Drevlaj closed the door behind him and propped the rusty sword against the wall. Something smelled good. Wood Elf maybe. No, sweeter than that. Half Elf. He went into the large kitchen.

"Drevlaj, my darling, bring me that bucket. This young half-breed bleeds nicely." Drevlaj's mother smiled at him as she placed a strip of meat  in an old dented pot. Drevlaj picked up the bucket by the doorway and brought it to Mother.

"This young girl was especially filthy." A scowl crossed Mother's face. He didn't like it when she was upset. He liked to see her smile. She had a pretty smile. He looked at the half-elf strapped to the chair. Mother had just begun. A strip of flesh about an inch wide was removed around the girl's hairline. Blood flowed freely over her face and down her small neck. She was staring into nothing.

"Is she dead, Mommy?"

"No dear, not yet. I kept her alive because I know how much you like girls and their cheeks." She fondly ruffled his dark hair. He stepped closer to the half-elf and studied her face. Smooth skin, short brown hair, clear blue eyes. There was nothing in her eyes. Her small mouth was open. Her lips looked soft. He licked her lip. A little bit of blood there. Tasty.

Drevlaj looked to Mother. She turned around and gave him a bright smile. She had blood splattered on her face and in her hair. He turned back to the half-elf. He slowly licked the strip of exposed muscle on her left temple. The girl screamed. Too loud. Much too loud. And right next to his ear.

"SHUT UP!!" he screamed at her. Her own blood splattered her face. She did have nice cheeks. He licked the blood off her cheek, relishing the softness of her skin.

"I like this one, Mommy. Can I keep her for later?" Drevlaj liked to feel cold skin against his own. It made him feel relaxed.

"Sure, sweetheart. We can have her tomorrow night. How's that sound?" She turned around, wiping her hands on a towel. Blood was still smeared on her face and hair. It was on her chest, too. And her brown dress. Her skin was shining. He liked shiny, cold skin. And soft. Mommy had nice skin. "Why don't you kill her now, so she'll be ready after dinner." She turned back to her cutting.

The small, thin neck of the half-elf tasted good. The sweat was salty, and the blood wasn't bad. Her skin gave way easily to his teeth.  The neck was the best place to drink of someone. It didn't get in the way of his games, and he could still lick the other side of the neck.

Blood was pumping silently out of the girl's neck. Drevlaj let it flow over his fingers and washed his hands in it. The thick, warm liquid felt good between his fingers. He walked over to Mommy and started rubbing it gently onto her bare shoulders.

"Mmmm, that feels good," she said smoothly. She turned around and guided Drevlaj's blood-soaked hands to her chest. She slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders, and helped him smear the blood all over her breasts and neck. She looked very pretty dressed in blood. "Thank you, my sweet. We really must have a proper blood bath soon." She smiled again, and Drevlaj smiled too. So pretty when Mommy smiled. She licked his fingers clean, and resumed her cutting. Drevlaj went back to the table and began removing the half-elf's legs. He learned a long time ago that they screamed more when the blade was dull. He liked screams. So did Mommy.

*****

After they finished eating, they sat at the table. Mother licked the blood from her fingers. She was so beautiful. Drevlaj liked the way the blood looked on her midnight blue skin; the way it glistened and sparkled. The bones from dinner lay in a pile next to the table.

"Mommy, since it's my birthday, can you tell me my birth story?"

"Sure darling. It was a very special day." She started to remove her clothes. It was the dress she'd made from last week's Erudite. When she was naked, she got on the table and sat in front of Drevlaj. Her feet were on the bench to either side of him.

"It was my first moon-blood. My blood raced hot and I had desires. Strong desires. I'd just found a young Teir'Dal the day before. He was a strong fight. Nice skin, too. It came off nicely. And oh, his screams! They set my blood on fire! But that was after he speared me." Drevlaj looked confused.

"He speared you?" Mother chuckled. She was so pretty when she laughed. He liked to see her happy.

"He put his man-spear in me," she said.

"Oh. How old were you?" Drevlaj asked.

"I don't remember exactly, but I was very young. Nine months later, you were born in a torrent of blood." Mother's hand was between her legs. Her eyes were closed. Drevlaj watched her. "So much blood. It felt magnificent." 

Drevlaj watched her for a few moments. "You're very pretty, Mommy." She looked at him, and the next thing he knew, she was straddling him. For the first time, he felt what it was like to have his spear in warm flesh.

Mommy's screams filled the house. She'd clawed at the friction between their legs, and now blood lubricated their skin. Mother was so beautiful. She felt good. Much better than the corpses he'd kept under his bed. Corpses couldn't move like Mommy did.

When they had satisfied their desires, they licked the blood from each other's bodies.

"You have a better spear than your father did," Mother said as she licked it clean.

"What happened to my father?"

"I made a cloak of his skin, and I kept his spear to fill those nights when no one screamed. But now I don't think I'll need that anymore," she said as she licked once more. She didn't put her clothes back on. "Come on, darling. Let's play with your half-elf friend." She bent down and kissed him on his mouth. Her tongue felt good. It tasted good, too.

He picked the half-elf's body off the floor of the kitchen and carried it to the dining table. Mother watched him approvingly.

"I love you, Mommy." He would do anything to please her. Taking his time, wanting to do it right, he began peeling the skin surrounding the half-elf's nipple in a spiral around the breast. Mommy would look beautiful with half-elf skin braided in her hair. She took him in her mouth as he peeled the half-elf. Anything to please Mother.
