowned into the heavy and tense silence with Ronald.
Draluc’s final idea would have included him making good of his old threat of looking through Ronald’s browsing history just to find some fresh material to tease the man with, maybe to gauge out even the slightest reaction, just  something other than airless silence,  but by the time all his other attempts had failed Draluc had quickly realized it would have most likely only served to make things worse: clearly Ronald had not wanted — and still does not want — anything to do with him, so it would be the best to leave things at that.
The new daily routine of avoidance and constantly recoiling from each other’s vicinity is suffocating, as if compressing down Draluc’s already fragile frame from the inside, and wearing his normally buoyant being down like a constant torturously slow drip of freezing water. 
The extermination jobs that had become a shared daily habit of the odd pair are mostly frequented by Ronald only, nowadays. Draluc prepares daily meals, takes care of the household, serves exceptionally good tea to the customers that visit the office, and makes use his silver tongue to dodge curious questions about their partnership from the occasional fans of RonaSen that he encounters, but no matter how he tries to keep up the normal rhythm of the household (or perhaps an appearance of such, nothing but a mere facade at this point), the indescribable cold between him and Ronald does not dissipate. 
On a few instances, Ronald goes out after the extermination with not even a LINE message to indicate his whereabouts, and does not arrive back to the apartment until the first rays of the sun force Draluc to retire back to his casket. Ronald’s clothes smell like tobacco and alcohol the next time Draluc does the laundry. 
Draluc sits in the guild sometimes, keeping up appearances, nursing a cupcup of hot milk that he tries to get down in a futile attempt to seem normal, and trying his best to laugh at the other hunters’ jokes even though the tight and uncomfortable feeling in his chest never disappears no matter how much he tries to ignore it. 
The way Satetsu and Shot have started looking at him differently from under their brows does not go unnoticed by him.
On some nights the distance and unrequited feelings crush Draluc with such force that he almost feels like he is drowning in them, as if being weighed down by a pool of lead in his chest cavity. The sudden and abrupt end to closeness that used to be there, both emotional and physical, hits him like a freezing wave pulling him down and engulfing his fragile being into the murky waters.
The passage of time generally hardly matters to vampires — a day, month, a year or a decade are nothing but mere footnotes when one knows their time is bound to be endless — but the past week has felt like a century of constantly fighting against drowning, nights stretching out into long silences and keeping up uncomfortable facades.
Much like anything else, the two have not talked about what has happened, about the once again experienced sudden change in their relationship. It has long since become a running theme with their interactions, and at this point, Draluc does not know how to break the habit. He is a hedonist, an existence that thrives on amusement, entertainment and pleasure above all else, so his natural instinct is to flee from anything with serious implications. He has run away from unpleasant situations before: not only storming away from the office multiple times after minor fights, but most notably centuries ago when he had left John behind, thinking that would be for the best for both of them — not that it had worked, as John had chased him throughout the world and found him again — but Draluc is older now, more experienced and mature, and surely he can trust his instincts this time around.
He has to run away, leave, flee, return back to the cradle clan’s castle in Romania. Ronald evidently does not want him around anymore, that much is clear from his actions, and the man is probably obligated to keep Draluc around simply because of the pressure from Autumn and the public. 
This might be for the better in the end, Draluc supposes. Their combination had never been intended to last forever and had been formed mostly out of necessity — it would be foolish to assume that a brilliantly shining daytime child basking in the light of the blue sky would ever honor a dark being of the night for so long, especially one as frail as Draluc. 
Their lives together have been far from normal, a series of bizarre events that have just  happened abruptly  without much prefacing or greater logic: be it their meeting, the peculiar relationship they have found themselves entwined in, or the unusual series of events that had led them to it. This is just one of the stops along the road of their lives; the one where they will inevitably go their separate ways.
Human life is short. Draluc does not want to end up like his grandfather, with a garden full of purple hyacinths and an entire lifetime's worth of regrets, forever holding onto the memory of a human long gone. It is better to move on now when the time seems to be ripe, and give Ronald a chance to do the same.
Draluc hates to think about the fact that his grandfather had specifically instructed him to take care of his human friend, yet he has failed spectacularly. 
***
Keeping up the appearance of being fine while Ronald and him are not talking is a bleak, depressing affair that eats Draluc away to the point that he feels like he can hardly stand it.
Keeping up said appearance while simultaneously making a futile attempt to concentrate on the newest QSQ game to pass the time and to find  something  to occupy his mind with is an even more depressing and bleak affair.
The night has been progressing as is normal these days: Ronald has once again retreated to the office-side of the apartment without uttering the slightest word to Draluc, closing the door firmly behind himself, separating the vampire and the human in different rooms. He has also not touched his dinner — even fried chicken, which Draluc has learned to be favorite, has not interested him — leaving the food to go cold on the counter and forcing Draluc to pack the man’s portion away into the fridge.
Draluc’s concentration on the game he is playing has been flimsy and superficial: it has often been the case these past few days, the vampire’s mind being too preoccupied with running in circles and attempting to block out the desperate thoughts of Ronald to actually concentrate on anything. 
The worst thing is, Ronald is physically  right there , beyond the closed door, but emotionally he is not within Draluc’s reach, and there is nothing the vampire can bring himself to do. Their daily schedules closely mirroring each other had become a convenient tool, both for working together and for their previous endeavors, but now the fact is nothing but another stake through the vampire’s already scattered heart and ego. It is not like either of them can just change their schedules, either: Draluc physically cannot be awake during the day lest he wishes to die, and most of Ronald’s work takes place during the night so he has to stay awake for the sake of his livelihood. 
The two of them are in a limbo, forced to cohabit the small apartment despite the overpowering suffocating air around them, spending most of their daily hours being awake simultaneously with little ways to change the cards they have been dealt.
The sudden sound of the office phone ringing pulls Draluc out of the thoughts running in his head. The ringing easily travels through the walls and the closed door between the two rooms — even if Draluc is not physically in the same space as the phone itself, it does not take a genius to deduce that the call in question is most likely coming from a client. 
Walls of residential apartments in Japan are paper thin, so Draluc has long since learned that he can clearly hear Ronald’s side of conversations on the office landline whenever the man is on the phone — it does not matter whether he actually wants to hear them or not. Listening in on Ronald’s calls had used to be a convenient way to know what their plans for the night would include, or a sneaky way obtain new blackmail material against Ronald (who would often let sensitive information slip while on the phone), but with the most recent developments in their relationship, hearing Ronald’s voice through walls separating the two of them fills Draluc with cold dread.
The ringing does not go on for long, as Ronald seems quick to pick the incoming call up.
“Yes, this is The Ronald Vampire Extermination Office.” Draluc hears the man answer, voice professional and practiced, no doubt polished by years of running the office by himself.
The fact that Ronald is able to appear so competent and professional when talking with clients stings him. Sure, the vampire is able to pull himself together and keep up the facade of normalcy whenever he inevitably meets clients or other hunters, but inside the confines of the apartment he is a hollow shell mulling over his pathetic unrequited feelings and planning his eventual leave.
The conversation on the phone seems to continue.
“It’s doing  what ?” Ronald suddenly sounds taken aback by whatever the client must have just said on the other end of the line, so Draluc briefly lifts his eyes up from his game (not that he has been able to concentrate on it either way, his mind running in anxious and defeated circles) and attempts to listen in more closely. It is not every day that the vampire hears the man react to a job offer with such a clearly perplexed tone: despite being a famed hunter, most of Ronald’s daily work still consists of rather standard run-of-the-mill exterminations, bizarre higher vampires making their way into the mix only occasionally, so calls with clients are generally standard interactions with no such element of surprise.
“I’ve never heard of anything like that before. Have you contacted the Vampire Countermeasures or VRC?” Draluc hears Ronald inquire, his voice now having regained its usual firm and professional tone after the brief moment of confusion.
“Yes, yes, of course, I’ll be there right away.” the man continues and Draluc hears the sound of the office chair being moved as Ronald most likely stands up. Then, suddenly, a short silence follows, before Ronald continues, “Are you sure? I could take care of it alone– Okay, yes, yes, we’ll be on our way.”
Ah. A sinking feeling travels across Draluc’s frame and settles heavily in his throat — judging from Ronald’s reactions and answers, the client must have insisted that Draluc join in on today’s extermination as well. That is increasingly often the case nowadays: with the popularity of RonaSen continuing to rise and Draluc’s game-related works for Autumn picking up, word of their combination has traveled far and wide, even beyond the borders of Kanagawa. That, in turn, translates into more requests of seeing the famed combination of a vampire hunter and a vampire in action.
It is not ideal for their current situation. The extermination jobs Draluc gets called to join on are generally not terribly hard or dangerous: his part of the equation of consists little more than exchanging a few pleasantries with the clients (who are often women, and therefore naturally easy for Draluc to strike a conversation with), dying a few comical deaths and offering background knowledge of different types of vampires to Ronald. However, that still does not mean the situations are easy or pleasant in any way, not with the way Ronald and him are actively in the midst of a cold war. The mounting pressure of having to keep up an appearance of a good working relationship to the clients while simultaneously trying to avoid Ronald as much as possible is a draining combination, and Draluc has begun to dread the instances when Ronald’s face appears in the doorway of the office after a client calls.
Simply refusing to join in on the jobs is not really a viable option either, as the pay is often directly linked to Draluc showing up. Despite their relationship being previously based on a lot of banter and teasing that might appear malicious to an outsider’s eye, Draluc has never wanted – and still does not want – Ronald to go without compensation: at first it had been a matter of the man buying him luxurious kitchen gadgets and new games every now and then, but after realizing his feelings for the man Draluc simply does not want to let his loved one down, even if he will never get the chance to admit it out loud.
The call with the client on the other side of the wall has already ended, and Draluc can hear Ronald moving around on the office side of the apartment.
The door separating the two sides opens with a click and a tired whine from the hinges.
“Oi, get up,” Ronald’s irritated face appears in the doorway, “We got work to do.”
Draluc turns off his game console and sets it down onto the sofa cushions, not bothering to make eye contact with the exterminator — he knows full well Ronald is not going to look him in the eye either, so there is no need to bother. Draluc has already spent enough time during the last few days trying to desperately meet Ronald’ gaze in search of something,  anything , but has consistently been met with nothing but bitter avoidance.
Draluc sighs and stands up from the sofa, John jumping onto his lap.
“That sounded urgent.” the vampire offers with the most neutral tone he can muster, mostly out of learned politeness, even though the tight and heavy lump in his throat gets worse and worse by the second.
“Yeah.” Ronald lets out a short and dismissive huff at Draluc’s stillborn attempt of small talk, turns around on his heels and makes his way back to the office space without any further acknowledgement of the vampire. Draluc follows from a safe distance that feels appropriate for the cold air between them, with John perched on his lap — getting too close would only end up with Ronald getting more angry, the man having been jumpy around Draluc after the recent unfortunate development in their relationship, as if being in a close proximity with Draluc actually physically hurts Ronald. 
Draluc gently turns off the lights from the living area and waits near the doorway connecting the two rooms for Ronald to be ready with the preparations on the front door. The man has already begun pulling on his jacket and shoes. 
Draluc fully expects this to go like any other extermination during this past week — them hardly uttering a word to each other, the feeling of distance burning a hole through Draluc’s entire being, and Ronald disappearing to drink in the guild again afterwards —  but to his surprise, Ronald suddenly begins talking.
“The client said some weird-ass box-shaped vampire is running around the West side of the town and trying to lure people inside of itself.” the man grunts while stuffing his foot into his leather boot.
Draluc blinks in confusion, both in effort of trying to comprehend the words that Ronald has just let out, and also for the fact that the man has actually spoken to him by his own volition.
“A what now?  Inside ?” the vampire stutters and his voice cracks, both from the surprise and a lack of use as of late.
Ronald turns his gaze towards Draluc — it is the first proper eye contact they have made in a while, Draluc realizes, and seeing the blue eyes staring back at him causes a raw shudder of both affection and soul-crushing desperation to run through him simultaneously, nearly killing him  — before Ronald continues again.
“The fuck if I know.” the man huffs with the same irritated momentum with which he finishes pulling his shoes on, grabs his hat from Mebiyatsu’s head and is out of the door, leaving Draluc and John to follow after him in confusion.
***
After prowling through the streets and alleyways of the West side of Shin-Yokohama for a better part of an hour in silence, the trio suddenly comes across what they have been looking for.
A giant white box with legs is taking up the space of an entire alleyway between two office buildings, sitting on what would most likely be its bottom, and not showing any signs of movement. It is nowhere near the location the client had originally called from, suggesting that the vampire had been pestering people around a larger area before retreating here for whatever reason, which is also why their search had taken so long.
While the trio of the human, vampire and armadillo had made their way through the streets looking for their target (Ronald leading the group and not making eye contact, and Draluc and John mostly just confused at the sudden situation), Ronald had passed Draluc a hastily handwritten note containing the description of the vampire that he had written down while on the phone with the client:  ‘white box with legs and a door, around the size of a delivery van’ . The note had also been littered with several question marks, no doubt jotted down by Ronald in reaction to the unusual description he had been given.
When Draluc had first read the note, he had been sure the whole thing had been some sort of a practical joke or a mixup, maybe a teenager pulling a prank-call on a well-established exterminator just to impress some friends — never in his over 200 years of being alive had Draluc heard of  a giant box-shaped vampire with legs  before. Surely, even if the client had been serious, they must have been enjoying a tad too much alcohol and mistaken an actual delivery van or an advertising truck for what they thought had been a vampire.
Now that the creature is actually in front of him in flesh and blood ( is the thing even made out of flesh and blood?  ), Draluc has to admit that the client had certainly not been exaggerating: the vampire is definitely box-shaped, and around the size of a small room. Its body (or should it be called  a structure? ) takes up the entire width of the alleyway, and the creature is showing no signs of awakening even with Ronald and Draluc standing on the other end of the narrow street.
“Well, that is definitely it.” Draluc mutters, still slightly baffled by the sight in front of him, his gaze repeatedly traveling between the note in his hand and the vampire at the end of the alleyway, as if checking if his eyes are seeing correctly. This really should not have come as such a surprise, given the vampires they have encountered in Shin-Yokohama before, but perhaps the juxtaposition between the silent treatment he and Ronald have been giving to each other to seeing the absolute most batshit insane vampire Draluc has laid his eyes upon is just too great. The recent extermination jobs between him and Ronald have gone without much communication at all — for obvious reasons — ans the situation at hand is far beyond what the vampire expected to encounter.
John offers a determined  ‘Nu’  from his master’s lap as if confirminging Draluc’s earlier statement — this is without a doubt the vampire they have been looking for.
Draluc can see from the corner of his eye how Ronald observes the box– no,  the vampire , with his suspicious gaze under furrowed brows.
“Is it sleeping? Unconscious?” the man asks skeptically, voice sounding wary.
Draluc cannot tell either. The giant vampire is essentially an enormous white box with stubby short legs and a door that is slightly ajar shining white light from the inside, with no eyes or anything else that would even vaguely resemble a face. There is no way to know if the thing is passed out, sleeping — or god forbid — dead but not yet turned to dust.
“Well, it’s definitely not chasing anyone. Can you really attack a vampire that is docile?” Draluc speculates, stuffing the note back into the depths of his cape and resumes holding John with both hands before continuing, “What did the client say the powers were?”
Ronald shakes his head, “It was chasing people and causing havoc outside of the client’s storefront.”
Draluc makes a pondering  ‘hmmm’  sound in the back of his throat.
“I don’t think that in itself warrants an extermination, we should probably bring that thing to VRC rather than you killing it.” he offers.
“Still have to find out what the powers are.” Ronald summarizes, and shifts where he is standing. Draluc quickly assumes Ronald is going to start reaching for his gun.
His assumption, however, turns out to be wrong.
Instead, Ronald shoves Draluc forward, closer to the box-shaped vampire, causing Draluc to let out a yelp of surprise and his ears to crumble into dust. John lets out a  ‘Nuu’  of protest from his lap at the sudden jerky movement.
“Get inside the fucking thing.” the exterminator hisses, gesturing towards the rectangle-shaped vampire with his hands.
“Me?”  Draluc whips around and looks Ronald in the eyes, startled and a tiny bit offended, “Excuse me, but the last time I checked, you were The Great Hunter here.”
Ronald knits his eyebrows together in irritation.
“Yeah, but you’re a vampire, maybe its powers won’t affect you.” he offers with a frustrated huff.
“We don’t even know what the thing does! It could have a deadly laser maze inside! Plenty of vampire powers affect other vampires too!” Draluc hisses, and John corroborates his master’s statements with determined and borderline angry sounds.
Ronald does not seem fazed by the protest.
“But not all.” the man continues dryly and shoves Draluc again, “Now get the fuck inside.”
The vampire stumbles forwards by the force of the push (which is, surprisingly, not hard enough to kill him) and shoots another frown towards Ronald before rolling his eyes. The two have not talked properly for a while and now that something resembling a normal interaction is finally starting to take place,  this  is how things go? Fine. Absolutely dandy. A week’s worth of frustration and pent up emotions might as well come out this way, then.
“Okay, John, you wait here.” Draluc sets his beloved familiar down onto the ground gently, giving the armadillo a comforting pet on the head before shooting a poisonous glare towards Ronald over his shoulder. 
Fine? Fine. 
The vampire flips his cape in what he hopes conveys the look of being dramatically insulted and marches towards the giant white box with stubborn steps. His plan of looking theatrically offended is foiled immediately when a cockroach suddenly rustles across the dark alleyway right in front of him, causing Draluc to jump into the air and die out of shock with a high-pitched scream (and causing John to cry out a mournful ‘Nuu’ at his master’s demise from the other end of the alleyway). 
The box-shaped vampire shows no signs of awakening, even with the ruckus going on within a few meters of its face (or what Draluc  assumes  must be its face, given that nothing resembling face exists in the current situation), so Draluc peers open the slightly ajar door slowly and peeks inside cautiously, not knowing what to expect. The boastfulness he had felt just moments earlier is completely dissipated by now.
The sight of an empty white room with almost sterile lighting greets him. The room is much bigger on the inside than it appears from the outside, so Draluc suspects there might be some barrier-related powers at play. 
He turns around and is about to inform Ronald of his findings, but finds the man already gesturing at him with his hands threateningly from the distance.
 ‘Get inside’  Ronald mouths aggressively and points towards the door repeatedly. John, on the contrary, is shaking his head and  ‘Nuu’ ing next to the man, seeming slightly alarmed.
Ronald’s stubborn and irritated gesturing (and frankly, the disrespectful way he uses Draluc as a vampiric meatshield) makes the negative feelings inside Draluc boil again. Fine?  Fine  . Sure. If Ronald wants him to step into the vampire-room that had  specifically been trying to lure people inside of itself , Draluc will do just that. To hell with it.
He opens the door properly and steps inside. For a second, he expects something to happen.
But nothing does. Draluc just finds himself standing in the white light, gaze traveling from wall to wall looking for anything out of the ordinary to report back but not finding anything. 
He is just casually standing in the middle of a completely white room (that also happens to be a vampire, apparently).
Well. That sure is underwhelming. They had spent an hour searching for  this ?
Draluc makes a short trip around the perimeter of the space just to check on any abnormalities but comes up short in his search. Nothing has happened to him either, he does not feel any different than normal, and no barrier powers seem to have been activated. Everything suggests that the vampire is either sleeping or unconscious, just like they had assumed from the outside — surely if something were to happen to Draluc, that  something  would have occurred already. He has no idea how vampires like these  feel  things, but he assumes that since he is technically standing in what must be the vampire’s stomach, the creature would have reacted already if the situation would have called for it.
Anything beyond this point is not his problem and none of his business. Things like these are generally where his help ends with the exterminations — providing information and sometimes being a general punching bag. Ronald is the vampire hunter, he may as well take care of the rest. Draluc has no idea what  the rest  is in this case, but that is an issue for the gorilla himself to figure out.
Draluc peeks out of the door and beckons the man in question to approach.
“It’s just an empty room.” he hisses as Ronald comes closer with quick and silent steps, his trusty revolver drawn in preparation. John trots after the man, staying further back from the vampire as Ronald approaches the enormous white box.
 “Take care of this while the thing is still out cold. Figure something out.” Draluc instructs.
Ronald cocks his gun as a precaution, furrowing his eyebrows in concentration but not saying anything. He glances at the box-shaped vampire, then John (who gives a cautious and wary  ‘Nuun’ as a response), then back to the vampire. Ronald then steps over the doorstep of the room hesitantly; slowly, one leg first, then the other.
As soon as he is entirely inside the room the door behind him slams shut with brutal force, effectively trapping the two of them inside.
Both of them scream. Draluc crumbles into dust on the floor.
By the time the vampire regenerates, Ronald has grabbed the door handle with both hands and is in the process of trying to push the door open with his entire body weight, but is seemingly having very little success. The door does not budge, no matter how much the man pushes and leans on it, face red and teeth gritted together.
“What the fuck just happened?” Ronald yells, seeming bewildered, panicked and angry all at the same time, leaning his entire body-weight on the door in a futile attempt to force it open.
“How should I know?” Draluc splutters. He has no idea what to do: it is not like his pathetic excuse of physical strength is of any use in this situation.
Ronald lets out an irritated  ‘tsk’  and releases the door handle from his grip. He then grabs his gun with both hands and shoots a few rounds onto the white wall next to the door (causing Draluc to let out a startled scream and die from the sudden sound), but nothing happens. The wall absorbs the bullets like a bottomless body of water.
It soon becomes clear that kicks to the door or the walls do not work either, as Ronald attempts them repeatedly to try and force open the door without any success.
Draluc watches the desperate scene unfold before his eyes and a slow, creeping panicked dread rises inside of him: he is trapped inside a locked vampire-room with Ronald, who he is not exactly in speaking terms with, both of them avoiding each other, with seemingly no way to escape the situation. Not to mention, John is now outside alone, which certainly does not make things any better.
This is not good in any way. Draluc can practically predict the situation turning explosive any minute now.
After an array of failed escape attempts (and possibly a sore shoulder, judging by the way Ronald had been slamming himself against the unrelenting door repeatedly), Ronald turns his attention to Draluc who is standing behind the man stiffly.
“You fucking ass! Look what you did!” the man yells, face red and voice heated.
“What  I did ? How is this my fault?” Draluc answers back, baffled and insulted by the sudden accusation. 
“You told me to get in!” the man stubbornly presses on, pointing a finger towards the vampire, but Draluc is not going to go down without a fight, not after keeping himself silent and suppressing his emotions all week.
“ You  told  me  to get inside first! Of a vampire that had specifically been seen trying to lure people inside of itself, no less!” Draluc all but shouts, not bothering to keep his act together anymore, also pointing his own finger at the man.
“Well, you made it seem like it was safe for me to enter!”
“ Well  ,” Draluc mimics Ronalds tone of voice mockingly out of sheer frustration, “It  was  safe when I was alone! I don’t know what you did but clearly you’re the problem here!”
Ronald looks like he is about to pop a vein by the way his entire face twitches in anger. He begins marching towards Draluc with provoked steps, face dark.
Suddenly, a voice rings out.
“Finally!” A loud disembodied male voice echoes in the white room as if from a loudspeaker, stopping Ronald in his tracks and causing both the vampire and the exterminator to snap their heads up in an effort to find the source of the voice, “Welcome, humans! Or actually, it seems that one of you is my brethren. Well, no matter.”
“Who the hell are you?” Ronald is the first to yell out, gaze traveling around the room furiously. 
“I am this room. My name is Alex.” the voice —  Alex, apparently — answers, smooth and pompous, seemingly not the slightest bit bothered by Draluc and Ronald’s irritation nor the previous escape attempts.
“So was this a trap to get us inside? Did you know that a hunter was following you?” 
“Oh, I couldn't care less who you are. It doesn't matter who enters. As long as there are two people, my powers will activate.”
A realization jolts through Draluc and he feels his eyes widening: so the condition for the barrier to be activated had been two people entering.
He slides closer to Ronald, his previous distaste for the man being pushed to the back of his mind in the face of a new common enemy. Uniting their powers in bizarre situations despite their differences has been his and Ronald’s strong suit from the beginning, so Draluc easily knows to put his trust into the man — even after the week of silent treatment.
“I think this guy is using a barrier-based power, we need to figure out a way to break it.” Draluc murmurs, leaning closer to Ronald, hoping that the vampire will not hear him (yes, the vampire has a name, but by god, does it feel weird to address  a room  as  ‘Alex’ , even in his own head).
Ronald blinks, looking confused for a fraction of a second, before his face changes back into what Draluc has been used to seeing all these months while living with the man: determined and steadfast.
“Well, the gun sure as fuck didn’t work.” the exterminator answers back, voice low, “Can you slither out from under the doorframe?” he suggests.
“I doubt that’s possible” Draluc winces at the thought of trying to penetrate a barrier while in a dust-form — or any form, really — and pulls out his smartphone from the depths of his cape. A text reading  ‘no service ’ greets him at the upper left corner of the screen where the carrier would normally be. He presents his phone towards Ronald.
“The barrier probably disrupts signals from the outside, there’s no cell service or internet.” 
“ Fuck. ” the man hisses in response and fishes out his own phone too — he does not even have to report his findings back to the vampire, because Draluc can clearly see the same text plastered on the corner of Ronald’s screen as well.
“What the fuck are we gonna do now?” Ronald all but yells now, a tone of irritation sneaking back into his voice as he stuffs his phone back to his back pocket. He cocks his gun, “Do I just keep shooting until the guy takes enough damage?”
Draluc is about to suggest Ronald not to waste his bullets, but before he can get any words out, the vampire — Alex,  dear lord that name feels weird to acknowledge  — begins speaking again.
“Attempting any form of escape will be futile. You can only get out by meeting the conditions that my powers have set.” the voice rings out.
The vampire and the human standing in the white room exchange unsure glances.
“And what are said conditions?” Draluc asks.
“Let me introduce myself properly this time,” Alex begins, voice theatrical and full of the same flair Draluc has learned to expect from the deranged vampires of Shin-Yokohama.
“My name is Alex, The Room From Which You Cannot Get Out Without Having Sex.”
There is a millisecond of silence as the words sink in.
Then the screaming begins.
The amount of angry and panicked yelling that simultaneously erupts from both Draluc and Ronald’s mouths is possibly beyond anything the entire human race has ever witnessed or produced.
“What the  FUCK ?! Stop joking around!” Ronald shouts towards every corner of the room repeatedly as if not knowing where to direct his animosity towards since there is no clear source for Alex’s voice, face red and eyebrows furrowed in clear anger and embarrassment.
“Hey, hey, hey, HEY, you can’t do this to a fellow vampire! We’re brothers!” Draluc screams and begs, an uncharacteristic panic rising inside of him.
Both of the residents inside the room make a beeline for the door again, still screaming out whatever panicked or angry phrases pop into their heads  — Ronald has even graduated to making empty threats of violence against Alex — and begin pounding on the door repeatedly. Draluc dies multiple times in the process, slamming on the door a little too hard, tripping on his own cape and on Ronald’s legs, getting accidentally punched and body slammed by Ronald more than once, screams out to John, curses Ronald, and Ronald curses him back with matched vigor.
Suddenly, an abrupt and dull  ‘thump’  sound from behind the two forces them to turn around.
A king-sized bed and a simple wooden bedside drawer have materialized out of thin air in the middle of the room behind them.
Draluc dies out of sheer shock. Ronald lets out a yell that resembles a sound that would result if you put a grown man through a woodchipper.
Alex’s disembodied voice sounds out in the small space again.
“The choice is yours: get yourselves out, or die here. I’ll leave you to it.” the vampire announces with finality, and once again, his voice is gone as quickly as it had come back on.
The two are left to stare at the inconceivable scene in front of them — Draluc as a detached head on top of an unrevived pile of dust on the floor, and Ronald with a dismayed face that has been drained of all of its color. Neither of them speaks for a moment.
The horrifying cold sweat of realization settles onto Draluc’s slowly regenerating body, kicking his thoughts back into the anxious cycle they have been running in for the past week. Him and Ronald are not going to get out of this without doing what the vampire asks of them. That, in turn, will once and for all result in Ronald detesting him for the rest of his life. Draluc had been planning to leave, he should have just left, this will be the end for the two of them, Ronald is going to despise him, why did he not make a quiet dignified exit when he could have,  he will end up like his grandfather, forever desperately pining for a human and a relationship that never was and never will be–  
“Is this actually for real?” Ronald breathes out, as if on cue, and finally breaks the shocked silence. He sounds out of breath from the repeated failed attempts of breaking through the door.
In a final attempt to dodge the fate they have been thrust into, Draluc briskly walks to the newly materialized bedside drawer and pulls it open with such vigor that he almost kills himself. Maybe there is a key there, an emergency phone that actually works, a note giving them a password on how to get out, a choreography to a folk dance that will let them win Alex over, a jack-in-a-box that pops out and announces the whole thing to be a prank, a mere joke–
The contents of the drawer turn out to be a bottle of lubricant and a packet of condoms.
 “It’s no use!” Draluc cries out and explodes into a cloud of dust.
Collapsing into a pathetic pile on the floor, Draluc hears as the dull thumping sound starts echoing throughout the room again, no doubt signifying that Ronald has begun his futile attempts of barging through the door once more. That in of itself signals how much the man wishes to avoid him — Ronald’s entire body must be marred with bruises by now, yet he would still rather have that than be intimate with Draluc.
It takes Draluc longer than normal to revive, mind swirling with cluttered scenarios, each worse than the last. Once fully back in his humanoid shape, the vampire sits on the edge of the bed stiffly and mechanically — he hates how comfortable and inviting it feels under him, conjuring up images of all the times the two of them have run off into the various hotels in the Shin-Yokohama night. 
The thought makes him nauseous. 
“Ronald, stop. I think we only have one option here.” the vampire admits defeatedly, staring at the white wall directly in front of himself, not bothering to look at Ronald. He knows full well he will not get an eye contact back, anyway.
The thumping sound stops.
“No. I’m not doing that shit anymore.” Ronald answers.
“Think about this rationally. Would you rather die here?” Draluc asks in return.
Ronald refuses to answer, stubbornly turning his face away from the vampire. He pulls out his gun once more, proceeding to shoot at a wall near the door again. It is nothing but an empty manifestation of the man’s frustrations: as expected, the bullets do no damage, getting sucked up into the wall just like they have done before. Ronald looks like he is about to reload his gun, but by now the bullets seem to have run out. The exterminator makes a sharp  ‘tsk’  sound at the back of his throat and shoves the now empty gun back into its holster.
Draluc rolls his eyes in irritation.
“What exactly is the problem here? It’s not like this would be the first time we’ve done this.” the vampire picks up the topic again, Ronald’s willingful ignorance of the situation starting to annoy him. “You’re free to do whatever you want after we get out. It’s not like I particularly care.”
That is nothing but an empty lie, carried out by the long-ignored feelings that are once again starting to burst out of Draluc’s subconscious mind — Draluc does care, of course he does. He cares  tremendously . He cares so much that the weight of his feelings keeps him up during the daytime, so much that it feels like his lungs are constantly full of lead, so much that he has no option but to leave once all of this is over, the suffocating cold premiating every bone in his body each time that Ronald flinches when he comes near, when the man locks himself in the office, when he comes home smelling like cigarettes — but Ronald can, shall or will never know any of that.
“You don’t understand.” Ronald growls and punches the wall nearest to him. The dull  ‘thud’ echoes in the room for a second before Alex’s barrier sucks up the sound again.
“It’s true, I don’t understand. What happened all of a sudden? What changed so that you can’t do this one little thing to save your life?” Draluc asks bitterly, his voice poisonous and rising in volume. At this point there is no point of holding back anymore — his and Ronald’s relationship might as well be in shambles with the amount of avoiding the man is actively doing. As soon as they are getting out, Draluc is leaving.
“It’s because–!” Ronald begins, his voice also rising in volume, “The first time you did it– it was weird! You just popped out of the coffin! And you had the apron on! You were just making fun of me! You already knew back then!”
“Knew what? What are you talking about?” Draluc yells, his muddled and desperate emotions rapidly turning into burning anger. He jumps down from the bed in irritation and makes his way towards Ronald. The conversation is starting to turn into a shouting match again, "I don’t think this is the right time to get hung up on this, you goddamn gorilla! Let’s just get out!”
“No! Shut up! Fucking shit sand!” Ronald shouts, “I’m not doing this! I'm tired of you making fun of me and making my life a living hell just because you know damn well that I like you! ”
The words hit Draluc like a violent curveball, causing a sudden rush of blood into his head to make his ears ring and his vision to go white.
“Ah?” the vampire croaks out, suddenly losing the ability to speak or think, his body crumbling into dust before he can do anything else, “What?”
“Eh?” the sudden surprise in Ronald’s voice is evident — he seems like he had been expecting the shouting match to continue.
“Could you run that by me one more time?” Draluc asks, voice unsure and trembling, his body staying as a quivering pile of dust on the white tile floor.

   There is no way he had just heard what he thought he did. 

Ronald clears his throat, sounding unsure.
“I said– that you’re making fun of me. You’re just tormenting me.” the man answers, clearly attempting to get some of his usual boastfulness back into his voice.
“No, I feel like you’re forgetting something really important from that sentence.” Draluc presses on, still too taken aback to revive back from the pathetic mountain of ash he has been reduced to.
Ronald refuses to answer. A stubborn silence follows.
“Young man– Ronald.” Draluc mutters, slowly regenerating back into his usual self. He can clearly see that Ronald's face is red beyond belief and his eyebrow is twitching in either irritation or shame. Perhaps both.
Draluc’s own face probably isn’t much better: the vampire can feel the uncharacteristic heat radiating from his own cheeks, his neck and his  entire being — vampires are known for being cold to the touch and Draluc is very well aware that he is no exception the rule, but at that very moment he feels like his entire frame is vibrating as if sun was burning him from the inside.
He is quite sure his legs are shaking.
“Forget what I said!” Ronald finally answers with a yell, persistently ducking his head to the side and refusing eye contact, “Help me find another way out of here and you can move back to your clan’s castle if you want.”
“No, I think you really should listen to me–” Draluc begins, the words coming out of his mouth on their own, lifting his hands in the air as a sign of surrender to signify that there will be no pranks or jokes this time. He takes a tentative and shaky step towards the man, a sudden urge to get close humming deafeningly inside his skull.
He gets killed by a fist flying through his abdomen, accompanied with a throaty yell that interrupts whatever Draluc had been trying to say.
When Dralic tries to revive himself and open his mouth again, a firm chop gets delivered onto his newly formed head, stopping his confession on his tracks again.
And when Draluc attempts to start talking as a pile of ash, Ronald drops onto his knees with a panicked yell and begins to smush his dust around, forcing the vampire to shut up once more.
After a while of violent attacks to his dusty body and Ronald yelling out things that do not even resemble proper words anymore, Draluc finally manages to slither away from the man in his dusty state. He revives, finding himself out of breath from the constant cycle of dying and reviving, and puts his arms in front of himself protectively to maybe stop Ronald from killing him once more.
“Ronald- Ronald,  idiot, listen to your elders , calm down,” Draluc heaves, after finally managing to put some distance between the two of them, “I also– I feel the same way.”
“Shut up, shit sand!” Ronald shouts, face still red, also breathing heavily. He lunges forward.
“No, I’m serious! Why on earth would I joke about this?” the vampire yelps and ducks onto the side, barely escaping the red-colored human-missile launched towards him.
“It’s your mind games! You’re never serious about anything.” Ronald turns around and now manages to kick Draluc’s legs from under him, sending the vampire tumbling down into an ash mountain, “Stop making fun of me! Stop calling me a virgin when you know damn well I’m not!”
“How is that related to this?! What is going on with you? I just confessed, you moron!” Draluc yells back.
Suddenly, there is no end to their clash and bickering. The shouting match is starting to resemble one of their usual fights, the topic of the confession long since forgotten. Instead, the subject matter of the argument quickly devolves to include all their usual grievances and the events of the last week. It is like a dam being broken and the flood being set free: after a week of silence, Draluc is suddenly audibly complaining about the way Ronald has been avoiding him, about his newfound smoking habit, his cold attitude and all things in between, until his voice is hoarse from yelling and he dies from a sore throat. Ronald, obviously, challenges everything Draluc says, accusing the vampire of not taking anything seriously and continuously belittling him.
The fight seems like it is starting to turn into one of their frequent squabbling dance battles with the way both of them are relentlessly circling each other, arguing while aggressively waving their hands in the air and using their entire bodies to get their points across (and Draluc obviously dying more than once), the two of them completely forgotten the situation they are in, until a sudden long and sharp  ‘beep’  rings out in the small white room, startling both the vampire and the human.
The locked door of the room makes a clicking sound and swings open violently. It slams against the outer wall of the room with a loud bang, causing Draluc shriek and be reduced to dust, and Ronald to let out a confused scream.
Before either of the two inside have a chance to utter a word or question the situation, Alex’s voice rings out in the small space, sounding tired and annoyed.
“Get out.”
“What?” Ronald barks, voice too loud from all the yelling he has been doing, once again snapping his head towards the ceiling as if to search where Alex’s voice is coming from.
“But we didn’t do anything?” Draluc also interjects in hurry and confusion, reviving himself out of his dusty state and pulling himself back on his feet.
“I said get out.  I‘m tired of watching this madness unfold,” the vampire-room sighs, and Draluc is quite sure he has never heard anyone’s voice drip with more discontempt and just plain  tiredness ,  “This clearly isn’t going anywhere. I’ve never seen two people confess and then proceed to argue and murder at each other. You two have actual issues.”
“What happened to the  have sex or die–  ” Draluc begins, still too baffled about the new turn of events to even begin to get offended by the fact that Alex just insenuated that  they apparently have issues , but he is quickly shot down by Alex himself.
“ Just leave. Now  .” the vampire orders with finality, and the pair has no option but to waddle out of the room stiffly in a mixture of confusion, rapidly cooling anger and inexplicably,  shame .
Draluc steps out of the white light first, leaving behind the bizarre room with its king size bed and the numerous bullets Ronald has launched into the walls. The dark alleyway greets him, still enveloped in the blanket of the night and only illuminated by the street lights on the main roadway, just like it had been before they had stepped in.
John is nowhere to be seen. A small pang of concern lights up in Draluc, but his rational thinking and leftover  adrenaline from inside the room quickly take over — his loved familiar is bright and reliable, he must have run down to the guild to get backup.
Ronald steps out from the room after Draluc and turns his gaze towards the box-shaped vampire.
“Wait a minute, we still have to bring you to VRC.” the exterminator says to Alex as his feet hit the pavement of the alleyway.
“Yeah, sure, whatever. I’ll go by myself.” Alex huffs. He does not have eyes (which is terrifying, now that Draluc thinks about it), but Draluc can practically hear the non-existent eye-roll in the oddly shaped vampire’s voice, “Maybe the VRC will pay for my therapy after having to witness that. Though I have a feeling you two would need it more.”
The box-shaped vampire rises onto its feet without any further comments or farewells and waddles to the other end of the alleyway, utterly defeated, away from the odd pair. Both Draluc and Ronald watch as Alex rounds a corner and disappears into the Shin-Yokohama night, and Draluc is quite sure he can hear the vampire cursing ‘ I should have never come to this goddamn city in the first place’  under his breath.
So. Apparently they just got kicked out by a voyeuristic vampire who’s entire existence involves watching people have sex. Not only that, but the vampire suggested they get therapy.
Draluc lets that sink in for a good second.  A voyeristic sex-room vampire just recommended them therapy. 
After a few seconds of staring after Alex and listening to cars pass by a few streets over, the adrenaline slowly dissipating from Draluc’s veins, Ronald opens his mouth.
“You better forget everything you heard in there.” the man grumbles.
“No, absolutely not.” the words leave Draluc’s lips on their own volition while his head is still turned to the direction of which the chaotic while box with legs disappeared to.
Ronald groans, sounding tired, but he is not making any attempt to kill Draluc.
“I’m so fucking fed up of you making fun of me.”
“I’m not making fun of you,” the vampire answers, finally turning his head towards the man he is talking to, “Weren’t you listening to what  I said  inside there?”
Ronald is silent for a few seconds, eyebrows furrowed before he groans in clear frustration and pulls out a pack of cigarettes from the depth of his jacket. The man leans into the wall of the alleyway in irritation and slides against it until he is sitting on the ground, back against the building behind him. He shoves a cigarette in between his lips and begins fishing out for something from his pockets again, most likely a lighter.
“Don’t smoke, it smells terrible. I’ll die.” Draluc points out, his voice lacks any kind of real punch or edge — after everything that has occured in the spoan of such a short time and the frozen suffocation of the past week, the vampire is not sure how to approach the new situation. It is as if all his usual dramatic flair has been swept away somewhere in the back of his mind where he cannot access it. 
“I’ve been stressed, give me a break.” the exterminator mumbles in response to the vampire’s earlier comment, with the cigarette hanging in between his lips, “This is the last one and I’ll quit again.”
Lighting the cigarette up, Ronald takes a long drag into his lungs and exhales the smoke to the opposite direction of where Draluc is standing.
The smell is dreadful even with the distance between Draluc and the cloud of smoke, but the vampire manages to successfully fight the urge to die. He watches the gray vapor dissipate into the air, vanishing out of existence into the dark Shin-Yokohama night. 
It turns out that Draluc had been wrong this entire time: Ronald does not, in fact, despise him. The realization crawls upwards his spine, somehow incredibly cold and inexplicably warm at the same time. The sensation makes the vampire want to squirm, to leave and to stay at the same time, to do  something  in order to make sense of the situation.
If Draluc were his usual self right now, his mind would surely start its regular round of pestering and teasing at Ronald’s expense: crack a joke, call the man an inexperienced virgin for not handling his own feelings properly, create a spontaneous new dance-piece that artfully mocks Ronald even without the vampire saying anything — but Draluc is currently anything but his normal self. He is still taken aback, still vulnerable, still trying to understand the circumstances of what this all means and how to approach everything. His tongue is heavy, as if glued onto the roof of his mouth.
Even through it all, there is one thing that needs to be done. Even though Draluc is a hedonist, an existence that thrives on amusement, entertainment and pleasure above all else, this matter needs to be addressed for good — the elephant in the room. Or perhaps one could say the sex-room vampire in the alleyway . 
The pattern of him and Ronald not talking about whatever it is that is going on between them has gone on for far too long. 
Draluc gathers up his cape so as to not sit on top of it, and awkwardly slides to sit onto the ground next to Ronald, back leaning on the wall of the building behind them.
“So,” the vampire begins, attempting to sound like his usual self to bring a semblance of normalcy into the situation, “You sure said a lot of things about me playing mind games.”
Ronald huffs out a cloud of smoke.
“Well. You  have  been acting like a piece of shit. I expected you to eventually stop teasing me, after all we did. Or at least not do it so often.” he begins, sounding tired and seemingly not even trying to hide it,  “I’m pretty sure I even asked you to stop, after the whole... you know, in the love hotel, after the whole thing with your dust.”
Goddamn it. It is true, Draluc realizes — Ronald  had  asked for him to stop.
The vampire groans in mild exasperation. God fucking damn it. Had he been the problem all along?
“So, since you just kept making fun of me, I figured you were doing the whole thing just to mess with me as a part of some fucking game.” Ronald continues, bringing the cigarette up to his lips once more, “I thought I heard you cry, that one time, I even tried asking if you were fine. But afterwards you still just fucking joked around. So I figured it would be best to stop.”
Draluc pinches the bridge of his nose as Ronald's side of the story suddenly becomes clear to him, the consequences of his own actions presented to him on a silver platter. He loathes how this entire situation suddenly  makes sense : he had been too busy — first trying to figure out his own feelings, wrapped in an inconvenient package of self-proclaimed hedonism and obsession, and then in a cycle of vicious anxiety and insecurity — that the had not actually stopped to realize that there might have been another meaning behind Ronald’s newfound words and actions besides the usual back-and-forth of endless banter.
The avoidance had not started out of disgust towards Draluc, it had started out of hurt. Just like Draluc, Ronald had been too paralyzed and wrapped up in his feelings and inferiority complex to approach the other.
“I can’t believe the gorilla is making total sense for once.” the vampire groans. 
Another puff of gray smoke from Ronald’s mouth disappears into the dark night.
“What do you mean ‘for once’ ?” the man snaps at Draluc’s words.
“I’m sorry about that.” Draluc says, and actually means it.
“Yeah.” Ronald sighs and continues, “Satetsu and Shot told me you sat around the guild having fun just like normal. That didn’t help your case either.”
Draluc fights the urge to smack himself in the head to end his laughably pathetic existence and slither out of the situation — god damn, even  sitting at the guild had been a mistake? Every single thing Draluc thought he had been doing to keep up appearances had actually been a detriment and had just served to make the entire mess worse. 
“I was trying to appear normal so that others wouldn’t question anything. I didn’t know what else to do.” Draluc groans — admitting his own faults out loud stings his ego, but this is one of the situations he needs to let go of his high vampire-lord pride for once.
“How about just talking? You seem pretty damn good at running your mouth.” Ronald suggests, voice dripping with dry sarcasm.
“Well, it’s not like you were much more proactive or opened your mouth either,  Mister Bigshot Author Who Should Be Very Familiar With The Intricacies Of Japanese Language .” Draluc cannot help but to jab back — it is not like he has been the only one acting stubbornly.
Ronald huffs out a cloud of smoke.
“Okay, so we both fucked up.” the man offers, still sounding slightly annoyed, but Draluc likes to think he hears a hint of solidarity in the man’s voice. At least Ronald has not killed him yet, nor is he making any attempts to stomp away, “But you still fucked up more.”
Draluc could argue — in a normal situation, his belligerent nature would love nothing more than to challenge Ronald’s statement —  but the situation is far from normal. There is still air to clear up, the suffocation to work through.
“So, what you said in the room,” Draluc asks, “Did you, by any chance, actually mean it?”
A few seconds pass before Ronald answers. The vampire sneaks a glance at the man’s direction, catching a glimpse of his rapidly reddening face.
“...Yes.” Ronald finally admits, breathing out the words as if he has been keeping them in for a long time.
The man’s answer causes a sudden rush of white noise to buzz and come alive inside the confines of Draluc’s skull, and he feels like the extremities of his body might be crumbling into dust and regenerating constantly in the rhythm of his rapidly accelerating heartbeat. It resembles the same kind of sensation that had broken free inside Draluc the first time he walked in on Ronald on the sofa, all that time ago.
“So, then– For how long have you–” the vampire clears his throat in an attempt to get his buzzing mind and racing heart back on track, and gestures vaguely towards himself, “You know what I mean. Was it since the first time we did it?”
Ronald stays silent, exhaling a bit of smoke from between his lips.
“A couple weeks before that?” Draluc prods on, but his voice is unsure — a couple weeks before their first night together would have been when he had started the fake housewife act.
Still no answer. Ronald takes another long inhale from his rapidly shortening cigarette. His face is starting to gain an increasingly redder hue by the second.
“Even  before  that?” Draluc blinks in confusion, feeling his hands starting to turn into dust from the sheer surprise and not the tobacco smoke floating around them. He is trying to make eye contact with Ronald who keeps stubbornly avoiding his gaze and insistently stares at the wall of the building in front of them.
Exhaling the excess smoke, face now so utterly crimson that the hue matches his hat and jacket, Ronald opens his mouth.
“Back when you first barged in while I was in the middle of…  things , I was actually–”
“No, nonono, don’t say it!” Draluc shrieks in a panicked and embarrassed hurry, feeling his face heat up uncontrollably, “Okay, I get it, I get it!”
“Maybe if you stopped trying to see everything as a game to win or just something to be entertained by, you’d have time to take your head out of your ass and see these things.” 
Draluc tries to think back to his and Ronald’s bizarre and convoluted history together, as much as his deafeningly humming mind lets him. He had only started to pay attention to the looks Ronald had been giving him when he had started the fake housewife act, and had quickly taken notice of the heated looks after that. 
Could it be– maybe those looks had been there all along, but Draluc had simply not paid attention. 
And maybe it had been more than just the looks. The worried messages, the times when Ronald had taken care of John, the long stares, the hovering, the actual act of sex itself– Maybe their entire weird lifestyle, living together, the fact that Ronald had put up with Draluc’s constant pestering for all this time, the fact that he had even quit smoking, the purchases of kitchen gadgets and the games for Draluc– Maybe the AV collection, oh dear god, the AV collection–
The recognition of everything suddenly rushes over Draluc in a burning flash, and the vampire crumbles into possibly the world’s most humiliated pile of dust, accompanied with a mortifyingly embarrassed wail.
Ronald takes one last inhale from his cigarette before pulling it off of his lips and extinguishing the smoldering stump against asphalt.
“Also, your coffin is not nearly as soundproof as you think it is.”
Draluc erupts into mortified screaming, not even getting a chance to revive from his previous dusty state.
“Aaaahhhh! No! That's the worst thing I’ve heard all day!” the vampire howls. The fact that Ronald has possibly heard — no, has  definitely  heard — him engage in onanism in his coffin and never said a thing is beyond humiliating. Draluc had previously thought that if Ronald were ever to find out about his private hobbies, he would leave for good and return to his clan castle to never be seen again — and had the circumstances been any different than they are now, he actually might have.
But not right now. Not anymore. 
When Draluc revives, still gritting his teeth together in embarrassment, he finds a slight smug smile tugging at Ronald’s lips, the man looking far too pleased with the flustered mess he has managed to make of Draluc with the power of a few cleverly aimed words. Despite Ronald’s current entertainment stemming purely from Draluc's humiliation, the vampire has to admit that the smirk suits the man: it has been a while since Draluc has seen the exterminator smile, and by god, he has missed it.
He has missed  all of Ronald during this past week — normal interactions with him (or as normal as theirs can ever get, anyway). Having Ronald close to him, their meals together, secretly hiding celery the man’s food, endless bantering, the domestic moments of doting after John, LINE messages with stupid cartoon stickers, working together and not having to dodge Ronald as if the two them being in the same space is hurting both of them.
Arranging himself back into a sitting position against the wall, next to Ronald, Draluc begins speaking again. 
“So,” he breathes out, wetting his lips, still feeling flustered, “What happens now?”
“Do you want to move away? To your family’s castle?” Ronald asks.
“Absolutely not.” the vampire answers so quickly that he does not even have to think about the words that come out, the answer soaring forward straight from the core of his being, “I’d prefer to stay. For a long time. With you.”
A silence settles between them, but it is not an unpleasant one, or a cold and dismissive one like the previous silences between them during the past week — it is one brimming and drumming with expectation. Draluc can feel his entire fragile frame swaying with the beats of his heart.
He clears his throat once more.
“Rest assured young man, if you didn’t already realize it, your feelings are returned.” Draluc says, attempting to sound like his usual confident self to keep both himself and Ronald from being swallowed into the breathless suspense of the situation, “No mind-games or jokes.”
Ronald shifts nervously at Draluc’s words, turning around where he is sitting and finally facing the vampire next to him fully, face red; Draluc angles his neck to and face to meet the exterminator’s gaze as well, feeling his heart restlessly palpating in his throat. 
Ronald’s brows are furrowed together in determined concentration, but there is hesitation in his body language, his usual self-doubt most likely making him stiff and unsure — Draluc has always wondered why a successful and famed young man like Ronald suffers from such low self-esteem at times. There is very little reason for the exterminator to feel such a way, with all the achievements he has under his belt despite his young age.
“Then–” Ronald swallows and inches closer to the vampire, still appearing slightly hesitant, until both of them are swallowed under the brim of his hat and the exterminator’s warm breath ghosts on Draluc’s face.
“You smell like tobacco. So,  so  bad. I’ll die.” Draluc exhales and scrunches up his nose in disgust, but does not back away the slightest — he does not dare to, the air around them so tense and vibrating with expectation that Draluc feels like even the slightest movement might shatter the moment.
“Just shut up for once.” Ronald mumbles, eyes downcast, and tilts his head slightly before slowly coming closer to Draluc’s face. The vampire braces himself, tensing up in preparation as not to die — both from the cigarette smell and from what is about to follow.
Before either of them can feel the touch of each other's lips, they are interrupted by a familiar voice and a large white object — no, a vampire — suddenly standing next to them in the alleyway.
“Hey, sorry to bother you guys, excuse me, I realized I actually don’t know where VRC is, could you pleas–” Alex begins sheepishly next to them.
“HOLY SHIT, FUCK OFF.” Ronald shouts with ear-shattering volume and somehow manages to spring himself onto his feet at what seems like the speed of light, drop-kicking Alex to the ground before the box-shaped vampire can even finish his sentence. 
***
The trip to the VRC with Alex passes in silence between Ronald and Draluc (but not a negative or tense kind of silence — rather, an expectant one, with their every cell practically buzzing with nervous energy and difficulty to contain themselves). While walking side by side, Draluc catches Ronald sneaking glances at his direction, red-faced and restless — and the vampire finds himself doing the exact same thing, his long-repressed feelings for the exterminator practically begging to make themselves known to all, so much so that Draluc has to fight his body’s natural reaction not to die from the sheer amount of them.
Draluc ends up grabbing the hem of Ronald’s jacket into his bony grip and holding onto it for the rest of the way, in what he hopes would look discreet to an outsider but would still successfully relay Draluc’s own absolute desperation to be close to Ronald to the man himself. It is the best he can force himself to do out in public (he is still a noble higher vampire with a reputation to uphold, no matter how deeply and intoxicatingly in love he is) and not to die from embarrassment or violent heart-palpitations — Ronald certainly does not seem to have any gripes with the way Draluc holds on to him, if the way he stands up a little straighter and how his steps become slightly more assertive is any indication.
Upon their arrival to VRC, Ronald practically kicks Alex into the staff’s arms and declares him to be their problem now, cursing both the box-shaped vampire and the ludicrous town they live in for making his life a living hell. The hunter in red then makes a quick standard phone call to the client that originally alerted them to the scene, confirming that the troublemaking vampire has been apprehended and that the night’s job is successfully finished. 
It is only after dropping off the voyeuristic menace that Draluc and Ronald realize to check their phones for new messages, both having been too wrapped up in the bizarre whirlwind of events to actually remember the world around them. They are greeted with a good dozen LINE notifications from other hunters, some announcing that John is indeed at the guild and perfectly safe, some asking about their whereabouts and questioning why John has shown up alone and seemingly panicked out of his little mind. 
The pair practically sprints to retrieve their beloved armadillo companion back. Draluc dies more than once when oncoming night traffic passes by them a little too close on the narrow streets, causing Ronald to curse under his breath, still a bit flustered, and grab the vampire’s gloved hand to swiftly pull him along as they navigate their way to the guild. 
Apparently John had indeed tried his best to get the hunters to some and assist Draluc and Ronald, but none of them understanding the armadillo had led to the group starting a guessing game what John could possibly mean, which had then turned into a heated impromptu match of shiritori, and finally into an evening of drinking on the job. John had been served one hot cocoa and snack after another, all of them out of Ronald’s tab ( obviously ), and the time had just passed by until the vampire and exterminator had appeared to the guild.
(Draluc has a feeling that the free food, delicious drinks and the undivided attention from an entire horde of hunters might have had something to do with the lack of backup that he and Ronald had met at the scene of the job, but he cannot be too mad about it, in the end. 
John is definitely going on a diet at home, though. Not as a jab at the armadillo’s likely prioritization of sweets and treats over his master’s recent predicament, just for the sake of his health. Okay, maybe as a bit of a jab  — a thoroughly loving jab, that is.)
After collecting the beloved armadillo (and Shot making a clear on-the-nose comment about  how Draluc and Ronald seem to be in a good mood and certainly getting along today , with Satetsu looking sheepish in the background), the walk back home passes in a jubilant, excited anxiousness that translates into the vampire and the hunter overcompensating and acting like caricatures of themselves, bickering benevolently over the smallest issues, simply to calm their nerves and catch up with the week they have lost by not talking. Ronald makes a quick run to the familiar Wamimart near the apartment to purchase breath mints — to get rid of the cigarette smell, he announces, and downs the entire packet all at once, an action so foolhardy and idiotic that only a man like Ronald could come up with it. Draluc watches in horror and nearly dies simply from the sight of the exterminator choking on what the vampire assumes must be the overpowering mint taste.
The night feels like it has lasted a lifetime, Draluc realizes upon the trio returning home and effortlessly falling into the same rhythm that their life used to have before the cold week of avoidance and conflict: Ronald eats the fried chicken Draluc had made earlier in the evening — suddenly devouring the plate with vigour, showing no signs of hesitance anymore — takes a bath and complains about how tired he is. It is almost as if the start and end of their outlandish spin on the streets of Shin-Yokohama are from two different universes altogether: one in which Draluc and Ronald are nothing but husks of themselves, quiet, and entangled in a restrained clash; and one in which they intertwine together, glowing and melting in the daily routines with each other. 
Surely John must also be able to tell the sudden difference between Draluc and Ronald’s current and previous demeanors: the armadillo is awe-inspiring and bright, certainly better at reading the room than many people Draluc knows.
Then surely, John must also realize what is happening between them. 
“Actually, John, would you mind going out tonight? You could have a nice sleepover at a friend’s place.” Draluc suggests to his familiar after the hustle and bustle of daily baths and dinners is over for the night.
The armadillo answers to his master’s wishes with an enthusiastic  ‘Nun!’, seemingly having no problems with the thought of leaving the house for the night.
The look Ronald gives Draluc, though, is ruffled and absolutely scandalized. Now, Ronald might not be as talented at reading the room as John is, but surely the man realizes what Draluc’s words imply.
It only takes a few LINE messages back and forth in the guild group chat before Satetsu is standing in front of the office door, impressively sobered up despite the earlier drinking party, beaming at the thought of taking the beloved armadillo in for the rest of the night and upcoming day (although, John does mention another friend he could have visited, one he has apparently met in the back alleys and given dorayaki to — but that rings way too suspicious in Draluc’s ears, so the armadillo ends up leaving with Satetsu, nonetheless  ‘Nuu’ ing with content.)
Just before closing the door and leaving the apartment, John flashes a knowing thumbs up in Draluc and Ronald’s direction, followed by a determined  ‘Nun nun’  and a wave, before the armadillo is out of the door with the metal-armed man.
“Wasn’t that kind of rude of you?,” Ronald begins, sounding unsure, “John has no idea why we just ushered him out.”
“No, I’m pretty certain John knows.” Draluc answers, listening to Satetsu’s footsteps and little taps of the armadillo’s paws in the hallway fade out.
The truth is, John might have taken notice of the mutual yearning between the vampire and the human long before Draluc himself had come even close to realizing it. The vampire and familiar have shared a close bond and a living space for over 180 years, after all — it would be no wonder if John had known the entire time.
The splutter that emerges from Ronald’s vocal cords at Draluc’s answer is an incrohensible mess of flustered jumble, the thought of John knowing about their endeavors clearly too embarrassing for the man to handle.
“Fuck, h-have you told John?! About us–” the exterminator finally manages to croak out, a red hue starting to rise to his cheeks.
“I haven’t. He is just smarter than you.” Draluc hums out, turning to face the man next to him in satisfaction of the two of them finally being alone together, “But that time will come. Perhaps tomorrow. And you’re gonna have to ask for John’s permission to have my hand. You’re gonna have to beg on your hands and knees.”
Ronald furrows his brows in determination, still red-faced but not backing away from Draluc’s sarcastic verbal nudging.
“I’ll do it. For John’s sake.” the man nods with conviction.
“Not my sake? How terribly cold of you.” Draluc pesters playfully, voice heavy with flirtatious mockery, and he receives an irritated yet familiar chop to the head as a response.
“Shut up.” Draluc hears the exterminator grumble as his own body shatters onto the floor as dust.
It seems that despite everything they have been through these months and especially today, some things still never change. Not that Draluc would want them to, either — this bizarre and alluring relationship built on abrupt events, strange meetings and curious companionship — and now, clearly,  love — has kept Draluc’s hedonistic mind from getting bored more efficiently than any game ever could. Draluc does not mind dying, has never minded dying, if it means he and Ronald can continue to live their lives intertwined and together.
Draluc revives from the dust he has been reduced to, meeting Ronald’s still bashful gaze. The contrast between the silver hair and flushed red skin has always looked good in Draluc’s eyes. He likes all things red.
“But you’ll have it?” the vampire asks, taking a tentative step closer to the exterminator standing in front of him, “You’ll have my hand?”
“I thought I already made that clear in the alleyway.” Ronald asks, cocking his brow but not backing away.
Draluc tilts his head.
“No, that was just a confession.” he informs the man, who reacts with dismay and confusion.
“There’s MORE TO THIS than confessing? That doesn’t automatically mean we’re a couple now?” Ronald shrieks in panic, his eyes widening in disbelief and the embarrassed blush on his face deepening. 
Draluc cannot help but burst into a good-natured laughter at the sight, this time dying completely by accident, pedaled by the realization that Ronald  really does not understand a single thing about romantic relationships  . Draluc wants to make a joke about Ronald’s virginity,  again , but that had seemed to be a sore spot, so he lets the obvious joke pass.
“Yeah, we clearly need to make sure to keep talking about these matters.” the vampire mentions, a little teasingly in between laughter and regenerating his body back into humanoid shape, “You truly need all the help you can get.”
After a week of heavy and suffocating silence that might as well have felt like a decade, Draluc does not want to stop talking, ever. Nor does he want Ronald to stop, either.
“Shut up! Don’t laugh! This is my first time doing this!” the man in question yells, clenching his hands into fists in embarrassed irritation. 
Draluc almost expects to get punched, an interaction so mundane at this point that he does not even need to brace himself for it; but to his surprise Ronald takes a deep breath, relaxes his hands and faces the vampire with determination again.
“Fine. I’d like to officially ask for your hand,” the exterminator swallows nervously before continuing, “For dating purposes.”
Draluc has expected the question, hoped for it, practically put the words into Ronald’s mouth, but hearing the words still nearly dusts him.
Ronald’s face looks hot enough that touching it would cause Draluc to die and burn for all eternity, and the heat Draluc feels on his own face makes his ribcage swell in a sweltering warmth — by now, the vampire knows the sensation in his chest is  love . 
It takes a second of fighting against death before Draluc can form a sentence to answer Ronald.
“I’ll humbly accept.” the vampire replies, hiding the tremble in his voice by continuing with a sarcastic comment, “Now, remember to beg John for permission tomorrow. And be glad I’m not making you ask my father, too.”
“As if I would care what that geezer thinks,” Ronald crosses his arms in what Draluc assumes must be a thinly veiled attempt to keep himself from fidgeting and continues, giving the vampire a red-faced glare, “Don’t you get cocky, now. You’re still an evil piece of shit sand.”
“And you’re an idiot gorilla, so it’s a perfect match, isn’t it?” Draluc smirks and shrugs — also in a thinly veiled attempt to keep himself from fidgeting, and more importantly,  dying  from the elated heat that has burst out in his ribcage, lighting his entire being on fire with nervous and expectant electricity. 
Closing the final small distance between him and Ronald, Draluc grabs the man’s hand into his own thin one, and pulls him along towards the living area.
“Come.“ the vampire instructs; he does not actually have the power to force Ronald to follow him, but luckily he does not have to, for the man trails Draluc without any issues, face gaining a redder hue with every passing second their palms are connected.
Arriving into the living area from the office space, Draluc sits on the sofa, Ronald stiffly following suit.
“O-oh.” the man stutters, his mind no no doubt already imagining something heated and inappropriate without the two of them even doing anything yet.
“Don’t get your hopes up.” Draluc rolls his eyes, “I’d just like you to finish what you started, in the alleyway.”
Actually admitting  ‘I want you to kiss me’ out loud would surely kill Draluc on the spot, sending dust flying throughout the room, but luckily Ronald seems to understand the implication the vampire is trying to put forward. The man stiffly shuffles closer to Draluc on the sofa as a response, both of them facing each other in a silent standoff of rapidly beating hearts, dark-hued faces and shallow expectant breaths.
The two of them stare at each other for a tense moment, nothing happening. The seconds tick on. Draluc can see stray beads of sweat forming on Ronald’s forehead.
“Aaahh, stop staring! It’s too much pressure! I can’t do this!” the man yells out suddenly and presses his eyes closed tightly in humiliation, heated desperation and panic clear in his voice.
“Okay, I’ll close my eyes then.” the vampire answers, raising his hands in the air as a mark of solidarity. Draluc quickly does as promised, not wanting to wait much longer in case one of them chickens out, so he lets his eyes flutter shut and mentally braces himself. The beating of his heart does not slow down in the slightest, instead feeling like it is rapidly picking up more speed as his vision goes dark and his other senses kick into overdrive to compensate for the lack of sight.
The vampire hears as Ronald takes a deep breath, as if bracing himself, before the weight on the sofa shifts. The heat of Ronald’s figure inches closer slowly, causing Draluc to swallow a nervous lump in his throat.
As soon as he feels Ronald’s breath on his face, before either of them actually touches each other, Draluc loses control of his body and crumbles into a pathetic mountain of dust onto the sofa.
“God damn it, don’t die now!” Ronald wails, sounding desperate and frustrated, “I didn’t even do anything yet!”
Draluc revives from dust slowly, feelings of shame, nervousness and thrill buzzing at the back of his skull at the same time.
“Fine, fine, I’ll keep my eyes open, then. That way I won’t be surprised when you do it.” he assures Ronald, not entirely sure he can actually do it, but more than willing to try. Draluc shifts into what feels like a more stable sitting position on the sofa, tucking both of his legs under himself.
“Yeah.” Ronald mutters, in what seems to be mostly to psych himself up than to answer the vampire, “Yeah, that might work.”
The exterminator is about to start leaning in once more, until Draluc suddenly stops him by putting his thin hands up in between the two of them to prevent Ronald from moving further.
“Wait. Hold onto me,” the vampire commands, placing Ronald’s hands on his own bony shoulders with a nervous shake that he hopes Ronald will not notice, “So I physically feel when you start moving in and I won’t die out of shock.”
Ronald nods, mouth pulled into a tight and fidgety line, face heated. His palms are smoldering hot against the low temperature of Draluc’s body, the heat radiating through the fabric of the vampire’s shirt.
With a one final nod, Ronald leans in, bringing Draluc closer by his shoulders. The vampire tries his best to keep his eyes open to prevent himself from collapsing from surprise again, but upon seeing Ronald’s long eyelashes flutter closed nervously, Draluc has no other option but to instinctively screw his eyes shut too, bracing himself as not to die.
The kiss still comes suddenly, hitting Draluc like a lightning, shooting through his entire frame at once, jolting him to press himself firmer against the warm touch of Ronald’s lips.
Draluc is quite sure his entire body is turning to dust and reviving at a rapid speed, churning his insides in a white burning haze. Whatever is left of his brain reminds him that technically he must still be intact, even if every nerve of his body keeps telling him that he has to be definitively, positively, absolutely dead by now: he can still feel Ronald’s lips on his and has not collapsed onto the ground yet, so clearly he is in the books of the living. Maybe it is his internal organs that are long gone, maybe his brain, or maybe he has lost his sanity altogether.
The kiss is short and over quickly, nothing but an extended press of lips on top of each other. Still, it is enough to leave Draluc’s head spinning in a haze of confusion and want. This time he is sure his ears have turned into dust and regenerated from the sheer shock and elation.
Ronald studies the vampire’s face, mouth slightly agape, blue eyes shining like dark jewels behind the silver bangs.
This is not enough.
“Again.” Draluc tries to demand and shakily grabs Ronald’s shirt for balance, but his command comes out as a breathy croak, most of his strength flown by the wayside and replaced with nothing but trembling, buzzing exhilaration. He barely hears his own voice with the white noise that keeps humming in his ears and the restless drumming of his heart palpitating in his throat.
Luckily, Ronald does not need much commanding, as he is already moving closer, grabbing Draluc’s shoulders in a firm hold again and closing the distance between them once more.
Draluc has no idea how to do any of this, but that does not hinder the euphoria
that shoots through him every time the two angle themselves a little differently than before, when Ronald tightens his grasp on his shoulder, or when the man exhales between his lips in a way that almost sounds like a whimper or a hungry groan — the two of them move together, lips against lips, not venturing any deeper into each other’s mouths than the very surface, but even those clumsy and braceless displays of want are enough to make Draluc press himself harder against Ronald’s lips. 
Sure, it is awkward, the angle being inelegant sometimes and their noses bumping together ungracefully from time to time, but the sheer need to be closer to each other seems to drive them both forward. Draluc has consumed a good deal of content that involves lip-locking during his lifetime, from terrible romance novels to dramatic period movies that he likes to point all historic inaccuracies out of, but he has never actually done this himself. The learning curve is certainly steep.
The good thing is, Ronald has not done any of this either. 
–Or actually, perhaps that might be a bad thing, because the very next second the two of them clink their teeth together by accident, Draluc immediately dying from the sharp pain and Ronald inhaling abruptly in agony.
Draluc crumbles into dust on the sofa, the heat of the moment dissipating slightly with his death-reset, but not enough for him to want to stop now. 
Not nearly enough.
“Fuck, I got dust in my mouth.” Ronald curses above the vampire’s reviving figure. The hunter pulls farther away and puts out his tongue to scrape off the stray specs of ash out. The dust does not take longer than a few seconds to return back into Draluc’s original body.
With his newly regenerated physique, Draluc can see the damage their collision has made on the human.
Ronald’s upper lip is bleeding, blood oozing down slowly and painting the man’s tongue and teeth crimson with swirling liquid patterns.
The two exchange heated glances — even with the fog of excitement and arousal cursing through their veins, they must both be thinking the same thing. Draluc has the advantage of reviving and cooling down slightly, making his thoughts clearer than they had been before, but Ronald seems to still be in a haze of lust from the kiss.
Draluc licks his own lips without even fully realizing it.
“May I?” the vampire asks, sliding closer to the exterminator where he is sitting on the sofa.
Face red and mouth slightly open to allow himself to take in heaving breaths, Ronald nods. Draluc moves in without giving the situation a second thought, bracing himself against Ronald’s shoulders and leaning close until he feels the man’s breath ghost on his face and smells the iron from the blood that keeps trickling from his lip.
Draluc gives Ronald’s upper lip a slow and tentative lick. The taste hits him within seconds: the saliva is musky and stuffy, almost salty, the blood is sweet and rich, just like it had used to be. The combination is intoxicating, rushing into Draluc’s head, grabbing the last pieces of his sanity like a thread getting caught on a sharp corner and raveling the entire spool in one go.
Letting go of his reason for good and allowing his primal instincts to take over, Draluc straddles Ronald’s lap completely, practically throwing himself against the man and letting his mind go blank in search of the taste and the pleasure he so badly craves. Having access to Ronald’s blood again after a week of desperation is exhilarating, invigorating and makes every cell of Draluc’s fragile frame buzz with the need to get more, experience more, feel more.
It is all beyond clumsy: Ronald tries to respond to the movements of Draluc’s desperately starved mouth, but neither quite knows what they are doing. They let their lips and tongues overlap in a mess of heated frenzy, ugly and bumbling, but both too captivated to care. The two change the angle of their mouths constantly, Draluc’s fangs making contact with Ronald’s lips and tongue, causing even more small bleeding tears to open up in the soft membranes of the man’s mouth.
Still, it is not enough, this could never be enough: the saliva waters down the amount of blood Draluc is getting and makes the hunger swirl inside him even more violently than before — it is like teasing, letting the vampire have a taste but not the entire treat.
Letting go of the mess of a kiss they have created, Draluc sits back, putting distance between himself and Ronald. Still sitting in the man’s lap, he feels the telltale sign of his arousal under his buttocks. Draluc knows he is in the same state, with his own manhood pressed tightly against his tailored dress pants.
Ronald stares at him, eyes dark and pupils blown wide, openly panting mouth leaking with red saliva.
Draluc swallows and lets out a long, drawn out huff.
“Okay, forget everything I said earlier.” the vampire breathes out, leaning back and undoing the jabot from his neck, throwing it off to the first direction his hand allows him to, “Can we do this now?”
“ Fuck , yes please.” Ronald confirms, groaning in painfully clear arousal. Draluc, in return, bounces off of Ronald’s lap and the sofa, heading towards his own coffin: he had buried the lubricant somewhere deep into the nooks and crannies of the coffin when it had seemed like Ronald was done with him for good, not wanting to see the godforsaken thing ever again for how much it had reminded Draluc of the nights the two had spent together.
Well, the situation has changed now.
The irony of getting out of a vampiric sex room without doing anything yet falling into throves of passion with a mere kiss while on their very own living room sofa is not lost on Draluc. However, he is not in the headspace to care — perhaps the situation will make a hilarious joke some other time, a topic to be laughed at for years to come, but certainly not now.
Right now Draluc just urges to have Ronald close, to connect, to make up for the time they lost while in their silent altercation, to feel the nerves of his body come alive like he knows they will.
He resumes rummaging through the coffin.
“Huh. I always wondered how you were so prepared every time.” Ronald mumbles, watching from over the sofa backrest as Draluc pulls out his toys one by one in search of the lost lubricant. The quest does not go on for long, which Draluc is glad for — not only because he wants to have Ronald as soon as possible, but also because the man seeing his collection still feels like a humiliating position to be put in. Draluc quickly grabs the bottle he has located among the toys before the conversation escalates, closes the coffin lid and plops back to the sofa in front of Ronald.
“Yes, you could say I’m experienced in these matters. I have a history.” the vampire confirms, placing the newly acquired bottle next to the sofa and starts getting rid of his tailored vest.
The vampire’s answer causes Ronald’s face to go dark in a flash, replacing the haziness of clear excitement with looming anger.
“...A history with other men?” the exterminator growls out, the volume of his suddenly agitated voice rising a little too high for what is acceptable for a Japanese residential apartment in the middle of the night.
“Not with other men,” Draluc rolls his eyes and proceeds to pat Ronald’s chest reassuringly, “I’ve done it alone. You’re the only one I’ve ever been with.”
The threatening look on Ronald’s face melts into a red-faced surprise, and his mouth forms a dazed and silent  ‘oh.’  
Draluc discards his vest on the floor and begins unbuttoning his dress shirt next, all while Ronald watches keenly with pupils blown dark and wide.
“Didn’t you say you had heard me in the coffin before? What did you  think  I was doing?” the vampire asks while working on removing his clothes.
“I sort of assumed, but I was never sure.” Ronald grumbles, sounding slightly annoyed at the jab about his deduction skills, and starts directing his irritation into pulling Draluc’s shirt off of the vampire instead of killing him, “You could have just been jerking off.”
“Ah, that.” Draluc shrugs, throwing the piece of clothing onto the floor with Ronald’s help. Now is not the time to care about wrinkles in the fabric, “I got bored of that ages ago. You know, hedonism and all.”
The confused look on Ronald’s face tells Draluc that no, Ronald does not know. The man does not have the slightest idea of what the vampire is talking about, probably because of all his blood traveling to the south of his body instead of staying in his brain.
Luckily that hardly matters right now.
Draluc finishes taking off his clothes first, sitting on the sofa wearing nothing but his dark boxers, Ronald following suit — the man’s clothes are certainly much faster to take off that Draluc’s elaborate getup is, Ronald sporting just a pair of slacks and a t-shirt, so the clothes join Draluc’s on the floor quickly.
The thought of kissing still feels too new, too frenzied and hungry of an affair that will end up with them making a mess of each other prematurely, so instead Draluc scoots closer to Ronald and lets his thin hands travel across the man’s well developed thighs — Draluc had always been hesitant with touching and exploring before, given the previously unspoken and almost business-like nature of their relationship, but now he revels on the thought of feeling every inch of Ronald under his fingertips with permission, and the way the man’s breathing gets heavier and hotter every time Draluc brushes his teasing fingers across Ronald’s inner thigh, close to this manhood still trapped under the boxers.
The bite mark from their disastrous love hotel affair is long gone from Ronald’s thigh, as is the one from his neck as well. Perhaps it is good to start with a clean slate, with their previous convoluted relationship now in history, Draluc supposes — he has all the time in the world to mark Ronald’s skin again and again as many times as he pleases, now.
Ronald’s hands soon find their own avenue of exploration by touching Draluc as well — the caress starts at the vampire’s neck, moving downward. Draluc exhales, his own eagerness to be touched coming as a surprise, never having felt Ronald’s palm on his skin like this. The warm hand raises goosebumps on Draluc’s cold and pale skin wherever it moves, making the vampire tremble and his breath pick up speed without even realizing it.
Ronald’s heated hand travels around Draluc’s frame, feeling the lines of his collarbones, rough angles of his raised ribs, the waist that is probably thin enough for a grown man to wrap his hands around, the stomach that seems like it almost holds no organs, all the way to the quivering thighs that struggle to hold the vampire still. Draluc does not quite understand what is so infatuating about his frail and bony physique, all his angles sharp and uninviting, but it is very hard to deny that the look in Ronald’s eyes is anything other than pure enamouration and breathless lust. The man looks like he has to physically hold himself back from devouring every inch of Draluc’s body right there on the sofa.
“God fucking damn it,” Ronald curses, breathing in a deep inhale, eyes nailed on Draluc’s frame shuddering under his palm, “I’ve thought about this for so long.”
“That’s–” Draluc suddenly stumbles with his words as his entire body heats up further, a shiver running through every nook and corner of his being and lighting his nerves on fire. Ronald words from the alleyway return to his mind: the man said had said that he had had feelings for Draluc even before the first time they had sex.
That would mean– That the very first time, when Ronald had seemed like he had wanted to touch Draluc, to reach out and feel his skin and entire being,  he had actually wanted to do that . Actually. Really. Truly.
The realization makes Draluc collapse into a mountain of dust with an embarrassed wail, the thought of Ronald specifically craving after his frail and ghastly body suddenly making his self-consciousness ignite like never before.
Ronald, in turns, yells out, dumbfounded at the lapful of ash he has just received.
“Why the hell do you die now?! You said we should keep talking about these things!” the man’s voice is frustrated, no doubt mourning the loss of the heated skin contact after so long — both on his own frame, as well as on Draluc’s.
The vampire pops his head out of the grainy pile that used to be his body, with the heat burning on his cheeks.
“Not about things like that! I’m embarrassed.” Draluc wails, regenerating back to his normal self, attempting to hide his body behind his bony hands with admittedly very little success — Ronald still devours him with his eyes and reaches out as soon as Draluc’s physique vaguely resembles that of a person instead of a sentient sand dune.
“Shut up. Just prepare for the fact that your ass is gonna get utterly fucking destroyed.” Ronald growls low in his throat and pulls Draluc back onto his lap, seemingly getting impatient with the speed the interaction is progressing and wanting to move along into heavier and murkier waters. 
Draluc lets himself be grabbed, higher vampire pride long since being taken over by raw want, his own previous insecurity melting away as Ronald’s hands find his frame once more.
“I doubt we have condoms. Are you fine with that?” Ronald asks breathlessly while stroking Draluc’s stomach and sides.
Draluc licks his lips and exhales a small breathy laugh, a shudder of pleasure traveling through his frame at the thought of having Ronald raw inside of him. It makes a numb sensation spread into his lower abdomen, pooling heavily in the back of his stomach, as if waiting to be unraveled and released.
Such an irrelevant question — the two of them had practically abandoned protection altogether soon after starting their previous convoluted carnal relationship, and Draluc had shown enthusiastic consent each time. Still, the vampire has to admit he is glad that Ronald is considerate, even if he would have been enthralled by the exterminator just taking him without any questions asked.
“More than fine, I could use the sustenance after so long. The blood from earlier wasn’t much.” the vampire says, licking his own lips in anticipation.  
Ronald furrows his brows as a response, confusion clear in his face.
“Huh? Sustenance?” he asks, suddenly sounding uncertain.
Draluc blinks as a realization emerges. Ah, of course Ronald has no idea what he is talking about: he has never told the man about him being  able to absorb fluids other than blood out of fear that Ronald would find it upsetting or disgusting.
Well, in light of the recent revelations and the current situation, there is a good chance that fear is completely unwarranted.
“Ah, yes, actually,” Draluc begins, attempting to sound like his usual self when explaining that  he had been basically living off of Ronald’s come  during their most active days of playing tag together, “I did find out that blood isn’t the only fluid I can draw sustenance from.”
Ronald blinks a few times. Draluc is quite sure he can see the man’s pupils expand even further than they already are, and swears the dick pressed against his ass twitches.
“So. You’re telling me. That all the times we did it unprotected. You absorbed the–  Stuff? ” Ronald tries to confirm, but his speech is interrupted every few seconds by what Draluc assumes must be just a total and utter brain meltdown unfolding live in front of his eyes.
“Well, yes,” Draluc huffs out, slightly embarrassed by Ronald’s clearly carnal reaction, “Did you just think all the cum disappeared into thin air?”
“Hey, can you really blame me?! Half of the time I have no idea how your body works.” Ronald comments sharply.
To be fair, Draluc had not had any idea his body could do some of these things either. He most certainly had not been aware he could control his body in a dusty state, let alone absorb bodily fluids other than blood.
Suddenly, Ronald opens his mouth out of nowhere and drops the biggest surprise Draluc could have imagined to hear.
“I used to jerk off like twice a day even when we did it.”
It is now Draluc’s turn to be baffled.
“You what? At what point? We practically live the same daily routine.” 
The thought is both scary, and frankly, somehow dizzyingly aphrodisiacal — the frequency they had used to  play their game of tag, make use of their deal , however you want to call it, had been by no means scarce, and had at points been a daily occurence. 
All of the times Draluc had been thrown onto the sofa late at night, taken in the bathtub of their apartment, behind a locked door at the guild or on the beds of various love hotels flash through the vampire’s mind — and yet, even after all that and more, Ronald apparently had still had enough vigor to spare.
The beast of a man in question huffs.
“I have private time! Bathrooms and stuff. While you were asleep. I didn’t think your body could withstand that amount of–” Ronald makes his point across by impatiently rolling his hips so that his erect manhood rubs itself against Draluc’s bottom, causing the vampire to involuntarily let out a throaty hum at the contact, “ –you know. So I took care of myself so that you wouldn’t die.”
Draluc had previously thought Ronald’s libido had been almost frighteningly high, with the way even him turning into dust had never deterred the man (now that Draluc thinks about it, that had probably been a sign of Ronald’s feelings for him, not just a weird quirk of the man’s crazed libido.)
It turns out that Draluc had not known even half of the story: Ronald had been actively holding himself back out of concern. And it is not like their previous endeavors had been the world’s most gentle sex either: obviously Draluc’s body had always posed limitations to the amount of vigor that could be put into action, but the blood and  other fluids  had helped to keep him alive even through what he had thought to be Ronald’s full power.
Well. There is a good chance that had never been  Ronald’s full power . Or if it had been, the man could certainly do it more. And continuously.
A shudder mixed with fear and something like primal lust travels through Draluc’s frame at the thought.
Oh dear god, he is going to die tonight. Continuously. More times than he can probably count.
“You know, I haven’t done it in a week.” Ronald suddenly continues, breathing out a heavy sigh of suppressed lust.
Draluc’s brain does another double take at that.
“Wait, stop, time out.” the vampire utters, unconvinced at what he has just heard, and pushes himself an arm's length away from Ronald, “You went the whole week without jerking off? How haven’t you exploded yet?”
With the small distance now between them, Draluc can now tell that the front of Ronald’s boxers sure looks like it is going to explode soon.
The man groans.
“I was depressed, okay!? I thought you were just toying with my feelings, that didn’t particularly make me feel like jerking it.”
He does have a point, Draluc realizes: the vampire himself could have sought comfort from his own collection in the coffin as well, yet he had not, the feelings of despair and the silent feud occupying too much of his thoughts for the past week to even consider anything like that.
It seems like Ronald has been on the same boat.
“I’m going to die for real, aren’t I?” Draluc asks, suddenly both skeptical and absolutely enthralled about what they are going to embark on. He keeps staring down at the very visible bulge in Ronald’s boxers, feeling both heated expectation and fear swirling inside himself.
“Don’t worry, I’m gonna be balls deep in your ass in no time.”
“Balls deep in my  ash , maybe.”
Ronald brings Draluc closer once more, this time grabbing the vampire’s buttocks with his firm hands and pressing their bodies together.
“I have no problem with you dusting in the middle of things.” he offers nonchalantly.
“Yes, I’ve noticed! And frankly, it’s scary! Goddamn gorilla with an endless libido!” Draluc yells out in a futile protest.
Whatever outcry he might have had gets overtaken by bliss soon enough.
***
“I’m a hedonist, you know. We are bound to get bored eventually.” Draluc announces when the first rays of the morning sun begin to lift up the dark blanket of the night. He is leaning onto Ronald’s broad chest plate on the nook of the living room sofa, the time to retreat back into the coffin to escape the light getting closer by the minute.
“Are you up for the task of keeping someone like me entertained for the rest of your life?”
Ronald clicks his tongue, but the sound is playful and his voice has no malice
“As if you’d ever get the chance of getting bored with me.” the man answers, tired but still sounding certain and confident in his words, the stupidly cocky and self-assured kind of way one can only expect from a man in love.
Ronald is right though, and Draluc cannot deny it. The exterminator in red has already proven numerous times that he is the most intriguing and entertaining presence in Draluc’s life, without even realizing it.
Draluc laughs and dies in Ronald’s lap out of sheer happiness.
***
The next night, Draluc makes good on his old threat of going though Ronald’s adult-site browsing history. What he finds is a collection of awfully specific vampire-themed AVs ( who knew they made hunter x vampire themed gay porn in such large quantities! ), and realizes that had he done this sooner, they could have skipped weeks upon weeks of confusion.
Draluc still teases Ronald about his findings endlessly and ruthlessly, but this time, Ronald does not mind.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Aaaand there you have it. 🙇 Thanks for reading until the end!
So yeah, Alex, The Room From Which You Can’t Get Out Without Having Sex is a real vampire that Bonnoki has drawn. So he is technically canon Kyuushi lore. Welcome to the fandom where the mangaka himself draws sex-room vampires for fun.
“What is the point of a sentient sex-room if no-one is having sex in it?” one of my betas asked me, and you might be asking the same question. The answer is: it was just funny to me to play up the YOU CAN’T GET OUT WITHOUT FUCKING angle, and then them getting kicked out. It just seemed to fit the chaotic nature of the original manga. Since this chapter had some heavier themes and conflict, I figured some bizarre comedic elements would bring it closer to the tone of the source material.
Still not completely sure what I think about Draluc being in such a deeply wounded state at the beginning of this chapter, but it is what it is. The manga gives a few glimpses as to how Draluc would act in such a situation: he leaves John behind when they first meet, thinking that John will be happier without him. He is also shown grieving the decision and obsessing over the thought of John for a long time afterwards, so there is a canonical basis for his behavior. Still, goddamn, this was heavy to write. Trying to keep this shit in-character (and probably failing at it, let’s be real) is so hard, I never want to write this kind of angsty long-form pining ever again lmao. Please hire a deep web hitman to come after me if I ever start writing more things like this.
Anyway! Thank you so much for reading and I hope you enjoyed! Thank you for all the kudos, comments and support! Special thanks to my two betas, paru and mok, without whom I would literally die. And obviously the people on Kyuushi Discord who kept encouraging me through this chapter when I wanted to end my entire life.
Please, do leave your impressions in the comments! I’m always living for them, they’re so fun to read. Did you have fun reading?  Who really needs the most therapy ouf of the cast? (the answer is me, I, the author, am the one needing the most therapy.)
As usual, my twitter is also open.
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